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Chapter 1

John Steward had met Carol a few times before but he had never succeeded in getting her to consent to fuck him. But this time he was determined to succeed. The girl lay back on the divan looking dreamily at him as they listened to a dreamy classical record. She had agreed to come back to his apartment to listen to music, but she had made it pretty clear that she had no intention of screwing with him. After all, she was nineteen and John was forty.
John had been married and had two children, a boy of eighteen and a girl of fourteen. Since his divorce, the children lived with their mother, but he saw them from time to time, having a special affection for his lovely daughter, Ursula, who was now blossoming into womanhood.
But his former wife and children were not on his mind tonight. He was roused at the thought that he might soon fuck the strikingly beautiful Carol who was known as being particularly hard to get. She did not give her cunt easily, especially to older men who merely wanted her for fun.
She had one or two hump affairs, but had never really achieved sexual satisfaction. She felt she would have to be very fond of a man to be able to give herself completely and achieve the kind of fulfillment that she knew lay within power of her voluptuous body.
As she lay there on the bed you could see why she was so much sought after as a piece of ass. Tall, dark, with a beautiful oval face and dark expressive and candid eyes, she had an irresistible figure with her rather large breasts and slim legs. She knew she was attractive, but she was also somewhat shy and reticent and this only added to her immense appeal. A man who got Carol to fuck for him was on to something very good indeed, especially if he were to succeed in rousing her completely. But this hadn't happened yet.
John realized that it was not going to be easy to "make" her.
Nevertheless he was determined and short of actual rape he was prepared to go any lengths to achieve his hump objective. If he were to rape her he knew that, at best, she would never see him again, and that he did not want. If Carol turned out to be as good a hump as she looked John had other ides about their future. He would like to persuade her to marry him. In any case forcible rape was unsatisfactory. Some years before – during his marriage – he had raped their maid, Celeste, who had been staying with them.

*****

Celeste was in the house one night when John had arrived back from his office. His wife, Lena, was away for two or three days at her mother's, and here seemed a heaven-sent opportunity to get his dick into Celeste.
He went up to her room and asked her what she was doing, only to be told that she had to complete her homework before her language class the next day. He offered to help and he sat at her side and made a few suggestions. She accepted his help, but as he moved closer to her, she moved away from him. After ten or fifteen minutes at this game he had suddenly put his arm round her waist and dragged her to her feet.
"I must kiss you, Celeste," he said to her urgently.
"You must not, please," she replied. "You are married and you are too old." And as she spoke she fought to get out of his grasp.
John succeeded in holding her close to him and he forced her until his lips were on hers while she struggled to get free. Then she began to kick him. But John had now lost control and he forced her back onto the bed, his arms tightening her in his grip and his lips pressing down on hers brutally.
They fought for awhile, but then the girl realized that she could not escape. She got her mouth away from John's and said, "What do you want?
You want to fuck me, I suppose. Well, you can do so. I will not fight you; I simply have contempt for you. Go on, do what you will."
John was surprised, but he could not let the opportunity slip. "All right, then," he said savagely, "take off your clothes."
The seventeen-year-old French girl looked at him appealingly. "Please do not fuck me. I am a virgin and I want to remain like that for my boy-friend in France. When I go back we are to be married. Please do not fuck me!"
"You said I could screw you and I am going to." John panted as he looked into the French girl's lovely face and surveyed her small but well-formed body. "Take your clothes off!"
The girl looked at him with a mixture of fear and contempt, and then, getting up from the bed, began to undress. She unbuttoned her dress, released a zipper at the side and the dress fell to the floor, leaving her in a slip, brassiere, and – John guessed – a girdle and panties.
He was now excited beyond measure as he saw her soft shoulders with two sets of straps accentuating the sensuality of her flesh. John grasped her in his arms, forcing her back onto the bed again and falling on top of her as he did so. Beneath him was the now half-dressed French girl, almost unprotected, her cunt practically ready for the taking. He moved his hands up her slip and pushed and pushed the silky garment up to the top of her thighs, his hand finding the elastic of her panties. She was breathing deeply and struggling to get away from his hands, but he managed to force his hand under the elastic and find her virginal cuntlips. It did not take him a moment to discover her clitoris and he was soon moving his finger-tip over it. The girl still moved and wriggled in his grip, the more she did so, the more violently did John work at her moist, erecting clitoris. Then she lay still.
"All right," she said quietly. "Do what you want to do, fuck me!"
John released her clitoris and with both hands drew off her girlish panties. Then he pulled the slip up over her head, throwing it aside and saw now looking down on her rising titties under her white brassiere, her tight fitting white girdle and the tan-colored stockings encasing her very shapely legs.
John decided that it would be so much more exciting and satisfying a hump if the girl would cooperate. He was something of a sadist, but he also knew from his long experience that more was to be got out of a woman who gave her cunt voluntarily, even if she played "hard to get" at the beginning. After all it was also a matter of conquering a woman's personality, not only her body. There would be little pleasure in having an inert body, or, say, a woman who had been drugged. If he could get Celeste to really want his cock in her he knew he would enjoy the hump much more, and therefore he would at least try.
He got up from the bed and quickly undressed. He stood there, a man of forty, well-built, with a great deal of black hair on his chest, body and legs. His bush-hair, in the manner of men, and so differently from that of a woman, reached up in a triangle to his navel. And from his bushy pubic hair now jutted his enormous penis. He was circumcised and his dick-head protruded strikingly from the long, firm shaft beneath.
Below, his hairy balls, firm and bulging, hung ready and loaded with hot sperm.
The girl looked at him as she turned her head sideways, and gave an involuntary start as she saw his massive organ. She had seen her young man's cock, but she had never expected to see anything quite so powerful as the prick that threatened her now. She felt sick at the thought of this man's cock, at the thought that it would soon doubtless be thrust into her unwilling cunt, she made a new appeal to him to stop.
"Mr. Stewart, please do not frig me. I will do anything you like… but not that, not that please!"
"Celeste, my dear, don't be silly. You will like it. I won't hurt you and I promise to be gentle with you. It will be a great experience for you to have a man, a man like me. Let me fuck you, my dear, and I know you will like it." He spoke quietly but feelingly and for a moment the girl's silence persuaded him that she would accept him.
But Celeste was determined not to give way to his dick if she could help it. "I will… one day. But not now, please. Make love to me, kiss me, but please… not that!
John moved over to the girl and lay at her side. Then he leaned half over her and kissed her. The girl relaxed her mouth and John, probing its soft warmth, felt that she would undoubtedly give herself to him in the end. But he had not bargained for the French girl's obstinacy.
"You won't, will you!" she panted.
"Yes, I'm going to fuck you, whether you like it or not. But I won't give you a baby if that's what you're frightened of. I'll wear something on my cock so you'll be safe, and no one will ever know."
The girl began to struggle again and made her last appeal. "I shall always hate you if you fuck me, and you'll not enjoy it. I know that.
Please… please."
John did not want to hear any more. His aroused cock was pressing against her legs now and inside him he felt a deep thrill of excitement. He very much wanted this seventeen-year-old with her plumpish body and her luscious mouth. He now pulled the straps of her bra down her shoulders and then ripped off the protective garment to reveal her lush breasts. Without further ado he plunged his face into them and then his lips sought her left nipple. As he sucked at her sweet tits his hands worked them up and down; then worked up her thighs which he forced apart so that his fingers could fondle her moist slit.
He worked them up and down, up and down, and once or twice he pushed one of his fingers into her vagina. The hymen was hardly ruptured and it took him all his time to get his finger into the entrance, but as he went on moving his finger up and down her gash, then in and out of the virginal entrance, the girl's cunt-hole began to take his fingers a little more easily. Meanwhile she struggled to shake him off, scratching his shoulders and digging her teeth into his neck. This only stimulated John to more violent hump action.
Suddenly she bit deep into his neck and John cried out in pain. He took his hand from her cunt and slapped her hard across her cheek once, twice, and a third time. The girl cried out and John gave her another stinging blow across her face. "I'll have to teach you a lesson. Now take that, and that…" As he spoke he hit her across the face again and again, until the girl burst into tears. Then slowly calming herself she spoke very quietly.
"Fuck as you like with me. I shall not protest again. But I shall always hate you!"
John wasted no more time. He was thoroughly aroused by now. Nothing would stop him from fucking her and taking the fullest pleasure from her twat. He would do it regardless of the consequences… He thought of the possible consequences as he pulled her stockings down her legs, fondled her slit for a moment and then pulled off her girdle. The girl now lay beneath him naked and unable to prevent her cunt from violation.
He would work his cock into her for a bit then take it out and put on a tip condom. He could do this because he was circumcised and he would lose very little pleasure as most of his organ would be uncovered, flesh against her flesh. He certainly did not want to make the girl pregnant.
The girl lay inert as he got astride her and lowered himself onto her, his prick seeking the vaginal entrance. He guided it to her partly ruptured hymen and then let his whole weight go down on her. As he did so he grasped her by the shoulders and made the first forward probe with his stiff prick. There was resistance, as he'd expected, but he felt that it would not be long before he could work the head of his cock beyond her ruptured cherry. He slowly withdrew his stiff prick a little then forced it back deliberately and forcefully, once again feeling the positive resistance of her virgin opening. Then again, and again, and again, each time perhaps advancing that little bit. Then, about the tenth thrust he broke through, her hymen ruptured completely and forever. He was now inside the girl's warm vagina. Now he took it easy as he was almost at the point of orgasm. He managed to hold himself in check while he lay on top of her, his prick well inside her, his lips seeking hers. He breathed slowly and deeply as he moved his hands down her back and felt for her ass-cheeks. Then in again, more deeply, retracting, in again, and now, finally, he was fucking her in earnest. His cock was deep inside her cunt and he shoved it back and forth with short, sharp thrusts, knowing that if he came out he would meet with quite a lot or resistance in entering her again and that would bring on his orgasm too quickly. He fucked her deep inside, moving the top of his dick against her womb slowly and delicately. He was on the edge of coming and for a second or two he almost decided to let her have his hot sperm. The bitch had done nothing to help him and it would be her own fault if she got pregnant. But his common sense reasserted itself despite his lust. He finally withdrew, got up from the bed, and went over to his jacket from which he pulled a small packet containing the small rubber protector. He rapidly placed it over his cock-head, and returned to the girl.
Now he would fuck her without mercy! He lowered himself onto the girl's almost inert body, guided his prick into her warm vagina, and grasped her by her ass-cheeks, pulling himself into her, pulling her to him.
She moaned slightly, but whether from fright or because she was beginning to respond to his frigging John neither knew nor cared any longer. He forced his prick deep into her, this time burying his dong to the hilt so that their pelvic bones were forced together. Then out, and with a deep and brutal thrust in again to the hilt. As he forced his dick in and out he grasped her buttocks tightly and with one finger sought her anus. Then his lips crushed hers mercilessly as he fucked to his climax.
She was merely a body now for his pleasure and lust. He forced his prick in and out, bit her lips, probed her mouth with his tongue and dug his nails into her buttocks. In and out, faster and faster he drove into her no longer aware of her as a person. She was cunt for his lust, this seventeen-year-old French girl, cunt for the enjoyment and satisfaction of a forty-year-old who neither knew nor wanted to know what she was going through.
As he drove deeper and deeper and more brutally into her twat-hole, the girl moaned and wriggled in an effort to escape from her fate. She tried to cry out but his mouth prevented her from doing so, breaking off her cries as he bit her lips and forced his tongue down her throat …
And now the moment of his climax was coming. He smashed his cock deep into her as he came towards his moment of orgasmic fulfillment, withdrew it a little and then slowly pressed it to the very beginning of her womb. The hot, scalding sperm surrounded his dick-head inside the rubber protector and he sank down into the girl's virginal cunt.

*****

No, he did not want to rape Carol. There was much more pleasure to be had from conquering a woman, especially a woman like Carol with her beautifully expressive eyes. It would be a supreme triumph if he could look into her eyes and see her responding to him as he shot his load into her cunt!
He sat at Carol's side and placed an arm round her. She looked up at him, quizzically and questioningly. "I know you want me, John, but I'm unwilling, at least for the time being. I haven't gotten to know you yet. You attract me in certain ways, but you're so much older than me and I don't give myself to every Tom, Dick and Harry. Can you understand that!"
"Supposing we just make love without going all the way? Would you agree to that? I'll keep my word if you agree. I'll stop when you ask me.
What do you say? Of course I want you, I want to really fuck you very much, but petting with you will be the next best thing." John spoke with growing excitement as he saw that the suggestion seemed to appeal to her.
"Well, we'll see," the girl said. "But I don't want to get roused too much." With that she put her arm round his neck and pulled him to her.
Her mouth brushed his lightly and moved over his cheek to his ear. She kissed him, returned to his mouth and then let him part her lips slightly with his tongue. As he did so he moved his hand to her knee and with his finger-tips stroked the uncovered part of her leg gently.
She held him close and parted her lips further as his tongue probed deeply and their warm saliva merged. They were both panting by now and John felt his prick rising inside his trousers and pressing against her legs.
John's hand moved over her breasts, while the other delicately fondled the inside of her thighs. She was wearing a black sweater, but even through that and her brassiere he could feel the hardness of her large nipple. He was able to grip it between his finger and thumb, twisting it slightly as he did so. Carol was breathing more quickly now as her tongue entered John's mouth and her hot breath entered his nostrils.
She was feeling more excited than she had expected and she was a little apprehensive about letting herself go on any further. John certainly knew how to kiss and touch her, especially as his practiced hand was now edging towards her panties. She would like him to touch her there.
His fingers would undoubtedly thrill her more than those of her previous lovers, one of whom had been a rough ham-handed football player and the other a rather hesitant intellectual. John, it seemed, knew something of a woman's needs, and it occurred to her that she was really playing with fire in allowing him to make love like this to her.
He was not a huge man, though quite well-built, but he possessed, she thought, a quiet masculinity that did not depend on his physique. At forty he seemed to assert himself with an unobtrusive authority which perhaps hid a powerful sexual urge, even, perhaps, a latent sadism. It might be a good idea to find out a bit more about him, however. Perhaps one day she would let him really fuck her and she might achieve that climax that for so long had tantalized her. It was certainly nice to have his hand on her legs and it was especially thrilling as his finger-tips lightly touched her crinkly bush-hair. Then down, slowly, down to the top of her slit, then brushing very lightly its length it entered the thick outer lips just at the point of the entrance to her cunt-hole. She would have to stop him if he went any further or it might easily be hard to resist him. But for the moment his finger rested gently just at the moist, warm entrance.
"God, Carol, I want you so much," John appealed to her suddenly. "Well if I can't fuck you, may I take off your sweater?" As she did not speak, he pushed it up over her head, pulling the arms out. And there she was, lying back on the divan, arms apart, naked now except for her bra, skirt, girdle, panties and stockings. But John was hardly aware of the fact… he saw only the hair under her armpits and like an eagle he swooped on her, his lips on her left armpit, licking and sucking the faint smell of womanly sweat.
Carol moved sensuously twisting her body and forcing her armpit deeper against his mouth. Now she was beginning to be roused, now she felt the desire to give herself to a man for the first time, to give herself completely and totally. Well, that's how she felt, but reason told her to hold back.
Who, after all, was this man? She had met him two or three times, and suddenly she found herself in his flat, lying stretched out on his divan, arms akimbo, skirt rucking up to the top of her thighs, the man sucking and licking her, his prick pressing through his trousers against her legs. What was she doing giving herself away like this? She must stop him going any further…
John licked her armpit, drank in the taste and smell of her sweat… pleasant, yet dank sweat of a woman who looked after her hygiene but who was not preoccupied with cleanliness for its own sake. A woman who allowed herself to be a woman, but neither shaved nor used deodorants.
She did not need to for fundamentally she was a wholesome woman, a woman meant for a man's fucking.
Now he turned to her brassiere and gently fondled her tits through the black nylon. Then his hand reached out round to her back and before Carol knew what was happening he had undone the clasp, and within a second he had pulled off the straps from her shoulders and bared her lovely over-large knockers. Before Carol had time to protest he bent over and took one of her big pink nipples in his mouth.
She was profoundly aroused now. She would have to stop… or let him screw her. Yet, perhaps, she could go on a little longer. He said he would keep his word and she was inclined to trust him. Let him go on, let him go one bit longer… anyway it was nice to tantalize a man, to keep him at bay, to let him think she would give herself and then to reject him at the very last moment.
He was sucking her nipple and at the same time his hand continued to fondle her cunt-lips, but he was roused too much now to take her slowly. Suddenly he grasped the top of her panties and ripped them over her full hips and down her legs. She did not resist and waited for him to make the next move. And without ceremony he undid her skirt zipper and pulled it down her legs, casting it aside to reveal the loveliest body he had ever seen. She was lying back, her hair spread on the cushion, her arms apart displaying her armpits and roseate breasts, while her black girdle covered her flat stomach and below the flesh of her thighs ran down into her sheer stockings that clothed the loveliest legs in the world.
"I just must fuck you, Carol," he said in a quiet and determined voice.
"I have to do it now, there's no turning back."
"Don't be silly, John, we've agreed that we can't do that tonight. Just make love to me darling please."
John knew that he had given his word, but… but how could he resist her now, how could he possibly stop with a girl like Carol half naked in front of him. Why had the bitch let him go so far anyway?
He got up from the sofa, speaking to her as he got to his feet and began to undress. "Look, Carol, I'll just lie at your side… I promise you I won't touch you… I mean I won't fuck you, but you'll have to make me come somehow… I can't stop now." He spoke urgently as he revealed the huge prick that Celeste had feared so much.
Now he was at her side, naked, his powerful cock erect and urgent, his hands on her breasts, his mouth to her lips. Now that he was half on top of her, there was nothing to prevent him pushing his dick into this beautiful woman. He moved over, on top of her now, and placed his pecker against her slit. He had promised that he wouldn't do anything she didn't want, but… well, here she was, and here, at last, was the moment he had waited for so long.
"No, no, John," said Carol firmly. "You'll spoil everything if you… if you try to shove your cock in!"
"But Carol, my love, I want you, I want you more than you know… we can't stop now. Please let me fuck you," he said appealingly.
Carol wriggled to one side and said determinedly, "No, John."
"Why not, why not Carol?"
"Because we agreed not to, didn't we?"
John knew that he would ruin his hopes with her if he went ahead against her wishes. He moved over so that one leg was between hers and his cock pressed against the outer side of her thigh. He bent down and pressed her on the lips again, fondling her lovely breasts and nipples as he did so.
She knew how much he wanted to screw her and in a way she wanted him to take her. But she was still not sure what she thought about him. Was it just that he wanted to fuck her once? She expected more from him than that, but, well…
John now forced her mouth down and gripped her tightly by the shoulders as he worked his cock against her leg. He was thoroughly roused now and knew that he would shoot his load soon whether he fucked her or not.
She too was breathing deeply and wriggling her body as he played with her breasts, now gently, now brutally. His leg moved firmly against her cunt as he forced her even more forcefully against the bed. Then in a second he was between her legs again, his urgent cock pressing against her cunt opening. She was panting and moaning as he positioned himself on top of her, his cock touching her wet cunt-lips, but for the moment remaining still there.
Then as he kissed her with a new fervency he moved his cock into her now receptive vagina. He felt the hot wetness clothe his waiting cockhead and his body shook as he felt himself ready to thrust home his burning dick.
The girl remained still, continuing to moan as she felt the tip of his dong touch her sensitive cunt-lips.
Then Carol moved her cunt upwards almost imperceptibly and he felt her hot vagina enclosing the whole of his cock-head. Now he knew that she had accepted him.
He lay still on top of her, not daring to spoil this supreme moment by making a false move. Perhaps she had finally decided to take him, but she might well resist him if he forced home his advantage. He lay on top of her and gradually he let his full weight press down on her body, and as he did so his cock slowly penetrated her most lovely cunt, slid deeply into its welcoming warmth and he knew at last he had got her.
"Now I am going to fuck you, fuck you, Carol. I've wanted to do it for so long, nothing can stop me now," and as he spoke he forced home his prick to the very hilt.
She knew that it was the point of no return for her, and she knew that he had conquered. Now she wanted him to fuck her fully and completely as she felt her cunt beginning to thrill with a new kind of ecstasy.
He gripped her by the ass-cheeks, sought her lips and mouth, and withdrawing his cock slightly, he now rammed it back, back into her wonderful hot warmth, back into the depth of her cunt with all the power at his command. Then he began with deep rhythmic thrusts to fuck the girl he had wanted to hump for so long, the girl that was so hard to get. Gradually the tempo of his thrusts quickened, and as they did the girl lifted her legs entwining them about his body.
"Oh, John, fuck me, fuck me, for God's sake fuck me," she began to cry out. "I want you to make me come, for God's sake fuck me, fuck me…"
John needed little encouragement. His body, his white body throbbed with lust as he rammed home his cock, time after time, pressing her cunt to him and probing her mouth with his avid tongue. He knew now that he would not be long before he shot his load, but he wanted to give her what she wanted, and for a few moments he relaxed his thrusts, slowed them down to long, slow rhythmic movements that rubbed firmly against walls of her vagina. And then suddenly, she began to cry out in sheer agonizing ecstasy as she began her orgasm – the first real orgasm of her life. She moaned and screamed as he began his pounding again, moved her cunt up to meet his thrusts until… until in one supreme moment of joy she reached her climax as his hot liquid sperm shot into her very being.
That night was one of unlimited ecstasy for Carol and John; and as they lay exhausted in each other's arms he turned to look in her eyes to ask her to marry him:
"Will you, Carol?"
"Of course, my love," was her simple and immediate answer.



