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CHAPTER ONE


It was the Fourth of July and the fireworks display at Grant Park was due to start shortly. In the girls' shower room at Memorial High School, the girls' gymnastics team was hurrying to rinse the workout sweat off their young bodies so they could run over to the park and meet with their boyfriends. There would be lots of making out in the bushes of Grant Park tonight as the fireworks exploded overhead. Training rules would be forgotten and abandoned. It was the Fourth of July, after all, a night to let go and celebrate.
Two of the young gymnasts, a petite brunette named Nada, and an equally petite, but slightly more curvaceous blonde named Marilyn – both of them world-class gymnasts with hopes of winning medals in the next Olympics – showered with none of the frantic hurry of the others. They took their time, letting the steaming water slide like oil over their elastic young tits, soaping their armpits and, crotches with leisurely strokes. They were waiting, as they always did, for the showers to clear out, so they could be alone – just the two of them.
Marilyn and Nada were in no hurry to get over to the park, or to give their bodies to smelly, groping boys. If they went to the park at all, it would not be to give their bodies, but to tantalize with their bodies, not to pleasure the boys, but to leave as many boys as they could begging and humiliated, with slapped or clawed faces, with balls blue enough to fall off. They were, after all, the two most desired girls in town, were fast becoming two of the most desired girls in the nation due to the celebrity status they were gaining on network TV, and no Memorial High School cock-face was going to touch their bodies without being put instantly in his place.
"Well, hurry it up!" Marilyn shouted at the other girls. "Do you wanna miss the fireworks?"
All the other girls but Nada jumped as it the fire alarm had just gone off, several of them slipping and sliding out of the showers without bothering to rinse the soap off their pussies.
A few boys tonight will get their dirty mouths washed out with soap, Marilyn mused gleefully. As they well deserve! She and Nada glanced at each other and bath of them smiled. She was sure Nada was having the same thought about boys with soap in their mouths.
The two girls stayed under separate showers, both of them waiting for the infantile jabbering and squeals of the girls in the locker room to gradually lessen and fade away. Their pussies throbbed as they watched each other, each girl admiring the other's tits and voluptuous curves. They both turned to show off their asses and the rosy-pink puckers between the smooth, firm ass-cheeks.
Gorgeous! they both thought, and they could hardly wait to join their bodies under a single shower.
They'd been making out with each other since before either of them had sprouted hair on her pussy, and they still found each other to be the ultimate sexual turn-on. The only thing that turned them on anywhere near as much as each other was the act of teasing men with their bodies. Neither girl had ever given herself sexually to a male, and neither girl had any plans to do so. They had beauty, success, fame – and each other. What more did either of them need? Certainly not men – except for teasing and putting down.
As Nada and Marilyn got hotter and hotter, the pussy-cream oozed from their throbbing teen cunts and trickled down their legs. Nada and Marilyn displayed themselves seductively to each other, each girl got as turned on by her own vampish undulations as much as by the sight of the other's. As they teased each ether in what they thought was complete privacy, they had no idea they were being watched through a one-way mirror by a man they had both come to despise, despite the years of work he'd put in developing them into world-glass gymnasts. That man was Coach Ross Sterling. They despised taking orders from any male.
The muscular coach had pushed his gym trunks and jockstrap down around his knees. He had his uncut cock in his hand, and his nose was all but pressed to the viewing side of the one-way mirror. He was standing in the pitch dark office of the women coaches, having let himself into the office through the usually locked door that joined the adjacent men's office with the women's office. He didn't dare sneak in here often, for fear he'd be caught, but it was the Fourth of July, and it was almost a for certain that he and his girls were the only people in the school this evening.
"Damn, look at em!" he whispered, literally drooling.
His heavy breathing and the flesh-slapping noises of his thick foreskin as he worked it beck and forth over his wet cock-head were the only sounds in the dark office. The locker room outside the office was alive with girlish squeals and giggling, sounds that sent itchy thrills through his cock and asshole. He had a large collection of erotic videotapes at home, but none of them excited him as much as the sight of Nada and Marilyn naked, or the real-life sounds of squealing young girls in a locker room. If it were possible, he'd spend all his days concealed in this office, behind this one-way mirror, beating off as he watched young girls shower.
He was ready to blow his load now, but he had to hold off until he saw Marilyn and Nada go down on each other. Nothing in the world turned him on more than watching Marilyn's blonde head bob between Nada's thighs as Nada's chestnut head bobbed between Marilyn's thighs. The two girls would go at each other like hungry animals, sucking and biting, slurping up and drinking each other's honey-like pussyjuices, tongue-fucking each other until they squirmed and squealed with mutual ecstasy. He'd been watching them eat each other for years, since their junior high days when they'd first started coming to Memorial High for special, advanced coaching.
They were the two most talented gymnasts he'd ever coached, and he'd coached many talented girls. Before coming to Memorial High School six years ago, he'd coached college and national level gymnastics. He'd served as a world gymnastics official. He'd coached several potential world-class girls, but he'd never succeeded in producing an international medal winner, so six years ago he'd thrown in the towel, the pressures and frustrations of coaching at the world-class level too much for him, and he had accepted a much lower-pressure, but well-paying job here at Memorial High. When he'd taken the job, he'd never dreamed that one day he'd be coaching the likes of Nada and Marilyn, who were not only the most talented girls he'd ever coached, but the best-looking and most voluptuous as well.
If I could just get my hands on them! he thought. Just once! The experience would blow his mind, would probably kill him, but what a way to go! All he'd been fantasizing about sexually these last few years was Nada and Marilyn naked, Nada and Marilyn together in bed with him, Nada and Marilyn fucking him.
"Oh Jesus!" He released his cock as a dangerous tremor shot through it, then held his breath, praying he wouldn't go into spasms. He had to save his cum-load for the sight of them sucking each other. Then the pleasure when he came would be that much better.
His cock flexed wildly in the dark, dripping thick drops of cum. When the pulsations eased in it, when it settled back down to a slow throbbing, he grabbed his cock again and stroked it, more slowly this time, more carefully.
The two girls moved under one shower together, pressing their tits together and kissing as the hot water sprayed over their shoulders. Their bellies slid together. They humped, their pussy-mounds – one blonde, one dark – wet and rubbing against each other. They wrapped legs around each other's legs, stroking hot toes up and down each other's smooth legs…
Unfortunately, although the coach could hear the sounds in the locker room outside the front door of the women's office, he couldn't hear the sounds coming from the shower room. The one-way mirror was too thick, too well sealed and insulated. He heard the moans of the two kissing teenagers only in his mind.
If only he could kiss those mouths! he thought. If only I could rub myself against those silky smooth bodies! If only I could drop to my knees and worship them, licking between their legs, licking them inside and out!
He imagined himself fucking them, but he knew that he would never, never be able to have them in real life. They were the touchiest, most temperamental girls he'd ever met. He'd learned long ago never to lay a hand on them.
He'd once been clawed in the face by Marilyn when he'd tried to hug her during a televised gymnastics meet after she'd scored a perfect 10 on the balance beam. A photograph of the incident had made newspapers around the country, and the humiliation would follow him throughout the rest of his career. Even if Marilyn or Nada won Olympic medals, the media would remember him not for his years of work and dedication to make them champions, but for the time he was humiliated on national television by a five-foot-tall girl with pigtails.
As Marilyn dropped to her knees in front of Nada and started blowing her, Ross imagined himself shoving his cock in Marilyn's mouth. He could see her lips stretch thin and nearly tear around his massively thick cock. He could see her choke as he forced his cock-head down her throat. As much as he loved his two young stars, as much as he knew he would protect them with his life, he also felt the need to punish them, to humiliate them for having humiliated him, to get back at them for having treated him as untouchable despite the countless hours he'd spent with them these last six years to make them world-class competitors.
"Suck it, bitch!" he whispered, watching Marilyn's head bob, watching her chew at Nada's dark-furred pussy and drink Nada's fuck-juices.
He pumped his cock, imagining the feel of Marilyn's hot lips sliding up and down around it. His balls swelled. As Nada's eyes rolled with pleasure, his own eyes rolled with pleasure.
"Blow that horny slut, you cunt-sucking bitch! Blow my cock!" the coach growled.
In the darkness of the women coaches' office, Coach Ross Sterling pleasured his cock, his eyes glued to the two cunt-hungry teenage girls making out under the steaming shower. He wanted them, wanted both of them more than he'd wanted any girls or women in his life – but he knew he'd never touch them, would never lay a hand on either of them. They thought they were too good for him. He was their coach. He'd made them the sports idols they were today. But he was also their slave. They stepped on him as if he were a worm, every chance they got. He worshipped the ground they walked on, and yet he hated them.
"Oh honey, suck that pussy!" Nada pressed Marilyn's head between her legs, rubbed her throbbing crotch in Marilyn's mouth. When Marilyn fought for breath, Nada pressed harder, momentarily smothering her lover.
As much as she loved Marilyn, Nada took pleasure in seeing Marilyn struggle, in seeing Marilyn suffer. They were as close as if they'd been twin sisters. They'd grown up together, had become champion gymnasts together, but they were also competitors, both of them very proud competitors. Only one of them could win the gold medal. Only one of them could be number one, number one not only in gymnastics, but in everything. Only one of them could be most beautiful, most sought after, most worshipped by the world.
Nada pulled Marilyn's hair and jerked on her ears, scouring Marilyn's mouth and nose with her hairy cunt. She took delight in Marilyn's blubbering and choking, thrilled to see Marilyn's face flush red and the snot run from her nose. She hated Marilyn for having blonde hair. It wasn't fair that Marilyn should have been born with blonde hair instead of her!
Marilyn gnawed into Nada's cunt until Nada screamed and released her head. She gave Nada's clit a hard bile for good measure. Biting was the only way to make Nada lay off when the little bitch got carded away. She wrapped her arms around Nada's legs and tackled her, pulled her down until she herself was lying on top of Nada in the sixty-nine position, grinding her blonde cunt in Nada's mouth.
"Suck it!" Marilyn growled. "Drink my pussy-juice!"
The two girls rubbed their faces into each other's crotch and sucked like starving calves. Their toes curled as the intense sensations saturated their swollen pussy-lips, their humping loins. The tart fuck-juice bubbled from each other's pussy and they sucked and slurped, eating each other out. Their tongues slipped up each other's cunt, twisting, probing, tasting.
Marilyn saw stars. She couldn't get enough of this feeling, couldn't get enough of the taste and smell of hot pussy. The steaming water from the shower fell on their wrinkling bodies, a continuous lubrication for their naked skin. They slid against each other, reveling in the sensation of flesh rubbing flesh, of mouths sucking cunts. Marilyn closed her eyes and groaned. She experienced the illusion that she was sucking off herself.
As their cunt-eating became hotter and more ravenous, they gnawed at each other's cuntmeat and clit, their electrically charged teeth inflicting as much pain as pleasure. Like Nada, Marilyn got as much satisfaction out of hurting Nada as she did out of pleasuring her, and her excitement surged with each whimper of pain Nada let out.
The little bitch! Marilyn thought. She thinks she's number one, but I'm number one. I'll always be number one. I'm the better gymnast. I'm the most talented and the sexiest. And the toughest. I can handle her any day, and I'll do anything necessary to stay number one. Anything!
The coupled girls rolled from side to side, sucking and biting, humping and rubbing, giving and getting pleasure and pain. At times they looked more like wrestlers than lovers, looked more as if they were trying to tear each other apart than make love. The fuck-juices poured from their burning cunts, running into each other's mouth, down each other's neck and tits. The hot water continued to drench them, and at times they choked on it, half drowning as they wrestled.
They were oblivious to everything around them. Coach Sterling could have walked in at that moment and they wouldn't have noticed him. Coach Sterling didn't walk in because he was safely concealed behind the one-way mirror, now beating his cock as if trying to rip the foreskin off it. He was so entranced with the sight of Marilyn and Nada locked in their sexual embrace that even he failed to notice the jeans-clad, barefoot, pony tailed young girl who had run back into the showers in search of her going-steady ring, which she'd removed and misplaced when she'd taken her shower.
The intruding young girl, gymnast Sissy Johnson, forgot all about her going-steady ring as she froze twenty feet from the cunt sucking twosome. Here were the idols of Sissy's young life, their bodies locked together and rolling on the floor of the shower room, their heads grinding between each other's legs, animal-like growls coming from their throats. Sissy's mouth dropped open and she stood there trembling. She had never know shock till now. She was on the verge of fainting. This just couldn't be! Nada and Marilyn couldn't being doing this!
Nada and Marilyn exploded in unison, whining like two female cats being screwed by hard biting toms. As the spasms swept through their coupled bodies, they shuddered and jerked, writhing against the tile floor, working their toes madly as their contracting cunts exploded in each other's mouth. They groaned loudly, eating and licking until the last fuck-thrills had pulsed through their loins.
In the darkness behind the one-way mirror, Coach Sterling exploded his creamy spunk against the concrete-block wall. The splashes were audible in the still office, and his grunts and gasps of pleasure echoed in the room, making him fear for a moment that there was another person in the dark room with him. Right now he couldn't care. His body was gripped with orgasm, with fuck-pleasure. The cum spurted from his pulsating cock, making a mess of the wall and filling the room with a musky, alkaline aroma.
"Eat it!" he mumbled, imagining his cock in Marilyn's mouth, in Nada's mouth, imagining her thick cum filling their throats and choking them. "Suck it down!"
He closed his eyes, jerking on his cock, pumping out his cum-load. The warm feeling pulsed in his belly and loins. His toes tingled in his athletic shoes.
When he opened his eyes, he had to blink a few times to make sure he was seeing what he was seeing and not imagining it. Marilyn and Nada were on their feet, their fingernails sunk into Sissy Johnson, their juice-wet faces as red and flustered-looking as the younger girl's. Where Sissy had come from, Ross Sterling didn't know, but he could see that she was in trouble – big trouble!
Marilyn and Nada, looking meaner than Ross had ever seen them look, their usual angel-faces contorted like the faces of old witches, dragged the squirming young girl out of the showers and out of Ross' sight. He heard her pleading with them as they dragged her into the locker room, and he cursed the architects who had designed Memorial High School.
The damned architects had installed one-way mirrors that looked from the coaches' offices into the shower rooms, but they hadn't even installed windows that looked from the coaches' offices into the locker rooms. All the coach could do was press his ear to the outer door of the office and listen – listen to the pleadings and whimperings and shrieks of poor little Sissy Johnson as Marilyn and Nada punished her, as they tortured her for having caught them in the act of sucking cunt.



