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CHAPTER ONE


Marc was about to be sucked off by a chesty blonde nurse when the phone rang and woke him up.
He opened his eyes wide as the annoying ringing shattered his cherished privacy along with all hopes of ever finishing what promised to be a quite satisfying fantasy. Cock still in hand, he considered ignoring whatever intruder was daring to call him at this hour of the morning and falling back to sleep, back to the warm wet mouth of Nurse Bigtits. Instead, he picked up the phone and struggled to find his voice. "Hello?" he said sleepily.
"Good morning, lover," the voice on the other end said.
Marc's groggy brain was unable to match a face to the attractive voice. He wondered if it might be Nurse Bigtits herself.
"What time is it?" he asked, stalling until he could pull himself together sufficiently to recognize the caller.
"Nearly eight-thirty…"
Damn! He hated to wake up before eleven. Especially when he was on vacation. Especially when he was about to be eaten by Nurse Bigtits!
"Sorry to call so early," the voice went on, "but I woke up feeling horny as a bitch, and I wondered if maybe I could pop over to finish off what we started last night."
By this time. Marc had mustered enough presence of mind to identify the voice as being that of his bedroom companion from the night before, a perky little blonde named Marcia.
He was also aware of the fact that he was still clutching his own swollen cock in a tight sweaty fist. He massaged it gently as thoughts of the previous night began to fill his waking brain.
"Sure, baby," he said, urgently kneading his tool as memories of the previous night's adventures replaced his waking fantasies.
"Beautiful," Marcia cooed. "See you soon, my stallion."
She hung up, leaving Marc with a telephone receiver in one hand and a fistful of dick in the other. Returning the receiver to its cradle, he continued his firm massage with the other hand. His mouth widened into a smile as his now awake brain digested the fact that Marcia would soon be in bed beside him.
The irony of the situation, as Marc was by now well aware, was that Marcia was, in reality, none other than Nurse Bigtits. Her real name was Marcia Bigley, but she was a nurse and she most definitely had big tits. It was undoubtedly the latter which had attracted Marc in the first place.
Marc had been sitting in the Cozy Corners Tavern when those particular boobs first caught his eye. As usual, Marc had left work with a hard-on and a mad passion to get laid, and, as usual, he was sitting alone in the bar with no prospects. Then Marcia sat next to him.
Marcia had the biggest pair of tits Marc had ever seen in his life. She wore a tight silk blouse which she kept unbuttoned almost to the waist, exposing a deep cleavage into which Marc desperately yearned to shove his trembling hand. Even more exciting than the cleavage, however, were the huge pointy discs which seemed to stand erect at the front of each full boob. Marc could see the roundness and the redness of each darling nipple through the thinness of the blouse, and he wanted very badly to rip it off and free the poor things and treat them to the licking and sucking which they so obviously needed and deserved.
Marc's eyes traveled down the length of the girl's luscious body. She had crossed her legs now, hiking her tiny skirt up almost to her waist. It was obvious that she wore no stockings, and Marc imagined that she wore no panties either. Her thighs looked soft and creamy in perfect contrast to her hard, womanly calves, and Marc had to clutch his drink tightly in both hands to keep from shoving one of them rudely into her snatch.
The girl ordered a drink and turned coolly toward Marc, her big blue eyes studying him carefully as he tried hard to think of something to say.
"Hi," he said lamely, wondering why it always looked so easy in the movies.
The girl smiled broadly. Leaning over, she pressed her massive bazooms against Marc's chest and kissed him wetly on the mouth. The kiss was a short one, but it was rich and open-mouthed. "You're the shy type, huh?" she said.
"I guess so," Marc admitted. The girl directed her gaze to the visible bulge in Marc's crotch.
"It doesn't look to me like you have anything to be shy about," she said.
As she leaned over again, her fingers dropped to Marc's lap and rested there, applying gentle pressure as her lips again fastened themselves to Marc's hungry mouth. This time, he did not let her escape so easily. His tongue carefully explored the insides of her cheeks as she sucked at his mouth as if it were some kind of ripe fruit. Again, the kiss was not a long one, but before it was over she had succeeded in undoing his fly and freeing his swollen member. She held it firmly in her small fist and squeezed it gently as she pressed her breasts tighter against his chest. He imagined what it would be like to rub his cock up and down in the moist cleavage between those great melons.
She continued to rub the underside of his cock with her palm as she drew back and again looked him in the eye. His own palms sweated heavily as she alternately rubbed and squeezed him. He longed to plunge his shaft deep into the mysterious warm hole which was busily lubricating itself under the waist-high skirt. The girl seemed able to read his thoughts as she smiled and put her full lips to his ear.
"I'm Marcia," she whispered hotly, "and I would just love to eat your cock." Marc began to throb in earnest, but Marcia clenched his eager organ tightly. He winced slightly at the sudden unexpected pain.
"Not yet, lover-boy," Marcia said. "You're not going to waste a single drop of that sweet come in Marcia's hand. We're going to go to my place and see if you can't choke me with that big thing of yours."
Giving it one last squeeze, Marcia carefully returned the pulsing organ to Marc's pants and zipped him up. She took his hand and led him to the street. Marc was excited by aggressive women, but he silently swore not to be so docile later on. If he was going to be picked up by a woman in a bar, he was damn well going to let her known who the boss was when the moment of truth arrived.
Marcia lived a few blocks from the bar, and in a matter of minutes they were in her apartment. Marc stood silently to the side as Marcia locked and chained the door.
"All right, lover," she said. "Off with your pants. Marcia is ready to start eating dick."
Marc smiled, but instead of dropping his pants he grabbed Marcia firmly by the shoulders and pulled her tightly toward him.
"Hey, I…" But before she could finish her thought, Marc clamped his mouth to hers and dropped his hands to her buttocks. She had a full woman's ass, and Marc pressed it toward him, grinding his own eager crotch against hers. Her mouth tasted good as she stopped fighting and submitted to her own oral lust. As her passion began to peak, Marc pulled his mouth away in a gesture of dominance.
"You'll eat cock, all right," he said, "but you'll eat it when I'm good and ready."
He slid his hands under the skirt and discovered that he had been right in his guess about the panties. His hands were greeted not by a wisp of material but by firm woman's flesh. He cupped the warm cheeks in his hands, still forcing her to do a slow tight grind in front. As her breathing grew heavier, he knew that she was no longer the one in control. "Unzip me," she whispered urgently. He bit her lip and pushed his tongue hard into her mouth to remind her that she was no longer giving the orders. She winced, and he felt strangely repaid for the painful squeeze which she had given him back at the bar.
He removed one of his hands from her ass and quickly unzipped her skirt. Roughly, he tugged it down and, even before the skirt touched the ground, hungrily grabbed a handful of crotch. Marcia shuddered as Marc busily kneaded her buttocks with his left hand as his right hand squeezed and stroked her damp pubes. His middle finger easily found its way into her cunt, and it slid about easily as her smooth inner walls began to coat the intruding finger with its sticky juices. Marcia's eyes were tightly closed now, and her tongue tried hard to work out her need inside Marc's mouth. They were both breathing to the rhythm of Marc's fingerfuck now. Marcia pulled away to gasp for air.
"Don't stop!" she cried breathlessly. "Oh God, please don't stop!"
Something about the way she said please excited Marc and filled him with a sense of power. He pushed his finger far up into her cunt. Powerful muscles pulled his finger in deeper and higher as fresh fluids were secreted from her vaginal walls, Marc began to rhythmically bend his finger, and Marcia gasped, pulling him still closer to her. He could feel her huge nipples straining through her clothes as she dropped her hand to his own. Gripping him firmly by the wrist, she pushed his hand far up into her soaking cunt. Little squealing sounds emitted from her lips as she sunk her teeth into his ear in her ecstasy.
"I'm going to come!" she screamed. "Oh Jesus don't stop!"
She began to spasm as Marc wiggled two soaked fingers around in her cunt. Her nails dug deeply into his wrist and back as her mind began to rage out of control, and Marc hoped that she would reach her release before the pain she was causing him became unbearable. He stuck his tongue wetly into her ear for good measure. The trick worked!
Marcia moaned as she thrashed about as if trying to swallow up Marc's hand. He was soaked in her natural lubrication as her clutching snatch seemed to open and close with wild abandon. With one last cry of delight, Marcia's body went limp in Marc's arms. She kissed him gratefully on the ear.
"My darling," she whispered with what little breath she could summon, "you are one hell of a fingerfucker!"
Marc moved her to the bed. Compliments were fine, but words were not going to relieve the pressure he felt in his balls.
"Lie back," he commanded. The girl obeyed. Marc dropped his pants. His pride and joy stood out proudly in all its erect glory. Marcia jumped up from the bed and grabbed a fistful of cock. With a show of will-power which surprised himself as much as it surprised Marcia, Marc grasped her wrist and removed it from his organ.
"First I'm going to see those tits," he said. Marcia focused her pretty eyes on Marc's face, tears of frustration beginning to well up from the corners. A defiant smile began to appear at the edges of her mouth as she slowly unbuttoned her blouse, her eyes never leaving Marc's face. When the last button was undone, she held the garment closed over her chest. Complete silence filled the room for a moment as the girl smiled coyly and portentously at Marc.
Then, with a single great shake of her shoulders, Marcia threw the garment onto the bed.
Her breasts were fuller and more glorious than Marc had dared to imagine. The cleavage was deep and glinted with sweat, and the aureoles were tremendous and rich chocolate brown in color. At the tip of each breast was a fully erect nipple easily half an inch long. Marc stood transfixed with admiration for nearly a minute before reaching out to fondle the luscious melons, but Marcia intercepted his hand before it could reach its destination. "Fair's fair!" she pouted.
"What do you mean," Marc demanded. "You had your jollies!"
"That's right," she said. "And now it's your turn." Her face softened into a smile. "My dear horny friend," she said, gently massaging his balls, "you came here for an expert blow job, and an expert blow job you will get!" Marc had to admit that her logic was faultless. "On your back, lover," she ordered. Marc looked a bit resentful, and she immediately understood. She tenderly kissed his inner ear and whispered warmly.
"Please?"
Marc grinned and stretched out on his back. Marcia positioned her ass above his face and slowly lowered her still wet cunt into his mouth.
"Taste that," she suggested, and taste it he did, easily sliding his tongue into the damp crevice. He noticed for the first time that her wiry wet pubic hairs were exactly the same golden color as the short blonde hair on her head. He was about to comment on it when he suddenly found himself gasping for breath.
With a single mighty swoop, Marcia had engulfed the entirety of Marc's throbbing shaft in her wet mouth. Without the gentle teasing preliminaries which Marc had expected, she was gulping and swallowing at his cock as if she wanted it down her throat. Marc decided to oblige her. Still licking at her sweet juicy cunt, he plunged his own pelvis forward and upward. The girl moaned, and the exhalation of her breath sent a wave of ecstasy through Marc's body. He began to bounce up and down on the bed in rhythm to her sucking. Her passion increased as she sucked still harder, her lips tightly pursed over the head of Marc's instrument. Her hands were now gently rubbing his balls as her head moved back and forth, back and forth over the smooth undersurface of Marc's cock. He in turn had grabbed two great handfuls of spongy tit and was massaging the pointy nipples in rhythm with the ball massage which he was receiving. The two of them lay there, licking and stroking and sucking and rubbing as all sense of time vanished from their fevered brains.
Somewhere, a bell was ringing. Marc assumed that it was in his head, but he fell suddenly back to reality as Marcia released her vice-like grip on his now pulsing cock. Reluctantly, he removed his tongue from her luscious hairpie to speak.
"What's the matter?" he asked.
"The telephone," she said, "I have to answer the telephone!"
"Fuck the telephone," he insisted. "I was about to come!"
"So sorry, angel," she apologized sincerely, "but business has to come first."
Marc lay there in frustrated silence as the woman rolled off of him and picked up the telephone receiver.
"Hello… Yes… Yes, doctor… Right away. Bye!"
Marc sat up in disbelief as Marcia got up, rushed over to the closet, and began to get dressed in a nurse's uniform.
He had never seen a bra that big before! "What's going on?" he demanded.
"I'm sorry. Believe me, I'm as sorry I have to leave as you are, but duty calls and I have to get over to the hospital right away."
Marc put a hand on his aching cock. Marcia giggled.
"I'd ask you to drive me, but it doesn't look like you'd be able to get your pants on."
Marcia finished dressing and kissed the angry head of Marc's cock quickly but wetly.
"There's paper and pencils in the kitchen. Leave me your address and your phone number. I'll make it up to you as soon as I possibly can."
Keys in hand, she gently kissed Marc on the lips one last time and firmly squeezed his organ. "I promise," she said, sweeping out of the door.
Marc sat silently on the edge of the bed as he heard the apartment door lock behind her.
And now it was a new morning, and Marcia, alias Nurse Bigtits, was on her way over to make it up to him. Well, he was certainly ready for her.
Marc looked in the mirror and saw a tired looking man with a tremendous erection looking back at him. He wearily shook his head in dismay and went to the bathroom to clean up. Quickly showering and shaving, Marc began to feel like a new man. His erection had mercifully collapsed in the shower, but it now began to sneak back as he thought of burying his face between those massive boobs and finally popping his rocks into Bigtits' golden snatch. He just finished brushing his teeth as the doorbell rang.
Marc put on his robe and attempted to assemble a last minute strategy. His aching cock reminded him that this was no time for subtlety. She was a horny woman eager to be fucked and he was a horny man more than eager to fuck her. He would open the door, tear her clothes off, and shove his stiff shaft hard and fast into her waiting pussy. He breathed harder, imagining filling her body with his own hot come.
But when he opened the door, he was met by a rather startling surprise. Instead of seeing the beloved Bigtits he saw a young man and woman who appeared rather startled to be greeted by a man wearing only a robe and a giant erection. The young woman was his sister Steffi.



CHAPTER TWO


"Can we come in?" Steffi asked. Marc nodded dumbly and stepped aside as his sister and her friend entered.
"Marc," she said, "this is Michael."
Marc extended his hand and Michael shook it, seeming uncomfortable as if he were not used to such cordial welcomes. He was a bit taller than Marc and considerably slimmer of build. His face was youthful beneath shaggy hair and a droopy mustache. But the greater part of Marc's attention was focused on the beautiful girl who was standing beside him.
The last time Marc had seen Steffi, she had been no more than a girl. There was no doubt in his mind that she was a woman now. She was dressed simply in tight hip-hugging blue jeans that pulled snugly at the crotch, and Marc could not help thinking that there was no room for panties underneath. On top she wore a loose fitting sweatshirt which gave little indication of how her breasts might have developed over the several years since she and Marc had last seen each other. Most of all, Marc marvelled at Steffi's beautiful face. She had the same huge green eyes and clear young skin as always, and even her hair looked as if it had not been more than trimmed over the years. Dark brown and parted down the middle, it was perfectly straight and reached almost to the small of her back. She had been a beautiful girl, and now she was a beautiful woman.
"Hey," she said, nodding at the bulge in his robe, "is that any way to greet a long lost sister?"
Marc looked down and flushed slightly. It didn't seem right to get a hard-on looking at your own sister, but then again it didn't seem right for your own sister to look so appealing.
"Sorry, Steff," he apologized. "It's been a rough morning."
"That's okay, big brother. How about a welcoming hug?"
Marc and Steffi embraced warmly. Marc blushing a deep red as his stupid cock insisted on getting in the way of the embrace.
"It's okay, Marc," Steffi assured him. "Listen, I'm flattered that you're excited to see me!"
Marc was pleased that his kid sister was behaving in such a grown-up fashion. He had to keep on reminding himself that he was no longer dealing with a child. The stirrings in his groin would not let him forget.
Meanwhile, Michael was standing nervously by the window. Marc was trying hard not to prejudge him, but he could not help feeling a bit uncomfortable with this seedy looking stranger standing in his living room casting furtive glances out the window. Marc hoped that his sister would explain what this surprise visit was about. She did not make him wait long.
"Marc," she began, "Michael is in trouble with the law."
Marc looked at Michael who continued to stare out the window.
"He didn't do anything wrong. Honest! They just caught him dealing some pot and he got away and now we need some place to stay for a few days." Steffi took Marc's hand. "Please, Marc. We won't be any trouble." Steffi slid a soft hand underneath her brother's robe and placed it gently on his stomach. Carefully playing with the hairs that grew just below his navel, she looked sexily into his eyes. Leaning forward, she allowed her breasts to make fleeting contact with his chest as she whispered into his ear.
"I'll make it up to you any way you want," she said.
Marc looked at her hard as she continued to tug gently at his hairs and softly rub his tummy. Was she being a sweet and loving sister or was she acting like a slut? Marc couldn't decide, but he knew that he liked what she was doing to him. Without taking his eyes off of hers, he clasped the hand which was teasing him to delightfully and pushed it lower. Steffi's fingertips made contact with her brother's cock, but she quickly withdrew, gently scratching his pubic hair instead.
Again, Marc took her by the wrist and firmly planted her small warm hand on his cock. She closed her eyes and sighed this time as she began to rhythmically massage her brother's erection. Marc looked at her and saw the face of an affectionate and liberated sister and not that of a whore. He took her hand off his penis and, raising it to his lips, kissed it tenderly. "Sure you can stay," he said.
Steffi kissed him on the mouth with warm but closed lips.
"Thank you, Marc. You're a dear." She looked meaningfully at his crotch. "And you're such a big boy now," she said with a smile.
Marc grinned and looked at Michael who was still looking glumly out the window.
"He doesn't talk much, does he?" Marc said to his sister.
"Michael? Oh, he's sort of moody. You'll like him once you get to know him. There is one thing, though."
"What's that?" Marc asked, already expecting the worst.
Steffi cupped her hands to her mouth as if that would prevent Michael from hearing and said in a loud stage whisper, "He's sort of a pervert."
"Gay?" asked Marc a bit nervously.
"Oh no, not usually. He's just a bit odd sometimes."
Marc waited for his sister to elaborate, but soon realized that no elaboration was forthcoming. He decided not to press her, figuring that he would find out all too soon anyway. It was then that Michael spoke his first words. "Where do I sleep?"
Marc had to concede that it was a reasonable enough question. He only had one bedroom, and he wasn't about to share his bed with the mystery pervert. The alternatives were for him to give up his bed to Steffi and Michael or for him to put Michael on the couch and share his bed with Steffi. The latter possibility was intriguing but somehow frightening. "Well," he said, "do you two… I mean…"
"Do we ball?" Steffi proposed brightly. Marc felt himself reddening.
"Listen, Marc," she said, "if the three of us are going to share this small apartment for a few days, we're going to have to learn to be frank with each other. Right?"
Marc nodded. Being frank with Steffi was not going to be easy, but he could tell that it was going to be fun.
"Now," she said, placing a hand comfortably on her brother's shoulder, "what was it you wanted to know?"
Marc cleared his throat. "Do you two ball?" he asked.
The corners of Steffi's mouth turned up in a pretty smile as she answered. "Not often," she said, "but very very well."
"Well, where would you like to sleep?"
Steffi's pretty green eyes scanned Marc's body before she spoke. Her gaze stopped at the still impressive remains of his last erection.
"Frankly, big brother, if it's okay with Michael, I'd very much like to sleep with you."
Michael gave his silent consent by immediately plopping down on the living room couch. Steffi took her brother's hand and led him into the bedroom.
"It's high time we got re-acquainted," she said, a cutely naughty glint in her eye.
Steffi sat on the edge of the bed as Marc stood self-consciously in the middle of the room.
"Look, Marc, I meant what I said about being frank with each other. I mean, we shared a room when we were kids, didn't we?"
"Sure," he answered, "but you weren't so damn sexy when we were kids."
Steffi looked coyly at her brother out of the comer of her eye.
"Don't you like it?" she asked sweetly.
"That's what I'm afraid of," he said.
"Well, look, if it's my body that's got you uptight, I think you better start getting used to it right away."
Without waiting for a response, Steffi took hold of her sweatshirt where it ended at her hips and swiftly pulled it off over her bead. She was wearing nothing underneath.
"There," she said. "Now it that so frightening?"
Marc looked at his sister's lovely body with awed admiration. Aside from being stunned by the simple and unembarrassed manner in which she had removed her top in his presence, Marc could not remember ever having seen such an attractive and wholesome looking body before. Steffi's breasts were perfect rose-tipped apples sitting high and proud on her girlish chest. The last time he had seen his sister's breasts, they had just barely begun to differ from his own. She had been embarrassed that time, and he had walked away with a king-sized erection. He could still remember closing the door and beating off to fantasies of fucking his sister's tits.
And here he was in his bedroom again with Steffi sitting bare-chested on his bed. And this time she was a woman with real woman's boobs.
"What's the matter, big brother? Haven't you ever seen boobs before?" She lifted them proudly in her palms. "You even saw these a few years ago, remember? They turned out pretty nicely, didn't they?" She looked at the bulge at his crotch. "I can see that you like them. Listen, why don't you take your robe off and make yourself at home. If I'm going to be sleeping with a brother who gets a hard-on every time he sees my tits, I might as well get used to seeing what he looks like in the buff." Marc opened his robe and dropped it on the floor. "Ooh!" she said. "That's very nice!" She patted the edge of the bed invitingly and Marc sat down.
Steffi had kicked off her shoes now and was stretching out temptingly on the bed, her eyes closed and her hair spread out behind her head like a halo. Marc looked at her pliant young breasts and his hand shook. He placed the hand gingerly on her firm young tummy. She smiled.
"Mmmm," she moaned, "that feels nice. Would you rub it for awhile?"
Marc began to trace small circles on his sister's stomach. The circles slowly began to grow larger and larger, encompassing the light, light brown pubic hairs which began to show a few inches below the navel and reaching almost to her firm high breasts. Her skin was soft and warm, and Marc wanted very much to shove his hand down the front of her pants to feel the dampness of her young twat. His circles grew larger and larger, his fingers reaching just under the top of her pants and just to the undersurface of her lovely breasts. The pressure in his own groin was becoming unbearable.
As if she could read his thoughts, Steffi opened her eyes and smiled.
"Marc," she said, "if you'll lick my nipples, I'll rub your prick."
Marc did not wait for a second invitation. He lowered his mouth to the sweet rose-buds and began to lick them up and down with his tongue. Almost immediately, the girl's breathing quickened as her nipples turned to hard points in her brother's hungry mouth. Opening his mouth wide, Marc took in almost an entire breast, licking the aching nipple from way back in his throat. The girl moaned as she thrashed about in ecstasy.
Steffi, meanwhile, was upholding her end of the bargain. No sooner had Marc begun to trace his patterns on the sensitive center bud which crowned her aureoles than Steffi started to slide her cool palm back and forth along the enflamed undersurface of her brother's cock. It was hard and fully erect now as she began to squeeze and release, squeeze and release in perfect time to his lapping of her pointed teats. As his breathing grew heavier, Marc slid a hand down to her bare tummy again and began to slowly work his way down toward her twat. But Steffi was too excited for such subtleties.
"Wait a minute," she said, releasing her hold on him and removing his head from her bosom. "I want you to shove it up my cunt!"
She jumped up, opened her pants, and slid them off her long slim legs. She was fully naked and beautiful now as she lay on her back, knees raised and thighs widely parted.
"Fuck me hard," she pleaded. "Fuck me good and hard."
Marc looked at the moist slit between his sister's legs. He could feel the pulsing of his cock and he knew how good it would be to push it hard up her furry snatch, but he couldn't help thinking that it was somehow wrong to do it to his own sister.
"Marc," she said, her voice quivering, "I'm a woman and a woman needs to be fucked. If you won't do it, I'll have to do it myself!"
With that, she plunged one of her own fingers into her juicy cunt. Searching out her clitoris, she began to knead and massage the tiny bud, her ass bouncing up and down on the bed as waves of pleasure coursed through her body. Marc grabbed his own cock in desperation. Watching his sister masturbate seemed even more perverse than screwing her. As if without conscious intent, Marc watched as his own hand began to slide back and forth along his own cock. Steffi was watching him now, and the sight of her brother massaging his own tool struck her as both stimulating and pathetic.
"Poor baby!" she said, removing her drenched finger from between her labia. "I've been so thoughtless! Let me do that."
Steffi sat up and took her brother's hand off his poor overly stimulated organ. Holding his balls delicately in her hands, she closed her moist lips tightly over the head of his cock, slowly sliding her tongue back and forth along the surface of the red groove. Marc sighed with relief as he gently caressed his sister's sweet smelling hair and surrendered himself to her delicious sucking. He rumpled her soft brown pubic hair and carefully inserted his middle finger into her damp box. Easily finding her tiny clit, he began to rotate it tenderly as the girl grew damper and damper and her sucking became firmer and firmer. Each had completely lost his sense of time and place when Michael walked in.
"Hey," he said angrily, "you didn't tell me you were going to suck off the son-of-a-bitch!"
Steffi's mouth released its hold on Marc's organ and pulled his finger out of her soggy cunt with a small popping sound.
"Michael!" she said. "This son-of-a-bitch happens to be my brother!"
Marc was becoming embarrassed again, but he was more horny than he was embarrassed.
"Steffi…" he began.
"Wait a minute, Marc," she said. "Listen, Michael, I never made you any promises!"
"I know," said the intruder, "but you could have at least invited me in to watch."
"Marc's straight! I told you that before."
"Then fuck him!"
"Then fuck you!"
Michael dropped his pants and revealed a monstrous erection.
"What am I supposed to do with this?" he asked.
"Shove it up your ass!" Steffi answered.
"I think I'll shove it up yours!" he said.
Steffi looked at Marc with kind and loving eyes. "Is it all right?" she asked. "I don't mind, and he really enjoys it."
Marc shrugged. He hardly seemed to be calling the shots anymore. Steffi kissed him warmly on the mouth.
"All right, then, Michael. You have everyone's permission to shove it up my sweet ass." Steffi lay on her side.
"Marc, if you wouldn't mind eating me out, I would love to get back to what I was doing."
Marc lay down beside his sister, cock to face and face to cunt. Steffi immediately resumed her vice-like grip on Marc's still erect organ as he snaked his tongue into her hole for a first taste of her sweet secretions. Meanwhile, Michael had removed the remainder of his clothing and was lying behind Steffi. The girl reached behind her and guided Michael's cock into her asshole. Marc continued to suck and lick at her luscious honeyhole as the girl tightened and released the muscles of her buttocks for the benefit of the ass-fucking Michael. The three of them twisted and writhed there in pleasure like some obscene three-headed animal.
As much as he was enjoying slurping his sister's juices, Marc was not sure that he approved of eating out his own sister, especially while she was being simultaneously fucked up the ass by some seedy refugee from the law. Still, he had to admit that he was enjoying himself. After all, he figured, if you couldn't love your own flesh and blood, who could you love?
Meanwhile, Marc was reaping the sweet rewards of Steffi's double ecstasy. Each time Michael would shove his cock roughly up Steffi's ass, Marc could feel new juices of passion spurting from his sister's soft inner tissues. His tongue worked fiercely inside her snatch, eager not to miss a single tasty drop. He snaked his tongue smoothly around the sides, top, and bottom of her cunt, coating each slippery wall with saliva as he coated his own tongue with the sticky glandular juices of her lust. Steffi twisted her pelvis in Marc's face as his tongue made contact each time with the sensitive nerves of her inner cunt. He put his hands on her smooth hip-bones and ground her cunt into his mouth as he continued his delicious explorations.
For her part, Steffi was functioning as a brilliant sexual dynamo, especially considering that her mind had turned into a field of pure white light in her excitement. Her body easily took over where her mind failed her, as each orifice tightened and closed upon whichever fat tool of lust happened to be filling it at the moment. Steffi squeezed the muscles of her sphincter and heard Michael moan from behind as his cock throbbed and pulsed. This excited her and she felt new moistness between the lips of her cunt which Marc would be sure to lap up as soon as she secreted them. The satisfying tickling of his skilful tongue would cause her to suck more firmly and lasciviously on Marc's magnificent prick, which in turn would cause him to lick even more deliciously at her warm honeyhole. Completing the cycle, Steffi would tighten her clutching sphincter and send Michael into new paroxysms of joy. In this way, the cycle would go on over and over again, with Steffi functioning as the central switch board for the dispatching of their three-way fulfillment.
The thoughts in Michael's head were by no means as kind or loving as those of his bedmates. Completely resenting Marc's presence, he rammed his shaft roughly up Steffi's ass in the attempt to punish her for trying to suck off the son-of-a-bitch without inviting him to indulge in some satisfying voyeurism. He hoped he was hurting her as much as she was pleasing him by squeezing and kneading his aching cock with her tight little sphincter. He would ram the thing all the way up into her face if he could. The bitch! Didn't she know that he loved her?
Michael bit the girl's soft shoulder passionately as he dug his nails into the succulent flesh of her buttocks. Steffi cried out in a mixed squeal of delight and pain as Michael continued to batter his way in and out of her now sore asshole. Marc, not fully aware of the complex of emotions which were unfolding before him, knew only that he had never known a girl to get as wet as Steffi was getting and that his own passion was rapidly approaching the breaking point.
His feeling of impending climax was fully shared by Steffi and Michael as well, although Steffi was by now too lost in her passion to consider the fact intellectually. Michael was aware of the waves of pleasure which were surging up and down the swollen vein of his prick and eagerly awaited the moment in which he could fill the bitch's ass with his steamy come.
Marc closed his eyes tightly as his sister continued to moisten and caress his throbbing organ with a hot wet mouth. He hoped she was going to enjoy his gift of hot come as much as he was going to enjoy giving it.
Steffi felt every muscle in her body tighten, delighted with male throbbing in her mouth and anus. She could feel fire in her cunt and the excited quivering of her clitoris as Marc's skilled tongue teased and tantalized that swollen organ. She felt a vague thrill at the realization that it was her own brother who was about to come in her mouth.
Then, as if it had been pre-planned, cocks and cunt began spasming as one. It was Michael who first began to explode, his semen pumping into Steffi's asshole as his teeth sunk viciously into the tender muscle of her shoulder. As Steffi's body began to jerk violently, wave after wave of sensual delight swept through her sweat-soaked body. She wanted to scream out loud, but Marc's passion too had reached its climax. Jet after jet of fresh warm come spurted into Steffi's welcoming mouth as Marc ejaculated hotly and joyously into that orifice. The three of them twitched and jerked and spasmed until every last drop of male and female fluids had been swallowed up. Breathing slowed down as a quiet calm began to replace the hectic lust which had preceded it. Brother, sister, and friend lay in silent reflection of the explosive ecstasies which each had just undergone.
They jumped in alarm as the shadowy figure in the doorway announced its presence.
"Is this a private party," Marcia asked, "or can anybody play?"