Chapter 2


John and Carol moved to a house in Hampstead and life went along swimmingly. And John would probably have been content with Carol for the rest of his life had not circumstances presented him with a new opportunity to indulge his sensuality.
Carol went away for a night to stay with an old school friend, and it so happened that John's daughter called round in her absence. John eyed the lovely schoolgirl with peculiar appraisal as they sat at dinner and talked about her recent visit to France with a party from her school.
She had well-formed titties, John could see, and slim, attractive legs.
She swept her long, hair from her face as she talked to him with enthusiasm about her experiences in Paris. Looking at her father rather shyly, she then told him how she had met a French boy who had taken her to all the well-known sights, and that she hoped he would come to England one day to stay.
"Did you like him?"
"Oh yes, Daddy, he was terribly kind to me and took me dancing every night. It was marvelous."
"I suppose he kissed you too, eh?"
The girl blushed. "Well, yes, he did. That was nice too. It was the first time a boy had kissed me and it was really exciting. Oh, I'd love him to be here tonight," she said, lowering her eyes. "It's terribly exciting when a boy kisses you, Daddy."
"I'm glad you think so," and he thought as he looked at her how much he would like to kiss her girlish lips himself.
By the time dinner was over it was so late that John suggested that she should stay in the spare room. "I think you'd better telephone your mother, though, and tell her where you are." Ursula ran to the phone and had soon arranged with her mother that she would not be back until the following morning.
"Well, darling, I think you'd better go to bed; it's getting late.
You've seen the guest room, I think. It's all ready for you. John stood up and walked over to his daughter. Taking her hand in his he bent forward and gave her a gentle kiss on the cheek. "Good night, my dear," he said.
"Good night, Daddy," she said. "It's so nice to see you and to come to your house. I love being here."
"Good, well it's nice to see you," and with that he leaned forward again and looked into her eyes. "Yes," he said, "I've no doubt your French boy friend loved kissing you."
Ursula blushed and lowered her eyes.
"Yes," her father said as he felt the thrill of her young flesh rousing him. "Yes, it would be nice to kiss you, I'm sure." As he spoke he looked at her again and lifted her chin so that he could look into her eyes. The girl looked back at her father shyly, and as she did so, he brought his lips close to hers. Then with extreme gentleness he brought them into contact with her mouth, brushing lips as lightly as he could.
She did not move, but continued to look at her father, shyly and uncertainly. He kissed her again, this time a little more forcefully, and he took his lips away he said, "I suppose that's how he did it, eh?"
Ursula was breathing more rapidly, and then she said, hesitantly, "Yes, something like that…"
"Or was it more like this?" he asked her. He pulled her closer to him and brought his lips firmly against her luscious mouth, keeping them there for half a minute or so. "Like that? Like this?" he added. And lips back and forth across hers, pushing his tongue quite gently between them to enter her mouth.
"Oh Daddy," the girl suddenly said. "I shouldn't let you do that. But it's nice. Do it once more, before I go to bed, will you?"
"Well, I'd better come and say goodnight to you when you're in bed, then I can kiss you again if you want me to. Now, off you go."
John felt the excitement rise within him as he thought he would be able to kiss her as she lay in bed. She would be in a nightdress and he would be able, as he embraced her, to feel her young body against his.
Who knows, he thought, I might even kiss her luscious young titties too. The idea grew in his mind as he waited for his daughter to undress and she was scarcely in bed before he was knocking at her door, and entering the room.
"Ah, you're in bed. Well," he added as he moved to her bedside, "let me give you your 'good-night' kiss."
The girl lay back against the pillows, her long fair hair spread out fan-wise, while the top of her silk nightie peeped over the top of the bedclothes. John reached the bedside and sat down on the edge. He leaned forward and kissed her gently on the lips. She opened her mouth slightly as if invitingly, and her father pressed his tongue against her teeth. Then he moved it from side to side of her mouth as her teeth parted for his tongue to enter. He felt his cock pressing against his trousers; he knew that he was filled with hump lust for his daughter and that it would be difficult for him to resist the temptation to go as far as he could with her. He changed his position so that he half lay on the bed and as he did so he lifted the bedclothes back and took the girl into his arms. Now he was kissing her fervently and pressing her young breasts against his chest. "Was that how he kissed you?" he said, his voice now thick with desire.
"Yes," the girl panted. "Yes, but…"
He interrupted her as he pressed his lips against her mouth and began to kiss her passionately. He could feel her sweet tits rising and falling as he pressed her to him, and he knew that she was strangely excited by his kisses and the pressure of his body.
"Of course, it's even more exciting if I kiss your pink nipples. Did you know that?" He looked at her and saw that she was surprised, even perhaps frightened, but he could see that she would not stop him and that she was thrilled at the thought of it.
"It would be better if you took off your nightie," he said. "Then I can show you what I mean."
Oh Daddy, I can't do that… not with you. It's wrong for you…"
"It's the only way you can really find out what it's like to be kissed properly. You have to find out one day and I can show you how it's done by a real lover. There's nothing wrong in it, Ursula…"
As he spoke he put his hands down the bed clothes, found the hem of her nightie, and began to pull it up her stomach to reveal her navel and then her breasts. When he saw her pristine beauty and gorgeous pink nipples he could hardly contain himself. But he kept his hands away and pulled the nightie up over her head. She allowed him to pull it off altogether and now she lay in the bed naked, the bed clothes covering the lower part of her body, but leaving her well-formed breasts open to his lascivious gaze. He placed his hands on her nipples and stroked them gently. The girl lay back, her breath coming fast now as her nipples slowly hardened. "Now, darling, if I kiss them you'll see how exciting it can be." And with that he plunged his face to her titties and took one of her luscious buds between his sensual lips. The girl moaned as he worked his lips over it, and then sucked it into his mouth.
"Oh, Daddy, stop, please stop… it's terribly exciting, but you must stop now. I feel strange… I can't explain…"
The man knew that he could not stop now and that he would go on, whatever she said. He did not release her nipple and he slowly sucked at it, taking as much of her breast into his mouth as he could as he did so. His other hand fondled her left tit, his fingers taking the nipple firmly, twisting it this way and that. Then he half lay across her as he turned to kiss the other breast. The girl was now silent except for her slight moans and occasional sighs as he went on working at her breasts, a hand on one, his mouth almost swallowing the other.
Soon she began to moan more loudly as she felt a strange thrill in her whole body.
John knew that he could do almost anything with her now. He got up from the bed and in a matter of seconds he had thrown off his own clothes.
He now stood at the side of his daughter's bed with his prick fully erected, jutting from his thick bush of pubic hair.
"Oh Daddy, you mustn't, you mustn't…"
"Don't be silly, darling. You have to learn about real frigging some day. Now I'll teach you all about it. I won't hurt you." With that he drew near to the bed, raised the bed clothes and got in beside his naked daughter.
He pulled her to him and crushed her mouth beneath his lips, moving his hands down her body as he did so. The girl lay back, panting for breath as the thrill of the man's body against hers gave her an experience she had never had before, or even thought possible. As he kissed her passionately, his right hand fondled the valley between her thighs and gradually he opened her legs wide so that he could feel for her girlish cunt. As he found it with his index finger and parted her virginal cunt-lips, the girl moaned and wriggled with pleasure, abandoning herself to her ecstasy, no longer caring whether what she was doing was right or wrong. Her father found the entrance to her vagina, already moist and hot with her girlish secretion, and he pushed his finger against her hymen. He could feel that her cherry was scarcely ruptured at all, that it was tough and resistant and that he would have to break it before he could hope to think of going into her cunt completely. He forced one of his fingers into the entrance as the girl moved with the pain of it, as well as the excitement of it. Then he moved the finger in and out of the entrance, gradually widening the ruptured maidenhead. In a few minutes he was able to work two fingers into her cunt.
As he did so she began to moan with the strange mixture of pain and pleasure.
"Oh, aaahhh, ooohh! You're hurting me, you're hurting me." But the man no longer cared. He forced his fingers in an out of the girl's vagina, rupturing and dilating the hymen. He could go on with his fingers to make it easier for himself when he used his prick on her, but he could not wait. He wanted to force his cock into her, to hurt her, to ravage her. No power on earth, no threat of police action or anything else could stop him now. Here was his teen-age daughter under him, about to be fucked by him, her father. Yes, he wanted to fuck his daughter more than anything in the world and he knew that his lust and craving for her was beyond control. He would violate her young cunt mercilessly and he would enjoy doing it more than anything he had ever done in his life.
He got between her legs and guided his prick to her virginal slit. The girl moaned and cried as he held her in position, poised to force his entry. "No, no, Daddy, please don't. You'll kill me, it's so big! You mustn't, please stop… oooh!" The man's prick now forced its way half an inch or so between the girlish cunt-lips, and she cried out in agony. But he was almost unaware of her cries; he was forcing it in, jabbing and pressing into her brutally and ruthlessly. His whole weight was on her now and he held her by the ass-cheeks as he pushed and forced his prick through the ruptured hymen until it was now half enclosed by the vaginal lining of the now violated girl. Now cunt-juice began to pour from the rupture and he could feel the sticky hot liquid bathing his dong. But he was only roused to even greater violence by the thought of her juicing cunt and with a tremendous heave his prick suddenly ripped the girlish maiden-head apart completely, and tore into her womb.
The girl screamed with agony. "Aaaah! OOOHH! Stop! Oooohh!" The scream died down and ended in a moan as he slowly withdrew his cock to the entrance of her cunt-lips again, then to force it back into her twat with new violence and new agony. The man was almost beyond himself now.
He felt his whole body throb with the lust of having this young girl, his own daughter, and his prick was now beginning to jerk with the beginning of his orgasm. He pushed it into her cunt deeply, pulled it back, and again forced it deep into, and then with regular, powerful thrusts he fucked her. Fucked her as he had never fucked anyone before, until the moment came when his steaming hot sperm shot against her womb and he reached the culminating ecstasy of his orgasm. His prick jerked and throbbed, spitting his hot, scalding sperm into his daughter as she lay there in a faint.

*****

That night he fucked her three times. By the morning the poor girl was in agony, her cunt almost ripped apart, but when he came into her the third time she had suddenly felt the joy of a complete sexual experience and she had clung to her father screaming in an orgasm of pain and pleasure.
Before she left that morning he promised that he would fuck her again as soon as possible, as well as show her many other aspects of this wonderful new game of frigging. The only trouble was his young wife, Carol… he would have to think about that problem.
As she left she spoke a new language to her father.
"Daddy, I want you do it again to my cunny soon. I want you to fuck me and fuck me. Will you, please?"
He took his daughter in his arms, crushed her to his chest, and pressed his lips down on hers. Then, as he released her, he said, his voice once again thick with lust at the thought of having her young twat,
"Yes, my dear, I shall be fucking you soon, fucking you with my big prick, forcing it into you so that you will scream with the thrill and joy of it. That's what you want, isn't it?"
"Yes, desperately," she said, her eyes alight with excitement.



Chapter 3


John was up against the problem of telling Carol about his screwing with his daughter Ursula. Since their marriage Carol had shown that she was by no means prudish about sex, but she might take a different view of John fucking a young girl – particularly an incestuous relationship with his daughter. He felt he had three courses open to him: to continue to deceive Carol and see Ursula surreptitiously; to tell Carol frankly what had happened and try to persuade her to understand his desire for Ursula's lovely girlish body; or to deliberately let Carol discover them together. This last might in some ways be the easier course – it would save the embarrassment of explaining everything, and present his wife with an accomplished fact.
He decided on the latter course.
Ursula was to come over one evening in the near future and John wanted to arrange things so that Carol would be out for an hour or two while he prepared things for her return. When Carol said that she'd like to go to the theater with a friend, John jumped at the opportunity and said he would ask Ursula over to keep him company 'till her return.
Father and daughter had dinner and afterwards retired to their room.
Immediately John undressed and then helped Ursula to slip off her clothes. They stood there naked, a mounting excitement between them.
John took the girl in his arms, pressed her body to him, and kissed her sensuously. The girl flung her arms around him and immediately felt his big prick erecting stiffly against her stomach. They moved back to the bed and in a minute the father was fucking his daughter.
She lay back on the bed, her legs apart. John sat up and parted her legs further and looked down at her almost virginal cunt. Her fine bush-hair ran down in an inverted triangle to the immature slit enclosing her clitoris and vulva. He parted the lips of her gash and looked at the girl's inviting moist cunt for the first time. Here was his daughter's pussy, open to his inspection and lust. He moved his finger up the slit to touch her small clitoris. Then he moved his finger over it delicately, and slowly the bud was roused and stiffened so he could take it between his thumb and forefinger. Ursula twisted on the bed as she felt the thrill of her father's fingers on her clitoris, her legs widening ever further in expectation. He moved his finger down her slit, pushing the cunt-lips aside until he came to the small entrance of her vagina, the vagina he had so cruelly ravaged a few weeks before. He thrust one finger into the entrance, forcing it as far as he could into the hot, wet membrane. Now he was roused to fever pitch, his cock throbbing against his body. He lay down at the girl's side, removed his finger, and with both hands now opened her slit as wide as he could. Then he brought his lips down onto her beautiful girlish cunt-lips.
His lips touched the soft warmth of her twat and then his tongue sought her clitoris. The girl jerked about and wriggled as the tip of his tongue played delicately on the small bud, and she moaned loudly as he brought his mouth down, his lips contacting her inner and outer lips and his tongue entering her most sacred cunt-hole. The girl wriggled in ecstasy as his lips worked on her pussy and his tongue probed her small vulva. Saliva poured from his mouth and mingled with her secretions and their slightly salty taste. The man was fully aroused now and he moved his legs over the girl's face so that his prick hovered above her young mouth. She seemed to understand what was required of her and in a minute she was moving his massive dick in and out of her lips.
Meanwhile John was stroking his tongue from the top to the bottom of her slit, into the opening, out again and up her hot gash in long, sweeping movements. He held her legs apart as she jerked and wriggled at the excitement of it, then suddenly she knew that she had reached her climax as her cunt-juices bathed his mouth and lips, and as she forced her body upwards to press her twat as firmly as she could to his sensual mouth and tongue.
It was at this moment that Carol entered the room.
"Oh, my God, John, what are you doing?" Carol almost shouted.
She could see her husband's head buried between the parted legs of a girl, the rest of his body covering the object of his lust, except for the long blonde hair that was splayed out between her husband's legs.
She guessed at once that it was Ursula he was cunt-lapping.
John raised his head, his mouth and lips covered with the girl's wet secretions, to reveal the parted vaginal slit of the young girl who moaned delightedly as she completed her orgasm.
"I'm teaching her about frigging Carol. I thought it was best that she should find out through me… and she has a lovely young body that I find I can hardly resist. Don't think it will make any difference to us."
Carol looked stunned, but her eyes showed that she understood and that in some strange way she was excited by what she saw. "Well, we-ll, I don't know what to say, John. I suppose you ought to teach her… but her mother must never find out…" As she spoke John raised himself from the girl, sitting at the side of the bed with his enormously erect prick. Slowly he got up and went over to Carol. He took her hands in his, pulling her towards him. "Come on, darling, undress and get into bed with us. We can have a wonderful time together…"
Carol's face revealed her excitement at the thought of it, and she began to undress without saying anything. The girl got up from the bed and looked at her stepmother with apprehension.
"I hope you don't mind, Carol. Daddy wanted to do this with me, and I wanted it too. If you do it with us I shall be really happy." As Carol undressed the girl looked with wonder at the beautiful body of the mature girl with her lovely large breasts, her wide hips and thick black bush hair.
"Before we get into bed," John suddenly spoke, "before we get into bed, I want you to look at my cock and balls properly, Ursula. Look, take my prick in your hands." Ursula took his prick in her hands and fondled it with wonderment, running her small hand up and down its length, taking the massive shaft between her fingers. Then she ran her hand down the underside until she came to the hair-covered balls below. She took them gently in her hand. The spellbound Carol suddenly had a great urge to touch the young girl's body and she stepped forward and lightly touched the young girl's pink nipple, then took it between her finger and thumb. It excited the girl to have Carol touching her breast and she suddenly had the desire to be kissed by her. Carol then moved her fingers down over the girlish belly to feel for her slit. Ursula wriggled with a new excitement as she felt Carol's hand brushing her cunt and her fingers parting her moist cunt-lips.
"I think that we'll get into bed now," said John. "I'd like to lie back as you two frig me in the way you want to."
John got on the bed and the young girl looked questioningly at Carol.
"You can sit astride with you on his tummy and play with his cock, Ursula. Suck it for him if you wish." And with that she put the girl in position across John's stomach so that she could hold his prick in her hands. Then she placed her open thighs over John's mouth so that his tongue could work on her lovely sexy gash.
John lay back in complete ecstasy. The young girl was now moving the foreskin back and forth over the head of his prick in a gentle slow rhythm and as she did so Carol had brought her vaginal opening into contact with John's mouth. As Ursula moved her hand more rapidly up and down the length of his prick, John's tongue entered the hot vaginal entrance of his wife.
"Oh God, go on. Force your cunt into my mouth, Carol," he moaned. "Suck my prick, Ursula, suck my prick. I want to come!" The girl bent over and placed her mouth over the head of his enormous cock, shaking with excitement as she did so.
John moved his prick up to enter the girl's mouth and pulled Carol down so that his face was buried in her hairy cunt. His tongue probed the length of her cunt-lips and then reentered the hot vagina of his wife.
Moving his cock more forcibly now, he found himself touching the back of his daughter's throat as his prick throbbed on the edge of orgasm.
His face was covered now in Carol's cunt-juices; even his eyes were bathed in her juices and his own saliva. He bit his teeth into the soft membrane, tongued the clitoris, and at the same time began to move his cock rhythmically in and out of his daughter's lips and mouth. His lust knew no bounds; he would not be able to contain himself much longer.
His whole body jerked and writhed as he reached the height of humpexcitement and approached the point when relief was inevitable. By now Carol was revolving her cunt over his mouth sensuously and he was having to swallow the secretions from her cunt as his face and mouth were saturated in the salty-tasting liquid. He managed to move his mouth away from her hairy cunt to speak, "I'm coming, don't take your mouth from my prick, Ursula. I've got to come in your mouth." And with that he arched his body up to force his jerking prick into the teenager's mouth. At the same time he buried his nose and mouth into the luscious warmth of his wife's sex organs. In a second his climax was on him and his scalding sperm entered the girl's mouth, jerking and spitting into her throat, almost choking her. He jerked his body time and again into the girl's mouth as he almost suffocated beneath his wife's dripping cunt. The sperm poured down the girl's throat in one final burst before the man lay back exhausted between his wife's legs.
The three of them lay in the bed for a time until John was ready to frig again.
He was holding his wife close to him and he felt a new desire to take her.
"I'm going to fuck you Carol. I want you very much now. And it will give Ursula a chance to see a man really fucking a woman. Then, I'll screw Ursula afterwards."
The shapely attractive Carol lay back on the bed. Her eyes drew his attention with their soft and languishing look, and he looked down at her amorously and lasciviously. He realized that she was an exceptional woman and that, as much as he enjoyed the lustful feeling of taking a young girl, especially incestuously, it was Carol who perhaps gave him the greatest possible pleasure. Each time he fucked her there was something new about her, each time it was a new conquest. To have his prick in her soft warm cunt was a triumph that few men had shared, and even those who had shared it had never experienced her acceptance of their prick in the fullest sense of the word.
She was tall, and slim, but she had luscious full breasts and wide thighs, her ass-cheeks reaching their greatest extent at the upper part of the thigh. There was no disagreeably vacuity left between the thighs which is so unfavorable for fuck purposes. And she had that feature of a woman that is so attractive to men – a prominent cunt, covered with thick dark hair in a well-defined inverted triangle.
When she opened her legs she displayed striking cunt-lips – almost ugly lips that excited John to look at them. The ugliness was a kind of challenge and John was not the only man who had felt this provocation. when she had been examined by a doctor a year or two before, shortly after she left school, the man had been provoked into a fantastic erection at the sight of them. He had to give her an internal examination, but he had spent more time than was necessary touching her cunt-lips. She had been slightly aroused by his touch and the nurse who was present at the examination had looked surprised and worried as she saw her employer finger her cunt for the best part of two minutes, saying as he did so, "I excuse to justify what was medically quite unethical." John now looked down at them with the same feeling – he liked both their size and their slight discoloration.
As he opened the labia he saw her inner cunt-lips, already moist and receptive. He touched them gently as he pried open the outer cunt-lips.
Then he brushed his fingers up and down her cunt-lips again, nipping them gently as he did so. Close to her vaginal entrance was her welldefined clitoris, already erect in anticipation. Sensitive to stimulus, it grew visibly as John fingered it and he was able to work back the small skin-covering to reveal the sensitive tip. He bent down and moved his tongue over the bud, bringing it to its full erect size. He smelled the characteristic odor of the female genitals and took the rigid little organ into his mouth. Her clitoris was undoubtedly a little abnormal in size when fully enlarged, and John was able to work it vigorously between his lips. Carol moaned as he did so, moving her hips sensuously.
He took his lips away and surveyed her exciting cunt. Now he moved his finger from the clitoris to the vaginal entrance, placing the tip of his finger delicately inside. Now he forced the legs wider and pressed his tongue onto her cunt. He licked her there for a few minutes, occasionally stroking his tongue up the full length of her slit, and then he bent forward forcing his head between her legs to seek for her anal entrance. He tongued this for awhile, then resumed his lascivious sucking of her cunt-lips.
The excitation of her clitoris had aroused his young wife to such an extent that her body began to heave with his every move. She was moaning and calling out to him in her thick, sexy voice.
"Oh, John, why don't you hump me now? Fuck me as you have never done before. I want your prick inside my cunt, you must frig me now."
Ursula looked on entranced at seeing Carol's excitement and was waiting for her father to place his huge prick into Carol's vagina. She particularly wanted to see it as it went in, to see the head just inside the cunt, with the rest of her father's shaft outside.
But John was in no hurry. He wanted to experience every stage of the fucking of his wife to the maximum extent, to savor each detail of her body before he finally entered her lovely cunt.
He continued to suck and lick her lovely clitoris for a few minutes, and then forced his tongue an inch or so into her vagina, which was now wet with her secretions. She writhed in pleasure and anticipation as he did so, forcing her cunt up against his mouth. Soon his nose was buried as deep as possible in the vaginal entrance where he savored the now stronger female cunt-odor. Then the short distance from her vaginal opening to her ass-hole, where he forced his nose into the crinkled hole. Then he licked the girl with his tongue from the top of her gash to her anus – clitoris, vulva, and delicate cunt-flesh between.
He felt the excitement mount within him as his prick reached full erection and he knew that he was ready to fuck her, that he was now ready to shove his prick up her lovely vagina. Rigid and enlarged to its maximum extent, his cock was now throbbing and he knew that if he carried on too long he would ejaculate prematurely, such was his excitement at Carol's lovely body. He now got ready to place his dick at the entrance to her waiting cunt-hole.
He knelt between her beautiful thighs and parted legs and placed his dong in between her provocative cunt-lips. Ursula was almost beside herself as she saw his dick-head by her fleshy cunt-lips and as her father moved the head gently up and down the slit so that it was soon covered in her moist secretions. It was now at the very entrance to her cunt-hole and John allowed his dick to enter a little way for a few seconds. Now he leaned over Carol, straightened his legs and lowered his body so that his weight rested on her pelvis and stomach. As he did so the prick slid slowly into her wet hot cunt that was gripping him tightly.
Carol sighed as the prick reached into her cunt, and his dick-head felt for the conical protuberance of the cervix – the base of her womb.
Deep inside her, he relaxed as their lips met in a long sensual kiss of complete blissful fuck.
For a few moments he held her head in his hands, then reached under her armpits and took her firmly in his grasp by the shoulders.
John now forced his prick into her receptive cunt up to its very hilt so that their pelvises met hard. The cock had probed the very depths of Carol's lovely vagina and was now up against her womb, deeply embedded in the clinging moist membranes.
He kissed her passionately and Carol clung to him tightly. Then he took his hands from her shoulders, brought them down under her back to grip her with all his force by the buttocks, bringing her cunt into even closer proximity, his massive prick forcing itself into her twat.
He slowly withdrew his prick, his dick-head rubbing against her womb as he did so. He stopped at this point and thrust his cock back and forth lightly, the hard rim of his dick-head rubbing against the firm knob of flesh of her womb. Then almost to the vaginal entrance, then into a slow deliberate rhythm, forcing his cock up and down with almost grinding, powerful strokes in unison with Carol's own movements. She was arching her cunt up to meet his thrusts and he was at the same time virtually lifting her by her ass-cheeks to meet him. Moaning and crying out, Carol writhed and moved to the tune of their fucking. Then she began to cry out, demanding from him everything he could give.
"Darling, you must fuck me. Fuck me with all your power. Fuck me, love."
"Yes, my love, I'm going to fuck you as you've never been fucked before."
"Fuck me, fuck me, John, take me, do what you will with me, I want to be frigged to hell by your prick. I want you to force it into my very vitals. Fuck me, FUCK ME! For God's sake go on. Ooooh! Oh!" Suddenly the girl fell back in her climax, writhing and shouting in ecstasy. But John was not ready and he went on grinding away at his lovely nineteenyear-old wife despite the fact that the climax was over. He forced his cock with cruel power into her flesh, back and forth, ramming it home, regardless of the woman herself or what she felt any longer. He was carried away by his lust now and he simply wanted to burst the girl's cunt apart, rip it open if necessary for his now almost sadistic lust.
He wanted the maximum hump pleasure from her now and her body was simply an instrument for his purpose. He bit into her breasts as he rammed his prick home as high up her vagina as he could, raking his fingers down her buttocks and digging them into her lovely ass-cheeks.
Then with one smashing thrust that took his dick-head into the deep extremity of her womb, he exploded and the seminal liquid spurted against the girl's innermost vagina, as if she had been sprayed with acid from a jet. She felt the scalding sperm hit deep inside her, and the man jerked his cock in rhythm to the powerful spurts still being released from him. In one almighty final jab, his cock rammed into her womb and splashed the final burden of semen as he gripped her buttocks and dug in his nails, his teeth biting into her breast. Their release and soon he lay at her side, his penis limp and flaccid, his cock and balls were now fulfilled.