CHAPTER TWO


"You're hurting me!" Sissy whimpered. "Stop, please stop, I won't tell anybody!"
"You're damn right you won't!" Marilyn snarled. She had the dizzy little peeping torn by the ponytail and by one of her tits.
"What should we do with her?" Nada said, her fingernails digging into Sissy's right ear as she twisted on it.
"Teach her a lesson she'll never forget," Marilyn said. "Go lock the door. We don't want to be disturbed by other peeping toms." As Nada ran to lock the door of the locker room, Marilyn forced Sissy face-down along a bench and straddled her, sitting on the back of her neck. Tears ran from the little freshman's eyes and pooled on the gray enamel of the bench top.
"Shut up, wimp!" Marilyn cracked Sissy across the side of the head. The younger girl's cry of pain excited Marilyn and pussy-cream spurted from her crotch and trickled down the sides of Sissy's neck like hot saliva. "You're only getting what's coming to you, you Goddamned Peeping tom!"
"I wasn't peeping," Sissy sniveled. "I just came back to look for my ring, my going-steady ring, I just came back to look for, it."
"You hear that?" Marilyn said as Nada reappeared around the row of lockers. "She claims she was only looking for the going-steady ring that some cock gave her."
"Disgusting!" Nada said. "It turns my stomach."
"I bet she fucks him too," Marilyn said. "I bet she lets him stick that smelly cock of his in her. Is that what you do, bitch, huh? You let him stick that smelly cock in you and shoot his cum? Huh, do ya, bitch!" She jerked Sissy's head up and down by the ponytail.
"No!" Sissy cried. "No! Please stop!"
"Don't lie!" Marilyn growled. "We want the truth! You let him fuck you, don't you!"
"Yes," Sissy whispered, tears running from her eyes.
"What?" said Marilyn. "We can't hear you!"
"Yes," gasped Sissy as Marilyn pinched the nape of her neck.
The two older girls made faces of disgust. Although neither girl had ever come near to having sex with a boy, they'd both spied on their brothers jerking off, they'd both seen the white slime shoot from their brothers' cocks, and they'd both nearly vomited at the sight. Neither girl could imagine ever touching a cock, let alone fucking one.
"She turns my stomach," Nada said. "What are we gonna do with her?"
"Reform her," Marilyn said. "Teach her to like pussy. She'll learn to like it – or else!"
Nada was rummaging through Sissy's open locker. She pulled out a jockstrap with a yellowed pouch. "Oh Jesus, look at this!"
"Christ!" Marilyn said.
Nada shoved the jockstrap under Sissy's nose.
"Is this his, bitch?"
"Yes," Sissy squeaked.
"I knew it!" Nada scoured the girl's face with the rough mesh of the jockstrap. She forced the jock into Sissy's mouth. "Chew it up and eat it, you dumb little cunt!"
She picked up a discarded shoelace from the floor and hooked it between Sissy's open lips before tying it around the back of the girl's blonde head. The young girl was now gagged with a wadded-up jockstrap held in place by a shoelace.
Sissy sniveled, snot running from her nose.
"This is starting to get fun," Nada said.
"Of course," said Marilyn.
The two older gymnasts pulled the younger girl's jeans off. She wore panties with fruit designs on them, and Marilyn leaned over and bit through a pear and into Sissy's ass. Sissy yelped, arching back, her cry of pain muffled by the gag. The older girls laughed and peeled off her panties.
"Take a whiff of these," Marilyn said, shoving Sissy's panties under Nada's nose. "Don't you ever wash your underwear, girl, or do you spend all your time thinking about your boyfriend's cock and drooling between the legs?"
"From the smell of these," Nada said, "she does both."
"Don't inhale 'em, for Christsake!" Marilyn said, snatching the panties away from Nada. "Find something to tie her up with!"
As Nada searched for bindings of some sort, Marilyn reached between Sissy's legs and found the girl sopping wet. She rubbed some of Sissy's fuck-juice on her own tits and between her own legs. When Sissy tried to look over her shoulder to see what Marilyn was up to, Marilyn slapping her ass and told her to face front. Marilyn then rammed a finger up Sissy's asshole and watched with pleasure as Sissy squirmed like a fish impaled on a spear.
"How about these?" Nada said, holding up a handful of nylon stockings.
"Where'd you find those?"
"Angela Mock's locker," Nada said. "I swear, she's got a pair for every day of the year."
They pulled Sissy off the bench and ripped off her T-shirt. The naked girl shrieked and made a frantic attempt to break away. Marilyn and Nada dragged her to the concrete floor. As Nada sat on her tits and kneeled on her shoulders, Marilyn tied the nylon stockings securely around Sissy's wrists and ankles, then tied the free ends of the nylons to the legs of benches. They spread-eagled the young girl, stretching her arms and legs out tight to form an X.
Nada climbed off, leaving pussy-slime on the girl's tits. Both older girls had fuck-juices running down their legs. Their tits had swollen hugely, and prickling sensations shot through their cunt-holes and assholes.
Marilyn dug her big toe into the wet gash between Sissy's legs. "Look at the bitch squirm! I wonder if she squirms like that when she gets a cock in her."
"Her toes are curling," Nada said. "That's it, Sissy, point them toes! We're gonna make a gymnast outa you yet." She rummaged in Sissy's locker and pulled the meshed-nylon shoulder strap off the girl's gym bag.
"What're you gonna do with that?" Marilyn said, grinding her big toe in Sissy's cunt, gouging the girl's tender fuck-meat with her sharp toenail.
"I'll give you three guesses," Nada said. She raised her arm and snapped it down, cracking the strap across Sissy's heaving tits. "One!"
Sissy arched up, screaming into her gag, her face flushed and, suddenly running sweat.
"Make a bow for a Christmas present?" Marilyn said.
"Wrong." Nada snapped her arm down again, laying another welt across Sissy's tits. "Two!"
"Make a diaper for yourself?" Marilyn said. "Bitch!" Nada said. "Wrong again." She cracked the strap across Sissy's belly. "Three!"
Sissy arched up, her body shuddering, an ugly welt pulsating on her tanned abdomen.
"Make a noose to hang her with?" Marilyn said.
"Sounds like fun, but we'd better not," Nada said. "Your three guesses are up, dear. No, I'm gonna use this thing on Sissy the way my father uses his belt on my brother."
"How's that?" Marilyn said.
"Like this." Nada swung her arm savagely, across Sissy's tits, across her belly, across her legs and feet.
Sissy writhed as if she had a hot poker up the ass. Her eyes bugged out as if she were on the verge of death.
As Nada whipped the helpless girl, she pulsed internally with the same satisfaction as when she watched her kid brother being strapped at home. She was her old man's favorite, and he'd do anything she suggested – suck a turd out of her asshole if she told him to. She used her suggestive power over the old bastard whenever she felt like punishing her brother. All she had to do was accuse her brother of some wrongdoing – whether the boy was guilty or not – and her old man would lay into the pathetically whimpering brat as if were going to strap the boy to death. Nada knew the old man's macho savagery was more of a show to impress her than it was a means of disciplining her brother. She had no doubt the old man would murder the smelly little wimp if she demanded it.
Marilyn snatched the strap away from Nada, and Sissy fell back, moaning, her body shaking.
"You try to kill her or something!" Marilyn said. "Look at the poor thing! Oh you poor little dear!"
She raised her arm and jerked it down, snapping the strap between Sissy's legs, scourging the length of the girl's cunt-gash. The strap came up wet with pussy-cream.
Sissy strained upward, her face blue with pain. Her eyes rolled back, sinking into her skull, and she passed out.
"Look who's talking about killing her!" Nada said.
"She just fainted," Marilyn said. "The gutless little sissy! She'll never be a champion. The least little pain and she faints. Go get some water."
"You knocked bet out. You get some water!" As Marilyn grudgingly gave in and ran to the restroom for water, Nada crouched between Sissy's legs and began to lick. The strap had made a cut in Sissy's cunt, and just enough blood oozed out to season her pussy-juice deliciously. Nada lapped with long tongue strokes, growling like a dog. Her hand plunged between her own legs, her fingers sliding between her tightly swollen cunt-lips.
"I knew I'd find you sucking her," Marilyn said as she returned with a paper cup filled with cold water. She was tempted to throw the water in Nada's face instead of Sissy's. She let the water fly, and Sissy jerked her head up, gasping into the gag.
"She's the one we're supposed to be teaching to eat pussy," Marilyn said. "Or have you forgotten?"
"Fuck you!" Nada mumbled, sucking Sissy's crotch.
Marilyn straddled Sissy at the neck and ripped the gag from Sissy's mouth. Before Sissy could catch her breath or say a word, Marilyn sat on the girl's mouth, grinding her swollen cunt-lips against the girl's teeth. "Eat it! Suck it!"
Sissy struggled for breath, her face covered with Marilyn's crotch and ass. The hot female fuck-slime ran into her mouth, ran like paste down her cheeks. Marilyn's cunt-bush scoured her nose and lips. Marilyn's salty-sweet cuntflesh filled her, mouth, raw and hot and pulsating. Sissy choked.
"Eat it, damn you!" Marilyn growled. "Eat it or I'll grind your head into the floor?"
Sissy would have given up and let Marilyn crush her head or smother her to death if Nada hadn't been licking Sissy's cunt. Sissy had never suffered so much or been more humiliated in her life, and she would rather have died than submit to any more torture and humiliation except for the sensations pulsing through her loins, except for the itchy thrills running through her cunt-flesh. As Nada's tongue slithered between her cunt-lips, as Nada's tongue twisted up into her cunt, Sissy arched up, grinding her freshman cunt in Nada's mouth, feeding Nada her sweet young cunt-juices, and the fuck feelings streamed through her belly and legs, tingling her toes end nipples, and in her excitement, she started to suck on Marilyn's seething crotch.
Marilyn snapped her blonde head back, shoved her tits forward and high, fucking Sissy's mouth. "That's it, bitch, that's it! Suck, lick, eat! Mmmmm, yeahhh!"
Marilyn pinched and stretched her own nipples as she rode Sissy's face. She rubbed her tits in circles, stroked her tanned, golden-fuzzed belly. She let all her weight down on Sissy's face, forcing her crotch as deep as possible into the girl's mouth. "Eat my cunt, you little twit! Suck it!"
Nada's head bobbed between Sissy's legs. She caught little tufts of blonde, silky pussy-hair between her teeth and tore them out. Pussycream flavored with blood dribbled into her mouth. As she swallowed the young girl's pussyjuice, she swallowed pussy-hairs with it. She gnawed deep between Sissy's cunt-lips, biting and stretching Sissy's stiff clit.
Sissy thought her brains would explode. The pain and pleasure she felt were more than she could bear. Her toes clawed at the concrete as she arched up. She chewed into Marilyn's crotch as hard as Nada was chewing into her own. Pain and ecstasy knifed through her loins. She wanted to die.
"She's coming!" Nada growled, biting and sucking and slurping at Sissy's exploding teen cunt. "Yummy."
As Nada brought the young girl to the unbearable heights of ecstasy, she rammed three bunched fingers in and out of her own hard-sucking cunt. Her female fuck juices were dribbling out of her as hot and thick and profusely as out of Sissy, and as her fingers pistoned, the juices frothed around them.
Marilyn looked down into the orgasm contorted face of the young girl. Marilyn had never before seen such an expression of intense feeling on anyone's face, not even on Nada's. Sissy's eyes were rolled back to quivering slits. Her face was flushed with the most beautiful rosy glow Marilyn had ever seen. Marilyn gripped the girl's blonde head, crushed the pretty head against her cunt as she bore down against it and scoured the girl's face with her hairy blonde cunt. Her hot fuck-slime ran into Sissy's eyes, trickled into Sissy's nostrils. She impaled her cunt on Sissy's nose. She gritted her teeth and growled, pleasuring herself more savagely and intensely than she ever had before. The fuck-tension surged inside her and burst. Her fuck-juices drenched Sissy's face.
"Ahhhhh." Marilyn groaned. "Ohhhhh!" She felt like an animal as she clutched Sissy's head and rode Sissy's face. Her tits flapped, her ass gyrated, and she threw her blonde head from side to side. It felt so good to let go completely like this, to vent her lust and aggression as she never had before.
"Eat it, bitch!" Marilyn growled. "Suck it! Swallow my cunt-juice!"
Sissy was drowning, smothering, but she didn't care. The fuck-feeling continued to pulse through her ultra-sensitive young body, and she jerked with each spasm as if jolted by an electric current. Nada's tongue in her cunt-hole, Nada's teeth in her cunt-flesh, were like sparking electrodes. She strained at the bonds that held her legs wide apart, aching to clamp her thighs around Nada's twisting head.
Nada was delirious. The young girl's fuck juices were like a potent whiskey. The taste of them nearly knocked her head off. As she drank the delicious girl-juice, she twisted her hand between her own legs, trying to force her entire fist up inside herself. She wanted to come! She needed to come! She imagined her entire arm entering her body. Her loins exploded.
She squealed, her ass churning in the air, her hand grinding between her legs. As she came, her fuck-juices running down her legs, she tried to drive her head up Sissy's open crotch. She got her nose inside the young girl, and her lips too, and she bathed her face in Sissy's seething fuck meat as she finger-fucked herself to ecstasy.
At last, Marilyn rolled off Sissy's face and pulled herself up on the nearest bench.
"You sow!" she said to Nada. "Get your nose outa that slop trough. You're eating that pussy like it's got honey running out of it!"
Sissy was squirming. "Please stop! It hurts! Please stop!" Her cunt had become so sensitive after her orgasm that every flick of Nada's tongue made her nearly faint.
"On second thought," Marilyn said, "lick her harder!"
She got shakily to her feet and picked up the mesh-nylon strap. As Nada continued to torture the little freshman's cunt with her tongue and teeth, Marilyn began again to torture the girl with the strap, cracking it savagely across Sissy's belly and tits.
Sissy screamed so loud she almost snapped her vocal cords.
Marilyn sneered, flagging the girl harder. "Shut up!"
Nada ripped hair from Sissy's pussy-mound, laughing as she spat out the golden tufts. "This is real fun."
"You're killing me!" Sissy screeched.
A door was slammed open.
"Jesus Christ, what the fuck you doing to her!"
Coach Ross Sterling charged into the locker room from the office of the women coaches and yanked the strap away from Marilyn. Nada jerked away from Sissy's cunt and fell flat on her ass. Sissy's cunt-hairs were pasted to her lips and chin.
"Jesus Christ!" Coach Sterling muttered, staring down in disbelief at Sissy, whose tender young flesh was cross – crossed with raised purple welts, who foamed at the mouth and from the nose. He went weak in the knees and felt sick to his stomach. "What have you done to her?"
Marilyn and Nada sensed the coach's weakness immediately. It took them only moments to regain their composure.
"What are you doing in our locker room, Coach?" Marilyn said, a malicious smirk on her face. "The girls' locker room."
"Yeah, Coach," said Nada, "what are you doing here?"
"What?" the coach said. "What!" He thought he must be hearing things. "After what I caught you two doing to this poor girl, how dare you…"
"Us?" said Marilyn, looking shocked by the accusation. "Us! We come in here – our locker room – and find you whipping the skin off poor little Sissy, our dear little teammate…"
"And trying to rape her," Nada cut in. "Yes," Marilyn said. "Trying to rape her like an animal! We'd never have believed it if we hadn't seen it with our own eyes. It's just lucky we arrived when we did."
"He's sick!" Nada said. "He oughta be locked up!"
Coach Ross Sterling stood there with his mouth wide open, too stunned by their accusations to say a word. They were so convincing that even he half believed them.



