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Chapter 1


My prick was buried deeply in her asshole and she couldn't have moved away from me if she had wanted to, which, I was reasonably certain, she had no wish to do, for I was reaming her steadily, going in all the way to the hilt (causing her to gasp with pleasure from time to time) while gripping her wide hips fiercely. Her name was Jill and she was my friends wife. Don't get me wrong. I wasn't pulling anything on my friend Jack Burns. He had my wife in bed with him this very moment and what he was doing to her I could well imagine. Jack and I, Bull Horton (that's my name), traded partners often. We liked it; our wives liked it. It fulfilled all of us to do it this way. There is nothing so tiresome as being stuck for life with just one sex partner. By the way, my wife's name is Mary. I'm an arranger of music for various groups around the country. You may wonder why they call me "Bull" – my real first name being something quite different (and we won't go into that, either). I used to be a semipro wrestler.
As I was saying, I had my prick buried deeply in Jill's asshole and was stroking her nicely when she hollered suddenly and yanked her butt away from me, breaking contact. I was annoyed at this and started to frown, but she patted my head quickly and explained.
"It hurt terribly, Bill. My goodness, your cock is fat today. Whatever happened to make it grow so large?"
"I don't know. Your asshole inspires me to become bigger and better, I suppose," I replied, half grinning at her, though she could barely see me, being on her hands and knees on the bed with me behind her again ramming it up the shoot but not as far as before.
"Gee, it feels good now, Bull," she cooed. "Please continue with your corn-holing operation." She spread her legs a bit and lowered her head to the pillow, which pushed her asshole upward slightly, making it easier for me to ream her.
"Glad to hear that," I grunted. "When you hollered I thought something terrible was happening."
"Bull," she cried out, her tone of voice almost pleading, "please squirt my asshole full of come. I want you to fill me with the hot goo. She gasped for breath. "Fuck me puppy dog style, baby. Fuck my old ass till it bleeds."
In as much as I already was fucking her ass puppy dog style, it struck me as odd that she should speak of it, to make a request, as it were. I supposed, however, that she was simply talking to excite herself-and me. "Right, baby," I told her, grunting the words. "Wiggle your ass about. Make me hotter." She did so. "Up and down, too," I told her. "Not just sideways."
"But it hurts like hell," she sobbed, surprising me. "This is the first time you've rammed your prick up my ass and I don't know if I can handle all that cock. You're so terribly large, Bull. I do believe I'd prefer it in my cunt.
Would you…?"
"No," I retorted. "You know better than to ask me to change in the middle of it. I'll fuck you in the cunt later. Right now, baby, your asshole is going to take all the hard pounding my joy-stick can give it."
"Oh, you terrible brute, you!" she cried. "You're making my poor little asshole bleed and you couldn't care less."
"Right you are, Jill baby. I couldn't care less. What's more, you couldn't care more, if that makes any sense. You love having your asshole reamed. Don't forget, I've been on top of your lush frame before."
"But you never corn-holed me before, Bull honey. Honestly, it hurts awfully.
Please yank it out of my ass and ram it up my cunt instead. I beg you to."
"You're bringing me down, baby," I said half snarling the words. "Is that what you want – a partner all brought down? I'll bet Mary isn't bringing Jack down.
I… "
"I'm sorry," she broke in. "I take it all back. Keep on fucking my asshole.
I'll stand it. I may even learn to love it, but the pain – the pain is really something else… you're so awfully large this time, dear."
I pulled my cock out of her asshole and wiped it on the sheet. Getting off the bed, I stood on the floor and stared at her. "Think I'll go home, Jill baby," I said flatly. "No. Can't go home. Jack will be reaming Mary. No. Can't go home.
Tell you what. I'll go to a bar for a couple of hours and by that time Jack will be through with Mary, she'll have called here saying they're through for the evening… and… let me see… Oh yes… I'll call you to find out if Mary has called. Okay, Jill baby?" I started to pull on my briefs, for both of us were nude.
She turned over and sat with her arms wrapped about her legs. "You're really angry with me, aren't you, Bull?"
I looked at her briefly. "No. Hell no. I'm not angry. I'm just disgusted."
She looked very contrite. "I'm so sorry dear. I don't know what came over me awhile ago. I guess it was the size of you… I mean, you were so large… well, it hurt me, damn it. You understand that, don't you?" Her big blue eyes flashed and she brushed her long, blonde hair out of her eyes nervously. "Don't you?" she repeated. "Don't you understand?"
"Sure. I know what's wrong. You don't like me tonight. You wish I were somewhere else. I felt that the moment I entered the house earlier." This wasn't quite true; in fact it wasn't true at all – I merely wanted to get a rise out of her.
She bounded off the bed, her titties flopping about excitingly. She had a wonderful body, this woman. Flat tummy, large, firm breasts, not too much hair in the cunt region (I hate a lot of pubic hair, for same reason), but plenty of it on her head. Her hair there was long and very blonde, naturally so; it hung own prettily over her shoulders even now when it should have been in a state of disarray (after all the corn-holing mauling I had been giving her), her eyes were blue, as I have said previously, and very large. When she looked at you it was somewhat like having a child do so. Because of her large eyes, I mean. They were so big and round and… well, damn it, trusting. Jill Burns was no child-she was twenty-six and she and her husband Jack had been swapping partners with my wife Mary and me for more than six months now.
"Hey," she said, "we seem to have gotten off on the wrong foot tonight, Bull dear. What say we have a couple of drinks and start all over again?
My prick was still hard, but when she said this something happened to it – it went quickly limp. I glanced down at it, gave it a pull or two, nervously, with my hand and laughed tensely. "See what you've done to me," I told her "No cockee, no funnee."
"Hah," she said. "I know you well enough to know all I have to do is suck it a moment and it'll get harder and bigger than a… a… than anything," she finished, evidently not being able to supply the word she was looking for.
"That's all it takes," she added. "A good suck job."
I scratched my head and smoothed my black hair out of my eyes at the same time.
"Why don't we try it and see. Here's my cock and there's your mouth," I went on, pointing to her lips half in jest. I had taken my cock in my hand and was stroking it gently.
"Hey baby, don't jack that thing off on me, unless it's in my mouth or someplace!" she cried, and ran across the room like a nut. I saw her yank the draperies together over the window and now I understand her sudden move. She was afraid someone might see us through the window. She ran back to me and knelt down in her nudity and kissed my balls feverishly. "Oh, I do wish you'd wash the crap off your dick so I could go down on you, dear," she murmured.
"Crap? What crap?… Oh… from your ass… okay… just hold that pose while I step into the bath… won't take but a moment." I went to the bathroom and quickly washed my prick and dried it. Returning to the bedroom, I saw she wasn't on her knees but was lying across the bed with one leg drawn up and crossed over the other in what could only be described as a very sexy manner.
"Hey," I cried out. "Do you ever look fuck-able, baby. Christ, you're enough make a man explode."
She raised up a little and stared at me. "Then how come your dick's not getting hard like it should."
"The water, I suppose. Don't forget you sent me to wash it off."
"Sit on my chest and stick your dick between my titties and into my mouth, dear," she urged. "I feel as if I want to try it every way tonight."
"Just a few minutes ago you wanted a couple of drinks instead of sex. What's with you, baby?"
She laughed shortly. "I don't honestly know, Bull dear. I seem to be out of sorts tonight. I think it was because you hurt me when you rammed it up my…"
She didn't complete the sentence, but there was a look of pain on her pretty face.
"Are you telling me you've never been corn-holed before?" I asked, anger stirring inside me for some unknown reason.
"Of course I've had cocks up my ass, baby. Jack has often reamed me from the rear, but yours, man, yours tonight is just too large and hard to be real. It hurts, Bull. It hurts like hell. It hurts so much it turns me off, dear."
"You like small dicks?" I asked irritably. "Then maybe I should clear out, after all. Tell you what. I'll go to the bar and you can stay here by yourself and finger-fuck your twat. How would you like that, baby?"
She ran to me and threw her arms bout my waist, burying her face against my chest. She kissed my chest repeatedly and then, little by little, she sank down to one knee, all the while kissing my flesh as she went lower. She kissed my tummy, ran her tongue about inside my navel and then after leaning back and taking note of how I was growing, kissed the end of my stiff peter. I nearly blew off in her face, the kiss felt so wonderful. She kissed me again on the end and then a moment later kissed my balls lovingly, sucking them momentarily.
"Oh, I could suck you for twelve hours nonstop," she murmured. "I really could.
What I can't handle is your mammoth prick rammed up my asshole. I wish I could, honey, but I just can't."
"It doesn't have to be buried in your ass, baby. I have no objections to your kissing me off. Why don't you? Go ahead, kiss me off. I'll blow a wad down your throat that will choke… I mean to say… I'm very hot again… would you please, baby?" My irritability had left me now and excitement had taken its place.
"Kiss you off? Why, certainly, Bull. I'll kiss and suck your cock till you fill me with thick gobs of your stuff. I just love it that way. Honest I do. But you know that. I sucked you off many times before, dear."
"Take it in your mouth, baby. Eat that thing," I rapped, my heart hammering within. I placed my hands at my sides and leaned forward so that she might get to my prong more easily. "Take that cock in your mouth, Jill baby. Suck it till hell won't have it."
"Oh, I love to hear you talk that way, Bull dear. It's so exciting. Why don't you force me to suck the come out of you? How thrilling it would be to be forced to suck a guy off. My my… I'd love that."
I laughed tensely. "Come off it, baby. I don't have to force you to suck it.
You're dying to do it. I know you are. So… get busy. Since yon won't allow me to corn-hole you tonight, I'll settle for second best – being sucked off. Go ahead now… take my prong between your lips and tug at it. I'm getting hotter by the moment."
She giggled a bit and dropped to both knees. I half-closed my eyes, my body bent forward, and waited to feel her lips and tongue caressing my prick. It wasn't long in coming. Her lips were soft, and warm and the light, ever so light pressure she used was enough to make my head fall off. Fortunately, it didn't. She grasped my butt with one hand, her fingers sinking deeply into my ass flesh and squeezing it hard. Her other hand was used to lift my balls gently and ever so lightly massage them while she sucked my whang. I could have blown off immediately, could have filled her mouth and throat with come, but I held it back. I wanted to enjoy this terrific sensation as long as possible, for each time her tongue moved across the head of-my whang, a shiver shot up and down my back, my spine tingled, my knees buckled slightly and I think I might have fallen had I not known this sensation went along with being cock-sucked.
"Oh, baby…," I cooed. "This is fabulous." She removed my cock from her mouth. "Squirt all the thick goo into me that you can, honey. I want to swallow all you've got. Don't make me – suck too long. It's very tiring to the neck."
"I can blow off any time," I told her, my voice filled with frantic excitement.
"Want to receive my wad now, baby?"
"Anytime, dear," she answered. "Give me all you've got, though. I won't settle for any little dabs of it."
I grasped her long hair in both hands, shot my loins forward – I suppose there was a some-what depraved look on my face at the moment – how can one indulge in such horny pyrotechnics without looking somewhat depraved? – and blew my stack. My stack of course wasn't a stack at all but a long, flowing, squirting process during which my head threatened to fall off again on several occasions.
She had grasped both cheeks of my buttocks now and was pinching my flesh with all the strength she possessed. This caused me to project my loins forward even more than before, and I suppose if a photograph of us could have been taken it would have shown that my back was bowed considerably. Jill, the beauty, continued to suck my whang with great enthusiasm her blonde head shooting back and forth with energy – and that is the correct word for it – "shooting" -for each time she went down on me I would, in effect and in fact, shoot another load down her pretty throat. I daresay I could have kept this up for a long period of time, but suddenly she pulled away, exhausted and nearly sobbed, so tired was she.
"Oh baby!" she cried. "I'm all done in. My goodness, what a horny bastard you are tonight. You have more fluid than a wild stallion." Despite her words, she returned her red lips to my quivering cock and went down on me three more times, causing me to squirt more into her eager mouth.
"If you want more, I can furnish it," I cried frantically, hoping she had changed her mind about being tired.
She pulled away and fell to the floor, the come running slowly from her opened mouth. For a moment I thought she might have died, and this threw me into a state of consternation, but after examining her I saw that she was indeed only exhausted and needed rest. I stood over her, my whang dripping come onto her body, but neither of us paid any attention to this – the truth being that I was somewhat exhausted as well.
"Ho, baby," she murmured." What a goddamn hell of a wonderful cock you have."
"And what a lovely cocksucker yon are, baby," I returned.
"Lie down on the floor and let me play with you after I've rested a bit, dear," she begged. "I swear I've never known you to be as horny as you are tonight.
Have you been taking special vitamins or something?"
I laughed tensely. "Hell no. Vitamins don't help, you know that. What helps is a very hot female and that's what you are, Jill – a very hot female." I thought I might as well flatter her a little. Flattery usually works well with females. I lay down on the floor, my body pressed tightly against hers, my cock touching her bare tummy. My whang was extremely hot, but her tummy was hotter.
I thought this extraordinary.
"Please bang my cunt after a bit, dear," she pleaded. "My cunt needs to be banged very much."
"Very well," I replied. "Let me know when you've regained your breath."
"I'm okay now, Bull. Get on top and ram that tube up my slit. I swear I'm ready for an orgasm right this moment, just from your cock touching my tummy. Christ, I'm hot. I mean I'm getting hotter by the moment."
"Hey," I said. "This evening is turning out to be okay all. For a time I was real down. Now I feel great. Want to suck it a little before I ram it up your box and cream you, baby?"
"I'll suck you off if you'd rather have it done that way, Bull. However, I prefer to be balled. Would you just as soon fuck me as be sucked off?"
"Sure, baby. I'll fuck your hot, tight cunt. Spread your legs wide and let me get between them. I got a hot rod here for you, Think you can take all of it up your slit?"
"Wow!" she cried when she saw how large my tube had become again. "What's happening to you. I don't remember you ever being this big before."
"You said that once, already," I grinned. "Open your cunt. I'm coming in, all nine inches of hard prick."
"Oh… I love hearing you talk that way, Bull. I wonder if Jack is talking the same way to Mary right about now."
"Probably. Mary says he gets terribly… well, vulgar at times."
"Wonderful to be vulgar," she murmured strangely.
"Did – er – Jack ever tell you how much he lips Mary's twit when they're alone together? I asked, but not for nasty reasons. I really wanted to find out if Jill knew this.
"N-No, he never mentioned that," she answered hesitantly. "He did tell me that Mary is crazy about sucking his prong, though. Says she fairly eats him up every time we swap partners. He also told me that Mary has quite a lot of passion for make-believe. She likes to conjure up weird figures and pretend they are fucking her."
"Yea," I said, nodding my head. "She likes doing that very much. Sometimes she pretends I'm a male dog and wants me to fuck her from the rear." I coughed.
"That is, she likes to pretend this. She doesn't do it, actually. She isn't nuts, you know."
"Oh… I get on with it. Push your stiff tube into me and let's swing," she cried. "I swear, my cunt is just aching to be massaged."
I got between her legs for the second time and using my hand, aimed my prong at her opening. The head of it entered and I thrust hard, resting my weight on my left elbow while doing so. My prick leaped into the confines of her warm, wet cunt and I rammed it all the way in – to the hilt. "Like that?" I asked grunting.
"Oh… wonderful… but you are so big, dear. So very big. I can't get over the size of your whang. It's bigger than a horse's."
I laughed tensely. "What do you know about the size of a horse's whang? You ever been caught by a horse?"
"I was brought up on a farm and there were plenty of times when I had occasion to see the size of a horse's whang, baby," she returned.
I pulled my cock up a bit, and shoved it back in, making the movement meaningful but not too violent. I wanted her to be even more lubricated than she was. Otherwise, she would soon be complaining about how my cock hurt her box. Couldn't have that. One thing to have it hurt asshole; another to have it hurt her box.
"Like that?" I asked again, moving slightly faster down and taking smoother strokes.
She doubled up her fits and began to pound me on the back joyfully. "You're damned right I like it," she rasped. "Go faster, baby. Fuck the loving pee right out of me. Make me blow all over this bed. I want you to give me an orgasm such as no woman has ever before had."
"What makes you think I can do that?" I grunted, pleased that she should say the words just the same.
"Because of the size of you, you nut. Your whang is so big tonight, if I didn't know better, I'd swear you'd had another one grafted onto the old one, which was plenty good as it was."
"Thank you, baby, but will you please shut up. Your husband is probably right this moment being sucked off by my wife and what do I get from you in return – just a lot of talk."
Her lower lip protruded and she pouted playfully. "That's not fair. You've got all of me there is to get."
I laughed gleefully. "That's what you think, baby. Wait till the end of my cock appears in your mouth. Then you can get fucked at one end and the other can suck."
"I swear," she cried, and it was almost an outburst, "that your whang is long enough tonight to appear in my throat – coming up all the way through my body."
"Hey," I said suddenly. "Do me a favor?"
"Sure, honey baby," she said sweetly "What is it?"
"Instead of moving your chops, wiggle your pretty ass. I have a prick buried inside you and I'd like to have it blow pretty soon. How bout it?"
"My pleasure," she said, smiling prettily, and began to wiggle her ass like crazy from that point on. It was a mere matter of minutes before I felt my peak being reached. I pumped it into her fast now and she hung onto my butt fiercely as I emptied out the contents of my sex organ. It squirted into her with considerable force and while this was happening I realized from the way she was breathing and moaning that she, too, was having a climax.
"Oh my God, Bull," she cried. "I'm coming all over the place."
"My dear Jill," I said, "please do me the honor of coming all over my imbedded prick." I knew it was a stupid thing to say, but when a lovely gal says she is about to, blow her rocks and that your cock is the sole reason for it, or words to that effect, then it's not the time to be racking the brain in order to come up with something sharp to say. In the first place the brain isn't sharp at such a time and in the second place who cares about the first place? "Blow it, baby, blow it hard," I added for good measure.
"Come with me," she cried as the most wanton look had ever seen came over her.
She "hooked" her heels over my ankles and, her tongue protruding slightly – it made her seem almost idiotic – she began pumping at my loins. I buried it deeply into her cunt, reached beneath her ass and grabbed flesh. If she wanted wild, brutal fucking I was just the guy to give it to her. "Oh my God!" she screamed, "you're killing me… you're killing me… ugh!… here I come… my… God… this feels so good." And then I knew she had had her orgasm. Her hands let go of my ass and her body went limp. "Oh… that was so good, Bull, so very good!" she sighed.