*****

When John woke up Carol was stroking his hair and kissing him gently.
"What's happened to Ursula?" he asked as he came to his senses.
"I've sent her to the guest room. I think she ought to sleep now."
"Yes, we'll have to get her round here again as soon as possible, don't you think?"
"As long as her mother doesn't suspect or anything, she could come here as often as she likes. What about getting her to stay here this weekend? I don't suppose Lena would suspect anything. She'd probably be pleased as it would leave her free for her many lovers."
"Yes, that's a good idea. I want to fuck her again as soon as I can, especially if you're around to watch me doing it. You could probably have a bit of frigging fun with her yourself while we're about it."
"Yes? You're sure?"
"Of course. It gives me quite a kick and stimulates me to a frenzied desire for you…"
"Well," said John, "I'll fuck her for you all night. I might even bugger her. That's something I've never done to a young girl. Would you like to see that?"
"Bugger her? Why you've never even suggested it to me. What's wrong with me? Why can't I be buggered?"
"God Carol, I never thought of it with you, I've always enjoyed fucking you so much. But I'll bugger you if you wish… I'll shove my cock up your ass hole gladly!"
"When?"
"When… well, now if you like. Do you want me to?"
"I'd love it John. But I suppose it'll hurt, won't it?"
"It'll certainly hurt at the beginning, but I'll be careful with you and if you can't take it I won't force it. I think your ass-hole will take my prick fairly easily after a while. Anyway you'd better get a lubricant of some kind."
John's lust was roused now at the thought of buggering Carol. He knew that he would get great satisfaction from feeling the tight grip of her anus against his prick, as well as the lovely feel of her ass against his loins.
Carol went over to the dressing table and came back with a contraceptive jelly.
"That's it," said John. "Lie face down for the moment and I'll work my finger into your ass-hole with the stuff."
Carol lay down on the bed, her legs apart and she revealed the small brown hole of her anus. John, his cock already becoming rigid, took the tube of jelly and, taking off the screw cap he placed the nozzle to her rectum and squeezed the tube against it.
Carol was quite excited at the feel of the cold jelly entering her asshole, followed by John's index finger. He worked it in slowly and gently as far as it would go, then took it back before pressing it up her again. He did this for a dozen or so times before he tried with his longer middle finger. Carol was already quite aroused at the feel of a finger in her anus, only wishing it would go further up. She ground her cunt and bush against the bed as John worked his finger in and out of her ass-hole.
Then he tried two fingers, but this caused Carol to cry out in pain.
"It's bound to hurt at first, darling. But I've got an idea." John left the room for a few minutes and returned with one of those aluminum cigar-tubes. It was about three-quarters of an inch in diameter and seven or eight inches long.
"This should go into your ass-hole fairly easily," he said, showing Carol the tube, "and pave the way for my prick. The main difficulty is to widen the passage if I'm not going to hurt you a great deal."
He rubbed the jelly over the tube and placed it at the entrance to her anus. It slowly entered without much difficulty and Carol hardly felt any pain, though it was rather strange as it went past her sphincter.
He pushed it in again as far as it would go, and Carol began to sigh and wriggle with excitement. "Oh, it's nice, a nice cold feeling all up me, a feeling as if I am being divided in two. But it's your cock I want up there now!"
John worked it up and down for some time, taking care not to bring it down beyond the sphincter. Then when he felt he had dilated her anal passage as much as possible with the tube, he took it out, Carol crying out at the unpleasant feeling that it gave her as it was forced out the last two or three inches by the contracting muscle of the sphincter.
"Now I'm going to fuck you, my dear."
The girl lay prostrate face down on the bed, excited at the prospect of John's huge prick entering her ass-hole.
This was it then. John had never dared suggest buggering Carol before, but he had secretly wanted to have her this way for a long time.
Buggering a woman gave a man a special sense of animal power that fucking never gave though, of course, it did not really provide the close intimacy between a man and a woman that fucking face-to-face did.
And the vagina, after all, had more to offer ultimately than the anus.
But an anus was generally tighter and there was much satisfaction to be got from fucking it.
As he thought these thoughts John gripped his legs together as he felt the stirring of lust within him. His cock was already rigid and enlarged, but now within his balls there was growing a sense of urgency, an overpowering sense of desire.
He placed himself between her legs and pushed his elongated dick against her anal entrance. It was easy for the dick-head to enter half an inch or so, but when he made the next forward move Carol cried out in pain.
"Ugh! Uggh! Ow! It's hurting!" she cried out.
John stopped for a few seconds and then held his prick carefully as he guided it into her in the right direction. She shivered and writhed in pain as he forced it another half inch or so. Then he waited a bit, withdrew it, and pushed it in to the same position as before. He did this a number of times, perhaps advancing a tenth of an inch each time he re-entered. It was now easing slightly and the head of the cock was reaching the sphincter. He knew that Carol would hate it if he hesitated at this point. Once he got the whole dick-head in up to the sphincter, he would have to force the shaft in past the sphincter in one carefully timed thrust.
He pushed it in another half dozen times. Carol was moaning partly in agony, partly in anticipation, and he knew for a fact that the pain had been excruciating. He waited a while and was finally ready to plunge his cock home. He got himself slightly more on top of her, put the prick-head in the entrance after re-lubricating it, and then suddenly he forced his prick home.
"Aaaaaggghhhh! Ooooohhhh! Oh, Go-o-od! God!… You've hurt me!" Carol screamed out in agony as the shock of it hit her whole body and she felt the hot thrust of his pecker cutting into her like a red-hot poker. "Ooooh! Oh!"
John lay still on top of her, another ambition achieved. He could feel her tight anus gripping him and his thighs and belly against her lovely ass, and he knew that this was a way of frigging he had always wanted.
He would give Carol time to get over the pain before he thrust his cock again.
Carol's pain gradually subsided, though she felt that she would be sore forever. Then John very slowly drew back his penis an inch or so in her anus. Then up again, slowly and deliberately, but with extreme gentleness. He could feel his dick-head rubbing against the most secret membrane, against the membrane where a man had never penetrated before, and he was overcome with a new lust as he realized it. Then slowly he began to work his stiff dick up and down in her rectum.
Carol felt the fucking rhythm penetrating her being and she was beginning to be moved by a strange excitement. As she wriggled slightly John reached his hand under her thigh and found her slit. Soon he had worked it between his finger and thumb. Carol writhed in pleasure as he caressed the sensitive clitoris and simultaneously worked his prick up her back passage, which now felt like an alternative cunt.
Soon he was fucking her in earnest and she was responding with her whole body, bringing up her ass-hole to keep in rhythm with his thrusts. She felt her climax approaching and suddenly desire to have John in her cunt. But she realized that John would want to finish this way now he had gone so far, so she relaxed to his ever more penetrating thrusts. The hot weapon stung her as it drove to the bottom of her bowels, but all sense of pain was now utterly submerged in a deep submergence of herself to John's ass frigging desire.
The man pounded away at her anus, now pushing his weapon deep inside her, now bringing it down to the sphincter. He was almost mad with lust now and he had lost any feeling of consideration for the pain he might still be causing her. He rammed his cock home, in-and-out, smashing through the membranes of her lower bowel.
Then he reached an all-powerful orgasm, the sperm gushing out of him in an uncontrollable stream, jetting down onto her ass-cheeks, and lay still.



Chapter 4


Ursula was staying with Carol and John for the weekend, and the time had come for them to retire on the first evening.
The three of them went up to the bedroom and undressed without further ado. Ursula knew that she was going to be fucked by her father while Carol watched, and she was excited beyond measure at the prospect.
John sat on the bed and said that he would like to fuck Ursula in a new way.
"I want you to lift her onto me as I sit on the bed, Carol. I shall be able to penetrate her pussy very deeply that way, and you can finger her anus as I fuck her."
John had not had to wait for an erection… the very thought of fucking Ursula was enough to stiffen his lustful prick.
He sat there with the enormous cock ready to take the weight of the girl as it violated her innocent flesh. Carol helped Ursula into a sitting position on her father and guided the prick to the girl's cunt.
She parted the girlish cunt-lips and pressed the head of John's prick into the vagina.
Ursula was thrilled to feel Carol's hand on her vagina and began to move with pleasure as she felt the cock at the entrance to her passage.
Now Carol let the girl's weight down onto the prick which slowly entered the child's passage.
The man lay back now and told Ursula to move herself up and down him.
The girl got down to the job with alacrity, and soon she was moving in a fast rhythm on John's cock. As she did so Carol felt for her small ass-hole, and probed it gently with her index finger.
John was rapidly moving towards an orgasm. The sight of his lovely daughter on top of him working her body up and down on his prick filled him with lust in itself, but the feel of her tight vagina engaging his prick drove him to the point of madness.
He heaved his body up to meet her downward thrusts, and each time he did so he felt his cock go deep into the girl. Then he pulled her forward to grasp her girlish breasts, and finally pulled her head down so that his mouth could crush her lips. As he did so the girl's asshole was exposed so that Carol could more effectively work her finger into the girl's anus… in preparation, as she hoped for John to bugger her. Her own passions were now getting the better of her; she had a great desire to see the girl fucked and buggered mercilessly, fucked and buggered by her husband. She remembered that her father had once tentatively tried to frig her, but had abandoned the effort when she had not immediately responded. But she had really wanted him to seduce her, and now, in a sense, she would have the experience in a substitute way.
John was approaching his climax and he decided that he would now prefer to have the girl under him, so that he could fuck her completely and ruthlessly.
He asked Ursula to get off him and lie on the bed. When she had done so, John parted her legs, fondled her slit for a moment or two, and placed himself between her legs. His cock was now at the entrance to her vagina and, as he let his weight down on her, he guided his prick into the clinging, tightly-gripping cunt-hole. He was on top of the girl now, his weight pressing her down under him, as his prick penetrated her girlish vagina and reached to the very top of her cunt.
Then he began to fuck her in earnest. He pulled her to him, brought his lips down on hers, forced her lips apart, and buried his tongue into the depths of her girlish mouth. His prick now worked deeper than ever into her body and he was poised to fuck her with all the strength at his command.
Carol now gripped his balls from behind and he felt an all-consuming lust as the two girls gave themselves completely to his hump pleasures.
He breathed deeply and began to force his prick back and forth in the child's violated passage.
It was a strange experience having his daughter this second time. The first time he had done it without thinking much about it, but now he was alive to the fact that he was fucking his own child, his own teenage daughter. As far as the law was concerned, he was criminally assaulting a minor and indulging in incest at the same time. If he buggered her later, he would presumable be breaking an even older law.
The thought filled him with the most lustful feelings. But he had always wanted to fuck Ursula and he hoped that she would allow him to go on doing it for a few years to come.
He gripped the child's ass-cheeks and forced his cock into her. Then he rammed the weapon home with a new violence, thinking nothing of the child's feelings. But Ursula was responding to the lustfulness of this fucking, griping her father tightly and arching her cunt to meet his powerful thrusts. He went on for five minutes or more, smashing into the girl's cunt, ravaging and violating it without mercy, cruelly assaulting her youthful body. And finally the forty-year-old father and his teenage girl came in one overwhelming orgasm. His hot sperm splashed into her womb, regardless of the consequences, and he raked into her in a final moment of ecstasy as the last jerk of his semen jutted and spurted against the walls of the girl's innermost passage.
"Ooooh, Daddy, oh, oh…," she cried out as they passed their climax.
"Now I know what it means to be fucked properly."
"You were marvelous," her father replied, gasping for breath, "to take my cock like that. Just like a mature woman. Men are going to go for you in a big way when they find you can fuck like that."
Carol was herself fully aroused by what she had seen and she could hardly wait to ask John to fuck her.
"For God's sake, John," she said in her sexy voice, "you've got to fuck me too. Please?"
"I can't fuck you for a while yet, love," said John. "And don't forget I am going to bugger Ursula tonight. Why don't you two make love?"
Carol blushed. "Well, if you like, and Ursula wants to… I'd like Ursula to play with my cunt and make me come if she can. How about it Ursula?"
Ursula looked shyly at Carol. "I'd love to if you really want me to …"
The nineteen-year-old girl lay back with her legs wide apart waiting for the young girl to fondle and caress her. She was terribly exited at the thought of Ursula's fingers touching her vaginal lips and clitoris, and her ass was already moving in a kind of writhing anticipation.
The girl half lay at her side, her head towards Carol's legs. Slowly she put her fingers on Carol's bush-hair and then let them move down to the ugly but provocative slit. As she touched the outer lips she felt a wonderful thrill of excitement fill her body. These were the cunt-lips of a fully mature woman, a woman with big breasts and a bush of hair over her cunt and lower belly. It was really exciting to be able to touch them.
She moved her small fingers down the moist cunt-lips and then bent forward slightly as she parted them to look for the first time at another woman's genital organs. She did not call them genital organs, but used the word "pussy". She wanted to touch this but hesitated a moment. Then she felt Carol's hand take hers and place it on the little organ. As Carol felt her clitoris touched by the young girl she writhed in excitement and began to move her body to rub against the girl's hand.
"Oh, it's very nice to touch you here on your… " Ursula stopped, not knowing what to call it.
John told her, "That's Carol's clitoris. It's really equivalent to my penis, and girls get much of their excitement from it. A good whoremaster always caresses a girl's clitoris. If you go on touching it like that it will get a bit bigger, become hard and Carol will get terribly excited. She will soon come if you go on doing that to her."
Carol writhed with excitement as the girl worked on the skin of her clitty, pushing it back and forth, and caressed her center of excitation. Then Ursula, curious about the rest of what she called Carol's pussy, moved her finger to the vaginal entrance. Carol was equally excited as she felt the girl's finger part her cunt-lips at the opening to her vulva and push a finger inside.
"What a lovely warm, wet one you have got! Oh, it's lovely."
"That's her vagina, or if you like a more sensible word, her cunt. Yes, she has a lovely cunt, just as you have," John told her.
Ursula was working her finger in and out of Carol's cunt and the woman writhed with ecstasy as she did so. She wriggled her body to try to get the girl to put her fingers deeper inside her and as she did so, she began to feel that she would soon have an orgasm.
"If you play with her like that, it is rather like fucking, and you get almost the same feeling. Let me show you," and as he spoke John lifted himself up and put his fingers inside his daughter's cunt.
"You go on frigging your fingers like that in Carol's cunt, and I'll do it to you."
With that John began to finger-fuck his daughter vigorously, and as he did so Ursula moved and writhed her ass-cheeks in unison. At the same time she followed her father's example and was soon working away rhythmically at Carol's cunt.
Suddenly Carol began to moan with pleasure. "Oooh! Ooh, I'm coming. Go on Ursula, don't stop now," and with that she cried out with pleasure as her climax came and her cunt-secretion flooded Ursula's fingers. She writhed in ecstasy as her orgasm flowed through her, pushing up her body to get the full force of Ursula's fingers frigging her cunt.
"Ooooh! That was marvelous," she exclaimed, pantingly, as she lay back exhausted.
Meanwhile Ursula's father was working away with all the force at his command on his daughter's cunt. The child now lay back on the bed so that he could force his fingers in deeply, and soon the girl was shaking with excitement as her orgasm approached.
"Go on Daddy, it's lovely. Go on, please," she cried out.
The father fucked her mercilessly and soon the child came in a writhing, wriggling orgasm.
John was now aroused again and ready for the time when he would bugger his young daughter.
After leaving the two girls to relax for a few minutes he said, "Well, Carol, I'm going to bugger her now. Come on."
"What do you mean?" asked Ursula.
"I'm going to do something quite new to you. I'm going to fuck your ass-hole. It will hurt you at first, but you'll find it a most exciting experience if you can put up with the first pain for a bit.
"Fuck my ass-hole? But Daddy, that'll hurt terribly, won't it?" the girl spoke apprehensively.
"Yes, it will hurt. But pleasure and pain are closely allied. You can't have the one without the other. And you'll be glad later on when your boy-friends want to frig you that way. For one thing you can't get pregnant by being buggered. I believe you had your period a few days ago and soon I shall have to use a contraceptive when I fuck you. And that will apply to any hump-session you have. So letting a man bugger you can be quite a useful alternative…"
"Won't you fuck me, Daddy, instead?"
"I will fuck you later or another time, but tonight I want to bugger you." The very thought of fucking her tight little anus roused his lust to the full and he was now scarcely able to wait to get his prick inside her asshole.
"I don't really want to be buggered. Why don't you bugger Carol?"
"He's buggered me already. I can tell you it's a most exciting experience. You'll like it in the end. Please let him, darling," said Carol.
"But…"
"Look here, Ursula, I've decided to bugger you. If you don't let me, then you'll miss another thing I have in mind for you. Carol's brother is coming to stay soon and you could have a tremendous time if I were to fuck you while he buggered you at the same time… that's the peak of all sexual excitement for a woman, to have two men frigging her at the same time…"
"Can I really have that when he comes?" she asked her eyes widening with the thought of it.
"Yes, if you let me bugger you now so that you get over the worst of the pain."
"All right," the girl said quietly, "bugger me!"
"Turn over on your face and lie down on your stomach with your legs wide apart."
Ursula lay face down on the bed, expectant but apprehensive. John fingered her little brown anal entrance for a moment and then asked Carol to get the contraceptive jelly. When she brought it, placed the nozzle against the girl's asshole and squirted the jelly up into her narrow passage.
Then he began to work with his finger as gently as he could until he could work it up as far as it would go.
"I think we'll try the cigar tube, Carol. Let's get a smaller one from downstairs first, and then use the big one later. Will you fetch it?"
While Carol went to fetch a small cigar tube the father worked his finger up and down the girl's rectum, stretching and dilating it as gently as he could. The girl so far felt no particular pain, apart from the unpleasantness as the contracting muscle forced out his finger each time he withdrew it. In fact she was getting a certain pleasure from having her father's finger up her asshole.
Very soon Carol returned with one of the small aluminum tubes used for the small size corona cigar. It was about half an inch in diameter and perhaps six inches long.
John covered it with the greasy jelly and slowly forced it into the child's anus. This time she writhed at the pain but it was by no means as excruciating as she'd expected. Little did she realize that much worse was to come. John smiled as he thought of his own prick, one and a half inches in diameter and eight or nine inches long, going into his daughter's rectum.
He worked for some time with the slimmer tube and then reached for the larger size. He worked this in without too much difficulty until it reached to the top of her rectum. Now as the time for him to begin.
He tried for a moment to force two fingers into her asshole but she writhed in agony as he did this.
In the end he decided he would force home his prick whatever the consequences. He was too much roused to stop now; he simply had to bugger the girl even if he did hurt her agonizingly.
He rubbed his prick in the lubricant and placed it at the entrance to her rectum. Carefully he guided it in the entrance and he didn't have much difficulty in getting the tip of his cock into perhaps half an inch. He decided that if he got the right direction he would suddenly force it in as cruelly and mercilessly as possible; she would experience terrible pain for a few minutes, but then the worst would be over.
The man now got ready to violate the girl, to force up her anus his enlarged prick that would necessarily cause her excruciating pain.
Carol knew this but her eyes were bright with lust at the thought of his huge prick entering the girl's asshole. The evening had produced in her an overpowering horniness and now she had lost all sense of proportion to satisfy her sexual desire and lustfulness. She almost wanted the girl to be hurt.
So the moment had come for the father to bugger his daughter, and there was no turning back.
He let his weight go down to press the head of his big dick against the anal entrance and then guiding it with his right hand he suddenly lunged forward with tremendous force and rammed his prick into the girl.
The girl screamed out in agony, but the damage was done and her father's prick was home. She screamed and screamed as the frightful agony filled her being; the pain became even more excruciating, but finally she lay still, sobbing into the pillow.
"Look, I did my best to make it easy for you. But it was bound to hurt, at first. Now lie still for a while and I won't move 'til some of the pain is gone," her father spoke to her consolingly.
After a while the pain did ease a little and John began to move his prick an inch or so down her clinging rectum. It was a unique experience to feel the tight clinging membrane gripping his cock-head and rubbing against the foreskin. He moved it back an inch more then pressed it in again to the hilt.
The girl was silent and hardly moved as her father began the motion that would soon lead him to fuck her properly.
His rhythm slowly gathered momentum and his prick began to rake her burning asshole. She writhed in agony as he did so, but she knew that somehow she had to go through with it and decided to keep as still as possible 'til the pain subsided a little.
Now he was truly buggering his daughter.
He began to ram his prick, iron-hard, into her rectum, slamming it home as he bumped down on her asscheeks. Out to the sphincter and then back again like a piston. Without mercy he now began to frig it home with increased speed and force.
Carol looked on, her face showing her pleasure at seeing the girl's violation. She was so carried away that she began to urge him on. "Go on, John, fuck her. Bugger her. Don't spare her, my darling. Ram your cock home. She'll soon get used to it and begin to enjoy it. Go on, bugger away at her!"
John was now grinding his cock up and down with immensely powerful strokes and each time his prick raked the wriggling girl's anal membranes. He slammed it home without mercy, cruelly, ravagingly, conscious of the fact that he was buggering his daughter. He thought to himself that very few men had had this experience – it was just as well because if they did no young girl would be safe!
He was coming to a climax now and felt the hot urge in his balls as they banged against Ursula's cunt. The moment had come when he would splash his spunk into his daughter's rectum and finally complete the violation that had begun when he fucked her a week or two before.
The spunk began to spurt and John rammed his cock into her with one tremendous heave. It spurted and splashed into her asshole as his cock throbbed and jerked, and soon he was lying inert – his cock bathed in his hot seminal fluid deep inside the girl's anus.
He did not move for a time, then slowly withdrew his diminishing prick.
Turning the girl over he kissed her on the lips. She clung to him and then said quietly, "It was terrible, but I see now that I had to go through with it one day. It was better with you than with anyone else, I'm sure."
"I'm glad you see it like that. Now you'll be able to have Carol's brother David in your asshole as I fuck you in the cunt. Would you like that?"
"Yes, I think I'll love that now. When is he coming?"
"Next weekend isn't it Carol?" John asked his wife.
"Yes, that's the idea. I've no doubt he'll enjoy it or any hump he can get, but he'll certainly be a bit surprised to screw a girl of fourteen. He's coming down from Oxford in the afternoon, so I suggest that you plan to come up here after supper that night."