CHAPTER THREE


"Don't untie her now, Coach," Marilyn said. "It's too late for that. We caught you red handed, whipping her and trying to rape her, after you tied her down?"
"The big ox!" Nada said. "Trying to rape our dear little Sissy! Not that it's surprising. He always has been a big bully."
"You two are crazy," the coach said. "You really think you can get off that easy – by accusing me of what you've done? It's not that easy. Sissy will have something to say about what happened."
"We'll take care of Sissy, Coach, just don't you worry." Marilyn rubbed her toes across Sissy's mouth. "Ain't that right, girl?"
Sissy just groaned, only half conscious.
"See, Coach," Nada said. "Sissy says you beat her up and tried to rape her. You're in big trouble, bully boy."
Ross Sterling stood there, paralyzed. He knew without a doubt that they had him. Nobody would ever take his word over theirs, and they could make Sissy say whatever they wanted her to. Even after the beating she'd received, Sissy would side with Marilyn and Nada. They had that kind of control over her. They had that kind of control over the entire girls' gymnastics team. As much as he'd fantasized at one time or another fucking every girl on the team, he'd never laid a hand on any of them, but he could be accused by rape by any one of them, or all of them, at a word to them from Marilyn or Nada. Until this moment he hadn't fully realized his relationship to the girls he coached. He wasn't their master – he was their slave! And most of all, he was the helpless slave of Marilyn and Nada.
"Tell you what, Coach," Marilyn said. "You just crawl back in the woodwork where you came from, and we might forget everything we saw here." She rubbed her hand between her legs, wetting it with pussy-cream, then smeared the spit like fluid on the coach's nose.
Ross Sterling nearly shit in his gym trunks. The scent of Marilyn's hot teen cunt made him sway dizzily, and his flexing cock nearly tore out of his jockstrap.
"Hey Marilyn, before he goes, don't you think we oughta tell him the good news." Nada lifted and massaged her tits seductively, intentionally driving the man crazy with a lust for her he could never satisfy.
"Oh yeah," Marilyn said. "Guess what, Coach – you're fired."
"What?" the coach said.
"Fired, dum-dum," Nada said. "As of next Monday, you ain't our coach anymore."
Ross frowned, not comprehending. He'd been coaching these for so long that he'd never dreamed he'd ever lose them. They'd been his whole life for so many years now. He'd worked his off for them, putting in overtime day and day out to make them the world-class competitors they were. He trained them all summer, for Christsake, even though school wasn't in session and he wasn't getting paid for his work – not only trained them, but the other girls as well. He'd built the top girls' gymnastics team in the state, if not in the nation. He'd made Marilyn and Nada what they were today. Without him, they'd be nothing.
"We found a nice lady coach," Marilyn said. "A private coach. One of them defectors from Eastern Europe. She can coach the pants off you, old man, and she ain't a bully."
I'm not old, Ross thought, telling himself this was just all a bad dream, that he'd wake up any minute now and have a good laugh over it. I'm not an old man, and I'm not a bully.
"Our parents are paying her," Nada said, continuing to massage her tits seductively as she smirked at Ross. "It'll cost a lot of money, of course, but we're worth it. She'll take us to the top."
I'll take you to the top, Ross thought. You're at the top now, for Christsake! And I've put you there – both of you!
"You don't look so good, Coach," Marilyn said. "So why don't you just crawl back from where you came from and hibernate." She caught a handful of pussy slime from between her legs and rubbed it all over Ross' face.
Both girls laughed at him, pointing at him as if he were the laughingstock of the world.
"Go crawl back in your hole, worm," Nada said. "Slimy old worm!"
Both girls howled with laughter. Marilyn nudged Sissy with her toe, and Sissy laughed too.
Pressure ballooned in Ross' head till he thought his skull would explode. He wanted to scream, he wanted to bawl, he wanted to kill. The scent of Marilyn's pussy whirled through his nasal passages. He panted. Sweat beaded on his forehead and ran into his eyes.
"Get the hell outa here!" Marilyn roared. "Or we'll see you locked up yet! Get outa our locker room!"
Leering, undulating her body, massaging her tits. Nada.
Something snapped in Ross' head. Hardly able to see from the spit and sweat and tears in his eyes, he grabbed blindly for the two girls and caught them by their throats, his thumbs sinking into their windpipes, his thick fingers clawing into the slender flesh of their necks. They choked, their eyes bulging, and Sissy, watching in horror, shrieked.
"I've had it!" the coach said. "I've had it with both of you! No more! Not anymore!"
As Sissy strained against her bonds and gibbered in shock at seeing her two idols man-handled, Coach Sterling dragged the two struggling gymnasts out of the locker room, through the office of the women coaches and into his own office. Throwing open the door of his office, he hurled the two girls out into the boys' locker room.
Marilyn and Nada blubbered, quivering from head to toes, too stunned to run for it even when the coach released them. They crouched on their knees on the concrete floor, cowering against the cold metal lockers, watching dumbly as the coach retreated into his office and yanked open cabinet doors and desk drawers.
Neither girl had ever been treated so roughly, with such force. Both girls had been spoiled rotten all their lives, had had their asses kissed by their parents and schoolmates and teachers. Both girls had been pampered and idolized and worshipped. Neither girl had suffered pain. Nobody even talked back to them. They were the queens of their world. They didn't know what it meant to be put down. Now naked, on their knees, they cowered in shock.
The coach charged out of his office, several lengths of rope and twine trailing from his hands. He grabbed both girls by their shoulderlength hair and dragged them through the locker room on their hands and knees.
"No more!" he kept muttering. "Never again!"
There was a large workout area in the boys' locker room at one end – isometric racks, weights and benches, a universal machine, mats for calisthenics and stretching. The coach threw both girls on a mat, held them down by kneeling on their bait, and bound their wrists securely with rope. Letting Marilyn lie, he dragged Nada to an isometric rack and hung her by her arms from the overhead supports. She was so short that the tips of her toes just barely touched the floor.
Marilyn watched her girlfriend being bound to the isometric rack, and all she could do was lie there helplessly and stare with a kind of fascinated horror. She was too much in shock to think of trying to get away, too much in shock to fully understand what was happening. It had all happened so fast, and it was something so alien to her, that all she could do was watch and snivel as the coach did whatever he wanted. She had the feeling that she was hallucinating the whole thing, that this couldn't really be happening. This had too be a joke – Nada hanging there by the arms. A smile broke out on her face.
"You think this is funny? Do ya, bitch!" The coach yanked Marilyn up by the hair and dragged her to the other isometric rack. As she faced the rack on her hands and knees, the coach bound her wrists to one of its vertical bars.
Ross Sterling stepped back and admired his handiwork – two naked, bound girls – one girl hanging by her arms from a rack, just her toes on the floor, the other girl on her hands and knees in front of a rack, her wrists bound to one of the uprights. One girl brunette, the other blonde. One named Nada, the other named Marilyn. They were the two girls he'd most wanted to fuck in his life, and now he was going to do it. He was not only going to fuck them, but he was going to do whatever else he wanted to with them. He'd lose his job, he'd be finished as a coach, he'd probably end up in prison, but it was too late to turn back now. He was going to enjoy himself, enjoy himself as he'd never enjoyed himself before. His revenge would be sweet.
As the coach pushed down his trunks, Nada finally snapped out of her shock, came to her senses. "Cut me down, you pig! You big dumb bully!"
Ross forced off his jockstrap. His cock stood up at an acute angle, dripping as fuck-itch pulsed through it. His cock throbbed menacingly at the gawking teenager, as big and hard as a club. Ross peeled back his foreskin completely, twisted on his moist cock-knob, getting his hand wet and sticky with his headcheese. Grinning, he lifted his hand and smeared his cock-head stink all over Nada's red face.
Nada squirmed, held her breath, clenched her teeth.
Ross grabbed her head and kissed her violently on the mouth, bulging her lips, drooling between them. He could smell his cock on her face. He rubbed his chest to her hot tits, fucked his cock between their bellies. As much as he despised her, as much as he wanted to punish her – knew he had to punish her – still he loved her madly. He'd rather have cut her down and taken her home to snuggle all night with him in his bed – but he knew things wouldn't work that way. This was the only way left to handle Nada and Marilyn. This was the only way left for him to regain some of his self-respect, the only way left for him to retain his sanity. They had to be punished.
"I'm gonna fuck you!" he growled. "I'm gonna do whatever I want. I'm gonna enjoy your hot little bodies anyway I want!"
Nada spit in his face. "Leave me alone! Scum! Filthy scum!"
Ross picked his jockstrap up off the floor. It was moist with the sweat of his balls, wet with all the cum his dick had leaked into its pouch. After picking up some twine, he rammed the stinking jock into Nada's mouth, pouch first, then gagged her with the rope. She twisted from side to side, a look of pain and disbelief in her eyes. She was finally starting to understand who was in control here, and that he meant business.
Ross wiped her spit off his face with his fingers, then sucked his fingers clean. Despite the way it had stung his face as she'd spat it at him, her saliva was sweet, delicious. If her spit was sweet, her pussy-juice had to taste like honey. He dropped down in front of her to sample her crotch.
Her pussy was like a tapped sapling in springtime, dribbling pussy-juice in warm trickles. Ross sucked up her delicious girl-juice, getting so drunk and stoned instantly that all he wanted to do was suck pussy and jerk himself off and forget about teaching these girls a lesson at all. He inhaled the wonderful scent of girl-crotch as he worked his tongue up inside Nada. He felt her cunt contract and saw her toes curl. Her eyes were rolling.
To Marilyn, the coach looked like a monster, like a big ugly leech sucking the life out of Nada – her Nada! As the man slurped and munched, it sounded as if his face was buried in the succulent meat of an over-ripe cantaloupe. Nada's pussy-juice ran down his neck and chest. He jerked on his enormous cock, sliding his cock-skin up and down on it, making it pulsate and drip. Marilyn had never seen anything more disgusting and ugly in her life than this man and his bloated cock.
"Swine!" she mumbled, unable to contain herself.
Ross sat back on his heels, licking his lips. Marilyn was looking sideways at him with an expression of such arrogance and distaste that he had to restrain an impulse to slap her face.
"You suck pussy too, bitch," he said. "So don't look at me like that. You're a hundred times the pussy-sucker I am."
He got down in front of her, kneeling under the steel frame of the isometric rack, and he wrapped his fingers in her blonde hair, dug his fingernails into her scalp. As he held her head up, he started to wipe his wet cock all over her face – the cutesy face that half the men in the country were in love with. Marilyn was a shameless flirt on TV. Half the men in the country would have traded their right arm for a taste of her lips.
Marilyn clenched her teeth, her eyes watering from the vicious way the coach pulled her hair and clawed her scalp. She couldn't believe he was treating her this way, couldn't believe he'd dare treat her this way. She still wasn't convinced this wasn't all one terrible hallucination, a nightmare taking place only in her mind.
His cock stunk worse than anything Marilyn had ever smelled, worse than a pig farm. It was moist, sweaty, and it kept dripping, kept drooling slime all over her face. She couldn't believe how hot it was. It seared her nose, her cheeks, her lips. His piss-hole pressed to her nostril and drooled fuck-juice directly into it.
"You sicko!" Marilyn snarled. "You stinking pervert!"
Ross' fingers tightened in her hair. He used his cock as a club, all nine, rock-hard inches of it. As he slammed his cock back and forth across her face, watching her eyes glaze over as if she'd been slugged with a flat, his fuck-lube flicked off in all directions. As she opened her mouth to call him more names, he forced his cock into it.
It was as if a fist had been stuffed down Marilyn's throat. She wretched, her guts contracting, and her mind went blank, then started to go dark. The coach pulled his cock out just enough for air to rush into her lungs and she regained her senses.
The girl's lips were stretched so thin around his cock that they looked like rubberbands. Her jaws looked like they'd been dislocated. Her red face turned bluish as she struggled for air. He let her have just enough air, then forced his cock back in to the hilt. He smiled down at her, enjoying the sight of her struggling and choking.
"How's it feel?" he said. "How's it foci to hurt a little?"
Working her head up and down with his hand, he contracted his buttocks, thrust forward, and began to slide his cock in and out of her throat. Her lips rippled over his cock-veins, getting his cock-shaft wet with her slick spit. His naked cock-knob massaged her tonsils, making her gag. Each time she gagged, a thrill shot through his cock.
"That's it, bitch, suck it! Use your tongue on it. I'm gonna teach you to suck cock, honey mouth."
As the coach fucked her mouth, Marilyn gagged less frequently. Her throat gradually relaxed, allowing his sweaty cock to slide down her gullet to the hilt. Snot ran from her nose and tears from her eyes as the coach jerked on her head, as he rammed his cock in and out of her mouth. Her head was filled with the taste and smell of uncut cock. Nothing had ever smelled more revolting to her. She was sure she'd vomit. She could feel his foreskin sliding along his cock-shaft as he fucked in and out, and the sensation made her skin crawl, as if she had a loose-skinned snake in her mouth.
Ross' balls tightened, swelling so large he feared they'd explode. His cock had never felt so good. The fuck-pleasure pulsing through his loins had never felt more intense, more satisfying. Here was the cutest little blonde girl he'd ever laid eyes on, her lips splitting around his nine-inch cock, her eyes bulging as she momentarily choked. She was not only the cutest little blonde he'd ever laid eyes on, but the sexiest as well. She had the tightest, shapeliest, most silky skinned little body he'd ever seen – and it was all his – she was all his!
"Come on, bitch, suck my cock! Use your tongue. Lick it!" Ross withdrew his cock so Marilyn could munch and tongue his cock-head, so she could suck it clean. "Chew my cockhead, baby, oh yeah!"
Marilyn blubbered, gagging on the man's foul-tasting cock, but sucking on it nevertheless. She blew him like a robot, doing exactly what he told her to – licking where he said, biting where he said, sucking how he said to. When he told her to lick out his piss-slit, to tongue out his cock-lube, she did so, but she couldn't help gagging on the salty lube as she swallowed it. She felt numb all over, felt as if she'd been thrown into hell, her eternal task being to suck and pleasure Coach Ross Sterling's stinking cock.
She sucked well, her tongue flicking just right along his pleasure strand. He couldn't believe she'd never sucked cock before. Her mouth was made for cock-sucking. She was a natural, a born cock-sucker.
"Take it!" he said, and he watched with satisfaction as his cock disappeared completely into her mouth, as her nose disappeared into his thick thatch of cock-hair, as her chin sank between his enormous hairy balls.
Marilyn didn't gag this time as his cock plunged in to the limit. Her throat had learned to relax, to accommodate his stallion-cock. His cock-lube trickled straight down her gullet like a hot poison. The smell of his sweaty groin as he scoured her nose with his wiry cock-hair made her head swim. She could feel his balls throbbing against her chin, could feel them tightening and swelling and quivering.
"Aw baby, this is heaven!" Ross couldn't prolong the stimulation much longer. He had to get his rocks off before his balls turned to stone. "I'm gonna blow your head off, baby!"
He dug the nails of both hands into her warm scalp, tightened the grip of his fingers on her golden hair, worked all the muscles of his loins and abdomen, of his ass and lower back, worked them all in a coordinated rhythm as he thrust, as he plunged his cock in and out, burying it in her face, grinding it in her throat. He groaned as the sensations pulsed through his cock, as they swarmed in his balls and streamed through his asshole. He rubbed his lower belly against the girl's hot forehead. He rammed his cock down her gullet.
"Uhh! Ohhhh! Here it comes!"
Marilyn thought her head was going to lift off as the man's powerful cock flexed in her mouth and shuddered violently. As his cum gushed against the walls of her throat, she retched so violently that she was sure she would vomit her guts out.
"Eat it!" the coach bellowed, jerking on her head, slamming his rock-hard belly against her face. "Swallow every drop!" He grunted like a bull, shooting his thick, salty, foul-tasting cum down her throat.
Marilyn wished she were dead. She whimpered helplessly, forced to suck, forced to swallow, forced to gag again and again as the slimy gobs shot into her throat and slid down her guilt. Her head was jerked so violently that she feared she would suffer brain damage.
For a few moments she struggled, struggled with all her strength to get away, but it was hopeless. The man would have ripped out all her beautiful golden hair, would have torn the scalp off her before he'd have let her escape. And besides, she was tied, her wrists bound with thick, rough rope to the steel upright of the isometric rack. She was on her hands and knees on concrete, her wrists bound to steel, her head in the murderous hold of a lust-crazed madman. She had no choice but to give up struggling, and to swallow his poison.
Ross couldn't remember when he'd last experienced so satisfying an orgasm. His cum shot freely, powerfully, itchy thrills swarming through his thick cock as the spunk streamed through his piss-tube. His balls contracted rhythmically, pumping the cum out. He felt the tingling, pulsating sensations in his balls as well – and in his asshole, in his belly, in his nipples and toes. He was coming with his whole body. It was as if he'd plugged his cock into an electric socket.
"Such a hot mouth!" he muttered, and he slowly relaxed his hold on her hair so he could stroke it. Immediately, Marilyn's mouth slackened around his cock, and he had to tighten his fingers again. "Keep sucking, baby. Swallow it all."
Marilyn sucked helplessly, her blonde head bobbing, tears trickling from her closed eyes. Her pink lips slid up and down. Her tongue flicked.
"You're learning," the coach said, forcing his cock in to the hilt as he fed her the last drops of his cum.
She swallowed because she had to. She wished she were dead.



