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CHAPTER ONE


Ken and Todd were looking at pictures in Playboy. Todd opened to the centerfold.
"Look at that," he smiled, "it sure looks like good eating."
Ken agreed with him. However, when he turned a couple more pages he came to a beautiful blonde model who was wearing sheer panties and he realized this excited him even more. Todd turned the page but Ken told him to turn back to it.
"I'm looking for the naked chicks," Todd explained. "I like my girls bare-ass naked."
Ken shook his head.
"I don't know why it is," he explained to his friend, "but when I see a girl with panties on it gets me more worked up than if she's completely naked."
Todd looked at him strangely.
"That's weird," he shook his head. "The most exciting sight in the world is when a girl takes off everything and spreads her legs."
Todd said it in such a natural way that Ken felt almost guilty for having mentioned what excited him.
"I don't know why I look at it like that," Ken admitted. "It puzzles me."
"I imagine it does," Todd told him. "That does seem very strange."
It was obvious to Ken when he was out on a date the following week with his girl friend Cathy, that there was something strange about his desires. For the moment he was able to place his arms around her and reach down to fondle her bosoms, the sudden hot urge overpowered him to look at her panties.
"Do your panties match your brassiere?" he asked her.
Cathy blushed and looked up at him. It was her first date with Ken. Even though he was the star quarterback of the high school football team and thought he was about the handsomest young stud in the high school, Cathy didn't look at it that way. She thought he was a nice person and fairly good looking. But she certainly wasn't going to be bowled over by him and she told him so, too.
"Don't get any funny ideas, Ken," she objected as his hands wandered down to her legs.
She thought it was disgusting of him to try to become so bold and fresh. After all, it was her first date with him.
"I could show you something I've got," he said proudly.
"I'm not interested, Ken," Cathy replied, becoming more disgusted. "I came here to look at the movie. Don't bother me."
Cathy's eyes focused on the screen as she looked at The Beast From The Black Lagoon. It was a fascinating film and intrigued her. At just about the moment the beast was ready to emerge from the swampy lagoon, she felt Ken's hands reaching underneath her skirt. It frightened her and she jumped. When she started to shriek in protest, Ken clamped his hand over her mouth.
"Damn you, Cathy," he complained, "you'll have an usher down here thinking I've raped you."
"I'm sorry," Cathy apologized after he removed his hand from her face, "but I got so interested in the movie I forgot all about your rotten hand down there trying to feel of me."
Ken pleaded with her.
"I won't do anything you won't enjoy," he promised her.
"What do you want, Ken?" she asked, wondering if she was supposed to pay with sexual intercourse for his having purchased a drive-in theater ticket.
"I just want to look at you," he explained.
"Look at what?" Cathy asked, becoming perturbed again that she couldn't focus her attention on the beast which was emerging from the lagoon.
"On your pussy," he told her.
"Don't you want to see the beast?" she asked.
"No, I'd rather look at your pussy," he told her.
Given the sad choice of permitting him to play around down there or not being able to see the exciting continuation of the horror film, Cathy chose to let him feel of her.
"Just don't go too far," she warned him.
Ken surprised her when he crouched around her legs and pulled out a small pocket flashlight. The flashlight made it possible for him to catch a vision of her panties. He noticed that she was juicing and this got him excited. He commented on it to her.
"I guess I got you excited," he said proudly, his hot breath coming quickly.
"No, I got scared when that damn beast came out of the black lagoon," she told him flatly.
That didn't bother Ken. He eased her pink panties down and looked at the splendor of her naked crotch. Inserting his index finger into her vagina, he began manipulating the tiny bud of her erect clitoris. Having become so absorbed in the motion picture that she really didn't care what he was doing, Cathy let him finger her. Soon his finger was sloshing around obscenely in her. He gripped her cheeky buttocks and spread her thighs to get a better look at her pubic vee. Lavishly Ken licked her inner thighs, hoping that she would permit him to press his lips lovingly on her inflamed pussy. Lewdly his tongue stabbed into her vagina, frightening Cathy with his impact.
"Are you crazy?" she asked him as she shoved him off her pussy.
"I'm hungry for you," he smiled lewdly.
Ken went back to licking at her glistening, wet pussy. The flashlight provided him with the illumination that made it possible to see what he was eating. His nose got caught in her pubic curls as he pressed his face farther into her crotch. As it began to feel good, Cathy reached down to run her fingers lewdly through his hair. She parted her legs farther, granting him further access to her milky white thighs.
"Ohhh, Ken," she groaned as he licked between her downy, curly pubic hairs, preparing to tongue fuck her. Holding her ass cheeks up erotically, he got her so excited her pussy began twitching maddeningly and Ken tongue fucked her lustfully.
"Ohhh, suck my pussy," Cathy panted as his tongue went on lapping and licking hungrily.
Parting her cheeky buttocks, Ken slipped his index finger up her asshole, guiding her as he continually tongue fucked her cunt.
"Ohhh, suck me, suck me," she begged.
The depravity of the performance didn't bother her now. It felt too good. Spearing with his lustful tongue, he continued licking her cuntal walls. She tasted delicious. The pungent scent of her crotch was driving him out of his mind.
"Suck me, suck me," she begged.
Just as she was about to gush, a flashlight beamed on the front seat.
"What's going on here?" an attendant complained angrily.
Cathy was so excited she gushed in spite of the fact that the flashlight focused on the lustful performance. At that very moment her pussy juices bolted heatedly on Ken's face. Ken pulled away as the flashlight beamed on his cum-splashed face. Embarrassed now, he looked up nervously at the attendant who was grinning down at him in the darkness.
"What the fuck is going on here?" the attendant demanded.
Using the back of his hand to wipe Cathy's love juices from his hot face, he apologized.
"I'm sorry," he told the theater attendant.
"Both of you get out of here," the attendant insisted. "And don't come back."
Cathy looked straight ahead. Ken got up from his position and sat on the driver's seat once more and got out of there as quickly as he could.
As he drove between the cars to get out of the drive-in theater, Cathy was in a dreamy state.
"It was so good, Ken, when you were licking me," she told him.
Ken was pleased that he had been able to enjoy her at least for such a short time. And as he pulled away from the drive-in, he decided to find a mountain road where he could enjoy her more. Her flushed face indicated she was feeling some shame and embarrassment.
"Do you feel funny about it?" he asked when he finally found a secluded spot and parked the car.
Cathy had to tell him the truth.
"Yes, I do, Ken," she half-apologized. "I really shouldn't have done this with you."
Ken decided that he was not going to let her get by that easily.
"I want you to get me off," he told her.
She looked at him nervously and now he was starting to unzip his fly. Slowly he reached in and pulled out his throbbing, huge penis.
"I want you to pull on it," he told her.
Frightened now at the prospect of satisfying him, she looked away.
"Don't turn away from me," he told her.
She looked back and was fascinated by his huge penis.
"Touch it," he said as he gently jerked on his manhood.
At this point Cathy reached up. When she didn't immediately touch it, Ken gripped her hand and placed it on his rock-hard cock.
"Ohhh, hurry, baby," he pleaded, "pull on it for me."
At last in a panic of frustration she reached down and grasped the full length of his prick. Her tightly closed fist stroked up and down Ken's thick, hard shaft. Ken thrilled to the feeling of her hand pulling on his huge penis. As she kept jerking on it, she could see warm, sticky fluid oozing in tiny white driblets from the blood-inflated head.
"That feels real good," he said as he watched in ecstasy.
The first sexual contact with her hand on his throbbing penis had him starting to juice. But what he really wanted was to have her slip her mouth over his cock. That would really get him excited.
"Why don't you lick it for me?" he smiled.
Turning away, she tried to escape what was happening to her.
"Please," he begged her as he gripped her head and guided her to his quivering cock.
Opening her mouth, Cathy let her tongue slip across his mammoth erection.
"That's it," he said excitedly as he pressed her head farther down over his cock.
At this point she closed her eyes and licked hungrily. The turgid rigidity of his penis tasted good to her. Her mouth moved up and down on his manhood as she reached for his balls, beginning to play with them.
"Ohhh, baby," he whispered as her sizzling lips bore down on his cock.
The raging passions in his body were about to explode. He was getting harder and hornier every second as she worked industriously up and down the length of his throbbing manhood.
"I want to fuck you so bad," he told her.
Cathy pulled her mouth off his throbbing cock and looked at him.
"I shouldn't be doing this with you," Cathy insisted.
"Oh, baby, you don't know how happy you've made me," Ken exclaimed.
The smile flashing from his face was enough to make her do almost anything he asked for.
"You're so beautiful, Cathy. Just let me touch you. Let me see your breasts."
Ken was fascinated with her bosoms. He wanted to play with her nipples. They were so large and appealing. Unfastening her blouse she let Ken help her remove it. Now her supple bosoms were easy for him to see. The half-cup bra confined them and Ken reached behind her to unfasten that, too. When her bra fell in her lap he gained his first view of her naked breasts.
"I love to massage the tips of them," he said as he reached out and began fondling them.
Soon Ken bent over and started sucking first one bosom and then the other.
"If I could just place my penis between your tits," he suggested quietly.
Still nervous and fearful about what was happening, Cathy told him frankly, "If I did that you would think I was a slut."
He threw his head back and laughed.
"Cathy, baby," he promised her, "you could never be a slut. Please, let's lie on the back seat together."
Reluctantly Cathy agreed to get in the back seat of the car with Ken. Outside she could hear some dogs barking in the distance. Moonlight filtered through the trees and for a moment she felt nervous. She could hear the crickets as she opened up the back door and slipped inside to be with Ken on the back seat.
"I'm going to enjoy this so much," he told her.
At this point she lay on her back. And Ken crawled on top of her. He gently eased his throbbing, hard penis between her breasts. Then he began gently massaging her bosoms against his rock-hard cock. It felt fantastic to him to have her smooth breast flesh crushed against his rigid cock.
"That feels so good," he told her. "I really love it."
It was apparent he was becoming more aroused every moment.
"Yes, yes," Ken said eagerly as he thrust his manhood between her breasts.
She was providing him with all of the erotic pleasure he could stand.
"Play with me," Ken begged Cathy. "That's what I want you to do. Feel of my cock."
Ken was proud of his penis. He wanted to have her play with him at this erotic moment.



CHAPTER TWO


Reaching out, Cathy pressed her soft bosoms against his mammoth cock. Then she felt of his firm, sinewy buttocks, squeezing them as he continued thrusting his long shaft between her tits.
"I love it like this," she finally exclaimed in a moment of fitful passion. "Ohhh, Ken, you're driving me ape. I love it."
He kept thrusting his cock between her breasts, increasing the tempo as he became more aroused.
"Back and forth, just like you're fucking my pussy," she begged.
Cathy couldn't help thinking Ken was a creative lover. She had gone with other boys in high school, but none of them had thought of doing things so differently. It did feel pleasurable to have his rigid cock thrusting back and forth between her soft breasts.
"That's good, Cathy," he said as her face came closer to the knob of his cock. "Why don't you let the tip of your tongue touch it?" he suggested excitedly.
Realizing how stimulated the horny young high school boy was becoming thrilled Cathy. And then Ken raised up and eased his hard cock between her bosoms even more determinedly. She pressed her great breasts against his cock with her own hands.
"I want it," Cathy finally admitted. "I want to taste you. Put your penis in my mouth."
Cathy could see drops of crystal cum oozing at the slit of his long cock. She could hardly wait to see what Ken's sperm would taste like.
Guiding his manhood to her mouth he watched as her sensuous lips opened and her pink tongue licked-the tip of his penis.
"Wow!" Ken exclaimed. "Suck my prick."
His cock continued sliding into her hot mouth. Cathy fastened her lips at the tip of his shaft. She held on tightly, creating a suction. Now Ken was really turned on.
"Oh, baby, suck on it," he whispered enticingly. "Suck my prick."
Cathy didn't want him to explode his cum in her mouth right away. She was enjoying herself too much now. Aware of the fact that after he'd gotten his rocks off the pleasure would be gone, she deliberately slowed the tempo of the suction she was creating on the head of his penis.
That bothered Ken. He wondered if she was going to leave him dangling.
"Don't you like it, Cathy?" he asked her anxiously.
Slipping her mouth off his shaft, she licked down to his crotch. Whispering sensuously, she explained, "I just wanted to lick your balls."
It pleased the young high school boy that she was talking this way. He wanted to hear her say those words.
"I'll help you," he said as he took time out to slip out of his pants completely.
Now he was naked from the waist down.
"It's all yours," he panted as he swung his balls right over her face.
As he swung his testicles over her nose, even the aroma of his sweat appealed to her. Opening her mouth she let him ease his balls inside.
"Suck on my nuts," Ken smiled down at her.
"Suck them good." The young girl's lips fastened firmly on his testicles.
"Suck me," he whispered enticingly. "Suck me. Get all the juice, baby."
With passionate feeling Cathy licked at his balls and then she saw his round ass cheeks. Ken never dreamt that she would do this. But he certainly wasn't going to stop her. As soon as she finished licking his balls she let her tongue slide to his ass crack. The next thing he knew she was licking all around his asshole.
"Wow!" he exclaimed as he felt his cock become even more rigid.
Grasping his penis he began pulling on it. As he jerked on his pulsating pecker Cathy licked at his ass crack and massaged his balls.
"That's what I call sucking," he told her excitedly. "I love it. Suck my cock. Suck my balls."
Cathy's tongue pumped right up his asshole as he pulled on his huge shaft.
"Lick it," he begged her. "Suck ass!"
She kept her lips fastened on his buttocks, her tongue pumping up his rectum while he clasped his hands firmly on his rigid, male member and jacked off.
"Eat me," Ken exclaimed excitedly, "suck my asshole. Now you're sucking."
At this point he knew that he had to get his cock in her mouth. He was ready to unload.
"Ohhh, baby, tear your tongue out of my ass. I've got to ram my prick in your mouth."
Making sure that she didn't lose his sticky white cum that she craved, Cathy eased her tongue from his tight anus. Opening her mouth she let him thrust his long, hard shaft down her throat. She gulped hungrily, almost choking on all of that cock meat.
"Suck my cock off," Ken exclaimed excitedly.
At first he pumped slowly. He liked to see her cheeks hollow as he rammed his prick in her face. Her hands clasped his ass cheeks now. She enjoyed his sinewy buttocks as he rode into her face.
"That feels fantastic," Ken gasped passionately. "It's gonna feel better when I shoot my load."
All at once she eased her mouth off his shaft.
"Why the fuck did you do that?" he demanded.
Even though Cathy could understand Ken's frustration, she claimed she had to come up for air.
"Give me a chance to catch my breath," she begged.
Ken was anxious to have her suck off. He wanted to have her finish him. Frenziedly he gripped her head and forced his manhood in her mouth. She gently squeezed and caressed his buttocks while she sucked on his cock.
"Ohhh, that feels so good," he told her.
Once more she pulled off and begged to lick on his asshole again.
"You really like eating ass," he smiled proudly.
When she nodded he once more slid forward and got his ass directly over her face. Lowering himself, Ken felt Cathy's hands clasping his firm, sinewy buttocks. She gently squeezed and caressed his ass cheeks as her tongue lightly licked all around his tight, puckered-up anus. Ken felt his cock quiver with erotic and lusty passion. Grabbing his thick, long penis he began slowly stroking himself as she licked around his tight asshole. He figured he wouldn't say one word if she had a hangup that involved sucking ass. He enjoyed it so much he wanted to benefit from her hangup.
Cathy's tongue stiffened and she stabbed it right up his tight, hot rectum. His balls tensed and tightened as his cock quivered, then lengthened and strengthened. He was pumping at a furious tempo now. Then he slowed his tempo so he wouldn't shoot his wad in his hand. He wanted to make sure his hot cum landed in her mouth.
"Ohhh, beautiful," he whispered. "That's how I love it. That's the way, baby, now you're doing it, just like that!"
She was providing Ken with some of the most erotic pleasure he'd ever known in his life.
"Suck my asshole," he finally gasped as the sensuous waves became too much for him to bear.
Cathy knew how to suck on his ass and he reveled in this discovery. She also knew how to massage his trembling balls. So much so, in fact, that he felt certain he would be exploding in his hand.
"Damn you, Cathy, stop it. Lick my prick. Now!"
Slowly slipping her tongue from his tight anus, she licked up the underside of his cock shaft. Her lips fastened firmly on the tip of his penis as she began nibbling and sucking. Ken was shot into his sexual ecstasy orbit.
"Ohhh, Cathy baby," he panted as he shoved his man meat in her mouth. "Suck my prick," he begged anxiously. "Suck my cock off. Ohhh, baby, you're beautiful. You know how."
Cathy sucked on his throbbing, long shaft. Her head bobbed up and down on his cock as he reached up to run his fingers through her hair.
"Eat me," Ken exclaimed passionately. "Suck my prick off."
Cathy's hot lips fastened firmly on his slick, sliding penis. At this point she was ready to give him anything he wanted. At the same time she gently let her index finger slip up his asshole. And then Ken plunged his cock meat down her throat.
"Choke on it, baby," he smiled as his cock plunged in and out of her mouth and down her throat with wild abandon.
Cathy could feel his hot, sweaty balls slapping against her face as he rammed his prick down her throat. Ken realized it wasn't going to be long before he exploded his load. He wanted to watch her at that moment of climax. He was eager to see her suck his thick sperm. To make sure that she was tasting it, he eased back and shot his load in her mouth.
"I'm cuming, Cathy," he exclaimed in a frenzy. "I'm cuming. Suck my prick off."
Ken's hot cock unloaded. Thick spurts of creamy cum erupted in her mouth. She gulped hungrily, devouring every drop in a frenzy of unabated sexual arousal.
Easing her mouth off his cock, she looked up at him.
"You tasted so good," she admitted.
The young girl felt hypnotized by the sensuous passions that she had permitted herself to express. A part of her loved Ken. Another part of her hated him. He had violated her and she was grimly aware of it now, once the heat of the passion was over.
"You enjoyed it," he told her.
Even though she had enjoyed it, Cathy knew one thing. She still wanted him. She had a craving for him to ram his cock in her and she wasn't afraid to say so.
"Ken, I want to feel you in me," she whispered.
Ken pulled her panties down. Her panties had attracted him originally and they were turning him on even to greater heights at this moment.
"All right, baby," he said as he bent over and eased her silky panties down her lustrous thighs.
Kissing her pussy gently, he let his tongue slip inside of her vagina. Then he pulled out and slowly eased his long cock into her cunt.
"Let me feel it all," she begged him.
Cathy generated a milking motion with her ass movements. Her pussy muscles served as a vise to grab at his cock. She kept churning her hips around. Ken was getting more ecstatic about her now.
"You're a wild fuck, Cathy," he exclaimed as he rode it in her pussy repeatedly.
He gripped her bosoms, enjoying the sensation of playing with her breasts while he screwed her pussy. Simultaneously Cathy reached for his shoulders. Her hands eased down his shoulders to his buttocks. She squeezed his ass cheeks as he socked it to her.
"Baby, now you're fucking," he panted as he rhythmically screwed her.
His buttocks slapped against her tightly clenched bare ass cheeks as he rammed it to her.
"Fuck me, fuck me," Cathy cried out ecstatically in the stillness of the night. "Screw me!"
Driving into her with savage, hard strokes, Ken knew he was going to shoot his wad in a moment. "Ohhh, Cathy," he exclaimed, "keep twisting your ass. I'm gonna make it."
She ground her hips around as he drove his cock in her tight, vibrant cunt.
"Baby," he gasped excitedly, "fuck me, fuck me."
She continued swinging her hips as he went on ramming in deeply. And then he felt the sizzling warmth in his balls and the wild gushing from his cock tip.
"I'm cuming," he exclaimed. "Fuck it, fuck, fuck!"
Cathy's cunt muscles grabbed at his mammoth cock and squeezed. His hot cum surged into her feverish pussy as he wildly rammed it in. He thrust it back and forth a few more times in her slick pussy and then eased off.
"Thanks, baby," he said as he pulled out of her.
Cathy looked at him longingly.
"I wonder if you really care about me," she told him.
Nodding, he assured her that he did.
"Every time I get a hard-on I realize what a beautiful girl you are."
That didn't please her at all.
"I was afraid of that," she said as she reached for her brassiere and started dressing.
"I can't help it," he told her. "I'm only human. I have to get my fucks like anybody else."
Once she had dressed and they got back in the front seat, Ken drove her back home.
"I wouldn't mention this to anyone if I were you," Cathy told Ken. "I'm not a slut. Remember that. I'm not gonna play around with anybody else. So you're only gonna disappoint them if you suggest that I would."
Ken assured her that he wouldn't mention it to anyone.
"Don't worry," he told her, "I don't talk. I just fuck and keep my mouth shut."
Cathy gasped in surprise as she saw how cold it could be.
"I thought maybe you would suggest we go steady after all of that wild sex," she said, obviously saddened by the fact that Ken didn't care to make any commitment of any kind.
"I'm sorry, Cathy," he told her, "but that's the way it is. I love you, baby – but I love all the others, too."
Disgusted now, she got out of the car and slammed the door as she left him alone.
Ken drove away in the night, not concerned in the least. He was certain that he could always find another girl to take care of him. And he was not going to be fastened to Cathy no matter how difficult she would act.
The next day when he was at school there was a girl that he did notice. When he was sitting in his math class he could look over his shoulder and see her. And when she would raise her legs a certain way he could just catch sight of her crotch. There was something about seeing a glimpse of her red panties that really got him excited. He knew he would have to talk to her and get acquainted with her. She was a new girl in school and it wasn't going to be easy.
After classes were over that day, he made it a point to look her way as she left the campus.
"Hi, Laura," he smiled at her.
Laura, who was a stunning blonde, had plenty of boys always giving her the eye. Ken was appealing, however, and she figured it might not hurt to speak to him.
"Oh, hi, Ken," Laura greeted him.
Laura and Ken walked home together after school that day. Ken talked to her about his feelings concerning young people and sex.
"I don't know why you're talking all this over with me," Laura finally told him, "because we don't even know each other that well."
"That's not gonna be my fault," he told her, "because I want to get to know you a lot better."
Laura was disgusted with the hard sell that Ken was trying to make of himself to her. She felt he had pushed much too hard and she didn't hesitate to tell him she resented his behavior.
"Look," she told him frankly, "I don't like your attitude. You aren't gonna score with me if you keep it up."
Ken paid no attention. When he got to Laura's house he asked her for a date.
"I don't think we have enough in common," she said as she turned around and left him.
It always bothered Ken when he couldn't score. And it really bothered him that Laura had given him such a cold shoulder.
"All right," he told her, "if you don't care to go out with me, that's your tough luck."
As he walked the rest of the way to his house, he was thinking. If he could just find someone to satisfy this itch that he felt in his crotch, he would be happy.
There was a neighbor lady who was most appealing. If he could convince her to carry on with him he felt as though he would be very lucky. She was recently divorced and he wondered who was taking care of her sexually. The woman was such a sensuous beauty that he was certain many men had paid a lot of attention to her during her lifetime. He was equally certain that she would miss sex. No doubt her husband had given her regular sex and now that she was alone, he was certain that she would be desperate for someone just like him.
He decided to stop by and visit her. It would still be a couple of hours before his folks got home. So gathering all of his courage, he went next door in a neighborly, friendly manner and knocked on the front door.
The red-haired divorcee with the ivory skin and stunning green eyes answered the door. She had a low, sultry voice that always got Ken excited.
"Good afternoon," she smiled at him, "could I help you?"
"Yes, I really think you could," Ken said, taking in her body appreciatively.
"What is it you want?" she asked him.
"I live next door," he told her. "My name is Ken Bronson."
"I know you live next door," she smiled. "I've seen you many times."
"I just thought maybe I could help you mow the lawn or do something," he smiled sheepishly.
"I know what it is," the neighbor lady laughed. "You want to earn some money for your dates. I know it costs a lot to go with girls these days, and I'm sure with your being in high school and all, you could use some extra money."
Ken was pleased that she was not thinking correctly regarding his designs on her. If she were, he was certain she would never give him an opportunity to express them at this point.
"Yes," Ken enthused, glad she'd come up with a reason for his visit, "do you have any extra jobs I can do?"
Thinking a moment, she mused.
"Well, there is the lawn," she admitted candidly. "I do need to have someone mow it for me."
"Well, I'd be happy to," Ken assured her. "Do you have a mower?"
The stunning woman smiled. "Of course I do," she told him. "It's in the garage. Just a minute and I'll come out with you."
Rita went to get her sunglasses and then she joined Ken as they walked toward the garage. Ken opened the garage door and she admired his muscular, lean young body.
"It's right over there," Rita said, pointing in the direction of the rotary lawn mower.