Chapter 2


Jack and Jill Burns lived in a large frame house that had been built in the late nineteen-twenties. Someone had taken extremely good care of the old house, for it looked better than many of the ones built later than nineteen-fifty.
Jack Burns had bought the place from someone who had, in turn, bought it from the original owner, so I didn't know really which one of the three had been responsible for keeping it in such excellent condition, perhaps all of them had. The house was located on Trio Street, which sounds like a very odd name for a street. A rock group, yes, but a street…? Well… Trio was probably someone's smart idea as a substitution for Third, there being one block in either direction running parallel, a Fourth and a Second Street.
When I left Jill's place it was quite late – about midnight, I would say, but I had only a short distance to go home and when I arrived there, I deliberately went to the side door to let myself in, taking pains to make considerable noise while doing so. This was to warn Mary and Jack that I had returned (so they wouldn't be caught sucking each other, say) and it was also a subtle hint to Jack to cut out for his place. According to our rules, he didn't have to go home till he or Mary felt like it, but I wasn't up to observing rules at the moment.
I wanted to go to bed. And sleep.
Apparently, they had taken no notice of my noise-making; for when I walked upstairs into the big front bedroom where Mary and I slept he was lying across the bed and she was on her knees busily engaged in sucking his rather ugly-looking dick, her red head bobbing up and down frantically. I coughed on purpose, but she merely looked up at me and continued to suck Jack's dick. I glanced at him three or four times before he even bothered to return my glance.
He grinned somewhat sheepishly, waved one hand weakly and closed his eyes. He made no move to push her away from his dick, nor did she offer to knock things off at least until I appeared to be in the process of leaving the room, which I didn't do. Their complete indifference to my presence intrigued the hell out of me and I stood there shifting weight from one foot to the other, wondering what was with these two.
"Hey," I cried, "can't you stop that long enough to look at me?" I meant this for Mary, who was wearing only her pajama bottoms. Her tits stuck out prominently and, strange as it may sound, I was quite proud of them. "Hey," I repeated. "For Pete's sake, hold it a moment."
Mary stopped sucking Jack's dick for about one second, during which time she favored me with a get-lost look and continued with her, joystick gobbling. Jack stiffened his body, and clutched at the sides of the bed, his face a picture of ecstasy, rapture, something. Mary bobbed her head up and down faster, placed her hands under Jack's bare ass, raised him slightly, while he wrapped one leg about her neck lightly. She continued to suck his prick as if her very life depended on doing a good job of it, and then it happened. Jack hollered out and immediately followed this with along sighing moan, while his body, first stiff and rigid, went limp as Mary kept on with her wild, frantic suck job. I think she would have been going down on him yet if he hadn't patted her cheek and told her I was in the room, whereupon she sprang to her feet, grabbed up the tops of her pajamas and pulled them on, very much as if I were a total stranger to her instead of her husband.
"Why the hell are, you here?" she cried. "Were you spying on us, Bull Horton?"
Her face was contorted and I knew she was as mad as could be-I had seen her this way many times before. "Damn you," she went on. "Say something. You were spying on us, weren't you, you fink?"
Jack sighed and sat up suddenly, pulling the bed clothing over his nudity.
"Mary," he said," Bull just happened to stumble in on us. I mean, he wasn't spying on us. You ought to know… he wouldn't do a thing like that… would you, Bull? He…"
"Wait a minute, you two," I broke in. "So what if I was spying on you? What's so terrible about that? Maybe I secretly enjoy seeing my wife suck off my friend. Why get so uptight about it? Anything goes. That's what the four of us have always said. So…" I spread my hands.
Mary sat down on the bed and knocked at her hair with her hand. "I'm sorry, Bull. I shouldn't have accused you of spying. That was nasty of me. Forgive me, please. I don't mind if you see me sucking off Jack."
The tension in the room seemed to melt instantly and all three of us smiled.
"Maybe," Jack said, "I could call up Jill, ask her to come over, and then we could have a four-way fuck-fest. Would that be okay with you wonderful people?"
I shook my head carefully. "Sorry, Jack. Some other time it'll be fine. We should try it in all sorts of different ways, but tonight is out. For a very good reason – I'm pooped."
He laughed and looked at Mary. "Okay, Mary, I'll just pull on my clothing and go home, if it's okay with you."
"You're not mad, are you, Jack?" she asked, looking up at him.
He grinned and looked over at me. "Nope. Not mad. Just want to put my clothes on. Would you…?"
"Sure," I replied, grinning. "I'll step out of the room while you put your clothes on. Sorry. I'm rather slow tonight. Told you I was pooped." I moved out of the room quickly, despite being "pooped" (which I wasn't – not really), and went downstairs. A few minutes passed and Jack came down. "Have a drink before you go, Jack?" I asked, just being polite.
"Think I'll just cut out. See you later, Bull," Jack was out the front door and gone before I could say another word. I wondered if I had offended him in some way, decided I couldn't have. Probably not. Jack was an insurance man whose office was next door to our home. He was thirty years of age, had brown hair, was a fairly good-looking guy, a nice guy certainly, and I definitely didn't want to offend him since offending him (in itself something I didn't want to do) would mean that our four way swap relationship would be ended, something I profoundly didn't want to happen – Jill was too good a piece of ass for that sort of thing.
I had one drink and returned to the upstairs bedroom only to find the lights off and Mary, apparently, in bed sleeping.
"Hey," I said softly. "You sleeping?" No answer.
I said no more but quietly undressed in the dark as best I could and climbed into bed, naked I must have dropped off to sleep. … something very wet and warm was attempting to cover my face and when I tried to lift myself it bore down onto me savagely. With a great burst of energy and show of strength I threw it off and heard a crashing, thudding sort of sound (that is, it was partly crashing, partly thudding, if that makes any sense) and it was then I heard Mary whimpering from the vicinity of the floor.
I say the floor because she had to be there; she wasn't in the bed. Quickly, I turned on a light and leaned over the side of the bed. Mary was sitting on the floor wearing only her pajama tops. She looked at me oddly, brushed her red hair out of her large green eyes, looked at me again and then at her lower extremities.
"I was having the damnedest dream, honey. Guess you could say it was a nightmare. There was this terrible evil thing that kept whispering in my ear to sit on the devil's face and smother him. When I say evil thing that's what I mean, exactly. I never saw anything. I could feel something wet and very warm touching me, rubbing up against me and I could hear the voice, but I couldn't see anything. I… "
"The devil you're talking about turned out to be me, honey," I said crossly,
"which is why I threw you to the floor. You were smothering me." I coughed. "I don't like being smothered by my own wife." I grabbed her under the arms and lifted her back into bed and pulled the sheet over her. "Watch those crazy dreams, kiddo, or next time I may toss you out of a window."
She was silent for a moment. Then: Bull, aren't you angry with me? Is something troubling you, honey? Have I done something to irritate you? Tell me, if I have, honey. Don't keep it inside you."
"I'm not mad at you," I growled.
"Are you upset because you saw me sucking Jack's dick?"
"Of course not. Suck his dick all you want to. After all I had mine buried up his wife's asshole at almost the same time."
She moved over suddenly and placed her red head on my chest and lightly bit one of my nipples. "I'd much rather suck your dick, you know, honey. Any time.
Anywhere." She bit my nipple again, lightly. "Right now if you'd like it. How about it, honey? Want to blow a gusher in mama's mouthy?"
"Too tired," I replied "Besides, you've had enough of cock-sucking for one night, haven't you?"
She lifted her head and slapped my face.
"Hey," I cried. "What the hell was that for?"
She got up out of bed and stood there, her cunt plainly visible. "I don't care for what you said or the way you said it. I think I'll sleep in the guest room tonight."
I grinned. "Oh come on, Mary honey. You know I didn't mean anything by what I said. Get back in bed. By the way, you look charming standing there with your cunt all exposed to view."
She placed her hands over her box and leaned slightly forward, her eyes darting about evidently looking for her pajama bottoms. She didn't find them because I had them in the bed with me. "Damn it!" she cried out. "Can't anything turn out right this night?"
I sat up and stared at her critically. "Now what the hell does that mean?" I asked, my tone considerably louder than before.
"Means nothing," she replied. "Just that you came home right when I was… sucking him off… made me feel… funny… still does… I'm going to the guest room. Good night." Her tone was chilly now.
"Mary," I said sternly, "come back here. I want you to sleep with me. I may want to lip you during the night. I'm tired, but I'm still a pretty hot guy." I waited a moment. She didn't move toward me. "Please, I went on, "please get in bed. I want to go down on you… later."
She gave me the coldest look this side of Nome. "I won't do it. I'm sleeping in the guest room."
This irked me, for I was trying to be nice to her, but she wouldn't let me.
"All right," I said. "Go sleep in the guest room. Who cares. I'm tired and I'll be goddamned if I'm going to argue with a silly female all night." I reached up and turned out the light.
"You could at least leave the light on so I could see to leave the room," she called out angrily from the darkness.
"Get back in bed and stop acting like a child," I told her, not very wisely. If there is one thing women don't like its being accused of acting like children.
"You so-and-so!" she cried out. "You're making me madder by the moment."
"Help yourself," I said. "Throw a tantrum if you like. Who cares?"
I felt something falling on me then like a ton of lead. It was Mary. She had thrown herself on top of me out of sheer anger, but it didn't work out as she had evidently hoped. Instead of hurting me it hurt her, but only a little I soon learned. Her butt was in my face and as I, even though I had been startled and slightly angered by her action, felt her warm flesh against my cheek I playfully ran my tongue over her ass and dipped it into her cunt quickly. She moaned and went limp.
"Oh honey," she moaned, "keep on doing that. Boy, does it feel good."
I stopped it. "Sorry," I said softly. "I can't very well tongue your cunt if you're going to sleep in the guest room." Sure, I was being childish myself now. I knew it. The hell with it.
She found my lips and kissed me wetly. "Honey, I was just kidding about sleeping in the guest room. Please tongue me off. Your tongue up my cunt drives me absolutely wild."
"I know it," I said, and turned away from her. "I've had my tongue in your box couple a hundred times lately."
She stroked my shoulders and arms gently, beseechingly. I liked it. "Please, honey. Put your head between my legs and make me come. I'm so dreadfully hot I think I'm going to die if I don't get some satisfaction."
"Go in the guest room and masturbate," I said, roughly. "I'm tired."
She was silent for a long time while I waited for her outburst, but it never came. Instead, she rose from the bed swiftly and finally and walked out of the room, stumbling somewhat over shoes and other objects on the floor. I heard her swear once or twice, but she said nothing to me. She was gone then and I waited a full minute before turning on the light.
"You acted like a goddamned kid, Bull Horton," I muttered. "You big ass. Now go in to her and apologize for being a fool." Though I spoke the words and knew I should do this thing, I didn't. I continued to lie on the bed, my brain awhirl, though for some reason I didn't feel as tired now and I wondered about this. A few minutes before I had been almost exhausted, but now I wasn't, so I got up from the bed slowly, standing beside, it for several minutes, thinking. I was hoping Mary would come running back to me to tell me she was sorry for having gone to the guest room. No such thing happened. Finally, I sat down heavily on the bed, lighted a cigarette, took two drags on it and snubbed it out. Hell with smoking. Smoking was for punks.
"Mary," I called out loudly. "Come back to the room. I want you."
I waited for all of five minutes, perhaps longer and then got to my feet again and walked down the hall to the guest room. It was dark in the room as I called softly to her. There was no answer. I switched on a light and saw she wasn't in the room. The bed was slightly mussed, but there was no Mary in it. I saw a closet door standing ajar and looked behind it. I wouldn't have known if any of her articles of clothing were missing, but so far as I could tell, none were. I went down the hallway, down the, stairs and tried the front door. The lock wasn't on. This meant she had gone out-she had done this before when we had fought. I shrugged and started to return to the bedroom upstairs when a thought hit me. I stepped out of the house and crossed the yard and glanced in the direction of Jack and Jill Burn's house. There was a light on upstairs, none down. This meant nothing in itself. Perhaps Jack was taking a shower before going to bed. Who could say? I certainly couldn't, except for one small thing, that is. The small thing was a nagging thought and the thought was that Mary had gone to the Burns place to be made by Jack again.
This wasn't playing the game according to our rules.
I went upstairs and dressed quickly and left the house. When I arrived at the front door of the Burns place, the door swung open and a light (a small, dim one to be sure) came on in back of her.
"Hello, Jill," I said, trying to sound light and airy. "Here I am again."
"Crazy," she said laughing. "Mary is here already. She came just a minute ago.
I was about to call and have you come over. The four of us… well, three of us would like to… would you?" She took my arm, drew me inside and locked the door. "Four-way fuck-feat, baby. Interested?" She looked up into my eyes sexily. "Makes me hot as hell just to think about it. I hope we start right off with the sucking bit."
"Mary and I had a bit of a fight, Jill," I said slowly. "I'm not sure she'll even speak to me at the moment."
"Oh, I'm sure she's over that now, baby. She told us something about it, how she got mad and went to sleep in the guest room, but because she had hot pants, decided to come here, hoping you'd follow her so all four of us could have some fun."
"No kiddin'? Did she really say that?" I asked.
"Well… words to that effect, baby. Come on, Jack and Mary are lying on the carpet in the rec room waiting for us. Incidentally, they're naked, waiting for us to… well, you know what, baby."
"Hell with it," I said irritably. "She ran out on me. I'm griped. I'd rather just have you. Let her and Jack wait for us, baby. Let's you and me go to your bedroom and fuck. Let's fuck for a long time. I feel like it."
She squeezed my arm and laughed, her long, blonde hair flopping about her head as she turned it, her large blue eyes flashing up lust at me, her bosom doing considerable heaving and looking very suckable indeed.
"Think I'd like to suck on your titties, baby," I said suddenly. "Is that okay with you?"
"You can suck anything I have, Bull, if you want to. Want me to stand right here and let you suck my titties or shall we go to the bedroom?"
"Makes no difference to me, but maybe the bedroom would be the best place."
"Hey," she said, regarding me very seriously with those large blue eyes for a moment. "I thought you said earlier you were tired."
"I was tired, Jill. I really was, but for some crazy reason I got over it. I'm ready to ball now."
She regarded me suspiciously. "You aren't wanting to corn-hole me again, are you? Gee, I hope not. My asshole is so sore from that big whang of yours I can hardly sit down. Please confine your prodding's to my cunt, will you?"
I moved away from her, feeling very hot now, and bowed low in mock fashion. "If Madame doesn't wish her asshole to be stabbed by the gentleman's brutal whang, then the gentleman promises not to ram it up that particular aperture. However, should Madame evidence a change of mind regarding the gentleman's ramming procedures, will the Madame kindly permit the gentleman to share this knowledge with her?"
She giggled and pulled her titties out of her pajamas – they being the one-piece type – "Oh, you silly thing," she laughed. "Why don't you just bury your face in my tits and start sucking while we walk to the bedroom?"
"My pleasure," I cried, and placed my arm about her shoulders while at the same time taking one of her titties into my mouth. I sucked it savagely, so savagely that she slapped my face playfully.
"You brute," she said. "You make me come in my pajamas. Come on, let's get in bed quickly."
"Mmmmm…," I said, my mouth being too full of tit flesh to speak distinctly.
I removed the breast with my hand and rubbed it momentarily. Glancing into her blue eyes, I saw the wild lust she had for me. Grinning tensely, I unzipped my pants and she pulled out my stiffened, quivering penis. It was as hard as any rock.
"How very nice," she murmured, her eyes bulging. "I do believe I shall suck you off, Bull baby. Would you mind?"



Chapter 3


Of course the sensible thing to have said would have been, "Why naturally, I'd love to have you suck my cock," but I didn't. Instead, I tilted her chin up and said something else. "You mentioned a four-way fuck-fest. That happens to be what I'm interested in, baby." I laughed. "Let's get it started, the four of us, shall we?" I watched her eyes carefully.
"Please, Bull," she whispered. "We can have the fuck-fest later. Right now I'd like to take your whang into my mouth and suck it till it explodes. I seem to be obsessed with wanting to suck you off. Was I ever like this before? This much, I mean?"
I laughed again. "I've seen you when you were damned hot, Jill, but to tell the truth I've never seen you quite like this. Have you been shooting speed? That makes females very hot sometimes, you know."
She raised her hand as if to swear on her word of honor. "So help me, I haven't taken a thing. Nothing but booze, that is. What difference does it make? You have a stiff quivering penis and I have willing lips. Why not let me use them on your whang, baby? Don't you want to blow your wad down my throat?"
"Of course I do, but not here. Let's go to the bedroom."
We were in the bedroom now and she was busy stripping off her pajamas. I pulled off my trousers and shoes and socks but left my shirt on for some reason. I fell back on the bed and she howled like a female wolf as she threw herself on my legs and began to suck my dick hungrily. I could have filled her mouth immediately, but I knew if I did this she would be disappointed, and I liked the act going for as long as I could hold it. She hurt me slightly on several occasions by biting down with her teeth. However, each time and immediately after the biting she would stop it and simply lip my prong. It felt great. I could hear her breathing fast and hard as her head bobbed up and down and I could, of course, feel her sucking action, but I would have liked to see her face, to see my swollen tube jabbing at her mouth. It is an extremely exciting thing to actually witness females doing this to you with the look of wild lust on their faces. There is no wild lust-look as wild as the one seen on a woman's face when she is sucking a prick when she wants to do it, that is.
"Turn around, baby," I murmured, my voice hoarse. "Turn around and let me do it to you." I slapped her butt as l spoke.
"Oh how wonderful, Bull baby. Slap me again. I swear, it nearly made me come."
She turned her body around and I reached for her hips to lower her cunt to my lips easily. Her cunt was hot, even feverish and when I kissed it, running my tongue over and into it, she stiffened her entire body and arched her back at the same time. This pulled her lips away from my dick, which I didn't care for at all. She apparently sensed this, for her body quickly went limp and a moment later I felt her lips kissing my pulsating whang again. Immediately following the kissing bit her lips enveloped me and I felt her go all the way down on my swollen joy-stick. Once again I could have blown off, filling her mouth and throat with thick male juice but held it back. I had the feeling this was going to be one of the greatest sex sessions I had ever known, and as if to accentuate this she moaned and bobbed her head up and down frantically on my cock while at the same time giving me the fuck-motion with her loins. I held my tongue as stiff as I could and let her cunt go about it, to envelope it, release it, lose contact and to make contact again, repeating the enveloping process over and over again. It was as if she were "jacking off" my tongue. Her cunt became more and more moist until it threatened to drown me with its sweet juices and once or twice I had to come up for air, my chin and cheeks dripping her come-juice. All the while she kept on sucking me and it's not bragging to say I could have blown my nuts a half-dozen times, so hot had I become.
Suddenly she stopped. "Isn't this wonderful, Bull? Are you really as hot as you seem to be or is it me?"
Naturally, I had to cease tonguing her box momentarily in order to reply. "I'm hot, baby. Don't talk. Suck."
"All right," she gasped, and as I returned my mouth to her wet box I felt her warm lips go suddenly about my penis. I was caught off guard, so to speak, for the moment her lips enveloped my cock I let go and sprayed her mouth and throat thoroughly. She sucked hard and fast at my cock then and I honey-dipped her frantically, causing her to achieve an orgasm. I could tell she hit the peak by the way she drew her knees up, pressing her cunt fiercely against my mouth, groaning and moaning like a woman should do in such ecstatic moments, and then she suddenly was screaming and pulling my hair like a madwoman. Time after time her body shuddered as I tongued her nub and I think she might have died had I not been forced to cease out of sheer exhaustion. She went limp on me then (for the second time) and it was a full two minutes before either of us spoke.
"Bull," she whispered, "that was the beet ever. My God, I think I had at least four orgasms, each more intense than the previous one. I do believe I could have continued going off all night long if you hadn't stopped."
"I had to," I gasped. "I was pooped. That's twice in one night for me to be pooped. What a woman you are, Jill. You drive a guy damned near crazy with your hotness."
She rolled off me and turned around so that her head was on the pillow beside mine. She kissed me impulsively, wetly. "I wonder if Mary and Jack are having as much of a ball as we have, baby."
"Probably. Mary's very likely sucking his dick for the third or fourth time."
Jill giggled. "Gee, baby, I'd like to sneak up and see her sucking off my husband. It would be like wow, baby." With this she jumped up from the bed and pulled on my arm. "Come on, let's see if we can catch them doing something exciting."
"Come off it, Jill," I told her. "You know that's against the rules. Our rules."
"It wouldn't hurt… just once, would it?" She was pouting now.
I sat up and swung my feet off the bed. My shirt was badly wrinkled, but I didn't care. Pulling on my under shorts, I gestured to her to pull on her pajamas, which she did quickly. I drew on my trousers also and stood in the middle of the room. I found my shoes then and put them on.
Jill looked at me with the large blue eyes of hers, brushed her long, slightly damp (from perspiration) blonde hair out of her eyes and took my hand again.
"We'll be as quiet as can be," she whispered conspiratorially. "We'll sneak up on them and watch what they're doing to each other and then we'll leave without making a sound. Agreed?"
I shrugged. "It's still breaking the rules, Jill, but I have to confess the idea intrigues me. Come on, but remember, if possible, we won't let them know we're there watching them. I'd prefer they didn't know."
"I promise to be very quiet."
"All right, lead the way," I told her. "Remember, let's try not to let them know we're peeking at them." Actually, this idea of hers made me as excited as it did her, but I felt I owed something to Mary and Jack, so I tried to pretend that breaking the rules was offensive to me. It was, in a way, but only in away. I wasn't that much of a stickler for rules. I have nothing against voyeurism. In fact, I rather liked it. I have always thought that everyone did and those people who claimed they didn't were hypocrites. I could be wrong. I often am.
We crossed the room and went silently down a hallway to the door of the rec room. The door was slightly ajar and I immediately pushed it open a bit more.
We could see Jack and Mary lying naked on the carpet, but alas! they were doing absolutely nothing. Jack looked to be sleeping. I glanced at Jill and saw her make a face. We got out of there and walked back down the hail and into the front room where Jill poured two drinks for us. I sipped mine slowly, but she drained her glass in one fast gulping swallow.
"Get me another, baby, will you?" she asked. She was lying on the sofa now and I got up to make room for her. Getting her the drink, I brought it back and watched her drain the glass again.
"Are you trying to get stoned, Jill?" I asked.
She half-closed her eyes and placed one leg on top of the sofa in a most seductive-looking pose. Her breasts were bared and I knew she was trying to set me up for still another session.
"Hey," I said. "Cool it, baby. How many times have I made you tonight already?"
She opened her eyes wide and giggled, nearly dropping the empty glass, and not answering my question immediately. "Give me another drink, Bull," she coaxed.
"I feel like getting high."
I got her the drink. "You didn't answer my question," I said persistently.
She sat up partway. "Oh… let me see three times… is that about right?"
I laughed. "And you want number four to take place here and now on the sofa.
Right?"
Her eyes were filled with lust just as they had been before. "Right."
I shook my head. "You're going to have to wait awhile. I'm not a machine, Jill, but maybe a couple of fast drinks might help me," I added almost as an afterthought.
She pulled her pajamas down until the pubic hair was visible. "Kiss me, baby," she begged. "Kiss me nice. Please?" Her large blue eyes were beseeching me.
"Did you take something tonight… something that would make you so passionate? I've never seen you so filled with lust. Don't misunderstand. I like it, but, God, baby, you wear a guy out."
"Please… kiss me there. Lick it. Run your tongue around the edges. I swear I'll come quickly if you do."
I put my drink down and leaned over her, kissing her cunt and pretending that it was making me passionate. The truth was, sex was just about the last thing I wanted at the moment, though I knew this lack of interest in it would go away eventually.
"Oh… Bull… baby… there's no one can kiss a cunt like you, honey. Put your tongue in a little… run it over the little you-know-what thing… that'll make me come real quick, I know."
I did as she requested, finding the little button and rubbing my tongue back and forth rapidly on it. She groaned, started to pull my hair, stiffened her body and threw her leg over the back of my neck, turning her body at the same time so that her twat was pressed firmly against my mouth. I increased the speed of my tongue and a minute later she screamed, jerked her body about savagely and nearly pulled my hair out by the roots. Fortunately for my hair, she blew off at that precise moment and this caused her to go limp, which meant she also decreased the pulling of my hair.
"Oh… baby," she groaned for the umpteenth time that night. "You're… so … good… I swear you're driving me right out of my mind tonight."
I gave her cunt one final kiss and straightened up and looked at her lust-filled eyes. I shook my head. "You're one hell of a hot gal tonight, Jill.
I never saw anyone quite like the way you've been so far."
"I guess I'm turning into a nympho, wouldn't you say, Bull?" she cried. "Does that happen to women after they've been married a few years? I mean, does it sound like it makes sense, my turning into a nympho?"
I wiped my lips. Grinning, I patted her butt and replied, "I don't know the answer to that one, Jill. What difference does it make if you've turned into one, are not one, or have always been one? You're you and that's all that matters, really."
She seized my hand and oddly enough kissed the back of it, a gesture I found more than strange. "You have a way of saying things sometimes, Bull baby, that seems to simplify everything. I mean, you have the ability to explain things away so easily."
I grinned. "I wish you would convince Mary of that. Some days I can't explain anything to satisfy her."
"To satisfy her, Bull. I don't understand that." She kissed the back of my hand again.
"I meant to satisfy her mind, Jill. Understand now?"
"Oh… yes… of course. How stupid of me. I swear I've been so hot and bothered with you all evening that my mind is barely functioning."
"Nothing wrong with the functioning of your mind, Jill. It works like mad."
She giggled. "Sure it does, when I want to be kissed off or lipped or fucked."
I laughed. "You speak very bluntly tonight. In fact, you have been far more blunt with me tonight than ever before"
"I suppose it's because I've been so confoundedly hot… and… well… crazy… sort of."
"Don't say that," I told her quickly. "You haven't done one thing that was crazy. You've been beautiful tonight, Jill, the best you've ever been with me."
She put both feet on the floor suddenly and squeezed my hand. "Let's go take a peek at them now," she said, winking at me, and of course meaning Mary and Jack.
I finished off my drink. "Shall I bring along the bottle in case they-er-want us to join them… do you understand me, Jill?"
"Sure I understand you. You're talking about the four-way fuck-fest."
I grinned. "Brother," I said, giving my head a rueful shake. "What a way to put it… but I find it exciting to hear you speak of it in that way."
"It's a four-way flick-feat, so what else could I call it?" she asked, her eyes looking as innocent as a child's. She took my hand again and again surprised me by kissing the back of it.
"What are you doing?" I asked. "What's with all this hand-kissing stuff?"
She giggled and drew off her pajama top and threw it down, her titties now exposed completely and looking very lovely indeed. "You've been so satisfying tonight, Bull. I feel like I'm your love-slave or something."
For some reason this pleased me, but I pretended to brush it off. "Nuts," I said. "You just drank your liquor too fast."
She turned and regarded me with those large blue, lust-filled eyes. "Why don't you have a couple of quick ones, Bull? I'll join you. Then we can take the bottle with us when we go in to spy on Mary and Jack."
I smiled. "I wish you wouldn't call it spying. Makes it sound pretty awful."
"Come on," she urged, paying no attention to my remark. "Have two fast, good-sized drinks. One after the other. I want to see you a bit high, baby."
"I'll have one fast drink, not two. I don't want to get blotto."
"Good," she exclaimed, leaning over to pick up her glass. As she did so her titties brushed my arm and made me as hot as any schoolboy seeing his first pair of breasts. She watched me drain my glass and held out her own, which I solemnly filled but only partially. "Here's to a wild night, the wildest ever," she cried, throwing her head back. She drank her whisky in nothing flat and I had to admit she was able to gulp the stuff faster than I.
We were back at the door of the rec room and peering through the opening at Mary and Jack, who were still on the floor, though they weren't inactive as they had been earlier. To put it bluntly, Jack was on top of my wife and was busily engaged in putting the blocks to her. Both of them were entirely naked and because we stood at Jack's rear we could easily see his cock pumping in and, out of her twat. It caused me to have an immediate erection, one that became so hard so fast I almost cried out from the ache of it. I took Jill's hand and placed it over my quivering tube and heard the quick intake of her breath.
"Oh… wonderful… baby… how very hard you are, Bull" She kissed my lips quickly and drew back to stare up into my eyes as her hand massaged my joy-stick. "Why don't you ram it up Jack's asshole, baby? How I should love to see that happen." Her eyes were utterly lust-filled now, more so than ever before. "Please, baby. Ram your wicked whang up his anus. Make him scream for joy even as he fucks your wife, dear Bull."
I stared back at her. "And what will you be doing, my dear Jill?" I asked harshly, for it sounded as if she wanted to enjoy the voyeur thrill all by herself.
She surprised me with her answer. "Me? Why naturally, I'll be sucking your ass, dear Bull. Surely you know that. Wouldn't you like having sexy little me sucking your asshole?" She smiled up at me and squeezed my rock-hard penis savagely. "Or would you prefer to corn-hole me, baby, as you did earlier?"
"I think I'll have a drink from the bottle," I said nervously, and did so, spilling some of the stuff. It ran down my chin and I wiped it off with the back of my hand.
Jill dropped to her knees and began – just as she had done earlier – to kiss my prick and fondle it, running her tongue over the head of it, taking it all the way into her mouth, spitting it out and kissing the head of it again. I nearly blew off then and there.
She stopped and looked upward at me. "Want me to stop them and suggest we make it a four-way fest?" she asked.
"Sure," I said quickly. "Or shall I do it?"
Jill was already patting Jack on the ass hard. He looked up and back at her and grinned, stopping his movement in Mary's cunt momentarily. "Hi, you two," he said. "Doing a little voyeuring, if there is such a word?"
"Honey," Jill said to her husband, "my swap partner and I would like to know if you two would like to engage in a fest?"
It was Mary's turn to speak. "Oh…," she cried. "That'll be wonderful. You don't mind taking it out of me for the moment, do you, Jack darling?" As she spoke she glanced up, winking her eye at me suggestively. For some reason this made me harder than ever.
Jack pulled his whang out of Mary and got to his hands and knees. "Okay," he said, almost as if he were issuing an order. "Everyone's got to be naked first."
Jill and I were naked very soon afterward and both of us, as well as Mary, seemed to have tacitly agreed on allowing Jack to set the pattern. He turned about again and took a look at my erection. He whistled and ran his hand over his own hard-on and whistled again.
"Hey," he said grinning. "If these women weren't here to be gratified, you and I could have a ball all by ourselves, Bull." He winked at each of us in turn as he said this facetiously. Everyone grinned back at him. He scratched his head.
"Now then," he said "anyone have a suggestion as to how we set up the daisy chain?"
Jill and Mary and I exchanged looks quickly and all three of us shook our heads in the negative. "We'll leave the pattern set-up to you, Jack," I said, acting as spokesman.
"First of all everyone sit on the carpet in a circle," he suggested. "Each person must fondle the person to his left." All, of us nodded affirmatively, and each person began to fondle the parts of the person to his left. In my case I stuck my finger up Jill's cunt and she purred like a kitten, while she did the very same thing to Mary, who was at her left. Mary, in turn, jacked away on Jack's prick and he of course, was cuffing my erection and acting very much as though he was enjoying handling my genitals.
"Now then," he cried out to us, "each person must suck the one to his left."
This was no big deal for me, for I had been lipping Jill's box repeatedly, but I could see the lust leap into her eyes as she began to kiss Mary's cunt passionately. Everyone had to lie down on his left side in order to function properly. I saw Mary take Jack's erection between her red lips, saw her close her eyes in ecstasy and begin to suck.
I was the one who received the big surprise. Jack placed his head between my legs and taking my cock into his mouth, began to suck me off as if he had been doing it for years.
I closed my eyes and pretended it was Jill doing the sucking. At first I did, but later I opened them and was astonished to discover that I was having a ball being sucked off by a man. The women began to moan whereas we men did our jobs quietly though no less passionately. The daisy chain continued on and on and the longer it went on, the hotter I became.
"Oh my God," one of the women moaned, "this is terrific. Why didn't we think to try it a long time ago?"
No one bothered to answer the question. I supposed that, like myself, the other two, didn't want to remove their mouths from the genitals they were busily engaged in lipping and sucking. I became hotter and hotter and was almost ready to blow when Jack removed his mouth from my prick and issued his second order.
"All right, everyone… change sides," he barked. "Everyone go to his right."
I felt Jill taking my penis into her mouth, but I had little time to enjoy this, for Jack pulled me down on him and rammed his cock into my mouth. I had never before sucked a cock.
But I did this time.
I sucked it like mad.
That's what the entire scene was…
Like mad…