CHAPTER FOUR


Amazingly, only a minute after Ross had hauled his cock out of Marilyn's throat, it was ready to perform again. As Ross paced about the locker room, shaking the fuzziness out of his head, his cock wagged from side to side, standing up just as hard and horny as before he'd pumped his cum-load down Marilyn's gullet. He'd experienced one of the most satisfying, most pleasurable orgasms of his life, and yet, just a minute later, it was as if he hadn't come at all. He squeezed his cock, still moist with Marilyn's saliva, and a drop of cum oozed from his piss-hole. He smiled at the two girls, who were watching him wide-eyed.
"Who wants to get fucked first?" he said. Nada's eyes focused on Ross' cock and she made frantic sounds into her gag. She twisted violently, trying to break loose from her bonds.
"Looks like you can't wait, Nada." Ross moved toward the hanging girl. "Looks like you wanna be fucked first."
He stood in front of Nada, stroking her slick inner thighs. He moved his hand deep between her legs and worked his thick middle finger up her cunt. She arched her back, squirming, her eyes bulging. As Ross forced two more fingers inside her cunt, his hand was suddenly drenched with hot yellow fluid.
"Jesus Christ!" he said as the piss ran down his arm. "Bitch!" He yanked his fingers out of her, watching the piss wash down the insides of her legs.
Scared the pin out of her, he thought, and his initial revulsion turned to excitement. He was going to stick his cock up that pissing cunt of hers!
He grabbed her legs spreading them wide as he lifted them. His cock stood up at the perfect angle to penetrate her cunt. His cock and balls became drenched with her piss as he forced his cock-head between her cunt-lips. Holding her legs firmly, he rammed upward, sticking a third of his cock inside her. Her toes clawed at the balls of her feet and her eyes rolled back. She arched, holding herself stiff, making a vise of her cunt. Ross rammed again – this time as hard as he could. Nada screamed into her gag.
Marilyn stared in shock. She had never seen anything more brutal in her life. She was sure Nada had been killed, split in half by the coach's cock. She heard the tearing snap of flesh as the coach rammed his entire cock up Nada's cunt. She saw Nada's blood-tinged piss drench the coach's balls and run down his hairy thighs. She watched his muscular toes press against the concrete as he braced himself, grunting, growling, thrusting. As Nada's legs clamped around his middle, he released them, his hands encircling her tiny waist as he raped her.
Marilyn became so weak that she feared she'd faint. She was sick to her stomach. As she watched the coach's snake like cock ramming in and out of her squirming, whimpering girlfriend, she couldn't believe Nada was still alive. How could Nada take it? How could Nada live through this savage assault!
The coach moaned, his ass contracting, all the muscles of his back writhing as he plunged his cock inside the squirming teenager. He had never known such pleasure. He had never felt such a release of lust and pent-up anger. He fucked as hard and fast as he could, watching the gag in Nada's mouth and expecting to see it bulge out, forced out by the head of his ramming cock. His cock felt long enough to come out her mouth. It felt hard enough and strong enough to wave her up and down like a rag doll if he were to cut her down from the overhead supports and let her move freely.
Nada was thankful for the gag in her mouth. She gnawed on the sweaty, stinking jockstrap as if it were flavored with nectar. Her gnawing helped ease the pain. Without the gag, she would have ground her teeth down to her gums.
Every cell of Nada's body felt tight and ready to explode. The tremendous tension caused inside her by the coach's enormous cock had spread to every cell of her. Her cunt felt raw, torn to shreds inside. She knew she was bleeding, her cherry ripped apart forever. Although she'd pissed herself out, pissed herself out from fear and shock, the man's piss drenched cock plunged inside her and her own piss burned her raw wounds. She wanted to die.
She couldn't bear any more pain. She strained against the grunting bull of a man, crushing him between her legs.
"Baby!" the coach panted. "Silky bitch mink!"
As he writhed between her legs, knifing his cock up her bloody fuck-hole, he slobbered all over her face, all over her tits. Her tits were so swollen and tight that when he bit them he expected them to burst, sweet juice filling his mouth.
I can fuck her all night, Ross thought. He was in no danger of coming. He had complete control. Pleasure saturated his cock, shooting through it in quivering waves, but the pulsations were in no danger of getting out of control. He could fuck her until he dropped if he wanted to, and he'd come only when he was ready.
His hands stroked up and down her silky back. He pinched her incredibly soft skin, clawed into her flawless young flesh. The pain he inflicted excited him, increased the intensity of his pleasure.
Marilyn crouched like an animal, gnawing at the ropes on her wrists, frantic to break loose before the lunatic coach finished with Nada and came after her. She knew she could never bear what Nada was being forced to bear. She knew a blood vessel would explode in her brain and she'd die of an instant stroke if the coach rammed his cock up her virgin pussy. Strands of rape hemp caught between her teeth. The coarse rope grated her lips. Her blonde head jerked and twisted as she gnawed. Despite her panic, or possibly because of it, the pussy-juice dribbled from her cunt. Her ass was high in the air, and the hot teen fuck-cream ran down her legs.
Nada's body arched violently, shuddering. Her eyes rolled back in her head. She screamed into her gag, out of her mind with raw sensation. Out of nowhere, in the midst of her pain and terror, an orgasm had blossomed in her loins and exploded. Her pain melted instantly into pleasure, into pure, toe-curling pleasure, ecstasy such as she had never felt before.
"Jesus Christ!" Ross held the shivering, jerking young girl by the waist, watching her face contort, feeling her cunt chew his cock. He rammed up her spuming fuck-hole, enjoying the sight and feel of her. She was coming, by God! Even after what he'd done to her, she was coming!
He fucked her till her body reined and her legs fell away from around him. He caught her legs and held them wide as he fucked her with a few last strokes. Then he released her legs and stepped back, pulling his cock out of her and letting her swing free. She dangled like a limp sack, the tips of her pink toes grated by the concrete.
No use fucking a limp sack, he thought, and he swung toward Marilyn, his cock dripping with Nada's bloody pussy-cream.
He turned around just in time. Another few seconds and Marilyn would have gnawed through her ropes and been free. She was struggling like a trapped animal, trying to break the last strands of hemp that held her. Ross snatched a rope off the floor and brought it down smartly across her back.
Marilyn gasped, banging her head on the steel upright as she jerked. Dazed, her back on fire where the rope had left a fast-swelling welt, she stared at the ceiling, blubbering unintelligibly, tears washing down her face.
"Bitch!" Ross said. "Thought you could get away, did you!"
It gave him pleasure to see Marilyn blubbering and dazed. It excited him to see her getting what she deserved for the first time in her life. He squeezed his cock and worked the foreskin up and down, feeling the tingles shoot all the way to his toes. The welt on Marilyn's back looked good enough to lick. It would be salty, a burned meat taste, sweet.
"Damn you!" Marilyn growled, breaking out of her daze. "Goddamn you!" Then she screamed so loud that she nearly pierced Ross' eardrums.
Ross had only heard screams like that once before. Sissy had made them when Marilyn and Nada had been torturing her. He'd almost forgotten about Sissy. She was still back in the girls' locker room, bound spread-eagled to the floor, her tits and belly covered with the crisscrossing welts Marilyn and Nada had inflicted on her.
"Shut up!" Ross bellowed. "Shut up, you damn bitch!" He raised his arm and jerked it down. The rope tore across Marilyn's back, this time drawing blood. As the girl howled, writhing in pain and panic, fighting her ragged bonds but too weak to break them, Ross jerked his arm down again, raising another bloody welt on her satiny-smooth skin.
She collapsed face-down on the concrete, rolling from side to side, blubbering hysterically. Blood trickled from her raised, purple welts. Suddenly, a hissing noise came from between her legs and a pool of yellow fluid formed under her loins.
"Fuck!" Ross said, watching the gorgeous girl roll in her own piss. He pumped his cock, jerking his foreskin up and down, hardly able to control his excitement. He would have jacked off all over her if he hadn't wanted to fuck her more.
"Get up!" he ordered. "Up on your hands and knees!"
Marilyn heard him as if he were in another room. She was delirious, dying, lost in a hell of pain and hopelessness. She was drowning in her own piss, was melting into the concrete. Her entire body felt like a single, throbbing welt.
"Get up, damn it!" Ross cracked the rope across her ass. "Up!" The rope fell across her ass again, across the backs of her legs.
Wailing, blubbering, Marilyn strained with all her strength to get up, fought to get up to her hands and knees before another crack of the rope sent more fire gnawing through her flesh.
Ross had to close his eyes to calm himself down. He commanded his hand to release his cock. He stood there shaking, forcing himself to cool off before he took another look at the gorgeous teenager with the bleeding welts on her back and the piss running down her legs.
"Don't hurt me!" Marilyn squeaked, pleading for the first time in her life. "Please don't hurt me anymore!"
Her legs and arms quivered, hardly able to support herself. The pain of her welts was like a fire consuming her entire being. A few last trickles of piss dribbled down her legs as her bladder deflated.
Ross dropped to his knees behind the girl. The beautiful pink gash of her cunt stared at him from between her swollen cunt-lips. Droplets of piss nestled in her blonde cunt-fur. She was shaking all over, with unbearable excitement or total fear. Her cunt-meat throbbed. He braced his hands on her ass, spreading her ass-cheeks and cunt so wide that he expected her pelvis to break apart like the equal halves of a melon.
"Don't hurt me!" she whimpered. "Please, Coach!"
"Coach! I'm not your coach anymore. Don't you remember? You fired me. After all these years of me kissing your ass, you fired me. I'm not good enough for you." He remembered the time she had clawed his face on national TV and he felt like ramming his fist up her ass. "You damn little bitch!"
Marilyn trembled so hard she couldn't say anything. The floodgates of her bladder opened again and a hot trickle of pin ran down her right leg. No more piss flowed. She was empty.
Ross' cock felt like a lead pipe. It was so hard and swollen that his cock-skin looked thin as cellophane. Every cock-nerve was exposed, tingling with electricity. He rammed the blunt head of his cock against the girl's pink wet cuntgash, hooking his thumbs into the inflated meat of her cunt-lips so he could spread her cunt wide open. His cock-head sank into the slickness and wetness between her blonde pussy-lips. As he pushed into her, her cunt-hole opened wider than it ever had before. As the head and another few inches of his cock disappeared inside her, she arched her back and twisted her head from side to side. She was gasping as if giving birth.
"Don't! Oh don't, please don't!" As the man's cock-head strained against the rubbery membranes of tissue that was her cherry, her mouth and eyes gaped. She held her breath.
Ross felt the pathetic little membrane trying to hold him out. He laughed to himself, comparing her cherry to damp, double-ply tissue paper. He pushed against it slowly, making her feel every millimeter of his entry, making her writhe with prolonged pain as his enormously thick cock broke through her cherry fiber by fiber. As she began to scream, as her writhing became wild, he gripped her hips as he pound his cock deeper and deeper inside her.
Marilyn's throat was raw from screaming. She no longer felt the throbbing fire of her welts. All she felt now was the searing, tearing, explosive pain inside her as the man's cock ripped apart her cherry.
Ross felt the last flaps of cherry-flesh give way, and his cock torpedoed up into her as if it had gotten away from him. His abdomen collided with her ass. His cock throbbed in her cunt, all nine inches of it buried in the delicious heat and wetness of her young body.
Marilyn's eyes crossed. She knocked her head against the steel upright of the isometric rack. It felt as if an arm had been rammed up her crotch and now was lifting her up. Her pain had turned to numbness. She sensed the wild throbbing of the man's cock, as if it were a cylindrical heart inside her. She realized she was panting like a dog, that sweat was running down her face.
Ross was stunned. He couldn't believe he'd actually done it! He'd shoved his cock up Marilyn's cunt, had destroyed her virginity forever, was in the process of raping her, raping Marilyn, the girl who had clawed his face on national TV and had made him the laughingstock of the world, the one girl in the world he'd known positively that he would never fuck. But here he was – fucking her!
Ross leaned over, licking the girl's welts, tasting her sweet warm blood. As he lapped up and down each raised welt, he rubbed his belly against her ass, his cock grinding inside her and pulsing with fuck-itch. He could feel hot liquid trickling down his balls, and he knew it was her cherry-blood. He bit her hard on the back of the neck, then straightened himself up and started to thrust.
Marilyn chewed her lips, groaning, grunting. Her cunt contracted around the man's sliding cock, the heat of which scared her torn cherry. As his thrusting quickened, as his belly smacked against her ass, she gasped, her head jerking, her tits flapping. She could feel the man drooling on her ass as he fucked, could hear bestial grunts of exertion and pleasure. As he reached under her and began to squeeze her tits and pinch her nipples, she let out a howling moan that sounded like a female cat whining.
Ross' eyes rolled. Oh, what pleasure! He plunged his cock in and out of the sucking, juice-oozing cunt of the young vixen, rubbing his belly against her wiggling ass with each in-thrust, massaging her tits and nipples and making her twit contract whenever he wanted it to. Her welts had stopped bleeding, but they still pulsed a beautiful, swollen purple. He watched his cock sliding in and out, saw it frosted with pinkish pussy-lube, tinged pink because of her cherry-blood. Her pussy-frosting looked good enough to eat.
The welts on Marilyn's back throbbed with a pleasant heat. Her loins pulsed to the rhythm of the man's fucking. Her cunt was still raw, still burned as if being cauterized, but she couldn't deny the pleasure saturating her fuckmeat. As the coach's cock rubbed against her hard clit, she shivered all over and her toes curled sensuously. She continued biting her lips, not wanting the man to hear her moans, not wanting him to know that she was feeling pleasure.
"That's it, wiggle that sexy ass! Fuck me, bitch, fuck me!"
Marilyn hadn't realized she was wiggling her ass. She tried to control herself, tried to stop the gyrations of her loins, but it was impossible. Her body responded spontaneously, reflexively. It was as if she were a machine programmed to move in a certain way as the coach's hard cock slipped in and out of her cunt.
"Awwww, yeahhhh, awwww fuck!" Ross couldn't believe Marilyn was fucking him – she was actually fucking him! The little mink was getting off on his cock. Unbelievable! "You like it, huh, you love it, can't get enough of it!"
Marilyn was whimpering, quivering all over, her every cell tingling with pleasure.
"Yeahhh, wiggle that ass! Fuck me, bitch, fuck me!" Ross slapped the girl's gorgeous ass, making her gasp and jerk, making her whimper more. Her cunt was a clutching hand around his cock. Her hot pussy-lube ran out over his balls. The fluffy, sizzling walls of her pussy-hole undulated around his cock-meat and his cock made wild squishing noises inside her as he fucked her faster and harder.
Marilyn thought she was going to pass out. Her toes curled hard against the balls of her feet. She writhed, moaning freely, not caring if the coach heard her, not caring if he knew she was getting off on his fucking cock. She tossed her blonde head from side to side and rubbed her hot ass against the coach's hard-smacking belly. His cock rammed deep into her womb, zapping her loins with an electric pleasure.
"Yes!" she gasped, grinding her cunt on his cock. "Yesss!"
"Baby!" Ross panted, humping, ramming, reaming. He dug his fingernails into her nipples, wrenched at her swollen tits, drove his cock in so deep he was sure it would pop out her mouth.
Electricity jolted Marilyn's loins. She vibrated in every cell. Her head snapped back and she gasped as the spasms overwhelmed her.
"Uh!" she grunted. "Oh, uhhh!"
Ross collapsed over her. He sank his teeth into her neck. His cock flexed powerfully as he came.
"Ohhhh yeahhhhh!" The feelings shooting through his cock had never been so sweet, so intense, so powerful. It felt as if a fist were contracting in his asshole. His balls were saturated with the same sensations as his cock. He gnawed the girl's neck flesh, growling, moaning, spurting his molten jism into her cunt.
Marilyn panted rhythmically, smacking her ass back against the man's grinding abdomen. Her body was a rash of goosebumps. Waves of heat alternating with waves of chills passed through her. She twisted her head, trying to tear her neck free of the mini's gnawing teeth, but at the same time enjoying the electric pleasure his teeth sent into her sensitive flesh. She felt so good she hurt.
"It's shooting!" she muttered, feeling the coach's spunk splashing in her womb, squirting like hot milk deep inside her.
She couldn't believe it was happening, but it was. The man was injecting her with his stinking male fuck slime. Just as he'd shot it down her throat, now he was shooting it up her cunt. She wanted to vomit. She wanted to die. She hated herself for enjoying the sensation of his cock going off inside her, hated herself for feeling so good, for enjoying his fucking.
"I can't help it," she said out loud. "I can't – oh God!" As a spurt of jism drilled her womb, she wiggled her ass and cooed. "Yes! Yes!"
Ross pound his body against the silky little mink, crushing out his pleasure. It couldn't get much better than this.



CHAPTER FIVE


As Coach Ross Sterling was reaming out Marilyn's cunt, fireworks were going off in the sky over Grant Park several blocks from the high school. Two boys who didn't give a damn about fireworks, who didn't give a damn about much else than satisfying their randy teen cocks had left the park and were prowling in the dark behind the high school.
"This better not be some bullshit trick of yours."
"It ain't," Bobby Myers said, shivering as he felt Todd Norton's beer-breath on the back of his neck. "See, the light's on. She's in there, all right, probably painting her toenails or something. You know how broads are."
"Better than you do, twerp," said Todd.
Todd was a 225-pound tackle on the football team, and Bobby was a 125-pound gymnast and Sissy's steady boyfriend. Todd and Bobby had been playing strip poker this afternoon, and Bobby, stark-naked and with nothing left to bet, had wagered Sissy's pussy. Bobby had lost again, and now Todd was anxious to collect his [missing text].
"Christ, I ain't had a piece of ass since last weekend," Todd said, pulling his bone-hard, uncut cock out of his jeans and massaging it in the dark. "I ain't even jacked off all day. I'm getting blue balls, twerp, so you'd better deliver that pussy or your ass is pass, if you know what I mean."
"I'll deliver," Bobby said, his guts tightening.
He wasn't so sure he would deliver Sissy. There was no guarantee she was still around the school. He'd known her to be a little scatterbrained sometimes. It was just like her not to show up when he most needed her.
"Ouch! Damn it!" Bobby jumped as he experienced what could only be described as an electrical shock in his right ass-cheek. Todd had jabbed him with something. "What is that, damn it?"
Todd chuckled. "Something I rigged up in electronics class last semester. I thought I'd try it out on Sissy, watch her squirm when I stick it up her pussy."
"Hey, wait a minute, man…"
"Shut up and find her, cock-face!" Todd prodded Bobby with the metal cylinder, flicking the switch as he did so.
Bobby jumped, gasped. "Hey, lay off!"
"Shut up and find her for me, cock-head, or I'm gonna shove this somewhere and watch you hop all night."
Bobby cursed himself for ever playing poker with this asshole and his buddies. He'd never do it again – provided he survived tonight.
The locker rooms of Memorial High School were in the school's basement. In addition to the locker room doors that opened into the basement hallways, the boys' locker room had an additional entry-exit, one that opened directly to the outside of the school building. A concrete stairwell led from the boys' locker room up to the outside door, which opened onto the athletic fields in back of the school. This outside door was always kept locked, but Bobby, whose father was a janitor at the school, had obtained a duplicate key for the door. The locker room was the best place in the world to bring girls late at night if you wanted to fuck them without worrying about getting caught.
"Where the fuck did you get that key?" Todd said.
"That's my business."
Todd laughed. "Yeah? Well, you can hand it over to me, pussy-mouth, it's my key now. I always wanted a key to the school."
"No way!"
"Myers, you've got shit for brains. Gimme that key or you can bend over and pull down your pants." He jabbed Bobby with the shocker.
"Fuck." Bobby jumped as if he'd been struck by lightning. "Here, asshole!" He slapped the key into Todd's hand.
"Good boy," Todd said. "You got more brains than I thought."
As Todd was unlocking the door, both boys realized for the first time that there was light shining not only through the frosted windows of the girls' locker room, but through the windows of the boys' locker room as well.
"You and your bright ideas!" Todd said.
"Somebody's down there, one of the coaches probably. What're we gonna tell him? 'Hi, Coach. Just passing through. On our way to the girls' locker room to fuck some pussy. Be seein' ya. Take it easy.'"
"Looks like we'll have to wait for her out front," Bobby said, trying to figure out how to get his key back.
"No way!" Todd said. "I'm done waiting. Right now I'm ready to fuck anything – a cow, a goat, anything!" He grabbed Bobby with an arm around the neck. "Understand, frosh – anything!" He pulled open the door and pushed Bobby into the stairwell. "You go ahead and scout around, and just pray the coast is clear."
Bobby gripped the railing as he felt his way down the dark stairwell. He was shaking and sick to his stomach. How had he got himself into this mess?
At the bottom of the stairs, the door that opened into the boy's locker room was closed. Light slivered through the crack under the door. He thought he heard noises coming from behind the door, but he wasn't sure. He wondered who would be here tonight, the Fourth of July, while the whole town was over at Grant Park watched fireworks. He hoped the light behind the door had just been left on by mistake. He hoped to God Sissy was in the girls' locker room polishing her toenails or something.
Despite his unease, Bobby squeezed his cock through his jeans as he imagined Sissy sitting naked on a bench, painting her toenails. Her tits would hang real sexy as she leaned forward. Damn, he wanted to fuck her as bad as Todd did! He imagined himself sliding his cock up her pussy after Todd had shot a hot load into her. She would be one juicy bitch!
"What the fuck you doing down there?" Todd whispered from above, and Bobby's heart jumped.
He felt like telling the asshole to shut up, but instead he swallowed, took a deep breath, and took hold of the metal door handle. Slowly, cautiously, he pulled the door open a crack.
Bobby froze. It was like a glimpse into hell. A naked girl was hanging by her arms from a steel rack. Another naked girl, on her hands and knees on the floor, was tied by the wrists to another steel rack. Mounted on this second girl, like a tomcat mating a she-cat, his teeth sunk in the back of the girl's neck, was a naked man. Bobby could see the man's huge hairy balls, his hairy ass-crack. Pussy-juice or cum, tinged with blood, was leaking down the mounted girl's legs. The man and the girl under him were moaning. Smells of blood and sweat and pussy saturated the air. A tremor shot through Bobby's cock and he almost shot off in his pants.
"Damn you, Myers, what's up?"
Bobby yelped as Todd gripped his arm. He hadn't heard Todd slide down the dark stairs.
Ross Sterling nearly pulled Marilyn's cunt inside-out as he yanked his cock out of her and swung around at the sound. In two strides he was at the door and was dragging the two boys inside the locker room.
"How many of you are there?" the coach demanded.
"Just us," Bobby said.
"How'd the hell you get in? What the hell you doing here?"
It took Todd only a few moments to take in the scene and collect himself. "Ain't it funny what goes on around here after hours, Coach," he said, a smirk on his face. His over-sized cock was in his hand, and he was sliding its foreskin back and forth. "Looks like me and Bobby-boy got here just in time to get in on the fun, I know you don't mind, Coach."
Ross felt like slapping the punk across the face, but instead he just glared at Todd a few seconds, then shrugged.
"They're all yours," he mumbled, knowing he had no choice now but to play along with the boys and hope for the best. He'd been caught in the act, after all. If he didn't let them have their way they'd spread the news of their discovery all over town before the night was over.
Exhausted, temporarily fucked out, Coach Sterling's lumped down on a bench and watched the two rip off their clothes and prepare to assault Marilyn and Nada.
"Stand aside," Todd said, giving Bobby a push. "I'll show you how to handle cunts."
As Bobby, blond and smooth-skinned, stood off to one side and massaged his long but slender hard-on, Todd, black-haired and hairier even than Coach Sterling, cut Nada down, using a jack-knife he'd pulled out of his jeans. Nada's knees buckled and she collapsed onto the floor, moaning and rubbing her wrists and shoulders. Todd cut Marilyn loose and dragged her by the hair until she was lying in a heap with Nada.
"Christ, I never saw so much hot meat in one pile in my whole life," Todd said. As Bobby moved toward the two girls, wanting only to stick his horny freshman prick in one of them, Todd waved the knife at him. "Get back, fuck-face, or I'll cut that thing off! You can have 'em when I'm done with 'em."
Bobby didn't argue. He stepped back.
Todd cut the gag off Nada and ripped the jockstrap out of her mouth. When Nada tried to talk, Todd stuffed his foot in her mouth.
"Suck my toes, bitch!"
Nada gagged on the filthy toes, and her spit ran all over the youth's foot. He yanked his foot out of her mouth and shoved it into Marilyn's mouth. Marilyn didn't wait to be ordered to suck. She sucked, her blue eyes turned up at Todd.
"We oughta get this on film," Todd said. "Play it on TV so everybody can see what Marilyn and Nada do when they ain't doing handstands and splits." He squatted over the girls. "Lick me, you dumb broads. Do my asshole and nuts!"
The girls looked at each other and bit their lips.
"I said, lick!" Todd growled, his unwashed asshole itching for a feel of tongue, his spunk swollen balls squirming in their sweaty sac. As he yanked his foreskin up and down it made a squishing, flesh-slapping sound with his wet cock-head. "Lick, damn you!"
Having been cut loose, the two girls had regained some of their fight. They weren't about to give in so easily and suck on Todd Norton's stinking asshole or his reeking balls.
Coach Sterling got up. "You need some help, Norton."
"Like hell I do!" Todd said.
But he didn't say another word as the coach moved up behind Marilyn, grabbed her by the head, and started rubbing her pretty face in Todd's ass-cruggled, whimpering. She felt like vomiting.
"Stick your tongue up my ass!" Todd said, wiggling his ass.
Excited by the scene, Bobby got off the bench to get in on the action. Nobody, not even Todd, was going to deny him his fun any longer. It excited him to see Marilyn being forced to suck ass. She'd slapped his face once when he'd picked up a book for her that she'd dropped in the school hallway. He'd never forget the sting of that slap. Nor would he ever forget the way Nada, standing close by, had laughed at him and called him a red-faced monkey. He hated Nada as much as Marilyn.
He grabbed Nada's head and started rubbing her face against Todd's balls. Todd had the biggest, ugliest set of balls Bobby had ever seen.
They looked like the balls of a pig, a boar, all full of black bristles.
"Suck them big nuts!" Bobby growled, jerking on Nada's head, forcing her to lick and suck. He was close enough to Todd's cock to smell the stink of it, and he felt like vomiting. "Now suck that big horny cock!"
"Myers, you're my man," Todd said. "I like you, Myers." As Bobby yanked Nada's head up, Todd peeled the foreskin back completely off his cock-knob and forced his cock into Nada's mouth. "Yeahhhh!"
"Suck it!" Bobby hissed, his own cock quivering with such excitement as he forced Nada to go down on Todd that it was as if Nada were sucking his cock as well.
Marilyn lay on her belly on the concrete, her back hyper-extended, her tits thrust forward and heaving as the coach rubbed her nose in Todd's stinking ass-crack. It was worse than having her face shoved in a toilet. The youth's asshole was wet and throbbing, and she expected it to open up and shit in her mouth at any moment.
"Stick your tongue up it!" Todd said, gyrating his muscular rump. He was still squatting, his hands braced on the floor alongside him for support, his cock grinding in Nada's mouth. "I dig a tongue up my asshole!"
"Shove it in!" the coach said, pressing on Marilyn's head.
As Marilyn whimpered, helpless to do anything but shove her tongue inside Todd's asshole, Nada gagged on the taste of Todd's cock-head, then choked as his cock-head twisted against her tonsils and stuffed her throat.
"Awww, yeahhh!" Todd said, his whole squeezing Marilyn's flicking tongue, his cock pulsing in Nada's mouth. "Suck! Lick!" His balls throbbed, swelling with more and more fuck-pleasure and spunk. Prickling sensations shot through his cock. "Eat me!"
"Suck it, bitch!" Bobby said, his teeth clenched. He jerked Nada's brunette head up and down, watching with pleasure as she gagged, as her spit ran down Todd's cock and drenched his bristly. Bobby was still thinking about how she'd laughed at him the day that Marilyn had slapped his face, about how she'd made fun of him in from of all the kids in the hallway. "Choke on it!"
"I didn't know you had it in you, Myers," Todd said. "I thought you wet more of a pussy than Sissy!"
"Shoot it down her throat!" Bobby growled, watching the veins swell on Todd's cock and feting his own cook swell. "Make her drink it!"
"She'll swallow every drop," Todd said, his eyes looking more stoned by the moment as the tension mounted in his loins and his cock turned splitting-hard. "I'm gonna blow her fucking head off, boy, just you watch!"
Todd tossed his head, from side to side, his loins grinding, his face contorted with lust. He felt Marilyn's electric tongue in his asshole, licking him out deeper and deeper. He felt a fart coming on and he let it go, exploding stinking gas into Marilyn's face.
"Jesus Christ!" the coach said, turning his head away and trying not to breathe.
He kept the pressure on Marilyn's head, though, forcing her to keep licking out the youth's foul-smelling asshole.
"I feel it right down to my toes!" Todd moaned, sliding his cock between Nada's thinly stretched lips, rubbing his naked cock-head in her throat. "Suck that cock! Oh Christ, here it comes!"
Nada couldn't believe Todd's cock could swell any larger, that it could get any harder, but it was doing so now in her mouth, and it was vibrating like it would explode. She closed her eyes and tensed up as if to receive a fist to the jaw. A tremor shot through Todd's cock and he bellowed like an animal. His fuck-slime poured into Nada's throat. She wretched violently.
"Drink it!" Todd gasped, pounding his spurting cock against Nada's tonsils, forcing it in and out of her throat. "Suck it, drink it! Uhhh, yeahhh!"
His hairy asshole clutched Marilyn's tongue. His loins bucked, fucking his cum down Nada's gullet. Nada's face turned purple as she gagged, and her eyes bulged. She was choking to death.
Bobby yanked at Nada's hair, jerked her head up and down, fucked her mouth and throat on Todd's jizz-shooting cock. Some jizz had leaked onto Todd's balls and Bobby could smell it.
"Eat that cum!" Bobby growled, pinching the nape of Nada's neck. "Mmmm, don't it taste good!"
The slimy spunk slid down Nada's throat. She sucked helplessly, her lips smacking. If she ever got loose she'd kill all three of these bastards for what they were doing to her. She'd hang them by their balls and skin them alive. She would! Yes she would! She'd hang them and skin them and roast their cocks over a fire like hotdogs. She would, oh she would!
Thick gobs of Todd Norton's rancid cum slid down Nada's throat. She feared he'd never stop coming.