CHAPTER THREE


"If you could mow the lawn for me," Rita said gratefully, "I would appreciate it so much."
Ken mowed the lawn. About an hour later he was so hot that he took off his shirt for a while. He continued mowing the lawn and then she came out with a cold glass of lemonade.
"Here's something for you," she told him.
"Wow, I'm tired," he said.
Realizing it was so warm outside, Rita suggested that he come inside.
Ken felt as though he was moved one step closer to the fulfillment of his goal.
"Why thank you," he told her.
Once they got inside Rita immediately looked at him.
"You probably could use a shower," she said as she saw how sweaty he was.
"Well that would be very nice," Ken agreed. She went into the master bedroom and found a couple of towels for him.
"Here's a towel," she said as she turned to leave him. "And here's a bath mat for the floor."
Ken hoped that she would come back and watch him undress. And then he could be certain that she desired him as much as he desired her. But the neighbor lady didn't do that.
"I'll be back in a few moments," she told him.
Ken began thinking of strategy. He knew what a beautiful woman she was and he figured he could appeal to Rita's ego. No doubt many men had found her attractive. Her lovely red hair, ivory skin and glistening green eyes did have an alluring sexual appeal that would turn any man on.
Once Ken had finished showering, he wrapped a towel around his waist and called for her.
"What is it?" she asked, amazed to see him standing there completely naked except for the towel wrapped around his waist.
"I… I wonder if I could bother you for some deodorant spray," he told her.
Sighing a heavy expression of relief, Rita walked over and assured him she would find some.
As she bent over to look for the spray underneath the sink, he caught sight of her lavender panties. Fascinated at the sight of her crotch surrounded by the glistening lace and nylon material, he vowed that he would make an effort to have sex with her.
"You know, you're so beautiful, Rita," he told her. "I'll bet you've had a lot of men wanting to fuck you."
Rita turned around and handed him the deodorant, almost dropping it.
"That was your intention!" she exclaimed, pulling away. "You came here to seduce me. Well, young man, it's not going to work."
Shaking his head he looked at her sincerely.
"Everybody needs sex," he argued, "and you do, too, Rita. You know you do."
"Get away from me," she said as she put her hands out protectively. "Get away from me."
She glared at him now. Yet out of the corner of his eyes he saw that she nevertheless wanted to do something with him. If she hadn't acted quite so offended he would have felt that maybe she was sincere. But she laid it on too thick to be believable.
"I've got something for you, Rita," Ken smiled as he dropped the towel.
At that point she looked at the throbbing cock between his legs. Recalling vividly her ex-husband and the many times that he'd excited and stimulated her with his throbbing penis, she wanted him now.
"All right," she said quietly, "maybe I do miss having sex. But I'm certainly not going to carry on with you!"
With her eyes still focused on his throbbing penis, she saw Ken simply shake his head.
"You want it," he told her. "Why don't you come over here? It'll feel real good."
Reaching down, he let his fingers tantalizingly play with his penis. A shudder of ecstasy went through her as she imagined what it would be like to take all of that cock meat into her hungry cunt.
"Come over here," he urged. "I dare you."
That did it. Rita wasn't going to permit any man to dare her. Walking over to him, she shook her head and laughed.
"You naive little boy," she told him. "If you don't mind my saying so, Ken, you're not much of a man. So forget it."
She had triggered something in Ken that she shouldn't have. For at that point he reached out and gripped her angrily. His lips pressed against hers. And then he began hungrily tongue fucking her mouth.
It had been so long since anyone had given Rita the sexual thrills that she required that she responded to Ken in spite of herself.
"Ohhh, Ken," she whispered, "you shouldn't be doing this."
"Oh, baby, I want to impress you," Ken said as he stood before her stark naked.
Rita could feel his pulsing penis pressing against her crotch. She loved the sensation of his lips when he kissed her warmly and insistently.
"All right," she told him. "If you want me to pull on it, I could, but that's all I could do."
Ken felt as though he would move step by step. Standing there he watched as she reached out and began pulling up and down on his cock. She was no prude and he was glad of that.
Reaching out, he let his hands gently wander over her body. He enjoyed the sensation of his finger tips running up and down the cotton-clad firmness of her ripely budding breasts, permitting him to massage her clothed nipples into maddening hardness with his fingers.
With methodical sureness, Ken reached under her blouse and unfastened her brassiere. Without fear for one of the first times in her life, she had slipped out of her blouse and raised her chest until the smoothly uplifted wide-spaced orbs of her naked breasts brushed against the neighbor boy's mouth.
The gently sliding of his tongue around one nipple had driven her almost out of her mouth. Rita had hardly noticed when his hand had slipped under her skirt and he began caressing her creamy white thighs. Gazing abstractedly out the window, she tried to forget what was happening. It was as if he had shot her into orbit and she was gliding through space.
Then she stepped out of her skirt and stood before him with only her lavender lacy nylon panties covering her full, sensuous hips. Ken had removed her blouse and her brassiere. Reaching down now he tugged at the elastic waistband of her bikini panties. Then his hand reached down over her flat, white stomach and on down to the nylon covered softness of her pubic hair.
"No, no, we can't!" she protested. "For God's sakes, Ken, stop it."
The neighbor lady knew that she would not be able to hold him back if he went any further. She could see his cock standing up and starting to drip from the tip. Twisting back away from him she told him he mustn't touch her. Yet his outstretched middle finger was insinuating itself under the elastic leg band of her nylon panties and into the warmly moistening split of her vagina. Tingling sensations fluttered softly between her smooth, creamy white thighs and she squirmed around to escape his tantalizing finger.
"Please, don't, Ken," she protested. But it was obvious that he had not listened.
Rita was aware of the fact that doing it with a young high school boy was not exactly the morally correct thing to do. Yet the teasing sensations of his finger stabbing into the soft, yielding flesh of her vaginal lips had her so excited now she could hardly stand it. Ken's hands slid lewdly to her thighs, while his fingers continued rimming into her pussy. Once more Rita tried to squirm away. However, the pleasureful sensations up between her legs made her hold back for one agonizing second too long. She saw him reach for his heated fleshy cock. As she glanced down at his nakedly pulsating penis, she gasped as she felt the enormous length of his warmly throbbing hardness, sensing herself reluctantly giving in.
"I've got a lot of cock meat for you," he smiled proudly.
She had never seen anyone quite so bold before. It felt fantastic and the muscles of her lush body tensed and contracted at the odd sensation of his aroused cock being so close to her moistly quivering pussy.
At that moment Rita lurched forward and with a sudden hard tug he pulled her back to him. With a startling shock he extended his middle finger and let it probe deeply into her rapidly moistening vagina.
An instant later Ken plunged his forefinger into the tightly clasping passage. It got her so excited now her breath was coming short and her heart was racing. The feeling of Ken's fingers sliding lewdly into her palpitating warm pussy sent a ripple of erotic pleasure through her.
Her vision dimmed momentarily.
"Ohhh, Ken," she gasped, "you shouldn't be doing this to me. It's wrong."
Momentarily she pulled away from him. She drew the shades and turned off the light. Turning on the radio softly, stereo music played in an arousing manner. Sensations of delight whirled through her body as she pulled back the covers to the bed. And then she slid onto the bed, pulling her lavender nylon panties off. As she parted her legs it seemed as if her pussy was flowering open for him.
At this point Ken got on the bed with her. He grabbed her hand and pushed it over the long, stiffening length of his cock, wrapping his fingers around her own until she found herself involuntarily clenching at his fleshy, hot hardness. She had liked holding him like that, feeling the solid shaft pulsating gently in her hand. His answering groan could be heard over her own gasping breath.
All at once Rita found her hips undulating slowly and pivoting with a will of their own toward his warmly plunging finger, imbedded now deeply inside of her steadily moistening cunt. She had never expected the young neighbor boy's penis to be so enormous, or so hot… or so thick and throbbing. It seemed as though her fingers could not go around it completely.
Rita could feel his hotly pulsing flesh growing even harder as she began squeezing gently beneath its huge head. Without thinking, Rita began to massage the thick outer skin back and forth, up and down the rock-hard shaft. It felt good holding him like that and feeling his fingers thrusting deeply into her receptive, hot pussy.
She continued clasping her hand around Ken's straining, long cock. The pleasure he was giving her was blotting out reality. She relaxed her inner thighs and gave him complete access to her narrow, hair-lined vaginal slit while she increased the speed of her jerkings on his rapidly expanding shaft. It's strange hardness and warmth fascinated her. Vividly she recalled how she'd enjoyed sex with her ex-husband. She remembered how he insisted that she jack him off once she'd oiled his penis.
At this point Rita could feel Ken's slippery, warm lubricant from his cock tip covering the blunted head, moistening her palm and making her strokes smoother and even more sensuous against his rapidly swelling man meat.
At the same instant she felt her own arousal mounting beyond anything she'd ever known before. Rita writhed obscenely, panting in animal heat, caught in the unbreakable spell of lust. She had to have him.
"Ohhh, Ken," she gasped, "I love it."
It was almost as if an obscene fantasy had sprung to life. And the thing she wanted more than ever was to hear him talk crudely as he had when he'd stood in the doorway with his cock dangling between his legs.
"Let me fuck you, Rita," he smiled. "Open your legs. Let me put my prick inside your cunt."
The wanton, wicked way that he was talking stimulated and aroused her. And then she felt him rolling over on top of her. His arm encircled around her slender waist, forcing her back. He came down with a rush of obscenities on top of her, dropping his head like a sex-starved maniac to her breasts. Instantly he seized one of her lust-hardened nipples in his hotly devouring mouth.