Chapter 4


Funny I should be telling you this now, but my real name isn't Bull Horton. It is Percy Horton. Think that's funny-right? Tell you something. I used to wrestle under my real name-Percy. It was a gimmick thing. I mean I was a pro wrestler. Spent two years at it right after I graduated from college. I have the build for it. I'm six-feet-two inches tall and weigh two hundred ten pounds and I know how to use all that beef. I'm thirty now and probably not as quick on my feet as I was during my pro days, but I can still make it, if it turns out to be necessary. Mary and I, incidentally, had been swapping with Jack and Jill Burns for six months, or possibly longer. Mary and I liked the idea of having sex with other people, of swapping partners with another couple. There is something curiously interesting about this sort of thing – it seems to prevent boredom while at the same time it encourages feelings of contentment and happiness – and isn't this what it's all about? These days I am an arranger of music (having majored in it in college), doing stuff for about a dozen different rock groups about the country (including one in England). I seldom see any of these kids in person, but only on television. They write and tell me what sort of thing they think they might like to try, name the selection, send me a copy of it, and so on. I take it from there, make the arrangement in keeping with the group's particular style, hire a copiest to make the script itself (the individual parts the different instruments play) and after checking it over, send it off to the group in question. There's good money in this if you know your stuff and if you can keep a step or two ahead of other arrangers. (Don't get the idea these kids can't read music – they can. At least, the ones I deal with can.) It's a good sort of job. Your hours are your own – you can go to bed any time you wish and sleep in late, if you want to. You are pretty much your own boss. All you have to be is good. Good and original. This isn't as easy as it might sound. Some days you don't feel like being all that original, but you have your assignment and you do it and do it right… or you get out of the business.
I had all of my assignments done at the moment and there wasn't much to do except indulge in sex with either my wife or Jill. What a gas it was – having two women – two wives, almost. It was much better than sticking to just one woman, much more exciting.
Mary and I were sitting in our front room watching TV one evening a week later when the phone rang. She went to answer it and I remained in front of the set, watching and listening to one of the newer groups I had recently made several arrangements for. The kids did okay on the numbers, but I heard a couple of minor mistakes that were mine and mine alone. I didn't care much for this. It's annoying to make mistakes and have them literally thrown back at you from a TV set.
Mary came back to where I was sitting and shook my arm. "Hey, honey," she cried. "What's the matter with you – you in a trance or something? I've been calling to you. Jill wants to come over… also Jack wants me to go to their house. Jill wanted me to ask if you were in the mood for her?"
I sat up straight and smiled. "Sure I am. Tell her 'yes' definitely." I studied Mary's pretty face. "That is, I'm in the mood if you are, darling. Are you?"
She brushed at her red hair as she so often did when thinking. "Yes, I think I'd like a little of Jack's whang tonight, honey. Okay, I'll tell Jill to come right over. Will that be all right with you, Bull?"
I nodded and turned my attention back to the set.
She went back to the phone, spoke into it briefly, came back to me and kissed me and then went upstairs. Ten minutes later she came back down and kissed me again. "Bye for now, honey," she said. "Jill will be here at any moment, I suppose."
"Have a good time, darling," I told her and kissed her nose.
She was gone from the house then and I continued to look at the television, now and then rubbing my beard to see if I needed a shave or just imagined it.
Finally, I got up and went to the bathroom, leaving the door standing partially open so I could see Jill when she came to the front door, as she generally did.
I shaved quickly but was no more than finished with it when I heard her knocking lightly on the door. I put on my shirt and sprang across the front room to open the door. It was Jill. She stood there smiling at me for a moment, but I grabbed her arm and pulled her into the house quickly. (There was no point in allowing the neighbors to see her entering the house.) I drew the shades over the windows and stepped back to look at her. She was lovely. Her long blonde hair was parted directly in the middle, somewhat in the manner that the kids do it these days, and it hung down over her shoulders meticulously, encasing her face in a sort of frame. Her large blue eyes were wide open and full of mirth as well as lust. Obviously, she was in a good mood.
"You look great, Jill, I said, and meant it.
"I'm in a real hot, frantic mood, baby," she returned, her eyes burning into mine. "I'm so hot I doubt that even you can satisfy me this time. How about it?
Want to have a go at it, Bull?"
I pretended not to understand her. "Have a go at what, Jill?" Seeing I had left the door standing ajar, I now closed it quickly. "What are you talking about?"
I added for good measure.
She whirled about on one heel like a high-school girl, and when she had made the complete circle, put her arms about my neck and pressed her tummy against mine. Her tummy stuck out and for some reason this reminded me of a female dog in heat, upon seeing a male, thrusting out its twat as if asking the male to enter it quickly. I became hard immediately – there was something so damned wanton about her behavior. I enjoy being with a very wanton type of woman, sometimes. Sometimes? Hell, all of the time. Give me the wanton every time and you can have the nicey-nice girl, though I'm quick to admit that the wanton can bore a guy after a time – but only after a time. Again she pressed her tummy against mine as if begging me without words to stick it into her as far as I could. My rod was very hard now and as I put my hands behind her and pulled on her buttocks, she pressed her tummy against my hard on and moaned.
"God… I'm hot… baby…," she murmured. "Can you think of some different way to give It to me this time?"
I thought for a moment. "How would you like to sit on my lap…?"
She broke in. "I'd like to sit on your free, baby. Oh boy, would I like to sit on your face and rub my cunt across your lips while you tongue me off"
"It seemed to me we did that bit quite a few times last time," I commented dryly. "I thought you wanted to try for something new." I sank down onto a chair and she obligingly straddled me, her dress being forced high on her thighs and revealing the fact that she wasn't wearing panty-hose but the ordinary type of stockings. Seeing her bare flesh above her stockings made me extremely hot and I was ready to sink the shaft in her then and there.
She must have been reading my mind, for she fumbled with my zipper, got it all the way down, and reaching into my pants, grasped my quivering penis with her hand. She pulled it forth and began to jack it in the most maddening way imaginable.
"Hey," I cautioned, "if you don't stop that, I'll blow off all over your clothes."
She glanced at the windows, evidently to see if I had drawn the shades properly and when she noted I had done so, she lifted herself off my lap long enough to pull down her panties. Immediately upon removing them and tossing them aside, she straddled my legs again, and taking my cock in her hand, steered it into her wet cunt as she settled down over me, writhing her hips this way and that until I was in her all the way to the hilt. I could feel a pulse beating inside of her. It was rapid.
"You're very hot, aren't you, Jill?" I asked, knowing, of course, that she was and very much so. "Say something passionate to me, baby."
She kissed my lips wetly, briefly, and proceeded to comply. "Would you mind, sir, if I jacked you off with my cunt. My cunt had a great need to jack off your whang." She held her head to one side much like a puppy dog listening for the voice of its master.
I grinned. "You may indeed jack me off with your cunt, my dear lady. Your cunt, by the way, feels very warm and throbby tonight. Any particular reason for this?"
"You might say, sir," she continued in that same mock vein, "that my cunt is anxious to receive the hot, thick offerings of your honorable prick."
"Whew," I said, strangling with laughter, "what a way to put it. I take it you want the full spray job."
"Yeah, baby, fill me with your gob," she cried, kissing my lips passionately again and this time holding her lips against mine for a long time.
She writhed her hips about and I could feel the tug of her box on my whang. She was actually attempting to jack me off with her cunt. Just thinking about this caused me to release a bit of fluid and when I did so she moaned and kissed my lips wetly.
"Oh… I love the feel of your stuff squirting up me, baby. Squirt some more, a little at a time."
I was about to do exactly that when a loud knock came on the front door. I whispered to Jill to remain quiet until whoever was there would go away. She nodded, but then, womanlike, she spoke. "Who do you suppose it is, baby?"
The knocking had started up again on the door and it continued no matter how hard I tried to ignore it, so finally I told Jill to get up from my lap. When she stood up, my prick, being buried in her box, seemed to follow her for a few inches. I could have brained whoever it was at the door. Probably some damned salesman, or maybe the paper boy come to collect for the papers. I saw Jill scoop up her panties from the floor and put them on hastily while I zipped up my pants, examined the front of them for tell tale spots, saw none, and proceeded toward the door. The knocking had stopped now, but I opened the door a few inches just the same.
There was a girl standing on the porch. She was well-dressed and carried a purse. She looked to be about twenty-one and was decidedly a brunette, a very pretty one, too, I might add.
I smiled at her. "Hello. May I help you?" I sounded like a clerk in a store, but the hell with that. I like to say whatever comes into my head to pretty young girls.
"Hello, sir," she said. "I'm Nora Doans. I'm new in this town and I'm looking for a room, temporarily, that is. I'm one of the new teacher at Hill Elementary School and-er-well, they failed to make any arrangements for me to have an apartment, or even a room for that matter. I… "
"You mean you want to rent a room here, in our house?" I asked with far too much bluntness. Hell, the way she looked, I would have let her move in for nothing immediately.
"I know this is an imposition, to put it mildly, sir, but do you suppose your wife would mind talking to me about renting a room?" She seemed upset and nervous about it now.
I glanced over my shoulder when I heard a certain sound and did so just in time to see Jill leaving the house through the rear door. I was about to call out to her when she turned and winked at me mischievously and then stepped all the way outside, closing the rear door after her. Now why on earth had she left? What caused her to do a thing like that? I knew the answer immediately. Jill wanted me to invite the girl inside and put the make on her. While I was doing this Jill would slip back inside the house and watch me taking the girl. In spite of the fact that the girl was looking straight at me, I smiled slightly – that darned Jill, and her everlasting desire for new kicks.
"My wife-er-" I began, "isn't at home right now, Miss… what did you say your name was, please?"
"Nora Doans." The brunette smiled slightly at him and he saw how breath takingly beautiful she was. Her teeth were absolutely perfect. Her body was stacked like mad. "Nora Doans," she repeated more clearly, as if thinking he hadn't heard her correctly.
"As I was saying, Miss Doans, my wife isn't at home right now, but you're welcome to come in and wait. Naturally, I couldn't very well tell you, you could have a room without consulting my wife. She runs the household."
The brunette smiled and she was even more breathtakingly lovely now. I felt my penis growing hard again and wondered if the bulge I felt at the front of my pants was noticeable.
"Thank you, sir. If you don't really mind, I should like to come in and wait for your wife. May I inquire what your name is, sir?"
"I'm Mr. Horton," I said. "Nickname is Bull."
"Bull Horton. Hmm. What an odd name. It's so… well, what I mean is, it's so masculine. Bull Horton, eh? Makes me shiver."
I thought I had misunderstood her. "Beg your pardon," I said, looking mystified, I suppose.
"That woman, that cute girl who was here with you. Why did she leave?' "She's a neighbor lady," I replied. The term "neighbor lady" made Jill's being here sound rather innocent and ordinary, I thought.
"She was very pretty," Miss Doans remarked. She paused. Then: "Do you mind if I sit down and smoke, Mr. Horton?"
"Certainly not. Please do so," I said quickly.
Nora Doans sat down on the chair by the bookcase, the same one I had been sitting on earlier. It was a low-slung chair and as she settled down in it her skirt crept very high on her shapely thighs. This 'gal was really' stacked. Her legs were just about perfect; she had the kind of legs college boys used to call the "get-between-and-push-type." I would have liked getting between them and pushing – pushing my hard-on inside her twat as far as it would go. I squirted a bit in my pants and this caused me to grimace and smile, both.
"Something funny, Mr. Horton?" she asked as she lit a cigarette.
"No, not really. That is, it's nothing I can speak about." I enjoyed putting it this way. It' amused me.
Her eyes came open farther as she flashed me a strange look. "I was just thinking," she said. "I hope I didn't spoil something nice between you and your-er-neighbor lady friend."
"No, of course you didn't."
"Will you have one of my cigarettes, Mr. Horton?"
"No thanks," I replied politely, my eyes taking in those sexy-looking legs of hers. I would have given anything to be able to poke the head of my dick into her slit and shove.
She crossed her legs and this made her skirt climb even higher. She was wearing panty-hose, but I would have sworn the tops of them were transparent and that I could see through them. Her cunt hair appeared to be much in evidence. I gave my head a slight shake.
"How long have you been married, Mr. Horton?" she asked, eyeing me strangely again and blowing smoke out the side of her mouth.
"Quite awhile," I replied. "You aren't married, are you?"
She smiled and leaned forward. "No, I'm not. I envy people who are, though."
She sighed and smiled again. "Must be nice to… "
I waited for her to finish her remark and when she didn't I said, "Must be nice to… what, Miss Doans?"
She looked away from me quickly, took a drag on her cigarette, blew the smoke out suddenly and returned her gaze to my eyes. "I'm sure you know what I mean, Mr. Horton, without my having to put it into blunt language."
I swallowed. "I think I'd like to hear you put It in blunt language," Miss Doans. What is it that would be so nice?"
She smiled, the corners of her red lips turning upward. "Going to bed every night with someone you love, Mr. Horton, must be very nice."
"It is," I said steadily, "but you don't have to be in love with someone to enjoy going to bed with them. Sometimes, often in fact, it's better not to love the other person."
She smiled, took a drag on her cigarette and snubbed it out. "How long before your wife will be home, Mr. Horton?"
I sucked in my breath and let it out slowly. "About two or three hours I should judge."
Her forehead wrinkled prettily. "Hmm. Two or three hours is a long time, Mr.
Horton."
I grinned. "Yes, It is, Miss Doans."
Do you think your wife will rent me a room? Temporarily, of course. I should have told you that. I'll only want the room until I can find an apartment"
"I couldn't say," I told her. I studied her titties carefully. "My wife might be afraid of you, Miss Doans." I grinned when I said it.
She laughed. "You mean she might be afraid I'd end up in your bed when she wasn't home?"
"Something like that," I said.
"Hmm. Jealous wife, handsome husband. Lonely schoolteacher. Maybe I'd better leave now, Mr. Horton."
I shook my head. "I'd much prefer that you remained, Miss Doans. We can't have a lonely schoolteacher remaining lonely, now can we?"
She gave me a sharp glance. "That sounds like a proposition, Mr. Horton."
I laughed. "Don't you like being propositioned, Miss Doans?"
She got to her feet, but I blocked her path to the door. "I think I'd better leave now, Mr. Horton, if you please."
"Nope," I said. "Not just yet, my dear. You and I have business."
"Business? What kind of business, Mr. Horton?" she asked, her dark eyes burning, perhaps from apprehension.
"Monkey business. That's why I need to have you here with me."
She frowned and bit her pretty red lips. "I don't understand you."
"I said monkey business. You can't leave now, Miss Doans."
She drew herself up a little and looked me straight in the eye. "And why not, may I ask?"
"Because," I told her grinningly, "you're the one who owns the monkey."