CHAPTER THREE


Marc stared at Marcia with disbelief. Just an hour ago she had been the only thing on his mind, and now he could hardly even think of her name. He blinked his eyes and cleared his throat, hoping to be able to focus his still blurry eyes and to find his voice before he would have to speak to the woman in the doorway.
"I really am a little surprised at you," she said. "I mean, I know I had to leave you abruptly last night, but I did call and I did say I was coming right over. You might have had the decency to wait a little while."
Marc tried to consider the scene objectively and realized that it looked pretty bad. Marcia had called him just a little while ago to invite herself over, and here he was in bed with a beautiful naked girl. Marc looked at Steffi and was strangely gratified to see her blush a deep red.
"And I would have thought that if you really needed to get fucked that badly that you might at least have stuck to women!" Marcia added.
Marc winced at this observation. He had completely forgotten for the moment that he was caught in bed not only with a beautiful young girl but with the seedy shaggy haired Michael as well. Marc knew that his explanation was going to be entirely reasonable, but under the circumstances he was not at all sure how well Marcia was going to take it.
"Marcia," he said at last, "I'd like you to meet my sister Steffi."
Marcia's scowl was replaced by a smile at what seemed to her to be the incredible audacity of Marc's story.
"And I suppose this is your long lost brother?" she asked sarcastically, jerking her pretty head toward Michael.
"No," he said, a bit irritated by her joke, "this is Steffi's friend Michael."
For his part, Michael was oblivious to the wit and the anger which was being displayed around him. Oblivious to the absurdity of the situation in which he was caught, Michael was fascinated by the woman who still stood in the doorway. Wearing the same miniskirt in which she had met Marc the night before, Marcia stood with her massive chest protruding proudly, each firm full breast pressing against the material of her tight sweater like a wool covered mountain. Michael licked his lips lasciviously. If there was anything he liked as much as fucking warm twat it was licking large tits. He rubbed his own erection as he imagined shoving it up this one.
Marcia, of course, was unaware of the fantasies which dwelled in the seedy stranger's sick mind. "Marc," she said, placing her hands enticingly on her hips, "I am no stranger to the world of sex. I have fucked and been fucked by some of the best and some of the worst. Along the way, I have heard some pretty strange stories, come-ons, and excuses. But, if I may say so, this is undoubtedly the biggest cock and bull story I've ever heard in my life!"
Marc had no ready answer for this tirade. As he sat groping mentally for a convincing response, Steffi jumped up and sprang to his defence.
"Just a Goddamned minute!" she said, her apple-like breasts bouncing gently as she spoke. "It just so happens that Marc is my brother and Michael is my friend and we stopped in on him unexpectedly and we haven't seen each other in a very long time and if you don't like our getting reacquainted that's just too damn bad!"
Marcia looked Steffi in the eye, her head cocked in a gesture of suspended belief.
"And you just happened to be fucking your brother and your friend when I came in?" she asked.
"Well," Steffi said, reddening slightly, "not fucking, exactly, but I think you have the general idea."
Marcia looked at the younger girl for another moment and broke into a broad grin.
"Steffi," she said at last, "I believe you. The whole thing is just too improbable to be made up. Nice to meet you. I'm sorry I acted like such a bitch."
Everyone except Michael was smiling now as all tension suddenly dissipated. Marcia noticed the incongruence and decided to inquire about it. "What's wrong with him?" she asked bluntly.
"Michael?" Steffi said. "Oh, he's just a little moody, that's all."
Michael was still paying very little attention to the chattering of the others in the room. He was imagining what a tight cunt Marcia must have and how good it would feel to ram his cock up it until she begged him to stop.
"What did you come here for?" he asked in a tone far more blunt than any of the others could possibly have mustered. The question caught Marcia off-guard.
"Well," she said, trying to give an honest answer, "frankly, I came here to get fucked."
Michael's heart beat faster at the sound of the girl's words. "Then let's get down to it," he said. Marcia looked questioningly at Marc. The intense pleasures which he had experienced mere moments before were still fresh in his mind, and his satisfied body yearned more for peaceful rest than for renewed stimulation. He looked at Michael's tremendous erection and wondered what sort of strange man it was that was impossible to satisfy. For a moment, he envied Michael's endurance and his recent anal entry of Steffi, but he quickly dismissed those thoughts as being unworthy of a loving brother. Apparently Michael was capable of unlimited lust, but it was equally evident that he had no notion of love or tenderness. If it was plain old-fashioned getting fucked that Marcia had come for, than perhaps it should be Michael to give it to her.
"Why don't you and Michael get to know each other?" Marc said to Marcia. "Steffi and I are tired and we have a lot to talk about anyway."
Marcia looked at Michael and most especially at the monstrous flagpole which he was using as an erection. The idea of taking that monster into her body was a very appealing one. Marcia was hesitant to admit even to herself that the sight of Steffi's willowy young body had contributed significantly to her excitement.
"All right, then," she said, "if it's okay with Michael, I will stay here and see if that hairy prick of his is anywhere near as good as it looks."
"Let's get down to it," Michael growled deep in his throat.
Marc and Steffi exchanged agreeing looks and, picking up their clothes, proceeded to leave the bedroom to the whims of their companions. "Dig you later," Steffi said to Michael as they left.
"Enjoy," Marc said simply.
When they were gone, Michael and Marcia studied each other in a moment of awkward silence. It was Marcia who broke the silence. "I see you're not the talkative type."
Michael did not smile. "Take off your clothes, bitch."
"I guess we're going to play rough, huh? Well, junior, let me assure you that whatever you can dish out, I can take and give right back."
Michael's fevered brain pounded furiously. No woman had ever spoken to him that way before. For the first time in his life, he was experiencing a feeling which very roughly approximated respect.
Marcia, meanwhile, was not concerning herself with such abstract matters. The thought of having the shaggy stranger's large cock filling her inside flooded her brain. She hoped that he would be as rough in action as he was in speech. Unzipping her skirt, she slid the garment off her legs and let it lie in a pool at her feet. She ruffled her exposed blonde cunt hairs and, putting her hands defiantly on her hips, stood before Michael dressed only in her tight sweater.
"Okay, Big Boy," she said. "Let's get down to it."
Michael stood up, and Marcia repressed the shudder of excitement which she felt at seeing the full length of his incredible organ. Standing directly in front of her, Michael looked Marcia up and down several times before roughly yanking her sweater up over her head. She was wearing a bra, but the flimsy garment could barely contain the overflowing fullness of its contents. Michael rudely unhooked it and left Marcia standing in exciting nakedness. She tried to show arrogance on her face, but her body was no less aquiver with the anticipation of a good hard fuck than was Michael's.
Suddenly, Michael attached his lips to Marcia's great brown nipple and simultaneously shoved his finger into her cunt. She gasped with surprise and sudden ecstasy as Michael began to lick and bite her above and poke and tickle her below. She grew dizzy as her attention continually shifted from the sweet tingling which seemed to generate from her breasts to the intense warmth which was spreading from between her legs to the rest of her body. Soon, she could hear the slurping of the juices which her body had issued to welcome Michael's busy finger. She consciously tightened her vaginal grip in order to intensify the delicious friction of his finger rubbing against her swollen clitoris as she slowly and deliberately moved her pelvis up and down in counter-rhythm to the movements of his exploring finger. Her nails dug into Michael's shoulders as he continued squeezing her crotch in his sweaty palm.
Michael's own thoughts were wild and scattered. He wanted to know that the girl was being driven out of her mind by his probings, but at the same time he felt vaguely that he hoped he was causing her a certain amount of pain. As he slid his finger along the damp tunnel of her cunt, he carefully raked his fingernails along the sensitive walls. When the girl winced, he bit her nipple cruelly and poked her cunt a little harder. It was becoming increasingly difficult for him to distinguish between the responses of pleasure and those of pain.
"Ouch!" she cried. "Not so hard, darling!"
Michael bit her again and jabbed viciously at her vagina. To his tremendous surprise, he was thanked by a slap across the face. He withdrew in shock.
"Listen, Michael," the girl explained, "I don't mind playing rough. I like it. But if I say stop, you're going to have to stop!"
Michael sat on the edge of the bed. His mind was too befuddled by his lust for him to think rationally, but he sensed that what Marcia had said made sense. For a moment he felt genuine sorrow for having hurt her, but his moment of gentleness passed very quickly. His balls ached, and they seemed much more important than a little pain that he might have caused by biting a tit a little too hard. Marcia watched curiously as Michael lay back on the bed and looked at her. It seemed to him that he had done enough for her for the time being. Now it was his turn. "Eat me," he said.
Marcia looked at the strange man on the bed, his penis standing erect and pointing toward the wall behind his head. She usually resented being told what to do, but his cruelty and bluntness were exciting her in a way that she had almost forgotten.
And besides, his tall strong cock looked so inviting.
Marcia slid her hands up Michael's inner thighs. He gasped as her tongue darted out to make fleeting contact with his organ. As she licked it, her brow furrowed as she wondered about the strangeness of its taste. She did not know that part of Michael's pleasure stemmed from the knowledge that she was licking the same cock that had been fucking Steffi up the ass just a little while before. Ignorant of that fact, Marcia continued to lap wetly at Michael's organ to their mutual satisfaction.
Suddenly, Marcia enclosed the head of his cock fully in her mouth, still eagerly licking it on the sides and around the hole. As she sucked, she began to move her head up and down, swirling her tongue about in exquisite circles as she continually increased the force of her suction. Michael began to squeeze the girl's shoulders as her wet lips and tongue worked furiously on his enflamed organ. Once again, he was paying for his pleasure with pain, and once again Marcia was finding his behavior intolerable.
"Michael," she said, pulling her head away, "don't squeeze so hard!"
Michael felt himself grow angry at her interruption of his pleasure. He put his hands behind her head and pulled it down into his crotch. "More!" he commanded.
Again, Marcia began to suck on his member. As she ran her tongue along the length of his throbbing vein, Michael again found himself tightly clutching at the girl's shoulders. She tried to get up, but this time he held her head in his lap, hoping that she would forget about the pain and continue to treat him to the incomparable delight of a first-rate blow job. Marcia did not see things quite that way and instead sunk her teeth into the tender flesh of his organ. Michael cried out in pain and the girl pulled away.
"Listen," she said angrily, "no more bullshit! If you want somebody to hurt, you can count me out. What's the matter with you, anyway?"
Suddenly, the pain no longer seemed that important. Michael looked tenderly at the girl. No one had ever asked him what the matter was before.
"Do you really want to know?" he asked.
"Sure," she replied, putting her horniness aside for the moment in order to hear his story.
And Michael started to talk like he had never talked before. He told her about his parents and about the bad friends he had and about how he knew Steffi and about dealing pot and about how the police were looking for him and about how he was going to hide out in Marc's house for a few days. Marcia listened quietly, and when he finished she looked at him compassionately and tried to find words to relieve him of the embarrassment he obviously felt at having poured out his soul to a strange woman.
"And now," she said softly, "you're horny again."
"And now," he said unsmilingly, "I'm horny again."
"Well," she declared, a twinkle in her eye, "let's not waste anymore time talking about it. Let's get down to some serious Goddamn fucking!"
She thought she saw Michael almost smile as she flung herself back on the bed, her thighs parted and her arms extended in welcome. In a moment he was on top of her, his mouth on hers and his hands greedily cupping the fleshy cheeks of her full bottom. For a moment, they were each content just to lie there, holding on tightly to another human being who cared. Before long, the comfortable closeness of warm flesh reminded them both that they needed much more than just an affectionate embrace.
Suddenly, Michael sprang up in bed. Anxious though he was to sink his shaft into her hot damp cunt, he was aware of his sudden need to bring the girl to orgasm with his tongue. Kneeling between Marcia's spread legs, he placed a hand on each thigh and began to slowly slide his palms up and down the length of her lovely long legs, carefully avoiding the hairy juncture which she was now so eager to have him touch. Staring intently at her furry crotch, Michael was pleased to see the beads of perspiration which were beginning to accumulate in the wiry blonde hairs as he continued to caress her soft inner thighs, moving ever closer to her eager slit, but never quite making contact with it. Marcia moaned with frustration and cast pleading glances at her torturer as he continued to arouse her without attacking the ultimate source of her fulfillment. Michael moved his teasing fingers ever closer to her womanhood, greatly enjoying the big-breasted girl's anguished squirming. Finally, she could take no more of his teasing.
"Eat me, you son of a bitch!" she finally cried out desperately, echoing his earlier command more with need than with authority.
Michael swelled with inner satisfaction now as he slowly began to ease his head down toward her hairpie. His nose a mere inch from her lusciousness, he could smell the sweet juices which her cunt had been secreting in preparation. She writhed and twisted as his moustache tickled her labia, but still he withheld his tongue as he continued to stroke the soft warm flesh of her inner thighs with his fingertips. When he sensed that her lust had grown unbearable, Michael dropped his face fully into her lap and buried his tongue deep into the wet folds of her cunt.
Marcia cried out loud as the long awaited relief finally arrived, and Michael was determined to eat her out so well that she would be forced to admit that he could eat cunt better than most men could fuck. Licking her thoroughly, he tried not to miss a single tasty inch of her moist vaginal walls. The girl grew unbelievably wet as his tongue snaked up and down, in and out, exploring the full width and depth of her entire delicious cunt.
"My clit!" she moaned urgently. "Suck my clit!"
Michael was more than willing to cooperate. Closing his lips on her erect organ, he could feel Marcia shudder as he whipped his tongue about, lashing furiously at her tiny pink clitoris. His chin and moustache were sopping wet now and his own level of arousal was very high, but he was determined to see her come before he made her attend to his own very pressing needs. He licked and sucked as the girl arched her back, her fists tightly clenched in the unbearable tension.
"Faster!" she gasped. "Faster!"
Michael licked her harder and faster as if he wanted to lap up her juices as fast as she could produce them. Her tight fists began to pound the sides of the bed now as she rapidly approached her breaking point. Michael's tongue lapped mercilessly at her soggy slit, his mouth full of the fluids of her passion. His own lust was growing unbearable as well and, as he swallowed down the sticky sweet juices, he silently prayed that she would come soon. And come she did! Michael wondered if she wasn't going to wrench his tongue out of his mouth as her body jerked and bounced in spasmodic ecstasy. The bed creaked loudly under the rhythmic surging of Marcia's hips as the ultimate joys of Michael's tongue-lashing took their toll on her already overly-stimulated body.
"Good, good, good!" was all she could moan as her violent orgasm seemed to simultaneously tense and relax every muscle in her body. When it was finally over, she lay very still, exhausted but obviously very, very satisfied.
"Lie down with me," she whispered in what sounded like the voice of a little girl.
Michael was pleased that the girl's last suggestion had sounded more like a request than a command. Those feelings which he had had earlier, which vaguely resembled respect, were by now heavily over-shadowed by his lust. No longer remembered as the woman who cared about his troubles, she had been reduced in his mind to being just another piece of meat to jack off into. He lay down beside her and was immediately embraced by warm and passionate arms.
"Now," she said, blissfully unaware of the strange workings of Michael's mind, "I'm going to thank you."
With unanticipated energy, Marcia sprang up and knelt over him, her smooth round buttocks at his face. Taking his cock firmly in both hands, she began to massage his organ lovingly, almost as if she were milking it. Michael reached around for a handful of tit, and the two of them rubbed and caressed each other's sensitive parts in complete silence for several minutes. Marcia moved her hands to his balls as she finally spoke.
"And now, my dear," she said, "I believe that I will suck you off."
Michael's heart began to pound when he heard the girl's blunt announcement of her intentions. Meanwhile, Marcia had once again enveloped his cock in warm wet lips as she continued to gently rotate his tingling balls in her palms. She sucked on his member as if it were a lollipop, being extra sure to lick it firmly around the great red head. Michael could feel the throbbing in his vein as Marcia licked it up and down, up and down, sucking on the entire organ at the same time. To Michael's surprise, she had succeeded in grasping the entire length of his shaft in her mouth, and he could feel the smooth inner walls of her cheeks on his cock as the exquisite sucking continued. It was Michael's turn now to clench his fists tightly as Marcia began to alternately suck and blow on his organ, causing shivers of pleasure to race up and down the length of his entire body. He could feel the beginnings of the familiar pulsing when the girl suddenly pulled her head away.
"Now try some cunt on for size," she said, suddenly turning her body and sliding her still wet vagina down hard over Michael's erect cock. He gasped involuntarily as her powerful vaginal muscles grasped him firmly, sending new waves of delight coursing through his groin. Marcia began to bounce up and down, each movement a source of unspeakable pleasure for the supine Michael. He reached again for her swaying breasts and was amazed to feel that the massive tits seemed to have grown even larger with her passion. He massaged the nipples roughly as Marcia's ass rose and fell on his groin, pushing his prick ever harder and deeper into her hot damp cunt. It was her turn now to dig her nails viciously into his shoulders as she appreciated the warm glow a woman feels when her cunt is full of a healthy man's large erect cock. Michael didn't mind her nails at all, knowing that both of them were on the verge of what promised to be a pair of magnificent orgasms. Marcia cried out to him in a passion-choked voice as she continued her delightful bouncing.
"Come, already!" she screamed impatiently, "come, Goddamnit!"
Michael's sphincter tightened as his hips began to jerk to the rhythm of his inner pulsings. He watched the grimace of ecstasy on Marcia's face as he felt himself pumping fresh hot sperm into her cunt, and he was, to his own surprise, pleased to know that she was matching his sensational orgasm with an equally intense one of her own. When the initial explosions were over, she demonstrated the impressive muscular control of which she was apparently capable by tightly squeezing and releasing his softening prick several times in order not to miss a single precious drop of his bodily fluid. The smooth dampness of her muscular vagina felt very nice, and Michael heard himself sigh contentedly as Marcia slid her weight off his cock and lay down beside him.
"Thank you, lover," she said, kissing him first on the head of his cock and then tenderly on his lips. In a few moments, she was asleep.
Michael looked at the sleeping girl and thought about the events of the last half-hour. He was always slightly ashamed after having sex, and this time was proving to be no exception. This time he felt that he had more to worry about than ever before.
He had been weak. He had allowed himself to be sexually manipulated by a woman. So engrossed had he become in his lust that he had allowed her to fuck him on her terms rather than on his own. Michael had played his usual power games and he had lost. He felt used and very very ashamed.
The bitch, he thought, looking at her sleeping figure angrily. For a moment, he considered hurting her. Then he remembered just how used he had been.
He had revealed himself. She knew about his past and about the police. How much more had he told her? He couldn't remember. Should he kill her? He decided that he would certainly have to do something.
Michael took one last look at the lovely rising and falling of Marcia's chest as she slept. He longed once again to shove something up her hairy snatch, but he knew that there was no time left for that. The decision had been made.
When Marc and Steffi returned from their late breakfast, they approached Marc's bedroom door with understandable hesitation. To their surprise, it was open. They approached slowly and peeked in. Marcia was alone on the bed. "Marcia!" Marc called.
The girl, roused from sweet dreams of being screwed simultaneously by Marc looked up slowly and smiled sexily. "Good morning," she purred. She looked around and realized that alone in bed. "Where's Michael?" she asked. Steffi's eyes widened as she scanned the room for evidence of Michael's scant belongings. Her hand went to her mouth as the truth flashed on her. "Omigod!" she said. "He's gone!"