CHAPTER FOUR


It hurt terrible to have his teeth biting into his distended nipple, almost as if he would snip it off with a sudden hard, painful squeeze.
"Oh, please… don't… don't," she protested, a sudden dread mingling with her excitement.
At the last instant she managed to clamp her legs tight together, trapping his long, blood-engorging penis between her firmly smooth thighs.
Ken's hands swept from her waist and vagina, grasping behind the nakedly displayed roundness of her buttocks, squeezing the globe-shaped half-moons until they hurt.
Now Rita tried to ward him off. She knew that great trouble could result from any such sexual intercourse. Keeping her thighs tightly held together against his thickly erect penis while he struggled like a madman to insert the hot, rubbery tip into the opening of her wetly throbbing vagina wasn't easy. How she hated fighting against him – when she wanted it so desperately.
He looked at her lustfully.
"You know you want it," he said, anger flashing in his eyes. "Quit acting like the enemy. I want to fuck you!"
His eyes were ablaze with erotic lust now. Hadn't she always been with a lover who could, satisfy her sexual needs without being so brutal? she asked herself. Even though she was divorced, her ex-husband had given her tender, erotic moments of lovemaking. But this young boy was an untamed tiger. He was ravaging her trembling body with wanton, unabated ferocity. Why did she suddenly have to be plunged into a dark nightmare of sex like this? He was forcing her with uncaring brutality.
As Rita struggled, inadvertently her hand tightened around his rapidly pulsating penis. Ken pulled violently loose from the clasp of her thighs and she could feel him shoving his long, hard penis in under the tight folds of her trembling pussy flesh. Her heated, quivering vagina was obviously ready for the insertion of his manhood.
Rita tried desperately to raise her hips up to escape the massive hardness lodged between her hotly dilating cuntal opening. However, this only triggered his desire even more. Ken's lust-swollen cock head had actually begun to penetrate. Suddenly she felt it jerking out of control. Ken moaned and then pulled her mouth to his lips, spasmodically gasping. Rita had felt his hot stream of male liquid spurt from the head until her red pubic hair was drenched with his sticky warm sperm. It moistened the insides of her thighs and trickled down between her legs, inciting him to lustful desire in an even more crucial manner.
At this point he told her he was going to fuck her or else.
"Just leave me alone!" she whimpered.
Rita realized that he would not be easily dissuaded. There was nothing that could deter him from his desire to plunge the length of his long, straining cock inside of her. Keeping her anger under control as best she could, she gently let her hand slide down his back and kissed his neck and told him in soft, whispery tones, "Please, just leave me alone."
Even though she was begging him to leave her, Ken was certain that she wanted nothing more than to feel his huge, throbbing cock stabbing deep inside of her.
She brushed back her dazzling strands of coppery hair as she felt him starting to slide deeper inside of her.
"You're gonna get fucked," he told her, "and fucked good."
As his throbbing, huge cock rode in her pussy, her cuntal muscles grabbed ravenously at his penis. And at the same time her hands swept lewdly to his bare, round buttocks. Squeezing his ass cheeks, she felt him sliding inside. She stared ahead blankly as he pumped in furiously.
"Fuck," he told her, "fuck it."
She began pumping her hips back to him. It felt fantastic to have his huge prick plunging in her like this.
"That's how I like it," he told her. "Fuck. Fuck good."
He was ramming in with all of his might and she was enjoying it enormously. Her hot hands clasped at his ass cheeks, squeezing them as he went on ramming in with deep, strong strokes. Parting his ass cheeks, she gently slipped a finger right up his rectum. She could tell he enjoyed this action.
"Ohhh, I can't stand it," he gasped as he went on riding in her cunt. "Fuck it, fuck it!"
There was the loud, rhythmic, creek of bed springs as he continued fucking. Rita's heart almost stopped for a moment. She dared not breath. She was enjoying it so much that she felt blissfully tortured. With animal-like grunts he was driving in without mercy. The pleasure that surfaced on his sweat-drenched face as he rammed in excited her.
"Now you're fucking," he told her as he savagely drove it into her. "Fuck, baby, fuck."
He smoothly began pumping in her. She reached out to grip his buttocks and squeezed them obscenely as he went on ramming in. She gripped his bare ass cheeks and parted them as her finger once more plunged up his asshole. He would pull his cock out and she could see his wetly glistening penis as he would sensuously drive in.
"That's what I like," he told her. "Grab it with your cunt."
As he would drive in desperately, her cunt would suck at the thickness of his hotly throbbing pistoning rod of man meat. She enjoyed clasping his cock back into the pink, fleshy folds of her insatiable cunt. A moist, sluicing sound echoed across the room as she finally and wantonly thrust her hungry loins up to meet him. Rita's mouth-like pussy was working warmly up its full length. Her buttocks had begun grinding faster now and the groans and mewls of pleasure were becoming more desperate as the dazed, almost unknowing gaze of Ken remained fixed in obscene fascination as he fucked insanely.
With every forward thrust she would pump up.
"That's what I like," he told her, "now you're really fucking."
With an answering blow from Ken's pelvis, ramming down hard into her, pile driving her back down into the squeaking mattress with a mighty surge, she accepted his ravaging strokes. Belly slapped against belly, mouths kissed and sucked on protruding, wildly flicking tongues, the sound of hotly clasping and unclasping naked flesh continuing to reverberate throughout the room.
"Keep fucking me," she begged him. "I want it."
He could tell from the way she was begging for it how much she enjoyed it. His hips gyrated wildly below with the passionate urge to cum. He could hardly wait for that moment when her cunt would milk his prick tip. Ken continued driving his thick, pulsating shaft in and out of her pussy, ramming it all the way deep inside of her.
Rita quivered unashamedly underneath him now, stabbing her finger all the way up his hot, tight asshole. As he felt her finger plunging up his rectum he discovered she was keeping time with her finger in his asshole to his prick driving in her pussy. This was the most exciting moment that she'd experienced in a long time. It felt as if her body was lifted up and then set down gently on a floating cloud somewhere far off in instant space.
"That's the way I like it," Ken panted as he kept pumping his prick deeper in her cunt. "Ohhh, I'm cumming," he gasped as he thrust his long, pulsing hardness deeper into the softly moist lips of her cunt.
Seconds later she was juicing. She could hear the sluicing sound of his prick as he plunged in her sticky pussy. The animal-like lust on his face indicated to her how much pleasure he was deriving from screwing her.
Rita's cunt gripped at his cock in a milking, intense motion and she squeezed all the juice out of his penis.
He grinned strangely down at her when he'd finished fucking her and slowly pulled his cock out. Some of his hot cum dripped on her curly pubic coppery curls.
Thanking her for a wild fuck, he told her that he'd come back another time and give her a good screw.
Rita lay there, nervous and fearful as she watched him dressing.
"Whatever you do," she warned him, "don't mention this to your mom or dad. I didn't force it on you. You wanted it."
He laughed as he saw how nervous she was.
"Look," he shook his head, "I wanted to fuck you. So I'm not gonna be saying you forced yourself on me. Don't worry about it."
Somehow Rita knew that he'd never mention it to anyone. It was obvious from the expression on his face that he was satisfied with the good time that she'd given him.
Before he left the room, he leaned down to pick up Rita's lacy lavender panties, which she'd thrown to the floor while she'd undressed earlier. His finger tips gently caressed the soft nylon folds of the fabric, as tingles of sensual pleasure swirled through his mind. And then he dropped the lavender panties across Rita's bare thighs, smiling as they spread out over her naked body. Without saying a word, Ken left the bedroom silently.
When Ken got home his father asked him about his girl friends.
"I never see you bring home any girls from high school," he told him. "I'm worried about you, son."
"Damn it, dad," he told him, "get off my back. I have plenty of good times, you don't need to worry about it."
When his mother heard that, she came out, cleared her throat and told him quite frankly, "I'm worried about you, son. I somehow have the feeling that you're doing something you shouldn't."
His father looked at him tensely.
"Son, if there's anything I can tell you about sex or personal things, just feel free to ask me."
"Thanks, dad," Ken said as he turned away and went to his room.
His face went livid as he thought about his parents becoming so person. He felt he had a perfect right to do what he wanted to.
A couple of days later he figured he would find someone that he could go to bed with again. An impulsive urge swept over him when he saw Sherri at school bending over. She was bent over so far that he could see her round ass cheeks covered by her blue nylon panties. He got so hard that he almost had to reach out and stroke her buttocks. Ken knew he couldn't do that and he managed to control himself. But he went right over to Sherri and spoke to her.
"Hey, sweetheart," he told her, "when are you and me gonna get together?"
She had seen him before at school but had not paid too much attention to him. It was difficult to pinpoint exactly why he was making such a good play for her now. He did have a certain kind of emotional appeal and she didn't want to turn him down.
"Why did you talk to me today?" she asked with a sly smile.
Ken knew that he could never tell her that when she bent over he caught sight of her naked thighs and her round ass cheeks covered by her blue nylon panties. However, controlling himself he managed to shrug and tell her that he had looked at her many times and thought they should get better acquainted.
She agreed to a date and on Friday night they went out together. There was a dance at a teenage discotheque and following the dance they got in his car and Ken talked to her about vibes.
"I mean," Ken explained, "you've got good vibes."
Sherri threw her head back and laughed. As her blond hair flailed on the back seat of the car, he saw her beautiful bosoms rising up to his attention. His balls twitched and his cock lengthened. She had a sweet, husky kind of voice that really appealed to him.
"You know, Sherri," he told her, "you're really very beautiful. I'd like to suck your tits."
Sherri glared at him.
"Well," she shook her head, "you sure come on strong. This is our first date."
Ken used laughter now to hide the fact that he had been very crude and abrupt in mentioning what he felt.
"Look," she told him, "I am sick and tired of you trying to get fresh with me."
"But I just want to admire you," Ken explained. "Maybe if you'd just let me look at you."
Sherri wasn't about to undress for him.
"Why should I?" she demanded.
"Because I could show you something between my legs you'd really like, honey," he told her.
"I doubt it," she said, looking out the window.
She heard the sound of his zipper as he slowly started pulling down his fly. And then she heard him pulling on something. Looking over to where he was seated she saw his huge cock standing up. Drops of crystal cum formed at its knobby head. At the moment she was so stunned her jaw hung slack and she couldn't say a word.
"Real nice," he told her, "don't you think so?"
"Don't get any wrong ideas about me," she warned him. "I mean, I'm not gonna do anything with you."
Still determined that she was going to take care of him, he didn't waste a moment. Ken grabbed her and guided her down to his cock.
"Now why don't you suck on it for me?" he suggested. "You'd like it."
The idea of licking his cock didn't appeal to her at all and she didn't hesitate to tell him so.
"I don't give blow jobs," she told him. "There are plenty of girls in high school who do. But you picked the wrong one, Ken."
Ken figured he had to get her as hot as he was. And there was only one way.
"Let me just look at your tits," he said suddenly as he began feeling of her.
The craving for her bosoms had become so great that he slipped his hands inside of her blouse once he'd unfastened it. He massaged her bosoms and this got her stimulated to the point where she agreed to let him examine them.
The next thing she knew he had his lips on her breasts and was sucking on them. Sherri became so excited now that she agreed to get in the back seat of the car and take off her clothes.
"Now I want you to suck on my prick," he told her as he began pulling up and down on his pulsating penis.
He yanked her down over his cock. Reluctantly Sherri let him force her down over his huge penis. The smacking, sucking sound of her lips on his cock excited him.
"Come on, baby," he told her, "suck me good."
She was sucking hard now as if she was enjoying it. And this excited Ken. At this point he flung his sturdy thighs apart, his stiff arrow of a prick throbbing and dripping.
"Get right down there," he told her, "and lick my balls and suck my asshole."
She got down around his hairy crotch, nuzzling and inhaling the acrid male scent.
"You can learn how to suck a guy's balls, baby," he told her. "Go ahead – do it."
She got down there and began sucking on his nuts. At the same time he slipped his index finger into her hair-fringed fissure. Dutifully Sherri began massaging and playing with his balls. And then she let her tongue gently slide around his testicles. They became larger as her tongue swept back and forth.
"Now," he told her as he raised his powerful legs and clamped his elbows onto the backs of his knees until his firm, manly buttocks were fully spread and exposed. "Okay, Sherri," he told her, "go get me."
Sherri looked up at him nervously.
"Oh, I could never do that," the young girl said innocently.
"You'll learn to love it," he insisted. "All you have to do is get right in there and suck it."
She moved down to his ass crack. And then she spread his muscular cheeks apart and slowly ran her warm tongue along the silky under flesh leading to his asshole.
"Go ahead," he said when she hesitated.
Licking along his asshole which was just as tender and free of hair as his balls, she licked higher and higher until her lips touched the burning, puckered bud of his rectum. Then she fiercely started making oral love to his asshole. She spread his tight anal lips and poked her tongue deeper as she felt him switching and expanding the entry, driving her wild. She was eager to be debased even further, her cunt growing newly wet and quivering with the rage of the moment, beginning to writhe and squirm as she rimmed him.
"Lick my ass," he begged her. "Suck it. That's what I want."
Then he turned over on his belly, pulling her upwards by the legs while he zoomed fast forward until his thirsting lips were buried in her hotly throbbing crotch. He sank his spread-out ass down over her face, while he sucked her pussy voraciously.
Sherri had heard about sixty-nine sex, but she never knew it could be quite as exciting as this.
"Lick it," he told her as she continued her lewd performance, plunging her tongue up her lover's throbbing asshole while he sucked on her juicy, hot cunt.
The two of them sucked with the devastating ferocity of wild, uninhibited animals of lust. Sherri bucked crazily up and down, going half spastic and frantic because her first orgasm was taking her by surprise. She couldn't bear to remove her lips from Ken's hot asshole, as she went on twisting her butt around while she was being sucked. It was the most arousing moment of her life.
Ken and Sherri were sucking hard now, getting so excited they could hardly stand it. He was lost in the groaning abyss as he twitched his ass in Sherri's face while he simultaneously kept his warm full lips glued to her bubbly vagina, his massive body shuddering and squirming. Sherri's tongue was still jammed deep up his ass and she was pulling at his balls.
Sherri knew that Ken would be shooting his load soon. But she went right on sucking his ass until he begged her to lick his prick. At that point she pulled her tongue from his rectum and began licking his cock.
With lips suction-cup tight to her vagina, Ken tasted her. Deeper and deeper his tongue drove as she ground her crotch in his face. At the same time he plunged his prick between her hungry lips. He knew that it wouldn't be much longer until he would jolt his juices down her throat. Ken wanted to shoot his thick, musky semen, splashing against her tongue as she swallowed and drained his salty sperm and groaned for still more.
Clasping his ass cheeks she begged him to fuck her face.
"Suck me, suck me," he panted as he pumped it down her throat.
More sperm shot from his cock head while he went back to licking at her pussy. Sherri loved the sensation of his tongue sliding madly around her cuntal walls. He held onto her ass cheeks and squeezed them until they were red as he kept tongue fucking her, nibbling at her clitoris. Soon the two of them were cuming. At the moment he shot his wad down her throat, she juiced in his mouth. They sucked at each other this way, until finally Ken pulled off.
As they lay there in the back seat of the car, he looked at her lustfully.
"Ohhh, Sherri," he told her, "you really drove me out of my mind today."
"Ken," she replied, "you never made such a fuss about me."
Silently Ken looked at her. He knew why. He remembered all too well the moment when he'd seen her bending over. Catching sight of her milky white thighs and her blue nylon panties had stimulated him to the point where he knew he had to fuck her. But he couldn't tell her what had started it all. The vague look in his eyes bothered her. She knew that he was keeping back something but she couldn't figure out what.
"What are you thinking about?" she asked him as he lay there naked.
"About how beautiful you are," Ken said, playing with her nipples.
Then he bent over and sucked on her breasts as she ran her fingers through his hair.
"Ken," she whispered, "maybe you and I should go steady. I mean, we've been awfully intimate tonight."
Ken pulled away from her breasts and looked at her disdainfully.
"I'm not going steady with anybody," he told her. "I'm gonna play the field. I'm too young to get serious."
A hurt look surfaced on Sherri's face.
"That's real nice," she told him. "I do everything for you, and you give me the shaft."
The moment she said the "shaft" Ken thought of sticking his prick up her behind. But when he suggested that to her she was furious.
"You've got perverted ideas," she told him. "You take me home, Ken."
He realized he had suggested one thing too many.
"All right," he agreed as he reached for his shorts and slipped into them.
Sherri got dressed and then the two of them got back into the front seat of the car. As Ken drove her back to her home she was quiet.
"Good night," he smiled at Sherri as she left him without saying a word.
It had been quite a night, Ken thought to himself. And all because of a pair of blue sheer nylon panties.



CHAPTER FIVE


Ken never did find it easy to stay with one girl for long. They all held so much appeal that he constantly found himself looking for another woman to satisfy him.
Figuring that perhaps he could latch onto another older woman, he decided to visit a divorcee who lived a couple of blocks from his house. Deciding he would go up to the door and try to get work to get acquainted with her, he hesitated. He noticed that every shutter in the house was closed. Apparently she didn't trust anybody. However, he was not afraid to make a real play to get in.
When the divorcee appeared at the door, she didn't hesitate to tell him how happy she was to have him help her.
"Ever since my husband left me," she confided, "I've been at a loss to get some jobs done. As a matter of fact, I have a small painting job in the bathroom that I really wish you could take care of."
"Yes, Mrs. Allan," he told her, "I'll be glad to paint the bathroom for you. If you have the paint I could begin right now."
Brenda Allan was more than happy to give him an opportunity to assist her.
"Certainly," she told him, "come right in."
Brenda didn't take long to get the paint on the back porch. Placing some plastic covers on the bathroom floor, she began taking all the pictures down from the walls.
"You'd better wash it today," she suggested, "and put the paint on tomorrow."
Ken agreed that he would do it – but he hesitated for a moment.
"I didn't bring my work clothes with me," he told her.
"You don't need any work clothes," she suggested coyly. "You could just wear your shorts. That is, if you want to start today."
Ken definitely wanted to start and he didn't hesitate to tell her how pleased he was at the opportunity to work for her.
Peeling off his T-shirt when she showed him into the guest bedroom, he proceeded to slide out of his pants. As he did so he noticed her bending over in a corner closet. And he caught sight of her pink panties. He could almost see the curly pubic hair around her mound as she remained in this position for an erotic instant. Turning around, she saw that he was flushed and embarrassed. Finally she realized Ken was getting excited looking at her.
"Don't look at me like that," she laughed.
Ken was determined that Brenda Allan was going to have sex with him one way or another. He took the bucket that she gave him and filled it with water. She added some soap so he could get the walls clean.
Standing on the step ladder he started washing down the walls. She stood close by and watched the muscles in his body flex as he cleaned the walls.
"If there's anything I can do to help," Brenda told him, "just let me know."
He glanced down and caught sight of her cleavage. He wanted to laugh for an instant and tell her what he really wanted, but he decided he'd better not. She was wearing some erotic-smelling cologne that got him excited when she came near.
She left him alone and he went to work. After he had worked for some time she got the urge to come, in and see how he was doing. Standing in front of him she could see the bulge in his crotch.
"It's not fair for me to be taking off my clothes," he told her in an amused manner, "and you are still dressed."
Brenda shook her head.
"You shouldn't say things like that," she warned him. "Some woman who is sex starved might tease you by taking off her clothes."
"It sure would please me if you would take off something," he told her. "I would appreciate just looking at you."
It did something for her ego to have someone talk like that to her. Brenda Allan had gone through a horrifying divorce experience with her husband Charlie. Charlie had beaten her and forced her to perform some bizarre sexual acts that she still recalled angrily. Now as she looked at him she forgot all about Charlie. The old urges for sex with a young man tingled through her body.
"Why do you look at me like that?" she asked, knowing full well why.
There was a silence. Brenda looked up at him.
"Are you still there?"
Bursting into laughter, he assured her that he was. His voice was so soft that she had to listen closely.
"You give me a hard-on when I look at you," he told her.
"You're putting me on," Brenda shook her head.
He was becoming honestly annoyed at her. It was apparent that she enjoyed having him become excited and she didn't want to do anything about it.
"Damn it, you've got no right," he said angrily, "to get me all excited this way."
Turning, Brenda walked into her bedroom. She sat down on the king-sized bed and relaxed. Then she leaned back against the four pillows and lit a cigarette, looking in the direction of the bathroom where the half-naked young man was washing the walls.
At this point Ken figured he had every right to walk into the bedroom and let her know what he was thinking about.
"I need you," he told her. "I need to fuck you."
Brenda stared at Ken for a long moment. Then she shook her head and told him, "That's not a very nice thing to say to a lady."
At this point he simply reached down to his shorts and began slowly pulling them down.
"I can't believe that you would do a thing like this," she said angrily. "You really have a filthy mind."
Triumphantly he eased out of his shorts and stroked his huge, throbbing penis. She looked at him abruptly.
"Look, young man," Brenda said with an angry gasp, "you are not going to come over here!"
So excited now that he couldn't control himself, Ken told her exactly what he wanted.
"I just want to look at your panties," he told her. "I don't know what it is, but when I see a girl with beautiful panties like you've got – it gets me all excited."
Brenda knew that she did possess a tremendous amount of sex appeal. She didn't want to put him off and so she felt perhaps the only sensible thing to do was let him look at her. Perhaps that would satisfy him enough to where he wouldn't make any terrible demands upon her.
"I suppose a young boy like you are," she told him, "does want to look at a woman. I guess it doesn't hurt."
She got to her feet and slowly took off her dress. As she stood there in her flimsy pink panties with the pubic hair around her crotch showing through, Ken got a terrific erection. But he got even more excited when he saw the sheer brassiere that she was wearing. He could see her distended nipples looking at him.
"Now I'm not going to take everything off," she said self-righteously as she lay back on the bed.
"Do you mind if I jack off while I look at you?" he asked her.
"That's a lot better than trying to force yourself on me, young man," she admitted, "but I don't want you to ever tell anyone I let you do this. People would never understand."
"And you do?" he smiled.
Nodding, Brenda tried to explain how she could understand his passionate feelings for her.
"My ex-husband Charlie," she revealed, "was really a tiger. He was something else when it came to sex. However, he got much too sick on the subject and I had to divorce him."
"What did he want?"
"If you must know," she said in a quiet voice, "he wanted me to go down on him."
It got him excited just hearing about it. Shrugging, he came over and sat on the edge of the bed.
"Do you mind if I sit here when I jack off?" he asked as he looked at her breasts closely now and then glanced down to her crotch.
"If you don't come any closer," Brenda sighed heavily, "I guess it won't hurt anything. But don't get any wrong ideas."
It was apparent to him that she was hot for him. Yet it was equally apparent that she was afraid. After what he had said about her husband, he realized that perhaps she had good cause to be fearful. Maybe her husband Charlie had tried to get her to do things that really made her sick.
"Now," he told her, "You could really help me if you would reach over here and play with it."
Reluctantly she reached out. As her hand touched his quivering, hard cock she felt a shiver of excitement tingle up and down her spine.
"Do you like that?" he asked.
She nodded. It was obvious that she was becoming aroused. The outrage that she should feel wasn't surfacing. Instead she was becoming excited and wanted him to please her.
"Jack it for me," he begged. She reached for his balls with her other hand and began pulling on his pulsating penis. As she did so Ken couldn't help reaching over and letting his hot hands slip under Brenda's panties. Inserting his finger in her vagina he began massaging her love, bud. At this point he couldn't restrain himself any longer. He hastily slipped her panties off. Brenda could feel the heated passion within her soaking her pussy. Crossing her legs she pressed them close together, trying to ease the burning sensation that was churning in the pit of her naked belly.
Pushing her hand off his cock, Ken bent over and began fervently kissing her entire body. In seconds she burst into a desire-inflamed bundle of raw nerve ends. Ken's hands seized both of her bosoms and he squeezed them together into two huge firm rounds of flesh. Brenda could feel the small pricks of delicious excitement racing through the tips of her nipples as he rolled them maddeningly between his thumbs and forefingers. She could feel the heat of Ken's breath rushing into her ass as he turned his head toward her to lock his mouth wildly against hers. For an instant she tried to turn away, but the pressure of Ken's strong male grip was too much for her. She had become so aroused now that all she could think of was the sheer joy of having this young man's body lusting after hers. His hands swept down to her wide-set, firm bosoms, to fondle them. Then he reached down to grip her curvaceous buttocks.
Brenda moaned ecstatically, her arms reaching out to grip his neck, pulling his muscular body to herself. She couldn't help despise herself for the surges of hot longing that made her ache to have Ken inside her, to take her at will. Suddenly she was released from the depraved bondage of desire, from her years of sexual repression. She knew that she needed someone. While Charlie had forced her to perform perverted sexual acts on his body, she hated him for it. But now she wanted to do all of the things that she formerly despised.
"Let me love you," she begged Ken passionately. "I want to."
Moaning with wild sensual abandon, her arms twined tightly around his neck, pulling him ever closer to her. She wanted him now. Incredibly… that very instant. She began to wriggle, the lower half of her lush body sensually grinding against him. He pulled her tightly to him, dropping his hand down between their writhing bodies to grasp his throbbing, hard cock. Guiding it forward, he thrust the thick, rubbery head to part the full fleshy lips of her cunt. She turned her head to the side, closing her eyes with a shudder as she felt its soft, electrical contact against the sensitive, ragged pink edges of her moistened pussy.
Holding her breath for what seemed forever, and lying still in utter desire beneath him, not even daring to breathe, she waited.
At this point Ken shoved forward. She felt his rigid cock splitting her moist pink cunt.
"Yes, Ken," she moaned, her voice trembling with passion as she felt the first shocking pressure of his lust-enraged cock against the tight elastic opening of her cunt. He shoved wildly. "Fuck me, fuck me," she begged.
She was completely aroused now. The hugely swollen cock head slipped through, stretching wide the small, wet cuntal hole until Brenda felt as though her thighs were coming apart from the relentless pressure of his penis.
"Take it easy, Ken," she begged him. "You're hurting me."
She was almost shouting as her eyes opened in fear. However, Ken was lost in the throes of his lust-maddened desire. He was oblivious to everything, except his own delightful pleasure.