Chapter 5


She gave her head a toss exactly in the manor you might see it done in a very old movie and tried to walk around me. I grinned and placed my arm over the door. She frowned and stepped back and for a moment I thought she might have a gun in her purse – she was fumbling through it. But it wasn't a gun she was looking for – it was a handkerchief. She blew her nose daintily, wiped her eyes equally daintily, and looked at me oddly. Replacing the handkerchief in the purse, she spoke, "What are you going to do – rape me?
I laughed. "Hell no, Miss Doans. Rape is against the law. I don't want to tangle with the law. I just want you to stay awhile till we become better acquainted."
"I came here because I was told you had empty bedrooms in this large old house, I wanted to rent one of them temporarily, I didn't come here to play games with you, Mr. Horton."
I was dumfounded. I knew now that she meant this, but all the time she had been here I had been thinking subconsciously probably that she was simply looking for a guy to lay her. I hadn't really believed that bit about the room. Hell, people don't go around renting rooms from strangers nowadays, do they? Well, okay, maybe they do. It doesn't matter.
"Hey," I said, taking my hand off the door jamb. "I believe you're serious about this room renting thing. Are you – were you?"
She pressed her lips together tightly. "I certainly was serious, Mr. Horton.
Now, if you'll kindly step out of my way, I'll be taking my leave."
"I'll be damned," I swore. "I'm sorry, Miss Doans. I think I… that is to say, I misunderstood you, I'm afraid."
"That's quite easy to see, Mr. Horton. May I leave now, please?"
I opened the front door and flashed a quick look into her dark eyes. "Sure, go ahead. Don't suppose there's any use in my apologizing to you, is there?"
"It wouldn't do you any harm to try, Mr. Horton." She swept past me and out onto the porch. She stepped down to the in-walk and turned slightly about so that she was almost facing me almost but not quite. "Thank you," she said, speaking softly. "Thank you for letting me go."
I just looked at her. The expression on her pretty face made me feel as if I had just attempted to molest a nine-year-old girl.
I waited for a time and then went out the rear door to look for Jill. She was, quite naturally, nowhere in sight, so I walked around the garage and out to the street. Going to the intersection, I crossed the other street and proceeded to the Burns residence. When I arrived there I saw there were no signs of activity, which of course was perfectly normal. Whatever activity took place at the Burns residence was not out-of-doors but inside, and more especially inside one of the bedrooms. I wondered if Jack was taking both Jill and Mary and, if so, how he was doing it. Not bothering to knock – this would only force them to cease whatever they were doing – fucking, sucking, corn-holing, what-have-you, I entered the house and closed the door, taking care not to make a great deal of noise, but not trying to be especially quiet about it, either. I didn't want anyone to think I was sneaking up on them in order to spy, though Jill and I had tried that twice, together.
I went down the hall to the door of the rec room and pushed it open. I stared at what I saw on the carpet. Mary was naked and sleeping on her side. Jack was also in the nude and on his side, facing her. He was without question sleeping soundly. I looked about for Jill, but she was nowhere in the room. Puzzled somewhat, I closed the door and returned to the front room where I helped myself to some of Jack's Scotch. I shook my head. "What in hell is the use in swapping partners if all you do is sleep on the carpet?" I muttered, asking myself a question I had thought about asking the other time, the time Jill and I had found them sleeping naked on the floor.
I had another short drink and went to the bedroom where Jill and Jack slept. I opened the door and saw her lying on her back crossways of the bed. She, too, was sleeping soundly. For some strange reason, this irked me. "Hey," I cried loudly. "Wake up, sleeping beauty."
Jill's eyes came open, she saw me and sat upright quickly. "I must have fallen asleep," she said. "Damn it. How did you make out with the broad? I wanted to go back, sneak in and watch you."
"False alarm. She really wanted to rent a room. I made a face. "She's a weirdo.
Wouldn't doubt it if someone told me she's never had a guy.". I made another face. "Christ! I can't stand such women. She was like something out of a nineteen-twenty novel."
Jill rubbed her eyes. "Of course she was, baby. That's what got me so excited.
I could tell immediately that she was a virgin or dose to it. That's why I wanted you to put the make on her so I could watch."
"What do you mean, you thought she was a virgin or close to it. How can a woman be close to it?"
Jill laughed and yawned at the same time, the yawn shutting off the best part of her laugh. "Never mind me, or what I say. I'm half asleep. Speaking of being close to it, I'm fairly close to your cock, baby. Like a little French job on it, huh?"
"What's your other hobby?" I asked, grinning. "The one besides cock-sucking, I mean?"
"That's my only one, baby. I admit it. I'm a cocksucker and I love it. I could suck ten cocks a day with hell on Sundays, provided I could find that many men willing to let me."
"I'll let you for starters, baby," I told her, a wave of desire sweeping over me. The way this woman was talking to a guy… hell, he couldn't help getting a hard-on just from listening to her, not to mention looking at her lush body.
She was really something, this Jill gal.
"Stick your prick in my mouth, baby," she begged, closing her eyes and thrusting her head forward. "Stick your prick into my mouth and blow your wad, baby. I want to feel the old goo squirting down my throat. Man, do I ever love the feel of it striking the inside of my mouth."
I got down on my knees and removed my erection from my pants. Her lips were parted, so I did as she had begged me to do – I rammed my cock halfway down her throat. She fairly pounced on it, sucking and licking it wildly. I could have blown off immediately had she not stopped sucking it.
I was disappointed. "Why did you stop?" I asked, frowning at her.
"You're choking me, baby," she gasped. "I swear that thing gets larger every day."
I pulled it away from her face and reaching down, parted her legs. "I think I'll just ram it up your box this time. Sometimes I like it better this way.
Come on, open your legs farther."
She spread them wide and looked up at me with the most extremely wanton look. I believe I had ever seen in a human being. "Fuck my cunt, baby," she moaned.
"Pretend it's that schoolteacher and fuck it good."
It was the following evening while Mary was out of the house that I heard someone knocking on my front door again. It was just after dusk and I had the house lights turned on. When I heard the knocking I thought it might be the paper boy – he often came at this hour to collect for a two-week period. I went to the door, after hesitating a moment, and opened it. There was no one there.
I stepped onto the porch and glanced about. It was, of course, rather dark outside but the street lamps offered me some assistance when I scanned the area thoroughly. There was no one except a pair of teen-agers across the street.
They were laughing and half hollering at each other about whatever it was that took their fancy. Neither of them, however, could have been the one knocking on my door. I frowned and returned inside the house and picked up the newspaper which I had been reading. From time to time I would glance through a front window in the hope of seeing someone, and it was a full five minutes before it dawned on me whom I was looking for – the schoolteacher, Miss Doans. For some crazy reason I thought she had been the one doing the knocking on my door.
I lighted a cigarette, considered having a drink, but dismissed this after a moment's thought. I waited. Waited some more. Finally, I turned out the light over my head, put the paper aside and simply sat there, having lighted another cigarette. I was sure, again, for some crazy reason, that Nora Doans would return to my door and repeat her knock. All right. I wasn't sure. I was hopeful. Put it that way. Hopeful as hell. My cock was as hard as it could get and this was somewhat unusual. Generally, I need to be with a woman before my cock grows that rigid; I suppose it happened because of my musings about the schoolteacher, Nora Doans. There was something about her that had me all caught up. She wasn't only beautiful, and sexy-looking in her own way, but she had a certain quality about her that I found difficult to pin down, to describe. It could have been, of course, that she was a "natural born" teaser type. Every guy has met women of this type, though they are few and far between, and when he meets one of them, he knows how much he wants to get into her pants. So it was with me. There was no apparent reason why I should be caught up with her -and I mean "caught up" in the sense that she made me terrifically hot and bothered from merely thinking about her – but I knew I was. Somehow or other I had to find her and put the make on her. I knew I'd never rest until I had at least made the attempt. Sitting there in the chair, I now recalled her brunette beauty, her dark eyes, her tanned skin (maybe it wasn't tanned, but that was the effect it gave; maybe it was merely dark). I could picture her long shapely legs and how they had looked encased in the stockings she had worn. (This gal could have worn support stockings and appeared sexy.) I remembered her red lips, how full they had been, how perfect they would be for sucking a long hard cock.
I went off in my pants like an idiot.
I swore and got to my feet and then grinned and went upstairs and changed my under shorts. That had been the first time I had gone, off merely from thinking of a certain woman since I had been a young teen-ager.
I returned to the downstairs part of the house and looked through the front windows again, hoping to see her standing on the walk, perhaps. She wasn't there. I swore and grinned at the same time again and went back to my chair.
Picking up the paper, I tried to read the sports page but couldn't concentrate on it. There was nothing there to interest me. There was but one thing that could interest me at the moment and that was fucking a certain schoolteacher named Nora Doans. I even considered calling the principal of the school – the Hill school I believe she had called it – and attempting to discover her place of abode. The more I thought about this, the more convinced I became that if I didn't attempt it I would never forgive myself. I found myself at the phone, some minutes later, and dialing the school principal's number. He, wasn't at home, but his wife, after I had inquired where Miss Nora Doans was staying, offering the fib that I was an old friend of hers from out of town, looked up Nora's address and told me she was staying at the local hotel temporarily.
I thanked her and hung up quickly.
Going to the bathroom, I hastily showered and shaved and then put on my newest suit. I wanted to look great when I saw Miss Doans, if I saw her. A few minutes after I had finished dressing, I was walking down the main street the two blocks to the hotel. Funny. I knew the place was a hotel but had never really considered it to be one. More, than likely this was because my only connection with the place had been downstairs – in the bar. I entered the bar now and walked into the secondary room where a group was playing soft music. I stood there and listened a moment before ordering a drink and was surprised at how well the music sounded. Like most people beyond the teens I had long been accustomed to expect the music of "today" to sound like a cross between old-fashioned square-dance music and noise. This particular group, however, didn't sound that way. I made a note to bring Mary here some evening. Mary liked music when it was listenable.
After finishing the drink I discovered where the stairs were that led to the second floor where the, hotel itself was located. I went upstairs and saw a female clerk – a rather old woman – behind a desk. Approaching her, I asked if Miss Doans was in her room.
The old gal looked at me out of pale blue eyes while she brushed a wisp of gray hair out of her eyes. Apparently she was deaf, for she asked me to repeat my question. "How's that, young man?" she asked.
"I'm looking for Miss Nora Doans. I'm a friend of hers. Will you tell me her room number, please?.
"You a friend of hers, you say?" The old gal was studying me suspiciously.
That's funny. Just this afternoon she was telling me she didn't know a soul in town."
"She knows me," I said impatiently. What the bell was wrong with this old biddy?
The old gal looked me up and down and grinned oddly. "Her number is two-five-two."
"Two-five-two," I repeated alter her. "Thanks. I put a five-spot in her hand.
"Buy yourself a new hat, grandma," I said, and walked away from the desk before she could say another word.
I found 252 easily – it was only fifty feet or so down the hallway. I started to turn the knob, then decided that that was definitely not the thing to do, not with this woman, Nora Doans. I knocked lightly and waited. The door swung open after a moment and I looked at her, taking care to push one of my feet forward in case she became angry, for some reason, and wanted to slam the door in my face. She didn't do this, however, but on the contrary actually smiled at me, her eyes lighting up considerably.
"Hello," she said. Were you looking for me or is this merely a coincidence?"
"Both," I said, which wasn't quite true. "May I come in I'd like to talk to you."
"Is your… wife with you?"
This was an absurd question; she could see very well that my wife wasn't with me, but perhaps she meant my wife might be waiting downstairs. "No," I replied.
"I'm alone, Miss Roans."
"Oh…, you remembered my name. How nice." Her voice was soft and… well, maddening. "Yes… you may come in, Mr. Horton. We'll have to-er-leave the door open. The lady at the desk might not like it if I had a… man in my room with the door closed."
Big deal. Who cared whether the old gal liked the door open or not. I stepped into the room and deliberately but carefully closed the door, not making a sound as I did so. Her eyes grew quite big as I turned and looked at her brunette beauty.
"You really shouldn't have done that, Mr. Horton."
"If I hadn't closed the door, Miss Doans every person that walked past your room would see that you, a schoolteacher, had a man in her room. This way they won't know."
She bobbed her head up and down. "Y-Yes, I see your point. Er – what was it you wanted to talk to me about."
"To came to… tell you that-er-my wife and I have decided to rent a room to you after all."
She actually clapped her hands. "Wonderful, just wonderful. I don't like staying in this place very well. There's always drunken men coming up from the bar and knocking on my door and asking me to let them in." She flashed me a quick look. "Naturally, I don't allow them inside."
I thought about how quickly she had opened the door when I had knocked but said nothing about it. Evidently, Miss Doans was just ever so little a phony of some sort. But then, what about it. Everyone has a trace of phoniness in him, though there are very few people willing to admit it. "Miss Doans, you'll have to stay here at the hotel for a few more-er-days." (It occurred to me that I was being one hell of a phony at the moment.) "My wife says she'll need time to prepare a room for you." I wondered if she would believe this nonsense and apparently she did, for she nodded and thanked me.
There was a silence in the room for a few moments. "I'm sorry I acted the way I did at my house, Miss Doans," I told her, feeling slightly uncomfortable about having to mention this. To my surprise she laughed softly. "Oh, that was all right. You were just being a man. Men are men and that is that. You couldn't help it. I wished I could have been more… amenable to… to…"
"Yes." I said, hoping she would finish the sentence.
She didn't. She changed the subject. "Would you like to sit down, Mr. Horton.
Only place I have, as you can see, is the bed. Perhaps we can sit on the bed … together." She was actually blushing now, which astonished me. I hadn't seen a woman blush this way in years.
"Thank you," I said roughly, and sitting down on the bed, I pulled her down flat on it and lifted her skirts high on her legs.
"Why… what are you doing, Mr. Horton?" she asked, her face very red now, her tone of voice faltering.
"My dear girl" I said fiercely. "Ever since I first laid eyes on you in my front room I've wanted to fuck you. In fact, I haven't been able to think of anything else. So… I came here… I found out you lived here… and here I am… hard-on and all. Which hard-on you are presently going to receive, all the way to the hilt. You, my dear Miss Doans, schoolteacher and apparent virgin, are about to be fucked."
Her eyes were wide now and there was fear in them. I looked at her closely.
There was something else in her eyes along with awful fear.
There was lust.



Chapter 6


I ran my hand up beneath her skirt and she struggled to free herself from my grasp. She even tried to knee me in the groin, but I was wise to that old trick and held her legs down tightly with my own. I got my fingers under the elastic of her pants and yanked hard. I heard clothing ripping and so I kept on yanking until her torn panties were in my hand. Throwing them aside, I got my hand under her skirt again – she was struggling frantically all during these maneuvers, but surprisingly enough, wasn't screaming, as most women in her predicament would be doing – I got my hand under her skirt again and found I had to force her legs apart in order to place my hand where I wanted it. I felt the fuzzy, scratchy-type hair that was above and around her cunt and, finally, got my leg between hers and forced them apart so I could insert a forefinger into her cunt hole.
"You dirty brute," she rasped in my ear. "I hate you, you filthy thing. You're nothing but a woman-molester."
I didn't believe her for one minute. In fact, I knew damned well that her anti-sex talk was merely superficial stuff meant to convey the impression that she was too good to indulge with a man, that she felt she was above being made love to, that sort of rot. I was determined to fuck her and fuck her I would – I didn't care what she called me. My cock was extremely hard – it was just about at the bursting point, if there is such a thing, and each time I poked my finger up her wet box and withdrew it, my whang would drip in my pants. With my other hand I pulled out my cock and giving her a hard yank, straightened her out so that she was lying flush with the bed. I had kept my leg between hers and now she tried fiercely to get my legs out from between hers.
She couldn't make it. She hadn't sufficient strength.
I grinned and crawled on top of her while she gasped and closed her eyes and made a face, all three things happening at the same time.
"You filthy beast," she cried. "I hate you, hate you, hate you, hate."
"Why not stick a couple more 'hate you's' on the end of that," I grunted in her ear. "It'll do you as much good as anything."
I inserted my penis into her then as she moaned and went limp, which was the way I wanted her to be. I thrust it into her by stages, a little at a time because I didn't want her to scream her head off from the pain of it. In fact, I didn't want her to scream for any reason. Screaming made it look too much like rape, which, of course, it was, almost. I say "almost" because I remember the look of lust she had had in her eyes for a brief moment earlier. This woman was ready to be fucked – she simply needed a strong man who would force her over the brink. I was in the process of doing that and now, as I sank my prick ever more deeply into her cunt, I could feel little spasms of muscles jerking on her body. She even sighed once when I plunged my whang still more deeply and once she, of her own accord, spread her legs farther apart to better receive my quivering rock-hard tube.
"Oh…, she moaned.
I began to pump her cunt, slowly and carefully at first, while she continued to moan and clutch at my back, her fingernails ripping open the flesh from time to time, and thee I increased the speed and depth of the pumping. Her cunt made suction-like sounds each time I pulled up from her. It was as though her cunt was anxious about my whang leaving her body altogether, which I had no intention of allowing to happen. I finally placed my hands under the cheeks of her wide butt and holding her thusly, proceeded to sink the shaft in as far as it would go and as quickly, too. She moaned, she groaned, she twisted this way and that as if in mortal pain, but she always managed to remain flat on her back, her thighs spread widely, her stomach flat, her titties standing straight up and being in constant danger of becoming crushed by the weight of my chest on them. I fucked that woman for a good twenty minutes before the peak hit me unexpectedly and then I increased the speed and wildness of my pumping until I shot my wad into her cunt and at the same time felt her wrapping her legs about mine and moaning fearfully but in ecstasy, too.
She liked it. Make no mistake about it. This woman liked it.
The moment I stopped my action she timidly began to pump my prick with her cunt.
"Oh, you want more, do you, honey?" I rasped. "Well, that's not the way we do it the second time. The second time we get things started with our lips.
Understand me, Nora baby?"
Her voice was very soft. "Yes… sir."
I pulled it out of her, wiped it on the sheet and then I placed my hand behind her head and pulled her face down to my penis. My penis had gotten soft on me and as I rubbed her face in it, I spoke, "Take it in your mouth and suck it, baby. Suck it nice till it gets real hard and strong again."
She did an odd thing. She kissed my penis and then jerked her head from my grasp. "I can't do a thing like that, Mr. Horton. Why that would be a filthy thing to do. How can you ask me to do… such a thing?" Her cheeks were very red just as they had been earlier.
"Very well," I replied. "No suckie, no fuckie. We'll just forget about having the second go at it." I reached my hand under her blouse and when I discovered she wasn't wearing a bra, began to fondle her breasts. She let me do this, her face turned away, her eyes averted from my bold stare. I undid her blouse and pulled it half off her so that I could get a better look at her titties and believe me when I did get a better look, I was astonished and delighted by the beauty and size of them. They were tremendous in scope but better than that, they were wonderfully shaped, pointed, sloped just perfectly, each having a very tiny red nipple. I had often judged a woman by the smallness of her nipples. Any man knows, that a woman who has had her tits sucked on time and time again has larger nipples and the fact that this woman's were so very tiny made me extremely hot and bothered. If I hadn't known it the moment after I bad thrust my finger up her cunt, I knew it or suspected it now. This woman had been a virgin at the time I had fucked her. I had got a first for myself.
I felt very good about this. It is a good feeling, believe me.
I lowered my head to her titties and began to run my tongue over them, first one titty and then the other. She moaned, lay back, arched her back and began to run her fingers sensuously through my hair.
"Oh… I love… you… so… much," she murmured.
It figured. A first-time gal always has to tell the guy she loves him. This compensates for whatever loss of esteem she may be experiencing or thinks she will experience later on. Big deal. "Do you, really?" I asked softly. "Then take my cock between your lips and suck it, honey." I began to fondle her titties more earnestly than before in the hope this would stimulate her to throw out her inhibitions and begin sucking me off. She moaned and threshed about on the bed but didn't offer to go between my legs. Very well, I would go between hers, reversing my body as I did so, and if she didn't then offer to suck me off she was an idiot and I wanted no part of an idiot female, fuckable or not.
I turned about and pulling my pants open, began to kiss her bare tummy wetly, running my tongue in and out of her navel in the most sexy manner I could devise. She stirred her loins about and much to my surprise she hooked one of her knees over the back of my head, pulling me down, in effect, to her cunt. I kissed her wet place and then, as she spread her legs apart pantingly, I dipped my tongue into her slit and heard her cry out wildly even as she stiffened her body until it was as taut as a bowstring. I lowered my rigid penis to the vicinity of her head and felt, to my great pleasure, her nibbling at the end of it though fitfully. She evidently was fearful of taking my cock all the way into her mouth. Perhaps the taste of it was so foreign to her mouth that it repelled her for a few moments.
At any rate, a few moments later I felt her going down on me in a half-hearted manner and I stepped up the passion of my cunt-sucking, and sucking was what it was, not lipping. This nearly drove her crazy, it appeared, for she managed to cry out, suck my cock and turn me over on my back all at the same time. Her head then buried itself in my damp crotch and she began to cock-suck in earnest. I had never in my life been as passionate as I then became with this strange woman. I don't believe she had cock-sucked me more than ten seconds when I squirted my first offerings down her throat. It didn't repel her, didn't stop her, but in fact, appeared to spur her on. She sucked my cock then – even as I ran my tongue through her furry bush – as savagely as any woman ever had, and quite possibly more so. She hit a peak at the identical second that I did and the two of us struggled to complete the pleasure of the other's love zenith. It was difficult for me and I daresay it was even more so for her – I in particular was so hot and bothered I wanted to lie still and let her do all the work but knew this would be grossly unfair to her – this young, shy woman into whose room and bed I had forced myself, so I continued on until she had apparently obtained every last bit of gratification from me.
The two of us then lay very still and for a long time.
Finally, I got up, dressed quietly and went home without a word being spoken by either of us.
It was nearly a week later when Mary came into the front room bending over, kissed me on the cheek quite unexpectedly. "Honey," she said, "I think I'd like a bit of Jack tonight. Would you mind?"
I pretended I had misunderstood her and reached into my pocket. "How much will you need, dear?" I asked gravely.
She giggled. "Oh, come off it. You know what I mean. I mean Jack Burns. I want to have him over tonight. Will you call Jill and see if it's okay with her… and with Jack, of course?" she added quickly.
"No need to call her. It'll be okay. It always is, honey."
"But I think you should call, Bull," Mary said quietly.
"You want Jack to come here? Why not go to his house?"
"I just think I'd like him to come here. He hasn't been here for quite awhile."
"All right. Finish drying your dishes or whatever you're doing and I'll make the call."
She kissed me again and went back to the kitchen while I went to the phone. I made the call, spoke briefly to Jack and hung up. I didn't say anything about going to his house. I simply implied I would go there. To tell the truth, I was more interested in going back to the hotel and seeing the young schoolteacher, provided she was still there.
An hour later Jack showed up at, the side door and Mary let him in. I was in somewhat of a quandary. If I didn't go to Jill's everyone would find out about it later and there might be hell to pay – from everyone. On the other hand I didn't want to see Jill. As I said before, I wanted to see the schoolteacher – I had been thinking – about her warm, lush body for days now and the more I thought about it, the hotter I became. I said hello to Jack and put on my hat and left through the front door. Walking across the street, I turned the corner and headed for Jill's house. First thing I knew I was standing on her front porch without being aware of where I was, so far off in another world had I been. She opened the door without my knocking and pulled me inside of the house and kissed me, closing the door with her foot apparently, though I couldn't see her doing this.
She pulled away "Hi, baby. Ready for some hot meat, huh?"
I grinned. Jill was really something else. An idea hit me and I wondered if it might work.
"Jill," I said carefully, "do you remember that girl who came to the door the last time we were together, when we were at my place?"
"Yeah. What about her?"
"She's staying at the hotel. I've got something to tell you. I've been there. I laid her, gave her the works. I think she liked it. In fact, I know she did. I was just thinking… "
"I know. You want to get her, bring her here and the three of us will have a sucking-bee."
I laughed. "A sucking-bee. Where the hell do 'you get all these odd names for things?"
"Make them up, smarty – what else? Besides, that's what it would be. One cock, three people. It had to be a sucking bee. Okay, baby. Go and get the little miss and I'll wait right here for you."
"Do you mean it, Jill?"
"Hell yes, you know me. I'm always ready to try anything new."
I put my hat on, kissed her cheek and practically ran all the way to the hotel.
I went up to the second floor and to my relief saw that the old lady wasn't on duty behind the desk. I walked straight to Nora's room, turned the doorknob and found the door unlocked. I stepped quickly into the room even as she sprang up from the bed, fear in her beautiful dark eyes.
I grinned. "Don't be afraid, Nora. It's me, Bull Horton. I want you to come someplace with me. Will you, please?"
She half arose from the bed, then sank down on it and regarded me with those dark, lovely eyes of hers. She was wearing a square-at-the neck nightdress and I couldn't help noticing how long it was. Suppressing a grin, I stared back at her but made my look as gentle as I could. She sighed and lifted one leg.
"You did it to me… the last… time you were here, Mr. Horton… didn't you? Her voice was very soft.
"Yes," I replied. "I did. I hope you… enjoyed it, Miss Doans."
She had averted her eyes while speaking and now she turned back to look at me.
"Enjoyed it? Why… what a beastly thing for you to say. I have been ill ever since… thinking about the way… you got on… top of me… and forced your… thing into my body." She made a face and averted – her eyes again, her cheeks reddening.
I moved a step closer to her, but she didn't shrink away, so I moved one more step toward her. "Miss Doans… Nora… I'm sorry if you've been ill, but there's no reason for you to feel this way… to be ill, I mean. I only did to you what any normal male would want to do to such a lovely woman."
She turned her face toward me and I saw her features were contorted. "You filthy man," she said. "You have made me a filthy woman."
I shrugged. "Okay, if you insist on sticking to that slob talk, do so. But let me tell you something. You're a goddamned phony. You're slobbering now that I make you ill by fucking you, but the truth is that you had a ball with me at the time it happened. Don't kid me, Miss Doans. I'm not going to offer you false sympathy. I'm not giving you any sympathy at all." I turned about and locked the door. "Tell you what I will give you – I'll give you a hard shaft up your cunt. What do you say to that, baby?"
"If you touch me I'll scream!" she cried, but I knew she was only pretending.
"You wouldn't dare to scream," I told her roughly "If anyone found me here with you, you'd lose your job teaching school. Besides, you have no intentions of screaming. This is just a phony act you're putting on."
Tears began to run down her cheeks. "Please Mr. Horton… please go away. I don't want you here. I'm afraid I will… "
I nodded. "You're afraid you'll get hot pants again. Right? You're afraid you'll want me to ram my cock up your twat again, aren't you, you phony?"
She jerked her head around. "How dare you talk that way to me? Who do you think you are?"
"Who do I think I am, Miss Doans. I'll tell you not only who I think I am but who I actually am. I'm the guy that fucked you a few days ago… for the first time in your life you acted like a woman instead of a weeping, little female jerk, and for two cents I'd fuck you again right now, whether you want it or not."
"Get out of my room, damn you," she said, surprising me with what for her was rough talk. "I hate you," she moaned. "I simply despise you."
"No, you don't. That's just more of your act. Why you feel you have to put on an act is beyond me. I fucked you. You loved it. Why can't you accept things as they are?"
"Will you please get out of my room?" she cried fiercely.
I shook my head. "No, I'm staying right here. I wanted you to go someplace with me so you could have a good time, maybe the best time you've ever had in your life. Now I see that is hardly feasible. So… I'll stay here until you stop acting like a child."
"If you think I'm going to allow you to fuck me… " She broke off in evident confusion and embarrassment.
I laughed. "I knew you had it in you to say the word, Miss Doans. You aren't as innocent as you pretend, are you? Now then, suppose I take my clothes off and you lift that silly old-fashioned nightdress over your head so we can view each other's nudity?"
A look of alarm came into her dark, pretty eyes. "Don't you dare remove your clothing in my room. And I shall not take off my nightdress. What do you think I am-a woman of the streets?"
I sighed and taking my hat from my head, tossed it to a chair. "Well, baby, you can leave your nightdress on if you like, but me I'm undressing. In front of you. If you don't want to see my bare body, then shut your eyes and keep them shut."
"Please," she sobbed. "Please don't do this to me. Please go home. Go away. Go somewhere. I'm not the kind of woman you evidently think I am."
"How the hell do you know what I think you are? I haven't really told you yet.
However, I'm about to show you the kind of woman you really are."
She shrank back from me, crawling across the bed backwards, her dark eyes riveted on my now unzipped fly. "Don't you dare take your pants off, Mr.
Horton. Don't you dare expose your… your… "
"My cock, Miss Doans? Is that the word you're hunting for, Cock? I definitely am going to show you my cock. What's more, after you have seen it, I'm going to make you suck it for a while. Then I'll push you over on your back, lift that goddamned awful-looking nightdress of yours and bury said cock in your cunt all the way to the goddamned hilt. Then, my dear Miss Doans, I am going to fuck the loving piss out of you."
"Why? Why?' she croaked. "Why do this to me?"
"Because," I said roughly, pushing my pants down, stepping out of them and tossing them aside, "I happen to feel like it. So get your cunt lubricated, baby. I'll be entering it soon just as soon as you suck me for a while."