CHAPTER FOUR


Marc's first thought when he realized that Michael was gone was good riddance. He decided to keep the thought to himself. He had not been fond of Michael from the first time he saw him, and Marc considered himself a rather good judge of character. If he had not been convinced by Michael's brashness in the bedroom, his irresponsible flight now convinced Marc that Michael was the sort of company which his sister would be much better off without. He knew that Steffi was not going to see things that way.
"Why would he run away?" Steffi wondered out loud.
It was Marcia's turn then to exhibit her understanding of Michael's mind. She told the other two how Michael had revealed his secrets to her, and even Steffi had to admit that it was not unlikely that Michael would be too paranoid to hang around after such a confession. Marc found it very difficult to take his eyes off of Marcia as she repeated the details to them at length. She was sitting up in bed, her arms crossed in front of her chest and her hair mussed sexily. Marcia glowed with the warm glow of a sexually satisfied woman, and Marc could not help but envy her for that. He was feeling horny again, having returned from a pleasant talk with the very sister who had blown him so well that morning. It embarrassed him now to wish as he did that his sister's tits were just a little larger, realizing that her small jiggling boobs were just right for her petite frame. It seemed to him that the best solution to the problem of what to do about Michael was for Steffi and him to get undressed, get into bed with the voluptuous Marcia, and forget all about Michael. Of course, he said nothing of the sort.
"We've got to look for him," Steffi said, interrupting Marc's fantasy of sharing his bed with his pretty sister and the busty nurse.
"Look, Steffi," he argued, "if Michael wants to run away, who are we to try and stop him? Besides, he can take care of himself."
"Oh, no," the girl responded. "You don't know him like I do. He needs my help, Marc. He's likely to do something crazy if we don't go and find him."
Marc knew that the things his sister was saying were true, but somehow it didn't seem so terribly important to him that Michael be kept out of trouble. Still, if it meant so much to Steffi… "Okay," he said. "Where do we start?" Steffi smiled and kissed her brother warmly on the lips.
"Well," she said, thinking hard, "one of his favorite spots in the city is the Naked Truth, you know, that discotheque downtown? There are lots of people there that might help him hide out. Somebody there is bound to know where he is."
Marc's attention was divided as he listened to his sister's advice and simultaneously watched Marcia slipping back into her clothes. He felt the pangs of horny despair as furry cunt and massive tit disappeared behind cloth and wool. Marcia smiled at him and winked before she spoke.
"I'm afraid you'll have to count me out," she said. "Duty calls, you know, and I've got to get back to work. I'll be in touch. Don't worry about a thing."
Marcia, now fully clothed, walked to the door and hesitated a moment before leaving.
"Nice meeting you, Steffi," she said. "I'm sure we'll be seeing a lot more of each other."
She smiled inwardly at her own double meaning and walked out.
Marc and Steffi stood in awkward silence for a moment before Marc finally spoke. "Let's get going," he said simply.
The Naked Truth was open most of the day and night six days a week. To the delight of its owners, it was nearly always full. Much of the credit for the Naked Truth's success went to the excellent bands which played live every night, to the owner's good taste in recorded music during the day, and, perhaps most of all, to the incredibly exciting gogo dangers who mingled with the customers day and night. It was rumored that some of the girls were not adverse to going into the back rooms with especially attractive customers, but whether the rumors were true or not, there was no end to the number of young men who went each night to try their luck. Marc had never been at the Naked Truth before.
The reason was not that he was prudish, because he wasn't, and not because he didn't like to dance, because he did – rather, he had avoided the Naked Truth because he felt out of place there. He was young, but not quite young enough. He was hip, but he certainly didn't feel a part of the hippie scene. Now he was there, and he admitted to himself that he was eager to find out what was going on.
"Marc," Steffi said, "I'm going to check out some people I know. Why don't you look around for yourself?"
"I'll come with you," he volunteered.
"Well," she said, trying to be tactful, "some of these people are sort of strange, and you're kind of… well, you know…"
"Straight?" he offered.
She smiled her pretty smile and kissed him with slightly parted lips.
"Straight looking," she corrected, heavily emphasizing the second word. "I've got the best big brother in the world and I know it. But we have to do what's best for Michael right now, and I think it would be better if I went alone."
"Okay," he said, his attention momentarily distracted by a dancer's bouncing boobs, "whatever you say. I'll try to keep myself entertained."
Steffi glanced over to where her brother's eyes were focused and understood immediately.
"Ill meet you here later," she said, squeezing his arm as she began to walk away. Marc had not taken his eyes off the bouncing boobs. "Her name's Shelly," Steffi added helpfully before she left. Marc smiled, thanked her, and resumed watching the lovely dancing girl.
Marc didn't know if Shelly was a professional dancer or not, but there was no doubt in his mind that she could be if she wanted to. The music was loud and the flashing lights distracting, but Shelly seemed to be perfectly comfortable as she bounced and writhed to the pulsing rhythms. The music was hard rock 'n roll, and the girl moved to it as if she were born to dance to it. Dressed in a low-cut tank-top and hot-pants, she might as well have been naked as far as the effect she was having on Marc was concerned. Her legs were long and sleek and bare almost to the waist, a few girlish pubic curls showing from beneath the tight elastic around her upper thighs. She had dancer's legs, and her strong calf and thigh muscles tightened and relaxed excitingly as she dipped and twisted in time to the music.
The boobs which had originally caught Marc's eye were truly phenomenal. High and round, they were large and ripe like Marcia's, but much less conical as if they were still in a stage of development. Marc imagined that her nipples would be tiny and firm, rubbing up against the snug-fitting cloth of her tank-top. He longed to hold his palms underneath those bouncing tits and to rub his face in the cleavage between the un-bra'd bouncers. Even more urgently, he imagined rubbing his pelvis against the wildly undulating pelvis which was now bumping and grinding as excitedly as that of the most skilful stripper.
Marc suddenly realized that the girl's big blue eyes were not focused inwardly as he had assumed, but were rather looking rather intimately into his own! She seemed to beckon him with sly subtle movements of her chin, and Marc found himself seeming almost to drift off slowly in her direction.
Without being able to remember the exact moment when he began to react to the music. Marc realized that he was facing the blue-eyed teenager and was almost imperceptibly beginning to imitate her movements. First it was his elbows and knees which buckled and swayed, and then he felt his head beginning to hop in time, and finally his entire torso was wiggling freely to the unrelenting beat of the rock music. Shelly was grinning at him now, seeming to play the part of the seductress more than that of the dancer. Marc reddened slightly as her gaze turned to the tell-tale bulge which had begun to show through his pants. The girl licked her lips suggestively and the blood in Marc's temples began to pound in expectation.
The fast loud music of one rock band ended and was immediately followed by the still louder and faster music of another. All of a sudden, Marc's attention was shifted from Shelly's face and tits to her hips and her high, shapely ass. She seemed to be all pelvis now as she slid her body up and down in a tight, slow circle, jutting her crotch toward her partner as if he were expected to do something more than dance with her. Marc smiled at the realization that he himself was her partner. He was ready, able, and willing to do quite a bit more than dance with her, and it was beginning to look as if she were going to offer him the chance to prove it.
The music was deafening as the two danced closer and closer. Their closeness was not just a matter of choice. The dance floor was packed with writhing teenagers now, and there was no choice but to dance close to your partner if you had one. Shelly's eyes and pelvic thrusts were giving Marc the impression that he very definitely had one.
"Hi!" he yelled, trying to make himself heard over the music. The girl squinted at him in the darkness and nodded in acknowledgment, her jutting hips never missing a beat.
"My name's Marc," he shouted, hoping that introductions were not out of style in such situations. The girl smiled at him.
"I can dig it!" she yelled back. She turned her back on him then and began to thrust her backside toward him. It seemed to Marc to be like some primate mating ritual with the girl repeatedly pushing her ass out in his direction as if in simulation of fucking. Her own hands were on her ass now, and she was rubbing and caressing it in time to the music. Marc's own fingertips were getting itchy as the girl continued to massage her own smooth upper thighs and to draw slow, round circles on the barely covered cheeks of her buttocks. His cock felt uncomfortably full now in his pants. He wondered if she was getting off on her dancing as much as he was.
When she turned around again, he could tell by the glaze of her eyes that she was becoming quite exhilarated. He didn't know if it was the tightness of her hot-pants working their way up her snatch, the rubbing of her shirt against her sensitive nipples, or her own fingering of her full, tight ass, but something was causing her dancing to take on an ever more spasmodic character, as if she were trying to work it all out on the dance floor. Marc hoped that she was going to let him offer some help.
Suddenly, she seemed to be once again aware of his presence. She spoke to him, but her voice didn't carry over the roar of the record. He moved a little closer in order to hear, but her voice was still too soft. He stood barely four inches in front of her now, surprised that his erect cock and her protruding tits allowed them to stand so close. He was feeling very warm and excited by the time he could hear her words.
"Dance closer, you cuntlicker," she seemed to be saying in what sounded like a whisper. Marc couldn't believe that she had actually addressed him that way, but the leer in her eye and the way she was beginning to run her fingertips along the inside of her crotch suggested that she might very well have said just that.
Shelly had both hands firmly in her crotch as the music soared erotically. With each beat, her knees would buckle slightly and her fingers would press tighter against her pubes. She was clutching and releasing herself rapidly as the music peaked, her breathing growing more rapid as she rubbed the silky material of her pants against the moistening walls of her cunt. She was jerking now, less to the beat of the music blasting from the speakers than to that in her own fevered body, her fingers working busily at her crotch and her hips writhing to assist in pushing them up into her snatch. Her movements were not different than that of many of the others dancing on the floor, and Marc couldn't help but wonder how many hot little chicks came to the Naked Truth to enjoy the thrill of working themselves over in public to the beat of rock music. All around him were bobbing tits and asses, and he suspected that quite a few of the gyrating teenyboppers were quite ready to have some cock put to them by someone who really knew how. Marc was feeling eminently qualified.
The music had stopped for a moment, and Marc felt a warm hand on his arm. It was that of the sweaty, glassy-eyed Shelly. She leaned up against him, squashing her breasts against his chest and whispering in his ear. "Let's sit this one out," she said. Nodding his consent, he took her by the hand and led her to an empty table at the side of the floor. He was feeling good with the glow a man feels when he sets his eyes on an attractive woman and then, a few minutes later, he's buying her a drink and getting to know her. Marc felt as if he already knew everything about Shelly that he needed to know.
"You came in with Steffi, didn't you?" she asked as soon as they had sat down.
"Yeah, I did," Marc admitted, "but…"
"Well listen, my friend, you might as well know that I don't fuck around with my friend's dates."
"Yeah, but…"
"Not that Steffi and I haven't shared a few hot ones," she added dreamily, "but that's only with her permission."
"Listen," Marc said, grasping her firmly by the shoulder, "I'm her brother."
For a moment the girl was silent. She looked him up and down and smiled approvingly. Suddenly she was serious as she leaned over and spoke to him in a hushed tone. He was having great difficulty not staring down into her deep sweaty cleavage.
"How's Michael?" she whispered.
Marc hated to mix pleasure with business. He took the girl's soft hand and held it in his own sweaty palm. It seemed like a good idea to ignore her question, licking the sweat out of her cleavage instead, but he figured that he had a duty to his sister. He swore silently and looked into Shelly's big blue eyes. "We don't know," he said simply. "He ran away."
The girl put her hand to her mouth in a gesture identical to the one Steffi had made earlier. Marc could see almost the whole of her lovely breasts as she hunched over, and he was finding it very difficult to concentrate on asking about Michael.
"Do you think that he's here?" she asked.
"That's what we're here to find out," Marc answered, his fingers drumming impatiently on the table while his other hand still held the girl's fingers tightly.
"Do you want to know the truth?" she asked.
"Sure."
"Michael's a fuck and he's probably better off if they catch him," she said with brutal honesty.
Marc felt relief and an instant kinship to the girl. Her opinion of Michael seemed to correspond to his own. He wasn't sure what he should say – fortunately, she continued to speak.
"Steffi's a good kid. Wild, like all of us, you know? But a good kid. Women get hot for strange men sometimes, and for some reason Steffi's mad about Michael. He treats her like shit, and the worse he treats her the more she seems to worry about him, like she doesn't know the difference between loving someone and feeling sorry for him. He's going to fuck her up eventually. I hate to say it, but I hope for her sake that they catch him."
She paused and looked carefully at Marc to see if she had offended him.
"I hope you don't mind my saying all this," she said.
"My dear," Marc replied truthfully, "I couldn't have put it better myself."
Shelly smiled, and all the tension between them instantly disappeared. "My name is Shelly," she said.
"Steffi told me," he told her.
"And I thought I was the one who was picking you up," she laughed, squeezing his hand.
Marc remembered something that had been bothering him before. He figured that now was as good a time to ask as any.
"Before, when we were dancing, what did you call me?"
"Cute looker. Why? Was I being too forward?" Marc laughed at the error his own dirty mind had played on him. He decided that the joke was too good to keep to himself.
"Frankly," he explained, "I thought you said 'cuntlicker'."
The girl looked at him curiously for a moment before replying.
"Sounds good," she said. "Want to give it a try?"
Marc smiled. It was his turn to lick his lips at the appetizing thought of eating Shelly out. Before he could answer, he became aware of the fact that the music had changed from a fast rock number to a slow dreamy beat.
"Do you dance slow?" Shelly asked, rising to her feet, her breasts bobbing in front of Marc's face.
"As slow as I can," he answered smilingly as he led her out on the floor.
A slow dance at the Naked Truth was a rare happening. The lights were turned down lower than low as young bodies finally came together to rub and squirm against one another, cheek to cheek and crotch to crotch. Marc became aware of the heavy scent of incense for the first time as he finally pressed the warm body of his partner tightly against his own. He loved the feel of a busty woman pressing close to him, and he was so glad to be able to press his throbbing cock against the thin material of the girl's silky hot-pants. It seemed to him that he could feel the moistness of her slit right through the material. He put his hands on the cheeks of her ass and pressed the warmth of her womanhood tightly against his cock. Her breathing began to speed up exactly as did his own.
As they stood there in the almost complete darkness. Marc could hear the sounds of zippers being opened by horny adolescents. The deep breathing and gasping which he heard all around reminded him of his own pressing needs, and he hoped that Shelly would remember the offer she had made him just moments before.
The girl's fingers were dancing delicately on his neck, sending shivers of delight down his spine. Slowly, in time to the pulsating music, the fingers began to knead and massage, working their way down from his neck to his shoulders. She was rubbing his back now as he rubbed her silky bottom, squeezing it tight against his groin. Her soft hands slid down to his buttocks and were moving ever so slowly around to his front. He kissed her wetly on the neck as her fingers found the top of his fly and zipped it down. Cool hands reached into his pants and under his shorts. He bit his lower lip as the exquisite delight of cool feminine hands grabbing hold of his cock surged through his body.
"Mmmm!" she purred. "Very nice!" She was holding it now as the music went on, gently pulling and squeezing to the rhythm in her ears. Her palm gently caressed the undersurface of his cock, and he felt the vein throb as her fingertips poked softly at his balls. For a few moments, Marc surrendered himself to the pure pleasure of having his apparatus fondled and stroked, occasionally sticking his wet tongue into the girl's ear. He realized that he was not being fair when she spoke.
"Touch me," she whispered, her breath hot in his ear.
It was his turn now to reach around to the front of her firm youthful belly. First, he just grabbed her roughly by the crotch, evoking a moan of pleasure and a grateful squeeze of his organ. "Unzip me," she whispered urgently.
Marc felt around the smooth front of her tiny pants and located the zipper. He opened it and slid anxious fingers into the gap. His hand was greeted not by panties but by natural fur, and he groped eagerly among the tangled hairs until he found her damp open slit. He pushed two fingers into it and was amazed at how easily they slid up the moist tunnel of her passion. She pressed her thighs together as Marc began to flex and unflex his finger inside her honeyhole. His fingers were getting soaked and he loved it.
Meanwhile, the sliding of the girl's palm under his cock was coming close to taking its ultimate effect. She was pulling on it desperately now as if she couldn't wait for him to explode in her hand. He was certainly a willing subject. They rubbed and stroked each other for several minutes in silence before the girl pulled his hand away from her crotch and dropped to her knees in front of him.
Oh God, Marc thought. Is she going to do what I think?
And do it she did. Her hand was suddenly replaced by a warm wet mouth. She was sucking hard on Marc's cock as he looked around to see if anyone was watching. It was dark, and he assumed from the sounds that everyone was too busy to worry about what anyone else was doing. He decided not to worry and to enjoy the totally unexpected treat.
Getting blown felt so much better than the adolescent hand-job which he had been receiving. Shelly had both hands inside his pants and she was gently rotating his testicles as she sucked and licked at his pounding dick. The tension was almost unbearable and visions of earlier times began to flash through his mind. Suddenly, the girl on her knees was no longer the busty dancer. In Marc's mind she had become Steffi. It was his own sister who was blowing him now. It was his own sister who had opened up his pants, rubbed his balls, and taken his erect cock eagerly into her sweet little mouth. It was the tongue of his sister that was licking his dick up and down, up and down until it felt like a balloon that was so full that it just had to explode. He grabbed hold of her head firmly now as his cock began to jerk spasmodically back and forth, squirting white gobs of come into the girl's mouth. He could feel her swallowing it down as the last few spasms flooded his body with the satisfying warmth.
She slid her mouth off now, squeezing his organ with her hand as she stood up and closed his fly. Her mouth was wet with his come, and she opened her lips wide to kiss his tongue as he once again put his hand inside her pants, probing and squeezing at the damp juncture of her thighs. She spasmed slightly and pulled his hand away. He looked at her with confusion.
"The music's over," she said simply. Marc realized that it was true as the lights grew brighter. He looked around at the couples still holding each other tight and saw that Shelly was not the only girl with white cream at the corners of her lips. He realized also that he was having a hard time standing up.
"There you are," a familiar voice called out to him as the soft dreamy music was replaced by a loud Motown number. Marc turned around to see the real Steffi facing him.
"Hi, Shelly," she said. "Have you been taking care of my brother for me?"
"Sure have," the busty girl replied. "Haven't I, Marc?"
Marc dumbly nodded in agreement. It was too much having his sister and her friend talking about him this way.
"He's a good man, your brother," Shelly said, suddenly realizing that she had forgotten to zip her pants closed. She did it now, seemingly without any self-consciousness. Steffi too seemed to take it all in stride.
"He sure is," she said in agreement. Marc felt like a king.



CHAPTER FIVE


When they were alone, Steffi told Marc that she had acquired some possible leads concerning Michael's whereabouts. He accepted the news with mixed feelings, not forgetting the talk he had had with Shelly.
"Well," he said resignedly, "let's go check them out."
Steffi's face wrinkled with reluctance. "Not we," she corrected. "Me." For a moment, Marc felt himself getting angry about being left out in the cold for a second time. Then he remembered that his sister was doing what she felt was best and reluctantly agreed.
"Besides," she pointed out, "you didn't have such a bad time keeping busy last time I was away."
The vision of Shelly's lovely large tits flashed through Marc's mind and he smiled. He wanted to tell Steffi how he had imagined that it was she sucking him off at the Naked Truth but decided that this was not the time for such talk.
"Okay," he said, "you go have your adventures playing Sherlock Holmes tonight and I'll just go to my favorite bar and get plastered."
"Fair enough," she replied, "and kiss her once for me."
Marc didn't expect to be kissing anyone that night, but the thought was certainly a pleasant one.
And so it came to pass that Marc was sitting in his favorite bar, thoughtlessly sipping on his drink and staring at the women who hung out waiting to be picked up. They were attractive enough in their tight-fitting sweaters and micro-miniskirts, but somehow Marc was getting depressed by the whole bar scene. It seemed as if he were having more sex in the last few days than he had ever had in his life, yet it seemed like months since he had been laid. The whole scene was beginning to bore him.
And so Marc was sitting in a bar downtown feeling pretty low. Even the topless dancers couldn't do much to cheer him up. He had had enough of watching bouncing boobs from a distance at the Naked Truth. Seeing gorgeous voluptuous girls fingering their own nipples and actually cuddling up to a pair of warm full breasts were two entirely different things in his opinion. For a while he tried to flirt with a few of the women in the bar, but he found himself so turned off either by the crassness or the coyness of their come-ons that he soon stopped trying. While his spirits were definitely sagging, his cock couldn't seem to decide between standing at full attention and begging to be left alone.
So completely was Marc lost in his melancholy thoughts that for a long time he didn't even notice the attention he was getting from a redheaded woman and her boyfriend at a booth not very far away. As he sat nursing his drink, the couple in the booth huddled in avid conversation, occasionally pausing to point in his direction. When he noticed, he began to watch them curiously out of the corner of his eye. After a little while, he began to seriously wonder what was going on, but before he could draw any hasty conclusions, the woman beckoned to him to come over to their table. He pointed to himself in the classical "who, me?" gesture and she pointed back with the classical "yes, you!" gesture.
What the hell, he thought, and picking up his drink, he joined them at their table. No sooner did he sit down than the man nervously began to engage him in inane conversation.
"How's it going?" he asked as a rather trite icebreaker.
"Not too good," Marc answered honestly, wondering if he had been asked over to engage in polite chatter.
"Perhaps I can interest you in a little proposition…" the man began, apparently getting down to the business at hand. Before he could say anymore, he was cut off by the redhead in mid-sentence.
"Let's cut the crap," she said bluntly. "Ralph here wants to get laid. Now I'm more than willing, but this little bastard can't keep it up unless someone's watching. The deal is, you come over to my place and watch the sonofabitch fuck me. Afterwards, there should be plenty left over if you're interested."
He looked at the strange pair with fascination. Ralph was clearly embarrassed, but it appeared that he was not going to dispute the redhead's claims. She on the other hand acted as if you couldn't embarrass her if you screwed her in front of her own mother. Marc wondered how the voluptuous red-head and her slightly built companion ever got together.
"Listen, honey," she went on, turning her back on her companion in order to address Marc, "are you in or out? If you want in, you can be very in, if you know what I mean. If not, there are lots of other studs who wouldn't mind having me screw the shit out of them, and you better believe I can do it."
Marc had no doubts on that score. The redhead was built solidly, but she was by no means unattractive. From her powerful but slim legs to her full high breasts, she seemed to be built for action. It was obvious that she would be only too happy to go all night with any man who was good enough to handle her. The only thing Marc couldn't quite figure out was why she wasted her time on Ralph. The little fellow did indeed look like he would have trouble getting a hard-on, no less satisfy a piece of ass like the redhead. Marc looked at him in a way that he hoped would apologize for the question he felt he had to ask.
"But why him?" he asked the redhead bluntly. To his surprise, the girl almost turned the color of her hair before replying.
"Because I love the little motherfucker," she answered.
It was not long after that that they arrived at the apartment, Marc had learned on the way over that the redhead's name was Sarah, although Ralph persisted in calling her all kinds of cutesy-pie names which obviously turned him on but just as obviously seemed to do absolutely nothing for her – and yet, Marc could not help but observe that she seemed somehow flattered by his interest. The apartment, he was told, had been Sarah's originally. She had shared it with Ralph for awhile after that until the couple broke up. Now she kept it alone with little Ralph as a frequent guest. Marc mentally guessed that Ralph was not alone in this honor. Sarah did not strike him as a one-man woman.
The bedroom was remarkably elegant. Neither the prints on the walls nor the elaborate dressing table near the canopied bed seemed to befit either the earthy Sarah or the meek Ralph, but Marc reminded himself that they were certainly no ordinary couple to begin with. Marc was seated in a plush chair at the foot of the bed and was instructed to pay close attention but to say nothing under any circumstances. He nodded in understanding consent. In a moment the show began.
It was immediately obvious to Marc that what he was witnessing was more of a practiced ritual than a spontaneous act of love-making. It began with the couple kneeling on the bed entirely clothed. After a few moments, Sarah began to remove all her clothing as Ralph gaped in awed silence.
Despite Sarah's size, it was obvious that her nude body was in no sense fat. Marc felt stirrings in his crotch as he watched the woman reposition herself in front of Ralph. When she was completely naked, Ralph picked up her bra and panties and sniffed them lovingly. The redhead watched impassively as he stuck his nose and tongue into her panties, moaning slightly as he thoroughly wetted them with his mouth. Suddenly dropping the underwear, he turned his attentions to Sarah herself, passionately licking at her great brown nipples and shoving his fingers rudely into her vagina. She continued to kneel there, seemingly indifferent to his acts, quietly ignoring Ralph as he pawed and licked at her for several minutes. Suddenly, she drew her arm back and slapped him viciously across the face!
For a moment, she looked at him as if she were outraged. Then, just as suddenly, her look of anger was replaced by a smile of endearment. Very tenderly, she proceeded to unbutton his shirt and remove his pants. Marc was somewhat pleased to see that Ralph's cock was not especially small, although he was surprised to observe that it was showing scarcely any sign of erection. Marc himself had been no more than a spectator, but he was certainly feeling the effects of the strange love-play which he was witnessing.
Both naked now, the couple embraced tightly, Sarah's massive but firm breasts crushed excitingly against Ralph's spindly chest. Marc was aware that his first pang of envy had set in as he felt his cock swell at the thought of his own possible penetration of the beautiful amazon. Then, almost as if they could hear his lustful thoughts, the couple on the bed suddenly stopped their activities. To Marc's surprise, their eyes had turned to him!
"Look!" Sarah exclaimed, pointing at Marc as if becoming aware of his presence for the first time.
"Who is he?" Ralph responded, as if he too had not before noticed the invited voyeur. Sarah cooed her response in his ear.
"That's my lover," she said, her tone suddenly taking on a vicious ugliness. "He's the one who fucks me when you're not around. He's so much fuckin' better than you it's almost pathetic. He doesn't have a little fairy cock like you do. At least that sexy sonofabitch is a real man."
Marc watched the couple in amazement as Sarah tore Ralph down in her imaginary descriptions of their guest's prowess as a lover. Ralph's once small cock grew slowly to truly dramatic proportions with every insult Sarah leveled at him as though he needed her abuse to give him the impetus to prove himself. She went on and on, calling him a pathetic cocksucker and a prickless faggot.
"My man here is a real stud," she said, nodding again toward the dumbfounded Marc. "You're such an absolute nothing you couldn't get a two-bit whore to fuck you for a million bucks!" Marc watched as Ralph turned redder and redder. Finally, he looked as if he were going to explode.
"Shut up!" he screamed at her, no longer the meek and mild-mannered man Marc had been observing until that point. "Shut up, you bitch!" he screamed, pushing her back violently and throwing himself on top of her. He plunged his now giant organ deep into the girl's apparently well lubricated cunt as the two wiggled and bit and squirmed in each others' passionate embrace. Marc wondered how many times they had played out their fantasy before. He shifted uncomfortably in his seat, his hand resting uneasily in his lap, as the rhythm of their fucking rapidly approached its inevitable climax.
"Oh God!" Ralph was screaming over and over now as he rocked back and forth on the fleshy fulcrum which kept him balanced on Sarah's quaking body.
"Oh God, oh God, oh God!"
Marc watched Ralph's midsection jerk up and down as he pumped his hot semen into his mate's hairy cunt. Marc could almost feel the squeeze of her powerful vaginal muscles as he squirmed in his chair, his own organ now in a state of considerable arousal.
Gradually, the tension between the lovers subsided. Ralph rolled slowly off of Sarah, and in a few moments was lying completely still. His slow regular breathing made it pretty clear that the poor little bastard was asleep. Sarah sat up and looked at Marc curiously.
"Did you ever see anything like that?" she asked with sincere bewilderment. "Did you ever in your whole fuckin' life see anything like that?"
She leaned over and kissed the sleeping Ralph lovingly on the forehead.
"I know it looks pretty sad to you," she said to Marc with apparent sincerity, "but that's the only way he can do it."
Marc felt himself in awe of this woman. He couldn't seem to decide if she was the most unbelievable bitch he had ever met or one of the most truly compassionate women in the world.
"Would you come over here?" she asked in a sweet and painfully shy voice that seemed completely out of character with the role she had been playing all night. Marc glanced meaningfully at Ralph.
"Don't worry," she said. "He won't wake up. He never does."
Marc wondered how many other men had heard that line in the past. In any event, he figured that it was not his place to violate an established ritual. If humping the hostess was part of the ceremony, well, he'd just have to go along with the plan. Besides which, he was as horny as hell.
He rose and moved slowly to the bed. As soon as he sat down, Sarah kissed him tenderly on the mouth.
"You probably think I'm a pretty bad woman," she said, as if she could read Marc's mind. "I'm really not. I have to act that way for his sake."
She jerked her thumb toward Ralph and smiled warmly at his sleeping form.
"Thank you for coming here," she said softly, turning to Marc again. "Would you let me fuck you now?" she asked, her eyes wide like those of an innocent child.
Marc kissed her hard on the mouth in response. He began to pull away, but her mouth held on stubbornly as if it ached for that kiss. He felt her tongue sliding into his mouth, dabbing and exploring as if it had never been in another mouth before. She moaned softly as she licked at his tongue, running the tip of her own tongue delicately along its top and bottom surfaces. Sucking it into her own mouth, she gently closed her teeth on it and seemed to be caressing it with her inner cheeks. Marc was loving every moment of it, never before having realized what potential for arousal his own tongue had.
Meanwhile, as the couple continued to exchange tongues, Sarah's cool hands had found their way through Marc's various buttons and zippers and had deftly removed his clothes. Her hands were on his genitals now, squeezing and rubbing firmly but carefully. She grabbed the length of his shaft fully in her fist and began to pull at it, back and forth, back and forth, as Marc pushed his tongue deeper and deeper into her mouth. He felt the blood pounding in his temples as he prepared himself to come in her tight little fist.
Suddenly, she turned her body around and enfolded his cock in her warm wet mouth. As she sucked on it, she thrust her pungent smelling cunt toward Marc's face. For a moment, he hesitated to stick his tongue into the same hole in which Ralph had so recently spent himself, but he quickly decided that it would be silly and unfair of him to do otherwise. She gasped as he plunged it in deep, her own oral grasp of his organ tightening deliciously at the same time. Her cunt was almost sweet tasting, and Marc carefully and thoroughly licked it lip and down, in and out, without missing an inch of its smooth slippery walls. Meanwhile, the firm enclosure of her mouth on his cock was overwhelming Marc with warm delight. They lay there sucking and licking, cock and cunt hot and damp from tongue caresses.
Marc could not deny that he was enjoying being eaten out by the amazon and eating her out simultaneously, but at the same time he felt vaguely as if he were tired of getting blown. If her cunt tasted so good, he reasoned, how sweet would it be to plunge his erect shaft into the depths of her hairy honey-hole? He longed to plunge his cock to the hilt in warm cunt.
Once again, Sarah seemed to be able to read his mind. Just as he throbbed near the breaking point, she suddenly stopped her sucking and lay face down on the bed.
"Take me this way," she said, spreading her thighs to reveal the rosy target of her lust.
Marc was delighted at the opportunity to indulge in some good old-fashioned fucking. Positioning himself comfortably on her back, he easily slid his saliva-moistened prick between her legs. Almost as if by suction, her vagina swallowed him up and began an ecstatic series of clutches and releases. She began to bounce around, not only up and down but side to side as well, making sure that his prick came into contact with every surface of her sensitive vaginal walls. The pressure in Marc's cock was unbelievable.
"Oh good!" she purred passionately, "so so good!" Marc knew that he couldn't wait much longer before gobs of come would go shooting into her cunt, but he was eager to live up to the fantasy vision of him which she had created for Ralph's benefit earlier. He would let nothing happen until she was good and ready. He knew it would not be much longer.
After a moment, she was clutching at the sheet, her body drenched in sweat and her eyes filled with tears of ecstasy.
"Now!" she pleaded hoarsely. "Great God, come now!"
The pounding in his cock became unbearable. Marc shot his load into her as their two bodies slammed together over and over again with loud slapping noises. They rocked together with explosive delight for what seemed to be minutes before they lay there in still, sweaty silence. Marc kissed Sarah wetly on the ear and rolled off of her.
They hugged tightly, side to side, and then looked lovingly into each other's eyes for a moment. It was Sarah who broke the silence.
"Thank you, baby," she said, pressing him close to her bosom, her eyes still moist with the tears of a well satisfied woman. "You are one beautiful fucker."
Marc lay there in silent contemplation for a while beside the deeply breathing redhead, thinking about what a remarkable woman she was and about the difference between making love and getting a good lay.
When he was sure she was asleep, he eased quietly out of bed, got dressed, and, with one last look at the sleeping lovers, wended his way silently back home.