CHAPTER SIX


Ken's face twisted into a contorted mask of raw lust as he looked down beneath this older woman helplessly spread-eagled beneath him. The head of Ken's blood-engorged penis disappeared excitingly up into the soft curling hair of her pussy. He fell forward, then his weight smashed her full rounded breasts tightly back against her chest. Thrusting his hips forward at the same time, his long, thick cock slid hard up into her pinkly glistening cunt, pushing the soft moist flesh of her long, unused pussy in gentle, rippling waves before it. There was no stopping it until with a loud groan from his throat his balls smacked heavily into the quivering white cheeks of her tightly clenched ass.
"Ohhh, fuck me, fuck me," she wailed beneath him.
She'd never felt so completely filled in her life. Brenda thrilled to the sensation of his rock-hard, heavily veined cock driving in her. It felt as though her cunt was torn into tiny pieces as Ken rammed into her without thought or mercy. Her tender cunt was responding now as his cock lay sunk deep in her belly, filling it to the bursting point. There was not a single tiny ridge of flesh in it that could not feel as it pressed tightly into the cruelly split flesh of her cunt, encased in the moist, hot sheath like a brutally planted spike.
Ken levered her beautifully satin-smooth legs up off the bed in a arc far back over her head. Pressing her feet harshly on either side of her shoulders, he began fucking in earnest. Brenda's tortured body was bent back double, the pain of her strained muscles torturing her. The glistening white plane of her cunt was presented up to him as he quickened his vicious thrusts. The lewd intrusion made her dilated vagina grow and expand before his uncontrolled assault. The heavy weight of his muscular loins crushed hard into her buttocks, sweeping them wider apart as he plunged forward with all of his strength, sinking his cock as deeply as he was able to thrust into her hot belly. She groaned defenselessly beneath him, her face showing a mixture of pain and humiliation as well as pleasure. She tried not to move as she felt the pain wondrously easing with the stillness of her body. Ken's hands cupped her full, naked breasts, twisting and squeezing them with a savage brutality that reminded her of her husband Charlie. Teasing and tugging at her tits until she thought they would burst from his wild manipulations.
"Fuck me, fuck me," she panted.
The pleasure increased as her warmly seeping cunt walls began to clasp hungrily around his thick, blood-engorged rod. Her hips slithered up wetly devouring the length of his lust-hardened flesh. His huge, swollen balls smacked into the passion-drenched crevice of her buttocks. Brenda's sensitive ass cheeks tingled at the contact as he began slowly, rhythmically driving in with spearing, hard, fucking strokes.
Looking in the mirror she could see what was happening. She loved the sensation that was being generated in her crotch. His muscular body excited her.
"Fuck me, fuck me," he cried in frenzied arousal. "Give it to me."
Instinctively she responded. Brenda threw her legs around his as he pumped down hard.
"I want it," she begged eagerly. "Every inch."
She felt no pain now. The ever-mounting excitement caused them both to break out in a sweaty state. With a series of longer, smoother plunging strokes he went on driving his lust-thickened penis almost all the way out of her softly clutching vagina on the back stroke. Then ramming forward into her, until he could feel the huge, blood-swollen head of his cock colliding hard against the cushiony tip of her cervix deep inside. Hot fires of animal lust raged in Ken's body as his madly fucking loins pumped forward.
This beautiful woman wanted him. She was responding under him to his skewering cock, and reaching with frantically roving hands for his buttocks.
Spurred on by the wildly pitching body, Ken fucked harder now. He pinned her flatter to the bed, restricting her movements until Brenda thought she would go mad. He raised himself over her in a push-up position, his hands dropping from her passion-flushed breasts to grasp her ankles and pry them farther apart so that he could lever her upper torso.
Brenda moaned, attempting to hump upwards. She felt her climax approaching, driving her out of her mind.
"Ohhh," he gasped, "fuck me, fuck me. Fuck harder."
Her hands darted behind his hard-driving buttocks, pulling them gently apart as far as she could, opening his spasming loins.
"I'm cuming, ahhhhh, I'm cumming," she cried in a shrill voice as her mind reeled with passion.
Brenda's cum flowed wetly around his still-pumping cock, spilling into the soft, excitingly clenching crevice of her buttocks, flooding his testicles and the base of his cock as he plunged relentlessly into her.
It was the most exciting fuck he'd ever experienced in his mind. It was Fourth of July! Fireworks seemed to flash in his loins as his hard prick kept pumping into her. He could feel the hot load of his sperm building up for a release. The broad, blunt head of Ken's cock flexing and suddenly growing larger inside of her grasping, ravaging cuntal passage had him almost there. And then he erupted. Ken's hot, thick liquid shot deep into her widely stretched pussy, mixing salaciously with the wetness of her own juicy pussy. Her head seemed to whirl in mindless sensuality as the burning prick pumped into her hot, wet cunt walls. Her pussy clasped and unclasped desperately, milking at his crazily jerking cock like a sucking, starving mouth.
"Fuck it, fuck it," he cried passionately.
It had been so long since she'd been able to have any sex like this. She gripped the young man's quivering buttocks. Gently Brenda eased her hands from his asshole. And then Ken rolled off her, breathing heavily in an effort to fill his lungs with air.
Brenda groaned at the loss of his penis. She felt the cool rush of breeze caressing her cum-soaked loins. Looking at him she smiled now.
"That's what you wanted, isn't it?"
He nodded. "And you wanted it, too," Ken smiled.
It was all terrifyingly clear to her. All of the sex feelings were ripped from her. Brenda knew very well that when Charlie wanted her to do lewd acts she really desired to. But her Puritan upbringing wouldn't permit her to. He looked at her now lustfully.
"You're so beautiful," he told her. "You know you are."
He was begging her at this point to lick his ass crack.
"Oh, I could never do that," she said, covering her eyes in shame and guilt as she thought about the terrible things that he was asking her. It was like an awful rerun. This was the very thing that Charlie had asked her to do.
"Ken," she said shamefully, "oh, God in heaven, how could you ask such a thing?"
Ken only smiled, then propped his ass cheeks up on a couple of pillows and spread his legs wide.
"Do I turn you on?" he smiled knowingly.
She had to tell him the truth. She blurted out anxiously, "Yes, damn it, yes, you do!"
He was insisting that she lick his ass and she was weeping. As the tears flooded her eyes into an overflowing stream, he began pulling on his long, hard cock. She was filled with a terrible feeling of moral degeneracy. This was exactly what Charlie had asked her to do.
"Rim my ass," he told her.
"Don't you understand, Ken," she told him. "That's why I got a divorce. Charlie wanted me to suck on his asshole."
"And you refused him?" Ken asked, looking at her suspiciously. "What's wrong with you?"
She was overcome with what she was hearing. Here was a young teenage boy telling her that sucking ass was perfectly normal. Maybe something was wrong with her. Maybe the sun wasn't coming up right anymore. Maybe the earth was ready to fall apart at the seams. And then she began to laugh.
"What are you laughing at?" he demanded.
"Me," she explained. "I thought Charlie was such a crude sexual degenerate. But apparently he wasn't. Maybe that's what men like to do."
"Yes, and I like to watch in the mirror, too, if you know what I mean," he told her.
She nodded.
"Yes, I know what you mean," she said. "You want to see me perform this degrading act. It only goes to show what a sick person you really are."
"Sick?" Ken exclaimed angrily. "Get down there and suck my sweet ass and I'll show you how sick I am."
At that point his eyes fell on her panties lustfully. Vividly he recalled how stimulated he'd become the first time he caught sight of her crotch covered by them.
"All right," she said reluctantly, "but I think you've got a nerve."
Brenda crouched over Ken's crotch. Gently she let her hands wedge under his ass cheeks. And then she pulled his buttocks to her mouth. Ken's brain was reeling now as he became more excited.
"That's it, honey," he told her, "now you're doing it. Grab my ass and suck."
She held his buttocks up and suddenly her tongue stiffened and she plunged right up his rectum. He twisted his buttocks in erotic delight as he felt her tongue caressing his ass crack.
"I guess you gave your ex-husband some good rim jobs, Brenda," he told her.
He looked at her voluptuous body. The sight of her head bobbing up and down as she tongue fucked his asshole stimulated him. He could see her great bosoms swinging as she sucked.
"Ahhh, Brenda," he told her, "you're pretty damned good at it. Come on, love my ass."
Brenda was doing a super job of worming her tongue up his tight rectum. He reached down to run his fingers through her hair as he humped her face.
"Eat it," he panted. "Suck ass. Ohhh, rim it."
She enjoyed the sensation of his hot hands forcing her down on his round buttocks. But as she saw his quivering cock getting a hard-on she yearned for it. She remembered what pleasure she'd experienced when her husband Charlie would pump his prick down her throat. Brenda could almost feel his testicles sweeping against her face as he plunged in her mouth. The lewd desires that swept through her as she tongue fucked his asshole created a sweet kind of agony.
"Baby," he gasped, "you'd better suck my prick."
The fascination of watching her crouching and salaciously performing these acts on his huge, rock-hard cock excited him. He wanted to pump his penis into her wetly cavernous mouth and could hardly wait for the opportunity.
"Lick my balls first," he smiled as she gently let her tongue lap at his testicles.
The next thing he knew he pumped his hard shaft of male flesh between Brenda's widely ovalled lips.
"Suck my prick," he panted as he felt her hot mouth sliding over his cock.
Tantalizingly she let her fingers tease his testicles. And she stroked the base of his shaft while she sucked rhythmically up and down on the head of his cock. Looking in the mirror he thrilled to the sight of their naked bodies on the bed. There he was spread out with his buttocks propped up on pillows as the beautiful woman went up and down on his throbbing cock with uncontrollably lusty desire.
"Come on, Brenda, baby," he told her as he fucked her face brutally, "you're gonna get a mouthful. Just keep sucking and I'll flood your face with my prick juice."
At this point he reached down to grip her head so she could suck smoothly.
"Rhythm is the thing," he told her as he grabbed her. "Now suck smooth."
Brenda suddenly recalled what Charlie had taught her. He always enjoyed having her finger sliding up his asshole. She didn't hesitate to part Ken's buttocks and worm her finger right up his tight rectum.
"Ohhh, that feels so good," he panted as she thrust her finger roughly up against the nakedly defenseless crevice of his firm ass cheeks.
His narrowly expanded anus responded to her finger-pumping movements. He twisted about on the bed in wild abandon.
"Suck me, suck me," he begged passionately. "Suck."
Brenda kept her mouth working up and down his lust-incited prick. She was waiting for that magnificent moment when he would explode in her. Insanely Brenda ran her tongue faster over his pumping shaft and bulging head. She may be sick, she thought crazily, but she didn't want to stop cock sucking. His man meat continued driving down her throat in a lascivious manner. Her lust-fogged mind couldn't seem to get enough of him. Grasping his hips with one hand, she kept fingering his asshole with the other as her mouth held firmly to his cock. Ken loved her moist, slippery lips as she went up and down on his throbbing penis.
"Suck me, suck me," he begged her. "Suck!"
She mewled, her mouth still taut from his relentlessly driving cock.
"Yes, Brenda, baby," he gasped excitedly, "suck. I want to cum in your mouth, baby."
He commanded her to keep her lips fastened tightly around the head of his shaft as he ground his cock into her wetly quivering throat.
"Ohhh, yes," he cried, "suck me. I'm gonna really give you a hot load in that sweet-sucking mouth of yours."
He was babbling with lusty and lewd desire as the lascivious thrills shot through his body while she went on sucking his hard-driving cock. She could taste him starting to cum as he kept driving his penis tightly into her mouth. Moaning and mewling between cock stabs, she gripped his hips as he squirmed wantonly while she thrust her finger up his asshole and sucked on his long prick. He noticed the increasing tempo of her hungrily sucking mouth as she bobbed up and down methodically on his pillaging cock. The ecstasy of the moment was driving him out of his mind. Brenda could tell that it wouldn't be much longer until his expanding cock was exploding. He pumped it deeply now and she was helpless on his punishing prick. The fire in his loins built to a crescendo. He was feeding her now.
Brenda pulled her finger from Ken's asshole, clasped his ass cheeks and bore up and down on him.
"Suck me harder," Ken screamed at her in a wild, maniacal need for fulfillment.
Brenda sucked his lust-hardened penis like a wanton whore, and Ken's hot, pummeling pecker disappeared into a strange, lengthening fusion with her face as he fucked with hollowing buttocks, sinking his penis far into her mouth until his wiry pubic hair brushed at the tip of her nose. Ken's testicles danced lewdly, slapping in unison with his pounding thrusts hard against Brenda's upraised chin.
All at once his climax rolled out of his balls, and she felt his cock jerk as her lips sucked. She held the throbbing red shaft in her mouth now as she sucked.
"Suck, baby, suck," he told her.
Suddenly he pulled his prick out of her mouth. Brenda looked at him in a strange way.
"Oh, no, Ken, please… I want it. I want your cock in my mouth. I want to feel you cuming."
The agonizing look on her face excited him. He realized that he had pulled his rampaging prick from her mouth just in time. Before she could close her widely ovalled lips over his cock again, she was afraid that he would spew his hot, sticky cum in his hand. Grasping his prick, she pulled it quickly back to her lips. And then he shot his load. As Ken's cock head spewed hot, sticky cum directly into her mouth from his swollen cock head, she swallowed voraciously and bit him gently.
"Eat it," he begged her. "Eat my prick."
His wildly ejaculating cock was squirting its white-hot lewd male cum straight into her mouth and down her throat. The wantonly swallowing young divorcee hadn't sucked savagely like this until her husband fucked her. Ken quickened his strokes, driving hard and deep until she thought she was going to choke.
"Suck me, suck me," he gasped, fucking her face as he'd never fucked before.
The delicious feeling of having her suck him in was driving him almost out of his mind. She was certain that more sperm would erupt from the blood-engorged head of his cock.
"Eat it," he gasped. "Suck off."
Wet, white cum was oozing from his throbbing cock now.
"Ohhh," Ken groaned, "suck off."
Brenda gripped his trembling buttocks and pumped her face hard down against his grinding pelvis as he rammed his exploding cock all the way down her throat. For an instant she thought she would choke on that thick cock meat. Suddenly he erupted his thick, hot liquid, shooting deep into her throat again. Her mind whirled in a seemingly endless orgasm as the powerful squirts of hot cum surged deep into her. It filled her face to overflowing with its sticky hot whiteness. The steaming, drenched walls of her throat forced her to pull off. Swallowing now she looked up at him.
"Ken, baby," she whispered, "it tasted so good."
She reached out to play with his balls. And his giant cock was still hard.
"It needed to be sucked," he said.
Finally the panting young man lay exhausted next to her. His rapidly deflating penis disappointed her. At last she trembled to stillness as she lay beside him. Her curvaceous body had excited him so much that he kept shooting his hot, white, sticky male cum to her sucking, hungry mouth.
The lewd act had caused her to realize that she was completely wrong in stopping her husband Charlie from doing what he wanted. A strange kind of euphoria seemed to sweep over her as she looked at him.
"Do you like my cum?" he smiled.
She nodded.
"Did it taste sweet?"
Staring up at him in a new-found horror, Brenda had to admit that it did. What an obscene act, she thought to herself. And then she bit her lip in self-revulsion. It was terrible that she had done this. She'd never felt so guilty in her life. She saw now that all of the lashing hatred that she felt for her ex-husband Charlie had really been for herself. Strange thoughts filtered through her dazed mind as she recognized she might really be a whore at heart. She loved sucking cock. She enjoyed giving Ken a rim job. Only a woman of a whore's mentality could enjoy such carnal acts of wanton lust.
"What are you thinking about?" Ken asked her as he noticed she looked away evasively.
"Nothing," she said as tears quickly began to fill her eyes.
Ken looked at her disgustedly.
"Is that your way of saying thank you?" he demanded. "You shouldn't look at me like that. You should be grateful."
Looking at him with tears streaking her eyes, she admitted, "I was thinking of Charlie. I was thinking of all the hell I caused for him. I was wrong – he was right. He said that he only wanted what any other normal, red-blooded male would expect. I guess he was right. But he shouldn't have married a lady like me. He needed a whore."
Once more she had derailed her thinking so she could make herself out to be a wonderful woman who would never stoop to doing the degrading sexual acts that she had just performed in such a debasing manner.
"But you enjoyed it as much as I did," Ken remind her.
"I know," Brenda admitted sadly, "and that's what hurts. I hate myself for it."
Ken wrapped his arms lovingly around her. Pressing his hot lips on hers, he kissed her passionately. Then pulling away he looked into her eyes and told her with burning sincerity, "You're a mighty good screw. And that's really what every man expects from his wife. Don't chastise yourself anymore. You'll find somebody else."
Shaking her head, Brenda told him she couldn't.
"Charlie was the only man I would ever be able to love. And I let him go."
"There's always someone else," Ken assured her. "Believe that, Brenda. You've got to."
Brenda appreciated Ken's feeling and concern for her.
"If you could service me now and then," she suggested slyly, "we could really make sweet music together."
Ken did not want to be caught in the trap of returning to any female for the second time.
"No way," he shook his head. "I just play in a girl's playpen once. I'm sorry."
A look of hurt surfaced on Brenda's face as she realized what a cool number Ken was.



CHAPTER SEVEN


When Ken Bronson came home that evening, his mother was concerned.
"Where have you been?" she asked him.
"Oh, I got some work over at Brenda Allan's place," he told her.
"You never do a thing around here," she objected.
"Well, she was paying me," he gave her his reasoning why he seldom did anything at home.
That didn't sit well with his mother. She finished putting the dishes on the table for dinner and then she told him flatly, "Someone around here ought to take the clothes to the laundromat once a week. I'm tired of doing it. Your father says that he's so bushed when he gets home from work he doesn't want to do anything – and he won't."
Ken got the point. He realized he had to help.
"All right, mom," he said begrudgingly, "I'll help you. That'll keep you off my back."
A couple of nights later Ken took the family laundry down to the local laundromat. He didn't enjoy having to do it but he figured that if it would keep his mother off his back he might as well accommodate her request.
As he finished drying the clothes and was standing nearby at a counter folding some sheets, he noticed a stunning-looking blonde who was folding some unusual looking panties. He'd never seen any panties like them before. She had three pairs of black lace panties without any crotch in them. As he looked at them, she stared at him.
"What are you looking at?" she smiled.
"I… I don't know," the young teenage boy hesitated.
"Oh, sure you do," she told him. "You're looking at these."
The blonde girl patted the panties as she slipped them into her laundry basket.
"I'd like to see you in them," Ken said under his breath.
For an instant Ken was fearful that what he had said could bring a terrible response. However, the blonde girl looked at him, eyeing him for a long moment.
"You really mean that, don't you?" she grinned up at him.
"Yes," he insisted.
"All right," she said, "why don't you come over to my place and I can slip into them and let you see what they look like on."
A couple of women who were standing in the distance overheard a portion of the conversation. One woman shook her head disdainfully at the two of them as they walked out together.
"Takes all kinds," one woman said in a husky voice so they both could hear.
The blonde girl didn't turn back.
"Where do you have your car parked?" she asked Ken.
"Over there," he explained, pointing to where he'd parked.
"My car is over here," the blonde smiled, "and you can follow me, if you want to."
Ken's heart raced wildly as he contemplated the erotic sight of observing her slip into the sheer black panties without the crotch.
He waited while she backed out of the parking lot at the laundromat and got on the highway. Gunning his engine he turned on his lights and followed.
As Ken drove toward her place he wondered whether or not he was walking into some kind of a trap. That would be terrible. He realized that she might have a husband or a lover who could kill him for suggesting such a thing. Maybe she was deliberately plotting against him in a subtle way. Fear raced through him now as he realized what might happen. Nevertheless, he tried to make the best of it and not worry.
Parking in front of a two-story apartment house he got out and followed her into her place. Picking up the laundry basket for her, he asked her quite frankly, "Are you married?"
The blonde shook her head but didn't say anymore. Ken figured possibly she was being cautious, since if she was a single person the landlord might become suspicious if a series of men followed her into her place.
When they got into her apartment he couldn't help notice what an attractive place it was. A small crystal chandelier hung in one corner and the white walls with the white shutters and the deep blue carpeting contrasted nicely.
"You know," she said as she smiled at him for a moment, "there isn't a reason in the world why I should have invited you home. But there is a certain passionate fondness I felt for you."
At this point Ken looked at her hungrily.
"You don't know how much I want to touch you," he told her.
Ken begged her to slip into the black lace, crotchless panties. He wanted to see her pussy in the open crotch.
"I'll bet you wonder what I do for a living," she teased.
"Yes, it did cross my mind," Ken admitted frankly.
"All right," she explained. "I'm an impressionistic nude dancer."
Ken laughed. "Really?" he asked in amazement. "Is that what you do for a living?"
She smiled as she looked at him.
"There's nothing wrong with that," she told him. "It's an honest, clean living."
Ken wasn't so certain it was honest or clean. But he did know he would enjoy very much looking at her in her black panties.
"Why don't you slip into them, honey?" he suggested with a degree of sensuality that makes a sensually hungry man look even more lustful.
The seething erotic glow in his eyes excited her. She agreed to undress. Walking into the bedroom, the beautiful blonde stripped quietly. And then she walked out wearing nothing but the black lace panties. Her beautiful blonde bosoms stood out proudly. Ken could see her fur-lined vagina as she stood there with the sheer panties glorifying her hips. Turning around she displayed her buttocks for him. It was difficult for Ken to believe any girl could be so beautiful. Her dazzling young blonde beauty had him so excited now he could feel his cock hardening in his pants.
Noticing the bulge in his crotch pleased her so much that she walked over to him and let her hand gently slide back and forth across his cock.
"You're a handsome young boy," she told him, "and you need sex. It isn't good for a boy to jack off. You might get warts that way."
Ken laughed as he looked at his hands.
"If I got warts from jacking off, honey," he told her, "I would be covered with them."
She laughed as she turned around and walked into the other room. Ken was not thwarted. He followed her into the bedroom and looked at her hungrily.
"I'll bet you think I'm a terrible girl," she told him. "But I'm really not the typical run-of-the-mill girl. It's just that tonight I was looking for someone."
Ken misunderstood what she was looking for.
"Exactly what were you looking for?" he smiled at her.
"Now and then," the beautiful blonde explained, "I get a special assignment."
As she sat on the edge of the bed Ken's eyes focused on her naked bosoms.
"What kind of an assignment?" he persisted curiously.
"You see," she shook her head, "it's difficult to explain. But there are some men who can't get it up unless they see something degrading."
Still not understanding what she meant, Ken came closer. He was looking at her pouting pussy lips. It excited him just to be so close to such a beautiful woman.
"What is your name?" she finally asked him.
"Ken," he smiled up at her.
She introduced herself. "My name is Cindy," she smiled at him, "and I want to explain what I do for a living. I do a little more than impressionistic dancing."
"I figured as much," he told her. "I'll bet you fuck around, too. You didn't invite me here for nothing, I hope."
"No, I'm not a prick teaser," she assured him. "As a matter of fact, I'm very fond of you, but I thought maybe you'd like to earn a little money, too."
At first what she said got Ken angry.
"I'm not a gigolo," he told her.
Cindy threw her head back and laughed.
"I never said you were, baby," she assured him, "but why don't you take off your clothes and sit down here and talk to me. I always think people can communicate better when they're bare-ass naked, if you know what I mean."
"I have a pretty good idea," Ken assured her.
He didn't hesitate to take off his T-shirt to reveal his broad, muscular, bronzed shoulders. Ken unfastened his belt next and sat down on a chair to remove his shoes and socks. Pushing them aside he got to his feet and eased out of his pants and slipped out of his shorts. His huge, throbbing cock was standing out in front of him in full glory.
"Just sit down," she told him, "and I will tell you what I do when I really make my money. I put on sexual exhibitions."
Looking at her pussy, he shook his head.
"What is that?" he asked, still unable to take his eyes off her milk-white thighs which contrasted perfectly with her lacy black panties.
"An exhibition is when a man and woman have sex in front of a group of men. It turns them on just to see a couple having wild sex. They pay well and you could make some money if you would be willing to do it with me."
"Oh, God, if my mom ever found out," Ken shook his head, "she'd kill me."
"Don't tell me you're a mother fucker," she exclaimed.
Ken didn't find that funny.
"No way," he told her, "and I don't find that amusing."
"I'm sorry," she apologized. "But you never know the type of people that are running around these days."
As Ken looked at her naked exposed pussy, he realized she should be talking. After all, she had picked him up at the laundromat.
"Wealthy people became jaded," she said, putting her hand to her shoulder and scratching her neck nervously a moment.
As she did so, Ken saw her beautiful bosoms rise up provocatively. The hardened pink nipples appealed to him. His cock became harder as he looked at her hungrily.
"I suppose," she told him, "that you wouldn't be able to perform all of the acts they would expect you to unless you had some sex education."
He looked at her voluptuous body and he could hardly wait to give her some education. What he saw underneath the flimsy black lace panties had him so excited now he could hardly wait to tear them off her cunt.
"Why do you look at me like that?" Cindy asked, knowing full well why he had.
His body was lost in the fire of the moment. Every muscle was tensed as he looked at her.
"I'm gonna pull your panties off, Cindy," he said as he bent over and eased her black lace panties from her voluptuous thighs.
Once he had her completely naked, he could hardly wait to have sex with her. She could see the teenage boy hovering over her through lust-glazed eyes as she looked up at him. The hugeness of his fleshy hardness was quivering now in front of her. The lurching head of his stone-hard cock appealed to her.
As Ken looked at her desire-moistened crevice, he reached out and let his ringers tease in a lewd motion.
"You want it," she told him, "and you can do anything you want with me."
Her glowing pink nipples appealed to him. Yet he was afraid to touch her anymore.
"Please," Cindy begged him, "you're not gonna disappoint me now, are you?"
Ken got on the bed beside her. Suddenly his no longer innocent face twisted into an evil leer as he looked at her anxiously. The pulsating head of his cock was anxious to slip between the soft, curling hairs of her pussy.
"Why don't you lick it first?" she grinned.
At first Ken was so tense about the fact she might have a lover who'd come in unexpectedly, he couldn't move.
"What's wrong?" she asked.
"I… I don't know," he half-apologized.
"Yes, something is wrong," she insisted.
Ken knew what was troubling him, but his quick, quivering hands reached out and gripped her. His arm locked firmly and decisively around her waist as his searching hot lips pressed forward, landing with solid impact on hers.
Kissing her passionately he slipped his tongue along her lips. When she opened her mouth he let his tongue slip inside. Soon Marilyn was sucking on his tongue as he fucked her face with his tongue as if it was a penis.
Once he pulled his tongue from her mouth she looked up at him with obvious delight.
"Do you fuck as well as you French kiss?" she smiled.
Their relationship was beginning to heat up and he was becoming more excited every moment. Ken looked at her with his boyish guys which got her even more excited. The evening had started out in a frustrating manner for him as he thought he might never get to see her in those black lace panties with the open crotch. But now his eyes feasted on her tantalizing loins.
"Don't be afraid of me," Cindy whispered huskily. "I told you – you can do anything you want to."
The next thing he knew he was pressing his chest against her beautiful bosoms. And she gripped his shoulders, holding him tightly as his mouth once more pressed on hers.
Her eyes looked up at him lustfully.
"I want to feel you inside of me," she whispered.
At this point he could hardly wait to play with her breasts. His hands reached out to grip her bosoms. He loved to feel of the firm breast flesh and then reached down to pat her wiggling pussy.
Ken's fingers reached inside of her vagina. Pinching her clitoris he got her so excited she twisted underneath him. He was thrilled and exhilarated by her nakedness now.
"I want you," he told her. "I want you real bad."
The frenzied feelings that raced through his body drove him almost out of his mind.
"You're beautiful," Ken told her.
Her body stiffened and she reached for his throbbing penis. His cock trembled with desire as he looked at her alabaster smooth legs. And then he reached out and let his fingers focus on her pink glowing vaginal softness as he parted her pussy. The wet delicious cunt had him so excited his heart raced like a trip hammer. His fingers slid smoothly against her wet, silky blond pubic hairs.
The naked fires within her rose to a crescendo as she extended her splayed legs, parting them with wicked animal desires. She no longer cared about what anyone thought of her. Cindy responded totally to her carnal needs. And then she felt his fingers wickedly slithering their way inside of her gaping, dripping wet pussy as he began to massage her clitoris.
"That feels so good," she whimpered as she felt him toying with her sensitive clitoris with sensuous finger strokes, swiftly moving the love button back and forth. "Ohhh, Ken, it feels so good when you do that," she panted.