Chapter 7


I crawled onto the bed and attempted to straddle her, but she was having none of this of her own free, will. She struck me several times with her fists until I was obliged to hold both her hands in one of mine while at the same time sitting on her legs temporarily in order to prevent her from kicking me in a vital spot. As I sat on her legs I had accidentally pushed her nightdress high on her thighs before settling down on her thighs with my full weight.
Her pussy was exposed and only inches away from my long, hard whang. Nora Doans repeatedly glanced at my stiff, quivering prick as I sat on her and each time she did so she moistened her lips and glanced away quickly as if fearful that I would catch her enjoying the sight of my nude joy-stick, which of course I did.
"Why don't you just look at it, Miss Doans?" I said at length, having gotten rather tired of her actions. "Take my cock in your hand and jack it a bit.
It'll do you good. Go ahead. Place your fingers around it. Jack it. What do I mean by 'jack?' I mean run your fingers up and down on it. This causes a sensation in a man, makes him feel like going off. Don't worry. I won't go off all over your hand, but even if I did it wouldn't harm you. Women are built to receive the offerings from the prick of a man. Surely even you realize that, Nora Doans."
"Is that all you ever think about-sex and filth and slime?" she demanded, her dark eyes snapping. "What kind of a man are you?"
I laughed. "Just a man, Miss Doans. Just an average guy. Too bad you aren't a woman. We might have fun together."
"I can be a woman without being filthy as you are."
"Nothing filthy about it. It's just that serene twisted son of a bitch has told you it's filthy." I stared at her hard. "In your heart you know there's nothing filthy about my talk or actions. You're a very pretty female. I'm a male. I want to have fun with you. Nature intended us to hive fun which is why she made sex so much fun."
"I see no fun in listening to your filthy talk and having you sit on me in the … nude, or almost so."
"Suck me off, baby," I said, letting her have the words roughly. "Instead of blathering your head off with a lot of nothing-talk, take my whang between your lips and enjoy yourself."
She closed her eyes tightly and moaned.
I glanced down at her pussy and saw that it was wet. This excited me no end and so, while still holding her two hands in one of mine, I grasped my whang and pointed the head of it at her moist opening. I pushed down as best I could and felt the head of my prick slip into her.
"Stop that," she cried out, attempting to wriggle free but not being able to.
"Take that dirty thing out of me this instant."
"Sorry, baby, in she goes," I told her and lying down flat on top of her quickly, I succeeded in spreading her legs a little, enough for me to thrust my rod all the way into her now very wet cunt. "You hypocrite," I said. "Your cunt is as wet as any I've ever seen and that means you're hot and ready to fuck.
Still, you lay there and talk like a fool. You know something, baby? You're a damned lovely woman outside but a confounded ass inside."
She bit her lips and turned her head sideways so she wouldn't have to look straight into my eyes. I thrust harder and felt my whang go deeper into her wet cunt and then I began to pump her warily, always careful that this nutty female might at any moment attempt to knee me in the groin or hurt me in some other such manner. She wasn't to be trusted, for it was evident that she thought it an estimable thing to do – to attempt to fight me off.
It was, of course, nothing but sheer nonsense.
"Please," she moaned. "Please take… that dirty thing… out of me… I might even have your baby later on."
"Don't worry," I said sharply. "You'll never have a baby. It requires a woman to have a baby."
"I'm a woman," she snapped. "I'm just as much of a woman as you've ever known."
"Then act like one. You have a hard cock buried in you and all you can say is 'take that dirty thing out of me.' You fool, no man will ever take it out just because the woman asks him to. Men want to have their cocks in women."
"Then," she cried out savagely, "if you're going to despoil me, do it. Rape me, ruin me. I no longer care." She began to cry like a child, the tears running down her cheeks in torrents.
I slapped her face lightly but hard enough so she would know I meant it. "Stop acting like a child," I told her. "You're a grown woman. You have to take your chances with men. No more crying and weeping and gnashing of teeth. I have my cock in you and in you it shall remain." I almost chuckled at the way I said the words-they sound so god awful cornball, but apparently, like most people, she picked up on something that was out-and-out corn better than she did anything good. She stopped crying. "That's better," I told her, my lips close to her ear. "I like you much better when you don't cry."
"You frighten the life out of a girl," she returned. "Heaven knows you frightened me enough the first time you were here, but this time it's even worse."
"I'm sorry," I said, and was. "Don't mean to frighten you, just want to… fuck you. Now don't get all uptight about the four-letter word. It's a perfectly good word. People are using, it all the time and no one else complains. That is, they use it where it doesn't fit. Take me. I use it where it belongs."
Her eyes had become strange again. "Really. And where is that, may I ask?"
I lifted myself so that my chest wasn't now crushing down against her breasts.
"You must be kidding," I said. "I've got my cock buried in your cunt, I'm fucking you and you ask where the word 'fuck' is being used, if that makes a sentence. Christ! I'm beginning to think I'm shafting a madwoman. Are you a madwoman? Are you crazy, Miss Doans?"
"I must be not to holler and scream when a man like you forces his… his… attention on me."
I laughed tensely. "I'm not forcing my attention on you, Miss Doans. I'm forcing my prick up you. There's a considerable difference. Ask any girl who's been fucked. She'll tell you."
"Must you use that foul word, Mr. Horton? Must you?"
I didn't answer her question. The hell with her question. "Have you ever been interested in girls, Miss Doans?" I asked, rather insultingly, but I really wanted to know if I was wasting my time on her.' "W-what?" Her mouth came open.
It looked so good, so clean and pink inside that I darted my tongue into it quickly. She cried out and I moved back quickly. "What's the matter, Miss Doans? Haven't you ever been tongue-fucked before I came along?"
"You, sir, are a dirty, filthy, rotten beast and I detest you and all people of your ilk."
"That's quite a fine sounding little speech. Now, if you could just dislodge my cock from your twat, you'd have a-a perfect triumph… wouldn't you?"
"If you're going to… discharge that dirty… thing in… me, then by all means get on with it."
"Oh, I am, Miss Doans. I'm going to discharge it in you all evening long… till I get tired. How do you like the sound of that, my dear?"
She began to cry again and again I slapped her face. "Stop that," she raged.
"How dare you hit me whenever you feel like it?"
"The reason I dare, Miss Doans, is that I'm bigger than you. That's reason enough. That is, it is when the other person is acting like a crybaby."
"What you say doesn't make sense."
"Then," I returned somewhat sarcastically, "get busy and make some sense out of it."
"Please take your… thing out of me… I beg of you."
"No. I've got it where it belongs… inside a wet cunt. Why should I take it out when it belongs there."
"Your… thing… doesn't belong up… my… mine," she cried angrily.
"It does if I say it does. Remember, I'm bigger and stronger than you."
"Then the whole world should be run on force – is that what you think?"
"When necessary. It always has been, baby." She tried to beat her fists against my chest, but I quickly grasped them and held them. "Oh… I hate you… you dirty beast."
"All right, Miss Doans," I replied evenly, "but while you're using up energy hating me, use a bit more and writhe your hips about."
Much to my surprise, a smile crossed her lips briefly. "Very well, if that's what it requires to rid myself of your unwelcome presence, I shall do it."
I knew that sooner or later she would figure out an excuse whereby she could enjoy having my cock buried up her slit without feeling guilty about it afterwards and now she had accomplished it. I grinned as I rested the weight of my body on my left elbow and began to pump the stiffened penis in and out of her wet, anxious cunt. Anxious is the word for it, for it was anxious. I would have sworn to it. The deeper I plunged my prick into her, the more she made a face, but every now and then a moan escaped her lips, which meant that she was enjoying the action of my cock inside her after all. I used all the tricks I could think of to make it feel, great for her and after a time she was perspiring profusely and all her previous phoniness bad disappeared, or nearly so. Her hips were writhing about now, her loins were rushing up to meet mine, she was breathing heavily, she kept closing and opening her eyes, moaning and groaning as she did so, and every now and then she would grasp my ass and squeeze my flesh and mutter something I couldn't understand.
Finally, of course, and after many long minutes of escalation, I hit my peak even as she did hers, apparently. I increased my speed frantically and blew off in her cunt, I daresay nearly filling the inner recess of her body. As a matter of fact, I must have more than filled her, come to think of it, for it was only a minute or so later that I could feel come running from her box down onto my balls. This made me very hot again, of course, so I began to pump her box hard once more and much to my surprise and pleasure felt myself going off in her for the second time.
"Oh…" she moaned, writhing her hips about like a wanton. "Oh… dear… oh dear… me… what shall… I do… oh… dear… "
I kept on pumping her until she got hers off again, too, and when she did so, she sighed and astonished me by kissing my lips hard. I was so tired by now that I could barely return the kiss, but I did so and when I did, she snaked her tongue into my mouth, but when I didn't return this caress she began to dart her tongue in and out of my mouth much in the fashion of a male using his penis at a rapid clip.
She stopped and pulled back, and then buried her face on my chest. "Oh, I don't know what happens to me when you do it to me, but I seem to change into another person," she cried passionately. "You wanted me to… suck yours… so I warn you… be prepared… I'm about ready to do so…oh, you make me feel so much like a… a… wanton."
Hearing her remark about sucking me regenerated me in a hurry. For some strange reason I wanted this woman to suck me off more than anything – I thought it was because she was so damned reticent about having anything at all to do with sex.
My cock became bard again and she, accidentally, I thought, brushed her hand against it and let out a squeal much like that of a tiny pig at butchering time. The next thing I knew she had taken my cock in her hand and was caressing it, running her fingers up and down on it. Her breathing became labored, her cheeks very red, her nightdress got into a state of disarray – it was twisted about her body several times but didn't cover her buttocks at all – and then, much to my pleasure as well as astonishment, I saw her head dart down to my crotch region.
What happened then was almost unbelievable. The passion of this woman, now unleashed, was something not only to behold but, in my case, to share at one's own risk. She took my cock into her mouth and you would have thought she had been sucking cocks for years the way she performed. She would nibble at the head of, it briefly, running her tongue over it lovingly, and then she would go down on me, all the way, until my pubic hair was pressed against her lips. From time to time, she got my hair caught in her teeth and would spit it out but never lose a beat in her sucking. The next step for her to discover was my balls. These she inserted her hands underneath and lifted ever so gently, all the while her head was bobbing up and down, pausing at the head to give a small nibble or a lick and then to plunge all the way down the shaft. She caressed my nuts in such a delicate but passionate manner as she continued to suck me off that I had no choice at all but to spray her mouth with all the force within me. I blew into her, jerk by jerk, and that was the way it was done – by jerks.
It was almost the same as going off seven or eight times in a row, so much of my sap did she suck from my body.
Later, I lay very still on the bed while, she continued to kiss and caress my now softened tube. It was as if she didn't want to move away from it, or perhaps she had high hopes of it growing hard again. At any rate, it didn't grow hard again – not right then. That came later.
I induced her to get dressed and to come with me while I paid a visit to Jill.
Miss Doans was, I could see, extremely puzzled as to why I should want to see Jill when I had her, Miss Doans, to do "my bidding" as she once called it, but I talked to her about the arrangement Jill, Jack, Mary and I had. At first she seemed almost horrified by it, but as I talked more about it, explaining its many advantages, she appeared to understand.
At least, she said she did.
We left the hotel separately – she wouldn't be seen leaving the place with me, a married man. Well, I couldn't blame her for that. She had a public job as a schoolteacher and school boards, I knew, were usually composed of people with extremely narrow minds. School boards were the ones that did the hiring and firing of teachers, acting usually but not always on the recommendations of the superintendent.
Five minutes later Jill was ushering us into her home on Trio Street. I introduced the gals and Jill went to bring us drinks. I didn't know if Miss Doans drank or not but now would be a good time to find out. When Jill brought a tray back with a bottle on it, along with ice and other things that go into a mixed drink, Miss Doans surprised me by answering to my request that she wanted to drink her liquor straight. I poured her out a generous amount, as well as for Jill and myself. We three drank solemnly and put our glasses down on the cocktail table at the same time. I was very astonished to see that Miss Doans had drunk her entire drink in one long gulp.
"Hey," I said, grinning, "you'll end up getting drunk if you go about it that way."
She turned her dark eyes on me and smiled. "I just imitated what you and Mrs.
Burns did."
Jill grinned. "Are you saying you never had a drink before, Miss Doans?"
Nora shook her head. "That was the first alcoholic beverage to pass my lips, as they say."
Jill and I laughed. I tried very hard not to let my laugh sound sarcastic or derisive, but it was difficult to accomplish after hearing that, corny old line.
"What's so terribly funny?" Nora wanted to know, though her tone wasn't an angry one.
"I think we'd all better have another drink right now," Jill said, and poured them herself.
Two drinks later and not only was I feeling pretty good, but I could tell that Jill and Nora were, too. In fact, Jill was sitting on the opposite side of Nora – all three of us were on the sofa – and I saw her run her hand up Nora's leg.
Nora didn't object. Perhaps it was because she was too numb by now to feel Jill's fingers exploring between her legs. At any rate, the next thing I knew Nora had taken my cock out of my pants and was beginning to fondle it, pulling at it, jacking it, playing with it, scratching it, rubbing it, anything, apparently, that she could think of to cause it to grow hard.
It grew hard after a time.
In the meanwhile, I could see that Jill had Nora's dress up over her hips and was kissing her thighs and sighing like crazy. Nora didn't appear to mind Jill's fingers a bit In fact, I saw her spread her legs far apart on two different occasions to allow Jill's fingers to do their work. All this time, Nora had succeeded in getting me very hard and now she bent her head and took my cock between her lips, sucking at the head of it, kissing it lovingly and making little purring noises in her throat. She sounded not unlike a satisfied cat. Jill dropped to the floor on her knees and buried her face in Nora's crotch. Because Nora still had her dress on, much of Jill's face was shielded from my view so I could only guess that she was lipping and tonguing Nora's twat. It was a very good guess as it turned out, for that was exactly what she was doing. I saw Nora undo the front of Jill's blouse and pull forth her titties. Nora's hands were free now, at least one of them was – the other would from time to grasp my penis and insert it farther into her sucking mouth. The woman was beginning to act like a nympho – I had never seen such an abrupt change in a female, never in all my life. A while ago Nora Doans had acted like a prudish old maid – if that is a strong enough term – and now she was acting like the hottest of all wantons. She was getting her cunt lipped and tongued while at the same time she was recklessly sucking and tonguing my hard-on.
I wanted to blow in her throat, but I held it back.
I wanted this scene to last a long time.
But I couldn't manage it.
It felt too damned wonderful.
I felt it happening.
I sighed and filled her mouth with my thick, gray goo.