CHAPTER SIX


"Good news!" Steffi said the next morning. Marc looked at his sister and wondered why she had to be so damned sexy. They had been sleeping separately since their first encounter, and Marc was finding it harder and harder to keep his hands off the girl. She stood in front of him now in her usual costume, tight jeans and a man's small T-shirt. It was almost impossible for him to keep his eyes off her small, freely bouncing breasts that bobbed so invitingly under her shirt.
"Marc," she said, "I wish you'd stop staring at me long enough to listen. I said I've got good news."
"Sorry," he apologized sincerely. "What's up?"
"Well, besides the obvious," she said, looking pointedly at his crotch, "I may have a lead on Michael."
Marc was resigned to pretending that he thought that hearing about Michael was good news. He put a look of interest on his face and shifted his gaze from Steffi's lovely tits to her pretty eyes.
"Who is it?" he asked.
"One of his dope contacts. He follows somebody who owes Michael a lot of money and he's pretty sure that Michael will show up there eventually to collect. I have to meet him tonight to get the name and address."
"What time are we going?" Marc asked.
"Marc, I'm going to have to go alone…"
"No way!" Marc interrupted. "I'm going with you this time."
"Marc, these people can be pretty crappy…"
"All the more reason," he insisted. "If my little sister is going to go meet crazy people, I'm going to go along and make damn sure she gets out of it all right!"
Steffi looked chagrined for a moment. Her features softened into a smile.
"Okay," she said. "If you insist on playing big brother you can come along. But remember that I'm probably going to try to get the information no matter what I have to do. So behave yourself, all right?"
Marc considered the possibilities before answering. What the hell. He could always change his mind later. "All right," he said.
The building at which they arrived was in one of the worst parts of town. Ugly and dirty, the edifice came fully equipped with several young hoods hanging out in the doorway.
"Will you take a look at that!" one of them called out as Marc and his lovely sister brushed past.
"Nice pair of knockers!" another muttered.
"Sure wouldn't mind letting her test my mattress!" a third announced.
Steffi pulled Marc by the hand in warning. He was normally a very peaceful man, but if anyone had so much as reached out toward his sister, Marc was prepared to lay him out flat.
Like many of the worst buildings in the worst areas, this building was equipped with a downstairs bell system outside the inner door. As this one had not yet been broken, Steffi studied the bells before choosing one with a blank nameplate. They waited a moment. No answer.
Steffi rang again, and again they waited. The inner hallway was filled with a deafening buzz and Marc and Steffi opened the inner door. In a minute, they were standing in front of the apartment door. Steffi turned to Marc before knocking.
"Remember," she said, "we're here to find out about Michael. Behave yourself, right?"
Marc looked seriously at his doubting sister. She knew him so well. "Right," he said.
Steffi gave him one last "I'm serious" look and knocked on the door. An eye appeared at the peephole.
"Yes?" a female voice said.
"Is Jack here?" Steffi asked.
"What's it about?"
"I'm supposed to talk to Jack," Steffi repeated stubbornly.
"Just a minute."
The eye disappeared and in a moment was replaced by another.
"Steffi?" the voice that presumably belonged to Jack said. "I told you to come alone." Marc was beginning to get angry about all the melodramatics. Steffi squeezed his hand as a reminder of his promise.
"This is my brother Marc," she said. "He's all right."
There was a moment's silence, followed by the unclicking of several locks. Steffi opened the door and Marc followed her in. The door was quickly closed and locked behind them.
"Dangerous times, man," Jack said, fastening the last bolt in place.
Jack was a scrawny-looking fellow with shoulder-length hair, dressed only in a pair of patched faded jeans. He had that same bedraggled look that Marc had observed in Michael, and he looked prematurely old although Marc suspected that he was somewhere in his late twenties. His most penetrating feature was the tiny black pinpoints in his eyes which apparently passed for pupils.
"About Michael…" Steffi said, trying to get right down to business.
"Whoa!" Jack grinned. "Not so fast. Let's all get acquainted first."
He paused and lewdly looked up and down Steffi's body.
"Annie!" he shouted. "Get your ass in here!" The girl who emerged from the other room was dressed exactly like Jack in faded patched jeans. Which meant that Marc immediately focused on the pink aureoles of her big naked breasts.
"Hi," she said. Marc and Steffi nodded in acknowledgment.
"Why don't we sit down?" Jack said as he and Annie immediately lowered themselves to the floor. Marc and Steffi followed their example and soon formed a circle on the dusty floor.
"It's hot in here," Jack said. "Why don't you make yourselves comfortable?"
"About Michael…" Steffi began again.
"Why don't you make yourselves comfortable?" Jack repeated, an ugly threatening sound creeping into his voice. It was obvious that he knew who held all the cards in the game.
"We're comfortable," Marc said, surprised at the sound of his own voice.
"It's much too hot for shirts," Jack said.
"That's okay," Marc replied.
Jack shook his head from side to side. "I can't talk with you people looking so God-damned hot," he insisted.
Marc knew it was truly very warm in the apartment, but he also knew from the way Jack had glared at Steffi that his interest in their removing their shirts had nothing to do with their comfort. He looked to Steffi for a sign.
"It's all right, Marc," she said. She was standing up now and pulling her T-shirt off over her head. Marc felt both enraged and terribly aroused as he watched her own pretty breasts softly fall free.
"Nice," Annie whispered as Steffi resumed her place in the circle. Marc removed his shirt to make the toplessness complete.
"Now," he said, attempting to take control of a situation in which he could not possibly take control, "about Michael…"
"Hold on a minute, man," Jack interrupted. "I never talk business without smoking a little grass. Clears the head, you know?"
Annie had by that time produced a joint from her pants pocket. She lit it, inhaled deeply, and passed it to Marc. He looked at her hesitantly. The girl only smiled at him. He took a short toke and passed it to his sister. She followed his example and handed the joint to Jack who dragged on it long and hard before passing it back to Annie. Any attempt at conversation was promptly cut off as the weed made its rounds.
Finally, it was gone.
"Okay, now," Marc said, feeling unaffected by the marijuana. "Let's talk business."
"Right," Jack agreed, "but first let me put on a little music."
Jack got up and put a record on the stereo. Marc immediately recognized it as the same slow dreamy tune to which he had been blown at the Naked Truth!
"Dance?" Jack asked Steffi. The word sounded more like a command than a request.
Steffi shrugged her shoulders in helplessness and stood up.
"Wait a minute!" Marc said, his face reddening.
"Nobody asked you," Jack responded in his threatening tone.
"It's okay," Steffi told her brother, as if reminding him of his promise not to interfere. He sat back and watched as Jack took Steffi in his arms, crushing her naked breasts against his bare chest. Her hands were clasped behind his neck and his rested comfortably on her buttocks as they swayed gently to the music.
Marc forced his eyes away for a minute to look at the girl sitting beside him. He could see that the smoke had done much more for her than it had for him. She watched the dancers in silent fascination her arms crossed comfortably under her breasts. Her face had some of the same hardness that he saw in Jack, but Marc was basically pleased with the pretty softness of the features under the girl's curly blonde hair. He smiled at the thought of her as a topless Shirley Temple.
As he became lost in these thoughts, the girl suddenly looked at him and returned his smile. "Want to dance?" she asked. Marc looked at the couple on the floor. They were rubbing up against each other now, crotch pressed tightly against crotch in slow tight circles. Jack's hands were busily rubbing Steffi's ass now, sliding ever so cautiously around into her crotch. Apparently aroused by the pot, Steffi was gently massaging her partner's neck muscles as they danced, seemingly enjoying the massage which she was receiving between her legs. Marc was confused, torn between his anger at watching Jack rubbing his chest against Steffi's tender breasts and his pleasure at seeing her apparently enjoying herself. He returned his gaze to the girl sitting beside him.
"Sure," he finally answered, unsure whether he had accepted for revenge, pleasure, or both. The girl seemed to understand what he was thinking. She spoke as soon as they rose.
"If you're doing this to get at Jack," she said, "you might as well forget it. My brother's not the jealous type."
Marc was stunned. He looked at Jack, trying to ignore the fact that he was now sticking his tongue into Steffi's ear, and then back at Annie. The family resemblance was so obvious that he was surprised he had not seen it immediately. He decided to be cool and take the news in stride. "Suppose I do it to get at you then," he said.
"Nice," she whispered, squeezing him tightly against her body. She felt good and warm against him, and he realized that the smoke had affected him more than he had thought.
And so the mixed brother-sister dance teams swayed to the slow erotic beat of the music, their heads filled with strange mixtures of hostility and lust. Soon, the four topless dancers were undulating close together. Marc thrilled to the rubbing of his own bare back against that of his sister while his front was pressed tightly against that of Jack's voluptuous sibling. Hands were exploring buttockses and crotches as the room seemed to whirl slowly in sensual rhythm with the dancing. The heavy breathing of the dancers had almost become louder than the record when the music suddenly ended. For a moment, no one spoke or moved, freezing like some obscene painting. It was Jack who broke the silence.
"I'm taking my pants off," he announced, and proceeded to do just that.
Steffi was in an obvious state of arousal, as Marc could tell by the hardness of her pointy nipples, but apparently her lust had not yet overtaken her intellect.
"Listen," she said, "why don't you tell us what you know about Michael, and then…"
"And then what?" Jack said, cutting her off in mid-sentence. Everyone looked at his massive erect cock and waited to hear the girl's answer.
"And then whatever you want," she whispered.
"First let's see what you've got under those pants of yours, and then well talk business," he responded.
Steffi looked him hard in the eye and opened the zipper of her pants. Marc began to object, but it was Annie this time who stopped him from interfering. "Listen," she said to him quietly, "let Jack get what he wants, and then you can get what you want. She needs it as badly as he does."
Marc looked at his sister who was now standing naked in front of Jack. He had to admit that she did not look adverse to a little sexual attention.
"Okay," he said to Annie, "but I don't guarantee that I'm going to be able to just stand here and watch while your brother gets his jollies off my sister."
"I was hoping you wouldn't," the girl replied with just a hint of a blush.
The two then turned their attention to Jack and Steffi. Jack had moved a chair toward the center of the room and was now sitting on it, his cock standing at an obscene right angle from his body. "Come here," he said.
Steffi approached him hesitantly. As soon as she was within reach, Jack shoved a finger into her snatch. Steffi gasped at the unexpected treat. Jack began to move his finger up and down now as Steffi grasped his shoulders tightly in her passion. Waves of pleasure washed over her face, and Jack slid his other hand around to massage her buttocks as he continued to thrust his finger into her moistening cunt. When he knew she was wet enough, he pulled his finger out and wiped it on her flat firm tummy. "Sit down," he said.
Placing his hands on her slim hips, he eased her down with surprising gentleness onto his erect cock. She moaned aloud as his organ passed through her labia and rubbed against her sensitive vaginal walls. He held her firmly by the hips now and guided her up and down, up and down, her cunt tightly clasping his proud member as the friction became greater and greater. She moaned on each down stroke as if each thrust was making stimulating contact with her clitoral bud. The rhythm grew faster and faster as the slippery sliding of lubricated cunt on fat meaty cock flooded both of them with intense muscle-contracting pleasure. Before long, Jack's face tightened in the look of a man who feels the throbbing which means that the come is about ready to spurt. No man could ask for a more suitable vessel than the one that was now pushing herself down hard into Jack's lap.
Marc looked at Annie to see how she was reacting to the exciting spectacle which they were witnessing. As he suspected her eyes were wide with interest and her hands were busily at work in her own lap.
"Want some help?" he asked.
"Sure do," she answered with overt gratitude. Marc lay Annie back on the floor and, after opening her fly, slid the girl's pants off her legs. As he had correctly assumed, she was wearing no panties. He kneeled before her for a moment, regarding her golden snatch with great delight, and wondered just exactly what he should do to her. His answer came almost immediately.
"Eat me out," she whispered hoarsely.
Without waiting for a second invitation. Marc lowered his mouth to the girl's crotch. His mouth closed over her slit and, before she could even cry out in pleasure, he inserted his tongue deep into her cunt. He realized that she must have been rubbing herself quite a bit before he had noticed, for his tongue was greeted by the sweet wetness of her secretions. He lapped it up hungrily as she squirmed in her pleasure, her fingers in his ears pulling his head even closer and harder against her cunt. She was so wet that Marc found himself forced to swallow so as not to choke on the hot lubricants of her passion.
He kept licking at her vaginal walls, pausing occasionally to suck on her hard erect clitoris. He was amazed by the length of that organ, thinking that it reminded him in no small degree of his own rather demanding hard-on. As he sucked the girl's clit, he wondered how good it would be to feel her mouth closed tightly on his swollen cock. As she forked and spasmed in her orgasm, popping off his own rocks suddenly seemed to Marc to be the most important thing in the world.
When he finished, the girl lay there for a minute in peaceful exhaustion. She looked at him and smiled.
"Do you know," she asked, "that Jack won't do that? He'll fuck me so hard I can hardly stand for a week, but he won't put his tongue inside. A woman likes that sort of thing once in a while."
At the mention of Jack's name, Marc realized that he had almost forgotten about the man who was satisfying his sister just a few yards away. He looked in their direction. They were hardly moving now, with Jack surging gently upward and Steffi pushing steadily down, her legs wrapped around Jack's hips and the back of the chair. Marc looked back at the nude Annie and realized that he was even hornier than he had been a moment earlier.
Looking at her sweat-drenched body also reminded him that it was hot as hell in the apartment. The next best thing to getting fucked seemed to be to cool off. Why not both, he thought. "Do you have a shower?" he asked.
"Sure," she said, taking him by the hand and standing up. "Mind if I watch?"
"You're going to do a lot more than watch," he replied.
"You mean I get to rub your back?" she asked coyly.
"And my front," he answered grabbing her wrist and putting her hands on his cock.
"Ooh!" she cried in a little girl's voice. "What happens if I rub it like this?"
Annie began to squeeze and release his organ, running the palm of her hand under his cock as she squeezed. In a moment, her first hand was joined by a second. Marc closed his eyes tightly and surrendered briefly to the warm pleasure of her rubbing. He would hardly believe it, but he could feel his cock growing even larger in her hands.
"Let's save it," he said, reluctantly releasing himself from her firm grip. As horny as he was, he wasn't sure that all the coming he had done in the last few days hadn't worn him out. He knew he was good for at least one incredible cum!
In the bathroom, Annie took charge of finding the perfect temperature for the water. When it was at a perfectly warm but refreshing temperature, Annie beckoned and the two climbed in and exposed themselves to the running water. So cooling was the flow of fresh water over their sweaty bodies that for a few minutes Marc and Annie just stood in the shower innocently cleansing themselves. When he was comfortable, Marc felt an urgent message from his balls which told him he wanted more than a shower.
"Turn around," he said, lifting the soap from the soap dish and working up a rich lather in his hands.
He began to rub the lather on the girl's back, working his way down slowly from her neck. There was something exciting about having her turn her back to him, almost as though she was teasing him, making the sweet mysteries of her front side something which had to be worked for. He was willing to work for them.
When he got to her buttocks, Marc began to work the lather in upward circles. Her ass pressed against his hands as be spread the soap on her plump cheeks. His hands worked their way down to the insides of her upper thighs. As the falling waters rinsed away the foamy suds. Marc crouched down and lightly bit one of the girl's ass cheeks.
"Ouch!" she cried out, but it was a cry of surprise and not of pain. As he began to plant a series of small nipping kisses on the girl's sparkling clean cheeks, Marc slid a finger up into her vulva from behind. She gasped this time, and there was no doubt in Marc's mind that it was anything but a gasp of pain. He knelt there for several moments, nipping at her fleshy ass and finger-fucking her from the rear, before he realized that she was trying to speak to him.
"Marc," she said, "lick my asshole." In a different time and place, her command would have been a highly offensive one to Marc. Under the circumstances, it seemed like a perfectly reasonable thing to do. He stopped biting and moved his head lower until he could see the bright red opening of her anus. Without losing a single beat in the rhythm of his fingerfuck. Marc fastened his lips to the hairy opening and thrust his tongue deeply inside.
"Oh, Jack!" the girl cried in a moment of thoughtless passion. For a moment. Marc was hurt, but then he decided not to be disturbed by her fantasies. Wasn't Jack her brother, after all, and hadn't he himself been fantasizing about Steffi a number of times in the last few hectic days? If any part of her mind was going to imagine him to be Jack, he would at least do justice to the man.
"Sorry, Marc," the girl apologized, realizing her error after it had already been forgiven.
"It's all right," Marc assured her, removing his tongue from her rectum long enough to answer. Life was too short to hold grudges, he reasoned silently.
Sticking his tongue back into her asshole, Marc tried to coordinate the movement of his tongue with that of his finger. Realizing that his tongue was growing tired a lot faster than his finger, he established a rhythm whereby he lapped at her asshole once for every two strokes of his finger up her cunt. Apparently the system was working. Annie began to spasm violently as Marc continued to poke and lick at her damp lower openings. He longed more than ever to ram his cock into one of those snug holes.
It was obvious to Marc that this was not the time to be thinking of his own problems. The girl was jerking up and down, back and forth, as the first pre-orgasmic spasms began to rock her body. She was double-fucking herself now, pushing her ass into Marc's face in order to plunge his tongue deeper into her sphincter and simultaneously clutching and releasing his fingers which were inserted high into her muscular cunt. He hoped she would come soon, before his stroking and licking instruments gave out. He reached around with his free hand and pressed his palm against her pubes. He could feel the contraction of her vagina around his finger as soon as his palm made contact with her bristly cunt hairs.
The girl came violently, moaning and twitching as finger and tongue slid smoothly in and out of her twat and asshole. When the greater part of her ecstasy was done, she clutched the hand which he had thrust up her cunt tightly against her warm crotch in gratitude.
"So good," she moaned, "but you forgot one thing."
"What's that?" Marc asked, having disengaged his tongue from her rectal opening.
The girl whirled around, having released her vicelike grip on Marc's finger. He was almost hit in the face by a pair of sensational knockers.
"You haven't washed my front yet," she said, thrusting her chest forward with her palms under her globe-like breasts as if in offering.
Marc had not appreciated what a truly marvelous set of tits Annie had. Definitely large, they did not sag the way heavy-chested women's tits are prone to sag – rather, they were delightfully firm and perfectly rounded, not unlike a pair of fully inflated balloons. The thought of washing those spongy organs was an inviting one.
Marc soaped up his palms and began to bathe the girl's breasts. She closed her eyes and rocked gently in pleasure as he covered her full globes with the cleansing foam, gently tugging at her nipples as he washed them. He rinsed her off and continued to roll her nipples between his fingers until they were long and pointy. Her hand on the back of his neck pressed his head down into soft, warm tit. He buried his face in her cool cleavage. He was almost lost in his delight, rubbing his nose around between her breasts and licking them all over, when he heard the girl make her next request.
"Suck my tits," she whispered. For a fleeting moment, he felt resentment over the pleasure he was giving her without receiving any direct release in return. Dismissing his thought as selfish and precocious, he closed his lips over one of her erect nipples and began to tease it with the tip of his tongue. The girl sighed her gratitude.
The tit seemed to fill his mouth, and he sucked on it with considerable gusto. In a moment, he realized that the girl's hands had slid down his sides and were now busily massaging his enflamed erection. He tugged at her tit with his teeth in gratitude, and in a moment turned his attention to the other one. She continued to massage him intimately as his mouth carefully explored the elongated tip of one breast while his hand skillfully palmed the nipple of the other. They rubbed each other for several exquisite moments before Annie suddenly withdrew her hands from his organ.
"Now my darling," she said, "I want you to fuck me like you've never fucked anyone before."
All right, Marc thought. "Lie down!" he commanded.
"In the tub?" she asked.
"In the tub," he said.
Annie lay down in the tub, her knees slightly raised to make room for her long legs. Marc grabbed a few towels from the towel rack and offered them to the girl to use as a pillow. As a last thoughtful gesture, he turned off the water.
Fortunately, the apartment was equipped with an old-fashioned but extra large bathtub – still, Marc knew that it was going to be a challenge to satisfy both of them in the tub. He found space between her spread legs and knelt between them. To the girl's surprise, he reached back and grabbed her toes.
It has often been said that a woman's only erogenous zone is her entire body. Marc knew that the best way to satisfy a woman is to slowly, slowly caress and excite every inch of her body before getting to the passion center between her legs. In the past, Marc had usually been too impatient to act on his belief – now, with the impetus of lying with a beautiful naked stranger in a bathtub, he was determined to test it out.
The girl started as Marc began to play with her toes, but in a moment realized that he wasn't going to tickle her. She relaxed as he began to rub her ankles, and found herself actually getting turned on as he began to caress her soles, toes, and the sides of her feet. She reached out to grab Marc's cock, but, through an impressive show of will-power, he intercepted her hand and urged her to relax and enjoy herself. He was determined to prove to himself that he could become excited by knowing that he was bringing a woman close to orgasm without even touching her cunt. His hands slid up and down her firm calves, now, and for nearly a minute he did nothing but caress her lower legs. She was beginning to squirm and shiver as his hands moved to her upper thighs, gently kneading her flesh as his fingers trailed excitingly closely into her crotch. With great tenderness, he squeezed and massaged every nerve and muscle of her legs and feet, brushing by but never quite making contact with her hairy cunt. She was goose-flesh from her hips down and her ass bounced up and down on the porcelain.
"My breasts!" she gasped. "Do something with my breasts!"
Marc looked at her breasts. They seemed swollen now, like ripe melons ready to burst, her nipples extended like pinkies. To the relief of his aching shoulders, Marc reached around front and grasped a nipple in each set of finger and thumb and began to rotate them slowly toward each other. The girl was moaning now as she bounced up and down. Marc removed his fingers from her nipples and replaced them with his mouth, sucking on each swollen nipple as if it gave him nourishment. The girl banged her heels against the surface of the tub, aroused beyond tolerance.
"Now, Marc?" she whimpered like a helpless child.
In response, Marc took his head away from her breasts and moved forward to look her squarely in the eye. He was enjoying playing the role of leader, and he was glad to sense that his aggressiveness was making her feel as soft and feminine as it made him feel tough and masculine. He closed his mouth warmly on hers now, drawing her tongue far into his mouth. He gagged for a moment as he sucked her tongue far into his throat, eagerly licking at it as it explored the sensitive inner tissues of his oral cavity. The girl had grabbed hold of his cock by this time and was frantically pawing at it, trying to convince her lover that the time had come to insert its fullness into her hungry body. He released his grip on her tongue and thrust his tongue wetly into her ear before uttering his single unchallengeable word.
"Now," he said.
As she shook her head in frantic agreement, Marc plunged the full length of his tremendous shaft into the slit between Annie's legs. She cried aloud in her joy, her tight, well-lubricated cunt muscles pulling him far up into her body. Thrusting his pelvis forward, he shoved his cock in to the hilt making rapid in and out motions as the girl twitched her hips in rhythm. The friction was perfect and constant as the two pushed the erect shaft up and down against the snug vaginal walls, and Marc was beginning to breathe very hard as he put all his strength into trying to ram his cock as far into the girl as it could possibly go. He felt the juices of passion ready to flow and decided to display one last show of control before bringing it all to the inevitable satisfying conclusion.
"Five strokes!" he gasped. "Ready?"
"Ready!" she moaned, spasming in delight at the announced closeness of the eagerly awaited event.
"One!" he said, plunging deeply, brushing against the right side of her vulva.
"Two!" he called out, pushing deeply into her again, this time directing the thrust against her left side.
"Three!" he shouted, directing his attack from beneath, his balls rubbing thrillingly against the inside of her fleshy thighs.
"Four!" he shouted with difficulty, the vein of his penis pounding with the pressure of semen ready to explode outward. The girl tightened her slit in response to the throbbing of his organ and the delicious stroking of its broad head against her erect clit.
"Five!" Marc screamed, his cock thrust all the way into Annie's tightly clutching cunt, spasming and jerking as his hot come shot into her body. She moaned and thrashed with him as her own orgasms began rippling through her body, and for a moment the bathroom was filled with the sound of screams of undreamed of ecstasy. When all was at last still, their mouths joined in mutual satisfaction.
"Thank you," Annie sighed.
Marc licked her lips in response as he carefully extricated his slowly sagging cock from her hole. They lay still, tightly embracing, when the bathroom door opened.
In the doorway stood Jack and Steff.
"Any room in there, big brother?" Steffi asked. Marc smiled and shrugged in response. In a moment, there were four naked bodies thrashing and coming and kissing and licking and hugging in the small ultra-crowded tub. Marc was coming in someone's mouth when he heard Steffi's voice over the moans. "Now, about Michael…" she was saying.