CHAPTER EIGHT


Ken kept pumping his finger inside Cindy's slit. She twisted back and forth in a whirlpool of passionate frenzy as he moved closer to that moment when he would get his face down over her explosive cunt.
Bending over now, he looked at her hungrily. The uninhibited desires were surfacing now as he let his tongue slide inside of her. At this moment she moaned as he let his tongue lick hungrily. As her panting, lustful body began to squirm and her white ass cheeks continued their constant shifting, he reached down once again with his trembling hand, now slickened heavily with moisture from the eruption of her wildly flowing pussy juices. This time as Cindy's alabaster hips moved quicker than ever and her searing, creamy, naked thighs parted some more, Ken closed his eyes and began fantasizing about tongue fucking her. That wasn't enough for Cindy, however. She wanted to feel his tongue sliding inside of her.
"Lick me," she panted. "Get your mouth down there. I want to feel your tongue sliding inside me."
Her whispery, husky, erotic voice appealed to him. Slipping his squishy fingers from her pussy, he let his tongue slide inside of her sizzling cunt. Ken drove his tongue toward her wiggling, pink snatch, licking hungrily now.
"Eat me, eat me," she panted as he let his tongue slide deeply inside of her. He was able to taste her now, but this wasn't enough. He wanted her to gush. Vigorously she ground her cunt in his face. Ken gripped her ass cheeks. She threw her legs over his shoulders as she pumped up to him. He kept sliding his tongue inside her moist cuntal walls, licking now with wild desire. Firmly he gripped her glowing ass cheeks as he hungrily sucked on her cunt.
"Ohhh," she panted, "eat me." She felt his sliding tongue driving inside the dewy wet portals of her forbidden sheath. She was begging for an orgasm which could be touched off by his sensuous, licking, lapping tongue movements, teasing incessantly at her erect clitoris.
Cindy reached down to grip the young boy's head. She wanted him down farther on her fiery crotch. His cock was becoming ever harder, his penis pulsating wildly. Cindy was eager to have his mammoth, blood-engorged prick in her mouth once he had satisfied her.
Urgently and lustfully he sucked. And at the same time his lust-bloated, blue-veined, throbbing cock became harder as it quivered in front of her. But at this moment Ken was sucking at her naked, gaping, quivering cunt, waiting with anticipation for that thrilling instant when she would grind and juice in his face, satisfying his lustful cravings.
Furiously he licked at the tightness of her pussy walls as he ate her. Gripping her buttocks he squeezed her buttocks firmly as he felt her pussy walls clasping his tongue. With driving, stabbing tongue movements he got her to the point where she was gushing.
"Eat me, eat me," she panted as she pumped in his face and juiced.
Closing his eyes he sucked and savored the delicious taste of her pussy nectar. Once he had finished sucking her cunt he slipped his tongue out of her. She closed her eyes and heaved a prolonged sigh as she threw her head back and forth. What a wild, beautiful woman she was.
"Now, baby, now," she begged him, "sit in my face. I want to rim you."
Ken was eager to drive his naked, long pole into the innermost depths of her throat. Sliding along her naked body he felt his buttocks brushing against her voluptuous bosoms. Then he lowered his thighs right over her face. Reaching up, Cindy gripped his firm, manly buttocks. At first she licked all around his ass cheeks. The generous licking excited him.
"That feels real good," he told her. "Ohhh, I love it."
Cindy was not ashamed of herself for what she was doing. She believed in letting her sexual fantasies come to life. Having played around with many men, she knew how important it was to let her mind reel to the depths of passion. Here she was licking on his asshole and enjoying every erotic instant of it. Clasping his buttocks she suddenly plunged her tongue right up his rectum.
"Ohhh, ahhh," he wailed beneath her upraised tongue. He had never felt so completely excited in his life. It was almost as if he was going to explode in an instant.
Cindy's hot, pumping tongue had him so aroused now that he felt forced to reach for his cock. Lost in the rapture of his body at this moment, he could hardly understand how anything could be so stimulating, so exciting.
Ken's face had twisted into a lustful grin as he looked in the mirror and watched her pumping tongue.
"Lick my asshole," he begged her, "lick it."
She was licking now and the young boy was suddenly beginning a slow rocking motion back and forth between his widely held thighs. Cindy licked up helplessly beneath him. She enjoyed letting her tongue slip up the tightly stretched channel of his anus. As she looked up she could see him reaching for his sweaty, swelling balls. And at the same time she saw the length of his thick, fleshy cock. He was pumping his penis while she sucked on his asshole. Ken was jerking almost to the bursting point. His wet, glistening shaft was rapidly reaching that point of no return.
As he began to thrash and fuck up and down on her upraised tongue, she quickened her stabs up his rectum.
"Lick me, lick me," Ken begged anxiously.
Cindy was eager to suck on his balls. Slipping her tongue from his ass crevice she licked at his testicles. Then he pulled off and aimed his rigid manhood for her mouth. Cindy's ovalled lips gently sucked him in. He pumped it in slowly and watched her. She could smell the growing fervor of his hard cock and her nostrils flared at the pungent, arousing scent. The young boy's body glistened with a misty sheen of excitement. Sweat beaded his muscular abdomen and dripped hotly into her face like burning acid as she sucked on his fleshy, thick cock.
"Suck me, suck me," he panted as he pumped his rigid manhood in her mouth. "Eat me," he begged. "Suck my prick off, suck it off."
Cindy was waiting for that moment when his bulbous, purplish cock head would explode. Ken sank his hard, thick shaft a couple of inches deeper into the warm grip of her throat as he rode. He enjoyed watching his balls slap against her face as he would ram it back and pull it out. She gripped his driving ass cheeks, with an acute need to feel his flexing ass cheeks as he pumped with growing fervor.
"I'm gonna flood your face with my cum," he told her as he began to pump now toward climax.
She closed her eyes and sucked hungrily. He liked the sight of her beautiful blond hair across the white pillow as she closed her eyes and sucked hard. When he almost shot his wad her eyes jerked open and she saw his lust-contorted face looking down at her. The young teenager was lost in the rapture of her cock sucking and didn't realize how ruthlessly he was stabbing his prick down her throat, making it difficult for her to breathe.
"Eat it," he panted as he let his long, thick cock slide into her hungry mouth like a driving piston. "Ohhh, baby, suck, suck!"
She gripped his fiery, plunging rod at its base. Cindy liked having him slip it down her throat as the lustfully inflated mushroom-shaped head pressed hard now. The lengthy shaft was filling her up to the bursting point. She wondered how much more she could stand without choking. His body throbbed as if he were quivering and vibrating to some primeval savage rhythm as he fucked her face with ruthless abandon.
"Ohhh, eat it," Ken gasped with a throaty moan, as he fucked.
She looked up at his sturdy, muscular body. Cindy was enjoying every pulsating sensation of the act.
"Ohhh, I'm almost there," he told her as the fire in his loins indicated how close he was to shooting his load.
She closed her eyes and suddenly he rammed it in all the way, his searing semen splashing down her throat.
"Suck harder," he ordered as he unleashed the stormy white cum juices from the end of his prick.
He rammed it down her throat with all of his manly might. A detonating blast of spewing white sperm shot from the end of his cock and into her throat as she sucked voraciously.
Easing his prick out of her mouth, some of his cum dripped on her lips. She licked the cum off her lips and smiled up at him.
"Did you enjoy it?" he smiled down at her.
It was obvious that he had enjoyed it enormously. But it was equally obvious that his throbbing cock required more release. Cindy found her mind spinning as she recognized all of the excitement that he could give her.
"I want to feel you sticking it in me," she told him. "I want to ride it. Lie on your back, Ken."
Ken rolled over. He watched as she mounted him. Grasping his throbbing manhood she brought it to her curly pubic cunt hair. She didn't instantly plunge his penis into her pussy. Instead she teased the rubbery head of it and finally shoved forward. He felt his cock being enveloped by the sucking, grabbing cuntal sheath. Her tits bobbed up and down as she bucked.
"I'm gonna fuck you, baby," she told him, "and fuck you good."
Her legs shook as she rammed it. His probing shaft dug deeply into her moist mound. He loved hearing the sounds of the cock and cunt friction, the delicious squishy sounds of his resounding member tearing deeply into Cindy's moist, tight cunt. His hungry strokes began to cut through her like a knife.
"Finger my ass," she told him. "I want to feel your finger slipping up my rectum."
His turgid, stiff prick rode in her now with driving, deep stabs. And then his finger gently eased to her buttocks. Parting her ass cheeks, he slid his finger right up her rectum.
"Fuck me, fuck me," she begged as she lost her mind while his emblazoned shaft rammed in her cunt.
Her cunt muscles grabbed at his stabbing prick.
"Fuck me, fuck me," she begged as he kept firing his prick in her with deep, strong strokes.
Cindy had never been so vibrantly alive before. And as she pumped up and down on his writhing, rigid prick, he reached for her buttocks and plunged his finger up her tight rectum. She twisted her ass cheeks back and forth as his sturdy cock continued driving inside of her.
"What a fuck," Ken gasped. "You're so good and tight. You're really a great screw. I love it."
Ken's turgid stiffness kept forging its way inside of her cunt. He loved the way her pussy muscles seemed to grab at his driving, stabbing cock. And at the same time it was apparent that she enjoyed having him finger her asshole. She twisted back and forth, almost losing control as he kept riding his index finger deeper up her rectum.
"I want it," she begged as she twisted back and forth. "I want it. Finger my ass. Fuck my cunt."
Hearing her talk dirty like this appealed to him. Glancing at the pair of black lace panties with the hole in the crotch he couldn't help recall how they had brought him together with Brenda. If he hadn't been to the laundromat and observed her placing these erotic panties in her clothes basket, he might have never gotten acquainted with her.
Pulling his finger from her asshole he reached up to grip her bosoms. He loved to grab her supple breasts and reach down to grasp her ass cheeks.
Cindy's body twisted as he let his cock steadily stab her. His mind began to focus with determination now as he rammed in with plunging, driving jabs.
"Fuck me, fuck me," she pleaded, "let me feel it."
He slapped her ass cheeks roughly as he began to slide in her cunt juices as she came. Ken knew that it wouldn't be much longer until he was cuming, too. He kept ramming his fleshy prick in her pussy. At the same time he gripped her firm, white ass globes.
"I want it," he begged her as he grabbed her buttocks. "Fuck me, fuck me."
Cindy panted now as she pumped on his drilling cock. It was just what she needed. His thick, rigid prick meat riding in her.
"Fuck me, fuck me," she cried as she threw her head from side to side.
His hands squeezed her ass cheeks as he rammed it to her with hard, deep strokes.
"Ohhh," he told her as he felt himself cuming, "fuck. Grab it. Milk it."
She gripped his stabbing manhood, squeezing the juice right out of his prick.
When he finished unloading his cock in her pussy, he eased off.
"Wow!" he smiled at her. "You really gave me a good screw."
No sooner had he finished fucking her now than she was showing him dirty pictures from the exhibitions where she had performed.
"This is when I did it with a big black dude," she laughed.
There he was. The big black dude was bending over and she was gripping his ass cheeks as she let her pink tongue slide up his puckered anal ring.
"This got a lot of the boys excited," she giggled.
There was another shot of her with a man sticking his prick up her ass. The erotic sight of the man driving his rigid cock up her butt stimulated him.
"I've never had an ass fuck before," Ken said as he began thinking how pleasurable it would be to ride his prick savagely up her tight rectum.
"Well, you're not gonna get a chance to screw my ass," she assured him, putting her hands around her buttocks protectively. "That hurts like the devil. I only showed you the picture to let you realize what I've had to go through in the line of duty."
A wild inferno of passion burned inside his balls as Ken looked at the pictures. His mind was reeling with the delectable stimulating thought of trying sex in different ways.
"I know you'd make a great piece of ass," he told her.
She shook her head. "There are certain things I won't do," she said as she showed him a picture of herself with a dog.
Amazed to see that she would even do it with a German Shepherd dog, Ken shook his head.
"You take me totally by surprise," he shook his head. "Damn it, if you'll do it with a dog you'll do it with anyone."
"Not true," Cindy corrected him. "I would never do it with a pony."
The thought of her performing with a pony stunned him.
"Well, I should hope not," he told her.
Cindy went over to a chest and pulled out a picture. There was a photo of a beautiful dark-haired girl having sex with a Shetland pony. She brought it back to him and proved her point.
"Now that little cunt will do it with a pony," she said in a demeaning voice, "but I never would. I have a little character."
"Yes, and that's all you've got," he laughed. "Just a little character."
Cindy laughed and went on looking at photos of herself having sex. There was a three-way fuck that really got him aroused.
"Say, that looks like fun," he told her. "There's one guy sticking it in from behind and another guy getting his cock sucked."
"Yes," Cindy admitted, "that's a direct steal from that Linda Lovelace flick. Remember when she was getting the action on the sofa? Well, the men at the exhibition wanted us to put on a scene like that. So I complied. Look what it did for Linda."
It was obvious that Cindy had her mind on porno-flick stardom.
"Have you ever worked in porno movies?" he asked her confidentially.
"No, I haven't had my break yet," she shook her head sadly, "but maybe someday I'll hit it lucky and get a chance to star in one. I wish somebody would discover me at an exhibition. They say there are some producers who come to watch those shows."
She showed him a couple more photos. One was particularly interesting. She was making it with another woman.
"Are you a lesbian?" he asked in amazement as he looked at the two naked women writhing in the photograph.
Shaking her head and laughing, Cindy assured him that she wasn't.
"No, and she isn't either. I was just a request on the part of the horny men to have two women do it together."
"That looks sick to me," he complained.
"You're not jaded yet," she told him. "Some day you will love it. Most men do. Stag clubs in particular like that kind of action."