CHAPTER SIX


The men worked together as a team. Marilyn found herself yanked up by the ankles until her head and arms swung free of the floor. As the coach and Todd held her legs up high, Bobby, standing on a bench, bound her ankles to the overhead bar of the isometric rack. The men released her and she swung free, the tips of her fingers brushing the floor, her tits dangling towards her chin like water balloons.
The blood rushed to her head, making the veins on her neck and forehead bulge. Her hair hung downward like a golden mop. She saw the muscular feet and throbbing cocks of the men upside-down. Bobby stuck his filthy toes in her mouth and ordered her to suck them. Then he withdrew them and clawed her cheeks with his toenails.
"Dumb bitch!" the boy muttered. "Slapping my face just because I try and be nice to you!" He squatted down and pinched her nipples so hard that she almost blacked out.
"I'm sorry!" Marilyn whimpered. "I'm sorry for whatever I did."
She couldn't remember having slapped Bobby's face, but she probably had at one time or another. She'd slapped the faces of so many boys that all their faces looked the same to her.
"You're sorry, huh? Well, you're gonna be a lot sorrier when I get done with you!"
Bobby had never been excited like this before. He'd fantasized about having girls in his power, about having them to use in any way he wanted. He often fantasized punishing them for humiliating him. God knows he'd been humiliated enough times by girls, had been teased and made fun of. He'd fantasized getting back at them, and now his fantasy was coming true.
As Marilyn started to babble again, Bobby rammed his stiff cock down her throat. Marilyn's blood-puffy face turned blue as she gagged and choked. Delicious thrills shot through Bobby's cock and swirled in his balls.
Todd and Coach Sterling stood by watching. Both of them massaged their cocks. They were enjoying the sight of the skinny freshman ramming his stiff cock down Marilyn's throat. They were both horny to get in on the action again, but they knew they had all the time in the world. No need to hurry. No need to blow their loads too soon. They had all night to enjoy themselves.
Marilyn gagged so violently as Bobby's cock jabbed her tonsils that spit leaked from her mouth and ran up her nostrils. Bobby dug his fingernails into her cheeks, humping her facet ramming his stiff cock in and out. He fucked her face until he was only a few strokes from shooting, then pulled out.
"I'm gonna fuck me some pussy," he said.
He pushed a bench up in front of Marilyn and climbed up on it. Her golden crotch stared him in the face. He rammed two fingers up it. She was so hot and wet inside that he thought his fingers would come if he fucked her with them long enough. He worked more fingers into her, then his thumb.
I could shove my hand up her, he thought, grinding his fingers inside her. Maybe I'll do that later, after I've fucked her.
He pulled his fingers out and rubbed her slick sex-juices on his cock and balls, then bent his cock down and slipped it into her pussy. She was so hot and juicy that he let his cock just rest inside her and feel good for a while before he grabbed the uprights of the isometric rack for support and started to swing his hips. His hot cock plunged.
"Feels great!" he moaned, the muscles of his back and ass rippling as he screwed.
Marilyn gasped with each electric thrust of the boy's cock. The odd angle at which his cock entered her sent intense sensations through her loins. The underside of his cock filed mercilessly at her clit. His cock-head jabbed at sensitive crevices in the fluffy walls of her cunt.
"You're making her toes wiggle," Todd said. "She's feeling it, boy. But I'll make her feel it even more." He stepped behind the isometric rack and got between Marilyn and the wall. He was holding the metal shock device.
"What the hell is that?" the coach said.
"An electric dildo I built," Todd said. "The chicks love it. They like it better than coming."
The cylindrical device was about 16 inches long, made of shiny stainless steel, and rounded at both ends like a double-nosed torpedo. From a tiny opening at the mid point of the dildo's body a pair of wires extended out a few feet, connecting at their ends to a small switchbox. Todd shoved one end of the dildo between Marilyn's ass-cheeks, trying to screw it into her.
"I don't know about this," the coach said, shaking his head skeptically.
"Ain't killed one yet," Todd said. "Christ, she's tight!" He pulled the dildo from between her ass-cheeks. "Open up, bugger-bitch!"
Marilyn couldn't keep the dildo from entering her despite her tightly contracted asshole. It was smooth, slick, and cold, and eight inches of it slipped into her like a greased metal snake.
"God, stop it!" she gasped. "Please! I'll do anything – anything – but take it out!"
She squirmed helplessly, her asshole stuffed with the metal dildo, her cunt stuffed with Bobby's cock. The boy's warm cock actually felt good to her compared to the ice-cold dildo, which felt like the barrel of a shotgun up her ass.
Her pleading only excited Todd more. As Bobby plunged his cock in and out of Marilyn's cunt, his loins thrusting as if powered by a motor, Todd worked the dildo in and out of her asshole. Once the dildo was sliding easily and making juicy sounds, Todd released it, letting eight inches of it protrude from between her asscheeks. Then he smiled wickedly and pressed the button on the switchbox.
Marilyn's body stiffened. Like the body of a high diver straightening to enter the water, her body went taut and she gasped a silent scream. Electricity shot up her whole, shot through her body, made her scalp and toes prickle, made her nipples and clit swell and quiver. The jolt of current hurt, hurt so much she thought it would kill her, and yet it excited her. The sexual sensation that shot through her was more intense than any sexual sensation she'd ever before experienced. As she was still gasping from the first jolt, Todd hit the switch again.
Bobby, who had his cock stuck in Marilyn's cunt, felt the jolts too, tough not as intensely. It was as if he'd plugged his cock into an electric socket, as if a hot wire had been shoved up his piss-tube. His eyes bugged out and his mouth gaped. His cock was stuck to the hilt in Marilyn's electrified cunt.
Marilyn grunted, and Todd hit the switch a third time. Her eyes bulged and she was coming.
As her whole and cunt contracted, she cried out with as much pain as pleasure. Her spasms overwhelmed her, turned her insides to quivering jelly. Hanging upside-down by the ankles, she writhed helplessly, grunting like an animal. Todd gave her another jolt of electricity and she shrieked louder than when she'd been whipped.
"It hurts!" she gibbered, her toes clawing air. "Oh Jesus God!"
With all his strength, Bobby jerked back, yanking his cock out of Marilyn's cunt before Todd switched on the shocker again and made him scream. Fuck-feeling was pulsing nonstop through his loins and he felt the jism uncoiling in his balls. He grabbed his squirming cock as the cum surged through his piss-tube.
"Ohhhhh fuck!" Bobby shot cum all over Marilyn's crotch. "Oh God!"
Marilyn was drenched with sweat, sweat that ran into her eyes and burned them, sweat that dripped from her nipples. She felt the sticky spurts of cum pelting her cunt, her legs, her belly. She felt her cunt contracting, opening and closing around a phantom cock. The dildo felt like a torpedo up her ass.
"Please!" she gibbered, the sensations too intense to bear. "Oh please!"
As her orgasm began to fade, Todd gave her another shock. Her body became one solid orgasmic spasm, every cell of it contracting. She wailed, and Todd shocked her again. Fireworks went off in her head. Todd shocked her one more time, but she didn't feel it. She'd been knocked unconscious.
"She better not be dead!" Coach Sterling said as he cut Marilyn down. "Christ, Norton, you're crazy!" Despite his words, the coach's cock was as hard as Todd's.