CHAPTER SEVEN


The next morning, Marc and Steffi were sitting in the kitchen sipping tea in unbroken silence. They had not had a chance to speak since the chaotic mini-orgy of the night before, but both of them knew what the topic of conversation was to be on the morning after. Steffi saved her brother the trouble of asking.
"We've got to talk to Fast Jimmy," she said.
"Fast Jimmy?" Marc asked, trying to look casual as he sipped at his tea. The adventures which they were encountering in their search for Michael were becoming increasingly outlandish, but Marc was secretly beginning to look forward to them. On the one hand, he highly disapproved of the wild life-style in which his kid sister seemed to be involved, but on the other, he was having a ball being part of it. He did not intend to let her know about his mixed feelings.
"Fast Jimmy owes Michael more than five-hundred dollars. Jack was almost sure that Fast Jimmy would know exactly where and when to find Michael. Jack spoke to Fast Jimmy for me and set up a meeting. I'm going to the apartment tomorrow night."
"Correction," Marc said, feeling as if they had been through all this before, "we're going to the apartment tomorrow night."
"Marc, Fast Jimmy specifically said to send only one person."
"Then I'll go," he declared.
"But…"
"I'll go," he said firmly, his masculine ego swollen with his own sense of power.
"Will you promise me one thing?" Steffi asked.
"What's that?"
"Take care of yourself," she answered.
Marc smiled broadly and kissed his sister on the cheek in reply.
Marc and Steffi decided to spend the afternoon at the movies. Marc was glad that Steffi did not seem so preoccupied with Michael anymore, and he himself relished the opportunity to get away from the heavy sexual scenes which had been so much a part of his last several days. He looked forward to spending a quiet afternoon at the movies with his younger sister, a relaxing sort of lazy day with no drugs, no violence, and no sex.
Somewhere in the back of his mind he knew that only two-thirds of his plan would work out.
He was almost not surprised when they ran into their old friend Marcia on their way to the theater.
"Hi!" she called out. "Where are you going?"
"To the movies," Steffi answered cheerfully, revealing in her tone an affection for Marcia which Marc had previously only suspected in the other direction.
"Mind if I join you?" the busty nurse asked. "I've got the afternoon off, and I haven't seen a good sexy flick in weeks!"
"You're welcome to join us," Steffi answered, "but we're not going to see anything sexy." Maybe not on the screen. Marc silently predicted.
"Oh," Marcia chirped, "still playing the brother and sister game, huh? Okay. Sex can wait."
She shot a meaningful look at Marc and then a more subtle one at his sister. Meanwhile the threesome had resumed walking.
"What's the story on Michael?" Marcia asked, looking around as if she feared being overheard. Marc mentally noted that nothing looks more suspicious than looking around to see if you're being overheard.
"Marc's talking to someone tomorrow night. I'll let you know how it turns out."
Marc was beginning to feel left out of the whole relationship at this point. If anyone wanted to speak to him, she certainly was taking her time about it.
"That's very sweet of you, Steffi. I'm sure the four of us are going to be great friends," Marcia opined.
Marc shuddered slightly at the thought of being Michael's great friend, but the thought of being part of an intimate group including his sweet sister and Nurse Bigtits herself was by no means an unexciting one. He felt the familiar tingling in his balls, but he assumed that his erection was not conspicuous until Marcia spoke.
"Looks like Marc approves," she said, nodding toward his unsubtle protrusion. Marc's immediate embarrassment was soon replaced by the satisfaction of being brought back into the conversation.
"And I for one certainly approve of his approval!" Marcia concluded, smiling and licking her lips suggestively.
Marc reached out his arms and pulled both girls tightly toward him as they walked. The three of them were smiling broadly as they barreled down the street, drawing stares of disgust or envy from the people passing by.
"Don't you ever think about anything except sex?" Marc asked Marcia, his arm around her shoulder and his fingertips just barely making contact with the top of her great breast. She pulled his hand further down toward her nipple as she answered.
"Not when I don't have to," she answered with a grin.
Arriving at the movies, Marcia immediately ushered the threesome to one of the first few rows of the theater.
"I like to get involved," she whispered, squeezing Marc's hand.
They sat in the expected order, with Marc in the center, Steffi to his left, and Marcia to his right. The film began just as they were comfortably seated.
Marcia made it clear from the beginning that she had no intention of letting Marc give his full attention to the action on the screen. As she put Marc's hand on her bare knee, she began to run her finger up and down in the space between his fingers, causing mild shivers of pleasure to course through his groin. As Steffi tightly clenched his left hand, Marc felt his right hand being firmly pushed upward along the length of Marcia's leg. As his hand passed under her short cotton dress, Marc began to massage the soft creamy flesh of the girl's upper thigh. Her hand was still on his, guiding him ever closer to her pubic curls. He gently pulled at the wiry hairs now, his own excitement beginning to build as the girl guided his hand fully into her crotch. Marc resigned himself to forgetting about trying to watch the movie and decided to devote himself to giving Marcia what she obviously so desperately needed.
Firmly clutching the girl's crotch. Marc carefully tickled the outer lips of her vagina, his palm resting softly on her warm pubes. His finger was greeted by dampness, and Marc felt Marcia's finger on his, pushing him in between the folds of her outer lips. He thrust his finger far up into her cunt and discovered that she was already very well lubricated. His finger grew soggier and soggier as he began to slide it in and out of her warm hole. Her eyes were closed now and her breathing noisy as she pressed his hand tighter against her groin. He too was caught up in the rhythm of his thrusts when he suddenly became aware of the tugging at his other hand.
At first, he wasn't sure how to interpret the look in Steffi's eyes. Was she jealous? Did she want a finger up her cunt too? She leaned over and whispered in his ear.
"We should be doing you," she said. Marc looked at his sister in surprise. He was ashamed of himself for having assumed that the girl was thinking of herself. He grinned broadly at the appetizing prospect which she had suggested.
"It's all right with me," he said, "but try convincing her!"
Marcia, in point of fact, had not been so lost in her own ecstasy that she had failed to hear the conversation of her companions. She had already removed Marc's finger from her sopping slit and, as if by pre-arrangement, had unzipped the fly of his pants. She looked at Steffi, and the two girls smiled warmly at each other, two unjealous sexual dynamos aiming their attentions at the same object. Marc was delighted to realize that he was that object.
The two girls extended their hands across Marc's lap, Steffi's right hand clutching Marcia's left. For several moments, the girl's explored each other's hands, feeling girlish palms and fingers without guilt or embarrassment. Marc, in the meanwhile, was squirming in his seat, his pants feeling very full as the two exciting women hovered over his crotch playing with each other's hands. As he watched, their fingers intertwined, leaving a sort of fleshy ring between their palms. It was that ring which lowered itself within an inch of Marc's aching manhood.
"Take it out, Marc," Steffi whispered.
"What?" he said, not hearing, lost in his own lustful fantasies.
"Your cock, Marc," Marcia whispered into his other ear. "Take it out so we can jerk you off."
Seeing no way to argue with such perfect logic, Marc freed his eager member from the prison of his pants. No sooner had it sprung free than the girls lowered the warm ring of flesh down over it, completely surrounding him in the hot embrace of their combined grasps. Marc bit his lower lip to keep from crying out.
The exquisite pleasures which Marc began to experience at that point almost defy description. Each girl had her own practiced technique of masturbating a man, and in combination it was the most satisfying hand-job Marc had ever experienced.
While one squeezed and massaged the entire length of his cock, the other would playfully tickle the bottom surface of the organ, making his balls tingle and his rod stiffen to an even greater, unbelievable degree. One or the other of them would then take up the cause of playing with his balls while the other would run a cool long finger along the length of his shaft. His eyes were tightly shut now as the girls found ever increasingly more exquisite ways to rub, caress, and fondle his over-indulged manhood.
"Why don't you suck him off, Steffi?" Marcia whispered.
"In the movies?" the younger girl asked.
"Why not?"
"Not enough room to get comfortable," she answered.
"Well, let's just jerk him off in our hands and then take him home," Marcia suggested. "I'm horny!"
"You're horny?" Steffi replied with good-natured indignation. "You just had a finger up your cunt! What about me?"
"Okay, okay! Let's not fight about it! Let's just get this guy popped off and take him home where we can really do a job on him!"
The firm warm up and down movement of the girls' hands on Marc's cock had not stopped throughout their verbal exchange. His organ felt good and long and hard in their grasp, and their talk had excited him beyond the point of return. As the girls pushed down one last hard stroke on his cock, Marc could feel the come shooting out in hot jets, covering the seat in front of him. They kneaded him gently now, milking out the last few drops as he sunk into a sweet post-orgasmic oblivion. He felt so good and warm as he closed his eyes and relaxed under the gentle massage of his sagging member. His rest was not to be long.
"Come on," one of the girls said. "Take us home. Aren't you going to thank us properly?"
Marc opened his eyes and tried to imagine which of the girls had just spoken. It was probably Marcia, the more aggressive of the two, but it pleased Marc to think that it might be Steffi. It would be so nice to know that his sister wanted him to fuck her. In the long run, he decided, it didn't really matter who had spoken. Someone had tucked his mostly limp penis back into his pants and zipped up his fly, and before he could think about what was happening, he realized that the threesome was on the street and was very rapidly headed toward his place.
"Well," Marc said when the door was locked behind them and they were safely seated in the living room. "What happens now?"
Steffi and Marcia looked at each other as it they could not believe their own ears.
"What happens now?" Marcia echoed. "You must be kidding!"
"Not at all," Marc replied. "You two may be horny, but, as you will no doubt recall, I had an entirely satisfying orgasm just a little while ago. If you ladies wish to be serviced, you're going to have to arouse me."
With those words. Marc settled back with his hands behind his head and a smug look on his face. The girls looked at him and then at each other.
"Get a load of Mr. Self-confidence!" Marcia said at last. "So who needs him? All right, Steffi baby, let's show old Marc how much we need him to satisfy ourselves."
Steffi's look changed from that of a sexy coconspirator to that of a confused child who is offered some new and strange candy.
"What did you have in mind?" she asked, a little afraid to hear the answer.
"We're both adults, Steffi. Adults are very capable of satisfying each other."
"Well, yes," the younger girl agreed, "but… I mean… two women…?"
"Adults, my dear," Marcia reiterated. "Two adults."
"Like… lesbians?" Steffi asked, reluctant to use the word.
"Steffi, my dear, I think that we have each proved ourselves, beyond a shadow of a doubt, to he ardent heterosexuals. Be that as it may, variety is still the spice of life. Now come here and open my dress."
Steffi, reluctant to appear unsophisticated, looked to her brother for guidance. Marc only smiled, attempting to appear cool but starting to feel very warm on the inside. Steffi shrugged, and approached the already standing Marcia.
"Undo the buttons like a good girl," the nurse instructed.
With trembling fingers, Steffi undid each of the buttons from neck to navel, carefully avoiding excessive contact with Marcia's projecting breasts. When the front was entirely open, Marcia stepped out of the garment and stood dressed in panties and a bra. She turned her back to Steffi and motioned to the girl to unhook the bra. Steffi did so, and Marcia immediately turned to face her. She looked at the bra and then looked at Steffi.
Steffi removed the other girl's bra, again carefully not touching her. Marcia, now wearing only her flimsy bikini panties, breasts swinging free, shook her pretty head reprovingly. "Steffi," she said, "you have breasts, don't you?"
"Of course I do," the younger girl answered indignantly.
"Then why are you so damn afraid of mine?"
Steffi reddened slightly.
"Why don't you take your shirt off?" Marcia continued. "I'm sure you won't feel so self-conscious when there are two sets of boobs hanging out. Just make-believe it's an adult pajama party. You took your clothes off at pajama parties, didn't you?"
Marc saw that Steffi was beginning to feel foolish. It was hard for him to believe that it was the same girl whom he had seen act so brazenly several times over the last few days. Despite her bravado, Steffi was just a little girl at heart.
"Okay," she said, finally, "but you have to undo the buttons."
A broad smile spread over Marcia's face. "I think you're starting to get the idea," she said, stepping forward to open the girl's blouse. When the buttons were open, it was Marcia who peeled the garment off the girl's body. She stood in silent admiration of the younger girl's small bouncy breasts for a moment before taking them gently in her palms. "Very nice," she said.
Steffi withdrew, obviously embarrassed to have a woman touch her breasts that way. Marcia clicked her tongue in disapproval and shook her head from side to side.
"Hasn't anyone ever touched them before?" Marcia asked.
"Of course!" Steffi snapped, offended at having her adulthood challenged. "But not a woman!"
"Who could possibly be better qualified than a woman?" Marcia asked with seemingly unchallengeable logic. "And a nurse, no less!"
"Look at me," she continued, thrusting her chest forward, "who could possibly be a better authority on boobs?"
Steffi looked at the nurse's ample bosom and then regarded her own boyish figure. A smile crept over her features.
"You make me look like a boy," she said.
"Nonsense!" came the reply. "Men like tits whether they're large or small." She shot a meaningful glance at Marc, who, sitting as he was, was sure that his arousal was going unnoticed. He was determined not to look flustered.
"Try as they may to hide it, all men like their sisters' tits best of all," Marcia added. Despite his intentions to the contrary, Marc flushed crimson at that truth. The two girls laughed aloud.
"Touche!" he conceded.
"That too," Marcia said, wiggling her bottom in a non-verbal pun. "Shall we stop this playing and bare our souls completely?"
Without waiting for an answer, Marcia wiggled out of her panties and stood before her friends buck naked. It was all Marc could do to stay in his seat and not grab hold of her curly haired crotch.
"After all," Steffi agreed, slipping out of her pants, "we're not children anymore."
The two girls stood entirely naked now, a fascinating contrast between full voluptuous womanhood and slim willowy girlishness. There was no way in the world Marc could have decided between them. He was delighted to know that he would not have to choose.
"All right, you two," he interrupted. "I give up. I'm excited." He reached out a hand and was promptly surprised at having it slapped by Marcia.
"Not so fast, lover. A minute ago you were Mr. Big-shot. Now you're just going to have to wait a few minutes. Have a seat."
Marc reluctantly sat down as Marcia again turned her attention to the younger girl.
"Is this right?" Steffi asked as the other girl began to study her with long and lascivious looks.
"Are you enjoying it?"
"Yes," Steffi admitted.
"Then it's right," Marcia concluded.
Steffi stood still as the other girl began to run her hands gently along the contours of the younger girl's figure. As Marcia's hands grew firmer and firmer in their caresses, Steffi appeared to relax more and more. In a moment, she was running her own hands along the other girl's figure. Before long, the two were embracing warmly. Marc was feeling envious and very, very excited.
He watched now as Marcia began to gently finger the light brown fur covering his sister's pubis. The girl shivered as Marcia's finger dipped ever so briefly between her thighs before returning to linger in her pubic down. Marcia put her mouth to Steffi's ear and stuck her tongue wetly into it before speaking. "Now relax," she said to the squirming Steffi. Marcia's finger moved between Steffi's thighs now, softly stroking the outer lips of her vulva. Then, with one bold gesture, she plunged her finger deep into the warmth of her cunt. Still too dry for such a daring thrust, Steffi cried out in mixed pleasure and pain. "Relax!" Marcia repeated, gently sliding her finger up and down in the girl's moistening cunt. "You wouldn't be so dry if I were a man."
Marc could tell from the expression on his sister's face that she was starting to enjoy herself. Her initial look of pain was gone now, her features softened and glowing. Marc correctly guessed that Marcia was skilfully toying with his sister's clitoris, rotating it between thumb and forefinger as it grew larger and ever more sensitive. Marc could imagine the waves of pleasure which were flashing through her body. He had seen that glow before.
Marcia's fingers were sopping wet by this time with the juices of Steffi's passion, but still she slid them in and out raising her to ever higher levels of ecstasy. Suddenly, Steffi's body began to spasm violently. She held on tightly to the older girl as Marcia continued to push her fingers high into her slit, rubbing deliciously against her tiny pink clit. When her shuddering was finished, Steffi kissed Marcia on the cheek.
"You know," she said, her voice trembling, "I think I could get into this!"
Marcia returned her kiss with a close-lipped kiss on the mouth and turned at last to Marc.
"And now, my dear, I believe that we're about ready for seconds."
Marc jumped up and quickly removed all his clothes. He felt strangely out of place being the only one of the three with an erection. Marcia stared at it as if with fascination.
"I hope that pole of yours is as sturdy as it looks," she said, lightly touching the under-surface of Marc's organ, "because it's in for quite a work out. Right, Steffi?" Steffi looked at her brother and then at Marcia. If she had been entirely spent a moment ago, it looked as if she had been re-filled and was ready to go again. She flashed one of her prettiest girlish grins.
"You better believe it," she said. "What should we do with him first?"
"Whatever comes natural, dear," came the reply. With that, she pulled the undressed Marc into the group, forming a tight circle of naked bodies. Marc felt the warm squeeze of two downy groins on his erect cock and two lovely arms around his shoulders as he encircled Marcia's broad back and Steffi's slim one with his own arms. For a moment, the threesome just huddled together, enjoying the heat of chest on chest and leg on leg as they rubbed their three hot bodies closely together. It was Marcia who broke away from the circle first.
"I know!" she said, "We'll begin by entertaining you, Marc. What would you like to see?"
Marc hesitated. He had enjoyed seeing Marcia satisfy his sister a moment before, but he wasn't quite sure how he felt about watching her perform with another woman. Although he had never himself indulged in any sort of homosexual activity, he wasn't sure that a little healthy bisexuality wasn't just the thing his would-be liberated sister needed. At least he was glad he wasn't jealous as he suspected he might be with another man.
"All right," Marcia said, no longer waiting for an answer from the male member of the trio, "for our next act, Steffi and I will eat each other out." Steffi flinched visibly at this suggestion.
"Gee, Marcia, I really don't know…"
"Look, kid, did you enjoy my finger?"
"Well, sure, but…"
"And has a man ever stuck his tongue into that honeypot of yours…"
"Yes," she answered, flushing slightly.
"Then I can assure you that you are going to like what I am going to do. A man only cares about getting a face full of juice. I know exactly what feels good on your end. Believe me, I know."
Steffi seemed to relax a little. Marc felt a shiver of excitement in his groin. "What do I do?" the younger woman asked. "Go into the bedroom and lie down on your back. I'll be there in a second."
Steffi left the room as Marcia turned to address the girl's brother.
"I adore being ass-fucked," she said bluntly and, taking him by the hand, led him into the bedroom.
The sight of his sweet, willowy sister lying face up on his bed was almost more than Marc could bear. They had not truly fucked before nor had they discussed their feelings about such an act of unmitigated incest, but the temptation to fuck now and ask questions later certainly seemed to be gnawing at Marc's cock at that moment. He restrained himself as Marcia moved toward the bed.
"Relax," she said, repeating again that most fundamental of all sex instructions. As Steffi seemed to obey, Marcia gently positioned herself on top of the younger girl, face to hairy crotch. With no initial words or gestures, she pushed her tongue in between the lips of Steffi's vagina and begin to thoroughly lick it inside.
Steffi gasped at the unexpected delight of the other woman's tongue scraping the sensitive tissues of her vaginal walls. Up and down she licked, tickling the clitoral bud with the tip of her tongue on each upstroke. For a few moments, she licked in silence as Steffi closed her eyes, bit her lower lip, and rocked her head from side to side in her pleasure. Suddenly, Marcia withdrew her face from the other girl's cunt, her lips and chin dripping with sticky cunt juices.
"Hey!" she reprimanded. "Play fair."
"What do I do?" Steffi asked.
"Eat me out!" Marcia answered with blunt urgency. "Just do whatever you'd like me to do to you."
With a brief moments thought, Steffi plunged her own hot little tongue up into Marcia's vulva, Marcia sighed with relief, and resumed her exploration of the other girl's vaginal opening. Soon, the two women were twitching with the pleasure of licked out cunts and well sucked clits. Marc decided that his days as a voyeur were through.
He sat on the bed, hesitant to intrude on the two women. After a second, he received his go ahead sign from Marcia. The girl simply pointed at her ample ass.
Marc put his hands on the full cheeks of her buttocks and began to rub them firmly. Steffi was startled by the sudden pressure on her face and accordingly plunged her tongue, up deeper into Marcia's cunt. This of course resulted in a retaliatory plunge of Marcia's tongue up Steffi's dampness, setting off a continuous cycle of ever mounting satisfaction for both girls. Marc was glad to know that he was a contributing factor to both girls' gratification.
His hands moved from her lovely round cheeks up to her lower back, massaging and rubbing as they slid skillfully up and down. His hands now at her shoulders, firmly nibbling her neck muscles – to the unqualified delight of all three – Marc positioned himself on top of Marcia, carefully placing nearly all his weight on his elbows. He had no intention of crushing the girl on the bottom of the body pile.
He realized that his erection had receded somewhat, and proceeded to rub his balls and cock on Marcia's ass cheeks. His organ quickly regained its hardness as it burrowed into the crack between the cheeks. When it was fully firm and erect, he pushed Marcia's ass gently forward to inform her that he was ready whenever she was. The girl bent her knees and pelvis carefully so as to better facilitate his entry without depriving his sister of her sweet, sticky feast. When she was in a favorable position, she reached back and guided Marc's penis down toward the opening of her rectum.
Marc waited for a few seconds and then pushed his shaft hard into her rectum. The girl screamed aloud and bit Steffi's crotch, setting off a series of reactions and counter-reactions. Marc had guessed correctly that Marcia was not the kind of woman who wanted to be gently aroused and abundantly lubricated – rather, she was the type who wanted to be fucked hard and fast and very well. That was exactly what Marc had in mind.
Slowly, he began to slide his member in and out of the girl's tight ass-hole. He had never fucked anyone that way before – never really wanted to – and it felt good and different. The tunnel through which his shaft was so deliciously boring was hot and gripping, but not slushy and roomy like a cunt. And yet, somehow her aperture seemed to get ever more lubricated as he moved in and out of her. He decided not to worry about biological details.
Marcia moaned softly as Marc prodded the tender tissues of her rectal opening, spreading her cheeks wider and wider with each thrust of his enflamed battering ram. His cock felt good, full and hard, as it slammed into the girl's hole, and the sound of his thighs slapping against the soft flesh of her well-rounded ass seemed to fill the room with each new surge. He wondered if it felt as hot and good for her as it did for him, if she too felt the explosive tension within, as if someone were winding up a spring which would eventually have to spring madly free in all directions. He knew that his own mad uncoiling was going to be very soon.
Steffi, meanwhile, stationed uncomfortably on the bottom, was growing tired of her career as a pussy-eater. She wanted very badly to be kissed by a man. "Hey, Marc," she said, "I want to be kissed."
Marc barely heard the girl's voice through the wild ringing in his ears. When it got through to him, he reluctantly brought his activities to a momentary halt. If it had been anyone but his sister, he would have dismissed her with a curt "fuck you" and continued reaming his way up Marcia's ass. Instead, he stopped to reply.
"It's okay with me," he said. "Crawl on out!"
It was Marcia's turn to speak up now. "If we're going to change positions," she said, "I'd like to have that monster meat of yours up my pussy."
The idea seemed reasonable enough, and so the threesome was suddenly scampering about into their new positions. After a moment, Marcia was lying on her back with Marc hunched over her, her legs wrapped around his hips. The other girl was still unsure of her proper place. "Sit on my face," Marcia suggested simply. Steffi lowered her dripping twat onto the nurse's face and thrilled as it was immediately filled with the girl's eager tongue. As Marcia sucked expertly on her clitoris, loving the feel of Steffi's juices dripping onto her face, Marc guided his cock into the aching slit between Marcia's wide-spread thighs.
Unlike the tight ass-hole which he had so recently vacated, Marcia's cunt was wide and slippery, dampened not only by her own vaginal juices but by the wetness of Steffi's mouth as well. Some girls are able to exercise better muscular control through their asses than through their cunts, but Marcia was not one of those. While her rectal opening was a tighter one, it was through her cunt that Marcia was able to best grab and clutch at Marc's erect organ. She held him tightly now, milking his hard cock as skillfully as if she were masturbating him, pulling when he pulled back and pushing back as he thrust forward. It was a delicious rhythm, and Marc had forgotten all about the girl being eaten out in front of him until she spoke.
"Hey!" she said, "I came here to get kissed, remember?"
Marc looked at his sister. She was so beautiful seated in front of him like that, her long dark hair disheveled yet still somehow neat over her sweet girlish face. He put his arm around her slender shoulders and pulled her towards him, putting his lips to hers, his mouth open slightly. Immediately, the girl slipped her tongue in the space between his lips. The tip of her small hot tongue was examining him everywhere, feeling his teeth, tenderly scraping the roof of his mouth, dancing delicately with his own larger tongue. Her lips seemed to be prying his lips open now, and in a moment their mouths were wide open in a kiss that was no longer that allowed between brother and sister. Their tongues pushed greedily into each others' mouths, dancing wildly now as the two oral cavities came together as if trying to become one great mouth. So pleasing was this soulful kiss with his sister that Marc had almost completely forgotten about the girl whom he was stuffing below.
"Make circles!" Marcia cried out. Instantly, Marc's attentions were returned to the woman beneath him. Without giving up the hold which he had on his sister – whom he suspected was just as responsible for keeping his cock hard and erect as was the woman whose cunt it was shoved up – Marc began to slowly rotate his pelvis, grinding his dick into the sweet receptacle. The girl sighed in approval.
Round and round he went, the slapping of thigh on thigh replaced by the squishing of prick slushing through well-greased cunt. His circles grew larger and larger, encompassing the entire circumference of the nurse's slit. She moaned in grateful approval each time be made contact with a sensitive wall, and gasped softly when his prick prodded her large erect clitoris. As Marc and Steffi continued their passionate kiss above, Marcia squirmed in pre-orgasmic delight below. Marc had forgotten in the meantime that Marcia's tongue was buried deep in the folds of his sister's hot wet cunt. Steffi was rewarding him inside his mouth as if it were his own pecker deliciously poking up her honeyhole.
Suddenly, Steffi pulled her face away from her brother's. "Kiss my tits," she cooed.
Trying not to miss a beat in his cock-grinding below, Marc moved his mouth to his sister's pert little breasts. Fastening his lips to her pink aureoles, he was just beginning to suck on the taut, pointy center buds when Marcia again vocalized her newest demand.
"Me too!" she called out. "I want my boobs rubbed."
As he continued to lick at his sister's nipples, Marc dropped his hands to the massive bazooms below, putting his palms firmly on the great brown nipples, rotating them in opposite directions, pressing downward and carefully pinching them around their sensitive edges. Marcia squirmed in her pleasure, forking her hips upward to meet each of Marc's downward thrusts. Her hips were revolving in perfect counter-circles to those which Marc was defining, and the exquisite friction was taking its toll on both of them. Steffi, meanwhile, was bouncing up and down on Marcia's upthrust tongue, warming her groin while her brother's licking and sucking of her tits sent flashes of excitement through her chest and down her spine. The threesome spent several perfect moments, licking, sucking, and clutching at cock, tit, and cunt in unbroken silence.
And then, all at once, explosions began to take place. It was, surprisingly, Steffi who began to spasm first, bouncing uncontrollably on Marcia's face.
As her tongue busily lapped up the juices of the younger girl's passion, Marcia became unbearably delighted at having the pretty young thing coming in her mouth. Aware more than ever now of Marc's cock pounding away at her hairy twat, her slippery vaginal muscles began to tighten around his organ, squeezing it and tugging at it as her sensitive nerve endings began to twitch and pop in little explosions all over her body. She was writhing and forking on the bed now, her tight cunt yanking on Marc's cock as her hips bounced up and down, up and down, with exquisite snug friction.
It was Marc's turn, finally, to feel the popping in his nuts as the semen raced through his throbbing cock to flood Marcia's more than anxious cunt with hot fresh come. All three were moaning now as their triple orgasm seemed to spread from one to the other at nearly the exact same moment. As mouths and cunts filled with bodily juices, the three lovers gradually lapsed into silent stillness. As usual, it was Marcia who spoke first.
"Goddamn!" was all she could say. All three began to laugh now as they collapsed in a wet warm happy heap on the bed, rolling and hugging in their mutual pleasure. Mouths were kissing hairy crotches and other mouths in wild abandoned confusion, as the affectionate threesome realized together that sex could mean love too.