CHAPTER NINE


Ken didn't exactly know how to accept Cindy's suggestion that he perform with her at an exhibition. However, when they had finished their wild sexual encounter Cindy gave him her number.
"I'm putting this on my gold calling card," she smiled, "and that's what it can mean to you, tiger. Whatever you do, don't forget. It's next Saturday night that I've arranged an exhibition."
Still hardly able to imagine himself involved in an exhibition, Ken shook his head.
"I believe in one-night stands," he told her.
"I do, too," Cindy confided, her innocent-looking face smiling at him now, "but when it comes to money, baby, we have to break the rules."
Figuring that he might as well play along with her idea, Ken agreed.
"All right," he smiled.
At this point Cindy was hot for his body. And she didn't hesitate to tell him so either.
"I enjoyed sex with you," she told him, "and I'm looking forward to Saturday night." That weekend when Ken told him mom and dad he had a date, his mother immediately asked him with whom.
"Oh, just a girl named Cindy," he told her.
"Someone from the high school?" his mother asked curiously.
"No, mom, not exactly," he told her.
At that point his father, who'd been reading the sports pages in the newspaper, became interested. Putting his beer aside he looked up at his young son and asked him, "Who are you going out with, son?"
"A nice girl," he replied.
It was obvious that he didn't care to talk about it any longer. As he left the house, his mother called after him, "Take a coat with you. It's cold out tonight."
Shaking his head, he waved good-bye to her.
Cindy was waiting for him when he arrived at her apartment. She was nervous and looking at her watch.
"I thought you'd never make it," she complained. "You know we're going to be late. And that isn't good."
Ken apologized.
"I'm sorry," he assured her, "but I had some things to do."
He followed Cindy to her car. As they drove on the freeway he asked her where the house was.
"It's in a nice suburb," she explained, "where the rich people live. I wish I could make it out there sometime. But I'd have to go to another location."
Ken didn't understand why and asked her.
"Don't you like it here?"
Shaking her head she explained, "The reason I don't like it here is because I don't know too many people around town. And that doesn't help."
When they pulled up to the Georgian mansion with the slanting green lawns, Ken realized that whoever was paying for their exhibition was apparently quite wealthy.
"Looks like these people are really living," he observed.
Cindy smiled.
"Yes, they seem to be doing very well. At least, they're paying us well and that's all I'm concerned with."
Parking her car at the side of the house, Cindy and Ken got out together and walked toward the big white pillars that fronted the house.
"I've never been in a place quite this elegant," Ken told her.
"Oh, you'll get used to nice places if you stay around me," Cindy assured him.
As they entered the huge structure a butler answered the door.
"Good evening," he greeted them.
"Good evening," Cindy smiled. "We're the entertainers."
"Yes, of course," the butler said, ushering them up to the second floor.
Opening a large bedroom door he told them that Nick would be with them shortly. They hadn't been in there five minutes before Nick entered.
Nick was a short, swarthy man with heavy eyebrows and a rather wicked grin on his face.
"Well, well," he smiled, "I wish we could have had you bring a dog along. But I guess we'll have to settle for… who are you?"
Nick's eyes focused on Ken. Ken felt small now. It was disgusting he thought to be talked to like this.
"I'm gonna make it with her," he said under his breath.
Flashing him a knowing smile, Ken saw that Nick agreed.
"Well, that's good, kid," he told him, "I didn't think you came here to make it with me."
Nick laughed hilariously but Cindy didn't find it funny nor did Ken.
"Nick has a very warped sense of humor, Ken," she said as she started to strip.
Nick's eyes focused on Cindy's body as she tossed her skirt aside and prepared to remove her filmy blouse.
"Hey, you've got a great shape, baby," Nick said. "Maybe you could stay after a little while tonight, if you know what I mean."
Nick winked and Cindy shook her head.
"I'd better run the kid home," she explained. "We don't want to get him in any trouble. His folks would wonder what was happening if we kept him out too late."
It was apparent to Ken that Cindy was displaying some concern over his welfare and he appreciated it. Ken began undressing.
"Now the two of you give us a real nice performance," Nick smiled. "I've got to go downstairs and tend to the guests. They'll be drinking up the best booze if I don't watch them, if you know what I mean."
After Nick had gone out of the room, Ken told Cindy quite bluntly that he didn't care for him.
"Few people do," Cindy admitted, "but he's worth a lot of money. And that's where it's at."
Cindy noticed that Ken was unhesitating to undress further. He still had his trousers on.
"Aren't you going to take your trousers off?" she smiled.
As she worked her panties down her legs and removed them, Cindy watched Ken easing out of his trousers and slowly sliding out of his shorts. Looking at his throbbing cock hanging between his legs, Cindy smiled down at him.
"Hmmmm, Ken, you look good enough to eat."
That remark triggered Ken's desires.
"Do you want to get down there and suck on it?" he asked her.
Shaking her head, Cindy explained they had to save that sort of thing for the exhibition.
Once the two of them were completely naked she came over to him.
"Sweetheart," she told him, "you've got to have it real hard. Here, let me pump on it."
Reaching for his turgid penis, she began pulling on it. The mouth-watering sight of his cock got her so excited she was trembling.
"Do you like it?" he asked her.
"You bet your sweet ass I do," she said, patting his bare buttocks.
At this point she embraced him. Pushing her bare breasts against his firm, muscular chest she kissed him hard on the mouth. She could feel his hotly swollen prick pressing against her smooth belly. His arms swept around her and then he reached down to squeeze her buttocks.
"Wouldn't it be fun if we could just fuck right here and not have anybody watch?" he smiled.
Shaking her head she told him no.
"I've got to slip into some black stockings and wear a garter belt. That turns some of the old boys on. You could wear a jock strap. Once we get out there and they give us some good applause I can slip out of my black stockings and toss the garter belt aside. Then you can remove your jock strap."
Looking at her shapely legs as she slipped into her black stockings fascinated him. However, his balls were so hard now that he realized it wouldn't be much longer until his penis was throbbing with desire for her.
She couldn't take her eyes off his rigid cock. Cindy imagined how delightful it would feel to have him stabbing it inside of her.
Cindy went over to him now and patted his shoulders affectionately.
"You're so handsome, honey," she told him, "I hate to share even the sight of you with those evil, foul-minded men."
For a moment Ken thought she might be suggesting that they slip away from the despicable exhibition performance that he did not care to become involved in.
"Why don't we get out of here… just you and me?" he pleaded.
Shaking her head, Cindy explained why she couldn't.
"Sorry, baby, but I've got a lot of bills coming due next week," she explained, "and like it or not, it serves a purpose."
He slipped into the jock strap that she'd brought with her. Ken couldn't resist reaching out to cup one ripe pink-tipped breast in his hand, squeezing it possessively.
"Hhmmmm," Cindy reacted to the masculine contact with her body.
Cindy realized it was important for them to go downstairs and display themselves naked before the men who'd come to see them performing together. Reluctantly she pulled him to the door.
"When we get down there, baby," she explained, "they are going to suggest different things for us to do. I know it's going to be depraved and disgusting, but I want you to remember one thing, Ken."
Ken was certain she was going to express some feeling and love for him and he could hardly wait for what she had to say next.
"What, baby?" he asked anxiously.
"Remember the money we're getting paid for our performance," she said in a sanctimonious manner.
That was hardly what he wanted to hear, but he nodded.
"Oh… yes," he agreed. "That's… that's a good thing to remember. I'll try to remember it when I'm forced to perform these vile acts."
Ken imagined how exciting it would be if she would slip into her see-through panties.
"Why don't you wear your see-through panties?" he suggested.
Cindy thought about it for a long moment.
"Yes, why not give the old boys a real start?" she giggled.
Cindy slipped into her black lace see-through-crotch panties. Combined with her garter belt and her long black stockings, she did make quite a spectacle. Her naked bosoms swung before her, the red nipples distended enticingly. Reaching out Ken pinched at her nipples until she blushed.
"You shouldn't do that," she grinned.
Reaching down, Ken let his fingers probe around her pussy. Dropping to his knees he pressed his lips on her crotch. He loved having his tongue sliding along her sticky crease. Ken enjoyed this contact of raw feminine meat against his tongue tip. And Cindy enjoyed having him sucking on the succulent nest of wet feminine hair.
Parting her pussy lips with his thumbs, Ken looked at her inciting pink, glistening cunt. His probing finger found her tiny clitoris and in seconds he was pumping in like his finer was a cock. Her clitoris twitched with the sexual excitation.
"Oh, Ken, I love it. I'm so hot. Oh, baby, I would love having your big prick between my legs. Oh, honey, why don't you fuck me?"
Getting to his feet, Ken was about to insert his manhood in her mound when the door swung open. Nick stood there, angry and disgusted.
"Where the fuck have you two been?" he complained. "You know what you're supposed to be doing. These people have paid plenty to come here and watch you fuck and suck. Now don't do it here in the bedroom where no one can watch."
Realizing that she had broken one of the first rules of being a good sex exhibitionist, she apologized to Nick.
"I'm really sorry," she bubbled, "but this young kid got carried away with my cunt."
"That's a poor excuse," Nick told her. "Business is business," he said gruffly. "Now get your twitching ass out there and let them see how delicious it is to suck your cunt."
Nick did have a disgusting way of talking about beautiful, erotic sex and it irritated Cindy.
"You've got such a crude mouth," she complained.
"That's too fucking bad," Nick laughed.
Cindy followed Nick out the door and Ken walked behind her. Downstairs in the sunken living room a mattress had been placed in the middle of the floor. A red spot was focused on the mattress and the rock music coming from the stereo was coordinated to produce a very erotic scene for the hot naked men who were there to get their fill of the spectacle.
At first Ken felt fearful and nervous. How could he do such a thing? It was disgusting. But as he looked at beautiful blonde Cindy with her hair falling around her shoulders, her buttocks on display in the black lace panties and her lithe long legs encased in the black stockings looking so appealing, he didn't care what anyone thought.
The men applauded drunkenly and some of them even resorted to taking heroin and marijuana to add to the pleasures of the moment.
Cindy was no stranger to the men and some of them called out to her by name. But Ken, who had slipped on a mask just before he went out the door, was glad they didn't know him by name. They simply called him the kid.
"Hey, look at that kid and Cindy," one drunk slurred. "I'll bet she's gonna teach him the fine points of cunt lapping."
The lewd words tortured Ken. He thought of sex as something beautiful. He thought of a woman's pussy as something to love, to admire, to cherish. And to have it all sound so crude offended his finer senses. But as far as Cindy was concerned, it was just another night of business as usual.
"Hi, fellows," she smiled. "I've got a new stud to fuck me. I hope you have some good ideas of how we can do it."
The loud rock music annoyed Ken. He tried his best not to think about it. He was vividly aware it was going to be one hell of a difficult night. Nevertheless, as he finally came to the mattress and got on it with Cindy, he vowed he would do his best to have a good time.
The first thing the men wanted her to do was slip out of her stockings and her panties.
"That would be indecent," she laughed.
"Take it off," one man called out. Soon others were demanding the same thing.
"Strip," one man insisted lewdly. "Go ahead, show your cunt. Let us see it!"
Cindy turned around so all of the men could see her. There she was in her black lace panties with their open crotch. Her hair-fringed fissure was easily visible. The curly blond pubic hair excited them. Cindy gave them a special treat when she reached down and gently eased her cunt open so they could look at the pink, moist, glistening vagina in all of its natural splendor and wonder.
"Something to suck on," she giggled and made loud suck sounds with her mouth.
At that point one of the men called out and said, "Teach the kid how to eat cunt. Maybe he don't know."
It really bothered Ken to be called the kid. But what bothered him more than that was to think that anyone would suggest that a knowledgeable lover like him would be unaware of the finer points of pussy eating.
Ken knew all about cunt eating and it disgusted him to think that the men would act this way. Cindy sauntered over to Ken. She stood before him as she spread her luscious legs and nodded.
Almost crawling over to her now, nervously Ken reached up and gripped her hips. He pulled her cunt to his face and started licking hungrily. The loud suck sounds he made with his mouth as he pressed against her pussy lips stimulated him and excited him.
He slipped his hands under her black lace panties as he clutched her buttocks and tongue fucked her vagina. The delicious pleasure of having his madly driving tongue licking the wet, snug vaginal walls made her so excited she was shaking.
"Ohhh, it feels so good," she gasped as she ground her cunt in his face. "Suck hard."
She was panting in a dreamy voice as she kept shoving her pussy in his mouth. The men who watched were enjoying it so much that they were freely jacking off and making dirty talk.
"What a stallion," one man observed as he grabbed his cock in one hand and his balls in the other.
The erotic scene continued. Ken kept his eyes closed as he went on tongue fucking her.
"Hey, that kid was starved for pussy," one man observed.
All the same Cindy went on with her performance, oblivious to everything that was happening. Reaching down she let her finger nails grind into his head as she pulled him tighter to her cunt.
"Lick it, lover," she begged. "Suck it hard. That's the way. Lick it."
Feminine dew was constantly foaming up in her hotly drooling cunt, leaving the young man's tongue to taste her. He loved the lubrication and greasy pussy enormously. Ken let his tongue sweep in faster now as he began pumping with quicker movements while she shoved back to meet him.
"Suck me harder, honey," Cindy pleaded in a husky voice. "Lick faster. Ohhh, baby, my cunt's so hot I can't stand it. Harder! Harder!"
Ken could feel her hungry cunt grabbing at his invading tongue as if trying to trap it. It seemed as if her pussy wanted to suck his masculine tongue. She was breathing hard and he could feel her buttocks as she ground toward him salaciously. He loved her black lace panties as he slipped his hands under them to grip her curvaceous ass cheeks.
The men enjoyed the sight so much that they were waiting for that erotic moment when she would juice.
"Suck," they began panting in unison. "Suck cunt. Eat pussy. Lick it, love it, suck it."
He kept driving his tongue inside of her until he could taste her. Licking up and down her clitoris he suddenly sucked on it. And then she was juicing.
"Ohhh," she panted, "it feels so good. Suck me, suck me."
Cindy let herself go completely under Ken's licking tongue. She loved the emotional exhilaration and sexual plateau to which he'd brought her, as the raw, tingly sensations of his tongue licking at her twitching clitoris got her so aroused she was cuming and gushing as she never had before. Ken gripped her ass cheeks and held her tightly as he repeatedly stabbed his tongue inside of her, licking and lapping her up.
When he had finished tonguing her, Ken eased out. One man told him to lick his lips if he really enjoyed pussy.
Licking his lips Ken smiled and made a slight bow as if he were getting into the hang of the performance that was expected of him.
It bothered him to think that people were watching now. For Cindy was totally naked as she had stripped out of her black stocking and tossed the garter belt aside along with the black lace panties. As he looked at her completely nude body Ken saw her opening her pink glistening mound to let every man see her twitching clitoris. Making a circle around the room she came back to him.
"Take it out, kid," one man called out. "Let's see your prick. That is, if you've got one, kid."
That really got Ken angry. He thought it was a low blow to suggest he didn't have a prick. What did they think he had done? Did they think he had stuffed tissue paper in his jock strap? He would show them.



CHAPTER TEN


Hastily pulling his jock strap off, Ken let his huge, throbbing cock flip into view. The men applauded wildly.
"Hey, that's something to suck," one man smiled at Cindy.
Cindy reached out and grabbed Ken's big prick.
"Go down on him," another man insisted.
Getting on her knees she rapidly brought her tongue to Ken's huge cock.
"Lick it," another man told her. "Go ahead, open your mouth."
Cindy's lips parted. And then her pink tongue rapidly licked at his huge, throbbing penis.
"Wow!" Ken gasped as he threw his head from side to side. "Suck my prick. I love it."
He really enjoyed having her mouth on his cock. It was wonderful having her suck like this.
"Harder," he told her. "Suck hard."
Ken loved the delicious sensation of her licking at his throbbing cock. He liked the moist smacking sounds her lips created as his swiftly moving cock plunged ruthlessly in and out of her grasping lips. Her head was thrown back and she looked as if she had completely surrendered to the sexual act that he wanted so desperately. Triumphantly now he shoved forward. His white cum was ready to erupt from his prick in a wild celebration of sex. She wanted to have him vigorously thrusting his man meat in her mouth and then spurting his semen. Cindy was a cock eater who enjoyed swallowing cum and she was anxious to have this young man ejaculate his penis fluids in her mouth.
Her tight vise-like grip on his lips told him she would suck him dry when he came. But the men were not completely satisfied.
"Pull off him, Cindy," one man called out, "and give him a rim job."
Cindy agreed reluctantly. Her need was for a hot, shooting cock and she didn't like pulling off at all. Nevertheless she pulled her mouth off his penis and told him what she expected.
"Get on your knees," she told the young, horny, muscular youth, "and bend over. I'll lick your asshole and pull on your cock. Then I'll suck your prick off and eat your cum."
Pleased at the prospect of having her suck and swallow his cum load, Ken did as he was instructed. He got on his knees. Pressing into the mattress as he bent over he turned to watch her face mounting his buttocks.
There she was – right behind him.
"Lick ass," one man gasped as he began jacking off in a regular rhythm.
Gripping Ken's buttocks, Cindy let her tongue lick along his ass cheeks, creating pleasurable sensations for him. Despite the lavish licking the young man was eager for her to suck on his butt. He resented the fact that she was putting on such an exhibition of licking, kissing and fondling his buttocks. That didn't mean a thing. She should get down to business, Ken figured.
However, the men were deriving a kind of warped, sick pleasure from seeing him suffer with his throbbing cock ready to explode. Reaching forward underneath him, she pulled on his cock as her tongue surged up his asshole. She enjoyed grabbing Ken's supple young cock and pulling on it until it was rock hard. As he bent over farther she got her tongue in there deeper.
"Way up his ass," one man demanded.
She let her tongue whip right up his rectum as she pulled on his penis until it was pulsating in her hand like it was going to explode any second.
Cindy quickly pumped her tongue up his rectum now. Ken enjoyed it. He kept insisting, "Slide your tongue all the way up my ass. Ohhh, I love that. Do it."
His buttocks twisted back and forth as her tongue continued slipping up his tight anus.
"Come on," he told her passionately, "pull on my prick. Pull on it."
Reaching underneath him she gripped his throbbing penis. Cindy pulled on it in a regular jack-off rhythm while he kept pushing his ass back to her so she would tongue fuck it deeper.
His weighty, sweaty testicles swung underneath him as he kept pumping his butt back to meet her driving tongue stabs.
"Ohhh," he groaned, "I love it. Come on. Suck my asshole."
The men got excited as they looked at what Cindy was doing. Their arousal developed because they were permitting themselves to jack off and the mental exhilaration of seeing the glowing sexual arousal combined with despair and degradation before them. They enjoyed the torment of Ken as she sucked his butt, getting him so stimulated that he could hardly stand it. Her sensually decadent body was responding to every request for their amusement. And somehow she was wallowing in this kind of sexual debasement.
Cindy had heard of women who enjoyed wild sex. And she was enjoying it enormously.
"Suck his ass," another man begged. "Go ahead."
Ken knew their whole performance was perverted and sick, but what did it matter now? All he knew was that he had to get his rocks off – and the quicker the better.
Finally he begged her to lick his prick.
"I can't hold back much longer," he warned her. "Get down there and suck my dick in your mouth."
Realizing what was going to happen, Cindy eased her tongue from his tight rectum. She got underneath him and gripped the huge, throbbing shaft, pulling it to her lips. Cindy opened her wild mouth and sucked him hungrily. She was underneath him now, clasping his round, firm buttocks and pulling him tighter to her. He could see his saliva-slickened prick riding inside of her mouth. Her lips fastened firmly on his throbbing shaft as she sucked sensuously.
"I'm gonna plunge it down your throat," he told her as he rammed his prick hard down her throat.
Cindy enjoyed the taste of him. And she gripped his hard, thick penis with greedy abandon.
"Eat it," he told her. "Eat my prick."
Her hands slipped over his bare buttocks, and her tongue rolled lasciviously over his rock-hard prick. It was throbbing hotly now and he knew it wouldn't be much longer until he exploded. He was anxious to see her suck and swallow. It was really happening now. He was turning men on at an exhibition. It made Ken feel like a fool, yet he did enjoy it. And he loved having Cindy's face looking up at him as he rammed his prick down her throat.
She loved every inch of his prick and could hardly wait for him to explode.
"I'm cuming," he told her as he gushed in her mouth as the hot sperm splashed volcanically down her throat. "Eat it," he begged. "Suck it."
His madly throbbing, fully elongated cock was quite a sight as he pushed its purplish head down her throat with hard, deep strokes.
His eyes grew wide as she sucked and swallowed every drop of his sperm load.
"Ohhh, yes," he told her, "suck off."
It was wonderful the way she was eating him. And he found his hot, hard, masculine meat pulling out of her lips as she begged for more. The men watched in amazement as she planted a kiss on the mushroom-shaped crown of Ken's cock when he finally pulled off.
At this point the men wanted to see him sticking his prick in her pussy. He still had a hard-on and they realized that he should fuck her again.
Cindy stretched out on the bed. Eagerly she looked up at him as she lay on her back. Ken bent over and got his face down in her crotch. This was humiliating, he knew, but he had to do it.
"Lick her ass," one man smiled as he held her buttocks up and let his tongue slip back and forth between them.
Her rotund buttocks appealed to him and he didn't mind licking her ass. The enjoyable sight of her naked crotch stimulated him. Then with a sadistic expression, he used his hand to angle his hotly swollen prick in the right direction. Ken slipped it between her pink petulant labia and jabbed forward.
"Ohhh," she gasped as she felt him driving in deeply.
"Hey, that feels real good," Ken whispered as he drove his hard, vigorously throbbing cock deep into her deliciously wet, feminine meat. "Now start shaking your ass, Cindy," he told her. "I'm gonna give you a real wild ride."
He wanted to have her wiggle. He figured that would provide a lot more pleasure for him. Cindy had never felt more humiliated. It was difficult performing like this in front of all these men.
As he spoke he reached down with both hands and gripped her satiny buttocks.
"Ohhh," Cindy moaned in shame as she felt his hands indecently smacking her bare buttocks just as if nothing was wrong with what he was doing.
The humiliation and resignation that she felt caused her to feel like an animal. She was just so much meat to all of the men who were watching. How completely degrading. Overcome by feelings of shame and humiliation and disgust with herself, Cindy nevertheless tried to perform and give him the kind of fuck that he was begging for. She shook her ass just as he told her to.
"Wow!" Ken told her. "Now you're fucking."
He kept pumping his rock-hard cock into her hot, dripping vagina. Cindy's undulating movements continually scraped her sensitive clitoris over the swollen masculine, tool, and the tiny membrane was quivering with electrically pleasant sensations.
"Is that all right?" Cindy whispered, looking up at him innocently.
He reached down to massage and knead her buttocks in a deliberately lewd fashion designed to humiliate her more.
"Keep shaking your ass, Cindy," he repeatedly urged.
As Cindy continued undulating her hips for him to satisfy his lusts, she cooperated by thrusting her pelvis back and forth on his desire-bloated prick. He loved having his cock sliding in her delicious feminine honey. She obviously had become so excited that she was experiencing spasms of orgasms.
"Ohhh, baby," he said between breathless gasps, "You're really doing it now."
She was caught between growing arousal and sexual despair and degradation. Ken kept driving his prick in at one angle and then had her twist her hips so he could shove his cock in at another angle. Grinding her hips around with quick, jerking movements she could feel his prick driving in deeply now.
"Let's blast off together," he panted as he kept pumping his thick, rigid prick in her grasping cunt.
Cindy's pussy muscles seized his cock now as she reached out and squeezed his sinewy buttocks.
"Ohhh, I'm almost there," he told her.
With each forward, brutal thrust he penetrated the entire length of her vaginal tunnel. Cindy could tell he was concerned only with sadistic raw sex and bringing himself to a shattering orgasm.
"Fuck it, fuck it," he gasped as he suddenly drove in with all of his manly might, exploding his prick.
"Ohhh," she panted as she pumped her hips in response, "keep fucking me."
She was wallowing in the pleasure of a tumultuous orgasm now as he kept driving his slick, sliding tool deeper in her cunt.
Seconds later she joined him in juicing. He kept riding his slick prick in her pussy as his sperm unloaded and she was cuming, too.
The men applauded as the two of them finished screwing before them. Ken finally eased his prick out of Cindy's cunt and got to his feet. She got to her feet, too, and the two of them walked away amidst a thunder of applause.
Once they were back in the bedroom Cindy congratulated him on doing a good job.
"I've got to hand it to you, honey," she told him, "You screwed like a real pro tonight. I think you and I could get into the big time."
"Big time?" Ken asked her curiously. "What's that?"
"Porno movies," Cindy bubbled enthusiastically. "We could make a mint. You and me. We're a real fuck-and-suck team if there ever was one."
"Do they ever give awards for screwing?" Ken asked curiously. "I mean, porno picture awards?"
"Maybe," Cindy said. "They ought to. It takes a lot of talent to give a good suck or fuck. It really does."
Ken wrapped his arms around her passionately and pressed his lips on hers.
"I know it does," he told her, "and you should get some recognition."
Just then Nick came in to pay them off.
"Two hundred for you and a hundred for the kid," he smiled, "and that's pretty good pay."
"Thank you, Nick," Cindy smiled pleasantly, "and I guess we gave you a pretty good show."
Nick agreed and thanked them.
"But you'd better get out of here," he warned her. "We don't want anyone catching us with a teenage kid. You know what I mean."
Ken understood and so did Cindy.
"I guess we know when we're not welcome," she giggled as she started to dress.
The money had made her happy and Ken had never seen so much all at once in his life.
"Imagine getting paid for fucking," he said with a happy look on his face. "That's the kind of work I like."