Chapter 5


David, Carol's elder brother, duly arrived on the following Saturday.
He was a powerfully built young man of twenty-one or so, and when she saw him Ursula was at once attracted to him. But she began to wonder as she looked at him shyly how big his prick would be. She knew that she would have to undergo that terrible experience again, and prayed that at least his prick would not be in proportion to his size.
After supper, during which John told David about the happy week-ends they spent together, the four of them went to the large bedroom. David looked around wonderingly, scarcely believing that he might soon be having sexual relations with a teenage girl.
"I think we'd better begin by drawing lots. If we could separate into two pairs for the time being we could all come together later. In any case we've definitely agreed that David and I shall fuck Ursula at the same time."
"Well," said David, "there's hardly any question of pairs, it'll have to be Ursula and me, and you and Carol."
"Well, we'll just see what the luck of the draw brings." And with that he took four numbered tickets from a drawer, placed them in a box face downwards, and asked them to draw one in turn. The two even numbers go together and the two odd numbers. The men take a yellow slip and the girls a red one…"
With that he walked over to the box, placed it on the table and said,
"Go ahead, David."
David reached for one of the yellow slips and turned it over. It was 3.
"Now I'll take mine," said John. "It must of course be an even number."
And with that he drew the 4. "Now your turn, Ursula."
Ursula put her hand in the box, drew a red slip and then turned it over. "It's the 6," she said.
David looked in astonishment at John.
"Well that settles it," John said. "It's me and Ursula, David and Carol …"
"But…" David began, "Carol's my sister. I can't screw my own sister …"
"Yes you can, and you're going to," said John firmly. "Anyway, Ursula and I have plenty of chances to fuck each other, it'll be quite a change to see you fucking Carol."
David looked flustered and turned to Carol. "I don't know what to say, Carol. Do you want me to?"
Carol lifted her lovely head. There was a strange look in her face as she spoke. "Well, if that is the rule of the game we have to play it.
That's all there is to it. Let's get on with it."
With that she walked towards the bed and began to undress. She took off her shoes, then lifted her sweater over her head, threw it on the floor and released the zip of her skirt. She stood there in her white bra, girdle, panties and stockings, looking at David. David did not move. He looked at his sister with a strange mixture of horror and lust.
"My God," he thought, "she really means it!"
It had never crossed his mind that he would one day find himself presented with a situation where he was expected to fuck his sister, least of all in the home of his sister's husband, and even more staggering in front of her husband and the husband's daughter by his first wife. He didn't know how to face it. He had never even thought about fucking Carol. But he had come here and had been ready to accept the suggestion that he should fuck the fourteen-year-old Ursula and he had felt excitement at the prospect. Girls of that age didn't come his way that easily and this was a chance he didn't want to miss. But to fuck his own sister?
And there his sister was standing in her underwear waiting for him to take her.
She looked at him challengingly, her eyes blazing with excitement. Her tits jutted out in her brassiere and the lovely womanly hips molded her girdle. Below her panties her lovely long legs, slightly parted, seemed to invite him.
"Well?" Carol asked.
David slowly began to take off his clothes. The father and daughter looked at him as he did so, waiting to see him in the nude. John wondered whether the man was roused, or whether, perhaps, some inhibition feeling about his sister would prevent him from getting a good erection. Ursula wanted to see the size of his cock so that she would know what to expect later.
As he slowly took off his jacket, unbuttoned his tie, threw off his shoes and began to unbutton his shirt, his sister took off her brassiere and stood there with her sensual breasts provocatively jutting from her body. She then took off her panties, undid the stocking fastened to the girdle, slipped them off, and now pulled the girdle down her legs. She stood there naked. Her luscious titties heaved as she waited and the challenge of her body almost terrified her brother. He had never seen her nude before, and he could scarcely believe that he was about to fuck anything so beautiful. He was now torn with a strange desire to rush at her, but at the same time his inhibitions pulled him the other way.
It was a fantastic moment for David and he hardly knew what he was doing as he took off his shirt and now began to unbutton his trousers.
At last he took them off and stood naked except for his briefs.
At once it could be seen that he was roused. His cock jutted through his blue shorts, and it was evident that it was of substantial size.
Very gradually he divested himself of his shorts and now stood naked in front of his sister and the two others.
He was dark like his sister, but broad and powerfully built. His prick was above average length and very thick. It stood erect, jutting from a mass of black pubic hair.
He felt a new excitement as his body was revealed to his sister's eyes, and he saw that she was herself moved by what she saw. He saw no way out now, and in any case he had suddenly decided that he must frig her.
He was roused to a new type of excitement by the sight of Carol in the nude and the thought of having her, a kind of sex excitement he had never experienced before.
He stepped over to her and touched her lightly on the shoulder, his chest almost touching her nipples.
"Do you want me to fuck you, Carol?" he asked her quietly.
"It's obvious, isn't it? And you want me, don't you?"
David did not speak. He placed his hand on the back of her shoulder and led her to the bed. She got on the bed and lay down waiting for her brother to begin.
As she lay back David got on the bed at her side and taking her head in his hands he bent down and kissed her gently on the lips. But as soon as their lips touched it was as if some diabolical spark had jumped across the gap between them. As if drawn by magnetism their lips met and within a moment they were kissing each other with a violence that John with all his sexual experience had never seen before. The girl dragged her brother on top of her and pulled his lips to hers; he crushed her lovely mouth in hers, forced his tongue in, and began to rake and probe her with sensual passion.
He was on top of her and his prick sought her vagina. He rapidly guided it to the opening and within seconds he was deep inside her, his prick embedded in her receptive warm cunt.
Carol now clung to her brother, entwined her legs round him and began to arch her body so as to meet his now moving pecker. He forced his prick into her and was soon pounding away at her twat with long, probing strokes.
Now as he fucked his beautiful sister, as his very thick cock entered her vagina and reached into her luscious cunt, he admitted to himself that this was what he had always wanted. He knew that she would kiss just like that, and that her body would be receptive and sensual and that her cunt was the most luscious pussy in the world. He recalled a day four or five years ago when he had entered her room to see her standing naked. But he had only seen her back, the fine roundness of her buttocks, and the lovely naked legs. At that moment he had repressed a desire to rush forward and grab her to him. Now he was actually fucking her, fucking his sister as a result of drawing lots.
Suppose it had been the other way round! He would never have had this fantastic experience, this wonderful joy of taking and seducing the lovely Carol. He forced his cock as deep as he could so that their pelvic bones crashed together, their pubic hair intermingling. In and out he rammed his prick as Carol moaned beneath him, moaning for him to take her completely.
She had always expected her brother would be like this, reticent, shy perhaps, but a humper to be reckoned with when it came to the point.
She could feel his big prick thrusting inside her as his sensual lips continued to crush hers and his tongue probed her mouth. He was strong and he held her in an iron grip as he pounded into her twat. Yes, she wanted him to fuck her, fuck her as hard as he could, to take her and use her to the ultimate moment when their cock and cunt would seem to merge. Let him smash that thick cock home, let him grind her to pieces, she wanted him, wanted him to have the complete knowledge of her that could only come from the absolute consummation of fucking!
Now he was coming to his peak and as he did so she began to cry out herself.
"I'm coming, I'm coming. Now fuck me as you've never fucked before, David. Fuck me so that we come at the same time. Oh God, come now, come now, NOW! Fuck me, my darling brother!"
And at that moment they came in one frantic orgasm; they came together in a final splitting consummation as the man poured his hot scalding spunk scum into her incestuous cunt-hole, and as her own cunt-juices flowed freely over his ravishing cock.
He released jet and jet of hot colomy sperm into his sister. Never before had his throbbing prick seemed so eager to give up its load, to continue to give its semen, to go on giving its cock-juice as if indefinitely. Never before had Carol had a man who had jerked so much scum into her cunt, so much hot scalding seminal liquid into the deepest recesses of her most private passage.
They lay back together, exhausted, their incestuous fuck complete and consummated. Then they talked gentle words of love as they relaxed from each other, the man holding his sister's hand and kissing her gently on the lips.



Chapter 6


Now it was time for Ursula.
John was already naked and fondling the girl's well-rounded teenage titties when David and Carol stirred themselves into action.
"I'd like you to suck my prick for a little while, Ursula, and later David and I will frig you together. While you suck me, it would be a good idea, I think, if you, Carol, and David got her asshole ready.
With that John sat at the edge of the bed, his prick waiting for the young girl's lips.
Ursula was soon sucking it avidly and within seconds she had brought on an enormous erection in her father. She sucked the large dick-head as she bent forward, taking the entire length of his prick into her mouth from time to time. While she sucked and licked her father's cock, David now roused at the thought of screwing the young girl as well, was leaning forward and opening the small anal entrance. As he did so Carol, impelled by some new desire, bent forward and brought her lips to the small hole. Soon she was probing the girl's rectum with her tongue, David doing his best to part the opening as much as possible to ease entry. Then gradually as Ursula bent forward to take in the full extent of her father's prick, Carol's lips moved down to the girl's exposed slit and she began to lick and probe her tongue at the girl's vagina.
But the time had come for the two men to fuck the girl. John was almost at the point of orgasm so he had to ask Ursula to relinquish his cock or he would not be able to fuck her for some time. And David was roused to such a pitch that his dick was already erect and he could scarcely wait to plunge it into the girl's asshole.
John said he would lie on the bed, and that Ursula should get on top of him, face down, and that David should fuck her from behind.
The girl mounted her father and his cock entered her cunt with ease.
She sat astride him and he pulled her forward onto his chest. Now Carol forced the lubricant up her asshole and David got on the bed, at first in a kneeling position, so that he could guide his cock into the girl's anus.
The moment had come for the fourteen-year-old; the moment when two grown-up men would take her and violate her at the same time. But she was wanting it to happen to her, and already she was excited by the father's huge, stiff cock as he moved up to force it deep into her vagina.
Then David leaned forward and pressed his dick-head against the brown hole. Positioning himself, he guided his prick into the entrance and then lunged forward. As he did so the girl screamed out in agony,
"Uuuuuggghh! Ow, ooooohhhh! Uuuuugggghhh! You're hurting me. Ooooo!
Oh!"
But it was too late. The man's prick had buried itself to the hilt in the girl's anus and she was now sandwiched between the two men.
It was a new and terrible experience. She felt that she was spiked as if on a railing, a huge prick sticking into her vagina, and another pressing deep up into her asshole. But already she could see that it was going to be terribly exciting.
He father worked his cock slowly up and down her vagina, and as he did so he could feel the pressure of David's cock through the thin membrane separating her vagina and asshole. Gradually David was able to work in the same rhythm and the two dick-heads moved up and down the girl's passages, pressing against each other with a strange lewd thrill through the membrane.
John had been roused almost to the point of orgasm by the girl's sucking his prick, and he was soon at the point of coming, while David, after fucking his sister was now carried away with lust at the feel of his prick in the tight asshole of the girl. They were both close to orgasm as they frigged their pricks in unison.
As they thrust up the girl's two passages together for about the twentieth time their climax could not be delayed any longer and as John felt David's cock begin to jerk through the membrane he moved in a final thrust to bring his prick to the very top of his daughter's vagina. With that his climax came, and he was spurting his sperm into her womb. As his cock jerked and throbbed against the membrane separating the two passages, David let go and felt his own scum spurting into the girl's asshole. The two men moved and groaned as they completed their orgasms, splashing and jerking their hot sperm into the girl in great spasms.
The girl was too excited to do more than let them do what they wanted with her. She could hardly move and her whole feeling seemed to be concentrated in her two passages. She was unaware of anything but the two pricks in her body, two pricks now spurting their sperm into her, scalding and burning her as she tried to squirm and reach her own climax. As the two men began to subside from the comes, she moved her body on the two pricks and in one great gasp of joy she flooded her cunt-juices over her father's cock.

*****

It was time now for David to fuck Ursula, and for John to screw his wife. David took the girl to the guest room and after making love to her for a while he began to fuck her with all the vigor at his command.
Now he was really screwing the child. She was at his mercy and he was going to enjoy himself. He slammed his cock in and out of her cunt, gripping her asscheeks in his strong hands as he did so, and pulling her to him to meet his thrusts with cruel force. The girl moaned and cried out with pleasure as the man fucked her brutally, ravishing her and violating her girlish passage. He finally reached his climax after ten minutes pounding effort, by which time the girl was in a dream land, scarcely knowing what was happening to her.
He finally rammed his cock home to spurt his semen for the first time into her waiting vagina. The girl lay back almost unconscious from the exhausting frigging experiences of the evening.
Meanwhile John was fucking Carol. They had come together again, renewed from their various experiences, but knowing that each time they had more to give to each other than ever before.
John was kissing his wife's lips gently and his cock was moving slowly and rhythmically inside her welcoming cunt. She was clinging to him tightly so that her breasts were crushed against his chest. Then, gradually, he began to fuck her in real earnest. Now he was fucking the best woman he had ever had, and somehow his lust was sharpened by the fact that David had fucked her an hour or so ago. Indeed, his prick was moving up and down a vagina lubricated by another man's semen.
As his prick raked her cunt, rubbed against her cervix, and he felt his orgasm build up in his lower body, Carol began to cry out to him. She first asked him to fuck her, but her cries grew more excited as he probed her innermost being.
"Tonight you must hump me more fully than ever. You've got to fuck me as you've never fucked me before, John. Do you understand? Fuck me, fuck me for ever!" The girl screamed at him with desire as he rammed his cock into her cunt with renewed energy and lust as her cries provoked him to the limit of his powers.
"Fuck me! Fuck me!" she continued to cry and then she moaned and sobbed as her husband frigged her cunt.
Now he was reaching a frenzied climax and he could give no more. Within seconds he must come and splash home his sperm into his wife's cunt.
And as he did so the girl heaved her body to meet him so that his prick was forced into the very uterus itself, ramming home as his hot scum scalded her insides.
Now it was the moment of perfection as John and Carol reached their fantastic and frenzied consummation that left behind all other orgasms of their lives together.
The weekend was spent by the four of them in more family frigging and by Monday morning they had been together in every possible combination.
And it was agreed that within another few weeks they should get together for the same purpose. It would be wonderful, Carol thought, to be fucked by her brother again, and John looked forward impatiently to fucking his daughter as well as buggering her asshole while David fucked her. John was also looking forward to watching David bugger his wife as that interesting prick and asshole situation had been omitted from their first weekend.