CHAPTER EIGHT


Fast Jimmy's address turned out to be in the same run-down neighborhood in which Jack and Annie lived. Marc was not too pleased about having to go back there, but be was glad that at least his sister wouldn't have to be exposed to the kind of abuse which she underwent the last time they were in the area. Whatever sort of pervert Fast Jimmy was going to turn out to be – and Marc had no doubt in his mind that it was going to be one sort or another – at least it would be Marc's burden alone. He was growing more determined each day to rescue Steffi from the sort of life she seemed to be finding for herself.
Arriving at the neighborhood, he paused before locating Fast Jimmy's building. He was already late for his appointment, but a quick drink seemed to be in order before be kept the date. The area was abundantly stocked with bars, but each looked to be seedier than the one before. Choosing the least offensive looking, Marc entered, bought a drink, and sat at a table to drink it. Watching the people come and go, he thought about the strange turn his life had taken in the last several days. It was as he sat, thinking of these things and getting just a little tipsy, that the redhead walked in.
It was obvious from the moment that she entered that she was looking to be picked up. Her tiny skirt, barely covering her swaying bottom, revealed nearly the entire length of her long shapely legs, and her tight sweater left little to the imagination as far as her full, high bosom was concerned. It was the arrogant and openly sexual look in her eyes that reminded Marc more than anything else of his first meeting with Marcia. This time, he was not looking for sex, but he wasn't so sure that it wasn't going to find him anyway.
The girl looked around at the prospects. The bar was nearly empty except for Marc and a couple of whoreish looking women at the bar. When she caught Marc staring at her, she smiled and sauntered toward him, casual but obviously very determined. Marc sipped his drink and waited to see how he was going to handle this one.
"Buy a lady a drink?" she said simply.
Marc smiled. It was always just like in the movies – at least until he had her in bed. There was no time for that sort of thing now, but at least he could indulge in a little pleasant flirting. Anything to entertain himself before his meeting with Fast Jimmy.
He ordered the drinks and looked the redhead over coolly. He suspected that she might not be the type to go in for light flirting. In a moment, she proved him right.
"Your place or mine?" she whispered hotly into his ear as soon as the drinks arrived, her hand already placed firmly on Marc's upper thigh.
"Just like that?" he asked, a little disappointed at having his flirtation so rudely terminated. The red-head cocked her head to the side and looked him over suspiciously before replying.
"Listen, good-looking," she said. "The way I figure it, we both came here to meet someone, have a few drinks, and go somewhere and get laid."
Marc raised an eyebrow in automatic response to her unexpected bluntness. The girl misinterpreted his response.
"Don't worry, honey," she said, "I don't charge for the finest fuck in town."
The redhead slid her hand up Marc's thigh and into his crotch. She began to firmly massage the bulge which she found there as she continued to lecture.
"You see me come in and you like what you see, right? Good ass and good tits, right? Okay, handsome, so I like what I see too. Why play games?"
She found the top of his fly and quickly unzipped it, sliding her cool hand into his pants. Snaking her way into his shorts, she took a firm hold of his cock, stroking it softly as she resumed her speech.
"Everyone wants to get fucked when the right equipment comes along," she continued, fondling his manhood without taking her eyes off his face as she spoke. "And you, my enormous friend, are gifted with some of the rightest equipment which I have had the pleasure of coming across in an awfully long time."
By this time the girl was squeezing and releasing Marc's swollen organ in a deliciously regular rhythm. Large, firm, and erect as his cock had been from the moment he had first seen her, the smooth sliding of the girl's palm along its sensitive underside as she squeezed was making it even larger, firmer, and more erect with each passing second. Marc knew that the blatant sexuality of the girl's speech was contributing to his arousal almost as much as her actual physical caresses. He wished that the talk could go on longer, but he knew that she had not come to the bar for talk any more than he had come there for sex. But, as long as he was there anyway…
Placing his hand on her bare knee, he began to inch it confidently up toward her waiting snatch. Her thigh felt soft and creamy under his fingertips as they moved toward the hairy center of her lust. Just as his fingers made their first contact with wiry pubic hair, the girl reached over and pressed his hand tightly against her crotch.
"Don't be shy," she cooed, licking his ear wetly as she blew gently into it.
Marc gently ran his finger along the outer edge of her vulva and then, suddenly, thrust it fully up into her cunt.
"Mmmmm," was all she said as he began to wiggle the invading finger around in the sweet slush of her cunt. He suspected that she was the type of girl who lubricated herself the moment she fondled an erect cock. He stroked the sensitive membranes of her inner cunt for several moments as she continued her delightful rubbing of his most private part. With one last delicious squeeze, she withdrew her hand and carefully but quickly zipped up his fly, simultaneously sliding her now soaked cunt off of his soggy finger.
"Not here, lover," she said. "Let's go to my place for some heavy fucking."
The invitation was a tempting one, and if his mission at Fast Jimmy's place had been for anyone's benefit other than his sister's he would have dismissed the mission in a second – unfortunately, the call of duty was sounding louder than the call of passion.
Not much louder, to be sure, but louder nevertheless.
"I can't," he began reluctantly, "I…"
"You can't?" the redhead demanded indignantly. "What do you mean you can't?"
"Well…"
"You get a girl all hot and bothered and then you say you can't? What kind of a man are you, anyway?"
"You see, I…"
"Oh, I get it," she said, standing up. "You're queer, right? Well, right on, brother. Power to the cause!"
And so saying, she turned and walked away. Oh well. Marc thought, shrugging his shoulders. Maybe it was all for the best. He finished his drink in one swallow and went off to talk to Fast Jimmy.
Fast Jimmy's building was every bit as decrepit as Marc had anticipated. Once again, he went through the ritual of ringing the downstairs bell, waiting, ringing again, and finally receiving a response. He got in the elevator, pushed the button marked "6", and waited. When nothing happened, he got out of the elevator, looked at the seemingly endless stairway in dismay, took a deep breath, and began to climb. When he reached the sixth floor, he breathed deeply several times and, his composure regained, located the door marked "6C". He rang the bell hard and long in his anger at having to walk the stairs and waited, mentally preparing his speech.
Fast Jimmy, he would say, I don't have time for any bullshit. I understand you know where I can find Michael. Either tell me or tell me you're not going to tell me so I can go do more important things.
He liked that speech. He had always wanted to sound tough.
When the door opened. Marc was greeted by a skinny little man wearing only a baggy pair of pants.
"Fast Jimmy?" Marc asked, suddenly at a loss for words.
"Hardly," the little man answered without grinning. "Won't you come in? I was just leaving."
Marc entered the apartment and stood in the living room in silence as the little man disappeared behind what Marc assumed to be a bedroom door. In a moment, he re-emerged, fully dressed. He nodded briefly at Marc and walked out, closing the door behind him. Marc looked at the closed door for a moment as he tried to understand the scene which he had just witnessed.
The room in which Marc was standing was clearly intended as a living room, but it was not furnished like one – rather, it was furnished more like a waiting room, with couches and chairs lining the walls and stacks of magazines piled on end tables in the corners. Marc examined one of the stacks. The magazines were all pornographic.
Thumbing through one of the magazines, Marc marveled at how sheltered he really was. He thought himself somewhat of a man of the world, but he had to admit that he had never seen magazines quite like these. The pictures and captions were perfectly explicit to a degree with which Marc had been totally inexperienced. He was especially fond of some of the subtler and more humorous items, like the picture of a nude girl sucking off a dog, captioned, "A girl's best friend." Marc found himself thinking about the red-head in the bar and getting quite horny, but he tried hard to fight off the feeling. There was business to be taken care of. He was afraid he was fighting a losing battle when he was suddenly startled by a voice behind him.
"Like the magazines?" it said.
Marc turned around to face a beautiful black woman, smiling at him through her white teeth and her fiery brown eyes. Her hands were placed defiantly on her bare hips, just above the low low waistline of her black leather pants and far below her skimpily cut halter top. For a moment, he wondered if she was going to produce a bullwhip to complete the image.
"Hello," he said. "I'm looking for Fast Jimmy."
"Honey," she said, with just a hint of southern affectation in her voice, "you have found her!"
Marc's jaw dropped open in the classic gesture of disbelief. Suddenly, it seemed to be a whole different ballgame.
"You're Fast Jimmy?" he asked, a bit obtusely.
"If you don't believe it," she answered, "ask the runt that just left. I don't believe he was in here more than ten minutes."
Slowly, the pieces began to fit together in Marc's befuddled mind. The waiting room, the magazines, the little man leaving abruptly. Fast Jimmy was a…
"But 'Jimmy'?" he asked.
"Born Jemima," the woman explained, "but that name don't make it no more. And 'fast' because I can be."
She looked Marc over carefully, studying him as if he were a museum piece.
"But I can be very, very slow when I choose to be," she said, smiling lewdly. Marc had no reason to doubt her. He decided to get down to business. "I'm here on business…" he began lamely.
"They always are, sugar. Your pleasure is my business."
"I think you don't understand…"
"Oh, I understand," she said. "Why don't we make ourselves comfortable and talk about it?"
Marc decided to stop fighting and surrender to Fast Jimmy's demands. He had to admit that if he was going to talk business with her, making himself comfortable first certainly seemed to be the best way of going about it.
"Okay," he said, "by all means let's make ourselves comfortable."
Fast Jimmy let out a quick, evil chuckle in response to Marc's unexpectedly cool response to her suggestion. Keeping her eyes on his face, she swiftly slipped out of her halter top. Marc gulped audibly as two perfect round breasts popped free. The woman stretched as if glad to be released from her flimsy top as she fingered her chocolate nipples. Marc watched in wordless envy, his own fingertips tingling.
"Now you, baby," she said.
Marc unbuttoned his shirt and dropped it on the floor, waiting for her next move.
"Come on," she said, as if to a child who had performed stupidly. She continued to finger her nipples as she brought them temptingly close to Marc's face. "Ain't these worth more than your scrawny chest? Let's see something exciting, sugar. That is, assuming you got something exciting to show."
Marc smiled at this challenge to his manhood. He opened his fly and removed his shoes and socks. "You first," he said.
It was the woman's turn to smile now. "You are a tough one, ain't 'cha? Okay, angel, me first."
Fast Jimmy turned around and, ass swaying invitingly, entered the bedroom. Marc stood still and watched with fascination.
"Come on in, sugar," she said from the doorway, "your Aunt Jemima ain't gonna hurt you. Unless that's what you're looking for." Marc followed her into the room. Fast Jimmy's bedroom was all purple satin and velvet, with soft sensuous music oozing out of a hidden speaker. Lying on the tremendous round bed was Fast Jimmy herself, her chest bare and her knees parted wide.
"If you want my pants off," she said, "you gonna have to come take them off yourself."
Marc's heart pounded as he approached the bed and knelt between the woman's pearled thighs. He opened the button of her pants and unzipped the fly, trying unsuccessfully not to be distracted by the perfect globes which lay just in front of him, the delicate scent of perfume wafting toward his nose. Before he could remove her pants. Fast Jimmy pulled him down to her, smothering his face in her soft breasts. Immediately, Marc found himself closing his mouth over her nipple, sucking and licking like a child being offered the world's sweetest candy. She skillfully massaged the tight muscles of his neck as he savored the incredible sweetness of her tits… her nipples now erect like thumbs.
"Mmmm-mmmm!" she exclaimed, "you are a good one! Let's see what you look like bare-assed."
Moving cat-like, she slithered out from under his oral attack and whipped his pants off. A tremendous erection made itself immediately visible.
"Mmmm-mmmm!" she repeated, licking her lips. "Ain't that a fine-looking banana!"
Before she had even finished speaking, her nimble fingers were exploring Marc's apparatus, gently rubbing his balls and tracing quick delicious patterns under his penis. Grabbing it tightly she began to massage the entire organ, rubbing it back and forth with slow smooth motions of her closed fist. Through his intense excitement. Marc was able to appreciate the woman's professionalism. Before he reached the point of no return, Fast Jimmy stopped her hand movements.
"Maybe you want to see the rest of me before we get on with our 'business'. Have a good look, lover."
So saying, the woman pulled off her leather pants and, springing to her feet, stood stark naked in front of Marc. She was undoubtedly the most sensual woman he had ever seen in his life, Marc sat on the edge of the bed as she began once again to play with her own beautiful breasts, swaying her womanly hips gently in time to the music. She danced as though in a trance, and Marc felt no less hypnotized watching her glide liquidly around the bedroom, jutting first a hip, then a fleshy buttock in his direction. She was standing in front of him now, her tummy rippling in a skillful belly-dance as her kinky pubic hairs wriggled temptingly in front of his face. He reached out, unable to control himself any longer, and placed his hands on the dancer's hips. Suddenly she thrust her pelvis forward, bringing the sweet sexy smell of her cunt right up to his face.
"Eat some sweet twat, sugar," she said, an edge of sensual hardness creeping into her tone. Marc decided that this was no time to worry about her master-slave games. If the price of being a slave was eating out the panther woman, the brain in his cock told him that that was the role he wanted. Without a second thought, he plunged his tongue into deep, sweet honeyhole.
The woman tasted unbelievably delicious. Marc had eaten cunt many times, usually enjoying it more for the oral satisfaction and for the pleasure it gave his partner than anything else. But this time, he was enjoying the cunt for its own perfect delicious taste and smell. Sweet and sticky, the tunnel through which his tongue slicked its way was coated with tasty warm juices, almost too appetizing to be natural. Marc licked and sucked at the slit, swallowing the passion juices as they continued to ooze from the slippery walls of her inner vagina. He moved his hands around to grab her perfect ass, pressing her crotch even more snugly to his face. It was like the fulfillment of his childhood dream of having his cake and eating it too.
"Enough of that, you cuntsucker," she suddenly announced, pulling his head gently away from her crotch. He swallowed twice to capture all the sweet liquid which had filled his mouth. "Jimmy's gonna dance for you now."
Pulling Marc to his feet, she stood him in the middle of the room as she began to dance around him. The music seemed louder now as her naked form oozed around him, now in front of him, now behind him. She danced close, the tips of her breasts brushing excitingly against his back and chest as she wiggled and squirmed in movements which clearly simulated the moves of sex. He dared not turn around as she writhed behind him now, licking the sweat off his shoulders with a long hot tongue. She dipped lower, barely caressing the taut muscles of his lower back with her fingertips, darting her tongue out to lick the cheeks of his buttocks, her fingers grazing his upper inner thighs as she slid quickly past.
Every muscle in his body was tense with anticipation now as she reappeared in front of him, staring with obvious admiration at the flag-pole which extended stiffly from between his legs. Her fingertips and tongue repeated their teasing act in front of him now, carefully touching and arousing his lower belly and his thighs without quite touching his most sensitive part. He squirmed uncomfortably now as she dropped to her knees in front of him. She looked up at him and kissed his testicles tenderly before speaking.
"When Fast Jimmy go down on her knees," she said, "you know she ain't about to pray."
Marc's smile of understanding turned instantly to a grimace of pleasure as Fast Jimmy's mouth slid smoothly over the shaft of his cock. He felt the entire length of his organ being enclosed in the hot dampness of her mouth as her teasing tongue tickled the surface of the undershaft, licking especially at that most sensitive point where the head joins the shaft. Her tongue seemed to encircle his organ now as she sucked and sucked on it, drawing it out to its fullest imaginable length. As she sucked dick, her hands busied themselves tracing firm but gentle figures along his inner thighs and rummaging through his curly pubic hairs, occasionally tugging at them in order to achieve a better grasp of his cock in her hungry mouth. As sweet as eating her out had been, having the black beauty sucking his dick was unquestionably a thousand times better.
Just as he feared that he was approaching the breaking point. Fast Jimmy pulled her full lips away from Marc's throbbing organ. She kissed it several times with wet, full-tongued kisses and stood up once again. She grinned and kissed him holly on the mouth, her busy tongue coating his lips with her sweet-tasting saliva. Marc licked his lips, relishing the taste of her kiss, as she pulled away.
"Don't you hear the doorbell, sugar?" she asked. Pulling his mind back to the external world with considerable difficulty, Marc realized that the doorbell was indeed ringing offensively. Fast Jimmy glanced at her clock and put on a robe.
"Paying customer," she explained. "Won't take but a few minutes. The crazy John just likes to watch me work myself over and talk about how it feels. Have a seat. They don't call me Fast Jimmy for nothing."
Marc looked very skeptical as he sat down. Jimmy pressed her lovely boobs against his bare chest and kissed him tenderly.
"I'll make it up to you, angel. Besides," she said as she opened the bedroom door, "you might just like the act."
In a moment, she returned with another slightly built fellow who immediately stared at Marc with distress. "Who's he?" the fellow asked with what seemed to Marc an extraordinary lack of good manners, even considering the rather unusual circumstances.
"Friend of mine," the woman explained. "I get so excited working myself over for you that I need someone to fuck the shit out of me after you leave. It's your fault for getting me so hot, you know."
The little man smiled and nodded his approval of Fast Jimmy's obviously absurd explanation. He sat on the edge of the bed, fully clothed, as the panther let her robe fall to the floor in a puddle at her feet. As close as he had been to her just a few moments before, Marc could not help but gasp anew at her sensual beauty. She lay back on the bed again, her thighs spread wide to afford her voyeuristic client a flawless view of her damp treasures. Both men stared intently as she began her monologue.
"Well, well, well," she began, "here I am alone at home in bed. Wonder what I'll do with myself tonight. Imagine. Horny as a bitch and no man around to help me out. Think I'd settle for a woman at this point."
"Can't imagine why I'm so horny tonight. It's not like I didn't get it good this afternoon. Mmmm-mmmm, did I ever get it good. I swear, I thought that man was going to split me in half the way he kept on pushing and pushing that thing into me like he wanted to see it come out of my mouth."
She was softly stroking the outer lips of her vulva as she continued to talk. The little man's hands had dropped to his lap. Marc could not see what he was doing, but he had a very good idea. It was something that he was very tempted to do himself.
"I don't know," she went on. "I just don't seem to get satisfied the way I used to. Once upon a time, a man shoved his thing up me in the morning and I could wait easy until the next morning to get it again. Now it's hell to have to wait a few hours. Looks like I'm hooked. A regular nympho, a sex fiend, a full-time, gotta-have-it, cocksucking, asslicking bitch. I just don't know what I'm going to do, I think I'm starting to feel them withdrawal symptoms already. Looks like I'm going to have to do myself up if I'm going to get any satisfaction tonight. Mmmm, that feels nice."
Suddenly, her attention and that of both voyeurs seemed to shift to the finger that was so gently caressing the outer lips of her vagina.
"Real nice, touching myself this way. A man is good, but when you come right down to it, you gotta do it yourself if you want to do it right. A man will fuck you good and hard, he'll push that thing up your cunt until you're ready to scream for mercy, but he don't give a damn about whether you come off at all. All he knows is he's got two balls full of come, and he wants to put it to you rough, make you squeeze it out of him, make it squirt out so's he can get his rocks off. Don't matter none to him how you feel, as long as you take the pressure off his balls."
She seemed to be stroking herself a little more firmly now as the little man began to tremble in his seat. Marc was fascinated by the way his arm was moving up and down in his lap.
"And a man don't care none about where he comes off either. He'll come in your mouth, between your tits – if you're good enough, that is, and you better believe that mine are good enough – up your ass, anywhere. No matter to him. If you know how to squeeze him right, you know how to stroke his cock just right, when to rub it hard and when to just sort of tickle it, he's gonna come off good and hard and you better believe I mean good and I mean hard. And he's not going to give one good Goddamn whether you like it or not. That's just the way it is with a man. I don't blame the sons-of-bitches. I think I'd be the same Goddamn way if I could. If I could get my pussy around some good strong cock, I'd slide up and down that Goddamn pole until I was too greased to shimmy up again, and I wouldn't worry for a minute about whether or not the bastard was going to shoot off or not. No sir, I would take it for what it was worth, and no questions asked. That thing gonna shoot that hot jissum up my cunt or not, don't make no difference to me."
The little man was shaking violently. Marc strained his eyes trying to decide whether the woman's fingers had passed into her body or not.
"Of course," she reflected, "that ain't entirely true. It do feel awful good to know a man's shooting that stuff up into you. Like when he's inside you, and you start contracting them muscles, and you figure it feels so good for him and you know it feels so good for you. Then, next thing you know, you ain't doing nothing voluntarily and them muscles is clutching and pulling on him all by themselves, and you're both breathing kind of hard, and he's saying 'Jesus!' under his breath, and your mind goes all blank, and there ain't nothing in the world anymore except your sweet twat and his big fat meat slamming into you, filling you up, making your body all tight and ready. And then it happens. He starts jerking and holding you real tight, and pumping that hot jism up your cunt, sort of swallowing it all up like you're dying of thirst and it's water or something. Then it's your turn to start spasming all over, and your body goes out of control and you start grabbing onto him and holding him real tight and calling him darling and lover and all kinds of other things – you're just so grateful he's a man shooting that good hot come into you. That's when you know how wrong your mama was when she told you 'watch out, sugar, they only want one thing'. They only want one thing, but you is going to be only too glad to give it to 'em."
Her finger was definitely up her snatch now, and it slid smoothly in and out as the little man squirmed. Marc couldn't understand how he could sit so close and not rip his pants off and take her violently on the bed.
"Now, when a lady does herself," she explained, "why, that's a whole different story. A lady don't want to feel superior to herself or think she's some big-deal conqueror or no kind of horseshit like that. No sir, a lady just wants to make herself feel good, and there ain't nothing makes a lady feel good like sliding her finger up her cunt until she comes."
She stopped and looked at her finger as if she had just now noticed that it was squishing up and down between her labia.
"My word," she said in mock astonishment, "l seem to be doing that very thing to myself at this very moment, don't I? I suppose that I should be ashamed of myself, but it sure do feel mighty good. Mmmm, yes sir, it sure do feel mighty good. I wonder how it would be if I just pushed up a little higher… oh my, that is nice… I wonder what… my my, how that little clit of mine can stand up, I swear, just like a man's cock if I didn't know better… I think I'll try rubbing… oh God, that's nice… that just makes me feel so good all over… I'll just take some of this here wetness and get my finger all smooth and greasy and then I'll sort of rub that clit of mine awhile… oh Lordy Lordy Lordy… mmmm!"
She lay there in silence for a few moments, her fingers deep into her snatch, moving busily, as she closed her eyes and breathed deeply, seemingly putting herself into a trance of sexual ecstasy. The little man was bouncing frantically on the edge of the bed. Marc was sweating profusely and banging his fists against his knees in his effort to control himself.
Suddenly, her back began to jerk violently, her hand moving back and forth in her crotch at a tremendously accelerated pace.
"Oh God!" she screamed hoarsely, "so good! So Goddamn fucking good! I'm coming… Jesus, I'm coming… Mmmm… mmmm… mmmm… AAAHH!"
All was still. The little man seemed to have undergone his release in perfect synchronization to that of the woman, and both of them were breathing heavily as the moment slowly passed. Marc was horny out of his skull.
And then, as if it were part of the established ritual, the little man got up, reached into his pants pocket, and withdrew a wallet. He chose a bill and placed it carefully on the bed next to the woman's still figure. Taking a deep breath as if to steady himself, he nodded politely at Marc, opened the bedroom door, and walked out. A few seconds later, the outer door slammed shut. No sooner did that happen than Fast Jimmy opened her eyes.
"Ain't that something," she said simply.
Marc stood up, gazing at the woman on the bed in awe. His penis stood out tremendously in front of him.
"Ain't that something!" Fast Jimmy exclaimed, changing her emphasis as she studied Marc's impressive erection. "Now where were we, sugar?"
"Just like that?" Marc demanded, unable to believe that she was willing to pick up where they had left off as if nothing had happened in the interim.
"Listen, lover," she explained, "business is business and pleasure is pleasure. Besides," and Marc almost thought he detected a blush behind the black skin, "I wasn't hardly lying about the things I said, I do have a voracious appetite."
Marc approached the bed. He was in no mood to question the truth of the woman's claim.
"You better believe that I am as ready for that thing of yours as I am ever going to be," she said as she shifted to a new position on her hands and knees. She futted her sweet black ass out towards Marc before she spoke again. "Mount me, my stallion," she commanded.
Marc lunged forward, his more than ready cock plunging easily into Fast Jimmy's well-lubricated slit. It was amazingly wet inside, and Marc's cock slid immediately to the hilt. As he entered the soggy tunnel, he wondered just how real her masturbatory scene had been, but before he could say anything about it, the beautiful panther issued her next command.
"Too damn slippery in there," she said, "suck out some of them juices so I can show you what real friction is about."
Marc reluctantly withdrew his cock and lowered his mouth to the woman's cunt. Her kinky pubic hair was matted with sweat and cunt-juice. Marc put his lips to her slit and began to suck out her juices. They mixed with the salt of her vaginal perspiration this time, but they were still as sweet and appetizing as they had been before. When she was dryer – although still far, far from dry – Marc licked the inside of her cunt gratuitously. She purred softly as he briefly rolled her clit around between his tightly closed lips.
"Very good," she said, as if grading him in her capacity as a professional. "Now, let's try a little dick before we get down to business."
Marc removed his face from her good-smelling crotch and again plunged his erect phallus between the warm, tight lips of her vagina. It went in a little snugger now, and they both gasped aloud with pleasure as he once again penetrated her to the hilt. He moved back and forth roughly now as her nails dug into the flesh of his buttocks, pulling him tightly against her, her strong thighs pushing urgently against his.
"I do believe that you are doing something right," she announced unnecessarily as they continued to pound flesh against flesh, cock squeezed tightly in grasping cunt.
Marc thrust forward, his cock gliding easily through the wetness of the woman's vagina. She seemed to be holding on to him tightly now as he shoved it forward, pulled it back, and shoved it forward again, time after time in perfectly timed thrusts that seemed to fill both of them with indescribable pleasure. After jabbing it rudely up her snatch several times, Marc realized that his puny efforts were no longer necessary. Fast Jimmy had taken control, fucking herself on his erect cock, pushing her lust-filled body down hard onto it and pulling expertly on it on the upstroke. He relaxed his efforts as her clutching cunt took over the entire workload, allowing him to surrender to the pure perfect pleasure of being expertly screwed. Now he had only to enjoy the throbbing readiness in his balls and the sweet delight of having his cock rubbed and sucked into the great cunt-mouth. It was an opportunity that he was only too glad to accept.
"Come, damnit," the black angel hissed. "I want to feel that good hot come squirting in. Supposing I try this…"
Fast Jimmy reached back and slid one of her long fingers along the surface of Marc's perineum, that sensitive area between his anus and his balls. The gentle stroking of her fingers, nails gently raking first the outer surface of his anus and then gently scraping the skin of his scrotal pouch, was just what Marc needed to be pushed beyond the limits of his masculine endurance.
With an animal grunt, he began to spasm wildly, his cock jerking inside her, hot streams of fresh white come shooting madly up into her cunt. His orgasm was just the impetus which she needed to launch into her own. No ordinary woman, Fast Jimmy had no ordinary orgasm – rather, she exploded in spasms of ecstasy which put Marc's impressive climax to shame. Her bouncing snatch pulled on Marc's penis as if holding on for dear life, taking him with her on her wild orgiastic journey. When it was at last over, she lay trembling and puffing, unable to catch her breath after what was undoubtedly the most dramatic female orgasm Marc had ever witnessed.
"Not bad, sugar," she said, grinning. "Now what was it you wanted to talk to me about?"
Marc shook his head in renewed awe. The woman was amazing. He opened his mouth as if to speak, and then chuckled aloud at the overplayed words which he realized that he had to say.
"About Michael…" he said.
"Michael?" the panther's dark side seemed to turn a shade darker at the mention of the name. "You a friend of his?"
"I'm just looking for him," Marc answered truthfully.
"You're not a cop, are you?" she asked, somewhat ridiculously under the circumstances.
"No," Marc answered simply, "Jack was supposed to have called you…"
"Oh," she said, a look of sudden understanding appearing in her eyes, "you must be Steffi's brother!"
"That I am," he replied, feeling a bit proud.
"Well let me tell you about that bastard Michael. I owed the son-of-a-bitch some money, he comes in here, I don't have it yet, he says I better fuckin' have it in forty-eight hours or he's going to break my fuckin' neck. I say okay. Any other dude, I throw him the hell out. Michael's crazy. He'd kill me, I know it, and he knows I know it. I don't know why your sister cares about that cat, but let me make it clear to you that I personally do not give a damn what happens to him, and believe me it's not just the money – however, I do have a pretty good idea of where he'll be tomorrow night. Folks down the block are having an orgy, and that is one scene that Michael will dig on every time. I guarantee, you want to find that motherfucker, that's where you'll find him tomorrow night."
Fast Jimmy told Marc the address and Marc made a careful mental note of it, kissing her on her thick lips in gratitude. He began to look around for his clothes as the woman continued to stare at him. "Hey lover," she said. Marc looked at her quizzically.
"I'm horny again," she pouted. Marc looked at her for a moment in silence. They laughed hysterically as he jumped onto the bed and began again to fuck her in profound blissful ecstasy.