Chapter 8


It was nearly a week later when Mary and I were sitting in front of the TV set watching a newscast when the phone rang out sharply. I told her I would answer it, went to the instrument and removed the thing from its cradle.
"Hello," I said.
"Hello, Mr. Horton," a female voice replied.
I recognized it as belonging to Miss Nora Doans.
"Is that you, Mr. Horton?"
"Yes, who is this, please?" I knew damned well who it was but asked the question just to give me time to think. I hadn't as yet told Mary about Miss Doans, though I knew she wouldn't mind. We have that kind o a groovy marriage, you see, but still I needed a bit of time to think about how I would handle this situation.
"Nora Doans, don't you recognize my voice?" Nora giggled over the phone, which made me suspect she had been drinking a little.
"Oh yes, will you hold the phone a moment, please?" I said to her. I cupped the transmitter and briefly told Mary about the trio session we had had, Jill, Nora and me. I explained how Nora had come here to the house previously looking for a room to rent. Mary never said a word, she just looked at me, grinned, and winked, so I knew it was all right, just as I had thought it would be. I turned back to the phone and spoke into it. "Miss Doans, why don't you come up to the house? My house, that is. My wife, Mary, would like to meet you… just as Jill did."
Nora Doans gasped slightly. "You mean your wife is just like Jill? She likes women, too?"
"Not necessarily. Let's just say that well, you come up. Maybe we can find something to do. Would you like that?"
"I'd love to, Mr. Horton."
"Fine. We'll look for you. Anytime."
"I'll be there in ten minutes, dear."
"Good," I said and hung up.
Turning to Mary, I told her that the woman was coming to the house, that she sounded as if she had been drinking. "Are you set for some hot sex stuff, honey" I asked.
"Who? Me? What on earth do you mean?"
Mary asked, looking puzzled, or appearing to look puzzled, perhaps I should say, for I suspected that Jill had already told Mary about the three-way session Jill, Nora and I had had. Women are funny creatures. They like to pretend sometimes.
"Oh come off it, honey. You know what I mean. This Nora Doans is a wild one once you get her worked up. She'll go for anything sexy once she has the juices flowing inside of her."
Mary looked at me blankly. "Whose juices? Yours or hers?"
I laughed. "Her own, honey. Wait till she gets going. You'll see what I mean."
Mary tapped her upper teeth with a fingernail. "You mean I'm supposed to tongue her box when she gets here, honey?"
"Only if you think you want to. You know that. You don't have to do anything, ever, if you don't want to. I just thought it might be something different for you to try."
Mary was sitting cross-legged in a chair and she was wearing a very short skirt. It was only now that I noted she had on no panties. As she moved her legs to a more normal position I saw her bare cunt, saw the redness of it, saw the wetness of it, or at least I supposed I did. My cock became hard immediately – Mary always had this instant effect on me – and because it protruded she couldn't help but see it – the outline through the cloth of my trousers, I mean.
"Hey, honey," she said. "You got hot pants for this chick?"
I laughed. "My hard-on is due to seeing your bare pussy, not to the schoolteacher gal."
"Would you like to come here, get down on your knees and ram your hard-on up my slit, honey? I'd be much obliged to you if you would."
"I'd like nothing better, honey, but that woman will be here at any moment I can't very well be fucking you when she comes to the door and knocks."
She pursed her lips and put her feet on the floor. "I suppose not. Oh, well, what's one fuck, more or less. I'll get your cock later, probably, if this schoolteacher doesn't drain all the sap out of you."
I laughed again. "You know something, honey? You're quite a gal."
"Seeing your prick sticking out that way makes me quite a hot gal, honey. Unzip your pants and let me see that ram-stick of yours."
I unzipped my pants and took out my stiff cock. She leaned forward, touched the end of it, whistled and ran her lips nervously over her full lips. "Does it make you that hot, honey?' I asked, astonished.
She glanced up at me with her green eyes while at the same time brushing her red hair away from her face. "You think maybe we got time for me to suck your cock before your schoolteacher friend arrives?"
"Wait till she gets here and you can do it while she watches. Wouldn't you enjoy having another woman watch you suck off your husband, baby?"
Mary's eyes glistened. "Might be a good kick at that. Hey, I think you've got something there. Do you think it would shock her if I asked her to stand by and watch me go down on your prick?"
"I don't know. Probably. But she gets over being shocked. I've seen her shocked before, badly, but she always gets over it."
"How many times have you fucked this broad, Bull?" she wanted to know.
I scratched my head. "Damned if I know. Three or four, maybe more. I never keep track of such things."
"Has she ever sucked you off?"
"Yes, I think so." The truth was, I couldn't remember at the moment if Nora had sucked me off or not.
"Honey," Mary said quietly, "you aren't giving me a line, are you?"
"Hell no, you ought to know me better'n that, baby."
"I thought I did," she said. Her face was impassive.
I studied her. "Are you angry about something?"
"Nope, just curious."
"I haven't done anything to or with this Nora Doans gal that I haven't told you, nothing I can recall at the moment, that is."
"I would hope," she said again quietly, "that you weren't lying to me."
"I'm not," I said earnestly. "I swear it. I just don't remember if she sucked me off or not. Maybe it'll come to me."
Much to my relief, she laughed. "Speaking of come, I'd still like to suck yours out before she gets here."
There was no time for further talk, for at that precise moment a knock came on the front door. I looked at Mary and she looked at me.
"Answer the door, honey," she said gently.
"I promise to be nice to her." She smiled at me nicely and I knew she meant what she had said.
"Are you willing to go far out with this gal, Mary?" I asked as I moved toward the door.
"I'll do anything, baby. Don't worry, I won't spoil your fun. I'll try to add to it."
I could have kissed her, but there wasn't time. I instead opened the door and smiled at Nora Doans. "Hello, Nora. Come in, my wife has been looking forward to seeing you."
Nora looked fine in a brown suit, the skirt of which wasn't as long as some of her outfits I had seen previously – two of them, to be exact. Her dark eyes were aflame, her dark brows perfectly even above her eyes, her teeth white and flashing. She entered the room and I introduced the two women, feeling rather odd at introducing someone I had screwed to my own wife, but this feeling passed almost immediately.
"My, but you're pretty, Mrs. Horton," Nora told Mary. "I just knew you would be pretty, but I never dreamed you would be so very pretty."
Obviously, this pleased Mary, for she already had gotten to her feet, all smiles, and now she graciously took Nora's coat and hung it up before I could offer to. "I do hope, Miss Doans, that you're as hot and bothered as Bull and I at seeing you, I mean," Mary said to her quietly. "I've heard quite a bit about your session with Jill Burns and my husband, and it thrills me just thinking about it."
Nora looked dubious but only for a moment. She obviously knew Mary was sincere because when Mary is sincere she is extremely sincere, if you know what I mean.
"I-er-feel just a trifle 'er embarrassed, Mrs. Horton. Are you sure you aren't angry at me for-having-er-intercourse with… well, you know who?"
Mary patted her cheek. "Of course not, my dear. I hope you enjoyed him." Mary coughed. "He does have such a nice one, don't you think. So hard and big and well, I'm sure you know what I mean. As for me, I could fuck or suck him every minute if it were humanly possible. Don't you feel that way about his cock, too, Miss Doans?"
"Er-yes indeed, but won't you please call me Nora. May I call you Mary?"
"Certainly. We should be on a first name basis inasmuch as both of us have sucked Bull's prick and swallowed his come." Mary laughed at this and moving away from Nora Doans, poured three quick drinks for us. She handed a glass to Nora and one to me. She lifted the third one. "A toast," she cried. "Here's to bigger and better cocks. May they grow so hard they' hurt everyone including the owners of them."
I laughed so hard I could barely swallow the contents of my glass, which I soon discovered was straight whiskey. I got it down all right and poured out three more for us, which we drank, the women trying desperately, I thought, to swallow the stuff as quickly and effortlessly as I was doing. Then we had another drink and still another and by this time I was getting high. So were the women and this was very obvious from the way they were behaving. Mary had her hand up Nora's leg and Nora was kissing Mary's titty. I simply stood there in the middle of the room, my cock hard and dripping and wanting to get into the act somehow. The next thing I knew Mary and Nora were shedding their garments as fast as possible. They both removed everything, strangely enough, but their stockings and shoes. The two of them walked from the living room into the large front room where there were no lights turned on. The only light in that room came from the living room, but I could see them well enough. They dropped to the carpeting, one facing in one direction, the other facing the opposite one. Mary was on her back and Nora lay down on her tummy-tummy. The two of them then, regardless of my presence, began tonguing each other's cunt.
They would squirm this way and that all the better to get their tongues in more deeply while their arms were flung about each other's body in a strange lovers' embrace. The way those two females went at one another was something else. I nearly blew off in my pants simply by watching their extreme passion. I felt somewhat left out of things, but the pleasure, I was obtaining from viewing the scene more than made up for any feelings of resentment I may have had, if I had any. I walked into the large room unnoticed by either Mary or Nora and removed my pants. Then I took off my under shorts and stood over the lipping, tonguing, gasping females, my cock dripping sap down onto their bodies. Neither of them paid any attention to me, as I have said, but I stood there having one small blow job after another, the come from my dick falling and striking them in the faces and breasts. Once I saw Nora remove her tongue from Mary's twat and run her hand over her face scooping up a bit of my, come. She put her fingers in her mouth quickly and cleansed them and then, still without noticing me, returned her face fiercely to Mary's crotch where she again began to tongue off my wife. Mary was having just as much of a passionate time of it as was Nora.
Mary's face was red, she was breathing very fast, little moans escaped from her throat from time to time and once I saw her use her two forefingers to separate Nora's cunt widely so she, Mary, could get her tongue in farther. It was, on the whole, a wildly exciting scene and if I hadn't known that eventually I would be included in the session I would, have felt very, bad indeed.
The first I knew one of them had seen me standing over them was when Nora grabbed me around the legs and squealing like a little piggy, drew me down on top of them. They reversed positions – I couldn't figure out why for a moment – and the next moment Nora was kissing my mouth passionately while Mary was sucking my cock. I wanted to blow off quickly, but I knew it was better to cool it, to hold back.
"Oh… baby…" I moaned, thrill after thrill passing up and down my spine.
I didn't say anything more for a very good reason. Nora had reversed her body again and her wet cunt was actually slapped against my mouth as she writhed her hips suggestively, wanting me to lip her off. I darted my tongue into her slit, enjoying it immensely while out of the corner of my eyes I saw her pull Mary's hips about until she, Nora, could reach my wife's box with her lips. Her head seemed to disappear between Mary's legs, while during all of this Mary continued to suck my dick, going all the way down on it with every "stroke" of her head.
Nora stopped lipping long enough to say something. "I've been such a fool…
I've been missing out on all the fun in life… believe me, I'm not going to miss out any longer." Immediately, she began darting her tongue into my wife's cunt, almost without dropping a beat.
While she was doing this, I was, of course, kissing her box and running my tongue over her slit, every now and then darting it up inside her far enough to cause her to stiffen and grasp my hair and pull. She pulled my hair so often and so hard during that entire session that I later wondered if the soreness would ever leave my scalp. Her cunt was sweet and wet and had a fleshy scent to it that was maddening. What made it especially nice, I supposed, was the knowledge that it had never been tampered with until I came along and did so. A virgin cunt or one that is almost a virgin, cunt, is the most delicious of all to lip and tongue. It is a physiological thing, of course, but just the same it is there-there in your mind, and you enjoy lipping and tonguing a twat you know hasn't been penetrated by another man's prick. At least, I felt this way now, and believe me, I gave her cunt a working over she wouldn't soon forget. At the same time Mary was sucking my dick with such reckless abandon I wondered how I ever stood it so long without squirting my sap into her mouth. It must have taken a super human effort of will on my part, because Mary's mouth enveloping my rigid penis felt marvelous, and "marvelous" isn't by any means a strong enough word. It was maddeningly wonderful. A three-way fest is terribly exciting, even as a four-way fest or even a five-way can be. I made up my mind that sooner or later, and hopefully sooner, I would arrange to get Jack, Jill, Mary and Nora together in one room, and along with myself we would have one hell of a daisy chain in operation.
"Oh… honey," Mary murmured. "Heavenly this is… so… " She broke off and returned to her cock-sucking chore, if it were a chore, which I doubted very much. It was a pleasure for her I could tell.
I tried not to think of the sensation of Mary's cock-sucking and my own cunt-lapping at the same time. I found that doing this gave me a "divided mind," that I didn't know which to enjoy, to concentrate on pleasure wise.
Finally, I decided that Mary would have to take care of her own sucking, that I would concentrate on Nora's pussy, which I began to do almost exclusively. The hair around her box was, of course, dark brown, the same as her head hair, and there wasn't much of it. I don't care to lap a female's cunt when she has too much hair there. The damned stuff gets between your teeth and becomes a bother.
At any rate, Nora didn't have that much and as I spread her legs as far as I could and bore in on her slit, the hole suddenly became much wetter.
I stopped lipping. "Are you in trouble?" I asked her, scarcely knowing what I was saying.
She giggled and pulled my hair. "Just a discharge, Mr. Horton. Pay no attention. Can you get your tongue up me a bit farther, please. I don't think you're touching the little… sensitive spot some of the time. I do so love to have you touch me there with your tongue. It makes me, as you say, very, very hot, sir. How is… your wife doing?… Her cunt tastes very good to me. I do hope she'll forgive me if I do it awkwardly. I've never had any experience in going down on people. Oh, I've been such a stupid fool all of my life."
"Please, Miss Doans," Mary said, a touch of irony in her tone, "don't make long speeches, suck and tongue me off."
"Oh, I'm terribly sorry, Mrs. Horton. You must think me a terrible… boob.
I'm really quite an… ass, you know."
I grinned and patted her behind. "Yes, you are, baby. You're quite an ass all right. I think I'll try to kiss it right now." I stretched my head and got my face in back of her and kissed her asshole with feelings of positive delight.
"Oh, I'm sorry, Mrs. Horton, for talking again, but that felt so marvelous, Mr.
Horton. Could you run your tongue up my… you know?"
"So you want your asshole reamed with my tongue. Well, my dear, I'm afraid we'll all have to change positions because a tongue isn't the best asshole-reamer there is. My cock will serve the purpose much more efficiently.
Do you mind, Mary?" This meant, of course, that Mary would have to give up my cock and stop her sucking on it."
Mary, being the dear girl that she always is, beamed and kissed my cheek quickly as she half threw her body over mine. "Bull honey, if our guest wants you to ream her asshole with your prick, then by all means do so. It would be terribly unkind of us not to do it, me for not stopping to suck It, and you for not ramming it up her ass. Come now, turn around, Miss Doans. Perhaps you'd better get up on your hands and knees. I know my husband. When he corn-holes a woman he likes to at least start from that position. There now. Are you comfortable, Miss Doans? Don't be unduly concerned about the pain of it at first. The pain leaves after a time, or perhaps it's that you become so hot you don't notice it till, later. At any rate, I see Bull is ready… just look at that long, hard ramrod of his, Miss Doans."
Miss Doans got up on her hands and knees, a look of lust on her face, the like of which I had never seen before. "Stick it up my asshole, Bull Horton," she rasped. "Ream my ass out good. Hurt me. Hurt me terribly. I don't care. I feel like I need to be hurt. My, what a long, big cock you have, Mr. Horton. I hope you shove it up my ass as far as you can get it… baby." Miss Doans giggled, but I had a feeling it was because of her use of the word "baby." What a strange female she was, I thought as I moved around in back of her and placed the head of my cock against her asshole… and shoved like crazy. She screamed with pain and (I think) pleasure as I systematically began to ream her a-hole.
She clutched at Mary and drew her down in front of her. Miss Nora Doans began to run her tongue hotly over Mary's ass, while I kept on corn-holing until, finally, of course, I increased the speed terrifically and blew off in her ass.