The End


BOOK TWO



Chapter 1


It was always a relief for Alice to get away from the hazy cigarettesmoke infested atmosphere and the continual noise of the rooms of the gambling joint. Not that she found the time dragged for her duty hours in the saloons of the Gregley Club. Far from it. A curvaceous dish such as Alice Marlow was never given time to be bored amidst the noise and activity of the roulette and dice tables. Always there was a gambler, a client ready to buy her drinks in exchange either for her encouragement or her sympathy if he happened to be one of the unfortunates on a losing streak.
It was not one of these unfortunates who was responsible for her leaving the club at this moment. Indeed, it was a man who had been on the crest of a winning streak that had cost Marko Hymes plenty. Marko didn't like paying the weekly wages to his staff, let alone paying out to a winning client who had headed straight out of the place as soon as his winnings topped the three grand mark. Fearful that John would not be returning to the club to play again, and so give them a chance to get even, it had not taken Marko long to find out where the big winner was staying and what he was doing in town.
John Graham was the name of the client who had to be kept on tap to bring his winnings back to the Gregley establishment and he was just about to turn in after his very happy and successful evening's gambling, when he heard a soft knock at the door of his hotel bedroom, and who should be find there when he opened it but one of the attractive girls he had noticed at the gambling club.
Alice had been brought by taxi in company with one of Marko's henchmen and given her instructions. Whatever else she had to do, she had to make sure this John Graham returned to the club on a subsequent evening before he left London. There was nothing exclusive about the Gregley to make him return there, except that he had been lucky there, but if there was a woman he fucked and desired… well… then he would be almost certain to return. Alice had to be that woman, she had to make this elderly visitor to town want to see her again, and he would only be able to see her if he came back to gamble at the Gregley.
"What the heck are you doing here?" Graham looked at his shapely visitor. "I thought you were in the club this evening? Didn't I see you there?"
Alice closed the door. "Yes, I was there. I saw you too. I thought you looked like a man who was in London for only a short time and you looked lonely. Of course, if you don't want me to stay I will go at once." She turned towards the door. She knew he had been greedily and intently looking at the low-cut neckline of her gown. His eyes had feasted on the brimming full contours of her breasts as they almost burst from the tight confines of the bodice. John Graham was surprised at her sudden arrival. He was a long way from his home town. Down from Newcastle on business and with his wife being lonely at home, there was little need for him to be lonely as well… not now, at any rate,
"I… I… I never expected you to follow me up here," he muttered.
"I saw you several times while I was at the roulette table. You are very lovely, my dear, I think you are one of the most beautiful woman I have ever seen."
She smiled at him, her expression sent thrills of lustful anticipation through his veins. When she patted his chubby face with her delicately manicured hand and told him she had looked at him many times while he was in the club, he felt he was ten feet tall. His response was totally predictable, his arms came around her waist, he pulled her closer to himself, found she was far from unwilling to let him kiss her. He pulled her tighter to his body as soon as he realized she was not going to object, and she felt the bulge of his thickening cock as it started to erect and form a stiff wedge between their bellies. She ground her belly and the upper part of her thighs against him. She had a job to do, she had to get this man to desire her time and time again, and yet although she would get well paid by Marko if she was successful, it was not only the money that made her try and excite this robust old fellow.
She was a woman, a full-blooded hot mature woman… and this man seemed to have a real nice cock and balls…
It was when he ran out of breath that he had to drag his mouth away from her clinging wet lips. His hands slid down from her hips to her fleshy cheeks. Not so many minutes later John Graham was stripped down to his pajamas and Alice had taken off the quite expensive gown so that it would not be creased or soiled. She was letting the lucky-streak gambler hug and embrace her, fondle her and excite himself with his lewd clutches of her lovely body. In only her black strapless bra, black matching nylon panties, a black and gold suspender belt, and her stockings, she made the most ravishing vision old Graham had been allowed to enjoy for many a long year.
"Your wife still alive, darling?" she asked him quietly, anxious to know if he was a widower or a man enjoying himself who could be put under pressure at a later date.
Graham was trying to ease his eager fingers into the shallow cups of her bra. He got his finger tips on her nipples and was beginning to rub them before he nodded in answer to her question. "Yes, dear, my wife is very much alive. She's up in Newcastle where I come from and she'd die of shock if she knew what I was doing at this moment."
They both laughed. Alice fell back across his bed letting her shapely nylon encased legs heave and jerk about to excite him even further.
When he leaned on top of her to kiss her again, she clamped her hands over his hands that covered her tits and made him roughly massage her globes. Then to make sure it was clear to him just how far she wanted to go, she dragged his right hand down to the elastic waistband of her panties and made him thrust his fingers under the band towards her crisp curled black hair. She lay murmuring words of endearment to him as he tenderly stroked her cunt-hair, and then added softly, "You have a lovely touch, darling, your wife is a lucky woman, take my panties off if you want to darling… I want you to feel my cunt properly."
It was many a year since John Graham had fingered his wife's pussy in this lewd exciting fashion and when he raised himself to stand beside the bed, the lustful arousement he was experiencing was clear… through the open fly of his pajama trousers reared his thickly erected penis, throbby and jerky. She was sincerely delighted at the virility this elderly man was showing, she heaved herself to a sitting position and reached up her back to get the clasps of her bra undone. She had her eyes feasting on his huge aroused prick.
"Darling," he was thrilled to hear the emotion in her sweet voice,
"Darling, you want to give me that wonderful cockie, don't you, darling? You are going to give it to me, aren't you?"
He took the unhooked bra from her, she saw his hands tremble as she handed him the intimate article and his eyes were setting on her now completely naked tits that lolled free and naked in their sheer white glory. She cupped her left breast with both palms, lifting it so that the pinky nipple was upward thrust, "Kiss my nipple darling, if you want to," she slyly invited him. He sank his face eagerly down to the raised tits, her murmurs and soft cries of pleasure were not acted.
Alice was enjoying his anxious greedy way of gobbling at her raised knocker, she reached sideways to clasp his prick, she was both amazed and delighted to find the elderly cock was still growing, it was hard and firm, she had had far less virile shafts from men half his age. The way he was sucking at her firm rubbery nipple was making her impatient, she jerked at his throbbing shaft hard, knowing that he would not be able to stand much of that. Quickly he grabbed her wrist and made her slow the tempo, then he had both hands to the waist of her panties and began to push them down. He raised her up so that she lifted her ass and made it easy for him to slide the flimsy wispy panties down over her thighs and knees.
"Now you've got my panties off," she teased him. "Play with me some darling, I love you playing with me, you are so masterful with a woman, darling. Play some more with me… please."
The poor old fool was quite taken in by her apparent wish to have him toy further with her and that she thought him a superman at this womanizing. His own sex-life with his wife was a slow and boring affair, he always had the feeling that his wife Martha wouldn't worry if he never touched her again, yet here was this lovely young woman asking him to thrill her with his fingers and his kisses. He was already imagining what it was going to be like having these lovely nylon-sheathed legs wrapping themselves around his waist, what it was going to be like to sink his aching rampant prick hard up into her welcoming nest. Alice was lying back on his bed, letting him kiss her breasts while he gently frigged her between her open thighs with his hands. She knew from the way in which he kept easing away from her, how he slowed up his kissing and fingering, that he was afraid of comingoff. She knew she would have to let him fuck her very soon, or he would be angry with her for teasing him along too far. By mutual consent, by unspoken agreement, he was levering himself over to come on top of her.
She held his cock in both hands as she carefully felt and guided his hard throbby prick.
"Lovely… lovely… uuurrrgggg…" he seemed to be in a private world of his own delirium as he sank his pole of aching cock into her hot wet cunt between her welcoming thighs. Her hands groped under the jacket of her lover's pajamas, her fingers clawed at the flesh of his over-fat back. She managed to ease the jacket more open so that she could raise her head and sink her teeth into the softness of his shoulder flesh. She bit hard at the flesh, making sure she broke the skin as she urged him on with frantic jerkings of her body and with the frenzied pleadings amid the biting to, "Fuck me darling… fuck me hard… ohaa… harder… fuck me harder, darling."
John Graham was in his paradise. Never before had he driven a woman so insane with lust as to make her give him this sort of love-bite. Her teeth hurt him but he loved the hurt… her crude obscene words forced and urged him to frig her harder than he had ever fucked in his life.
He wanted to show this young woman that despite his age he was every bit the satisfying lover that she thought he was.
She lifted her mouth from his shoulder. The trickle of blood from several skin breaks told her she had marked him just as she had intended. He would have her teeth marks on his shoulder for many months, marks that could be used in the artful game of successful and persuasive blackmail if it became necessary. "You lovely man… you wild stallion, you," she urged him on, determined to make him have the most glorious humping of his life. "You wonderful man… you're beginning to make me… make me want… want to come darling. Your wonderful cock is making me want to come darling."
The moment she stopped talking and tried to encourage him with more obscene ecstatic contortions of her impaled body, she noticed he slowed down. He was clearly one of those men who respond to the dirty-talk routine… he would not find her lacking in that sort of filth encouragement, with her mouth close to his ear she used all the dirty slang words she could to him, words that she knew he would never dare to use to his wife, phrases she was sure his wife would rather drop dead than use to him and then it was over… he was filling her with his hot sperm… he was draining himself into her and she hadn't come up here to get her own gratification, had she?… she had made this man realize her luscious cunt could be his to enjoy, she had let him really sample it she was sure that he would be back at the club to find her again…
Once he stopped back into the Gregley and started to gamble back his winnings, she would get her payment for this little interlude… she felt ashamed she had not got used to this sort of deceitful use of her womanly beauty… but Marko would pay her well… very well.

*****

"The boss wants to see you in an hour."
The phone slammed down and Alice still had the heavy jangling tone in her ear several minutes after she too put the phone back on its hook.
She had been resting in her small apartment for the afternoon, getting her strength up for the long evening and night of promenading, coaxing, encouraging and encouraging and enticing that her hours of duty in the Gregley Club entailed. She had not spoken to the big boss man since her very successful venture with John Graham. The poor slob had been back to the club to look for her, had finished up gambling for the next three evenings, and was in debt to the club for far more than he was able to pay in ready cash. Marko hoped his check would be an honest one, if it wasn't then poor old Graham would live to regret the day he tried to pass a bouncer to a smart-alec of the West End. That was over a week ago. Now at three in the afternoon, in the middle of her rest period, the gruff voice of Silas, Marko's right-hand henchman, had summoned her to the big man's office at the club. Alice had her small two-room apartment in a grim old-fashioned house almost next door to the club, and she knew that the 'invitation' had been for an hour's time, so that she could get dressed and make herself pretty for the boss-man.
She felt she wanted to be sick at the thought of being at the beck and call of a man like Marko Hymes, and yet that was just what she was… at his beck and call. She had a quick bath, then chose her latest articles of underwear, her black and white spotted panties, the matching garter-belly the smoky-toned nylon hose and the shoes she knew Marko loved her to wear, the ones with the ridiculously high spiked heels. Marko had a sort of fetish about the high-heeled shoes his girls wore. It would have been a virtual impossibility to wear these shoes a11 the time she was at the club, but now she had to visit the private office of the boss she knew she had to wear them, even if it made walking a penance, even if they caused her ankles to ache and her calves to swell if she kept them on very long.
She was not in the least surprised when she was told to go straight through his office into the private apartment that Marko had at the rear. When she entered the plush room she saw that he was in his gaudy silken dressing robe, she knew from past experience that he was naked, quite naked, underneath it. He was a horrid man, balding with thick eyebrows that made a mockery of his glistening pate. His eyes were deep set, but too close together to give his face anything but an evil expression at all times. He was in his late fifties, she supposed, and she felt squeamish and sick again when she saw how he ogled her legs as soon as she came into his room.
"Nice to see you, honey," he greeted her as if she had called on him of her own accord, and not that she had been ordered to attend. "Have a drink, let me see, if I remember correctly you're a gin girl eh?"
She nodded. He closed the door behind her, and went to the cocktail bar that was built into a corner of the room. He poured the drink, a long gin with a slice of sliced lemon and a dash of bitters. He handed the glass to her. His other hand roamed over her ass as he stood close to her. She sipped at the potent drink and tried not to show her displeasure of the way his hand had moved down to caress over her rounded firm ass-cheeks. He nodded towards the very comfortable and expensive sofa. Alice moved across to it and settled herself down. He brought a footstool and couched down in front of her.
"You did really good work with that John Graham character, he said softly. "I was very pleased with you. I've got your little reward in an envelope over there." He nodded towards an envelope that stood on the table propped up by a cup. Alice guessed her payment in the envelope might be one hundred dollars. Might be more… she hoped it would be as much as two hundred, for after all, the Graham man had lost all his winnings and more besides. She deserved to be treated well.
She winced. Marko was pinching her knees. His hands slid slowly upwards under her skirt. She knew that, as usual, she had to please this man or she would not get that money envelope at all. His strong hands slid up to the tops of her stockings, paused for a moment or so to grip at the stronger texture of the welts, and then the hot palms slid on to her bare flesh. She saw his face was crimson, he always went like that when he felt her legs. She knew she had the best pair of legs of any of his girls in the club, she knew exactly how much he enjoyed touching her thighs, knew too it was a type of fetish with him to fondle her legs slowly and most thoroughly.
He moved his hands down from under her skirt, and gripped her slim ankles and lifted her legs well apart. Then he placed her high-heeled shoes firmly on the corners of the foot stool and with slow deliberate care he raised her skirt higher and higher until all her delicious upper thighs were revealed. Then the strangeness of his nature began to show itself. His face was even a deeper shade of crimson, his breath was fast an uneven as he indulged in his fetish… his hands roamed slowly and carefully all over her nyloned legs. She had known men before that loved the feel of a woman's legs through nylon hose but never had she known a man who got carried away so completely by this comparatively mild emotion, this minor erotica. Slavishly he fondled her knees, her calves, her ankles, and slowly back upwards again to the tops of her nylons. She looked down at his kneeling form. It seemed so grotesquely obscene that a man should get such queer pleasure from feeling a woman's legs as he was doing. She wanted to slap him or better still, kick him – kick him with those high-heeled shoes he adored -С and yet she knew she dared not… now he was beginning to whine, from his throat came a strange low moaning whine, he was bending his horrid body forward, getting his flabby face to her legs, kissing her with the same slavish thoroughness that his hands had shown when fondling her.
His lips followed the path over her nylon stockings that his fingers had traced… she wanted to scream, she wanted to push him away from that unsteady crouching position between her legs… his hot lips were tracing from her ankles up to her rounded knees, from the knees up to the tops of her stockings. Despite her disgust and her shame, she felt a little excited when his hot mouth traveled from the welts of her hoses on to her bare thigh flesh. She too was breathing more heavily than usual as she nibbled at her soft pliable white flesh. She saw him rubbing that glistening bald pate of his against her smooth nylons, saw and felt him caressing her skin with his cheeks. Once or twice he kissed her more intimately, pushing her knees further apart so that he could push his large head right up to the tops of her thighs and kiss her very lightly and almost lovingly on the nylon strip of black silkiness of her panties where they covered her cunt-lips.
When he pulled himself to his feet and then helped her to get up to stand close to him, he was panting like a man who had just completed a mile race. He was sweating and shaking. "Come on baby," he mumbled to her. "Come on, you know what to do, honey."
She knew. She wanted to vomit, but that was not what he meant. She knew what he meant well enough. Her hands shook as she started to unfasten the clips of her dress and draw down the zipper. She saw those dark close-together eyes of Marko staring at her as she prepared to show off her body to him. She wore her black pointed brassiere, the sheerest of panties, the attractive girdle and those delightfully sensual nylon stockings and the ultra high-heeled shoes.
She slowly got her lush tits out of the bra and arched her body so that he could stare at her breasts as they became upthrust. He went across the room and stood as far from her as he could. "Do your stuff," he called out to her. She knew this game. He beckoned her and she had slowly and as provocatively as she knew how, to stroll across to him.
All the way he watched the sway of her hips, the rolling lolling of her tits, the lovely long shapely legs in the nylons. When she got near him he quickly moved across to the far wall and then beckoned her again.
For ten or more trips he made her slowly and sensually walk across the room, and then at last when he had his fill of this little game, he made her stand in front of him while he recommenced to feel and fondle her legs. He told her to adjust her bra again, and when her large full knockers were encased in the bra, as he directed, he tried to suck avidly on her nipple through the satiny fabric of the bra cup itself.
He loved to make her nipples arouse; treatment of this sort made them really hard and firm of themselves, and by keeping them tightly encased pressure on the peaks was increased, and gave her more wanton sensations.
At last he suddenly shrugged off his gaudy dress-robe. His grotesquely hairy body was revealed to her. It was not the first time she had seen it, but every time seemed worse than before. He was a horrid old man, more like a hairy beast than a man. Naked save for his slippers, he took her by the hand and led her into the bathroom that adjoined his private room. For some strange reason he was always able and always wanted to pass water while she was with him. The drill was always the same. She had to hold his prick and mutter flattering phrases about it while he urinated. It was always a heavy flush of water. Indeed, it always reminded her of a horse in the street letting the piss rush from its heavy dong. The penis of old Marko was like a stallion's; it even throbbed while she held it for him to empty himself, and after she had washed his prick and careful dried it on a soft towel, they went, arm in arm, back into the bedroom of his private apartment.
He lay on his bed, naked and erect as she slowly took off the rest of her scanties. She had to tease and tantalize him all she could as she rolled her nylons down, while she slid her panties to her feet, while she eased the elastic girdle down from her waist.
On the bed with him she knew what she had to do. Kneeling astraddle him, her ass towards his face so that he could look at her bush-hair and cunt when she leaned forward, and at the same time feel her legs with his hot hands, she lowered her face to his rampant cock. Just for a moment she hesitated, sickened again at the thought of being so completely this horrid man's sex slave, and then she opened her lips and took the foul tasting smelling cockhead into her saliva filled mouth. She was glad he always allowed her to wash his prick before she had to perform with him like this. Once she had got over the initial shock, she had learned that it was not so bad once she got the wet hot spongy cock-knob well between her lips. He never touched her cunt when she was with him, always he fondled her legs, her thighs, and her bent knees, but never did he let his hands under to her more intimate cunthole.
He was gripping the backs of her thighs just below the overhang swell of her buttocks, as he started to slowly undulate his loins up at her face. She knew when he did this she had to keep her head still, she had to let him do the actioning with his cock, she had to let him use her mouth as he would have used her cunt… pushing inwards, withdrawing almost to the tip of his rock-hard cock, then plunging in again to the back of her throat and almost making her choke. Once he had seen her close her eyes while he was doing this to her. He had been furious, he had threatened that if he had ever caught her again with her eyes closed, he would have Silas attend to her. The threat of having the brutal Silas "attend" to them was enough to put fear in the hearts and souls of any of Marko's girls. Certainly Alice never wanted to give the bossman reason to have Silas attend to her.
It was therefore with her eyes wide open that she had this great cock see-sawing in her mouth. She was given a close-up view of the dark wiry bush of the old cuntlapper every time he thrust his cock hard into her mouth. Now and again he thrust so deeply those hairs at the base of the cock stem brushed and tickled her face. A few moments later, Alice was again in the bathroom, but this time she was alone. Old Marko was lying spent and tired on his bed, while Alice frantically washed and spat the sperm remains of his orgasm from her mouth. She knew that every girl he employed went through this ordeal at fairly regular intervals. Every girl at the club had tasted the vinegary semen of their boss man, although as far as she knew, he had never actually used them in the more normal fashion of man with woman. Perhaps he had the view that the precious cunthole between their legs was for the paying clientele, or to be used in the line of duty for the club, in the way Alice had with the not-so-lucky gambler John Graham.
Whatever his reasons, the sensual, weirdo Marko Hymes enjoyed his girls in the way he liked the best. Provided he was satisfied, there was nothing the girls could do about it. They did not get their wages at the Gregley for nothing. He bought them body and soul. And the more use he had from their bodies the better he liked it…



Chapter 2


It was not often that Marko Hymes consented to let the club he owned be used for a private and exclusive function. The gambling rooms of course were not involved in such outside lettings, but now and again, if the price was right, Marko would be served and a dance held afterwards. It was through such an affair that Brenda Miller first came into contact with men such as Marko and his henchman Silas.
Tim Miller was a representative of the sales section of a fair sized importing firm. When the firm brought all their South of England representatives into London for a conference to be followed by a dinner-dance affair, Tim was as eagerly looking forward to meeting the big-wigs of the firm as his pretty wife was of having a night in London.
Not that they lived very far outside the metropolis, as they had a nice semi-detached down Reigate way, but with Tim having a lot of traveling to do, and having to be away from home so much, it was very seldom that he and Brenda came up to town for an evening's entertainment. After looking forward to this dinner and dance for several weeks, Brenda was a little taken aback and disappointed to find that instead of it being held in a lush hotel, the firm had hired a part of what could only be described as a gambling joint or a glorified night dive.
The meal was very good, however. Marko knew how to give his customers value for money in good food as well as entertainment… and other enjoyable pleasures. After the meal, Brenda and some of the men, the young salesmen in particular -С of which Tim was a liveСwire member -С congregated together at the bar and were happily drinking and talking shop with a few of the important directors of the firm. It was this neglect that gave the watchful Marko the very chance he had hoped might crop up.
He had singled out the very attractive Brenda Miller from the other wives, and had given Silas his instructions. So it was that far from being neglected and having few dances, Brenda found herself in the company of a charming if ugly and strangely-built, character who told her he was known as Silas, and was employed at the club to make sure everyone had a good time. The persuasive charm of the experience cuntprocurer soon had the comparatively inexperienced Brenda Miller drinking far more than she was accustomed to doing. By the time Tim and his colleagues were partly under the spell of the heady, heavy, smoky atmosphere of the stuffy rooms, and with the drink flowing fast and furious, he was relieved to see that Brenda was having a good time.
Unlike some of the other wives, she was not sitting mooning at the table where the meal had been served; no, Brenda was dancing, she was laughing and having a ball. He felt less guilt at neglecting her for this parley with the important men if she was enjoying herself, even if he did not like the look of the burly beefy character with whom she was dancing.
Brenda normally would have been far from enjoying the type of dancing she was having to indulge in with this apelike man. But with the drink and the intention to have a good time, she let him guide her around the tiny space set aside for their dancing. She even found after a little while that she enjoyed the naughty way one of his ham-like hands had settled over her asscheeks while they danced, and the way he kneaded her responsive flesh. He passed some rather rude but distinctly complimentary remarks about the softness and voluptuous feel of her ass, which she could not help but admit thrilled her in a sensually naughty way. It was while the tempo changed to a slow sultry beat that the lights, already not very brilliant, were dipped even more. During the dance, and hidden by the other dancers around them, Silas took advantage of the dimness of the light to fondle the young woman's lovely tits. When she showed her relish at such petting, he dived his hand down into the low-cut neckline of her cocktail dress and began to rub the nipple through the fabric of her bra. The dance was now a mere excuse for couples to embrace. Brenda hoped Tim could not see how close she was dancing to this horny character. She hoped he would not see the hairy hand thrust down the front of her dress, and it was certainly a blessing that no one could overhear the obscene things that Silas was muttering in her ear as they danced close together and his large face was alongside her hot flushed cheek.
It was while they were dancing slowly around shuffling in each other's arms that Brenda felt another arm on her shoulder. For a moment she went cold, she thought it was her husband suddenly arousing himself from his alcoholic bliss and coming across to give this man dancing with her and petting her a thumping for his pains. Not that she would have liked Tim to get entangled with a man like Silas. Silas was much older but he looked tough, his muscles were just huge and Brenda guessed he knew how to take care of strapping young men who became angry or violent about anything that went on in this sort of establishment… But it was not her husband's arm. It was an oily, grinning Marko alongside them. "Having a swell time, honey?" he asked quietly, giving her shoulder a squeeze. "Is my friend here looking after you well?"
"I'm having… a really good time," she blurted out. "I haven't felt quite so light-hearted or enjoyed myself more for ages."
"Good… good… " Marko saw that this young wife was well boozed although not drunk in the true sense. He put his arm round her slim waist and hugged her. "I'm giving a little film show for some of my friends and clients from the gambling rooms my dear," he murmured, in a low intimate whisper, "If you like I will let Silas take you to see the films. Would you like that, honey?"
They had stopped moving on the floor; already between the two men Brenda was being ushered towards a door covered by a green curtain.
Without saying yes or no she was finding herself in a darkened room just across a narrow hallway from the rooms hired by Tim's firm. In the dark room she heard chucking and wet noises like kissing. A shrill giggle or a gasp filled the air now and again, and Brenda was being pulled down on to Silas' lap as soon as his groping hands had found a chair. She was not sure where Marko went to, she was too preoccupied in trying to grab the fat wrists of Silas as he tried to feel right up her legs.
"You'll ruin my stockings," she protested quietly, as she tried without much success to keep his hot hands down around her knees. He laughed dryly. "Don't worry about that, honey, Marko will buy you nylons by the gross," he retorted as his hands flicked her dress well up her lovely legs.
She wanted to slap his face when she felt his hands at the tops of her nylon hose, she was going to struggle and get off his lap and get out of this stuffy dark room… but as his hot hands slid on to the bare flesh of her thighs above her stockings she felt a tremor of sensual excitement race through her. No one could see what was happening, no one knew she was in here with this man. If she was missed from the other rooms, Tim would think she had gone to the cloakroom, he would never know she was in this little room astride a strange man's lap, with the stranger's hands up to the tops of her legs. A few yards ahead a flickering light illuminated a screen hung on the wall. Brenda pulled her dress down so that the hands of Silas would not be so noticeable up at her thighs. She was glad she had pulled her clothing over his hands to hide what he was doing, for now he was getting more bold… his hands had reached the edge of her panties…
Brenda Miller had read many times about clubs where blue films were shown. In one certain Sunday newspaper quite a feature had been made about the extent of this depravity; but of course she had never seen a dirty film before, or thought she would ever get the opportunity. On to the screen came the title "HOUSEWIFE LOVING." The flickering had grown less now and the film seemed much clearer. The first shots showed a pretty woman at her dressing table. The camera moved at various angles, and Brenda saw the woman was about her own age. She was in a negligee and a nightie, and a low murmur filled the stuffy room when it was seen that she stripped off the clothing and stood before the mirror admiring herself. She quickly put on her negligee again when it appeared that someone was at the front door. A man dressed as a milkman -С it was clearly Silas -С was at the front door. A few seconds of chatter, and the hefty man was carrying the flimsilyСattired female back to her bedroom.
It was enthralling for Brenda to see the woman on the screen trying to fight off the attentions of Silas, while Silas was, in person, feeling up her own legs. The woman on the film was a good actress or else she really was afraid of the hefty man, for Brenda saw her putting up a good fight before at last she was forced to give in and lie stretched out on the bed. Brenda could hardly believe her eyes when the camera moved in for a really careful close-up of Silas opening his fly and getting out his immense penis. Brenda had never known any man could have such a thick whopper as the one being shown in close-up on the screen. She felt even more aroused and excited at the thought that she was on the lap of the possessor of that great prick.
When the 'milkman' began to use his sexual equipment in the way that nature intended, the close-up shots showed the pleasure the woman was now experiencing, after her fear, and Brenda could see that the woman was not acting now, even if she had been before.
Brenda felt a lot of fumbling going on under her asscheeks and quickly guessed what Silas was doing. He had opened his trouser-front, he was maneuvering her on his lap, lifting her skirt at the back. On the screen the camera seemed to be fixed on the face of the woman, her facial contracting and contortions, her wild expressions of lust, the intense pleasure she was getting from the union of her cunt with that gigantic cock was there in great detail for all to see. Brenda found herself almost wishing she was that woman… almost… she felt the hot breath in her ear, then the hoarse whispered voice of Silas, "Bend forward and lift up a little honey," he was murmuring. "And I'll give it to you."
She knew what he meant, knew what he was suggesting. "No… please… oh no… I can't let you go as far as that," she managed to mumble to him at the same time trying to resist the way he was pushing her hips upwards to allow that huge shaft of his penis to weave upwards from where her ass-cheeks squashed it down to its unnatural position.
"Don't be silly, you want a good fuck," it was not Silas speaking to her now, she realized the voice came from the kneeling Marko beside the chair. In the darkness she had not known he was there, now he was getting his hands up her dress, he had his fingers clawing at her panties trying to get them down, whilst the strong arms of Silas eased her off his lap and made the removal of her panties easier for his boss.
Suddenly it was not only the hands of Marko up her legs, it was his large head as well. Her dress front bulged as he somehow leaned across her knee and got his face right up to the tops of her thighs. Silas kept his arms about her so that she could not get up, and with her panties down to her stretched-apart knees, Marko was actually licking at her crotch.
Brenda had to bite her lip hard not to gasp out in sheer and utter pleasure as a delightful sensation swept through her. She had never known such a feeling as this. She knew it was very wicked to have this sort of heavenly pleasure with these men. All around her sounds of grunts and sobs could be heard, and no one seemed to worry that the film had almost reached its climax, and the 'house-wife' was now indulging with Silas in the most grotesque and obscene frigging. Brenda was glad when the film ended, for the room was in utter and complete darkness now, and she lay with her back against Silas' body, while Marko crouched at her knees and lathered her cunt with his saliva and his tonguing kisses.
Still keeping his face to her hot wet cunt, Marko reached up to grab her wrists and make her feel under her buttocks to the huge cock that reared close beneath her. For the first time since she had married Tim she was holding the cock of another man… and it was the grandest, most throbby prick she had ever imagined. She tried to close her thighs and imprison Marko's head when she felt him ease his face away from her lust-crazed hole. She heard him give a low chuckle in the darkness, she heard him murmur, "It's not my mouth you want, honey," he was saying.
"Go on… slip it in! Guide that lovely cock in, my honey. Don't try and pretend you don't want it."
She lifted herself upwards and allowed the huge hot shaft of stiff cock to be levered under her crotch. Carefully and slowly she lowered herself down to be impaled on the fattest hardest prick she had ever known. Silas had his arms around her body, his large hands groping to cup her titties. She felt him playing with her breasts; and at the same time she felt the hands of Marko gripping the tops of her thighs between her nylon tops and her Vee. "Go on, honey," he was urging her.
"Move your twat. Work hard and fast. We can't keep the lights off in this room forever!"
She gasped. Silas was hurting her tits with the cruel grip he imposed on the soft flesh through her bra. Brenda began to jerk herself up and down on his lap, getting the weird sensation that she was behaving more like a barnyard animal than a respectable young wife out for an evening with her husband! Despite the fact that she felt guilty, the sexual arousement within her made her want to continue like this until she got the supreme thrilling pleasure of her orgasm… when it did explode within her, she experienced the most satisfying, twitchiest come of her life… never had she felt her cuntjuices being drawn from so deep with her… never had she known Tim exude so much wet hot into her as this stallion was doing now.
Brenda Miller was still panting and enjoying the aftermath of her fierce fast fucking when one of Marko's girls helped her from the dark film-room to the coatroom not normally used by guests. It was Alice Marlow who helped Marko's latest victim to douche herself out. If Alice was not mistaken, this young wife would be visiting the club again, without her husband, not that he had been very much in evidence this time. She would be coming back again and again so that she could enjoy once more the sheer ecstasy of the sort of fucking she had just experienced. Next time it would not be with Silas. Oh, no. It would be with a client who would be paying Marko to have the fresh twat of a young attractive woman not too experienced in whoring.
Alice watched Brenda make her unsteady way back to the dance room. The douche she had used had contained a very powerful sperm-killer, so the young wife would be perfectly safe from pregnancy. But it had also contained an irritant that would make absolutely certain that the young woman would need plenty of hot-fucking in the near future. Alice knew where Mrs. Brenda Miller would come for her cunt-satisfaction. Marko was, once more, on the way to having another girl join his sex kingdom.