CHAPTER NINE


"I don't come home for one fuckin' night and I come home to catch you screwing my best friend! What kind of Goddamned wife are you anyway?"
"Me? I suppose you expect me to believe you were away on business! You and that oversexed secretary of yours! Sure I fucked Charlie. Why not? You think you're the only one who's allowed to have any fun? Besides, it's not like it was the first time Charlie and I have made it. You've just been too fuckin' stupid to notice!"
"Oh yeah? Well it just so happens…"
Marc slammed the window closed. He was glad that he and Steffi were going out for the evening. It looked like the people upstairs were going to be having one hell of a fight. Steffi looked as if she had already heard too much.
"Why are people like that, Marc?" she asked with innocent sincerity. "I mean, if they're going to get involved in monogamous situations like that in the first place, they could at least be honest with each other if they feel they have to cheat. And then to be so cruel about it…" Her voice trailed off as she shook her pretty head in bewilderment.
"What can I tell you?" Marc replied, "People are screwed up. Listen to us. We're going to an orgy tonight and we're knocking people with normal marital problems."
"They're the freaks," his sister insisted, "not us. Have you ever made the orgy scene before?"
"Not really," he admitted. The events of the last few days had been shattering his self-image with distressing regularity. "You?" he asked.
"Sure," she answered, sounding just a little surprised that he found it necessary to ask. "It's nothing really. Just a lot of people who don't think that it's such a big deal to be tied down to the people you have sex with, so they get together and get to know everyone just a little bit better. It's kind of nice in a way, but it can get kind of draggy, too."
"How do you mean?" Marc asked, fascinated with the way his sister's breasts bobbed up and down with each impassioned gesture of her expressive hands.
"Well, you know. It's kind of nice to have special feelings about somebody you're having sex with. Like the time with you and Michael." She flushed slightly as she caught the expression in Marc's eye. "I'm not comparing the two of you. I know there's a lot wrong with Michael. All I'm trying to say is that that time was so much better than that thing with Jack back at his apartment. I really dug it, it was exciting and all, but it wasn't like I really cared about him. Orgies are like that, you know what I mean. Not that there's all kinds of pretensions and guilty feelings like at some suburban swinger scene, but you can't really feel close to everyone, you know. I mean, screwing's almost always great, but it's extra great when two people really care about each other."
Steffi became suddenly quiet, as if she feared having violated some unspoken behavioral code. She opened her mouth as if to offer further explanation, but then closed it with a slight shaking of her head. Marc squeezed her hand affectionately.
"I understand," he said. "And I agree with you completely."
"You don't think I'm a little bit squared?" she asked shyly.
"No, I don't. I think you're beautiful. So beautiful, in fact, that I'm finding it harder all the time to keep my hands off of you."
"Marc," she said with genuine surprise, "it's not as if we haven't been…" She paused to think of an appropriate word, "… intimate," she concluded.
"Sure," he agreed, "but we haven't been what we used to call 'all the way' when we were kids. I know it's only a detail, but somehow I haven't felt quite right about sticking it into my own sister."
Steffi regarded her brother tenderly. She knew it had taken great courage for him to confess his feelings to her. She wondered if he knew that she had been having the same sort of doubts and the same sort of temptations as well.
"Listen, big brother," she said. "It's no holds barred tonight, all right? There'll be a lot of different people doing a lot of different things with a lot of other people, and if you and I happen to come together somewhere in the middle of it, we wont worry about the coincidence of our having had the same mother and father, okay?"
Marc smiled and nodded his head in agreement.
"Okay," he said, "but mainly we're looking for Michael, right?"
"Right," the girl answered, "but if we're having a good time while we look, I guess there's nothing wrong with that."
"I guess you're right," Marc agreed with no reluctance whatsoever.
The party had hardly begun when Marc and Steffi arrived. They were greeted at the door by their host, a tall, slim Jesus look-alike named Thomas. He greeted Steffi warmly with a hug and a kiss on the mouth. Steffi introduced Marc, and he too received a hug but, to his surprised delight, no other physical display of affection. Stepping inside, Marc was introduced to Blossom, Thomas' woman. Incongruously – or so it seemed to Marc – the lovely young girl greeted him merely with a shy nod. With these initial formalities accomplished, Marc and Steffi were left on their own to absorb the atmosphere and meet the other guests.
The apartment was dark and the air thick and filled with loud rock music, but, to his surprise, Marc found the atmosphere not at all unpleasant. The apartment appeared to be a fairly spacious one, and with new arrivals all the time, it was rapidly being filled. Marc was usually not too comfortable at crowded parties, especially when the music was definitely too loud and the air almost suffocated with the mixed scents of incense and pot – still, there was something warm and sensuous about this gathering, as if the assembled were good people who were still a bit too young and naive to escape the outer trappings associated with having a good time. Marc chuckled softly to think that the hippie culture seemed to be fashioning itself after the square media's image of it.
"What's so funny, man?" a voice in the dark inquired.
Marc turned around to see a short and slightly chubby girl looking at him curiously. She wore pigtails and a look of innocence, but her big breasts bobbing freely under her T-shirt belied the illusion of her little girlishness.
"Oh, nothing," Marc answered. "I was just wondering if I wasn't a little old for this sort of scene."
The girl scratched her crotch casually and looked Marc over.
"If you can still get it up," she said, "you're not too old. Dig you later," she said as she walked away.
It seemed to Marc that the girl had a very healthy outlook.
Continuing to stroll around the apartment – and starting to wonder where Steffi had wandered off to – Marc reflected on the difference between this gathering and those of the older folk with whom he usually associated. For one thing, the young people here didn't seem to be coupled off. Wandering from group to group, each individual seemed to identify himself much more closely with the group as a whole than with any small segment. Considering that this was clearly understood to be an orgy, nobody seemed very uptight about what was going to be happening. No guilt, no sly looks, no clever innuendos in the conversation. In fact, it was the conversation itself that seemed to set this party apart from most of the social gatherings in which Marc had participated. Here were no professors talking stuffy academics, no lawyers chatting about some fine point of law, no banter about batting averages or weather or politics. The snatches of conversation which Marc overheard were… well, cosmic.
"I don't know, man, like if it gets you off, I guess it's okay…"
"That's not the point. It was her baby, and if she wanted to have it, it was nobody's business but her own…"
"Religion is bullshit if you have to go to church to find it…"
"All the real poets are doing music now…"
"… so," I said, "if your idea of communal living is that I have to ball you whenever you get horny, you can shove it up your ass!"
It didn't add up to the kind of boring self-conscious party conversation that Marc was used to, and he was enjoying it. Still, all the bouncy-boobed little chicks in their tight pants were starting to get to him, and he sort of wished that the orgy would get down to orgying.
Not that he wasn't watching out for Michael, of course.
"Here you are," someone said. Marc turned around to face his host's lovely companion, Blossom. Her long dark hair contrasted with her pale, soft features, giving her a sort of old fashioned look. The leotard which she wore with her low-cut jeans was anything but old-fashioned. Marc tried not to stare at her exposed cleavage, and instead found his eyes following the length of her bare white arms. At the end of the arm was a hand holding a pipe towards him.
"Hash," she explained simply. Marc took the pipe to his lips and inhaled deeply. Nothing happened. Looking apologetic for having handed him an unlit pipe. Blossom lit a match and held it over the bowl. Without taking his eyes off the girl's pretty face, Marc drew deeply on the pipe. The hashish tasted very mellow, and the girl smiled as if she were glad to be sharing a good thing with Marc.
"It's very nice," she commented. Marc shook his head in agreement and held the pipe out to the girl. She took it, toked deeply, and again gave it to Marc. It was out again.
"Come with me into the bedroom," she said. An expression of surprise flashed across Marc's face in response to the girl's seeming bluntness.
"To get a match, I mean," she explained, flushing slightly.
Marc followed her into the bedroom. It was a large room dominated by a tremendous waterbed, an antique chest of drawers, and two enormous stereo speakers. The speakers were not on, and the room was considerably quieter than the outside had been when Blossom closed the door.
"Music's groovy," she said, "but it can get to you after a while. Sit down."
Marc looked around and decided that there was really no place to sit except on the waterbed. He sat down as Blossom lit a candle and turned off the light.
"Much nicer by candlelight, don't you think? Thomas made the candle," she added with a touch of pride.
Watching the swaying of Blossom's tight ass had excited Marc, and he was almost sorry that she had mentioned Thomas. He did not wish to be offensive to his host. He felt guilty even staring into Blossom's exposed cleavage the way he was. His guilt must have been obvious.
"Don't feel bad," the girl said. "If I didn't want you to look, I wouldn't have dressed this way. Relax. If you want to look, look. And if you want to touch, that's groovy too."
"Yeah," Marc said, swallowing hard and feeling his cock stiffening in his pants, "but won't Thomas…"
"Thomas is a good man," she interrupted. "He's not into a middle-class possessive trip. He wouldn't want to own me even if he could. He wants me to enjoy life any way I want. So if you want to touch me, you don't have to worry about Thomas." She blushed slightly. "I think it's kind of nice the way you look at my boobs."
It was Marc who blushed this time. "Let's smoke some more dope," he said.
Blossom put the pipe in her mouth and, holding it steady between her teeth, lit a match and held it to the bowl. Her chest protruded as she inhaled deeply. Marc's attention was riveted to the pointy nipples which pressed so invitingly against the tightly-fitting material of her leotard. Blossom reached out and, her mouth full of the sweet smoke, took Marc's hand and placed it on her breast. He squeezed gently and Blossom nodded in approval, simultaneously offering Marc the pipe. Releasing his hold on the lovely round tit, he took the pipe and toked on it, watching with a certain increasing fascination as the embers glowed brightly. He pulled the smoke down into his lungs, imagining the smoke circulating up into his brain before releasing it gently through his nostrils.
He handed the pipe back to Blossom. She was beginning to look not only very very pretty but very very sexy as well. When Blossom returned the pipe, Marc realized that he could not remember her having smoked from it. He watched his own hand reach for the pipe, surprised that it seemed to move so slowly. He drew on it deeply, snuffling air through his nose to help pull the smoke further down. He smiled. It seemed like a very funny thing to do.
When he gave the pipe back to Blossom, she looked into the bowl and dumped the ashes into an ashtray. As Marc reflected on what seemed to him to be Blossom's incredible intelligence at having figured out that the hashish was played, the girl stood up and removed her jeans. Marc nodded his head slowly, pleased that the female form was so aesthetically pleasing in a leotard. Blossom came over to him, kissed him warmly on the mouth, and undid the buttons of his shirt. He slipped out of it, mentally likening it to a snake slipping out of its skin, and the girl fell on top of him. They lay there, laughing and hugging, with Blossom crushing her still covered breasts against Marc's bare chest and grinding her pelvis against his. It felt so exciting, and for a moment, Marc's stoned intellect wondered if maybe it had to remember anything or if it could just relax and surrender itself to carnal pleasure. After a moment of delicious crotch rubbing, Marc over-ruled his intellect and abandoned himself to the pleasures of the flesh.
"Let's take all our clothes off," Blossom said like a little child who just had a good idea for a new game.
"Great!" replied Marc, genuinely impressed by the cleverness of her suggestion. He finished undressing, so fascinated by the removal of his own clothing that he neglected to watch the girl slip out of her leotard. When he looked up, he was absolutely awestruck to see her standing before him stark naked.
He stared in amazement, unable to believe that any human could look as beautiful as Blossom looked to him at that moment. It occurred to him that someone somewhere had, logically, to be the most beautiful woman in the world. Was it possible that he had finally stumbled upon her? In a moment, he forgot this trend of thought entirely. She was what she was, and what she was at that moment was everything Marc could imagine wanting.
Marc too was naked now, and he looked at his own body with pleasure. He had never given it much thought before, but he was rather nicely built. He looked at his erection, fingered it briefly, and shook his head in awe. It seemed incredible that that piece of flesh could stand so hard and rigid, and that its behavior was determined mainly by his state of consciousness. He looked at the beauty who stood in front of him, smiling like some unearthly saint, and felt his penis snap upward yet another notch. Closing his eyes, he imagined what it would be like to part the lips hidden by her bush and push his cock high and hard up into it, moving it in and out, in and out, until it reached the bursting point and shot hot streams of semen into the girl's cunt. It seemed like such a perfect idea that for a moment Marc's stoned psyche wondered why he wasted his time with anything other than fucking.
"Lie down so I can sit on your face," Blossom said.
Beautiful, Marc thought. He lay back, his body gently rocked by the motion of the waterbed. For a moment, he forgot the girl's presence, surrendering himself to the womb-like floating of his body on the water filled mattress. In a moment, the lowering of her wet twat onto his face brought him back to reality.
"Mmmm!" they both moaned together as Blossom's damp crotch made its first contact with Marc's mouth. At first, Marc just ran his lips along the outer surface of the girl's twat, enjoying the feel of her tight pubic curls on his mouth. After a moment, his tongue slipped out between his lips and began to caress her sensitive nether-lips. She wiggled around, rubbing the full surface of her crotch against his face. He licked her all over, enjoying the moistness of her crotch on his eyes and nose and mouth. He began to relate to her cunt as a delicious smelling and tasting object, forgetting that it was attached to a very whole woman.
"Stick it in," she hissed. "Stick your tongue up my hole!"
Marc did as he was told, and was welcomed with a squeal of satisfaction. The girl wriggled her cunt around on his tongue, spearing herself eagerly on his hungry taste-buds as he lapped up her juices as if they were water and he were a man dying of thirst. She tasted so fine and the sliding of his tongue along her slippery vaginal walls was so rewarding that he momentarily forgot about the needs of his own throbbing erection. He was instantly reminded of those needs as the girl flopped down over his body, pressing her breasts against his chest as she enclosed his swollen shaft fully in her mouth.
Marc reflexively jabbed his tongue up the girl's slit as he felt the warmth of her mouth around his organ. He sighed into her hole, still stroking it vigorously with his strong tongue as she began to lick his cock furiously, her mouth moving up and down with subtle pressure as her own talented tongue teased and delighted him. She continued to work on him this way for a full minute, licking his glans while simultaneously sucking on the entire impressive length of his organ. Gently, she pulled away, kissing his cock open-mouthedly on its big angry-looking head.
"So red and big!" she moaned. "I think I want to feel it between my boobs!"
So saying, she dragged her body forward, freeing her twat from Marc's caresses, smothering his cock in her deep cleavage. It felt very comfortable there as she began to slide her body back and forth, back and forth, her erect nipples rubbing delightfully against his tummy and thighs as she slid against him. Marc's tongue was no longer able to reach the girl's cunt and instead contented itself with licking the sensitive flesh of her inner thighs. At the same time, he reached around to her fleshy ass and began to rub her soggy pussy against his chest. He rotated her slowly in rhythm to the rubbing of his cock between her lovely tits, his fingers digging passionately into the flesh of her full round nether-cheeks. He smiled at the thought of her coming from the friction of her pink clit against his chest as he shot off between her tits onto her face. Before his fantasy could become a reality, the writhing couple were interrupted by a voice from the doorway.
"Hi," it said simply as Marc and Blossom abandoned their positions to get a better look at the intruder.
The girl in the doorway was young and very very pretty. Her prettiness was in the classical Chinese tradition, from her pale tan skin to her huge dark eyes to her long straight black hair. She was barefoot, dressed simply in low-cut jeans and a snug-fitting shirt unbuttoned almost to the waist. Suddenly, Marc found her eminently more desirable than Blossom.
"Hi," Blossom replied with an impressive lack of self-consciousness. "Marc," she said, looking toward him to make sure that she had gotten his name right, "this is Judy."
"Hello," Marc said, finding it difficult to be introduced to someone who was dressed while he was not only in the nude but in a state of considerable arousal. Judy smiled as if she understood.
"Either I've walked in at a very bad moment," Judy said, "or I've come in at exactly the right one."
"Anyway you want it, baby," Blossom replied.
"Well you know the answer," Judy said, unbuttoning the last button or two on her shirt. She began to pull it off, but stopped just as one pert little breast popped out.
"Oh, I'm sorry," she said, tucking her precious boob back into her shirt. "I really should ask Marc how he feels about it."
Marc, coming down but still considerably high from the hashish, was not entirely sure that he knew what was going on. He assumed that the beautiful oriental girl was interested in joining him and Blossom, but he didn't want to make a fool of himself in case the situation was something entirely different. He decided that the best idea was to ask. "Feel about what?" he inquired. The two girls broke out in laughter. Judy ripped her blouse off to reveal two of the most darling up-tilted breasts that Marc had ever seen.
"If he's too stoned to know what we're talking about, he's too stoned not to enjoy what he's going to get," one of them said.
Meanwhile, Blossom had taken a position behind Marc and was kissing and licking the muscles of his neck and back while her cool hands were refreshingly stroking his chest and tummy. As he enjoyed these caresses, Marc watched the pretty Chinese girl slip out of her pants. She was boyishly slim standing there in the nude, her long hair reaching almost to her fine small ass. Most remarkably, her pubic region was entirely free of hair. Apparently, Judy caught Marc staring at her bald pubis.
"I don't shave it," she said. "It just never grew there. I rather like it this way, don't you?"
Before the seated Marc could answer, the girl walked up very close to him until her crotch was just above his face level. "Put your face against it," she suggested. Marc looked into her big eyes. She seemed to be completely serious. He shrugged his shoulders, feeling the response of Blossom's busy fingers, and put his cheek against Judy's pubes. It was surprisingly hot. He turned his lips to it and kissed it tenderly, moving his lips around until he had covered the entirety of her lower belly with kisses. She sighed gratefully.
"That's nice, Marc," she said, "but why don't you try kissing me a little bit lower."
Marc's rate of breathing doubled as the girl standing in front of him spread her supple thighs to reveal a red and hairless slit of considerable length and, he suspected, depth. He kissed its outer lips and was immediately rewarded with a sweet moistness which seemed to emanate from the tissues of her labia. He kissed her again, this time running his tongue along her labia, parting them slightly. This time the girl did not content herself to stand by passively. Instead, she squatted slightly, enfolding Marc's willing tongue in her cunt pocket. Despite its moistness, the hole was very snug and felt good rubbing up and down along the prickly surface of Marc's tongue. For a moment, he was lost in the twin ecstasies of licking out Judy's vagina and having Blossom's cool hand play lovingly over the surface of his cock.
"I need some cock," Judy said suddenly, her sweet cunt still impaled on Marc's tongue. "Blossom, do you mind if I use it awhile?"
"It's not mine to loan," the other girl replied, squeezing Marc's cock as if for emphasis. "Why don't you ask him?"
Judy pulled her twat away from Marc's mouth and dropped onto her knees in front of him. For a few seconds, she looked into his eyes. Marc had not before realized how truly beautiful she was, with her high cheekbones and her small up-tilted nose perfectly framing her magnificent eyes. It was her lips, however, which he was to experience as she lowered her mouth onto his organ. She licked at it in several darting thrusts, whipping him almost instantly to the point of release. He realized too that Blossom had not released her grasp on the lower part of his shaft. It was like an old dream of his, to have two magnificent female creatures simultaneously working on his cock.
"If you're going to do us any good," Judy said, "I think we're going to have to let you calm down a little."
The two girls suddenly withdrew their hands and moved away from Marc a little.
"That's the price you have to pay for our liberation," Blossom half-joked.
"But you won't be sorry," Judy added in earnest. Marc didn't doubt the girl's words, but before he could express his confidence in her, the bedroom door opened again. Half of the couple was his host, Thomas. The girl with him looked exactly like Judy!
Thomas looked at Marc and his naked companions and smiled the smile of the host whose party is going well. Blossom rose and kissed Thomas lovingly on the mouth, her chest pressed excitingly against his. She then kissed the Chinese girl on the mouth as well. Marc felt a twinge of envy in his groin.
"I hope we're not interrupting," Thomas said.
"Not at all," Judy said. "We were just giving Marc a chance to prepare himself. Marc, this is my sister, Kathy."
Kathy smiled prettily at Marc. He was scarcely high anymore, but now Kathy had surpassed her predecessors in desirability. Each girl had been more luscious looking than the one before – even if two of them were twins! – and Marc suspected that he was going to get to have a taste of all of them.
"Are you both going to fuck him?" Kathy asked her sister as if inquiring about the weather.
"Sure. Want to join in?"
Judy turned to Marc, again looking apologetic for failing to consult with him first.
"You don't mind, do you?" she asked. "Kathy and I have always done things together."
Marc smiled broadly and the girls giggled. Marc was immediately occupied with trying to figure out how to divide two into three when Thomas spoke and put an end to his calculations.
"You'll have to excuse me," he said. "I have to see how my guests are getting along." As Thomas prepared to leave, Marc experienced a pang of guilt over intending to ball Thomas' old lady. He decided that it would be in everyone's interest to clear it up right away.
"Thomas," he said, "you don't mind if Blossom and I…"
"Blossom and I love each other," Thomas interrupted. "If she feels attracted to you, there's no reason on earth why she shouldn't ball you. Have fun."
And so saying, he exited. Marc wondered if he himself could ever be that liberated. Meanwhile, he had three other things to think about.
By the time Marc's mind was again turned outward, Kathy was fashionably attired in nothing at all. For the first time, Marc saw that Judy and Kathy were not quite identical twins after all. While Judy's pubis was naturally bare, Kathy's was covered with smooth silky hair. Marc looked from the soft hair of the newly arrived twin to the baldness of her sister and then to the more conventional wiriness of his host's old lady. It was a delightful contrast in pubic hair-styles. Marc hardly knew where to begin, but he was certainly eager to get started.
Before he had a chance to verbalize his feelings, however, the three ladies were already huddled in conversation.
"What's going on?" Marc asked, "That is, if you don't think it's too bold of me to ask?"
"Not at all," Judy replied. "We were just trying to figure out how to divide up the goodies."
"I'm flattered, I'm sure," Marc smiled, "but don't you think that someone might ask for my opinion?"
The three girls looked at each other as if impressed with the creativity of Marc's suggestion. He felt somewhat like a precocious child with three doting mothers.
"What a novel idea!" Kathy said. "Why don't we ask him?"
But before Marc could open his mouth, Kathy's bald-groined twin spoke up.
"Because we out-number him, that's why. Besides, men never really know what's best for them."
Marc began to jump to the defense of his sex, but quickly decided that the price of losing these lovelies was too dear. If they wanted to turn him into a sex object, he guessed he would just have to suffer and cooperate.
"So how do we handle it?" Blossom asked her fellow female chauvinists.
"I think well take him by zones," Judy answered, after a few moment's consideration. "Blossom, since you were here first, why don't you take his cock. Kathy, how about if you get off on his mouth."
"And what about you?" her concerned sister inquired.
"Oh, I'll find something for myself, don't worry."
"Okay, then," Blossom said to Marc, "why don't you just lie back and leave the driving to us."
Marc looked at the three voraciously sexual women. For a moment, he felt as if his masculine perogative to be aggressive was being cruelly stripped from him by these maneaters. But as Kathy gently lay him back and lowered her silky twat over his face, Marc decided that all this male ego business was bullshit. If these three angels wanted him enough to share him, he'd have to be crazy to worry about his ego. As he began to lick Kathy's twat, he forgot the entire controversy completely.
It was Blossom's turn next to assume her position. Despite the abundance of exciting talk and sights, lack of physical contact had had the intended effect of diminishing the size of Marc's hard-on. Blossom looked at the wilted organ and licked her lips excitedly. Taking it tenderly in her hands, she began to rub it gently, rotating it between her soft palms as if it were modeling clay which she intended to fashion into a very long and very hard snake. As if by magic, her meaty material was assuming just that long hard form. She flicked at it with her tongue to make sure it was ready. When there was no longer any doubt in her mind, she squatted over Marc's hips and carefully lowered her cunt onto his erect cock. It entered smoothly and easily, and the sounds of slippery lubricant were heard by all as she began to slide her cunt up and down, up and down on Marc's firm stiff cock.
Meanwhile, as Blossom speared herself continually on Marc's organ and Kathy began to slide up and down on his deeply inserted tongue, the final member of the group studied the threesome in search of an appropriate opening. After a moment, inspiration struck.
"What we need," she announced, "is another girl!"
Marc moaned into Kathy's vagina. He appreciated the attention, but enough was enough. He felt himself turning into the victim of a reverse gang-bang!
Meanwhile, he heard Judy leave the room, presumably in search of another girl for their private orgy. Hearing her leave was all he could do in that his face was covered by the ass and twat of her sweet sister Kathy. Her crotch seemed to be all over his face as she wiggled and squirmed on him, keeping his mouth busy sucking out her juices and lapping at her tiny clitoris. He was hardly in a position to watch Judy leave what with Kathy diverting his attention above and Blossom doing a fine job of skewering herself on his erection below. After an indeterminable period of time, the door re-opened. Before Marc could ask any questions, his hands were laid out at his sides by two pairs of female hands.
"Put out your middle fingers," Judy's voice commanded.
In a moment, the voice penetrated his mind and he followed the girl's orders. He pulled his mouth away from Kathy's cunt in order to comment upon the classical gesture which he realized he was performing.
"Fuck you," he joked in what surprisingly came out to be no more than an almost unrecognizable whisper.
"No question about that," Judy replied. Before Marc could come up with a witty comeback, two warm wet cunts slid themselves down onto his extended fingers. Marc began to wiggle his fingers, evoking moans of passion from two of his playmates. He thrust his tongue forward to get a vocal response of "oh shit!" from the third. Finally, he plunged his pelvis upward to hear a contented "aaah" from the forth. Marc figured that he was the most enviable man on earth and wondered if he would survive the experience.
Marc felt himself almost stripped of his will now, victim to the passions of four lust-crazed women. He felt himself reduced to a sex machine composed of four appendages – two fingers, tongue, and cock. Everywhere there was squishing – Kathy's cunt spearing itself on his tongue, Blossom clutching and sliding snugly on his cock, Judy's hairless hole wiggling on one finger and some unknown lovely on the other. Marc was so inundated with sensual delights that he could scarcely concentrate on any single woman, and he had to admit frankly to himself that he was loving it.
"Don't stop," someone said.
Marc tried to focus his attention in the direction of each of the girls. The utterance had come from the girl sitting on his face. He realized that his tongue had grown tired and had stopped its jabbing and prodding up the girl's cunt. He poked her a few more times, but he had to admit that his poor tongue muscle was worn out.
"Sorry, dear," he gasped, his mouth full of her sweet liquid. "I'm worn out."
The girl sighed in disappointment, but the next voice to be heard was not hers.
"I'll do you," the voice said. The voice was that of Blossom. The image of Blossom kissing Kathy warmly on the mouth flashed into Marc's mind.
Kathy lifted her ass from Marc's face and replaced it with her face, kissing him gratefully on his mouth. She lay across his body now, supporting most of her weight on her arms as she somehow managed to thrust her cunt up in the direction of Blossom's face. Marc moaned as Blossom's cunt scraped against his cock as she assumed an adjusted position in order to accommodate Kathy's needs.
He could not see Blossom fastening her mouth around her friend's cunt, but it was easy for him to imagine the scene. He was enjoying the new sensation of Kathy's small but perfect boobs tickling his chest when she suddenly gasped and plunged her tongue down his throat. He knew that that had to be the moment when, after sucking on the Chinese girl's clit, Blossom had thrust her tongue high up into the girl's vagina, exquisitely tickling its sensitive walls on the way in. His mouth and that of the silky-haired twin were, in the meanwhile, busily at work exploring each other, checking out teeth and tongues and inner cheeks with unbounded glee. It was a welcome change from cunt-licking.
Meanwhile, the girl bouncing on his upright cock was definitely taking her effect on him. Bouncing in long, luxurious strokes, it was at first she who was definitely in charge of pacing. Her movements were slow but constant, clutching him tightly as she pulled upward and squeezing just as firmly on the way down. It was up and down, up and down, constantly and unfailingly, and all Marc had to do was lie back and enjoy it. Every now and then he would remember that the girl whose cunt was so deliciously massaging his prick was also eating out the girl he was kissing.
Which was not even to consider the two women whom he was simultaneously finger-fucking!
"You work!" Blossom suddenly said, apparently abandoning her cunt-eating for the moment.
Realizing that he had not been assuming his fair share of the workload – how unreasonable it was of him not to give his full attention to all four women madly fucking themselves on him – he focused his attention on the pretty cockwoman. The image appealed to him. He saw himself as a boat, manned – or rather, womaned – by the four lovely sailors. He was determined to prove himself a seaworthy vessel. Or at least a worthy semen!
Marc began to plunge his hips upward now, ramming his cock violently into Blossom's snatch. She sighed appreciatively as his meaty organ plunged into her again and again, each time pushing in deeper and higher than she could have guessed it would the time before. As he continued to thrust harder and faster, there was no question as to who had assumed control.
It was undoubtedly Marc's ballgame, in a manner of speaking. His usually literal mind seemed to be running in some strange metaphors that night!
He began to shorten his strokes now, pushing it just part of the way in, putting exquisite indirect pressure on her clit without giving her the satisfaction of deep penetrating thrusts. She moaned as he took short jabs in and out of her cunt, just teasing her sensitive labia as he thrilled his own cockhead without fully satisfying the desire of his shaft to be buried in the girl's warm cunt folds. They had both reached their points of maximum excitement when the girl moaned aloud.
"Push it in!" she hissed. "Push it in hard, you bastard!"
Marc took two more short strokes before obeying. On the count of three, he plunged his cock up her hole to the hilt, his pelvis pushing hard against hers as he thrust it into her harder and harder, faster and faster. She was screaming softly like an enraged animal now, her nails digging into his sides in her passion as Marc was being choked on the fullness of Kathy's tongue. He pictured Kathy's other end, her tasty silky-haired snatch, and remembered vividly that it was being avidly eaten out by the girl whom he was now bringing to orgasm. The image was definitely a thrilling one.
Marc suddenly decided to bring his host of lovers to an incredibly simultaneous orgasm! He began twitching his fingers madly now, pushing a second digit into each of the women who were so busily fucking themselves there. He was welcomed with two grateful moans as he tickled a clitoris on the one hand and slid an index finger through the damp on the other. He had two beautiful women literally on his hands, and it was making him feel like very much of a man to be able to satisfy both of them simultaneously with his skilful fingers.
Suddenly, they were both grasping at his fingers with clutching cunt muscles. He was sure that it couldn't actually have begun for both of them at the same moment, but that certainly seemed to be what was happening. As the two handwomen began bouncing violently on his fingers, the girl whose tits were squashed so warmly against his chest began to moan in short bursts of pleasure. Marc pictured Blossom's tongue whipping the Chinese girl into ecstasy. That did the trick.
Marc felt his prick vein throbbing as Blossom cried out "oh shit!" and began to press herself even more roughly against Marc's groin, as if trying to swallow up his aching cock in her vagina. It was too late now, as Marc began to issue forth the hot white product of his lust. Blossom screamed as she felt herself being filled with his come and Marc buried his tongue deep into the mouth of the twin at his mouth. All five of them were writhing now, as their orgasms took delicious flower together, cunts and cock spurting and flowing in perfect abandoned harmony.
When all was quiet, and Marc's last few spurts of come were dutifully swallowed up by the cockwoman's hungry cunt, Marc's attention was once again rather philanthropically returned to the well-being of his lovers. He knew from the peaceful relaxation of Blossom and the gentle lingering kisses of Kathy that those two were satisfied, but he was hard put to determine the well-being of the two finger-fucked women. As Kathy rolled off of him to kiss and fondle Blossom, Marc looked at Judy to see how the bald-crotched twin was doing. He was pleased to see that she was rotating herself gently on his pussy-soaked finger, obviously delighted in her post-orgasmic warmth. Marc then turned to see how his mystery guest was doing.
The girl who writhed contentedly on his other hand was his sister Steffi!
In the other room, Michael has just arrived. The orgy is in full swing, and Michael is eager to become a part of it. Immediately, he undressed and looks for a partner or partners. A girl walks over to him.
"What's happening, man?" she says, kissing him on the cheek. He looks at her naked body for a moment before answering.
"Same shit," he answers. "You balling?"
"You better believe it," she answers. "Let me introduce you to my friends."
The girl takes Michael by the hand and leads him to a couch in one darkly lit corner. There are several people fucking and hugging and even making love on the couch. The girl begins to make introductions.
"Michael, my friends Louis, Carol…"
"Fuck the introductions," Michael interrupts. "I come here to screw ass, not to talk."
The girl looks at Michael with soulful eyes. She realizes now that he is aggressively drunk, a condition considered tres gauche under the circumstances. The girl knew Michael from years ago, before he was fucked up in the mind. She loved him then, and even now his angry-looking erection excites her.
"Okay, Michael," she says. "Will mine do?"
She turns around and pushes her ass upward toward Michael's face. He does not smile and grasps her plump cheeks roughly in both hands, digging his nails cruelly into her flesh. The girl cries out, but her pleasure is greater than her pain.
"You'll do, you stupid cunt," he says with purposeless cruelty. The girl knows that that's just his way and that be doesn't mean any malice. She kisses his mouth this time, her lips just slightly parted, and pulls him to the floor. The floor is covered with soft, well-padded carpeting. It feels very good to lie down on.
The girl reaches out and gently takes hold of Michael's penis. It is very erect and hard, and she knows that she is going to be fucked not slowly and lovingly but hard and fast. Michael puts his large hand over her hand and forces her to squeeze his cock hard. When she does, he captures her mouth in his and bites her roughly on the lips. She is prepared for the pain and responds with a more tender love-bite of her own. For a moment, Michael is touched by her tenderness. The moment fades quickly as he feels his manhood being challenged by her gentleness. He pushes the girl back. She lies there and spreads her thighs wide, offering her cunt fully to her would-be lover. He puts his head to her pussy, pushing in his tongue roughly, exciting her with the bluntness of his semi-rape.
Soon, her cunt is dripping with sweet pussy-juice. Michael sucks it up greedily, making growling animal-like noises in the back of his throat as he wolfs down the liquid output of her passion. He moves his head to her erect nipples now, biting them roughly enough to arouse but not quite roughly enough to hurt. The girl is thrashing about, digging her nails into Michael's shoulders, longing for him to plunge his cock up into her hole. He decides to make her wait.
His mouth is on her face now, licking her eyes and her mouth and her ears, his fingers pinching her swollen nipples as she moans and runs her palms along the side of his body and into his crotch.
"Oh, Michael," she groans, "fuck me, now, please, fuck me now!"
Michael bites her lips in response, feeling manly in his ability to cause her pain while arousing her. She grabs at his manhood, rubbing it vigorously in the hopes of exciting him into entering her. He is aware of her plan, and admits to himself that it's working.
"You stupid fucking whore!" he hisses, "I'm going to fuck you blind!"
Michael plunges his prick into the slot between the girl's legs. He doesn't give a damn about her lubrication, but fortunately she is more than ready for him. He is swallowed up by her cunt, pulled inward as if by suction. She spears herself furiously on his immense organ.
"So good!" she cries out. "Oh, so so good!"
Michael is pleased, and for some reason, angry at the girl as well. He puts it to her harder and harder, as if trying to punish her for enjoying it. The more he forces his angry prick up into her snatch, the more she seems to like it. Michael becomes distressed. He rubs it hard against her cunt walls, and the girl sighs in satisfaction. Michael feels his erection wilt slightly as he fastens his teeth to the girl's earlobe and bites viciously. This time the girl's cry of pain is sincere. Michael's drunken emotions tear him in two opposite directions. He is glad to exert his manhood by dominating the girl, but he is sorry to have caused her pain. Meanwhile, the alcohol is taking its effect on his body. His dick shrinks and falls feebly from the girl's vaginal grasp.
"Put it back!" she whispers urgently. He tries, but it's too soft to stay in. He curses aloud.
"Make it hard, you shithead!" he screams unreasonably at the girl.
She tries, rubbing him and licking him, but it is all to no avail. Try as she may, the combination of liquor and worry has made Michael unable to get it up. He calls her a fuck-up, and she sobs softly. She knows that she's trying her best, but it doesn't seem to be good enough. He climbs off of her, bitter in his frustration, and tells her that he's going to find a real woman. She cries, but he just tells her to shut her stupid mouth and walks away. He notices the closed bedroom door and puts his hand on the knob. He wonders what is going on inside.
Marc and Steffi performed classical double-takes when they recognized each other. They began to speak simultaneously.
"You mean…"
"I can't believe…"
They stopped their silly verbal sputtering and began to laugh. They hugged each other warmly as if meeting for the first time.
"Old friends?" Judy asked naively.
"Sort of," Marc answered grinning.
Steffi looked at him and continued to shake her head in surprise.
"When Judy told me they were gang-banging some guy in the bedroom, I never dreamt…"
"I know what you mean," Marc interrupted. "When I felt somebody climbing onto my hand, I never imagined for a moment…"
The twins looked at their hostess as if for an explanation.
"Brother and sister act," Blossom said simply.
"Oh my!" Judy exclaimed, putting her hand to her mouth in a gesture which was curiously old-fashioned. "If I had known…"
"That's all right," Steffi assured her. "Marc and I had an agreement about this sort of thing. Didn't we, Marc?"
Marc looked at his sister. Tired as he was, fucking the lovely girl still seemed like a tempting idea.
"Sure did," he agreed. "To tell you the truth, I'm kind of sorry you didn't have Blossom's position."
Steffi blushed visibly. "To tell you the truth," she said, "so am I."