CHAPTER ELEVEN


Ken's mother happened to find the hundred-dollars the following week. He had placed it in a small box in his desk and she was cleaning up one afternoon and discovered it.
Confronting him with the money she demanded to know how he got it.
"What's it to you?" he asked, disgusted that she'd found it.
"Plenty," his mother informed him. "I hope you're not into robbery or something terrible," she suggested.
"No way, mom," he said as he took the money from her.
When his father confronted him with more questions about the money that night, Ken got disgusted.
"Can't I have any privacy around here?" he demanded.
"It's not a matter of privacy," his father told him, "but we like to know what you're doing. I realize you're growing up and everything, Ken. But I don't want you getting money from some wrong source."
Again Ken told his father he'd been saving it a long, long time. Finally his father believed him and told him he appreciated the fact that Ken was so careful with the money that he'd been getting.
Once more the urge to find another girl possessed him. It wasn't going to be easy but he had to find somebody. It had been a week now since he'd had sex. And a week was a long, long time for Ken.
There was one girl who he did admire. But he figured it would not be easy to have anything to do with her. The neighbor girl had placed her clothes out on the line just that morning to dry. And he had seen her panties. He knew what she looked like in them, but just the same he wanted to see her bare-ass naked now more than ever.
When Ken's folks went away to a bridge party, he called her up and asked her if she'd like to come over.
"I'm doing some homework," she told him.
"That's okay," he told her, "but there's a horror movie coming on Channel 9. Wouldn't you like to come over and watch it with me?"
When she told him that she would, Ken figured that he at least had a chance to get better involved with her. As he caught sight of her as she came to the front door Ken couldn't help notice her tight-fitting panties. The outline of the hem stood out against her tight-fitting slacks. It really turned him on just looking at her. But it bothered the young, brown-haired girl who was standing there looking up at Ken as he looked down at her mid-section.
"Is something wrong?" she asked quite curiously.
"No… there isn't," he told her. "Come right in, Betty."
Betty came in and soon the two of them were watching television.
"Can I get you something to drink?" he asked her.
"What have you got?" she wanted to know.
"Oh, we've got Seven-Ups, Cokes, you name it," he told her.
"How about a Screwdriver?" she suggested with a slight smile forming about her lips.
"Oh, you're a booze-hound," he laughed.
"A good drink never hurt anybody," Betty told him.
Ken fixed her a Screwdriver. Mixing the orange juice and Vodka and adding the ice cubes, he carried the drink over to her.
"Why thank you," she told him.
When he had sat down beside her, he deliberately pressed next to her. Not looking at the television too much it became obvious to Betty that the only reason Ken had asked her over was to make out with her.
"That's nice," she quipped. "You asked me over here to look at a television show. And all you really wanted to do was to get fresh with me."
Ken shook his head.
"I just don't see any need for us to be so far apart on this sofa," he smiled.
Betty knew better. But she wasn't about to make a big fuss. Ken was a lot of fun and she figured it might not hurt if he did sit close. But beyond that, she didn't want anymore to happen.
"Just don't get any wrong ideas," Betty warned him.
Ken didn't say anything. But Betty was grinning impishly at him now and this excited him.
"I've often wished I could be as casual about sex as you chicks are," he told her.
Betty didn't know exactly what to say.
"Let's just look at the show. Is that all right?"
The two of them watched the movie. But it didn't take long before Ken's arm was wrapped around Betty. And then he was looking at her bosoms. Letting his hand reach out and gently press against the material of her blouse as he felt of her breasts, he told her how much he would like to see them.
"I came over here to look at television," she told him, "and now you want much more."
At this point he had to admit he did.
"I've admired you from afar," he told her.
"Look, you only live next door," Betty reminded him. "That's not so far."
"But that's too far apart for me," Ken said as his hands swept down to her crotch.
She put her hand on his and pulled it off.
"Quit touching me there," she said indignantly.
For a few moments Ken didn't do anything. And then he decided that he would try to entice her.
"I've got something for you," he told her.
Ken surprised her by unzipping his fly and reaching in to pull out his throbbing, long cock. As she looked at his penis she recognized he was indeed a man. A couple of times she had seen her brother's cock. But it was nowhere near as long as this.
"Wow!" Betty exclaimed as she gazed at his huge penis. "You really do have a big one, Ken."
"And it's a bit of a problem," he half-apologized. "I'm always wishing I could get it off."
A certain urge to play with his cock seized her. Yet she didn't touch him. She felt as though it would be very bold to do such a thing.
"Don't you want to play with me?" Ken finally asked as he reached for her hand and placed it on his cock.
Slowly Betty began stroking up and down the length of his shaft.
"Oh, that feels so good," he told her. "I love that."
Betty pulled up and down on his penis. She could see the tip of it starting to ooze cum.
"Why don't you really have some fun down there and lick it for me?" Ken suggested.
She kept a steady jack-off motion with her hand, not taking the foreskin up over the glans, but still knowing that the most pleasurable sensation for a man involved was feeling that his cock was totally enclosed. And once or twice she had played with her brother's penis. But now she was enjoying Ken's cock and wanted to take him all the way down her throat. She figured that would really be exciting, but she didn't want to have him think she was too bold.
"Would you like to suck on it?" he suggested.
She shook her head.
"Come on, give me a blow job," he begged.
Realizing that she was not experienced in such things made Betty fearful. She knew that good cock eating was something of an art, and she was apprehensive that she couldn't give him a good enough cock suck.
"Go on," he pleaded, "lick it for me."
She kept masturbating him and Ken began patting her pussy. Betty loved the sensation of his hands around her vagina, but she didn't want to tell him so. Finally he suggested that they go up to his room.
Ken stuffed his cock back in his shorts and zipped up his pants as the two of them walked upstairs to his bedroom. Once in his bedroom, Ken made sure that he closed the door and locked it. Betty was fearful. She wondered how much he would do.
"Maybe we should forget it, Ken," she suggested. "I… I don't think we would go through with it."
Ken was bound and determined he was going to have sex with her.
"You want it, Betty, and you know you do," he said, going over to her and clutching her close to him.
He pressed his huge penis against her and this did stimulate her.
"Just take off your clothes," he told her, "and then we'll make it together."
She was excited now and she wanted to see him naked.
"All right," Betty agreed.
The two of them undressed. When Ken walked toward beautiful Betty with his throbbing cock standing out in front of him she felt defenseless. She wanted him.
"I want to teach you how to suck," he told her, "and I know you will enjoy it once you learn."
Ken's fingers reached down and he rudely explored the slick, ready vagina. He let his finger wet itself in the froth that was bubbling out of her and began to worm and wiggle against her tiny puckered anal opening.
"Ohhh, don't do that," Betty begged him. "That isn't right."
He picked her up and carried her over to the bed. Then he eased his finger tip in her cunt again. Using the juice from her cunt he pulled out and let it slip to her ass crack. Sliding it back and forth in her asshole he got her so excited she was ready to do anything.
"Stop it," she begged as she felt the full length of his forefinger thrusting into the incredibly tight grip of her anal canal.
"What's the matter, Betty? Hasn't anyone ever shoved a hard cock up your hot little asshole before?"
Ken's finger was pulling at her, loosening her asshole as he spoke. Betty shook her head and closed her eyes as she became aware of the terrible filthy pleasure that it gave her to feel his finger exploring her anus.
"Ohhh, no," she said in shock. "Nobody would ever do such a thing. That isn't right, Ken."
The sound of the lovely brunette groaning seemed to excite Ken. His naked body pressed against hers as she could feel the stimulating length of his erect cock rubbing against her thigh. The punishing finger in her asshole began twirling again. She almost screamed when another hard finger began to press into her asshole beside it. Her body jerked on the bed as the double penetration of her tight rectum was completed. Her hands threshed out and for the first time she realized that he was determined to shove the awesome length of his cock up her asshole.
"Anything but that," she begged.
Ken looked down at his penis.
"Maybe you'd like to suck my prick off," he told her.
"No," she pleaded, "don't make me do such a thing."
The beautiful brunette looked away from him. Everything he was discussing was getting her angry. At that moment Betty felt the thick head of his cock slipping into her dripping vagina. For an instant Betty relaxed. He wasn't going to sodomize, her. Betty was sure that's what he wanted originally, but she heaved a sigh of relief as he plunged his prick in her cunt. He thrust it in a couple of times and then withdrew his cock.
"Please, please don't ever put that in my asshole," she begged.
"All right," he told her, "you can open your mouth. Ill fuck your face."
Ken rolled over on his back and motioned for Betty to take his cock.
"Suck me off, Betty," he told her as he drove forward to her mouth.
Betty gripped his penis at its base. Then he felt him slipping his slick cock in her mouth. He jabbed his thick rod into her throat mercilessly. She felt him driving deeper and she wondered how much of this she could take. The force of his thrust hurt her as he shoved against her throat. Yet it got him so excited that he seemed to be going out of his mind. Reaching down he gripped her head as he began pumping in earnest. Betty tried to pull away but he forced her down and kept driving it with wanton abandon.
"You've got to suck my prick," he told her excitedly. "Suck it off. Come on, suck it."
Betty found it difficult to satisfy him, but she built up a rhythm as she went up and down on his slippery, long shaft.
"Now you're doing it," he exclaimed excitedly. "Suck, suck!"
She kept her mouth moving up and down his slick, hard shaft as he reached out to grip her head and guide her. It was painful as he rammed it down her throat and she could hardly breathe. Betty tried to get him to stop but he wouldn't permit her to. Reaching out he gripped her bosoms. He pinched the nipples obscenely, enjoying the sight of her bobbing breasts as she sucked harder on his prick. The obscene words of "suck" and "eat my prick" got her excited as she closed her eyes and let him frantically fuck into her willing mouth.
"Play with my balls," he begged her. "Grab them. Squeeze them."
Reaching out Betty gripped his testicles. She massaged them tenderly. And then he told her that he expected even more. He shoved her off his prick and raised his hairy thighs up.
"Get down there and lick my ass," he begged her.
Betty was strangely drawn to do anything he asked her to at this instant. She placed her hand on his round, firm, sinewy buttocks, but as she brought her face to his behind she still couldn't bring herself to do what he expected.
"Ohhh, suck it, please, Betty, suck my asshole."
His words bubbled from his mouth. For a moment he saw her hesitate. And then he reached out to grip her head, shoving her down around his crotch. Hesitantly her tongue licked at his bare bottom. But that still wasn't enough to satisfy him. He wanted her to get right in his asshole and suck.
"Suck, suck, suck," he intoned. "Suck my asshole. Go ahead."
He could see her face reddening now as he forced her to extend her tongue and twirl it around his anus. He got so excited at this point he was barely able to stand it. His legs twitched as her hot tongue penetrated his squirming anus.



CHAPTER TWELVE


Betty's lips twirled crazily around his tight, quivering anus. The pleasure of having her licking him there got him so excited he reached for his palpitating hot shaft and began pulling on it. His impatient throbbing cock felt as though it was going to explode any second. But first he shoved his loins into her face. Ken grabbed his throbbing thickness and jerked on it, begging her to eat out his ass all the while.
Betty had never been asked to do anything quite so degrading before. Tears trickled from her cheeks as he forced her to accommodate his bizarre, lustful desires.
"Go ahead," he begged her, "lick my asshole."
She clasped his buttocks and let her tongue slip all around his bare bottom. He got so excited now that he was shaking. Ken felt her rapidly plunging tongue stabs developing into a rhythm and this got him more excited than ever.
"Suck my ass," he panted as he wildly pumped his thick cock.
His hips gyrated as he felt the excitement tingling through his body. He had come alive now. Ken massaged his own balls and pulled on his shaft as Betty sucked out his ass. Closing her eyes, Betty developed a rhythm with her tongue stabs. She wasn't going to stop now. She kept her tongue penetrating up his rectum until he was so excited he was shaking.
"Suck my ass," he begged anxiously. "Suck it."
He shoved his loins up against her face and she could feel his cock throb.
"Now," he told her, "open your mouth and let me pump my prick inside."
The moment that her mouth opened he shoved his cock so hard down her throat that she was almost choking for breath. Betty could suddenly feel her own climax building, raging for freedom in her loins and she began fucking her finger up his asshole as she pursed her warm, wet lips around his rapidly plunging penis, clasping and unclasping against it in a rhythm that seemed to match the eager pulsations.
Betty could hear Ken groaning long and deep as his hands pressed obscenely against her cheeks that were expanding and hollowing as he pumped his thick prick into her oral cavity. His hips gyrated below on the mattress as his loins seemed to lurch up against her face. She could feel tufts of his pubic hair salaciously tickling her chin with each upward thrust he made, urging her on to suck him harder.
"Suck, you cock eater, suck meeeeee!" the young boy's voice demanded.
All at once Ken began to feel the white hot stream sizzling deep in his balls, then racing steam-like the entire length of his wildly thrusting penis. He gasped and his lips bared back over his teeth as though being tortured by fire. His madly jerking cock seemed to burst open from the top at once, his whole body wrenching in an agony of sublime pleasure.
His massively pulsating pole of flesh exploded in gush after gush of sperm into the girl's lewdly sucking mouth, bloating her cheeks outward with each bullet-like shot of cum until she swallowed to keep from choking, mewling and crooning hungrily at his thrusting groin.
"Don't stop sucking," he begged. "Eat it all."
His hands tangled tighter into her hair as he kept on ramming his prick in her face. Betty began to feel her twitching cunt convulse. Plunging her fingers harder and faster into her wetly palpitating vaginal opening, sluising her thumb up and down over the lust-swollen bud of her clitoris, Betty got excited. A low grunt rumbled from her throat as she sucked around the jerking length of Ken's still-thrusting cock, her spasming fingers working to bring her to complete orgasm. Sighing in a rapture, Betty fell on his loins, his cock ramming all the way down her throat as he continued to shoot his load of white, hot sperm in subsiding bursts.
At last Ken's penis softened and deflated in her hot mouth. Ken slipped onto his side and let out a deep moan of satisfaction. His hands went to his face and he rubbed his eyes.
"Wow!" Ken exclaimed. "Never did get such a good cock suck."
Betty lay still with the limp, useless male organ between her lips. She sucked the last oozings of cum from its head. In her mind she was miles away from what was happening in Ken's bedroom. She remembered the first time she had sex when she was hitchhiking. A trucker had given her a lift and then asked her to go down on him in exchange. She thought it was an awful thing to suggest until she tried sucking off his cock. But it didn't take her long to discover that she was good at it. But what she enjoyed most of all was that erotic moment when he shot his wad in her mouth.
Looking at Ken now she remembered the wild time that she had enjoyed with the trucker.
"What are you thinking about?" he asked her.
Betty giggled. She knew that she couldn't tell him.
"I really want to stick my prick in your cunt," he said earnestly.
Shaking her head Betty told him they ought to quit.
"Let's stop while we're ahead," she suggested.
Ken wanted to thrust his long, pulsating hardness between her softly moist cunt lips. Glancing at her pussy he decided to fuck her. She looked up at his face which was contorting into an evil expression of animal lust. How on earth could she ever go through more of this? Yet as he hovered over her it didn't feel so awful.
"Open your legs," he commanded.
Shaking her head she told him no.
"I said I wanted to fuck your cunt," he ordered angrily.
When she pulled away he pinned her down with his hands. Frantically she tried to wiggle away, but her quivering thighs finally stopped struggling as she parted her legs for him. Then Ken guided his cock into her. Betty's fleshy cuntal lips gripped at his driving prick. The tightly clasped passage of her vagina pulled on his cock as he rammed in with all of his manly might.
"Fuck it," he told her as he pumped up and down.
Betty was so excited now she could hardly stand it.
"Yes, baby, yes," she panted as she threw her legs around his and humped him.
Ken wanted her to finger his asshole and he didn't hesitate to tell her so. With her free hand she accommodated his request. Betty parted his buttocks and let her finger slip to his ass crack. Ken really got aroused as she fingered his ass good.
"Ohhh, that's good. Feel of the balls, too, while you're there," he told her.
His powerful, rigid penis continued riding inside of her. Betty's cunt clasped his cock and she wiggled from side to side. Ken shoved his prick to a right angle. She twisted her hips to the left. It excited him so much he was gasping with lustful pleasure.
"Ohhh, baby," he told her passionately, "you're beautiful. Keep fucking just like that."
She kept churning her hips around as he got ever more excited. Finally he couldn't hold back any longer. Her plunging finger gliding up his asshole massaging his prostate gland combining with her beautiful bosoms jiggling against his chest as he rammed his prick deeper in her cunt got him so aroused he exploded.
"I'm cuming, Betty," he panted as he pumped it to her. "Fuck off!"
Her cunt muscles seized his prick and squeezed as he finished shooting his sperm in her pussy.
When Ken removed his prick from her cunt some of his cum dripped on her curly round pubic hair. She brushed it off and looked up at him.
"I really enjoyed you, Ken," she confessed.
Ken didn't want to have her getting any ideas about going steady. He didn't hesitate to tell her that he enjoyed it but they'd better not do it anymore. A look of disappointment formed on her face as she shook her head in disbelief and disgust.
"You mean, after giving you everything," she said sadly, "you don't want it again?"
Ken looked for his shorts. Finding them he slipped into them and he tossed her the panties that had appealed to him so much when he stripped her earlier.
"I don't know," he explained, "but I guess I'm just a one-night-stand man. You know what that, is?"
Even though Betty figured she knew pretty well what Ken was telling her, she asked him to explain some more.
"All right," he said agreeably. "That's a man who enjoys doing it with a woman once. But after that he just doesn't want it again."
Shaking her head sadly, Betty recognized his feelings.
"If that's the way you are, Ken," she said, "then I don't know as you're ever gonna be happy. Even when you're older, I mean."
Ken didn't care to talk about it anymore, so he simply went downstairs with her once they were dressed and they watched a television show until it was over.
That evening when his mom and dad came home and saw them talking in the den, they both were pleased. When Ken had walked Betty back home his mother congratulated him.
"Now that's the kind of girl I wish you'd go around with," she told him flatly.
Ken didn't say anything. But when his father congratulated him on going with a nice girl, he broke down and told them both what he thought about Betty.
"She's a slut," he said quietly as he went up to his bedroom and slammed the door shut.
Once he was in his room he realized he had spoken too abruptly about the neighbor girl. After all, Betty had simply done what he'd asked her to. And he felt guilty for calling her names because of it.
Yet there was something about having sex with her that made him feel dirty. He couldn't put his finger on why but he had a feeling she had been around plenty and was just pretending to be innocent.
There was a teacher at school that Ken found fascinating. It appeared doubtful, however, that he could ever get her to take an interest in him.
After class one day he stopped to talk to her.
"I wish I could speak to you," he told her. "I… I don't know how to put this, but I have a problem I'd like to discuss with you."
The trim, twenty-five-year-old teacher told Ken she'd be glad to listen to his problems. But little did Linda Livingstone realize what Ken wanted to discuss.
As Ken sat on the edge of her desk and looked into her blue eyes, he finally found words coming very difficult. He couldn't help but be impressed with her beauty and her body.
"What is your problem?" Linda Livingstone finally insisted on knowing.
Ken went over and closed the door to the classroom.
"It's very personal," he told her.
"Is it that personal?" Miss Livingstone asked as she looked at him intently.
Ken glanced at her and blushed. Miss Livingstone felt sorry for him.
"What is it, Ken?" she demanded.
"If you must know," Ken told her frankly, "you turn me on."
Miss Livingstone was so taken back by what the young student had told her that she didn't know what to say.
"I'm sorry," she finally volunteered huskily, "but that is hardly something I can help you with."
Ken, however, felt she could.
"You see," he told her, "after class I have to go home and jack off while I think of you. And I don't think it's wholesome to jack off."
Miss Livingstone surprised him with her response.
"Not true," she told him. "There's nothing wrong with a young boy servicing himself in that manner, if he has to. Time was, Ken, when it used to be looked upon as something that would produce warts, cause blindness or other maladies of the mind. But science has discovered that masturbation is healthy."
Looking at Miss Livingstone he suddenly wondered if she was masturbating.
"Miss Livingstone," he asked quietly, "do you masturbate?"
Linda Livingstone's face flushed as she looked at her questioning student.
"Let's just say I don't look upon it as wrong," she replied, pursing her lips in a pleased smile and hoping that would satisfy him.
But it didn't.
"If I could jack off in front of you," Ken told her, "while you let me look at your tits, that would really turn me on."
Miss Livingstone's jaw hung slack.
"Young man," she told him, "I think you had better be going now. This type of problem should be taken up with a male counselor. Certainly not with me!"
"I'm not gay," the young boy volunteered, "so I thought it only fair that we should discuss it together. After all, you are woman, I am man."
"I know all about that," Miss Livingstone said as she narrowed her eyes and got to her feet.
But before she could say another word, Ken was flashing his penis in front of her eyes.
"Ken, really," she exclaimed nervously, "put that thing back in your pants."
"It's not a snake," Ken chuckled. "It's just my cock."
Miss Livingstone had visions of a school scandal. She had heard about a teacher who placed her hand on a young pupil's shoulder. And she remembered all of the notoriety that the teacher had garnered. It just so happened it was a girl's shoulder to boot. And the teacher had been touted as a lesbian until it was discovered that the girl was simply a trouble maker. Now she was confronted with a horrifying situation of Ken flashing his throbbing cock, which was dripping cum from its tip, in front of her eyes.
"This is inappropriate behavior," she told him.
"I've got a hard-on," he insisted grimly.
"I know," she agreed, "but I can't help you. Would you please get out of here."
Afraid to open the door now for fear that someone might be walking by, Linda Livingstone felt trapped. She knew the young boy had her right where he wanted her. The mistake was in permitting him to have closed and locked the door in the first place. At this point she stood there frozen as he slowly pulled out his balls and began massaging them vigorously.
"Ken, please, have a heart," she told him.
"I've got a heart," he smiled, "but I've also got a hard-on. So if you will have a heart and help me with my hard-on, we'll both be happy."
For a second it seemed so logical that Miss Livingstone felt like reaching over and pulling on the pulsating flesh of his hot shaft. But better judgment prevailed and she moved away from him to the door.
Ken walked toward her, his huge cock jutting from his loins as if it would unload and shoot at her in an instant.
"What are you going to do?" Ken smirked. "Open the door and let everyone see us together?"
It was a very good question that Ken had asked her and she frankly didn't have the answer. It bothered her that he was becoming so nervy – "You ought to be ashamed of yourself," she told him.
"I'm not," he said proudly.
Ken began pulling the fleshy shaft in regular rhythmic strokes.
"Pump on my prick," he pleaded to the teacher.
Throwing her hands up in horror at the nerve of his suggestion, she shook her head and adamantly told him, "Not on your life!"
Ken realized that she had forced the issue.
"All right, if you won't help me," he said reluctantly, "I guess I'll have to jack it off myself. But you'd help me get my gun off quicker if you'd pull it."
Shaking her head and closing her eyes, she listened as she heard the rhythmic beat of his hot hand on his throbbing pole of flesh. Ken was jacking off and there was nothing she could do to stop him.
"Please, please, Ken," she whispered urgently, "what if the principal should burst in and find us like this?"
"You wouldn't have to worry about teaching here next year," he laughed.
Linda Livingstone knew that he was telling the truth. Opening her eyes just a crack she could see the mask of lust surface on his face as the erotic thrills shot through his body while he jacked off vigorously.
"Wow, that feels good!" he exclaimed as he pumped with fervor and feeling. "Ohhh, baby, I wish you could milk it with your mouth. You would love it. I'd give you a hot mouthful."
The thought of going down on Ken did entice and intrigue Linda Livingstone. No student had ever been so bold before. Perhaps no young male student had ever been so horny for her body.
Linda vividly recalled a lover in college that she had been fascinated with. However, when she refused to give him sex he left her high and dry. She had graduated with flying colors and honors. But there was a part of her that was not satisfied – and that was the part that was responding now.
He continued jacking off and complimented himself.
"Don't you think I've got a big cock?" he smiled excitedly. "Just look at it. It's big and hard and long."
She couldn't help admiring his rhythm. He was pulling at an even, regular tempo and massaging his twitching balls as he came closer, ever closer to orgasm.
"Ohhh, Teach," the young stud exclaimed, "I'm cumming. Watch it."
At that instant his cock exploded. Hot spurts of sperm landed on the floor as he kept jacking off.
Hastily Linda Livingstone ran to the teacher's closet in the corner. Opening it up quickly she reached in to pull out a box of tissue. Pulling out some tissues she hurried over to the floor where his sperm had landed in hot, white spots. Hastily she wiped it up.
"Now get out of here," she pleaded. "You can't do this to me. You are destroying everything I've tried to build up. Get out of here, Ken, get out!"