Chapter 9


About four weeks passed without my once ever seeing Nora Doans again. I learned from the old woman at the desk of the hotel that she had moved, but the old broad wouldn't tell me where she had moved. Several times I was tempted to call up a member of the school board, or even the school super himself and ask for her address, but each time I would put down the temptation and not do it. Mary and Jack and Jill and I continued, of course, with our swapping of partners much to the pleasure of everyone concerned, but still I wanted to bring this schoolteacher into our tight little group. To put it more bluntly, I wanted to try a five-way daisy-chain with Nora as number five.
I came out of the drugstore down the street one late afternoon and almost trampled her to death. I saw the woman crossing in front of me in a vague sort of way, but it wasn't until I bumped her that I reached out quickly and grabbed her to avoid knocking her to the ground. This was an instinctive thing and the moment I had my arms about her I knew it was she. Funny how some people have a certain "feel" to them. She was such a person. I straightened her up, turned her about and smiled at her.
"Hello, Mr. Horton," she said demurely. "How are you, sir?" She sounded as if she were standing just outside her classroom and someone might be listening to her.
I took my cue from her. "I'm fine, Miss Doans. How is school going this year?"
Dumb question, but others were milling about and there was no way of knowing how they all were.
"Just fine, Mr. Horton. How is Mrs. Horton?"
"Good," I said, an idea hitting me quickly. "Just today she was saying we should invite you to dinner again. How about this evening, Miss Doans? My wife would love to have you, you know."
It was almost as though she weren't listening to me. "I'm living on the south side of town these days, Mr. Horton." She placed her hand on top of mine momentarily and when I say momentarily I mean exactly that. It was hardly there long enough for me to feel it. She wore gloves on her hands, I saw (and felt).
It was at that precise moment when I saw a fellow I happened to know taught in the high school. He nodded to me and passed on into the drug store. I knew now why she had changed the subject for the moment, had refrained from answering my question. She was afraid the other schoolteacher might overhear her accepting my invitation. It paid to be careful around such people as other schoolteachers, school board members and the like.
"I'll be there at… will eight o'clock be all right?" she whispered.
"Yes. Fine," I said, and smiled at her. "That'll be fine, Miss Doans. Good-bye now."
"Good-bye, Mr. Horton."
I wanted to turn and watch her as she walked down the street – I wanted to see her ass swing back and forth in the worst way – (the best way, actually), but I didn't quite dare risk it. Someone might see me and.
"Oh, the hell with it," I mumbled to myself and set out for home, at which point I arrived some three minutes later. With a hard-on, by the way. My cock was as hard as it had ever been and when Mary saw me coming in the door she began to laugh. "What's so funny?" I asked not realizing my pants were unzipped.
"Good grief," she cried, her hand over her mouth, "did you just walk up the street with your joint hanging out like that?"
I glanced down and in a somewhat stupefied manner observed my prick sticking out of my pants. I had been so busy thinking about the lush, near-virginal body of Miss Doans that I hadn't noticed it.
Mary was nearly doubled over with laughter. "Oh baby," she squealed. "What a sight that must have been. I'll bet half the women in town will be calling you on the phone soon."
I glanced down at my hard-on again and shrugged. "I met Nora Doans in front of the drug store and invited her to the house tonight I told her-er-you wanted to see her. At least I think I told her that."
Mary giggled. "So that's why you have the big hard-on. You were thinking about three-waying again."
"Yes," I said. "I was, if you want the truth. I like that three-way thing. In fact, I'm thinking of having Jack and Jill over and making it a five-way fest."
Mary stopped her giggling. "Hey, honey," she said, breathing hard. "What a gas that would be. Five of us on the floor, each sucking the one next to him.
Brother, that would really be a… gas," she finished, apparently not able to find the last word, the one that she had been hunting for, and substituting "gas" for it. "What time is your Miss Doans coming, honey?" she wanted to know then.
"About eight o'clock."
"I'm going to call Jill and tell her to get her ass over here, honey-Jack, too."
"Fine. I'm going upstairs to take a bath."
Jill and Jack came early, about a quarter of eight, and all four of us had drinks while we awaited the arrival of Nora Doans. Jack was terrifically excited about her (that is, about my plans for a five-way feat) and told me repeatedly about how great he expected it to be. At exactly eight-thirty, when I had just about given up on her putting in an appearance, she came to the front door and I let her in quickly. I was so damned excited I could scarcely think straight, so quite naturally I did a stupid thing – I introduced her to everybody; everybody already knew her. I took her coat and hung it up all right without locking myself in the closet, and when I returned to where all four of them had been standing I discovered they had moved into the large room – the one that had the soft, thick carpeting on it, the room I planned on having our five-way thing in.
I entered the large room and noted they were all with drinks in their hands. (Someone had given Miss Doans a drink.) I went back to the first room and got my own glass and returned to the large room.
"It's so nice. of all of you to have me over," Nora Doans was saying. "It's terribly lonesome in a strange town when you hardly know anyone, anyone except another teacher, that is." She lifted her legs and crossed them, revealing much of her upper thigh region. I could see, from where I stood, that she wasn't wearing panties and this astonished me.
Minutes passed and nothing of any importance happened. More minutes passed and we all had two or three more drinks. Then (I don't know which of the girls got it started) the girls were taking off their under things, which, of course, meant they had already taken off their outer things, which was fine with me, and, as I could tell, by looking at the flame of lust in his eyes, fine with Jack. The girls, all three of them, sat naked on the carpet while Jack and I, still dressed; stood drinking from our glasses.
Mary spoke: "Aren't you guys going to strip off and let us see your pricks?"
She winked when she spoke the words.
Jack unzipped himself and pulled out his dick. He was only half hard. "There you are, ladies, not much to see yet" He tucked it back into his pants and turned to me. "Let's have another drink before we join the ladies in the suck-fest, Bull. Okay?"
"Fine," I said, and grinned. I had already seen Jill playing with Nora's titties and Nora, in turn, had turned to cup her hands over Mary's. Mary, not to be outdone, grasped Jill's titties and the three women sat there on the carpeting fondling one another's tits. It was a wild but wonderful sight, one that I'll never forget. While Jack went to the front room to get two more drinks, I watched the girls as they grew ever more lustful. Nora Doans, much – to my surprise, started the ball rolling by inserting her fingers into Mary's cunt. Mary then did the same with Jill while Jill practically shoved her entire hand up Nora's twat. All three of the girls began to "kitten" one another – "kitten" being the female equivalent of jack-off, or so I was told later by one of the ladies.
Jack seemed to take a very long time in getting those drinks, so I glanced into the front room to see him sitting by the bar, his drink in his hand, his eyes fixed on Nora Doans, and, I would have sworn, getting all set to cuff himself.
"Jack," I said sharply, "what's with you, man. Bring that thing into the large room. Come on."
He hadn't bothered to get us-two more drinks and when I spoke to him sharply, he jerked his head around, saw me, grinned sheepishly, and getting down from the stool, walked into the room where the rest of us were, his dick standing straight out and up, as hard as a rock, judging from its appearance. This, for some reason, caused me to become hard all over again and I quickly dropped my pants to the floor and removed my under shorts.
I was ready for anything.
Jack sat down on the floor, removed his trousers and placed them over a chair.
He took off his under shorts, exposing his now very rigid cock to all of us.
Nora Doans moaned and her removed her fingers from Mary's cunt and started rubbing her own. Jack grinned and bumped across the carpet on, his ass until he was sitting next to her. Nora bent her head quickly, not even looking about to see if anyone was watching, and took Jack's dick between her lips. She moaned and began to suck him while he doubled up his fists and leaned backward, his arms holding him up, his face turned toward the ceiling and bearing an expression of complete – rhapsody. I crawled around behind Miss Doans and started to insert my cock into her from the rear.
"Wait a minute, honey," Mary said. "Isn't this going to be a five-wayer?"
I nodded and tapped Nora on the back. She stopped sucking Jack's prick and looked at me dolefully. "Nora," I said, "we want it to be a five-way thing. Can you hold up a minute while We figure out the best way to accomplish this?"
"Hey," Jack said sharply. "What's wrong with the little lady sucking my prick?
I liked it."
"Sure sure, Jack. She can go ahead with it. Just give everyone a minute to think things out."
"Think?!" Jack bellowed. "What's to think? Just grab a cunt or a cock and start sucking. That's the way it's done."
I had to admit he had a point there. However, Nora Doans appeared to be the prize of the group because she wasn't one of us swappers, and I had to point this out to Jack and explain that it was unfair of him to allow her to suck him off when there were three others present who might or might not want the "prize."
"Oh, okay," he growled. "Just when I was enjoying myself, too."
"Seems to me," Nora said, "that it should be left up to me this first time. It so happens that right now I'm interested in… doing it to Mr. Burns. Later on, we can switch partners and everyone can enjoy everyone else." Her eyes sparkled and she said what she probably thought was a very sophisticated thing to say, "How does that suit all you swinging swappers?"
I tried not to grin and I could see that Jack was struggling, too. I didn't glance at Mary. Her inscrutable eyes – somehow I knew they would be inscrutable at this precise moment – would have broken me and possibly offended Nora Doans considerably. I didn't want her to be offended – I wanted to get my whang into her cunt later on.
She commenced, or probably I should say recommenced to suck Jack's dick while I worked on her box (with my mouth) and Jill and Mary did what they were doing before. After a time I felt Jack shudder, felt his body give a jerk, there were three or four more shuddering movements and then he grabbed my arm like a vise.
"Christ!" he cried out "Oh… brother… what a… goddamned… hell of a … sensation. Man oh man oh man." He kept on muttering in this vein until I saw Nora pull her head away from his crotch and wipe her lips with her fingers.
I had stopped lipping her box and now I saw that Jill and Mary had also stopped and were both smoking cigarettes. It would appear that our first attempt at a five-way deal had satisfied only one person, Jack. Possibly two. Jack and Nora.
From the look on Nora's face it was difficult to ascertain if she had obtained any gratification or not. My guess was that she hadn't – not much, that is.
"Why don't we all have a drink and rest awhile," I suggested.
"I think that would be grand," Nora said. (She was, incidentally, the only one in the group who would have used the word "grand.") "Jack," I said, "how about it? You want to pour the drinks or shall I?"
Jack was perspiring profusely. He grinned and reaching over tugged at one of Nora's titties. "You suck a mean cock, gal," he grunted. "I'm going to need that done again sometime soon."
Miss Doans turned very red and so the rest of us made ourselves quite busy for a time looking the other way, talking to one another and so on. Jack finally got to his feet and went to the living room and poured drinks for everyone – Jack never bothered to ask-you what you wanted; he took it for granted you wanted the same thing he did – straight Scotch, no chaser.
I sat in the same spot I had been all along and sipped the stuff, after Jack had handed the glass to me and out of the corner of my eye I caught Nora Doans looking at my balls, my cock, something. Before I could smile at her, do anything in fact, she reached between my legs and began to play gently with my balls. This gal certainly had changed. Not too long before she had been the worst kind of prude, but now she had thrown aside her prudishness and was becoming more and more bold.
She leaned close to my ear. "Wish you and I were alone. I'd like to suck you off without any one watching." She had, thought, apparently, that she was speaking in a low tone, but a quick glance at the others told me they had heard every word she uttered.
"The idea of a fest, Nora," I explained, "is to do sexual things so that others may watch you. I mean, that's one way of having a fest."
She dropped her eyes only momentarily. "Why do you call it a fest?" she wanted to know.
I shrugged. "I wouldn't know. Never thought about it. It's just a word."
"Why not just call it an orgy?" she asked. "I like the sound of the word. It sounds so wicked and wonderful."
I grinned at her dark beauty. "Okay. Orgy it is. How would you like for me to suck your titties while the other three watch?"
She actually blushed, though I had thought she might have gotten over this sort of thing. She dropped her eyes again. "You may," she said softly.
I finished my drink in a hurry and put the glass down, sliding it along the floor and away from the group so that no one would lie on it and hurt himself.
"Your titties, my dear," I said mockingly, "may I request the pleasure of sucking on them?"
Nora grinned, but the others laughed outright.
I bent my head and began to nibble on her titties and as I did so I felt someone shove my legs apart and when I glanced down I saw that Jill was about to envelop my rigid whang with her lips. She kissed the head of my joint several times before running her tongue over it lovingly. Mary and Jack were beginning to feel each other up and that was when I began to concentrate on sucking Nora's titties to the exclusion of all else. Her tits were large and firm, the nipples small but, as of now, quite hard, as nipples go. I kissed each nipple several times and then took a tit in my mouth and really, sucked on it. Nora grasped at my hair and nearly yanked it out at the roots. Christ, that woman had a lot of strength in her fingers when she was hot. I went from one titty to the other and then down to her tummy where I ran my tongue about in little circles, tasting her navel, as it were. She shot her stomach muscles up and out and looked for all the world, momentarily, like a pregnant woman. I grinned despite my sucking movements and returned to her titties. I was about to go lower on her when to my dismay I discovered that Mary's head was already between Nora's legs and Mary was evidently doing an excellent job of tonguing off Nora's box, for Nora kept moaning and jerking this way and that, and the next thing I knew she was trying to get her legs about my neck. I moved down a bit, taking care not to get in Mary's way, and let Nora wrap her legs about my neck as best she could since Mary was between them, too, to a certain degree. I glanced up at Jack and saw that he was tonguing out Mary's asshole and it was just about then that I became almost unbearably hot.
I bit down on Nora's tits and she cried out, but I paid no attention. I bit down on the other one and again she cried out. The back of one of her knees was pressing on my forehead and it was at this precise moment that I felt Mary moving up. She actually brushed her face against mine, though we were going after different parts of Nora's body – I her titties and Mary her cunt. I don't know, how we ever did it, but as if there had been a command spoken, directions given, Mary and I changed places until Nora had the back of her knees pressing against Nora's face as Mary sucked her titties. I, of course, had dropped downward and Nora's wet, tight cunt loomed up large in front of my eyes. I kissed the wet slit and immediately a discharge came from her. It was colorless and had only a faint odor. Quickly, and almost without thinking, I licked up her come and when this was cleansed away thrust my tongue deeply into the heat of her cunt.
"Oh my God," someone cried out, and I thought it sounded like Nora's voice. "Oh my God, let's all squirt off together this time, shall we?'
No one answered her. Everyone was too busy at work on his or her own private project.
I blew off first. This was followed by the jerking and shuddering of the other three people. Everyone, including me, sighed, moaned and groaned in ecstasy.
Come was flying all over the place and some of it struck my face.
"Oh my God," Nora cried again. "This is so utterly wonderful."
I wiped the come from my face and lay back on the carpet, exhausted. Moments later the others slept, too.



Chapter 10


I had no idea I slept that long, but when I awakened and glanced at my watch I saw it was one o'clock. I sat up and looked at the others lying naked on the carpeting. All three of them were sleeping. I grinned and wandered what Nora Doans would say or think if she should be suddenly awakened by having my prick being rammed up her cunt. I made a move toward her and, of course, it was just my luck to have her sit up and yawn and look at me.
"Oh…" she mumbled. "Guess I went to sleep." She glanced at Jack, Jill, and Mary. "Guess everybody went to sleep." She smiled self-consciously at me. "Did you enjoy yourself, Mr. Horton?"
"Your cunt tastes very good, Nora," I told her seriously, "but the truth is I want more of you."
"And leave them here alone?" Her fingers flew to her lips.
"When they wake up they'll find something interesting to do, Nora, believe me.
They won't mind if I take you to bed for a while."
She moistened her lips. "I suppose you wish to-er-fuck me, Mr. Horton?"
For some reason I moistened my lips, also. "Yes, I wish to fuck your cunt. I prefer to do it in bed; however, if you don't want to leave the others I should be happy to crawl on top of you and fuck you here on the floor."
"Oh… you… make… me… feel… so… funny when you talk… like that, Mr. Horton. Do you… always talk so bluntly?"
"Whenever I see a female I want to fuck, my dear, I do."
"It's just the way you say that-er-word. That… certain word. It does something terrible to me. It makes me wild and wanton and… "
"Good, then I'll say it again. I want to fuck you, Nora Doans. I want to fuck your cunt till the juice flows."
She had her arms folded across her chest now, evidently trying in a self-conscious manner to cover her titties. "Oh dear," she sighed. "That's all I can ever think about these days, Mr. Horton."
I leaned forward until my face was only inches from her titties. "What's all you can think about these days, Nora? Tell me."
She dropped her eyes as I continued to stare at her. "Getting… fucked… sucked… all of it… it's on my mind constantly… day and night."
"That's because you aren't getting enough fucking," I told her. "Please come upstairs and lay in bed with me."
Her, fingers flew to her lips again. "I'm so afraid to… now… Don't ask me why… I just am… I guess I'm afraid your wife might object… if I went off alone with you."
"You won't be going off alone," I replied facetiously. "I'll be going off with you. Inside of you, that is. I'll fill your cunt full of goo, baby. Thick, gray, sticking goo. Wouldn't you enjoy that, dear?"
She reached over and touched my arm. "I'd rather have you fuck me than any other man in the world."
As I was probably the only man who had fucked her, I didn't consider this much of a compliment, but I smiled at her and again urged her to come upstairs with me so I could lay her in the bed. For some reason, I wanted to take her in a bed. Maybe it was because I wanted to have intercourse privately with her somewhere where the others couldn't witness the act. This was hardly fair of me. The whole idea of a fest is to do anything you and, the others want to do but do it all in plain view of the others, no matter how many there may be.
"Why don't we stay here, Mr. Horton, and Ill let you crawl on top and put it … to me?" I shrugged and glanced at Mary, Jill and Jack. They were still sleeping. As a matter of fact, Jack was beginning to snore and I wondered what the hell kind of a daisy chain this was where one of the guys went to sleep during the activities and snored. I put this thought out of mind immediately, for I remembered that I, too, had taken a nap.
Nora was lying on her back, her legs together, her weight resting on her elbows. Her eyes were partially closed in what she probably thought was a seductive pose. After looking at her for a moment I agreed it was seductive looking. My cock became very hard and I proceeded to crawl on top of her, poking and stabbing at her with my stiff prong as I crept on my hands and knees over her body. She arched her back and lifted her hips high as if she wanted to get her cunt as close to my prong as possible. I placed my dick in position, once I was between her hot legs, and shoved it all the way in.
She screamed.
This awakened all the others and everyone was asking questions then for several moments until I could explain in a mumbling manner that I had shoved it into Miss Doans too severely and it had caused her pain. Nora meanwhile was lying flat on her back and breathing like a bitch dog that has just run a mile in the hot sun.
"What's the matter?" I asked, though I thought I knew.
"You hurt me terribly. Can't you be more gentle?"
"I'm sorry," I said, feeling a bit strange now that the others were watching me.
"Give her the cock, baby," Jill cried in my ear. "Don't pay any attention to her griping. All women gripe if they're hurt just a little bit. Feed the old cock to her and make her forget about pain, baby."
Jack grabbed my arm. "If you don't want to continue, pull it out and I'll take over," he said. I didn't consider his offer a generous one and shook my head.
"Come on," he said. "You hurt her. That thing of yours is-er-too big for the little lady. Let me try."
"Get away," I said to him. "Don't try to promote something, damn you, Jack."
He, grinned and sat back on his haunches, his cock sticking out straight. I saw Mary glancing at his dick and wetting her lips.
Jill kept patting me on the butt. "Go ahead, baby. Fuck the broad. Show her what it's like to be tucked by a real man." I glanced at her quickly to see if she meant that to be offensive toward her own husband, but apparently she didn't. "Give her the cock, baby," she urged again. "Come on, get your ass moving on her. Make her come, honey. Me? I'm going to kiss your ass while you fuck her, baby, so don't wonder what's happening to your asshole. It'll just be lil ol' me a-sucking away at it."
I began to pump my prick in and out of Miss Doans' cunt. She had stopped complaining though I had little doubt that I was still hurting her – she was so small and tight. That nutty Jill got on top of me and began to dog-fuck me, if you know what I mean, she had the movement but nothing that goes with the movement.
To my astonishment, Mary climbed on top of Jill, which meant I had two people on my back now while I was attempting to go in and out of Nora Doans' box. It required a good deal of strength to do this, but fortunately for me I had the strength. That is, I did have a sufficient amount until Jack got on top of Mary and began to corn-hole her. I knew that was what he was doing – I could tell by the manner in which Mary moaned and took on about the penetration. Now I was finding it next to impossible to screw Miss Doans, for each time I attempted to draw my cock out a bit I would be obliged to lift the weight of three people with my ass. I have, as I have stated previously, a powerful body, but it required altogether too much energy from me to accomplish this task, for a task it had become.
"Get off me," I barked at all three of them. "I can't do anything to her.
You're holding me down." I stared at Nora Doans' face briefly and then hollered. "Get off. The girl's fainted."
That damned Jack. He pulled Mary off to one side but kept right on corn-holing her just as if nothing had happened. Jill, however, helped me get Miss Doans to the sofa and Jill held her head high while I tried to force a drink of water down her some moments later. Nora opened her eyes and groaned.
"I want to go home," she groaned. "I think my body is crushed."
"Are you in bad pain?" I asked anxiously. It would be a hell of a thing if she had to go to a hospital and tell them how she had gotten hurt.
"Every bone in my body is broken, I think, including my brain," she replied, but she grinned a bit as she spoke, which made me feel better.
"They all climbed on top of us," I started to explain.
"It was my fault, honey," Jill said to her. "I was the first one to climb onto Bull's back when he was prodding you. I hope you aren't seriously hurt."
Nora Doans closed her eyes but then opened them immediately. "Boy," she breathed, "when you people do something you believe in doing it up right, don't you? Imagine having four people on top of me at one time. Unbelievable." She sat up straight on the sofa and pinched one of her own titties momentarily. She didn't look at me but at Jill. "Would you?" she began, her voice shaking ever so little.
"Want me to suck your titties?" I asked quickly.
She shook her head, pointing at Jill while doing so.
Jill got down on her hands and knees and took one of Nora's titties in her mouth and began to suck on it. I watched with fascination as Miss Doan's hand crept over closer to Jill's box. I became very hard when I saw Nora insert her first and second fingers into Jill's cunt and making masturbating motions, if, the word masturbating could be used there. At any rate, her fingers were going in and out of Jill's twat while Jill sucked at the titties of the schoolteacher. It made for interesting viewing and I wasn't at all surprised to note that Mary and Jack had crawled on their hands and knees closer, obviously, to have a better look.
"Christ," Jack muttered. "Look at the lust of that gal." I supposed he meant Nora Doans, for her eyes were bulging now and her breathing was fast and raspy.
Jill, on the other hand, was comparatively quiet about her end of the act. She continued to suck on Miss Doans' tit, blonde head bobbing up and down regularly, her face becoming quite damp from her own saliva.
I felt someone fingering my hard-on. I thought it might be Mary, but Mary was playing with Jack's. I saw then that Jill had reached between all our bodies and was about to pump my prick. My heart leaped because I had a deep 'feeling' that this action might start things going, might turn out to be the real fest, not just an unfortunate affair where one member becomes half crushed by the weight of the others. Jill was jacking me now and I tried to figure out a place to insert my stiffened peter, but the only place I could do it was into Jill's asshole. I moved around in back of her and made the insertion almost brutally.
I got the surprise of my life then.
Jack rammed his penis up my hole as far as he could get it. I grunted and tried to adjust to it, but this guy was really large and hard. While I was trying to adjust to it, I saw something else happening. Mary thrust her head between all of us and Miss Doans and began to lap the schoolteacher's cunt furiously, Nora Doans smiled, and I saw the look of gratification steal over her pretty face.
She spread her legs farther apart until Mary's' head was practically lost in her crotch. Meanwhile I was attempting to ream out Jill's anus while taking the hard offerings of her husband up my own hole. It was just about too much to handle, but I consoled myself that this was what a feat really was-suffering a bit of discomfort at times in order to allow one of the others to obtain his or her gratification.
I didn't know how long the episode lasted, but it seemed to take hours for Jack to finally (and roughly) empty his large penis up my asshole. It felt like having a water spout rammed up you when he made his discharge. Funny thing. The moment I felt him blowing in my asshole it caused me to go off in Jill's anus.
I blew even more than Jack did, for he had stopped flowing long before I did.
While I blew in her I was obliged to cease my movement out of sheer fatigue, but she wriggled her butt about freely, which no doubt caused me to flow more than I would have ordinarily. Mary, I saw, was still busily engaged in lapping Nora's slit – in fact, her head seemed almost to be buried out of sight, there were so many human beings crowded around that sofa. The others, and by that I mean those others besides Jack and me, were still going at it for all they were worth. Females, let it be duly noted, take longer in obtaining gratification than do males, and this time was no exception. Jill continued to suck Nora's titties, biting them, sucking them, chewing on them, whatever she was doing, while Mary was running her tongue up and down and in and out of the schoolteacher's cunt. This was one schoolteacher who should have had nothing to complain about – she was getting it done to her from all angles and if what she had wasn't enough, then Jack saw to it that she got more, for he turned her on her side, somewhat, and once again buried his shaft – this time up her anus, which Mary, much to my surprise seemed to like rather than object, to. Jack's cock going in and out of Nora's asshole passed only an inch from Mary's tongue and I watched, hopefully, in order, that I might catch a glimpse of her sneaking a, lick at his hardened penis. It happened then and I saw it. Mary got her lips about his penis and wouldn't let go and Jack began fuck Mary in the mouth, seemingly unaware that his prong had been taken from Miss Doans' cunt I laughed softly.
Nora looked at me sharply, probably wondering two things: why I was laughing and why she wasn't being pronged any longer.
I decided to rectify this, so pushing people this way and that, I crowded in and rammed my prick into her cunt. This forced Mary's head down away from Nora's crotch, but she still clung to Jack's cock with her lips. Jack's eyes were closed and he was jerking his loins back and forth causing me to wonder if perhaps he wasn't aware that Mary had his whang between her lips rather than his having it buried in Miss Doans' cunt.
I laughed softly again.
Now, I had my prong buried deeply into Nora and she knew it, too – I could tell from the look of pain on her face. That is to say, she knew it was I who had his prick in her and not Jack Burns, whose joy-stick is much smaller than mine, if I may say so without sounding conceited.
"Screw me, baby," Miss Doans said to me. "Screw me good."
Mary was grunting and groaning and the next thing I knew she and Jack had fallen away from the sofa as she continued to suck his penis. Jill evidently decided to get in on the thing – she had been left out of things for the past several minutes – so she started off by biting the cheeks of my ass lightly and then, later, running her tongue up and down and into my anus. This felt very good and consequently made me blow off much sooner than I would have ordinarily. I filled Nora Doans' cunt with thick goo and she sighed and kissed me wetly, snaking her tongue into my mouth and trying to tongue-fuck me.
I let her do it.
This, of course, made me very hot again and, though I would scarcely have believed it possible for me to blow off three times almost in a row, I now proceeded to do exactly that. The trouble with this was that my cock had broken contact with her cunt and the come from my penis squirted directly into Nora's face. It struck her tummy as well and also her titties. When I got through squirting our schoolteacher friend was virtually covered with my gray sap. Her body was soaked with it.
Funny thing.
Think this female wasn't passionate?
She was.
She began to wipe up the come with her fingers and then transfer the stuff to her mouth.