CHAPTER SEVEN


Bobby ran for some cold water. He returned in moments with a cupful of it and slapped it in Marilyn's face. She came to with a gasp, then lay there wincing as Todd prodded her in the ribs with his sharp toenails.
"See, she ain't dead," Todd said. "She's aching for a cock up her ass, and so's this other bitch." He set the electric dildo on a bench and picked up a rope. "Help me with her, Myers."
As Todd and Bobby went to work on Marilyn, the coach picked up the dildo and inspected it. The metal cylinder was wet with Marilyn's ass-juices and the musky female scent made him squeeze his cock.
"You ever buggered a bitch, Myers?" Todd said. He was yanking on Marilyn's blonde hair as he wrapped a rope around her neck. "You ever fucked ass?"
"Of course," Bobby said. His cock was rigid, and he was jerking on it. "I fuck Sissy's ass all the time."
At the mention of Sissy, the coach turned and slipped quietly away. He'd forgot all about Sissy, and it was time he checked up on her. As he passed through his office and through the office of the women coaches, he stroked the metal dildo. More of Marilyn's ass-juices rubbed off on his hand and he rubbed them on his cock. His cock throbbed. He stepped into the girls' locker room and found Sissy panting and squirming as she struggled to break free of her bonds.
"Coach!" the little freshman said. "Thank God you're here, Coach! Help me!"
The coach watched her. She was totally helpless, like a butterfly pinned to a collector's board. As he watched her struggle, he became more and more excited.
She wouldn't think twice of betraying him if it suited her, he told himself. She would say whatever Marilyn and Nada ordered her to say, would claim he raped her even if he'd never laid a hand on her, would claim he'd tied her down and whipped her even if he'd been the one to rescue her.
"Coach, help me!" she whined. "What're you waiting for?" The tone of her voice had turned nagging, bitchy, accusing.
They're all alike, he realized. All the girls he'd ever coached had a touch of Nada and Marilyn in them. They would eat him alive if it suited their needs, would take advantage of him and use him in any way necessary to get what they wanted. They would charm him with their smiles, would cajole him with their voices, would tempt him with their willowy young bodies.
"Coach?" Sissy said. She was looking at the metal dildo the coach fingered, couldn't help noticing the man's club like cock, which throbbed menacingly. "Please, Coach, help me?" Her voice no longer nagged. She sounded unsure of herself again, even frightened.
"Who's your boyfriend?" the coach said. "Bobby Myers?"
"Does he fuck you?"
She didn't know how to answer, was afraid to answer, wasn't sure what the coach wanted her to say. She was afraid that whatever she said, the truth or a lie, would be the wrong answer.
"Does he ever fuck your asshole?"
"No!" Sissy was shocked by the question. "Of course not!" She told the truth.
"Liar!" the coach said. "What I heard is that he fucks your ass all the time!"
"I'm not a liar! I'd never let him do that to me."
"Tell the truth," the coach said.
"I'm telling the truth," Sissy said, and she started to sob. "I'm telling the truth. Please untie me!"
The coach didn't believe her. He pictured Bobby fucking his stiff cock up Sissy's asshole as Sissy squealed like an excited little piglet. He pictured himself fucking her. His cock shot through with thrills and he knew Sissy needed to be punished for lying to him. It was about time he started showing all his girls, not just Marilyn and Nada, who was boss around here.
Sissy was still tied exactly as Marilyn and Nada had left her, on her back, stretched between benches, spread-tingled. Her pert little tits bounced up and down as she panted. The pink gash between her blonde pussy-lips gleamed with wetness, pulsated with each beat of her heart.
The coach got to his knees between her legs and lowered himself on top of her. As he rubbed himself against her incredibly smooth, incredibly soft young body, he worked his cock up her sizzling little cunt. She groaned as he sank his fuck-pole in her to the hilt. He stuffed his tongue in her mouth, tasting her sweetness.
Sissy felt herself being crushed under the bone and muscle of Coach Sterling. She felt his cock sliding inside her like a rattlesnake. His tongue licked her tonsils and she gagged. She was smothering, choking, helpless.
She couldn't believe this was happening to her. It was incredible enough, what Marilyn and Nada had done to her, but this was even more incredible. She'd always sensed the meanness and cruelty hiding behind the smiles of Marilyn and Nada, but she'd sensed only timidity and nervousness behind the self-conscious smile of the coach. He was a good coach, but none of the girls feared him. They only listened to him and respected him because of his reputation. Who would ever have guessed that mild mannered Coach Sterling was capable of rape!
Sissy's pink toes curled as the intense fuck sensations streamed through her loins and legs and belly. She'd never been fucked by a cock so large. Bobby's cock was like a middle finger compared to Coach Sterling's cock. Her body undulated, her hips rocking up and down to meet his thrusts. She gasped into his mouth. His cock-head punched in and out of her womb like a fist.
It no longer mattered to her that she was being raped. It no longer mattered to her that she was tied at the wrists and ankles, that she was stretched out helpless under the heaving, grunting man, that the cold, unmercifully hard concrete was grating at her shoulder blades and tailbone, that the skin of her back was being rubbed raw. Nothing mattered now except the feeling of the coach's big hard cock rubbing in and out of her cunt. The feelings in her loins made her writhe and moan, made her eyes roll and her pelvis grind. Her pleasure made her pain bearable.
Fuck me! she thought, though she didn't say it. Pound that cock in me, make me feel it! Oh Coach, fuck me!
The coach bore down, groaning as he plunged his cock in her cunt. Pussy-cream oozed from her cunt and trickled into her ass-crack. As he fucked her, her body tightened. She strained at the ropes spread-eagling her. Her clit swelled, turning to bone. She arched up, writhing madly, every cell of her body prickling.
"Oh! Oh God!" She shuddered as her loins exploded.
As she came, the coach fucked even harder. She shrieked, the sensations driving her crazy. If only she could wrap her arms and legs around the man! She gnawed viciously into his jaw, like biting on a stick of wood.
"Damn you!" the coach growled. He dug his fingers into her cheeks and, forced her to stop biting. Then he arched up, out of range of her teeth, and he fucked her until her orgasm had subsided and she would scream if he fucked her another stroke.
"Dirty little bitch!" he said, puffing his juice dripping cock out of her. "Who would have guessed what a dirty little bitch you are, Sissy Johnson!"
The coach touched his cock, then lifted his wet fingers to his lips and tasted her pussycream. A wave of dizziness passed through his head and a tremor passed through his cock. He looked down at the naked girl.
I can do whatever I want with her, he told himself. Anything! He had to keep reminding himself that he was in control, that Sissy – and Marilyn and Nada – were all his, if only for a night. It didn't matter what happened tomorrow, tonight these teenage bitches were his. He would use thorn however he wanted. He would take his pleasure in any way he wanted.
He untied Sissy and pulled her up on her hands and knees. She was unsteady, her arms and legs ready to fold like the limbs of a rag doll, so he bent her over a bench and tied a rope around her neck. The rope looked like a dog collar and leash. He kneeled behind her and spread apart her ass-cheeks.
"Rosy asshole," he mumbled, and he dipped his tongue in her hot ass-cleft and tasted her moist young pucker. It twitched against his tongue and made him crazy with excitement. He straightened up and drove his cock between her ass-cheeks.
Sissy tensed. She was coming to her senses again. As the man's burning cock-knob strained against her ass-pucker, she realized what was happening. He wanted to fuck her asshole!
"Please!" she whispered. "Please Coach, don't! You can't!"
The coach pulled on her leash, half choking her. "Like hell I can't!"
He pulled on the rope some more, until she'd arched her back. "You love it!" he said. "Don't go pretending you don't love it up the ass – I know better, bitch!"
"It hurts!" Sweat broke out on Sissy's face as the man's cock-head began to penetrate her virgin asshole. "Please, Coach!" Tears welled up in her eyes and she started to shake.
"Yeah, tight little bitch?" The coach forced her ass-cheeks farther apart. As he pressed his cock into the hot meat of her asshole, he rotated his hips. His cockknob disappeared inside her like a fist entering a mouth.
Sissy saw blackness, stars. She didn't pass out, though. As much as she wanted to, she didn't pass out. She couldn't bear the pain, and yet she would have to. She winced so hard she felt the skin on her face tearing.
The coach held her slim hips. With a screwing motion of his cock, he forced the rest of his cock into her. She was wet inside, on fire. She was so tight that be nearly shot off.
"Oh bitch!" he said, holding himself still as his entire cock throbbed in the girl's seething, pulsating asshole. Ho stared down at the base of his cock, unable to believe he was really inside her. How could she take it!
Sissy sniveled, trembling. It felt as if an arm had been rammed up her ass. If he didn't move, she could bear it. If he moved, her ass-pucker would split with a thousand fissures and her pelvis would splitting in half. How she could still be alive, she didn't know [missing text].
The coach pulled the leash tight, forcing her to arch her neck and back even more. As she choked from the pressure on her windpipe, he eased his cock out a few inches, then backed it back in. Whether it was the pain of getting buggered that did it, or the force of the rope against her windpipe, Sissy didn't know, but she saw the darkness coming again, and this time it overwhelmed her. She felt nothing.
Coach Sterling didn't realize Sissy had blacked out. He kept her leash tight as he worked his cock in and out with longer and longer strokes. His eyes were on his slick cock as it moved in and out encircled by her elastic pink asspucker. The musky aroma of her sweet girl-ass made him woozy, crazy. Her whole clutched rhythmically around his cock as he plunged in.
He gripped her ass and rammed, his entire cock fucking in with each thrust. Her asshole wasn't as juicy as her cunt, but it was juicy enough, and his cock made squishing noises inside her.
Sissy came to with a gasp. She found herself staring at the dusty gray pipes on the ceiling of the locker room, found her neck and back arched, found her belly pressed to a locker room bench and her ass turned up. At first she thought she was shitting, emptying her bowels nonstop. Then she felt the hard loins jolting her ass and remembered what was happening. She was getting fucked, up the ass, by the coach. His cock was like an arm-sized turd sliding out of her, then sliding back in. Incredibly, the pain she had felt before was gone! Incredibly, what she felt now was pleasure – pleasure from getting fucked up the ass! Only pleasure.
"You love it!" the coach growled, humping like a dog, pounding his cock in her guts. "Admit it, you love it!"
She choked.
"Admit it!" The coach gave her a hard crack across the ass with the free end of the rope.
"Yes," she managed to grunt, and he laughed.
"Fuck that cock, bitch, fuck it!" He whipped her ass a few more cracks, then gave her three cracks on the back.
Sissy howled, tears gushing from her eyes, her back and ass on fire. Strangely though, the pain she felt wasn't as bad as her howling made it look. In fact, the fiery pain lasted no more than a few seconds before a delicious glow of warmth spread through her flesh. The man's cock in her asshole made her whole body warm and tingly, and the pain of her whipping was transformed into pleasure.
"Fuck me!" she grunted, grinding berets. The words came out spontaneously, without intending to say them. "Fuck meeeee!"
The coach slapped her ass. "Dirty little bitch! Dirty little slut! You fuck me!"
He pulled her back off the bench and kept his cock stuck inside he as he lay back flat on the floor. He pushed her to a sitting position, and she found herself upright and straddling his loins, her asshole sunk on his cock as if she were impaled on a fence post. He jerked her leash.
"Ride it! Slide that sexy little ass up and down my horny cock!"
She felt sexy. As she rode the man's cock, her asshole devouring it again and again, she played with her tits with one hand and with her clit with the other. The fuck-juices bubbled out of her pussy and dripped on the man's spunk-swollen balls. She had never seen such huge balls. She reached down and rubbed her fuck-juices into his hairy balls moaning with the coach as his cock pulsated inside her.
"Turn around," he said, pulling on her leash. "Don't get off, just turn around."
His cock stuck in her to the hilt, she swiveled around until she was facing him. He reached up and pinched her tits.
"Ouch!" she said, and he pinched them again, this time harder. Her cunt and asshole contracted fiercely.
"Ride my cock!" he said, and she obeyed before he pinched her tits again. Her tits flapped as she bounced up and down.
He grabbed her right leg and pulled her right foot to his face. He stuffed her toes in his mouth and sucked on them as she continued to slide the hot sheath of her asshole up and down his cock. She braced her left hand behind her on his thigh. With her right hand she played with her pussy and clit. The man's hot lips and tongue on her toes sent fuck-sensations pulsing through her right leg. He reached up and squeezed her tits as he continued to suck her toes. She rolled her clit between her fingers and felt her spasms beginning. At the same time, his cock began to flex wildly inside her.
The man's eyes turned glassy and rolled back. He chewed into her toes, sucked them hard, drove his loins upward. His cock swelled, splitting-hard, shuddering. He groaned deliriously as his jism splashed in her guts. Sissy's asshole gripped like a fist.
"Coming!" she gasped, shaking from head to toes. "Oh God!"
She would have toppled off the man if ha hadn't steadied her by yanking on the leash. Sin swayed dizzily as the itchy, throbbing pleasure shot through her, as the hot cum drilled her whole, as the coach and enormous cock shuddered and flexed inside her.
"Ohhhh baby!" the coach moaned, slobbering all over her toes and foot. His loins bucked, knifing his ejaculating cock inside her. She squealed, in heaven.
The moment his cock stopped pulsing with pleasure, the coach toppled her off him. She was still coming, and she squeezed her hands between her legs, clutching at her pussy. Her whole was still open, leaking fresh jizz. The coach looked around, found the electrified dildo and pushed one end of it up her whole before she knew what was happening. Immediately, he pressed the button on the dildo's switchbox.
Sissy's body jerked, stiffened. Her arms and legs shook. Her eyes bulged and she let out a high-pitched gasp. She was stunned. Her loins contracted, and her orgasm, which had been subsiding, renewed itself with full intensity. She moaned, clutching her pussy, writhing as fresh spasms tortured her.
The coach watched in a daze of fascination and excitement as the young girl experienced another orgasm. He watched her nipples swell, turn purplish, nearly burst. He watched her toes claw air, watched her body jerk, watched her asshole suck at the metal cylinder stuck inside it. She writhed like a worm for a quarter of a minute before her moaning quieted and her violent jerking began to subside. Before she could rein, though, the coach pressed the button again.
Sissy whimpered, out of her mind as yet another round of spasms gnawed through her loins. Her body jerked as if with an epileptic seizure. Her sensations were so intense that they hurt. If they went on much longer, she knew they'd kill her. Babbling idiotically, she squirmed and humped and tore at her crotch.
The coach grabbed her, forced onto her back, jack-knifed her legs and bore down on her. The dildo was still up her asshole as he drove her knees to her shoulders and forced his cock up her contracting cunt. She sank her fingernails into his back, her teeth into his jaw. His cock plunged in and out of her, as hard as the steel dildo stuck in her asshole.
"Fuck you!" he grunted, ramming, grinding. "Fuck you!"
Sissy thought she'd sweat blood. Her fuckmeat was so sensitive it felt as if it were being raked with red-hot talons. Waves of blackness passed through her mind and she prayed she would pass out again. She couldn't bear any more fucking.
The coach reached for the switchbox and pressed the button. Electricity shot up Sissy's asshole. Electricity flooded her loins and shot all the way to her tightly curled toes. She screamed as yet another orgasm began in her loins and spread to every cell of her body. The coach pressed the button one more time and ejaculated as the electricity shot not only through Sissy, but through his cock as well.
Despite the orgasmic current pulsing nonstop throng her body, Sissy could feel the man's cock vibrating and shooting off in her pussy. He emptied his balls with several rapid spurts but kept sliding his cock inside her until he'd milked out every twinge of pleasure. As his cock softened, he relaxed on her with his full weight, crushing her.
She didn't mind being crushed. Now that she'd finally stopped coming, being crushed was a kind of relief. She prayed he wouldn't press that button again. Another orgasm right now would surely be the end of her.



CHAPTER EIGHT


The two lust-crazy boys pumped their pricks as they admired the two tied girls. Marilyn and Nada were on their hands and knees on the floor, facing each other, their heads pressed together. The boys had wrapped a rope around the girls' necks, and the girls cheeks and the sides of their heads were pressed together. In addition to the rope around their necks, the girls were bound with ropes around their ankles, ropes anchored securely to large barbell plates and the isometric racks. Todd kicked at Marilyn's tits, and Bobby imitated him by nudging Nada's tits with his toes.
"Bitches!" Todd said. "Dumb sluts! They're twice as sexy tied up, ain't they, Myers?"
"Yeah." Bobby said. "What're we gonna do with 'em?"
"Wedge our cocks up their assholes and fuck the shit out of 'em," Todd said. "What else!"
"Yeah," Bobby said, grinning wickedly, fuck-lube dripping from his piss-hole. "We're gonna fuck their assholes." Despite his bragging to the contrary, he'd never fucked a girl's asshole before, even though he'd beat off scores of times thinking about doing it. "Let's get on em and fuck 'em!"
The girls gritted their teeth, knowing they couldn't help themselves. As the boys got down behind them – Todd behind Marilyn and Bobby behind Nada – the girls tightened their asscheeks and clenched their assholes.
"I'll rip the skin off my cock, trying to get it up this tight ass," Bobby said. He was trying to pry apart Nada's ass-cheeks.
"Watch me," Todd said. He lifted his hand, then slapped it down so viciously on Marilyn's ass that a red print of his hand remained when he lifted it. He laughed as Marilyn's arms and legs quivered, and she gasped, "Damn you!"
"Fuck you!" Todd said, and he slapped her ass again, this time even harder.
Marilyn bit her lips. Tears leaked from her tightly closed eyes. She wanted to scream and curse, but she'd learned that keeping quiet was wisest. Her ass-cheeks throbbed. She felt Todd's moist, burning-hot cock-head against her asspucker.
"Now all I gotta do is lube it up a little," Todd said, rubbing his hand between Marilyn's pussy-lips. He pulled his hand from her cunt and rubbed the slick fluids – pussy-cream and cum – all over his cock. "Lube up yours, Myers."
Bobby groped at Nada's cunt, got his hand greasy with her fuck-juices, and smeared the juices on his prick. He slapped Nada's ass, forcing her to unclench her ass-cheeks and loosen up her asshole. He rammed his cock against her pucker and took a tight hold on her hips.
Todd smiled at him. "We'll stick 'em together at the same time. I'll count to three, and we ram."
Thrills shot through both boys' cocks as they prepared to bugger the girls.
Marilyn and Nada tightened their assholes again and held their breaths. Each girl could feel the other girl's pulse beat as their heads pressed even tighter together and they braced themselves. Despite their fear and anxiety over the pain they were sure to feel, the girls experienced a masochistic thrill at being bound and ass-raped together. Sharing the fear and humiliation and pain with each other made it thrilling in a masochistic way, and each girl took a sadistic delight in the knowledge that the other girl was going to suffer. The two girls trembled, their arms and legs shaking as both fear and a wild excitement pulsed through their bowels.
"One!" Todd said.
The boys' hands tightened around the girls' waists.
The boys pressed their liked cocks against the pink female ass-puckers. The boys breathed heavily, clenched their teeth, gathered up their strength. They were shaking almost as hard as the girls. Their hearts slammed.
The girls tensed, biting their lips.
"Three!"
"Ughhh!" The boys grunted in unison, growling like a pair of dogs as they rammed. The ass-puckers of the girls held for a split second, then gave way. The swollen cock knob, then the ramrod-stiff cock-shafts of the boys' cocks, burst into the wholes of the two girls and knifed up into their seething bowels like a pair of torpedoes.
The girls' backs arched and they almost strangled themselves as they strained against the rope that bound their necks together. Their eyes shot open and they gasped in pain, their assholes burning up, their guts churning as the boys buggered them.
The boys laughed, giddy, dizzy from the pleasure shooting through their plunging cocks.
"This is better than pussy!" Bobby moaned. "'Course it is!" Todd said. "Give me a bitch's asshole any old day. Fuck!"
The boys fucked as if they had motors in their loins, humped like a pair of stud hounds. Their hugely swollen cocks sliced in the assholes of the squirming, gasping girls, plunged and screwed and made squishing noises as the girls' assholes got juicier from the buggering. The tight bellies of the boys pounded the girls' asses, jolted the girls and made their tits flap. The girls gasped and whimpered, helpless to stop the rigid cocks from fucking them.
Nada couldn't help herself. Her emotions and feelings were in such a turmoil that her bladder let go. Hot piss gushed down her legs and pooled around her knees on the concrete. She blubbered like a baby.
"Holy shit!" Bobby said. He grabbed at her crotch, filled his cupped hand with girl-piss, then lifted his hand and rubbed the piss all over his belly, all over Nada's ass.
"You fucked the piss outa her," Todd said. He slapped Marilyn's back with the flat of his hand, almost knocking the wind out of her. "Piss, bitch! Piss like your girlfriend!"
Marilyn had no trouble letting go. In fact, she welcomed the chance to relieve her bladder. As the piss ran down her legs, Todd chuckled dementedly and caught handfuls of it, which he slapped on her back, on her ass, in Nada's face. Bobby caught more of Nada's piss and threw it in Marilyn's face. The boys laughed, their bodies flushed with lust and sadistic excitement.
The girls winced from the pin that was splashed in their eyes. They winced even harder as the boys renewed the savage attack on their assholes. Shivers passed through the girls' bodies as the big cocks jack hammered inside them, reaming out their assholes, turning their bowels to jelly.
"Feels good!" Bobby moaned, a dazed expression on his face as he thrust his cock repeatedly into Nada's seething guts. Such intense quivers shot through his cock that he felt the fuck-sensations all the way to his toes.
"Let's cream 'em," Todd said, humping like a bull. "Let's blow their fucking heads off?"
"Yeahhh!" said Bobby. "Let's shoot 'em up!"
The fingernails of the boys sank into the tender flesh of the girls' waists and hips. The boys' bellies smacked savagely. The boys' cocks plunged, disappearing to the hilt with each grinding stroke.
"I'm close!" Bobby gasped. "I'm-I'm coming!"
"Yeahhhhhh!" growled Todd. "Fuck!"
The boys snapped their heads back, rolled back their eyes, and rammed their cocks in so deep that the girls thought the cock-heads would come out their mouth. Molten fuck-cream exploded from the cocks of the two boys and splattered in the girls' guts. The boys grunted and bellowed like two young bulls getting off for the first time. The girls jerked with each powerful ejaculation into their bowels.
Thank God it's almost over! the girls were both thinking. But as the cum-spurting turned to cum-oozing, as the cocks began to soften inside them, the girls began to feel let down. They realized their pussies were throbbing, their pussies were leaking. They realized they were horny. They needed to get off themselves!
The spent boys slumped over Marilyn and Nada, grinding their bellies against the girls' asses, pleasuring their softening cocks in the tightness and heat of the girls' throbbing assholes. Their humping slowed, their cocks slipped out, and Marilyn and Nada let out moans that sounded more like moans of frustration than relief.
"They ain't had enough yet," Todd said, watching his jism trickle out of Marilyn's partially open asshole. "What're we gonna do with these nymphos, Myers? They're a coupla fucking bitches in heat, a coupla dogs, for Christsake!"
Bobby got up. Nada's half-open asshole looked so good to him dribbling his freshly shot cum that he couldn't resist sticking the big toe of his right foot up it.
"I'll give this one a toe-fuck up the asshole," Bobby said, squeezing his half-hard cock.
Nada panted as Bobby's toe twisted.
"A toe ain't big enough to satisfy that bitch," Todd said. "Hell, a cock ain't big enough to satisfy that one, nor this one neither." He rammed a finger up Marilyn's asshole and watched his cum froth out around the pumping digit.
"My toe's bigger than your finger," Bobby said.
"My fist is bigger than your toe," Todd said.
"You're crazy," Bobby said. "Your fist!"
"Ain't you never shoved your hand up a chick's asshole?" Todd said. "What you been doing all your life, Myers, whacking off in a locked bathroom looking at yourself in a mirror?"
At that moment Coach Sterling returned to the locker room. Under his muscular arm he carried a human doll, a naked girl with limp arms and legs and a dangling blonde head. She looked unconscious – or dead.
The two boys looked up.
"So there she is!" said Todd. "Coach was hiding her back there in his office or someplace. How many more nymphos you got locked up around here, Coach?"
"What're you guys up to?" the coach said. "Ever shove your hand up a chick's asshole?" Todd said.
Sissy came alive and started to struggle.