Chapter 3


Marko was not a man to leave things to chance. Fate helped him sometimes, but never nearly as much as he helped himself. He did not find it difficult to get information about the Miller couple. It was just as easy to find out when Tim Miller would be away from home for a few days and nights, and easy to persuade Brenda Miller to come up to the club again for a little party, which Marko was giving to a few select friends.
Brenda had toyed with the idea of making a trip to town and a return visit to the Gregley club as soon as she got the chance. That chance would be when Tim was away on his travels and then out of the blue had come this invitation from Marko to his private party. Brenda felt flattered and she felt on top of the world when she arrived at the club and was escorted through to rooms around at the rear by the doorman, as if she had been nobility, at least.
She found about ten people already at the party. They were a mixed bag allright, and she did not like the look of some of them at all. One man, who from his voice she assumed was an American, was a huge brute, whose crew-cut hair and large florid face made look grotesque. He looked about sixty, but very strong. With him was a younger man, about twenty-nine or thirty, a pale-faced specimen of manhood. She hated the way "pale faced" eyed her, as if she was there to be bought if he so chose to pay for her.
At the bar was a man and woman in their middle forties. They seemed to be husband and wife, and that was how they were introduced to Brenda.
She was pleased to see the nice girl who had helped her that night after the film show. Brenda waved across the room to Alice Marlow. With introductions over, the party got down to the serious business of drinking and dancing. Brenda was soon feeling high and very happy, and she tried to keep pace with the glass-lifting of Alice… but it was a task beyond her. Alice seemed quite sober by comparison, and Brenda saw she was enjoying the way that pale strange young man was kissing her and feeling very boldly up under her dress.
By midnight, Brenda was well-past caring how she was going to get back to Reigate in the early hours of the morning. A lot of booze had been going down the hatch, music blared out and everyone was having a ball of a time. That man in his mid-forties, what was his name -С oh, yes, Brenda remembered -С they had been introduced as Mr. and Mrs. Lasson.
Well, there was no sign of Mrs. Lasson, but her husband was busy… very busy… he was tweaking Brenda's nipples as hard and as fast as he could as he swayed in front of her, and then leaned forward to nuzzle his boozy face against her cheeks, and kiss and murmur to her.
Suddenly Marko was in the center of the floor, holding up his arms.
"Quiet!" he cried. Then he announced that it was time for a little "specialty" and would they all take their seats. Brenda stumbled her way to a chair. In the journey she lost Mr. Lasson. Instead, to her dismay, she found she was sitting next to that pale-faced specimen who had been with Alice, and had been introduced to her with that huge gangster-looking man. If there was one man in the party she did not want to be near or have touch her, it was this anemic creep. She found him repulsive, and yet as she tried to get to her feet to find another chair he was grabbing at her waist and pulling her down beside him.
She tried to struggle. He showed remarkable strength, and all her efforts did were to help him to finish up on the carpet instead of on the chairs with her. She saw that several others were sprawled out on the thick carpet and so she had to remain there. In the center of the room a single beam light illuminated a space. The rest of the room was in darkness and Brenda was pleased about this as this awful pest was already feeling well up her legs under her dress. Into the spotlight came three figures, two women and one well-built handsome man. Brenda saw the man was wearing skin tight trousers and an open knit shirt.
Both garments clung to him to show off his massive build to the best advantage. The women were older than the man. One was a petite wellrounded blonde, the other a brunette and more angular in build. The "show" started by the handsome brute showing his admiration for the blonde woman, while the angular brunette was very interested in the man. The trio acted well. The blonde expressed fear at the attentions of the man, the brunette was avid in her caressing of the male prize, but at last gave up her fondling of him to help strip the struggling blonde. The room filled with the sound of the blonde's clothing being unzipped and torn. When she was stripped to her stockings, the fleshy little blonde was held by the other woman while the man went to work on her with his hands and his mouth. The thrilling part of the act was to see how the struggling, protesting blonde gradually surrendered herself to the lascivious thrill that the obscene fingering and kissing of the huge man made her experience.
While the blonde lay writhing in complete surrender, the brunette commenced to strip the rampant man. The watching Brenda felt the same thrill when this handsome brute was exposed to the one she had felt at the film show when on the screen she had seen the huge prick of Silas.
This horrid pale-skinned man now with her was frigging her lewdly and fiercely as she moaned at the sight of the great erect prick of the 'showman.' The angular woman was getting her own clothes off now, and when she was down to her nylons and girdle she began to use her mouth on the man to get his already horse-like cock even more stiffly erect and throbbing. Brenda was getting the urge to get her hands on a man's prick and balls. Horrid and repulsive as her companion was to her, she could not resist getting her hands to his fly. She was soon eagerly rubbing his prick while he frigged her, and they both reveled in the fierce way that the blonde was getting fucked right there a few feet away from them in the full glare of the spotlight. The naked angular woman had been given a lifelike flesh colored dildo which she used energetically on herself, while her blonde companion was getting the real thing up her twat. Then, when all three had reached and expressed vividly in movement and voice their complete fulfillment, the spotlight went out. The room was in darkness, and Brenda found herself being drawn to her feet and taken across the room. Not until she was in another room and the light was turned on, did she see she was in a bedroom, alone with the pale-faced character.
She watched him getting his clothing off – when he saw she was standing there gaping at him, he almost spat the words at her – "Get your clothes off, bitch!" he snapped angrily, "unless, that is, you want me to tear them off you piece by piece from that lush body you've got."
Afraid, and also excited, Brenda did as she was told, and was soon in his arms. Nakedly they embraced one another, and she saw that there were several long mirrors in this small room and her companion was lustfully watching their movements in the glass. He seemed to glory in seeing her naked body from different angles… She was aware of a maddening tingle in her cunt, the unmistakable urge in her belly to be "filled." This man she found so repulsive was kissing her shoulders, her neck and her face, his long lean fingers twisted and tweaked at her nipples until she thought he was trying to get them off her tits; and yet despite the pain his fingers caused her, her nipples felt they were reaching out with tentacles, drawing the entire breast up and outwards with them, and making the whole breast feel alive and throbby and tingling with the same lustfulness that she had in her cunt. She found she was stroking this pale-skinned fiend's head with her hands as he bent his face to her breasts and took a nipple into his thin hard lips.
He suckled at each breast in turn, his long fingers crooked under her wet snatch… she knew she was experiencing the oldest and most natural urge known to the female body… she knew she wanted cock… she yearned for it… she had to have it.
He brought his face up from her pinky firm nipples, he smiled up into her flushed face. "How long you been married, honey?" he asked. "Marko tells me you're a new girl up here."
It seemed incredible to her that he could speak in so matter-of-fact a tone, to ask such a question at a time like the present. He seemed so much in control of himself, while she was befuddled and eager with aroused lust. She was panting like a long-distance runner as she muttered her reply, "I've only been up here once before. That was with my husband. We've been married nearly three years."
Pale-face nodded; he seemed pleased with her answers. She looked down at his naked skinny loins, his crimson-headed monstrosity of a cock reared from its nest of black lush-hair… she knew, however much the man disgusted her, she had to have pleasure that big cock could give her. She resolved however that this would be the last time, the very last time that she would come to the club. She knew what would happen and she had been excited and pleased to accept the invitation, but she had to consider Tim, she had to think of her marriage. She would turn into a cheap cock-loving loose woman if she kept coming up here, and letting strange men screw to her. This would have to be the last time … the very last time. "UuuUWURRRGGGHHHHAAAA!!!!!" The lean man was aiming his over-thick penis into her moist cunthole. She gasped and then groaned although she would have been sent out of her mind if she had been denied this pleasure at the stage her lust had now reached.
She had fallen back across the bed, and he was on top of her. She managed to lift her knees to cross her calves over his lean, strangely cold back, and now he was commencing to frig her, using a strange swiveling type of sideways and inwards probing all the time, as if he were alive well up inside her cunt, and was moving all around. She had been ashamed afterwards at her abandonment and pleasure when Silas had taken her body in the darkened film-room, and now she was feeling very much more ashamed at the way in which she was responding to this vile white-skinned man. She felt she wanted him to take out of her cunt the thick, hot prong that he was using so cleverly and bizarrely so deep in her belly. Tim never used this sort of action, his sort of fucking was inwards and back. This lean angular man seemed like a strange, naked white creature clamped to her belly, his stiff gouging into depths where no man had probed with his cock before.
Before morning, four of the five men at this select party had availed themselves of the sweet sexual charm of the cunt between Brenda's lovely thighs. It was the first time in her life that she had performed the fuck-act so many times in quick order. Never had she known the experience of being made to come more than once at any one lay, and although each cock only made her have the one peak or orgasm, she nevertheless had the four lovely "comes" during the space of a few hours.
It was that understanding kindly girl, Alice Marlow, who once again helped her to cleanse her semen-full twat afterwards; and it was the same Alice who accompanied the tired and fully-satiated young Mrs.
Brenda Miller back to her suburban home, and made sure she arrived safely. She was too valuable a property for the great Marko to be allowed to go astray on her way home to Reigate, or to turn up in a way that would give rise to comment by the neighbors.
Marko Hynes smiled as he listened to Alice. "So our charming Mrs.
Miller does not think she will visit us any more, eh?" he muttered, after Alice had relayed to him some of the conversation she had had with Brenda on the way home.
"That seems to be the way she wants it, Marko," Alice replied. "She loved the hot cock alright, but she is afraid of her marriage breaking up, afraid her husband will find out she is being made to fuck. She wants to keep herself for him and play the good and loving wife. You know how it is."
"I certainly do," he muttered. "I think perhaps the worthy but prudish Mrs. Miller deserves a visit, my dear?" He went to a cupboard and brought out a roll of film and a small portable projector. "This only came back a few minutes ago from the developing room, my dear," he said, tapping the film roll. "I'll make a call on the Miller residence tomorrow afternoon, and perhaps we can give Brenda a little preview of our latest in erotic films, eh?"
It was almost four in the afternoon when a startled Brenda Miller allowed Marko and Silas to push her back from her own front door and go into her lounge. She protested and watched as Silas set up the projector on the sideboard, and ran the cord to the wall socket where the television set was connected, Marko was pulling back the curtains meanwhile, and he muttered over his shoulder, "I heard that you weren't too keen on visiting my club again, my dear. Just see if this little film can help you change your mind."
The room in darkness, the camera was focused on the drawn curtains, which were pale in shade and made a good substitute for a screen. The film began to flicker. It showed the naked grinning white-skinned man sitting on a bed, a shapely woman using her mouth greedily on his long, thick prick… Brenda wanted to be sick, she wanted to vanish through the floor and never return… the film showed all too clearly that the woman who was cock-sucking the man so avidly was none other than herself… When the film had run its course, in silence from the three, it had shown her with various men at that vile party last night, doing all sorts of lewd fucking willingly and with energy. Marko turned off the projector while Silas returned the curtains to the open position.
"Now my dear woman," Marko was gripping her arm, "I think you will visit the club whenever I send for you, unless, of course, you want me to take some choice still from that film and have them sent to your husband, and perhaps one or two to your parents. Do you think your husband would like to get a full-size glossy photograph of his wife with another man's cock stuffed up her cunt to the hilt, and another photo showing her face and the expression she adopted when she enjoyed being frigged? Does your husband like that sort of photography, eh?
Does he my dear… tell me, does he?"
Brenda had been quite unaware of the hidden cameras that had been doing their vile work while she had been screwing with such abandon for the pale-skinned man and then the other three men. Now her obscene acts were on film, her deeds of animal-like frigging were on record, and in the possession of a man she knew would not hesitate to use such power over her. She knew she was trapped.
One of the reason why the Gregley Club had been the location for the dinner-dance at which Brenda and Tim Miller first went there, was because the firm's top man, a certain Andrew Dimmock, was not only a regular visitor to the gambling tables but also a very good spender with the girls. In his sixties, he had a wife many years his junior.
She was, in fact, his second wife. His first had divorced him for what the divorce court judge had described as the filthiest bedroom habits he had ever heard about between man and wife. A few nights after the dinner-dance, Andrew Dimmock was back in the club not for a dinner or a dance, not to enjoy Marko's girls – of whom Alice Marlow was his favorite – but escorting his own wife. She was a pretty woman who was gradually getting accustomed to her husband's bizarre habits and strange way of life. In one of the many small bedrooms at the club, Mrs. Dimmock had got on a bed with Silas. Seated on a chair just a few yards away, her excited and horny husband was watching greedily. He liked the spectacle of seeing his wife being undressed by a man like Silas, he liked the kinky kick he experienced when he saw the large hands of this brute of a man taking the intimate clothing of the woman from her, and holding it to his face in order to inhale obscenely at the perfume from her cunt.
Andrew Dimmock had purposely kept his wife starved for cock for the last week so that she would welcome the advances of this big man, even if she was afraid of him and disgusted that her own husband should bring her here for fucking and then sit and watch.
Dimmock watched the large mouth of Silas worshipping Mrs. Dimmock's breasts. Few things made any impression on a man such as Silas, even to the way this quite attractive wife was made to degrade herself. But he could not help feeling somewhat antagonistic to the rich old man who was so horny and selfish that he could force his young wife to fuck with another man in front of himself. Listen to the poor bitch, Silas thought to himself. Mrs. Dimmock was only doing and saying what she knew was expected of her. While Silas suckled her tits and fingered her hot wet pussy, she was looking at her perverted husband and saying in a sweetly sickly voice, "There, honey, do you like seeing your wife enjoy herself fucking with another man?"
Old Dimmock was so excited in his horniness that he almost fell off the chair as he shifted to the very edge of it and leaned close to the bed.
"Does he frig you good, baby?" he muttered. "Do you like that strong mouth on your titties, my sweet? Doesn't that horny finger in your cunt make you want to have him do everything to you, my darling wife?"
Gradually Mrs. Dimmock was finding it less necessary to act at all. She WAS being thrilled by Silas… "Oh, darling," she moaned to her leering old husband. "He is making my cunt feel wonderful… wonderful … I'm so glad you made me come here darling. You are a very good husband bringing me to a man like this."
Dimmock was well pleased with her responses and watched her hug the huge frame of the naked Silas to her own naked body. Dimmock leaned right over them and looked into his wife's face. "You need a man, don't you darling?" he muttered down at her. "You need a man's cock really badly, eh? And I have got this wonderful man for you. I have bought him for you to give you pleasure and to do to your lovely cunt what it needs to be done to make you happy, darling." The old man patted the huge naked asscheeks of Silas. "Go on, Mr. Silas," he urged. "I have paid you well, now give my wife the cock she needs. Let me see how well you can take care of her. Like all horny wives, she needs a lot of taking care of, and you are the man to do it. Go on, Mr. Silas… do it to her… give my wife the hot fucking she needs."
Her arms went round the broad back of the man on top of her. Silas had to guide his cock into her cunthole, and with her cunt gaping and so wetly ready it was not a hard task.
"Is that good, my love?" old Dimmock was peering over the naked shoulder of Silas at his wife's upturned face. "Has he got a good cock … Is he making you feel really good, my dear?"
Silas began to frig her, making her shake and tremble with the force of his inward lunges and the way he fucked hard at her every time, he sank in to the fullest depth. Even a blind man could tell she was getting all the cock she could take, but old Dimmock was not satisfied. "You tell me, darling, tell me yourself," he kept on at her. "If he isn't big enough, tell me. Tell me if he isn't strong enough."
The poor woman was almost frantic with her cock-madness now, she was almost squashed out of sight down into the bed as Silas fucked away atop her. From under his bulk she gasped, "Darling… ohaa… darling … he's wonderful… a real stallion… a real man for a stud… ohaaammm… I'm nearly… there… ohaaa… daaarling… make him keep on… make him keep on… I'm coming… I'm there… ohraauuggggrrreeeegguugggg!!!!"
While his wife moaned in her throes of lust, old Dimmock climbed on the bed behind Silas and directed his prick which he had drawn from his opened fly, down towards the cunthole where the great cock rammed into Mrs. Dimmock. Jerking his cock as hard as he could, the old man managed to come at the same time as Silas. Mrs. Dimmock had the full quantity of hot wet sperm of Silas in her womb while her cuntlips and pubic hairs were drenched with the scum of her own husband. She knew her perverted husband had derived more pleasure from doing this, than when he actually fucked her in the normal way. He loved to see a man like the stallion Silas fucking her, she knew he derived great sensual gratification from seeing her given pleasure with another man's cock in her twat, and if the truth were known she herself enjoyed having a good fuck more with a man like Silas than with her own elderly husband, although Dimmock still had a fair sized dick for his age and knew well enough how to give a woman pleasure using his own cock.
While they were having a drink in the bar afterwards, Marko brought up a photograph to show Dimmock. It was a perfectly respectable print, it showed one of the tables that had been occupied at the dinner-dance. It was the table where Mrs. Miller and her husband had enjoyed the meal.
Marko nodded at the photo of Brenda Miller. "Nice looking piece of ass that one," he murmured to old Dimmock, who nodded in absolute agreement. "Do you fancy her?" Marko went on.
Dimmock's jaw dropped. He had for some time admired that pretty wife of young Miller. Now here was Marko making the most attractive suggestion he had heard for a long time. The price was quickly settled. Mrs.
Brenda Miller was on the cunt market.
The way it was put to Brenda she knew there could be no escape. She had to "go with" old Dimmock, whom she had met several times when she had been with her husband and whom she had known, with her own womanly instinct, had desired to hump her, but the possibility that he would ever get his desires fulfilled had then seemed remote if not utterly impossible. Now the impossibility was to become real. An evening was chosen when Tim would be away on the firm's business. She was taken to the Gregley Club by taxi, and found old Dimmock waiting there for her.
They had a few drinks together, and when, after a couple of attempts at dancing, he suggested they make their way to a room Marko had reserved for them, she knew the time had come when she was willingly and knowingly to give herself to a man she knew had paid for her cunt. To make matters even more degrading, the man in question was her husband's boss.
Once in the privacy of the small bedroom, old Dimmock took her in his arms and his lips came wetly down on hers. She was surprised at the sensual feeling she got. It was by far the oldest man who had ever kissed her, and the first time she had ever been 'bought.' She felt the swelling of his dick at his loins and the involuntary jerks against her that rammed the erecting prick into the softness of her belly. Even through their clothing his cock felt quite big, she began to get the well-known tingles in her breasts and loins. She slid her hand down the front of their bodies and boldly clasped his pecker through his trousers. Yes, he was large, he was a well-preserved old gentleman allright, certainly where it counted.
"I hear you fuck with Silas," he mumbled to her. "I let my wife go with him, too. I think a good strong bull-prick of a man like that does a woman good. I'm afraid you won't find me as satisfying as him," he added with a smile, "but afterwards I want you to be truthful and tell me how I compare with him." There was a wicked gleam in his old eyes as he went on. "And I want you to tell me how I compare with your husband, Mrs. Miller. I have him calling at my office in the morning for a long sales discussion, and it will be invigorating to be talking to him and knowing that I fucked his pretty wife last night, won't it? And better still if I know how his wife rates my cock and his."
Brenda was trembling, partly with disgust at this line of conversation and also with the eager anticipation of the pleasure she was going to get. The old man watching her, she reached behind her back and undid her zipper. He moved to help her get her frock up over her head, and then stepped back to get the full beauty of her breasts as she unhooked the bra, and shrugged the slim shoulder harness down so that the cups fell away from her milky white breasts.
The thought that she would soon be writhing in passion under this man's cock, this elderly employer of her husband's talents, filled her with an excited lust. This was being naughty with a vengeance. She found herself wishing she could be an unseen party in the office the next morning when Tim and this man had their discussion. It would be so bizarrely thrilling to know both men had enjoyed her cunt-pleasures.
What on earth would Tim say and think if he knew the old man, his own boss, had had his cock up Brenda's twat the previous night? Old Dimmock dropped to his knees in front of her, and his cracked hands gripped the top of her panties and dragged them down a few inches. She held her breath as he leaned forward and implanted a hot kiss on the warm belly flesh that her panties had been covering. He seemed to change his mind, stood up again and with a sharp, "Take them down, honey," he started to take off his own clothes. Brenda soon had her panties slide down to her ankles and was stepping out of them. She climbed on to the bed and lay on her back to await him as he at last got rid of all his clothing. She saw his dong was thick and erect and quite long. His pecker was not as large as Silas', but he was every bit as much a man as her husband, and the sight of that throbbing hard length of male prick made her anxious and impatient.
"Come on… come on darling," she heard herself mumbling, almost against her will. "Come and do it to me. I feel just in the mood now."
He was on the bed with her, his face down to her titties, her nipples being tweaked by his old fingers, and guided to his lips. She spread her legs, her cunt muscles were working, but they had nothing to work on, no stiff dick to lap onto… she began to realize her real need for a man… She was now inwardly glad to have this chance to get more sexual pleasure and relaxation. What a change had come over her, she pondered, to be so urgently seeking release, and from a stranger at that. Before that dinner-dance at the club, anyone who had suggested to her she would ever be lying wanting another man to put in his cock up her cunt, she would have thought not only dirty-minded but insane… and yet here she was, horny and anxious for this old man, her husband's boss, to fuck her.
Eagerly Dimmock gripped her twin asscheeks in his fists and held her while he twisted his body round. She had hold of his throbbing dick and guided the long thick cock to her warm wet cunt as he lowered himself to her. She gasped as he slowly entered her, she humped and ground up at him until his hard stomach was compressed slowly and closely against her soft heaving belly, and she raised her legs to lock them around his back. She was a woman in need of a man… it did not matter who the man was… she was getting the stiff dick she craved. Dimmock gripped her shoulders, and hammered away for dear life at her gripping cunt… at last he was screwing the desirable Mrs. Miller… at last he was sharing her luscious sexy cunt-hole with that good-looking husband of hers. He was intent on showing her that if he could not match the virility of an exceptional man like stallion Silas, he could at least out-fuck her husband. Old Dimmock was capable of showing more control and restrain than Tim Miller. For the first time in her life, Brenda came twice with the same rigid cock in her. She thought for one wonderful moment he was going to fetch her to the hump-peak three times, but he was unable to perform that feat and was pumping his scum into her when she was midway up the slope from her second come to her third.
Afterwards she admitted quite truthfully to a happy Andrew Dimmock that she had enjoyed it with him as much, if not more, than when her husband did it to her. Dimmock smiled at her. She was going to be a real asset to Marko if she enjoyed fucking this much with his elderly clients. He wondered which lucky client would be the first to use her lovely asshole, which man would be content to let her use her mouth on him without her body? Which man, he reflected, would be the first to get her to use the electric vibrator on him? Which of Marko's many clients would be the first to get her to wear a rubber dildo and bugger him?
Which man would be the first to watch her "perform" with another woman?
Oh, yes, there were plenty of first-timers to be enjoyed by and with this attractive young wife now that she was in the clutches of Marko.
As far as Andrew Dimmock was concerned, it had been money very well spent to be allowed the pleasure of screwing this attractive wife of one of his young salesmen. He wondered how long it would be before Tim Miller discovered his attractive consort was being whored. He would make a good virile stud for Mrs. Dimmock now his employer came to think of it. The old man chuckled to himself. Marko had achieved so much already, maybe a word in his ear and the necessary hump-arrangements might be made.