They hugged again, and somehow they were alone in the room of naked bodies. There was a warmth and good-feeling permeating the room's atmosphere that seemed to be completely inviolable. Then the door opened and Michael walked in.
Steffi recognized Michael the moment he walked in and immediately freed herself from her brothers warm embrace.
"Michael!" she cried out as she went running into his arms.
Between the darkness, the suddenness of her attack, and most of all his drunken stupor, Michael did not immediately recognize Steffi. All he knew was that some naked broad had come running to his arms and that he wanted to fuck. Steffi kissed him on the mouth, and Michael responded by cruelly biting her lips. It hurt, but it reminded the girl of old times with Michael, and it aroused her. She pressed her tits against his chest and pushed her crotch against his growing cock.
"How are you, Michael?" she asked with genuine concern.
Michael was slowly realizing that he knew this girl well, but it was not yet clear to him as to just who she was. He knew that he didn't want to talk about his health at an orgy.
"Cut the shit," he said. "Let's ball."
An expression of hurt flashed across Steffi's face. His greeting hardly seemed appropriate or kind, even for Michael. She decided to try expressing her concern again.
"We've been so worried about you. Marc and I have been looking all over for you."
Marc stood up as if to lend veracity to the girl's statement. When Michael saw him, a deep animal growl willed up in the back of his throat. He knew who Steffi was. She was the girl he loved. And yet, he had a vague and uneasy feeling that it was Steffi who had somehow betrayed him.
"Let's ball," he repeated. Michael was surprised to hear himself say that. He had wanted to say something tender, but nothing tender seemed to come out. A tear glistened in the corner of Steffi's eye.
"We will," she said, "but can't we just talk for a minute first?"
"Talk's bullshit!" he replied. It wasn't what he had wanted to say, but he no longer seemed to be in control. "All you ever want to do is talk!"
Steffi looked very sad. Michael wanted to stop being cruel. He wanted to tell her he loved her, but all he seemed to be able to do was think of new ways to hurt her.
"No wonder you always want to talk. That's all you're good for, you stupid cunt. You and your pathetic little girl's body. You couldn't fuck a real man. God, you don't even have woman's tits!"
Steffi was crying in earnest now. Marc stepped forward, but there was nothing for him to say. He sensed that this wasn't his scene.
"I love you," Steffi told Michael through her tears.
"Love?" Michael exclaimed, now feeling powerful in his immense cruelty. "You pathetic idiot! You don't know what love is. You just know that you get a twitching in your cunt and you need a real man to fill it so you come to me. You don't love me. Maybe you feel sorry for me because you think you're better than I am. Maybe you think I need you because I'm just a fucked-up ex-junkie and you're a big deal middle class chick from uptown. Well forget it, baby. I don't need your fucking sympathy!"
Marc wanted very badly to say something, to spring to his sister's defence, to tell Michael that he was a fool to blow a good thing. But he couldn't. Too much of what Michael was saying was true.
"Oh Michael, oh Michael!" Steffi's shoulders were heaving now. She tried to press herself up against Michael, but he rudely pushed her away. He wasn't sure why, he knew he wanted to hold her and keep her forever, but somehow he knew that he had to be cruel, to say the things that would hurt her the most.
"You stupid little bitch. You had a good home, people who cared about you, everything anybody could want. And you threw it away. You have to be the big-shot bohemian hippie runaway. Smoke pot. Fall in love with a junkie and when he kicks, follow him everywhere until he can't stand the sight of you anymore. You're so pathetic you make me puke. I kick you in the fucking teeth time after time and you keep on coming back for more. I wish you'd get out of my life with your sick middle class values and let me lead my own life!"
Steffi was on her knees now, sobbing hysterically. Michael's mind was racing and his cock was stiff as a pole.
"Why don't you eat my cock?" he asked. "Or aren't I as good as your brother? God, you are so low! I've been around baby. Believe me, I've been around. I've seen every kind of low-life pimp, whore, and junkie. But no one was low enough to fuck her own brother. I'm glad I met you, sweetheart. I'm glad to have met an animal pathetic enough to fuck her brother. And with all these other chicks. You are sick, my dear. You are just so fucking sick."
Marc looked at his weeping sister. He decided that Michael had gone far enough. "Now listen…" he began.
"Shut up!" Michael screamed threateningly. "I'm getting out of here now, because you people disgust me so much. You are without doubt the most pathetic collection of cocksuckers that I've ever seen in my whole life!"
He waited until Steffi looked into his eyes before he concluded his tirade.
"And you, my dear, are the most fucked-up, stupid little bitch I've ever had the misfortune to know. Go fuck your brother, you cunt. I'm getting out of here."
And so saying, Michael swept dramatically out of the room, slamming the door behind him. For a moment, there was no sound in the bedroom except the soft uncontrollable sobbing of the distraught Steffi. Before anyone could speak, the sobbing was replaced by an hysterical scream.



CHAPTER TEN


Steffi did and said almost nothing for several days after the party. Marc had succeeded in leading her away after her hysterical scene, but he could convince her to do little but eat and sleep once he got her home. The breakthrough did not come until nearly a week later when Marc was bringing some breakfast in to his sister in the hope of convincing her to eat some of it.
"Marc," she said as soon as he walked in, "I was reading the newspaper."
Marc looked at her expectantly. It was the longest complete sentence she had said to him in days.
"Yes," he said.
"They caught Michael."
Marc didn't know how to respond to that one. Unable to talk to his sister for days, he wasn't at all sure how she felt after the cruel rejection she had received at the hands of her sick lover.
"Oh?" he said simply, half-question and half-acknowledgment.
Suddenly, Steffi threw herself into his arms. He embraced her tightly, squeezing her trembling body close against his own. For several moments, the girl seemed satisfied to comfort herself in the warmth of her brother's loving embrace. Marc tried hard to repress the sexual feelings which he was experiencing pressing his young pretty sister against him. He found that his efforts were totally unsuccessful. Fortunately, Steffi was too caught up in her misery to notice the pressing of Marc's semi-erection against her tummy.
"Oh, Marc," she cried out emotionally, "I just don't know what to feel! Why does it have to be this way?"
Marc pulled the girl closer against him, enjoying the crushing of her bosom against his chest despite himself. He was glad to hear his sister opening up again and he was glad to be holding her tightly.
"What can I tell you, Steff," he said after thinking about her question and deciding that there was really no answer. "You've had a good education. You've read all the books, taken all the psychology, philosophy, and sociology. None of them prepared you to have your heart broken by a man like Michael."
Steffi looked hard into her brother's eyes.
"You're making fun of me," she charged with just the barest hint of a smile. Marc brushed her hair back and hugged her. It was so good to see even that hint of a smile.
"No, I'm not. Honest. It's just that you went into the world a little sooner than you were ready. You thought that reading about Zen and existentialism and dropping acid were all the preparation you needed to jump into the thick of life. Well, you were wrong, and now you're paying for it, that's all."
"But Michael…"
"Michael is not a good man. You can blame it on society if you want to, but the fact remains that Michael could take you nowhere but into trouble. He wasn't all wrong about some of the things he said to you, you know. You're an idealist in a realistic world, Steffi, and sometimes you're bound to confuse love and sympathy, I'm not putting you down for it. In a way, it's very nice. It helps make you the sweet compassionate person that you are. It's just that you have to expect to get hurt once in a while."
Steffi looked at her brother through adoring eyes and kissed him softly on the lips.
"You're a very smart man, Marc. I just wish I could meet someone like you."
Marc felt more flattered by that remark than he could remember ever feeling before. He returned Steffi's kiss and was surprised to feel her tongue flicking over his lips. He looked at her questioningly.
"Show me you love me," the girl said simply.
Marc looked at her hesitantly. He remembered saying that sort of thing as a high school boy. You usually got to lay the prettiest and most insecure girls by telling them that if they really loved you they would go down for you.
"What did you have in mind?" Marc asked, with just a shade of unfamiliar coyness in his voice.
Steffi smiled for the first time in nearly a week. She leaned over and kissed her brother on the ear.
"Meet me in the bedroom and I'll show you," she whispered, her warm breath tickling Marc's ear.
Marc watched as the girl rose and followed her swaying ass as it sashayed into the bedroom. He sat and thought as the door closed behind her.
Making love to Steffi was the most appealing thought imaginable to Marc. He loved her as a sister and as a person, and he'd have to be less than human not to desire her as a woman – yet, her motivation for wanting him at this time was of great importance. If she craved him as a substitute for Michael, or purely for sexual release, or to take her mind off her troubles, then making love to her might do her more harm than good. No, he would make love to her because he loved her, and he would do it so well that there would be no way she could misinterpret their behavior. Marc rose, walked to the bedroom, and opened the door.
What he saw was his sister lying on his bed, covered to the chin with a sheet. Her eyes were wider than ever, completely unmade-up as always. Her hair seemed to be freshly brushed and neatly parted in the center, crowning her face as if with a halo. Involuntarily, Marc let loose a long low whistle of appreciation. A refreshingly honest smile crossed over his sister's face.
"Come on in," she whispered.
Marc entered the room and closed the door quietly behind him. He studied his sister, especially the gentle peaks where her breasts lifted the sheets, and stood silent for a moment before presenting his simple terms.
"No games," he said.
Steffi cocked her head prettily to the side and whipped off the sheet – Marc gasped at the ever newly exciting sight of his sister's luscious body, now clad only in a pair of bikini panties.
"No games," she agreed, extending her arms in a most inviting welcome.
Marc sat gingerly on the edge of the bed. He looked at Steffi's body for several long moments, watching her shiver under his intense gaze. God, she was beautiful! Tenderly putting his hands on the insides of her soft thighs. Marc kissed his sister on her covered crotch. She sighed and reached out to press his head against her, but he quickly pulled away. He stood up and removed all his clothing, revealing only the scantiest hint of an incipient erection. So far, his love was overshadowing his lust. Studying his sister's body, he doubted that that would be the case for very long.
Sitting again on the edge of the bed, Marc carefully pulled off Steffi's panties. Her pelvis instinctively jerked forward as if she were offering herself to him fully, but Marc was determined to make this a most slow and beautiful experience. To Steffi's surprise, Marc turned his initial attention to her feet.
It was hard for Marc to believe that feet could turn him on, but Steffi's neatly turned ankles and perfect toes did just that. He began to play with her toes, running his fingers down between them in a way that obviously did not quite tickle. As she began to squirm, he licked the clean bottom of her foot. She jumped as though he had grabbed her by the crotch. Firmly massaging her ankles. Marc began to inch his way up Steffi's long slim legs.
He bit her calves tenderly now as his head slowly worked its way upward. She wriggled with expectation as he thoroughly licked the inside of her dimpled knees, his hair brushing against the flesh of her thighs. It was the thighs then that were covered with kisses, all around but not quite on her tempting bush. Marc moved his hands to her hips next, pressing his sister against him as he kissed and licked her lovely flat tummy. She moaned as she caressed his strong back muscles, kneading his shoulders in rhythm to his movement on her tummy. When he felt that she was thoroughly aroused – as indicated by her fretful moaning, deep breathing, and meaningful pelvic thrusts – Marc turned his attention to his sister's lovely breasts.
There was no question in Marc's mind but that Steffi had the most beautiful, perfect pair of knockers he had ever seen anywhere. Not large and floppy, they were rather gently upturned with nipples that seemed to naturally sit upright on the tip of each bird-like breast. He licked each of the breasts thoroughly all around the bright pink aureoles as Steffi moaned aloud and articulated her first clear words since the agreement not to play games.
"Suck my tits!" she cried. "Oh, please, suck my tits!"
Marc moved his head slowly down toward the adorable buds. Steffi watched, her body quivering with anticipation as Marc's obscenely extended tongue hovered an eighth of an inch above her erect nipple. When he was sure he had played the drama for all it was worth, Marc thrust downward and enclosed the aching tit in his mouth.
Immediately, the sweet red bud stiffened in Marc's mouth as he began to vehemently suck. Steffi reached under her breast to better direct her nipple into her brother's mouth, pushing her chest forward as if trying to choke him with her breast. He greedily licked and sucked, perfectly satisfied to accept whatever treats she wished to offer. When both tits were firm and erect, Steffi pushed Marc's head gently away.
"Let me do you," she whispered. Steffi repositioned herself so that her mouth hovered over Marc's erection just as he had hovered over her breast the moment before. Marc was glad to relinquish control now as Steffi licked her lips greedily as if anticipating a feast. Just as the suspense grew unbearable, she dropped her head to his lap, completely enclosing his cock in her wet, open mouth.
The initial shock of having his cock enclosed in damp clutching flesh was as exquisite as always. Marc put his hands to his sister's head as it to guide her in her thrilling up and down movements, but he soon realized that his guidance was unnecessary. Whether it was merely her skill as a cocksucker or her assimilation of Marc's lesson in lovemaking as a function of love, Steffi was performing perfectly, her mouth sucking his meat upward and pushing exquisitely downward at exactly the right times.
It seemed to Marc as if she must be able to read his mind as she sucked and licked at his tremendous phallus exactly the way he liked best. It occurred to him through his pleasure that there were styles of fellatio. A girl might enclose an organ in a tight but lubricated mouth and move very rapidly in up and down strokes until he came from the pure friction of it. Or she might move very slowly, allowing her hair to play over his upper groin as her gentle suction brings the man closer and closer to orgasm until he actually begins to spurt, at which time the girl purses her mouth but continues to draw it gently back and forth along the length of his shaft. Or she might be primarily a licker and a kisser, teasing his cock around its head, kissing it at its tenderest spots and lapping at it wetly until she sensed that her partner could take no more, then suddenly shoving it fully into her mouth as he explodes, joyously swallowing as she continues not only to lick at his glans but to gently draw the semen out by suction as well. When a woman was really good, she would combine these techniques. Marc wondered half-seriously if Steffi would want to co-author a book with him. A brother and sister's guide to cock-sucking. Steffi was that good.
Meanwhile, although his mind had been lost in such thoughts, his body had been quite busy reacting to his sister's amorous attentions. She removed her mouth for a moment in order to take a deep breath, and Marc made a mental note to include a chapter on breathing in the book. He looked at his organ. It seemed incredibly long and straight even to him, and for a moment he found himself worried about the traditional virgin's lament that he couldn't possibly fit that tremendous cock into her tiny hole. He chuckled aloud at the ridiculousness of the thought. Apparently, his laughter aroused his sister's interest.
"What's so funny?" she asked, sounding perhaps just a little hurt at the thought that some of her serious efforts were not being taken entirely seriously…
"I was just being silly," Marc answered, "imagining that you weren't big enough to take me in."
Steffi looked at his cock thoughtfully for a moment. Then she smiled, licked it deliciously along the length of the shaft, and kissed it tenderly on the head.
"Maybe you're right," she answered to Marc's considerable surprise. "I was kind of looking forward to sucking you off anyway." Her look changed to one of extreme seriousness. "There's something very nice about having you cream inside my mouth, you know. It's like swallowing your come is sort of more personal than taking it up the vagina."
Marc thought about her words for a few seconds. Maybe there was validity to what she was saying. He had been looking forward to creaming up her cunt, but if she preferred to take it in the mouth. No! There was an element of her own sexuality that she did not yet understand. He was determined to show it to her.
"No deal, baby sister," he said. "You may have been around, but there's a lot left for you to learn."
His sister sat up and brushed her long lovely hair out of her eyes. God, he couldn't believe how lovely she was. From her great big eyes to her perfect apple-breasts with their up-tilted pink nipples to her curly crotch, she was everything a woman should be. Marc thought of the many women he had known in his life and concluded with as much objectivity as he could muster that none had been all around as perfect as Steffi. There were women with great tits, great legs, great hips, and even great cunts, but none who contained all these elements in perfect proportion like Steffi did. There were women who spent hours making-up their faces and dressing themselves so as to accentuate their best features and play down their worse ones. Steffi did nothing of the kind. She was a natural beauty, and Marc was strangely proud to have her for a sister.
"Lie down," he commanded, surprised by the roughness of his own voice. It was a command which he had given and been given many times in the past, and always, no matter how much love or tenderness lay behind it, there was the sound of simple animal lust from somewhere in the back of the throat. Steffi obeyed without a moment's hesitation. He looked at the beautiful naked girl stretched out before him like a carnal banquet and sighed at her loveliness.
"What are you going to do to me?" she asked in a little voice that seemed more appropriate to a little girl than to a fully sexually mature woman like Steffi. Marc thought about his answer for a moment before delivering it. This was no time for flowery sermons about brotherly love.
"I'm going to fuck you good and hard," he answered bluntly.
To Marc's amazement, Steffi actually seemed to blush at his statement of his intentions. He wondered how she was going to respond.
"Good," was all she said.
Steffi lay on her stomach, her ass pushed upward toward Michael and her legs spread wide so that Marc could look right into the damp redness of her pussy.
"Take me this way," the girl said.
Marc looked into the bright pinkness of the girl's cunt hole. He could easily see that it was already wet and ready by the way it glistened with cunt juice and sweat. He ran his index finger along the inner slippery surface from her clitoris to her anus. Steffi shuddered mightily. He did this a few more times, lingering a little longer at her asshole each time.
"Stick your finger up my ass, Marc," she hissed at him.
Marc explored her outer anal opening, gently at first and then with increasing firmness. When he was sure she was ready, he pushed his finger high up into the opening, remembering how brutally Michael had ass-fucked her in what now seemed to be an entirely different lifetime. He willed his finger now, pushing it up hard against the sensitive tissues, sensing how clean and remarkably un-disgusting the whole experience was. He grinned despite himself at the unintentional pun of "whole" experience.
Steffi, meanwhile, was being driven wild by her brother's well placed finger. She felt all warm and tight as she felt her beloved Marc pushing high and hard up into her body, an almost womb-like security at having her most primitive opening so skilfully stopped up and explored. The excitement was intense and delightful, and she began to imagine how good it would be to have his cock filling her hungry vagina.
"Up my cunt," she gasped. "Shove that thing up my cunt!"
Marc poked the girl's anus a few more times before withdrawing his finger. He could see that every muscle in her body was tense now, from her shapely legs to her slim hips to her tight female back and neck muscles. Marc was enough of a man of the world to recognize that it was the kind of tension that could only be relieved by a good firm fuck. He knew also that the girl was as ready as she was ever going to be in her life.
He positioned himself gently on top of her, the tip of his erect penis just touching the sensitive opening between her spread thighs. Steffi eagerly reached around under her own legs and took hold of his stiff cock, guiding it into her anxious hole. She placed it carefully at the mouth of the entrance to her passion hole and withdrew her hand. It was all up to him now.
Marc took a deep breath and plunged downward. An audible sigh of relief issued from Steffi's lips as Marc's cock disappeared to the hilt in her cunt. For a moment, Marc held himself perfectly still, allowing his sister's strong vaginal muscles to grasp and pull at his fully inserted organ, letting her thrill to the fullness of his strong cock as it stopped up her soggy cunt hole. When he was sure that she was satisfied with experiencing this fullness, he began to withdraw. He waited for a moment when he was almost out until Steffi looked at him questioningly. As soon as she did so, he plunged himself deeply into her again, exacting that same sigh of relief once again. Time after time, he withdrew almost completely before thrusting his swollen cock deep into the damp membranes of his sister's cunt. They were both breathing heavily now as Marc thrust in and out, in and out, the sensitive under-surface of his cock thrilling to the delicious friction created by the continual scraping of his erect penis against the girl's sticky tissues.
"Make circles," the girl groaned. "I want to feel it all around!"
Marc finished his down-stroke and began to follow the girl's instructions. Slowly at first, he began to trace large circles inside her cunt with his cock. Her muscles tensed even more now as he circled faster and faster, feeling her inner walls, swooping down almost to her anus, and reaching up most of the way to her clit. Marc watched Steffi's fists tighten as he continued to circle, round and round, faster and faster, harder and harder. The tension in his cock and balls was becoming unbearable when his concentration was suddenly shattered by the piercing sound of Steffi's scream.
"Come!" the girl was shouting. "Come inside me now!"
Marc decided that this was the best suggestion he had heard yet. He abandoned his circles now and began to rhythmically pound up and down inside the tight clutch of his sister's snug snatch. And then, all of a sudden, a most miraculous thing began to happen.
Suddenly, Marc was infused with a spirit of love the likes of which he had never felt before. He looked at Steffi and saw all the goodness, all the warmth, all the purity he had ever sought in a person. And he knew it was a non-possessive love. Not the love of an envious boy-friend, worried about fidelity and constantly plagued with self-doubt – rather, he was feeling the love of a brother, a love untarnished by notions of jealousy or ownership. He pushed deeply into Steffi, hoping not to secure his own sexual release so much as he longed to fill his beloved sister with his warmth, to share himself with her, to make her know that he loved her above all things on earth. And as he pounded against her, again and again, his flesh pushing ever harder and deeper into hers, an even more curious thing happened.
Marc was so absorbed in his pure un-lustful love for Steffi that he was losing his erection! He limply withdrew and sullenly rolled onto his side.
"What's the matter?" Steffi asked, obviously more concerned with his well-being than with her own carnal satisfaction.
Marc looked at her with great tenderness. He was sure she understood.
"I guess I love you too much," he said simply. Steffi looked puzzled for a moment. Then she smiled and kissed him tenderly on the lips.
"Well," she said, a hint of coyness in her voice, "I don't suppose we should let love interfere with sex."
Steffi got up from the bed. Marc's eyes followed her pretty form as it crossed the room in the direction of her handbag. He watched curiously as she rummaged about in the bag. Finally, she produced a small clear plastic bottle.
"Baby oil," she explained as she poured some of the thick fluid onto her hands, thoroughly coating them in the stuff. Re-capping the bottle, she replaced it in her handbag and returned to the bed.
"Relax," she said, gently lying Marc back. When he was reclining comfortably, she applied her oily hands to his semi-erect cock.
The feel of her oily hands sliding smoothly over his cock was like nothing Marc had ever felt before. If any comparison could be made, it would be that her hands felt like a vagina capable of practicing perfect control, smoothly covering the under-surface of his penis when that seemed best, or gently rubbing his tense balls when that seemed most appropriate. After a few moments of this perfect treatment, Marc's cock returned to its full glory, proud and fierce looking in its full firm erection.
"Now, dear brother," Steffi said, "show me that love you were talking about."
Marc looked down at his greasy erection and felt himself filling up with gratitude. He began to kiss Steffi all over, on her eyes, her mouth, her shell-like ears, her throat, the red tip of each tit, her firm tummy, her hairy cunt, and her warm creamy inner thighs. She squirmed and grasped Marc's member in her hand again, gently squeezing it from bottom to top, bottom to top, as if she were milking him. This time he knew he was going to have no more problems.
With Steffi lying on her back, Marc carefully lowered his body on top of hers, her breasts squashed nicely between them. He guided himself between her legs and thrust his hips forward. Immediately, his lubricated cock slid fully into the girl's slit. Marc began to move in and out of her clutching organ, feeling her vaginal muscles pulling him back in deeper every time he executed an out stroke. It was so tight and good.
Marc just closed his eyes and pounded his meaty cock into the girl as she pulled him urgently against her, nails digging eagerly into his back muscles. They were both sweating profusely now, but neither seemed to mind as their liquid passion mounted rapidly toward the inevitable climax. Marc felt his penis pounding, and he knew it had withstood all the friction it was going to withstand.
And then he began to climax. He could feel the tight muscles of his lower groin retracting as the tingling in his testicles sent their product shooting up through his penis. Through no conscious effort of his own, hot streams of come were shooting out of his cock and into his sister's body, filling her as she clutched ever more tightly, pumping him with her vaginal muscles as if determined not to miss a single drop of his orgasmic juices. He jerked into her, over and over again, a strange primitive animal growl emitting from the bottom of his throat. When he was all jerked-out, he lay on top of the girl, embracing her warmly in silence.
"Oh, Marc," she sighed. Marc looked at her face. There was a single lovely teardrop forming in the corner of her eye. "That was so beautiful."
Marc smiled more broadly than he could remember ever smiling before. He kissed his sister fiercely but lovingly on her parted lips. In a moment, he was asleep, dreaming dreams of limitless joy.
When Marc woke up, he sleepily reached out to pull his sister closer to him. Feeling nothing he opened his eyes and faced the truth. Steffi was gone.
Marc sprang up in bed. He looked around and realized that Steffi's meagre belongings were no longer scattered on the bedroom floor. Jumping out of bed, he searched the bedroom for a clue and found none. It was not until he found the note on the kitchen table that he understood what had happened.
"Dearest Marc," it began, "before I say anything else, let me say simply, thank you. Thank you for showing me that a man can be tender and still be a man. Thank you for showing me that a little girl's shattered romance doesn't mean the end of the world. And above all, thank you for showing me that a person can't go wrong giving herself fully to someone who loves her as dearly as you have proven yourself to love me."
"Marc, you know I'm not a writer, so I'm going to make this note short. As you realize by now, I have gone off in search of my own life. I know that I did that once before and that the results were disastrous, but there is an important difference this time. This time, I believe that there are other people like you. People who will care for me not for what they can get from me, but because I'm another human being. People who will care for me for what I am. For awakening me to this possibility, I thank you again."
"So, I guess it's good-bye for now. I'll be seeing you again sometime. I hope it will be soon, but I can't say for sure. One thing I can guarantee – the next time you see me, I won't be a little girl anymore."
"One last thing. Don't feel bad about what we did. It was right. God, Marc, believe me, it was so right."
"Your most loving and adoring sister, Steffi."
For a long moment, Marc did nothing but hold the letter in his hands. Finally, he folded it in quarters and, leaving it resting on the kitchen table, walked as if in a trance to the kitchen window. He thought fleetingly of the cruel and hard world into which his sister had voluntarily vanished. Silently, he wished her good luck and went to make a cup of coffee.
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