CHAPTER NINE


As Sissy struggled in his arms, the coach felt his cock swelling and hardening. In seconds he had a full hard-on again. The struggling of the helpless girl excited him. Her fear excited him. She was so hot and naked and silky-soft in his embrace! He lifted her up in front of him and started biting her, biting her neck, her tits, her lips, nuzzling into her hairless armpits and licking the moisture, the honey-sweet girl-sweat out of them.
Sissy felt as if she were being devoured. Despite her struggling, she felt powerless in the hands of the coach. If he didn't eat her alive, he would shove his fist up her asshole and torture her. She let out pathetic whimpers, too weak to bawl. As her body quivered in the man's embrace, she felt trickles of warm fluid moving down her inner thighs. Whether it was cum or pussy-juice or her own piss, she couldn't tell. Her loins throbbed wildly inside, but whether from anxiety or sexual excitement, she wasn't sure either.
Still holding her in the air in front of him, the coach turned her around, bent her over, bent her torso against her legs and began to lick and suck her ass-crack, her pussy-cleft. He growled like a bear sticking his snout in a honeycomb. His huge cock throbbed inches from Sissy's nose, his purple cock-head swollen almost completely out of its foreskin. The cock smelled of her own curt, of her own asshole. Its veins were swollen like fat blue snakes. A thick, clear fluid oozed from his open piss-hole.
Suddenly there was a hand on Sissy's head.
"Suck it, cunt!" said Todd Norton. He forced Sissy's head down, stuffed the coach's cock into her mouth. "Taste good, cock-sucker? I'll bet it does!"
Sissy choked and the coach groaned. He gnawed on her succulent ass and pussy, at the same time grinding his cock in her throat. She gagged repeatedly, her spit running down the man's cock and dripping off his hairy balls.
"You look like you got hit in the face with a pie, Coach," said Todd Norton. "I didn't know you were such a pussy-eater!"
To Sissy's relief, the coach released her, letting her slide down his legs until she lay crumpled on the floor at his feet. She swallowed several times, trying to sooth her sore, overly stretched throat.
"You shouldn't be using your mouth on that dirty old thing, Coach," Todd said. He grabbed Sissy by the hair and dragged her up until she was on her hands and knees like Marilyn and Nada and had her head butted against the heads of the two older girls. She still had the leash around her neck, and Todd tied the free end of it around Marilyn's and Nada's neck.
The three girls had their three necks, their three heads tied together now. On their hands and knees, with their heads joined, together they resembled a propeller with three single blades coming off the center.
Todd wrapped a rope around each of Sissy's ankles, spread her legs a few feet apart so her cunt would be easily accessible, and secured each rope to something sturdy and immovable.
The three girls sniveled, but they'd ceased to struggle or beg. They realized that struggling and begging were not only useless, but disadvantageous as well. They would survive best, would suffer least, if they remained passive and accepting. They were helpless, and fighting the men, or begging for mercy, would only excite the men more.
Todd got up behind Sissy. Grabbing her hips, he easily rammed his cock up her asshole. Sissy gasped, arching her back.
"We're even now, Myers," Todd said, starting to slide his cock in Sissy's asshole. "I got her now." He slapped Sissy's ass. "You got a hot shitter, girl. I think I like it better than Marilyn's."
Marilyn clenched her teeth. She couldn't quite believe herself, but she resented Todd's statement. How could that moron prefer that wimpy freshman bitch to her! He had to be out of his mind!
Todd popped his cock out of Sissy. He reached between her legs.
"Niagara Falls!" he said. "This mink is a juicer!"
He rubbed his hand between Sissy's legs until it was dripping with her slick fuck-juices. Then he pushed his wet hand between her ass-cheeks and started to work a few fingers into her asshole.
Sissy's asshole was relaxed from getting fucked, so as Todd worked two, then three fingers into it, she hardly felt them. But when he got his fourth finger inside her, then his thumb, her ass-pucker felt stretched to the limit and she started to squirm. Todd sneered, forcing his bunched digits in deeper, all the way to the knuckles of his hand.
"Stop!" Sissy gasped, panting like a woman in labor. "Take it out!"
Bobby had moved over to join the coach in watching Todd force his fingers up Sissy's whole. Both the boy and the coach were squeezing and pulling their cocks, their eyes focused on Todd's hand and Sissy's incredibly stretched ass-pucker. Marilyn and Nada, although they couldn't see what was going on, were getting sadistic pleasure from Sissy's gasps of pain.
Serves her right! Marilyn thought, still smarting from Todd's comment that he preferred Sissy's asshole to her own.
Todd could feel a dozen pulse beats in Sissy's seething asshole as his fingers stretched it open.
He kept the pressure on, and millimeter by millimeter his fingers slid in deeper, his knuckles at last disappearing inside the girl. Once his knuckles were inside, the rest of his hand followed as if her asshole were swallowing it.
"Jesus Christ!" said the coach, unable to believe what he was seeing. Bobby just gawked, his mouth hanging open, his hand motionless on his cock as if he'd been frozen.
Except for the quivering of her body, Sissy was motionless too. The moment Todd's knuckles had disappeared inside her, the searing, tearing feeling of the stretch subsided, and now she felt a pressure in her asshole that was incredible, but bearable. Compared to her pain of a moment ago, what she felt now was even pleasant. She held herself as still as she could, praying the pain was over for good. She tried not to think about what was happening to her, that she had a boy's fist buried in her asshole.
"I'm gonna keep my hand in here forever," Todd said, slowly twisting his fist, working it in deeper, making it disappear to the wrist.
"Norton, you're crazy," the coach said, but he was fascinated by the sight.
"Yeah!" Todd said, smiling wickedly. He twisted his hand from side to side, and Sissy's eyes bulged. She was groaning, looking delirious, out of her mind. Her right hand moved up between her legs and she started to jerk herself off.
"What're you guys waiting for?" Todd said. "Want me to have all the fun?"
Bobby and the coach looked at each other a moment as if for mutual support. The next moment they went into action, Bobby dropping down behind Nada, the coach behind Marilyn. Their right fists immediately slipped between the legs of the two girls, rubbing, twisting, getting lubed up with fuck-juices.
"You gotta go slow," Todd said. "Get a few fingers in, then a few more, then your thumb. Then just push, real slow. She'll open up like a large-mouth bass and take it." He chuckled at his cleverness. "Ain't that right, bitch?"
Sissy cringed, goosebumps covering her body, her guts churning. It felt as if a fat lizard had crawled up her asshole. She felt no real pain, just that tremendous pressure. It wasn't pain that made her cringe, but the realization of what was happening to her. Todd Norton had his fist and part of his arm up her asshole! His hand was inside her guts! The thought made her so squeamish that she almost screamed. Only the rhythmic jerking of her hand between her legs kept her from going off the deep end. As long as she kept beating off, she'd stay sane – she hoped.
Marilyn and Nada were gasping. The coach had his thick fingers and thumb up Marilyn's asshole, and Bobby already had his hand buried in Nada's asshole to the knuckles.
"Damn it, stop!" Nada screeched.
Bobby shoved hard and his hand slipped up her asshole completely. A tremor shot through his loins as the girl's juicy, sizzling asshole devoured his hand, and he almost shot off without touching his cock.
"Please!" Nada gasped. "Please, oh God!" She writhed, clutching her pussy as if it were the only thing she could hold on to.
Bobby smeared his free hand in the slick juices running down Nada's legs, then wrapped his hand around his cock, slowly milking it from base to head, pleasuring it rhythmically as he worked his right fist in Nada's asshole.
The coach had a much thicker fist than did Bobby. He didn't think he could get his hand in past the knuckles without tearing Marilyn's ass-pucker all to hell. He kept the pressure on, though, slowly twisting his lubed-up hand despite Marilyn's apparent agony. A millimeter at a time, his hand slid in deeper.
Marilyn chewed her lips nearly bloody, writhing like an eel as the coach's knuckles stretched her ass-pucker. She tried as hard as she could not to scream, but suddenly a wail like a banshee's exploded from her lungs, and she cursed with words she'd never before, some of which she didn't even know the meaning of. As she raved and struggled, the coach's fist slipped inside her completely. The terrible pain subsided. She laughed with relief.
"Thank you!" she said. "Thank you!"
"The broad's lost her marbles," Todd said. "I wish I could get a picture of your hairy paw up her ass, Coach. That's a real turn-on!"
The coach looked with disbelief at his arm. Marilyn's asshole was wrapped around his wrist. It felt as if he had buried his hand inside a hot, living heart. He took hold of his cock with his left and started to slide the foreskin up and down.
"Twist your hands, guys," Todd said. "It drives 'em crazy."
Todd was right. As the coach twisted his hand in Marilyn's whole, she wiggled her ass as if she had fire-ants in it and she started to claw at her pussy. As Bobby fist fucked Nada, Nada jerked off too. All three girls were getting fist fucked up the ass, all three girls were moaning deliriously, and all three girls were beating off as if the world would end at any moment and they had to get themselves off before it did.
Sissy had three fingers up her pussy. As she plunged them they made squishing noises inside her. Her pussy-juice frothed out around her fingers, some of it dripping from her hand, some of it running down her legs. Fuck me! she thought, not daring to say the words for fear of making Todd wild. She was enjoying the slow twisting of his fist in her asshole.
Todd had his arm up Sissy's asshole three inches above his wrist. He'd had to snake his hand sideways in her guts to get it in this deep, which was about as deep as he'd ever fist-fucked any girl's asshole. He could hardly believe how deep his hand was buried. He was so excited that he had to repeatedly release his cock to keep from blowing his load prematurely.
Bobby, whose hand was the smallest, was fist fucking Nada even deeper. His arm was in Nada's asshole four, maybe five inches above his wrist. Incredibly, Nada was wiggling her ass as if she wanted even more. The excited brunette had her right hand all but buried inside her pussy. She twisted her hand hard, and her hand disappeared up her cunt. She exploded instantly, wailing, gasping.
"She's coming!" Bobby said. "I can feel her coming!" His cock vibrated and he shot jism against Nada's ass. "Ohhh shit!"
Nada gibbered like a madwoman, grinding her fist inside her pussy, fucking her asshole on Bobby's hand, feeling the splats of hot jism on her ass and the surges of orgasmic electricity in her loins. The fist snaking inside her asshole kept her coming and coming. She thought she'd never stop.
The coach twisted his fist in Marilyn's whole. He worked his foreskin up and down. The fuck-hungry little mink was beating herself off furiously, clawing at her pussy and making cooing, growling noises. In his wildest sexual fantasies, he'd never imagined a girl so hot, so ravenous for pleasure. He had his flat up her whole, for Christsake, and she couldn't get enough of it! What a slut! He loved her more than any other girl in the world.
"Fist it!" Marilyn growled, grinding her ass on the coach's hand. "Deeper, damn it, deeper!"
The coach twisted his fist, but it wouldn't go in any deeper. Marilyn's asshole tightened like the mouth of a snake, devouring his hand, trying to suck his arm inside. Fuck-thrills pulsed through his arm, as if it had become a cock. His left hand tightened around his cock and he jetted his foreskin down tight. "Uhhhhh! Ahhh!"
Cum shot against the backs and insides of Marilyn's legs, against her crotch and her clawing hand. The coach almost fell over as his body jerked. His hand moved mechanically on his cock, crushing out the feeling, squeezing out the cum.
The coach's fuck-slime dripped from Marilyn's hand. She could smell it, could almost taste it. She rubbed it into her cunt, fucked it into her pussy with her own fingers. She rubbed jizz all over her clit into her swollen, inflamed pussy-lips. The fuck-itch, the sexual heat whirled to a head in her loins and she climaxed.
"Ohhhh!" Marilyn whined. "Fuck!" Her ass churned and her asshole contracted around the coach's grinding fist. She came so intensely that she almost pissed.
Sissy and Todd writhed in unison, the senior stud twisting his fist in the freshman's asshole, the girl clawing at her pussy-walls with electric fingernails. Listening to the grunts and gasps of Marilyn and Nada, of the coach and Bobby, Todd couldn't restrain his excitement another moment. As his hand became a blur on his cock, he felt the surge of pleasure in his loins and began to ejaculate.
"AWWW fuck!" he bellowed. "Uhh, uhhh!" He kneeled up behind Sissy and sent spurts of cum across her back.
The spurts reminded Sissy of the lash of a whip as they flew across her back. She pinched and twisted her clit, bringing herself off with the boy. As she began to spasm, Todd pulled his hand out of her asshole and it felt to Sissy as if her intestines had been yanked out. She squealed, going out of her mind.
Sissy's manhole gaped, its succulent, pink insides undulating visibly for Todd to ice. Todd grabbed the girl's hips and rammed his cock up her open asshole. Sissy moaned, churning her ass, feeling the hot spurts in her guts.
"She's mine, Myers," Todd said as he collapsed over Sissy and squeezed the last of his cum up her asshole. "This ass is mine from now on. Christ, she's tight as a fist again!"
"You can have her," Bobby said. "I'll take this one." He'd pulled his hand out of Nada's asshole and was licking the edges of her slowly closing pucker. He'd always liked dark-haired girls better than blondes anyway. "This one's best."
Marilyn, delirious as she was, heard what was bring said around her, and she became instantly incensed. These boys had to be blind, blind and crazy to be laying claim to two inferior bitches like Nada and Sissy when they had herself to fight over. She had never felt more insulted.
As Marilyn was brooding, the coach pulled his fist out of her asshole and replaced it with his cock. Her asshole tightened around his cock.
"You're mine," the coach said. "Isn't that right, baby?"
In the past, if a male would have said such a thing to her, she would have punched his mouth or kicked him in the balls. This time, she smiled.
"Right," she said, rubbing her ass against the coach's hard belly. You're Goddamn right! she thought.
Nada and Sissy could have their blind and crazy little boys. The coach was hers. The man was hers!
He bit her on the neck and she purred.