CHAPTER THIRTEEN


Ken felt a special sense of pride in what he had accomplished. After all, he reasoned, he had used a lot of strategy to get Linda Livingstone to watch him jacking off. Recognizing the fact that he could have gotten into a lot of trouble himself if the principal stepped in, he knew the excuse that he would instantly make. Now that he had something on her he reasoned it might not be a bad idea to see if he could have sex with her.
A couple of weeks later after school he stayed and spoke with her.
"What is it you want?" Linda demanded disgustedly. "I should think you have bothered me enough."
Shaking his head he smiled at her.
"I'm sorry," he told her, "but you still could give me a very good time."
"If you try anything in here again," she warned him, "I'm gonna make trouble for you and plenty of it."
Paying little attention to what she was saying, he simply asked for her phone number.
"I'd like to get together with you tonight," he told her, "and we could have a real good time."
It got her disgusted that he was so bold as to ask for her phone number.
"Why should I give it to you?" she demanded, glaring at him.
"Because," he said in a soft, quiet voice, "it might be good for your teaching career."
He laughed as he spoke. She got the point.
"Just because I watched you," she told him angrily, "doesn't mean you can involve me."
Figuring that he would give her a tough time, he walked away.
"You were right," he said. "The last time I tried to make it with you, you suggested that I really should contact a counselor about my problem. Maybe I should go downstairs and tell the male counselor that you put the make on me. How does that grab you?"
Shuddering, she walked over to him.
"You wouldn't do anything that desperate, would you?" she demanded.
Nodding, he told her he would.
"All right," Linda shook her head, "I'll talk to you. I'll talk to you about tonight. This is the wrong place."
Figuring that he might as well be agreeable now as he could get what he wanted later, Ken nodded and smiled at her.
"Thank you," he told her.
She gave him her phone number and that night he called her up.
"I've been thinking it over," Linda Livingstone said quickly, "and I can always claim that you tried to rape me. How does that grab you, tiger?"
It surprised him to see what imagination she had.
"You make me laugh," he quipped. "You wouldn't dare. By the time they tried to figure out who was lying, you'd be out hunting for a job."
Linda knew what he said was true.
"All right, damn it," she told him. "I guess you can come to my place – but you'd better never tell anybody."
Finally she gave Ken her address. It didn't take him long to get in his car and drive over to her place. As he went up to her apartment, he could imagine all of the exciting things he would do to her.
When he tapped on the door and Linda appeared, she was wearing a very conservative dress. It was obvious that she intended to make him beg for it.
"Come in," she said reluctantly.
He hadn't been in more than a couple of moments before she began reading him the riot act.
"I'm not afraid of you," she told him. "I'm not afraid of you at all. You're just a horny young kid. But mark my words, if you cause trouble for me I can cause trouble for you. Now if you want me to sit here and watch you jack off, all right. But I'm not gonna do anything with you. Have you got that straight?"
It was becoming obvious to Ken that he had to start thinking fast.
"All right," he told her, "I'm gonna ask you for what I want and you're gonna cooperate."
Finally he got his point across to her.
"Take off your clothes," he insisted.
Linda Livingstone was so angry now that she couldn't look at him.
"I said, take off your clothes," the young boy repeated.
The school teacher stood there transfixed for a tense moment.
"I guess you don't hear very well," Ken said as he headed for the door.
The menacing tone in his voice indicated to her that he planned on making trouble for her if he could.
"Be reasonable," Linda begged.
Ken went over to her and smiled sadistically.
"How about just letting me massage you?" he asked her.
Sighing heavily, Linda shook her head.
"I… I don't want you to touch me," she said.
"That's too bad," Ken replied disgustedly, "because I want to fuck you. I hope you don't mind."
At this point she got the message as the young teenage student started stripping.
"Don't take off your clothes in here," Linda objected.
"I want you to undress, too," he said with disgust.
Figuring that possibly might be the end of it if she did comply and let him see her naked body, Linda reluctantly agreed.
"All right, Ken, if it means so much to you I'll let you look at me. But that's all. Do you understand?"
He smiled as he removed his shirt and tossed it on a chair. Then he removed his pants and his shorts. When Linda saw his huge cock she gasped with fright and shock.
"I don't like you showing your big cock around here," she complained. "Look, I'm not a whore. Why don't you find a woman like that to take care of you?"
It was getting Ken excited just seeing how upset she became. Going over to her, he let his hand gently caress her bosoms. Even though he could only press against her flesh through the material, it excited him enormously.
"Please," he told her, "just take off your clothes."
Finally Linda removed her blouse for him. When he caught sight of her curvaceous bosoms nestled in a half-cup bra he became so aroused he could hardly stand it.
"You're beautiful," he whispered in awe.
His fingers unfastened her bra and then he looked at her naked breasts.
"Let's be honest," he told her. "I'm so excited now I really need you. If I could just suck on them."
Linda was being drawn deeper into the web of the young student's sexuality and she didn't know how to stop.
"Please, please, don't do anything more," Linda begged.
"You're just coming out of your shell," he told her. "Be courageous. You've been looking for someone to take care of you. Come on, take off your skirt."
For some strange reason Linda listened to him. She got to her feet and suddenly began removing her skirt. When he caught sight of her panties that did it. Tugging at the elastic waistband of her blue lacy panties, he let his hand slide inside. Ken loved the feel of the silky smooth fabric of her panties as he gently ran his finger tips over the sheer fabric. When he felt of her hot, naked buttocks flesh he became so aroused he knew that he had to have sex with her.
"Ohhh, beautiful," he whispered as he let his index finger slip into her vagina.
"You're sick," Linda said angrily. "You shouldn't be doing things like this."
Regardless of the fact she said he was sick, her pussy was slick. He pumped his index finger rhythmically in and out of her juicy vagina and decided it was time to get more.
"You deserve to be fucked," he told her.
Ken stripped her enticing blue panties off completely. But before he tossed them to the floor, he brought the filmy fabric up to his cheek, then stroked it caressingly against his reddened cheeks, smiling knowingly at the teacher. His pulsing penis stood up to greater attention as he tossed the lacy panties aside, then wrapped his arms around Linda, pressing his lips hotly on hers.
"Please, don't hurt me," she said nervously.
His hungry eyes stared at her. He loved the sight of her naked body. It was almost as if he couldn't get enough of her. Her sheer panties lay on the floor and Ken's eyes dropped to the enticing sight of the delicate puff of lace. He thought of how smoothly they had covered Linda's naked hips with a sensual elegance that he'd never seen before. Ken remembered all the other girls he'd fucked and the panties they'd worn, those silky, lacy, sheer fragments of delicate fabric that had caused his cock to race and pulse to incredible dimensions. It was strange, he thought, how each girl had almost seemed to have a style according to the type of panties she wore. Vividly he recalled the open-crotched nylon panties of Cindy, her moist tufts of pubic hair peeking through the opening in a welcome caress as his finger tips had played through the opening. As he looked at Betty, Ken realized that here was a woman of far greater refinement, but her panties had brought Ken equally enthralling sensations as he watched her sensuous form squirming beneath the glistening nylon fabric just before he'd slid them off her trembling thighs and down her smooth legs.
"I want to admire your body," Ken looked at Betty pleadingly.
As he glanced down at her pussy she suddenly realized that he wanted to fuck her. Linda felt helpless to resist. He could do anything he wanted to her. He was twice as strong as she was and determined to have his way.
Slowly her face turned red with embarrassment.
"Now," he told her, "I want to lick your cunt."
As he looked at the completely exposed triangle of pubic hair between her legs, Ken licked his lips hungrily.
"Please, don't talk like that, Ken. What's wrong with you?"
Ken smiled. "I'm horny, that's what's wrong," he told her. "Now why don't you reach for my prick and pull on it?"
Reaching forward, the teacher felt she might satisfy him before he forced himself on her. She gripped his tense penis and pulled in a rhythmic motion. Betty kept pulling with her fingers, jacking his cock off at a steady, slow rhythm. The slit in the head of his cock opened and closed with each steady beat of her hand. A gleaming drop of pre-seminal fluid oozed out onto his cock head. Ken gasped with delight.
"That's what I like," he said as his fingers moved up and down over her smooth, naked skin, always avoiding the triangle of hair between her lithe, long legs.
"Faster, baby," he panted. "Hmmmm, ohhh, yes."
A steady trickle of gleaming cock fluid was oozing up and out of his cock head now. It gathered at the slit at the crown of his cock until the whole upper portion of his prick was covered with a layer of the sticky stuff, then spilled loose and ran down the sides of his shaft.
"Keep doing it, baby," he exclaimed excitedly. "Spread my juice up and down. Oh, wow!"
The muscles in his belly tensed and relaxed again. He grunted with excitement and squirmed as she pumped his penis ever harder.
"Let's sit down here," he gestured to the sofa as he glanced down into her little forest of curly pubic hair. "I'll just lean back and let you pull it."
As Linda pulled on his huge penis another surge of sticky pre-seminal fluid oozed up and out of his prick and spilled over her fingers. He was spreading all of his cock fluid in her hand. Even though she hated doing this for him she figured it might be a way of avoiding being forced into sex. All at once she felt his hand reaching over to her vagina. He drove his index finger inside of her pussy.
"Ohh, Ken," Linda gasped and squirmed.
She fought like a madwoman to escape what was happening to her. But he was determined that he was going to finger her cunt. His probing finger continued sliding inside of her.
"Now you jack me," he told her as her fingers still tightly clasped around his pulsing penis as he forced her to jack him faster than ever.
Fantastic sensations of erotic pleasure began shooting through Linda's vagina almost immediately. Her luscious legs trembled, her whole body shaking with a mixture of shock and excitement. Wave after wave of strange sensation surged up through her body. Never in her life had she felt anything so exciting, so strange, so beautiful. Ken grinned as he watched the expression of lust transform her face. He shoved his finger all the way up inside her, burying it to the hilt then began slipping it out again. She moved about as he stabbed it in and out slowly in a gentle fucking motion.
"Ohhhh, Ken," she panted, "it feels so good."
She moaned and closed her eyes, giving herself completely to the delightful sensations surging through her pussy.
"Ohhh, Ken, you don't know how good this feels to me."
Ken gasped. Another surge of sticky cock fluid was oozing up out of his penis. His prick was swelling up even bigger than ever and it was throbbing so hard that it seemed to have a life of its own.
"Ahhh," Linda moaned like a little girl, as he thrust his finger in and out of her juicing cunt.
The sensations of pleasure mounted up inside of her pussy as he began twisting his finger around while he forced it clear up inside her as far as it would go, "Ohhh, stop it, stop it," she pleaded.
Her eyes opened wide and she looked at him with a lustful urgency. She had enjoyed it so much that it tormented her. And now every muscle in Ken's body went stiff. He raised his buttocks up off the sofa and gasped with delight as she jacked his cock hard. However, he knew it was time to fuck her and fuck her fast.
"Roll over, baby," he said as he pulled his finger from her pussy and pushed her hand off his cock.
Reluctantly Linda released her grip on his throbbing manhood. And then as she rolled over, he spread her legs and quickly plunged his rigid manhood inside of hen Ken had a good idea of what he was going to do now, and he was wasting no time. He could feel her pussy juices surging around his cock as he rhythmically fucked her.
"Fuck it, fuck it," he told her passionately. "That's how you do it. Fuck!"
With driving determination he continued slicing it in her. He could feel her spasming. His cock was lubricated with her cunt juices, but he still hadn't cum. Ken was determined that he was going to have a wild fuck.
"I'm gonna screw your ass," he exclaimed excitedly as he pulled his prick out of her sticky pussy and held her buttocks up.
When it was difficult to stick his cock in her asshole at this angle, he rolled her over.
"Just lie there," he told her. "You're gonna get your ass screwed."
Parting Linda's buttocks, Ken stabbed his rigid cock right up her rectum.
"Up your asshole," he exclaimed as he felt her tight ass muscles seize his prick.
The lubrication that her cunt had provided was giving him a wild workout. So excited now that she couldn't resist him, Linda threw her arms around Ken and reached down to clasp his buttocks. Squeezing his ass cheeks she shoved back to meet his driving cock jabs.
"Ohhh," he exclaimed passionately, "that's what I like. Now you're fucking. Fuck me, fuck me!"
He enjoyed raping her asshole. It was tight all right. When she twisted around fireworks flashed in his balls. It wasn't going to be much longer until he unloaded.
"Milk it," he grunted. "Grab it."
He gripped her ass cheeks as he rammed his rigid cock right up her tight anus.
"Ohhh," he panted as he sodomized her brutally. "You've got a beautiful tight ass."
The lurid fuck was driving Linda out of her mind. She milked his prick with her ass muscles.
"Ohhh," he gasped, "I love it. Keep screwing your butt."
The determination and drive in his cock stabs had him driving in wild abandon into the tight recesses of her forbidden anus. Reaching around, he let his index finger slip inside of her pussy. Gripping the bud of her clitoris Ken squeezed it as he rhythmically rode into her.
Just as he was about to unload his cum the telephone rang.
"Don't answer," he warned her.
It was too late. Linda picked up the phone and begged for help. It didn't matter. Ken got his rocks off.
As his semen spurted up her asshole she told a friend of hers on the phone what was happening.
Finishing his fuck off, he eased his prick from her butt.
"You shouldn't have done that," he warned her.
She was exhausted now and collapsed on the sofa. However, before he could get out of her apartment, sirens sounded and he knew he had to make a run for it. Slipping into his shorts and putting on his pants quickly, he didn't even bother to tie his shoelaces as he wrapped his shirt and coat around himself and ran.
It was unsuccessful as the officers trapped him.
When Ken called his folks from Juvenile Hall, they were not surprised. They knew that he'd been getting into trouble, but they never knew it was anything as perverse and debasing as sodomizing his teacher.
Ken talked his problems over with a juvenile authority and tried to understand how he'd become involved in this vile syndrome of sex. He recalled vividly the panty fetish that seemed to trigger something within his erotic responses. The counselor made a note of this and also tried to guide him to a new understanding of how to satisfy his sexual needs without resorting to such desperate measures.
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