Chapter 11


All of us quietly got dressed and then for a period of time sat around speaking softly to one another and having occasional drinks – spending the time in general, resting. I figured that all of us knew the five-way fest would be continued, but as of right now we needed to recuperate, even the women did. I knew that I especially had a need for rest, being almost totally exhausted. My powers of recuperation were good, however, and I felt confident that there was much more to come. Glancing, at Mary, I winked at her and she smiled and raised her glass. Turning about, I saw Miss Doans staring at me strangely. For a moment I thought she was being jealous of my wife, but I dismissed this as being silly thinking. I was seated on the sofa, at one end of it, and Nora Doans was at the other end. Mary, Jack and Jill were on the carpet, evidently preferring to sit on the floor. Every now and then I would see Jack touch one of the women in a very personal place and she would smile and blush a bit. It looked as though Jack was getting worked up again. I wondered if he had a hard-on. Wondering about him caused me, apparently, to get one myself. I reached down and touched the front of my pants and glanced at Nora Doans at the same time, though not intentionally. She saw my move, and smiling, got up from her seat to come over near me and sink down onto the sofa, her thighs pressing against mine. This female had – definitely done a change about since I had first met her. Then she had been a prude, had been extremely self-conscious and actually afraid of anyone of the opposite sex. Now she was quite different. So much so that she, in full view of everyone present, reached for my zipper and unzipped my pants quickly. Snaking her band into my pants, she took my erection in her fingers and pulled it forth. Almost in the same movement, with her other hand, she ripped open the front of her dress, exposing her tits, lowered her head to my penis and began to suck me, her head bobbing up and down, her titties swaying from side to side. It was a fascinating sight, a marvelous feeling, having her do this to me in this manner. I glanced at her titties and saw the way they were flopping about excitedly. I didn't see them for long, however, for Jack thrust his head between my body and hers and took one of her tits in his mouth and commenced to suck it. This didn't stop Miss Doans from going down on me. Not at all. She heaved a great sigh and began to bob her head at a furious rate of speed.
The whole thing came to an abrupt stop, someone was knocking loudly on the front door. Mary got to her feet quickly and ran to the sofa and pulled Nora's mouth away from my cock. "Stop it!" Mary cried. "Someone is at the door. Pull your dress together, Nora. Quick!"
Jack griped about this considerably, but Nora Doans sat up, pushed him away and pulled the front of her dress together. Everyone looked at Mary, who was busy looking at her own dress. Upon seeing that it was in satisfactory condition, that nothing was exposed that shouldn't be when one goes to answer a knock at the door, she took a deep breath, placed her finger over her lips indicating she wanted us to be quiet, and went to the door. From where I sat I couldn't see who she was talking to, nor hear what she said. She seemed to be gone for quite a length of time, but finally she came back into the room. No one, I saw, was with hey, and this was a great relief because I had had a suspicion that a relative might be at the door. It would be just my luck to have a distant relative "drop in" on us.
"Who was it?" I asked.
Mary bit her lips. "A friend of Miss Doans, I guess. That's what he claimed to be."
Nora flushed. "A man?"
Mary nodded.
"That can't be true. I don't know any men in this town." She glanced at Jack and me. "Except for you two, I mean. What did the man say?"
Mary shrugged. "Said he was looking for you."
"What did he look like?'
Mary described him as being short, red-faced and slightly on the fat side.
"I don't know any such man," Nora Doans said, and then she let out a cry. "The superintendent of schools, Mr. Nolan. Your description fits him. Does anyone know him?"
"I know him slightly," I said. "Why should he be looking for you here, Nora?"
"He asked me once if I had become acquainted with anyone in town and… well, I told him I knew you people. I…
"He's not married," I said, thinking hard. "Is he… interested in you, Nora?
I mean, has he shown any interest up to now?"
"I didn't pay any attention to him. I just thought he was married and… well, you know what I mean."
I shrugged. "Nothing to worry about. Mary, I take it, told him you weren't here. Is that right, Mary?" I asked my wife.
"That's right," Mary replied. "I couldn't very well admit Nora was here. Then I would have bad to invited him in… and that would put an end to… "
"Our five-way swap fest," Nora finished for her, blushing as she said the words. "I don't know why Mr. Nolan should be looking for me. I've… never encouraged him to be friendly."
I could easily believe that. Nora was hardly the type to encourage any man to be friendly. The man would have to do it all if any progress was made between him and her. "Shall we all have another drink?" I asked loudly, for the party spirit seemed to be dropping off. I glanced around from one face to another. No one said anything, so I got the bottle and brought it into the large room where I filled everyone's glass, including my own. I put the bottle on the cocktail table near the sofa and sat down hoping Nora would start in again where she had left off. She, however, didn't come near me but sat on the floor along with the others and sipped her drink just as they were doing. No one appeared to want to get things started again, so I shrugged and turned my attention to my own drink.
I finished the drink after a time and poured myself another after asking the others if they were ready for more juice. No one appeared to want anything at the moment, so I sat on the sofa alone and drank and wondered about this Mr.
Nolan who had come to the door. I wondered if he wanted to fuck Miss Doans and if she wanted him to. I felt slightly jealous for some fool reason and this caused me to imbibe more than I intended to do. Several glasses of whisky went down my throat and I became somewhat high. I noticed then that Nora seemed also to be somewhat high. I got down on the carpet and crawled toward her while she fixed me with a steady gaze. When I came close to her, she pulled open the front of her dress to expose those two beautiful titties of hers. I reached out and fondled them gently. They were soft and warm and very exciting to the touch. Nora sighed and began fumbling with my zipper. I moved a bit closer to her and she got the zipper open. The others, I saw, weren't paying any attention to Nora and me and I was glad of it. Nora snaked her hand into my pants and grasped my hard-on with her warm fingers. She jacked me a couple of times and with her other hand lifted her dress, lay flat on her back and indicated urgently that she wanted me on top of her. I grinned tensely and moved on top of her, sinking my shaft into her wet cunt as far as I could plunge it in one stroke. On the second stroke I plunged it even deeper into her while she grunted and sighed at the same time. I pumped my cock into her fast and furiously then hardly noticing that someone had pulled down my pants and was running their tongue over my asshole. I felt it happening a moment later and it so startled me that I momentarily stopped pumping my whang into Nora's twat.
"Oh baby," she sighed in my ear, dipping her tongue into that orifice at the same time. "Don't stop fucking my thing." She gave me a little prod in the ribs with her knuckles.
I glanced back and saw it was Jill who was burying her face in my crotch, her long blonde hair covering her face as well as my ass completely. She got her tongue up my anus then and I squealed with delight. I didn't know what it was she had touched, but I suppose it may have been a gland of some kind. At any rate, there was a sensitivity there that was something else. Again her tongue touched the gland and, to my astonishment, I squirted goo into Nora's cunt.
This was the first time I had ever gone off in a woman without at least some movement being made.
"Oh baby," Nora gasped, and began to pump her loins upward.
I returned the pumping movement though I could barely keep my mind on it, the tongue up my asshole felt so wonderful.
Then, as luck would have it, the whole thing came to an end for a very simple reason. Someone was banging on the front door again and the banging was so loud that all of us immediately heard it and knew what it was. Jill stopped tonguing my asshole, I pulled my prong out of Nora's twat, and everyone stood up and smoothed out his or her clothing. I felt guilty, a feeling I hadn't had for years, and I couldn't help noting that Jill and Nora also looked guilty. I couldn't see Mary or Jack's face – their backs were turned to me.
"Will you go to the door this time, Bull?" Mary asked softly.
"All right," I answered her, though if the truth were known I would have rather gone anywhere else than to that front door.
"Can't we just ignore it?" Jill offered.
"He'll just keep on banging if you do that," Jack said.
"Oh… dear." This from Nora, her fingers at her throat.
I pulled myself together and left the large room and went to the front door, which opened in on the living room. I took a deep breath, glanced through the window and saw a short, fattish type of guy with a red face. No question about it-it was the same man. The superintendent of schools, Mr. Nolan? Was that his name? I thought about it for a minute and decided it was his name. Glancing back into the large room to be sure that everyone was properly clad – they were – I opened the door.
"Hello," I said. "Did you want something?'
I stared him straight in the eye.
He flushed a little. "Dear me," he muttered, "I do seem to be making a regular nuisance out of myself today, but a child told me she saw Miss Doans enter your house awhile ago. I was just wondering if you could tell me where she has gone." The man's chin was actually trembling. He seemed to be a homosexual. I wondered if he were. A devil entered my brain. "I say," he went on. "I do hope I'm not interrupting anything."
I smiled. "As a matter of fact, you were, or are, but never mind. It doesn't matter."
"Dear me," the man said, his chin trembling again. "I'm looking for Miss Doans because of a telegram that came to me, of all people. Her mother… well, she's bad an accident-nothing serious, I understand. I just thought I should tell her."
I grinned at him. "I'll tell her for you, sir. Good-bye to you."
The man flushed again. "Oh… " he said, and that was all he said.
"My pleasure," I said. "Just as soon as I see her I'll tell her." I stared at the guy. "That is, I'll deliver the message."
He mumbled something and left. I closed the door and locked it, then returned to the large front room. "He's gone," I said to all of them. I turned to Nora.
"He wanted to see you. He received a telegram. Your mother's had an accident, but it's nothing serious. Can I drive you someplace, or would you like to use our phone to call your mother's home?"
"Oh… may I, please?" Nora said, and I nodded and showed her where the phone was located.
I left her alone at that spot and returned to the large room. She came back soon and told us her mother was all right, having been only slightly injured.
"Well," I said, "anyone want another drink?" Everyone did, so I got the bottle and poured out five long portions of whisky. I wondered if Nora might become ill from so much whisky – after all, she wasn't the type of person who imbibed and it could make her quite ill. I watched her carefully for some time, but she appeared to be taking very tiny sips of the stuff, hardly enough to make her high.
I didn't want Nora to become high and sick. I wanted her to be available as, I was sure, did everyone else in the room. Nora was the fifth person – she was the one who made our session a five-way fest, a term Jack and I had come up with when this had almost happened before. I say "almost happened," for that was the way it had always been. At the last moment the woman we had in mind had turned us down flat.
Now we had another woman – Nora Doans, and she was turning out to be just the right one to my way of thinking. Having five people taking part in a sex act was beautiful. It was exciting and marvelously exhilarating. There was nothing like it in all the world, I was beginning to discover, though I had long suspected this to be the truth.
All of us were now on the floor and I looked from one person to the next to see how things were coming passion-wise. Much to my disappointment, no one seemed to be at all interested in anything but his drink. I finished mine as quickly as I could and poured myself another, hoping this would tell the others that I was in a hurry to resume operations by killing off the last of the bottle, which is what I was doing. No one seemed to notice that the bottle was empty and no one appeared even to want to talk about anything.
"What's wrong with all of you?" I asked, my glance darting about again. "Is everyone tired?"
Mary caught my eyes and nodded. "We want to rest awhile, Bull. Besides we owe it to Nora."
I was puzzled about this and said so.
Mary leaned forward. "Her mother was hurt, dear, and even though it appears not to be serious, we have to consider Nora's feelings."
I glanced at Nora. "Are you all right? I mean, do you feel okay?"
"I will be… as soon as I finish my drink, Mr. Horton," she replied, eyeing me strangely.
"Oh… all right," I said, and turned my attention back to my own glass. I was somewhat nettled and couldn't shake the feeling for several minutes. I finally finished off all the whisky I had and put the glass down with the intention of going to the bathroom, though I didn't really have to go – it was just a way to kill time. I didn't get off the floor, however. Nora Doans had suddenly jumped to her feet and pulling up her skirt, sat down on my face, her wet cunt pressing eagerly against my mouth.



Chapter 12


She nearly smothered me at first and it wasn't until I felt hands clawing at her and incidentally pulling her away from my face that I was able to breathe with any degree of certainty. I looked now for the hands that had pulled her away and saw they belonged to Jack. A jealous feeling passed through me but was quickly dispelled when I observed my wife watching me with a steady eye.
Immediately, she came to where Jack and Nora and I were slumped almost in a pile together and promptly proceeded to sit down on Jack's face. He lay back and Mary squatted on him and I could easily assume, by the intense look on her face, that he was tonguing her box and doing a most effective job of it. Mary's eyes began to bulge, she gasped for air and at the same time I saw her place her hands on Jack's head, holding him in position against her crotch. She cried out once or twice and perhaps more than that, but I had no chance to count the cries, for Nora had again straddled me and was attempting to push her cunt halfway down my throat, it appeared. This time she sat in a different manner and didn't threaten to smother me, so I slipped my tongue into her slit and began to scoopy-doo. Scoopy-doo is a fast sideways motion made with the tongue against the little female nub. This nearly drives women mad, it feels so good to them. This time was no exception, if Nora's cries were any indication. She not only cried out but moaned and wriggled her butt about to such an extent I was finally forced to hold her up by the thighs so that she wouldn't again shut off my breath. Now I could dip my tongue into her slit without fear of having her settle down over my face and strangle me.
I didn't hear the knock at the front door. Evidently it came while Nora was sitting on me. Later on, I figured it out this way, not that it makes much difference. Mr. Nolan had come back to the house, and my wife let him in. Nay, dragged him in and unbeknownst to me, practically raped the poor guy on the carpet of the front room not ten feet from where I was enjoying the passionate wetness of Nora Doans' cunt. Someone – I couldn't see who – had taken my cock in her (or his) mouth and was sucking the devil out of it. I blew off quickly and felt Nora having an orgasm a short moment afterward, so I knew, or thought I did, who had sucked me. I pushed her dress away from my face to verify it and sure enough saw Nora bending her head over my erection. She cleaned me off with her mouth, kissed my penis, and replaced it in my pants, zipping me up with great care as if to say "There now, fella, you just hide away for a time, take a short rest and Nora will be back for you. Nora wants to gobble you up eventually." My imagination gave me this. For all I knew she might have been sick and tired of my penis by now, though I doubted this very much.
I glanced away from her and this was the first time I noticed the short, fattish chap on the floor with Mary. She had his pants unzipped and he was breathing very hard as she massaged his penis with her hands, every now and then bending her head to kiss the end of it. Mr. Nolan evidently was receiving the surprise of his life, and I couldn't help smiling as I saw the lust in his eyes equaling the amount in, Mary's. (I tried to remember when Mr. Nolan had entered the room and this was when I decided it must have been while Nora had my face covered with her skirt.) "Oh, my goodness, Mrs. Horton," Mr. Nolan was saying, his face extremely red, his eyes filled with wild lust. "How very delightful it feels, when you kiss the head of it. I wonder if you would mind sucking it?"
Mary grinned and proceeded to gobble his dick immediately.
"Oh, my dear woman, you're destroying me," Mr. Nolan moaned. "Oh… oh… how simply devastating."
For a probable homosexual type – he sounded very pleased that a woman should be going down on him. It was entirely possible that he wasn't a homo, of course.
How would I know what the man really was – I had only seen him twice, both times during the past hour.
"Do you like to have your dick sucked, Mr. Nolan?" Mary was asking him loudly enough for all of us to hear.
"Love it… love it… " he gasped, and began to fuck Mary in the mouth.
What a crazy scene this was. It was scarcely believable. Jill saw me glancing about then and moved over toward me. "Hey, baby," she whispered, and I had no idea of why she was whispering, "I haven't made love with you for it seems like a week. How come this charming schoolteacher gets you all the time lately? Have you forgotten that I'm your swap partner?" She smiled when she spoke, so I knew she wasn't being disagreeable.
I shrugged. "You're still my swap partner, baby," I told her. "But tell me something. When did the fat guy come into the house?" I spoke very softly, not wanting to hurt anyone's feelings.
She giggled and moved even closer to me. We were on the floor perhaps twenty feet or more from where Mary and Mr. Nolan were having their session.
"That's Mr. Nolan, the head of the school system. Mary enticed him into the house while you Were busy with-er-one of his underlings." She didn't make the word "underling" sound derogatory.
I laughed softly. "Mary did that? Well, I'll be damned. Must be she wanted some new cock, baby."
"Who doesn't?" Jill cooed in my ear. "I haven't been taken by you in so long that I'll bet even yours would seem like new cock to me. How about it, baby?
Want to try me out again, for old times sake?"
I grinned. "I'm pooped. You'll have to wait awhile I have nothing to offer at the moment."
"Damn it, I'll have to ask Jack then," she said ruefully.
I laughed. Jack is busy. Look at him. Miss Doans has him all wrapped up over in the corner." It was true. Jack was on top of Nora and the two of them were fairly clawing at one another in their urgency.
Jill touched my arm. "This has just got to be the hottest room in town. Did you ever see so much activity of this kind in one room before?" She squeezed my arm now. "Let's add to the activity, baby. Come on. Try. Give Jill some of that thing you have between your legs, baby."
The urgency of her tone of voice caused me to get an erection. "All right," I told her. "Get on your back, baby. I'm coming into you."
"Wait a minute," she said quickly, and pushed against my chest with her hand.
"Look at him, Mr. Nolan. Did you ever see anyone get that red in the face, Bull?"
"Never mind him. You got me stirred up sexually and now you want to… what did you say?" I asked rather stupidly.
"Mr. Nolan – his face is so red. My goodness, look at him, Bull. He's really hot and bothered about Mary sucking his penis."
I didn't look at Mr. Nolan. The hell with Mr. Nolan. Jill had caused me to have an erection when I hadn't thought it possible to get another and now that I wanted to use it in her she was telling me about Mr. Nolan's face. Who cares about Nolan's face?
"Spread your legs, baby," I told her. "I got a big one for you."
"No," she said, pulling away from me and crawling on her hands and knees toward the sofa.
I followed her, my hard-on actually aching to enter her body. "Come on, baby,"
I coaxed. "Don't give me the brush off. Are you angry at me?" There would be nothing unusual about her if she were. She had often been angry at me for one reason or another but concerning nothing very serious in nature. "Hey," I went on, "why are you staring at Nolan and Mary. Do they turn you on or something?"
"His red face," she said. "It disturbs me. I mean, it fascinates me. Why, I don't know. I've just never seen anyone's face become so red. He's really hot and bothered, isn't he? Look at him drooling each time Mary sucks his penis.
Wow."
I glanced at Nolan and took note of the fact that his face was very red.
"Okay," I said. "So he's hot and bothered. So'm I. How about me crawling on top of you? A minute ago you wanted me to."
"I changed my mind. I just want to watch Mr. Nolan. My, he looks odd."
I sighed. "All right. I'll watch him with you if that's all you want to do."
She said nothing.
I glanced at Nora Doans and Jack. "Jill," I said, "have you ever noticed such – a complete change in a person? I'm referring to Nora Doans."
She shrugged. "I'm not the one to ask. I don't really know how she was with you at first. You were with her alone quite a bit, weren't you?"
I nodded my head. "Yes. I keep forgetting. Well, anyhow… she was an entirely different type of woman then. She called me all sorts of names. Said I was a filthy beast. You know, that sort of talk. Idiot talk, mostly. Now she makes no bones about – her desires. Look at her over there with Jack."
Jill laughed. "I'm not concerned about her change in personality or what she's doing. I'm much more interested in that Mr. Nolan. His red face looks like it's going to explode before his penis does. I never saw such a red face, Bull."
I examined her eyes. "Say," I said, "are you sober? Why all the concern about his face being red? Everyone gets a red face now and then."
Turning back to me, she snaked – her hand inside my pants and felt of my penis.
"You're right, baby," she said softly. "Why should it bother me that some fat guy gets red in the face? Say… are you getting a hard-on again?"
"Seems like it, baby. Play with it a little and let's see if it gets real hard."
Jill winked at me and brushed her long blonde hair out of her face almost at the same time. I almost didn't see the wink because of the hair. "Want me to sit down on your lap, baby?" she asked softly. "If your cock's not too hard I can get it in by-sitting on it, you know. I can get it all the way in, I think."
I bowed in mock fashion, as much as one can bow in mock fashion when sitting on the floor. "I would be most happy to have you sit on me and attempt to… "
She giggled, interrupting me. "You're getting harder already," she cried. "Bull Horton, you're the horniest man in this world. Do you ever do anything besides think about fucking and sucking and so on?"
"Certainly I do," I replied. "I not only think about these matters, I participate in the events."
She giggled Again. "Is that what you call them – events?"
I laughed. "Have to call 'em something. Events will do as well as any other – word."
"Look at Mary – the way she's sucking off Mr. Nolan's penis. Do you call what she's doing an event?"
I stopped laughing and glanced sharply at Jill. "What are you talking about, Jill?" I examined her face and eyes carefully. She didn't appear to be unduly high.
She began to laugh. It started out as a giggle and gradually turned into a laugh, almost a hysterical – one. I grabbed her by her shoulders and shook her, but she only shook her head when I tried to ask her if there was something wrong.
I happened to glance at Nolan then. He was lying on the floor and his face, while still red, wasn't nearly as red as it had been. Mary was still sucking his penis, though from what glimpses I could catch of the joy-stick it didn't look to be very hard now. I wondered if he had already blown off in Mary's mouth and if she were trying to get him to go off again.
"Mary," I called across the room to her. "Why not give the guy a rest?"
She glanced up at me and removed Mr. Nolan's cock from her mouth. "This guy hasn't done anything yet. Nothing at all." She looked disgusted with him, but she also bent her head and started to take his cock between her lips again.
Jack was the one who discovered it. That is, he discovered it first. I was hardly aware of what he was doing, but I did see him push Mary away from the newcomer to our group. "Cool it, Mary," he said. "It's no wonder the guy can't go off in your mouth."
Mary looked at him oddly. 'W-what?" she mumbled, her speech thick now, probably from the booze she had drunk.
Jack felt Mr. Nolan's wrist and it was then I knew what had happened, or thought I did. I moved across the room rapidly and felt for a pulse in the man's other wrist. There was none.
"Hey, baby," Jill called to me from across the room. "Come back here and bring the others with you. Let's have one great big six-way swap scene. Everybody suck someone else. Everybody… "
"Jill," I said sharply to my swap partner. "Shut up." She looked – at me oddly.
Nora Doans crawled across the floor on her hands and knees, and titties sticking out of her dress as usual. "What's the matter?" she asked dully.
"Yeah, Bull," Mary said. "What the hell's going on with you and Jack and Mr.
Nolan?"
It was Jack who said it "The reason you couldn't get him to blow off, Mary, the reason his face was so red was probably that he was having a heart attack or a stroke. At any rate, Mr. Nolan is dead."
Everyone got to, his or her feet slowly and arranged his or her clothing. We all looked at, one another.
"The end," Jill said dully. "The end of a great scene."
I stood up straight and looked at each of them. "Jack and I will lay Mr. Nolan on the sofa. You ladies will please pull yourselves together. Mary, take Jill and Nora upstairs and give them something to wear that isn't wrinkled."
"All right, Bull," Mary said, her eyes filled with a strange look. "What else are you going to do?"
I grimaced. "As soon as we get Mr. Nolan on the sofa, I'm calling a doctor for him. After all, none of us can say for certain that he is dead. Only a doctor can do that."
"Then what happens?" Jack asked.
I shrugged. "Then we call the police. What else?"
No one seemed to have a better suggestion, but we all – knew that the swapping was over and none of us would ever be the same again.
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