The End


BOOK THREE



Chapter 1


Julie Taylor was not normally a shy girl, nor for that matter a timid girl in any sense of the word. At nineteen she had lost the schoolgirlish outlook on the world and those about her, as long as she was mixing with her own age group. When a perfectly normal, healthy girl as attractive as Julie looks upwards to older ages-well, anyone over thirty is middle-aged, and over thirty-five they must be well past it! It was perhaps this normal attitude towards older folk that made her just a little tremulous now as she waited in the very luxurious, sweet-smelling apartment of a certain gentleman of Oriental origin, whom she knew to be well past his fifties, and in her eyes a very old man.
Tse Ling had kept her waiting while he bathed and changed. It had been through a small theatrical agency that he part-owned that he had first become aware of this pretty girl who now waited for him in his scented living-room. Julie Taylor had taken part in many amateur theatricals while she had been in college. When she had taken a job as a fullytrained shorthand-typist with a firm in the West End of London, she had – more for a joke than anything else – visited the small office of the Ling-Tan Theatrical Agency, which happened to be close to her place of employment. If any part-time aspiring actresses were needed, she would be pleased to do some more acting, not that she wanted it as a full-time occupation but more as a hobby. She had been surprised at the utmost care the woman in the Agency had taken in getting the full details of the young lady calling on them, and she had been even more surprised when a few weeks later she had a letter from the Agency explaining that they were engaging a few young ladies of limited experience, like herself, at a salary that made Julie's eyes boggle, and if she was interested she was to present herself at an address given in the letter on Tuesday evening next at seven-thirty.
The address was also in the West End, and she had to meet Tse Ling whom she remembered seeing for just a very few brief moments at the Agency, after she had been interviewed by the woman. A small Oriental had admitted her into this expensively furnished apartment, and now after a few minutes waiting, the portly smiling Tse Ling himself came into the room, gave her his apologies for keeping her waiting, and bowed low.
She saw he was wearing a very ornate silken dressing robe. She thought it odd that he should have been taking a bath at this time, when her appointment had been arranged. She had been on time to the dot, she was not early or late, and yet he had not been ready for her. He poured her a drink and started to talk about the impending company that he was getting together. She sipped at the drink. It was strong, rather like a concoction of whiskey and other spirits. She did not drink much, and this drink was positively too strong for her; she disliked it and yet feared it might offend him if she showed she did not want to drink. She tried to continue sipping at it. She had heard that Orientals had strange ideas about hospitality being refused, and with the chance to get into a theatrical company at the wage that had been mentioned, the last thing she wanted to do was to upset this important little man.
He went through her previous experience; or rather, her lack of experience. She knew he must have all these details already, but he seemed to be intent on going through every minute detail again. She wished she had taken more time with her drink, for now that her glass was empty he hastened to re-fill it. By this time, however, she was beginning to acquire a taste for it, not knowing that it contained a sex-lust-inducing drug; and by the time her second glass was empty she felt strangely relaxed and happy. She kept answering his questions, but instead of sitting upright in her chair and being very attentive to him all the time, she leaned back more comfortably, quite aware that his slant little eyes were looking down at her legs, which were not being kept so primly together as had been the case when she first sat opposite to him.
Tse Ling was not sitting quite so demurely as before, either. For his part he began to sprawl on his chair, his change of position allowing the silken robe to fall open at the front. Her eyes opened. She could hardly believe her senses, but the portly Oriental was really naked beneath the robe, and not far from her wide staring eyes was a huge glistening yellow cock. She knew he was watching her as she tried to avert her eyes from his naked torso. When at last she looked up into his beaming face, she felt embarrassed and ashamed, but when he placed a hand under his long thick dong, she again looked down at it. She saw him gently lift the heavy shaft in his palm. His voice was teasingly soft as he said, "Young Missie likes, eh? You not feel so shy after the little drink Tse Ling give you eh?"
She felt almost hypnotized as he drew her to her feet, his strong hands on her wrists, pulling her to him as he also stood up. That long thick manly shaft was being sandwiched between his naked hairy stomach and her pretty dress. He put his mouth to hers, during the long kiss that followed he had his tongue insinuated well into her mouth. She wanted to resist, to make it not quite so easy for him, but her will power had gone, it seemingly had disappeared into that empty spirit glass. Before her lips were released from his mouth, she was returning the tonguing and rubbing her tongue-tip along the edges of his thick wet gums and at the back of his teeth.
His hands were gripping her asscheeks through her clothing, and the way he was pulling her against his naked, hard cock and slowly worming his body from side to side was making her experience thrills she knew she should never allow an elderly man, and an Oriental at that, to get her to enjoy… and yet she was getting pleasure from his kissing and his touching… a lot of pleasure.
When he was sure he had excited her enough, he drew her down into the very large soft square-shaped divan that stood in the corner of his luxurious apartment. She lay still, breathing heavily alongside him as his hands commenced a thorough exploration of her lovely body. When he broke off from the kissing or the caressing of her face with his lips to speak, it was with words of encouragement to her about what a lucky girl she would be if he decided to let her join the small select company he was forming, of how much money she would be able to earn, of how much better off she would be than with her present salary… what an interesting wonderful life it would be… and while he spoke and petted her, Julie became more dreamy and light-headed, more easy to handle, more eager and happy to do anything to please this strange little Oriental who in some way was developing such power over her. It was during a long-drawn-out kiss that she felt him finally place his right palm flat on her belly. His long scraggy fingers began to knead her dress, causing the material to ride upwards. His fingers increased the pressure, the dress hem rose higher and higher towards forming a crumpled ball at her waist.
She saw him looking down at the stretch of white flesh that now became exposed above the tops of her nylon hose, and suddenly he eased himself across her, straddled over her thighs and lay forward so that his balls and prick lay at the junction where her lemon-colored nylon panties covered her girlish bush. With his fingers he maneuvered the long thick shaft of his cock-flesh so that it lay flat and lengthwise up from her Vee to her belly. She looked down at her loins, his thick cock looked like a snake resting on top of her panties, the dull yellowy flesh of the Oriental prick making a strange shading contrast with the bright lemon hue of the silky panties.
The licentious Tse Ling was lying in this style for a purpose. He wanted his young aspiring actress to see and realize to what depth his cock would be able to pierce up into her cunt-hole if it was given the chance. He saw from her expression she was certainly understanding, and trying to imagine what it would be like to have that dong of his thrust up into her. She had no idea before that a penis could be so long, or that it would be capable of entering a woman to the extent that this long thick dick would delve into her. Tse Ling lay heavily on her body, getting his mouth again glued to her far from unwilling lips. He pressed hard at the front of her soft body, he knew it would be only seconds before he felt some sort of cunt-response from the young lady.
In a very short time, Julie was falling to the temptation of that urge from within herself, she was trying to push her loins against him, trying to writhe her thighs against his thighs, trying to get pleasure by pushing her belly to and fro against that hard long dick that was like a bar of iron sandwiched between their legs.
When he rolled off her to one side, she saw his expression had changed.
Instead of a benign sort of kindly sympathetic expression, his face was set into a grim smile or rather a leer. He flipped her crumpled dress higher above her waist, his eyes seemed to be peering deeply into her own slightly peering, slightly glazed eyes, as his hands groped between her thighs. For a moment or so, his hot hands caressed the smooth naked flesh above her nylon-tops, and then his hands moved to the equally bare flesh of her belly immediately above the tight elastic waist band of her panties. When, after another brief fondling of her belly, he started to unbutton the front of her dress bodice, his eyes were still staring into hers, as if daring her to blink an eyelid or even dare to think of resisting his eager hands.
For the first time she realized that another person was in the room.
Silently and unseen, the little manservant who had let her into the apartment had come into the room, and now he was bending over her from above her head, helping his Master to take her dress right off over her head and away from her. It was the little hand of the manservant that gripped her hands and made her grope down to the heavy testicles and prick of his master. Not that she needed a lot of persuasion. She was like soft putty in their evil hands, and the heated emotion of humplust within her young body was making her a willing and eager plaything for Tse Ling.
She thrilled and adored the sensation she experienced as she held that huge, throbbing prick in her fingers, and drew the foreskin down in the way the manservant was showing her. Tse Ling had his hands under her knees, he was lifting them, making her raise her knees and at the same time he levered her legs well apart… what a delicious fuck-provoking sight the pretty nineteen-year-old girl made… the shapely legs sheathed in the smoky nylons, the sheer whiteness of her thighs above the darker reinforced nylon tops, the pale lemon slither of nylon that covered her sweet cunny and the dark navy girdle from which stretched the narrow suspender straps that kept her stockings so perfectly in place and taut. Above the top edge of the girdle where it nipped in at her white belly skin her small but perfectly oval-shaped tits were just being exposed as the manservant carefully unhooked her bra and removed it from her knockers. Tse Ling was pleased to see that although her nipples were certainly not fully aroused, they were dark crimson in color instead of the pale pink they usually were… this was the sign that she was ready for a man.
The Chinaman knelt close to her allowing her to retain her clasping fingers on his prick and balls, while his manservant busied himself getting the girl's garters unfastened and the nylons rolled down to her trim ankles. He instructed his man to leave the girdle on, as he liked the contrast of the navy elastic tight-fitting girdle against her pure silky white flesh.
He also derived terrific pleasure from watching the young girl tremble with anticipation as she fondled his ever-growing cock and felt the hands of the manservant at the waist band of her panties… She knew what she was going to get when her panties were taken from their protecting and covering action on her sweetly hot and moist horny cunt.
As soon as her panties were with her other discarded garments on the floor beside the divan, she lay with knees raised and thighs well open as both the Orientals gazed at the soft wispy "beard" of dark bush-hair at her cunt. The sex-lust-inducing drug had done its work well. Her soft wet pinkish cuntlips were agape. They throbbed and appeared to be opening and closing in silent begging for the intrusion of a hefty prick. The old Oriental slid his silken robe from his shoulders. He and his man-servant knew what this lovely young girl wanted now at this moment above everything else. He saw her writhing and softly moaning as the manservant continued to caress her long shapely legs and when his long talon-like fingers combed through her bush-hair, she almost went insane with the frantic efforts of lifting her belly to his hands and rotating her pelvis and thrusting her loins from side to side, as if already she had the hot cock up inside her cunt.
Tse Ling stood close to the divan stroking his prick, which had visibly grown erect even during the last few moments. He watched the white girl writhing under the clever, if wicked, fingering of his lecherous manservant. He knew the little man could use his fingertips in the most fiendish way on a girl's pratt so as to get them as much aroused as was humanly possible. Her cunt mucous was so plentiful that it slopped over her puffed cuntlips and covered the little man's fingers down to his knuckles.
The elderly Tse Ling now stooped over the writhing figure, he got his face to her belly and then moved it lower to her cunt. The fingers of his man-servant held her cuntlips apart, so that Tse Ling could detect at once with his tongue her swollen and aching clitoris. The thrill he experienced while "milking" her clitty with his lips caused his dick to throb almost to the point of orgasm, his balls were as heavy as lead, full of hot-cock-juice for this horny white girl's belly. The scheming Orientals knew they had the nineteen year old white girl to the stage where she would have died rather than not have the satisfaction of a man. She was a mare who needed a stallion to live… a bitch who had to have a mating… then she was screaming… at first with the startled pain, then with the realization that she was getting the hot cock she craved. Tse Ling was on top of her… he was riding her… it was that massive fleshy prick in her cunt… her inexperienced but fully aroused cunt-hole was being filled with the hot throbby flesh of her "stallion"… she was having her mating.
The extremely experienced whoremaster, Tse Ling delved his thick dong of pleasure into the young victim from as many angles as the compass has points. The room filled with the panting cries of ecstasy, the agonizing sweet cries of pain, mingled with lustful pleasure, as the girl was given as through a fucking as she would ever be likely to have again. The cleverly manipulated cock of the old Oriental was giving her cunt the sheerest ecstasy that any girl could wish to experience and he was starting her on the road that would lead her eventually and in a short time to the adoration of cock for cock's sake. He was forcing her to experience and enjoy the complete surrender of the mind as well as the flesh to the utter bliss that only fucking would provide for her … he was making her have the hump-experience that would by its very nature force her to want to enjoy it time and time again.
To even contemplate visiting the private apartment of an elderly Oriental, the girl must have been comparatively innocent. By the time she left that apartment she would be so much more worldly-wise in many ways. Tse Ling liked his girlie acting aspirants to be innocent, so long as they were healthy and able to be aroused sexually as this young girl had been aroused, as long as they could be made horny and sexy, then he didn't mind how innocent, how unsophisticated or how inexperienced they were to begin with… he would shape them as he wanted them shaped, he would map the path he wanted them to follow… he would guide them… procure them… debauch their cunts.
The little manservant was keeping a careful watch and count of the times this latest young victim was brought to an orgasm. He and his Master kept these sort of records to improve their technique with application of the sex-drug in the drink. They had been able to almost gauge the amount of the drug to use to make a girl reach her peak for a certain number of times. In their experiments they had almost killed one young woman in their efforts to drug her enough to make her experience twenty orgasms before passing out from exhaustion.
They never repeated the experiment on such a scale. They had reckoned this Julie Taylor would have about four climaxes in her young belly.
She had already had three, her loins, thighs and Tse Ling's balls and stomach were sopping with her cunt-juice and now as the old Oriental quickened the tempo of the fuck to bring his own crisis to its fulfillment, they saw and heard the girl gasping and screaming in her lust as her fourth orgasm that evening was reached and passed.
A heavily-breathing old Tse Ling lay alongside her now. He had drained himself and her as well, and she wanted to do as he was doing, drift away into a deep sleep, but it was the agitating thin wet lips of the manservant on her mouth that was preventing her from relaxing. He was hurting her with those thin talon-like fingers of his clawing at her naked breasts while he kissed her mouth. She could feel his long cock was out from his trouser front, and it was clear now that he too was going to enjoy her cunt. With Tse Ling she had neither the strength nor the will to resist, she had wanted him to do what he had done to her … now with this little servant man it was different. She was satiated. She wanted her twat to be left alone. She had the will to resist him, however, but not the strength. She felt his long horrid cock delve up into her saturated and quite sore cunt-hole. She felt his balls slapping against her crotch, felt him jerking her with every thrust of his slim but strong body and she saw that Tse Ling was lying on his side enjoying watching her having a fuck with his manservant, and deriving pleasure from the hump even though at first she had tried so hard to prevent the servant from doing it to her. For he made her get pleasure in the act, however she resisted. But she had been drained so dry of her cunt-juice when she had experienced the four orgasm of the evening, with Tse Ling's prick inside her, that she was quite unable to produce more than a dribble of cunt-juice when the long thin cock of the manservant exploded its load of hot scum high up inside her.
It was two hours later that she was sufficiently refreshed to leave the apartment. She had been given fifty dollars as a payment towards her first salary from the Ling-Tan Theatrical Agency, and was told she would be hearing from the impresario again in the near future, when she would be given more details of the venture. It was, he mentioned to her blandly, a touring company, and they had been offered engagements abroad.
Pleased with her fifty dollars, happy with the exciting prospects before her, not quite so pleased at the knowledge that she had a plentiful supply of Oriental male sperm in her belly, but happy to think that Tse Ling would not be accompanying on the tour, she went off home. She little thought what the prospects were; nor did she stop to consider that the type of engagement Tse Ling had in mind was well in keeping with the hump-action in which she had just been engaged.