CHAPTER TEN


The overhead lights in the gym shone like spotlights on the exercise mat and floor apparatus. The coach and his two assistants, Todd and Bobby, had brought along ropes and the electrified metal dildo. The three girls would be leashed if needed, whipped if necessary, but the coach foresaw little trouble with them, little defiance or resistance. They'd been tamed.
Marilyn and Nada had been tamed. Sissy had been tamed some more for good measure, although she really hadn't needed it. Marilyn and Nada still opposed the coach from time to time, giving him snarls like a pair of testy female cats, but he accepted their testiness as a permanent manifestation of their high-strung, high spirited personalities, one that could never be wiped out completely. Marilyn and Nada would never be completely broken. The coach was certain of that, and glad of it. A little spiritedness, a little testiness, made the girls more exciting to him than if they were to become completely docile.
"Keep the toes pointed on your leg extensions!" the coach shouted. "I don't care how worn out you are, keep those toes pointed!"
The coach, flanked by the two boys, sat on the front row of bleachers, enjoying the hottest display of floor exercise had ever seen in his life. Three gorgeous young girls, two of them blonde, one brunette, two of them world-class gymnasts, one an up-and-corner, were going through their floor-exercise routines naked. Their bodies were sheened with sweat, their nipples hard and pointed. The welts from the whippings they had suffered glowed a purplish-red. The coach and the boys slowly massaged their erect cocks as they watched.
Marilyn sneered as she performed, moved her body seductively, teasing the men as she had never teased men before. Her routine was full of seductive move shameless displays of her body. When performing for the judges in competition, she was always forced to hold back, her sexual energy boiling inside her and threatening to explode. Only when she and Nada practiced with each other alone did she ever dare to let herself go – until this evening. This evening she was letting herself go completely. The coach and the two boys would have strokes before she got done with them. She imagined them with their hands tied behind them.
"Damn, let me at them bitches!" Todd started to get up, but the coach held him back.
"Slow down," the coach said. "Watch a while. Enjoy the show."
Todd mumbled something, but he obeyed. Nada performed a forward somersault, then sank into a full split, her wet pussy kissing the mat. She lifted her tits high, smiling vampishly at the men. She kept her toes pointed as she pressed up into a handstand and split her legs again. A few trickles of pussy-juice ran out of her. She'd never been this hot performing before. When she retired from gymnastics, maybe she'd become a stripper. Until this moment she had never realized just how much she enjoyed showing off her body and turning men on. She saw the men beating their cocks, and her mouth watered. Her asshole and pussy throbbed. She wanted to be stuffed with cock. Or maybe with a fist.
"Look at Nada split them legs!" Bobby said, his eyes on Nada's juice-dribbling cunt. He wanted to jump up and lick Nada's pussy, but he knew the coach would stop him. He and Todd were supposed to sit here and watch until the girls got done performing. His balls throbbed. This waiting for a piece of ass was starting to become torture.
Sissy did a series of somersaults and ballet movements, interspersed with a lot of splits. She knew she was nothing compared to Marilyn and Nada as far as gymnastic skill went, but she was confident she could be just as sexy, could turn on the men just as much. Maybe her tits weren't as big, her ass wasn't as round and voluptuous, but her pussy was just as pink and hot, and she could do the splits and point her toes just as well as the older girls. She could feel the eyes of the men on her, and she smiled at them, her tongue flicking along her lips. She paid special attention to Todd, who had claimed her for his own. He was bigger and more muscular and sexier than Bobby, and he had a bigger cock and lots more experience using it than Bobby did. She was thrilled to have him for her new boyfriend. She was going to learn a lot from Todd.
The girls finished up with their floor exercise, and the coach directed them to the balance beam. Marilyn performed first. As she did a full split, facing the men, some juice from her pussy leaked down the side of the polished wood beam and dripped from it. The coach put the two boys in headlocks to keep them seated. The boys tongues were hanging out, as was the coach's. He had a hard enough time staying seated himself.
Nada and Sissy performed similar routines on the beam, but Sissy omitted the back somersault that Nada performed. As the girls did their splits, toes pointed, tits lifted high, eyes gazing seductively at the men, pussy-goo leaked from their wide open cunts. The on looking men drooled.
"What're we sitting here for?" Todd complained.
"Just sit still and shut up," the coach said. "You'll have your fun soon enough."
The girls took turns performing on the uneven parallel bars, swinging and slipping from one bar to the other, toes pointed, legs extended or wide-spread. The girls were overheated from performing one event after another in rapid succession and sweat ran down their bodies. The sweet aromas of female sweat and steaming cunt hung heavy in the air of the gym, getting the men high, drunk, dazed.
"Skip the vault," the coach shouted to the girls, and he began to applaud.
Todd and Bobby frowned at him a moment, then began to applaud and whistle. Nada and Sissy raised their arms, acknowledging the applause and taking their bows. Marilyn bowed too, but exaggeratedly, and in the opposite direction, turning her gorgeous ass up at the men and wiggling it.
The coach and the two boys could wait no longer. They jumped up off the bench simultaneously, the coach heading straight for Marilyn, in his hand the electrified dildo. He grabbed the sexy blonde as she was still bending over and shoved one end of the dildo up her asshole. Todd grabbed Sissy, bent her over, and stuck her asshole on the other end of the dildo. The asses of the two girls touched, half the dildo buried inside each of them.
"Fuck it!" the coach ordered, and the two girls rotated their asses, working their assholes on the cold metal cylinder.
The coach stepped up in front of Marilyn and forced his uncut cock in her mouth. In one hand he held the switchbox that controlled the dildo. Following the coach's example, Todd stepped up in front of Sissy and stuffed his cock in her mouth. The blonde heads of the two girl's bobbed. Their pink lips slid up and down veiny cocks.
Marilyn was turned on not only by the cock down her throat and the dildo up her ass, but by Sissy's ass rubbing against her own. This evening she'd learned that cock turned her on, that men turned her on, that being treated mean turned her on as much as being mean herself – but just because she'd discovered new sexual turn-ons didn't mean she was going to stop being turned on by other girls, especially sexy bitches like Sissy. She and Nada were going to have a lot more fun with Sissy in the days to come. No doubt about that!
Nada was pissed. Her so-called new boyfriend had been sidetracked by the balance beam. The dumb kid was licking the beam like a dog, slurping off the juices the three girls had dribbled on it. It infuriated Nada to see Bobby licking a piece of wood while he ignored her. She turned her back on him and started caressing up and down the muscular flanks of the coach. There was enough of the coach for both Marilyn and her.
Seconds later, Bobby was yanking at Nada's hair, dragging her away from the coach and forcing her to her knees. He stuffed his cock down her throat, choking her. His fingers wound in her brunette hair, he fucked her face, burying his cock down her throat to the hilt.
"Suck it, bitch!" the boy growled. "Suck that cock-meat!"
Nada felt like punching the wimp in the balls, but she held on and sucked. His fuck-lube ran down her throat. Her spit ran down his balls. She shoved a hand between her legs and started to jerk herself off. She moaned with pleasure.
The gym echoed with the sounds of grunting and moaning, of cock-sucking and pussy rubbing. The hands of all three girls jerked between their legs as their fingers squished in and out of their pussies. Pussy-cream trickled down their legs. The asses of Marilyn and Sissy rotated as they screwed themselves on the smooth silver dildo.
"Suck it!" the coach said, jerking on Marilyn's head.
"Eat that hog!" Todd growled. "Suck that fucker off!" His fingernails dug into Sissy's scalp. He pulled her hair.
As the men fucked the girls' faces, the girls jerked themselves off. The more the girls choked, the harder their faces were pounded and jarred by the heaving loins of the men, the hotter and itchier their pussies got. They clawed their pussies inside as they finger-fucked themselves. Growling sounds came from their throats.
"I'm gonna blow my wad!" Todd moaned. "Awwww shit!" His eyes rolled back. As his salty spunk flooded Sissy's throat, she wretched. His hard teen cock nearly lifted her head off.
The coach felt his own climax beginning, felt the jizz uncoiling in his balls. He pressed the button on the switchbox, saw both girls shudder, saw Marilyn's eyes nearly pop out. His cock flexed and he shot off in Marilyn's gullet. He pressed the button again-again-again.
Cum came up through Marilyn's nose, bubbled from her flared nostrils. She gagged violently, drooling more cum on the coach's balls than she swallowed. She had no control over herself as the electricity zapped her asshole and shook her body. Spasms exploded in her asshole, in her cunt. Her toenails nearly cut through the tough covering of the exercise mat as her toes clutched, clawed. A wail came from deep in her throat.
Sissy gurgled, her throat flooded with Todd's cum. Fuck-spasms gnawed through her loins. As the dildo shot electricity up her asshole, her spasms became so intense that her guts cramped. Only Todd's grip on her head kept her from hitting the ceiling.
When Nada heard the other girls coming, she brought herself off instantly with a few skilled jabs up her pussy. As she writhed with orgasmic ecstasy, the cock in her mouth tasted sweet to her and she sucked it fiercely, wanting to swallow it. Her fierce sucking sent Bobby over the edge. Clutching her head, round his back as he humped in a frenzy, he exploded into her mouth. Hot gobs of cum slid down her gullet.
"Awww mannnn!" the boy moaned. "Suck it out!"
A minute later, as Nada continued sucking his drained cock, Bobby's tune changed.
"Stop!" he gasped. "Jesus Christ, stop sucking!"
The coach and Todd were thinking the same thing, but about Marilyn and Sissy. They had to force the two cum-hungry blondes away to make them stop sucking.
Marilyn leered up at the coach, cum trickling from her mouth, her tongue fucking along her lips.
Which one of us is the slave? she was thinking. Me, Coach – or you?



CHAPTER ELEVEN


It was well after midnight. Of the fireworks in Grant Park, only a few ashes were left. In parked cars behind bushes, on blankets on the round, only a handful of couples remained, getting in one last fuck before going home to bed, the girls and boys to separate homes and separate beds. Only a few couples would dare stay out all night, sleeping together in locked cars with dew-misted windshields.
Over in the gym at Memorial High School, the lights were still on. The exercise mat in the center of the floor lay directly under hot spotlights and was wet with sweat, sweat from a coach, two boys, and three girl gymnasts.
The coach and the two boys wondered how much longer they could go on before their balls shriveled to prunes and they fainted from exhaustion. It amazed all three males that they could still attain such firm and pleasure-filled erections. The girls were unconcerned with things like exhaustion and shriveling balls. The girls didn't know what sexual exhaustion meant they were just getting warmed up.
Marilyn, on her hands along with Nada and Sissy, enjoyed the feel of the rough rope around her neck. She and the other two girls were still wearing rope leashes, and, the men were walking the girls like dogs, like three bitches in heat with their tails up in the air.
Marilyn's asshole throbbed. Fuck-juices trickled from her pussy. Her swollen tits swung like udders. As she crawled on all fours, she kept glancing up over her shoulder at the coach. His big erection wagged from side to side, fuck-lube dripping from the tip of it, his foreskin retracted to the edges of his swollen cock-knob.
It thrilled her to know she was the coach's personal slave girl. She imagined him dragging her away somewhere and keeping her penned up naked, with a leash around her neck, and his big cock ready at all times to pleasure her. He could use his fist too, and that electrified dildo, and he could force her to do anything, absolutely anything, and she would milk the cum out of him, would suck the very life out of him, with her mouth, with her cunt, with her asshole. He would bring in other girls and force her to have sex with them while he watched. He would make her perform for him – dancing, tumbling, masturbation. He would make her jerk herself off in front of him, and the shame of it would thrill her to no end.
"Sniff each other," Todd ordered, and the girls all sniffed each other like dogs, sniffing mostly each others' asses and cunts. "Lick, bitches, lick!"
Tongues flapped as the girls tasted each other. Marilyn licked out Sissy's asshole while Nada licked out Marilyn's own asshole.
"Move!" Todd ordered, and the girls crawled, their noses lowered to the mat and sniffing. Sissy giggled, and Todd told her to shut up.
The men reined the girls like horses and climbed aboard their backs. Marilyn's arms and legs shook as the coach's hot ass and balls burned against her back and his weight crushed her down. She was able to crawl only a few feet before she collapsed; Sissy, with Todd aboard her, collapsed without going anywhere. Nada was able to crawl halfway around the mat with Bobby riding her before she folded with a grunt.
The men remained seated on the backs of the prostrate girls, rubbing their cocks against them, leaning over to bite and lick them, reaching back to rub the girls' asses and cunts. The coach leaned down over Marilyn, whose head was turned to the side, and he slipped his tongue in her mouth. His beard stubble grated her cheek. Goosebumps swept down her back.
The coach climbed off Marilyn and sat on the mat beside her. He massaged her back and ass, gave her ass-cheeks a few hard cracks with the flat of his hand. He fucked his middle finger up her ass hole and watched her arch up, squirming. He couldn't believe his entire fist had been inside this super-tight asshole earlier tonight. He finger-fucked her slowly enjoying the way her asshole contracted. He was thinking.
Ever since he'd started coaching girls' gymnastics, he had been beating off to a recurrent sexual fantasy, a fantasy that it was now within his power to make real. He lay back, resting flat out on the mat. He tugged on Marilyn's leash.
"Do a split for me, baby. Do it over me, and plant that hot pussy of yours right down on my cock!"
Marilyn climbed to her feet. She straddled the coach's loins, still facing away from him. Looking down, she could see his rigid cock pointing straight up at bet as held it. A thick drop of lube was nestled between his parted piss-hole lips. His purple cock-knob pulsated, shiny, in the light from overhead.
"Spread your legs," he said. "Do a real nice split for me, and keep your toes pointed."
Marilyn's feet slid, her legs splitting sideways. She sank down smoothly, with perfect control. As her crotch touched the coach's cock, he guided it into her. It sank in as easily as into a tub of warm butter. She was impaled completely. His cock-knob throbbed in her womb.
The coach groaned, wiggling his cock inside the girl. Her cunt fit his cock like a glove, swallowed his cock like a hot mouth. It was hard to believe that this was the same cunt he'd had to fight his way into only a few hours ago, the cunt he'd had to make bleed before it would swallow his cock. No blood leaked out of the girl now, only fresh warm pussy-cream. He could feel the girl-juice trickling down his balls.
"Fuck me!" he moaned. "Come on, baby, slide that hot pussy!" Holding her leash tight, he began to buck his loins. Her gorgeous ass moved up and down and he could see his slick cock sliding in and out of her.
Marilyn reached back and braced her hands on the coach's hipbones as she slipped up and down on his cock. Her blonde hair brushed her upper back as she tossed her head from side to side. She thrust her tits high, kept her toes pointed, maintained a perfect side-split as she fucked.
The coach controlled his urge to thrust hard, allowing Marilyn to do most of the work. Pleasure streamed through his cock, saturated his balls. He wanted this feeling to last all night.
"Oh yes!" Marilyn moaned. "Yessss!"
Her cunt throbbed with such wonderful pleasure that she couldn't keep quiet. As the coach yanked on her leash, her pleasure intensified, and she moaned even louder.
Todd and Bobby weren't going to miss out on any fun. When they saw what the coach was up to, they both lay back on the mat themselves and directed their own slave girls to split over them.
Facing Bobby, Nada split her legs to the sides. Her crotch lowered and her dark-furred cunt devoured his cock. She watched with satisfaction as he squirmed like a worm under her, his prick turning splitting-hard inside her as she slipped her tight pussy up and down on it. The boy had her by her leash, but he was the one on his back, he was the one squirming and gasping as if being tortured, not she. She tightened her cunt fiercely, trying to skin his cock alive. The boy's eyes bulged.
Todd made Sissy perform a different kind of split over him. As she faced him, he had her split one leg behind her and the other leg in front of her, a fore-and-aft split instead of the side-spilt Marilyn and Nada were performing. As his cock slipped up her furry blonde cunt, he grabbed her right foot, which was resting near his face, and his lips slipped over her toes. It had always turned him on, the way these girl gymnasts pointed their sexy toes, and now he was doing something he'd always wanted to do – suck a girl's toes while she did the splits. What made it even hotter was that she was fucking him at the same time. He growled as he chewed her toes and wiggled his cock inside her.
Thrills shot though Sissy's toes and up her leg. Her cunt contracted as she worked it on Todd's thick cock. She loved the way his cock-veins and the edges of his cock-knob rippled against the sensitive folds at her pussy-walls. She loved the way the muscles of his chest and belly stood out hard, like stone sculpture. She'd always wanted to fuck a football player, and now she had one for a boyfriend. She was all his. The leash he'd put around her neck was as good as a wedding ring.
The coach drilled a finger up Marilyn's asshole. He pulled the finger out and sucked on it. He loved this bitch inside and out. He even loved her shit. She was his now, but that didn't mean he was going to miss out on fucking other girls. He watched Nada and Sissy sliding up and down on the two boys' pricks. They were so Goddamned sexy he wanted to eat them alive. He listened to the squishing noises coming from their stuffed pussies, saw their hot girl-juices frosting the boys' brown balls. It was time to sample another pussy.
"Wanna trade pussies?" he asked Bobby, and the boy was happy to oblige.
Sissy, splitting prettily, continued to fuck Todd and feed him her toes as Nada impaled herself on the coach and Marilyn sat down on Bobby.
Marilyn licked her lips, gazed seductively at Bobby, and clamped her pussy tight. The boy's cock was a lot smaller than the coach's, but it felt harder. As she fucked the boy, she growled like a tigress and managed his balls. He looked ready to jump out of his skin, so Marilyn clamped her cunt even tighter, fucking him with grinding motions. The boy shuddered. His eyes rolled back and he arched up. He bellowed as his cum spurted up Marilyn's cunt.
Marilyn laughed, milking the cum out of the boy, telling him to squirt it. "Come on baby, shoot!"
Bitch! Nada thought. That's my guy you're draining.
Nada clenched her teeth, jerking up and down on the coach's cock and trying to skin it. Her tits flapped. If Marilyn was going to steal Bobby's cum-juice, then she was going to steal the coach's.
The coach writhed. He tried to slow Nada down, but she wouldn't be denied. Her pussy walls felt as if they were lined with a hundred sets of burning, sucking lips. The fuck thrills shot through his cock, swirled through his balls. In moments, he was over the brink. He arched up, driving, grinding. His spunk exploded up Nada's cunt.
"Jesus God!" he grunted, firing his cum into her.
Marilyn and Nada sneered at each other. They reached out, squeezing and rubbing each other's tits. As cum spurted up their cunts, their pussies clutched. They pulled on each other's nipples, twisting, pinching the sensitive tit-buds. Their climaxes hit simultaneously, making them shudder, making them jerk.
"Yesssss!" Marilyn hissed, and Nada echoed her.
The spasming girlfriends were too immersed in their own pleasure to hear Sissy gasp as Todd exploded into her. They were too blinded with sensation and lust to see Todd nearly bite Sissy's toes off as she wriggled and whimpered with orgasm. Even after Marilyn and Nada had stopped spasming, it took hard jerks on their leashes to bring them back to their senses and topple them onto the mat. They lay against each other, panting and giggling as the jizz leaked from their throbbing cunts and Todd toppled Sissy on top of them.
"Let's piss on 'em," Todd said.
The coach and the two boys stood over the girls, their cocks dangling long and floppy. Piss rained down on the girls, and the girls wriggled like eels, piss trickling over their tits, their asses, their cheeks. Still pissing, the men's cocks began to swell. Marilyn and Nada smiled at each other, anxious for whatever was next in store for than.
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