Chapter 2


It had been a distressing afternoon. Since just after lunch Susan and her husband Jack Bowing had been going through the cupboards and drawers and suitcases in a small furnished room not far from the Earl's Court Road. They were in the room that had, until recently, been occupied by Tina, Susan's younger sister. When the girl had left home to come up to live in London, Susan and Jack had asked her to live with them in their small but comfortable semi-detached house in Purley. But no, the headstrong seventeen-year-old had wanted her own place, had wanted to be independent, and now after only six months up here she had vanished. It had been the landlady who had first raised the alarm. She had telephoned the Bowings when the youngster did not return to her room after three nights. At first she thought the girl might be staying with friends, but by mere chance the sharp-eyed landlady had noticed the girl when she met her out shopping in the market. Tina had been hurrying along, anxious not to be seen by anyone she knew, it seemed, and she was not alone. A slimy horrid-looking foreign man had been on either side of her. The eagle eyes of the landlady had noticed that the men had hold of the girl's arms.
Susan and Jack had come up to town as soon as they had the frantic telephone call from Tina's land-lady. They persuaded her not to report the matter to the police, not yet at any rate, they wanted to keep the disappearance of the girl from the knowledge of her mother and father.
If they could not trace her or find her by the end of that week, then the police would have to be informed. Until then, they would try and get a clue as to where she might have gone. The description the woman gave of the foreign men with Tina gave Susan and Jack the idea that they must have been Orientals, and when on going through some of the discarded papers and rubbish in Tina's room they found a torn card on which had been scribbled 'The Ling-Tan Theatrical Agency' with its address, the young couple thought they might have a lead.
Young Tina had always had a hankering after a life of glamour, a life of the bright lights that show-business might have to offer a young pretty girl. If she had gotten into the wrong type of Agency, if she had been fool enough to fall for a lot of wild promises that some of the vile men who lure young girls put to them… well… this LingTan Agency might be the right lead…
Reluctant as he was to let his wife go to the office of this Agency on her own, Jack knew this was by far the best way of finding out what sort of organization was run by this Ling-Tan firm. If it was the sort of company that looked for lone girls, it would be quite useless for a man to try to get any information from them. The only way was for Susan to go along to the office, just on the off chance, as it might appear, to see if they had any suggestions for her, as she wanted to go on the stage. From that point of introduction she would have to see which way the cat jumped. They tried taking off her wedding ring, so that she could make out she was a single girl without friends in London. They wanted to make it easy for the Agency to lure her if they were that sort of organization. If this approach led nowhere, then plainly it was not through this Ling-Tan setup that they were going to trace the missing Tina. If, on the other hand, they showed great interest in Susan despite her lack of dramatic or theatrical experience, then this might prove as likely as not an invaluable clue that could lead them to Susan.
The wedding ring had to be put on again. It left a deep impression on the finger when it was removed. This might well be suspicious to an alert-eyed Oriental.
"Better say you are a widow, dear," Jack told his wife. "They won't be very interested in you if they know you have a husband near at hand."
"No, darling, I just can't say that. I won't think of anything as horrible as losing you, dear," insisted Susan. "I will say you are abroad on business and you won't be back for at least a year. That will help to make a real reason why I am alone in London and why I want to join a theatrical group, to meet friends and fill up my time while you're away. That sounds feasible, doesn't it? It will make them think I'm going to be an easy haul for them, won't it? That, is, of course, if they're the sort of people we think they are."
Tse Ling looked at the young woman seated on the sofa in his private office at the back of the Agency. His Manageress had been quite right to have this young woman shown in to his own room. She was possibly of the type they needed. She looked about twenty-two, she was married, he noticed, but after a brief glance down at the sheet of particulars his Manageress had provided for him about this applicant to join their Agency, he saw her husband was abroad. He would be away from her for at least another twelve months. The little Oriental suppressed a smile at this. Just the set-up he liked. A young wife, alone and depressed, bored and lovely. No wonder she wanted to go find new friends and if possible earn some money for herself by part-time acting.
He scanned down the paper. Not very experienced in acting. Strange in a way she should want to take it up now. He looked at her more closely.
She was very attractive, very physically desirable. "Why had she come to his Agency?" he asked her. She explained that she had been to many others first, but they had not been very interested, as she did not have enough experience to suit them. That was understandable. He put his fears to rest on that score. They had all turned her down, eh? It was a good thing Susan Bowing had been prepared for the question. Jack had told her to say she had been to other agencies. He had given her a few names to mention if necessary. Tse Ling was satisfied with her reply, and did not ask for any names. He handed her a cigarette, it was a long thin affair, and she did not like it much, but she obliged him by slowly smoking it while he asked her more questions. She knew he was making up his mind about her… she did not want to offend him or appear aloof by refusing his long cigarettes. It was one of his Eastern brands, she supposed. It was sweetly sickly but probably would not do her any harm if she could get over the strange taste.
Tse Ling studied her through his slit-slant eyes, narrowed to almost being fully closed. She was very attractive, she had lovely high breasts, well spaced on her lush figure, and those hips, they were perfect, luscious and desirable to grip; she sat so that he could see her shapely legs. Her tight-fitting skirt hid her thighs, but he knew they were broad and delightful, the lower parts of her limbs curved perfectly to her calves and down to trim ankles. He knew it was a body that would attract any man… what a fool her husband must be to leave his pretty wife alone in London! Well, she had come to the right place to be taken care of… but perhaps not in the way she expected…
She was lonely, the report said, she wanted to meet friends and thought perhaps a semi-pro theatrical group might be the answer. Tse Ling would see she met friends, plenty of them… but her performances with them might not come under any particular dramatic art, as seen on the stage at least. The little Oriental smiled to himself at his thoughts.

*****

For the fourth time, Jack Bowing got out of his car and put another coin into the parking meter. He had parked a couple of streets away from where the Ling-Tan Agency had its office. Susan was to come round here as soon as the initial interview was over. It was running into the fourth hour since she had kissed him good-bye and waved as she trotted up the road. He had expected her to be about half an hour. Surely they would only want to take brief notes at this first introduction. They hoped to be able to form some opinion about the Ling-Tan Agency from this first visit perhaps, after all, it was a legitimate organization, perhaps Susan could not leave so easily without arousing their suspicion, and she was given some sort of audition.
Jack got back into the car. He smiled. Funny if after all it was a straight firm, and if they were giving Susan some sort of an audition when all she wanted to find out was if they were the sort of firm which would stoop to procuring young lonely girls and women. Jack Bowing might not have settled back quite so placidly in his car had he known the stage at which his pretty wife's 'audition' had reached.
After the first cigarette the Chinaman had invited her to join him in smoking what he described as a really pleasant dreamy leaf, and had taken her through into a small cubicle of a room at the back of his private office, that was furnished only with a sort of wooden bunk affair. The moment the old Oriental settled down beside her on the mattressed bunk, and she began to inhale the long thin weed he had lit for her, she knew this was a much more potently strong reefer than the one she had forced herself to smoke in his office. Susan inhaled deeply. She did not know what else to do. She appreciated she was in a tight corner. She had already formed the opinion that this Agency might well be the lead that would give them a clue to Tina. If she had been brought to this little smoking den with the old man just like this… well, who was to know what was to follow. Susan Bowing knew she would just have to wait and find out. By the time she had sucked less than half the long thin weed, she was experiencing a familiar desiring ache deep in her cunt. With every long drag at this sickly weed, she was literally feeling herself relaxing and caring less and less about her cares and worries. She didn't feel like the same person, she was not anxious and worried about her missing sister any more… she was not in the least concerned about anything… or anybody…
She was happy, that mattered, and she was drifting on a high cloud. She was inhaling and puffing away blissfully and was hardly aware that the slit-eyed Oriental with her had gently lifted her with his hands under her armpits and settled her down further back towards the center of the bunk. She was aware, however, that she was seated not on a flat mattress now, but on what could be a most uncomfortable length of wood or rubber that was shaped in a triangle running lengthwise from the front of her body between her thighs and away beyond her back. She found she derived a tremendous sensual pleasure from rubbing herself down on that quite sharp edge, she could press down and feel the edge biting up into her cunt-crevice, her panties preventing the apparatus from actually touching her flesh.
She knew Tse Ling was watching her, and yet she didn't care as she rubbed her twat slowly and sensually on the length of the triangle.
When the sensation grew more intense between her thighs, she was forgetting to inhale at the weed. The little Oriental was holding the mouthpiece of a slender long stemmed pipe to her lips now, and as she inhaled from this new smoking affair, she felt her head and nostrils fill with the extra sickly sweet pungency from the fumes. The Oriental had his hands on her hips now and was coaxing her to bend forward slightly. She discovered why… as she bent forward so she brought the edge of the triangular ridge against that part of her moist panties that covered her little swelling clitoris. The sensual wakening in that tiny hardening bud could not be described… she had never experienced this sort of sexual feeling quite so accurately nor quite so acutely before.
The Oriental had one arm around her shoulders and was inducing her to relax back, leaning against him. This she was more than willing to do, provided she could keep that pleasure- giving ridge between her thighs, and pressed tightly to her increasingly moist cunt. She made not the slightest protest when she felt his hot hand settle down over her breast. Oh, how good it felt to have a hand gently massaging her tit through her clothing! In her three years of married life with Jack, she had been happy in all ways, never had she desired or looked for the attention of any other man, never had she wanted a man to touch her!
She liked to be admired, of course, all women have that desire, but never had she wanted to be touched by anyone other than her loving husband. Now, in the space of a few minutes, everything seemed to have changed. She wanted this horrid looking squat Oriental to embrace her, wanted him to fondle her breasts like this. She was relieved when at last his hand was inside her blouse, the eager clever fingers were insinuating themselves under the cup of her bra. Her large firm tit was snuggled into the yellowish skinned palm, her erecting scarlet nipple was trapped in between his fingers as he cupped her whole breast. He agitated his palm and fingers until her nipple was grotesquely hard and stubby, she writhed herself more tightly down on that pleasure-giving ridge lying lengthwise under her cunt. The tingling sensation she experienced there was the same as she got when she was in bed with Jack, and he had spent several long minutes arousing her ready for their fucking.
She tried to bring her thoughts back into line with stark reality. She had found out enough about this Agency to be more than suspicious of it. She should try and get away now, get back to her waiting husband in the car… things were getting out of hand here… she would have to make her stand now, or it might be too late… As if sensing her sudden brief emotion of fear, or her intention to try and get away, Tse Ling dropped one hand to her waist, he slid his arm around her hips and forced her down harder, so that the ridge of the triangular shaft drove harder along her wet twat forcing her panties to form another lining for her vagina. At the same time he forced her to lean forward so that the ridge played on her clitoris again. This time the hypersensitive clitoris bud throbbed and grew in rapid response to the rubbing of the ridge against its head. Tse Ling smiled happily as he saw this young woman close her eyes, throw her head back, and surrender herself to the thrilling erotic pleasures that were coursing through her from her aroused cunt. When her belly began to jerk, when her hips began to roll slowly, when she began to gasp and writhe as if she was already in the throes of intercourse, the wily sensual Oriental knew that victory was his… as it was always, once he got the feminine victim on this ridged mattress in this little smoking den. He quickly had her blouse pulled up under her chin, her bra was unhooked, and her beautifully full white breasts were joggled into exposure. His yellow fingers rolled her nipples, he kneaded the white flesh of her lush tits while she masturbated herself lewdly and with wild abandon on that rubber ridge on the mattress.
Outside her husband still waited, not with so much patience now, but hoping that when Susan did appear she would have something worth while to report…
Through glazed eyes Susan Bowing saw the grinning Oriental bring something into her line of vision, the like of which she had never seen. It was like a fat banana on a curved wooden handle, but when it was held closer to her face she could see it was a beautifully shaped and carved imitation penis. She watched spellbound as the evil little man carefully adjusted the bulbous head of the dummy prick between her gaping wet cunnylips. Grasping the wooden handle firmly, he thrust the perfect rubbery substitute cock up into Susan's horny hole. His eyes searched her face to see just how much she was going to enjoy this perversion, he wanted to have some idea just how deep into degradation he might be able to pull this delightful white-skinned woman.
Her expression thrilled him. Half-fear, half excitement, she lay waiting to let him thrust more rubber cock into her hungry cunt. The way her slippery dull pink cuntlips clutched at the prick of rubber told him just how hungry she was for a man. He wouldn't waste such lust on a feelingless rubber shaft… he would fuck her himself!
She tried to reach down and clasp the wooden handle, when she felt him withdrawing the head of the rubber prick from her cunt-entrance. She almost swooned with eager anticipation when she heard him mutter, "I'm going to fuck you myself, my dear. That's what you want, isn't it?"
Before he had thrust that teasing, tantalizing rubber prick into her, she would have been able to fight this terrible urge to let him do what he liked to her. But now she was obsessed with the need to have some sort of hump-release. It was so silly, she told herself, she had her husband to take care of her fuck needs. Down in the car not so far away Jack would be waiting for her, why was she being so wickedly tempted as to let this horrid Oriental do to her what only her husband should do, what she only wanted her husband to do. Whatever resolve she was trying to make, whatever summoning up of will-power she was attempting, went by the board when she felt herself turned over and hot lips kissed and caressed her naked asscheeks. The Oriental was giving her wicked little love bites all over her ass and now his hands were clawing her cheeks well apart, and he was tracing that wet tongue of his all along her ass crevice. In some weird lust-inducing way he was tugging at her anus itself. He seemed to be stretching the tight ring by pulling the flesh nearby with his thumbs, and then the horrid little man was poking and pushing his finger at the tight entrance until it slid inside the muscles of the ring of flesh. She found she was pushing her cunt hard down on that raised ridge while the finger worked to and fro in her tight rectum.
More out of idle curiosity than any preconceived plan, Tse Ling reached down the side of the sofa with his free hand to where she had put her handbag. He opened it and idly thumbed through the contents. There were several photographs in her bag, he drew them out to look at them better … He froze, she felt his fingers withdraw from her bottom. She looked around and saw that he was looking at the photo of her missing sister Tina. The one she always carried in her bag. The look on the Oriental's face told her that this was the man who knew all about Tina's sudden disappearance… this was the track that could lead to her being found but she also saw the look of extreme anger and cruelty in the fiendish eyes. Tse Ling knew he had been deceived by this attractive young woman. He did not like to be taken for a fool. He had to find out what this young woman was up to. It would be dangerous to let her find out too much about him and his Agency. He had to find out why she had this photo of a young girl whom he had recently sold to a foreign buyer for one of the exclusive brothels in the South of France. It was a whorehouse where a good price could be had for a pretty English girl of not yet twenty.
He dug two fingers wickedly up into Susan's stretched and aching asshole. He was not intent on giving her any pleasure now… only pain. He worked his fingers in her to their knuckle. "Who is this girl?" he snapped, holding the print in front of her face. She did not answer at once, and then she screamed as his fingers began to open and twist deep inside her hot aching shit-hole.
"She's… she's my… sister," she gasped. "My husband and I are trying to find her."
"Your husband?" Tse Ling was on his guard even more. "You said he was he was abroad." ' He's… he's not. He's waiting for me in his car outside. Not far away…" she mumbled, hoping that the revelation that Jack was near would make this horrid cruel man ease up on her. She thought she was clever, he was already taking his fingers out of her asshole. He was afraid, perhaps he would have to let her go now… but he was not letting her get up, instead he was clambering on her back… she felt not his fingers but his rigid prick at the entrance to her asshole.
"You bitch… you filthy white lying bitch," she heard him muttering.
"I'll give you something you'll never forget, white bitch."
She suddenly felt the weight of the man's body along her back, a dull aching pressure being applied to her tight anus, she felt his hands fumbling between his body and her ass, she knew what he was going to do and knew with certainty that she could not do anything to stop this awful rape of her asshole. For several seconds she felt him probing and shifting his position slightly on her raised backside and then when she sensed that he had gained the right line of direction, she tensed herself for the pain she knew was to follow. It felt as if inner fingers were forcing her asshole crudely wide apart to allow the thick cock that he pressed to her to enter her. The sensation of being filled was suddenly upon her, accompanied with a searing almost unbearable pain. She listened to him babbling to the man in their strange tongue, she did not understand a word, but guessed they were speaking about her husband who waited nearby in the car. The tone of their voices added to her anxiety. The other man went from the room and quite obviously he was going out to look for Jack. She knew that under some pretense or other they would get Jack up here into the building, and once both of them were literally prisoners of this evil Tse Ling there would not be much hope of them escaping… like the young sister they were looking for, they too would disappear, and this time perhaps no clues would be left for anyone else to discover and follow the trail.
Susan tried with all her strength to get away from the body clinging to her asshole, to avoid that spearing cock that rammed into her bowels and yet, even as she struggled and cried out, she knew her efforts were doomed to failure. The wily strong little man was using her contortions and writhings to help him sink his thick pecker deeper into her rectum.
His weight finally flattened her down on her front on the bed, she turned her head to see his evil face leering at her, the expression on the sallow countenance was one of utter triumph over her… his cock was inside her anus to the deepest extent. For the first time in her life her flaccid soft ass was filled with rock-hard cock.
The pain was far worse than when she had lost her virginity to an elderly clergyman at twelve. Then her ravisher had been patient, had allowed her time to get used to having a man in her cunt. True he had put his penis into the proper channel, and before the rape was over he had given her some measure of excited pleasure. She was sure there was to be no pleasure at any stage in this vile rape of her asshole by the Oriental procurer.
Tse Ling gently rocked to and fro on her back, letting his cock lever itself against the tight gripping walls of her shit-passage and, incredible as it seemed, Susan began to feel her passage relaxing and not experiencing quite such intense pain as had been her lot when first she had been violated up her ass. She began to find she wanted to try and be an active partner in this unnatural union. She had the urge to rotate and writhe her asscheeks back at his loins, to get some sort of mutual tempo in the movements of their bodies. Tse Ling grinned with evil satisfaction as he looked down at the fleshy white asscheeks jerking back at him, at the way she was moving her whole ass in a small circle of erotic sensuality. Once again the fact that is known to all procurers and one they all trade upon was being made abundantly clear … that in every woman, however virtuous, there is a tiny bit of a desire to be a whore. Most do not get the opportunity to display or to exploit this deep inner desire, but when, as in the case of this young wife, it is made easy and natural for them to behave wantonly, they are not slow to respond.
It was a pity, he told himself, that he could not afford to take the risk of keeping her with him and having a constant sweetly satisfying use of her lush body. He would have to get rid of her husband, and she would have to be sold in the same way that her sister had departed, only much more quickly. Tse Ling did not want to keep this white piece of ass in his establishment a minute longer than was necessary. He was not sure if she and her husband had told anyone else of their suspicions of the Agency. One more indication that he was under any sort of suspicion and he would have to close up the Agency and start again under a new and different guise. If indeed he could get away with it this time, after his luck had held on so many occasions.
Jack Bowing was about to get out of the car and feed the parking meter yet again when a grinning slant-eyed man knocked on the car door.
"Please… you Mister Bo-wing… wait for wife, yes? You come with me please… wife want you… send me for you… come quickly… please." The singsong voice was persuasive, not commanding. Jack knew that if Susan was sending for him something must be wrong. He quickly walked along, with the little Oriental at his side. He was suspicious and yet he had to go and find out what was happening. After all this waiting he was pleased to have a chance to have some action. He was not so pleased when, as soon as he stepped through the swing doors of the outer office of the Agency he was grabbed by two strong yellow-skinned little men who made up for their lack of stature by the clever way in which they applied crucial armholds on him. With both arms held painfully to his back, he was escorted from the main office along a corridor towards the rear of the premises. For a brief moment they paused at the half open door of the room in which Tse Ling was, and found himself hypnotized into stupified tautness at what he saw. His lovely wife was on all fours like an animal, the beastly little hairy yellow-fleshed man was on her back like a dog with a bitch. The thick penis was buried up into Susan's ass, but what made Jake all the more horrified was the way in which his wife was urging on the fiendish Oriental who was clamped to her buttocks. She had reached under her open thighs and was cradling the long drooping ball-sac of the man in her palm. From her contorting mouth came the obscene chant, "Do it harder… fuck me harder… ohraauuuurrrgggghhAAAA… please… harder and dig it deeper into me… ooorrraauuggHHHH!!!!"
Jack realized his wife must be drugged to be behaving like that, and yet, even so, to see one's loving and devoted wife pleading with a wretched Oriental to do it harder to her while his thick cock is frigging up her rectum, was enough to send a man out of his mind.
Tse Ling grabbed her hair and jerked her face upwards so that she was forced to look towards the door where her husband was being held by the two men. Tse Ling had his other hand round and under her loins, the talon fingers frigging at her until she knew she would die if she was not given the sweet much-needed release of her orgasm – husband or no husband watching her, she had to get the gratification every fiber in her drugged body was screaming out for. A demented Jack Bowing watched his wife twisting and jerking at the evil Chinaman as she tried to screw herself down on to those lust-provoking fingers that were frigging her towards either madness or her much needed orgasm. Susan was crying out all the filthiest words Jack had ever heard a woman use.
She was being milked of her cunt-juice and at the same time the jerking prick of the man was sending its hot wet scum deep into her bowels.
Tse Ling looked up in amazement. Just behind the lithe Orientals who were holding the heaving, sobbing Jack Bowing were two of the largest London policemen he had ever seen.
Lost for words for once, Tse Ling rose up, detaching himself gradually from Susan who screamed the foulest abuse at him, at them and at everybody else… As the glowing aftermath of her glorious come wore off, the pain in her rampaged anus grew worse. She lay there limp and exhausted, while the Chinamen released her husband who ran over to try to assist her, at least to cleanse her, or to bring her round to some state of normality.
The policemen, taking in the situation, were quick to arrest Tse Ling.
They telephoned for reinforcements and took away all the employees of the Ling-Tan Agency. Speedily seeing the chances of promotion in their agility at unmasking one of the wiliest brothel supply rackets in the country, long sought by the English and Continental police, the larger of the policemen carefully tore up the piece of paper he had in his pocket. It would never do if anyone knew that their suspicions had not been aroused by anything Tse Ling had done. They had followed Jack Bowing into the building to present him with a ticket for having fed the meter five times and being still parked in the same position!
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