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Marcy in heat





CHAPTER ONE


Marcy Whalen's parents were very religious, and almost fanatical in their condemnation of anything that wasn't approved by the church. Marcy grew up in an atmosphere of fear.
When she reached thirteen and her body started awakening, her mother sat her down and explained the sins of the flesh. She cautioned Marcy not to fall into temptation by touching herself or by allowing a boy to have his way with her.
Marcy was allowed to date, but only when several couples were included in the group. And then nearly all of her outings were connected with the church. As she grew older she heard stories from the other girls in school about young couples who had gotten into trouble. It frightened her, but it also peaked her curiosity.
By the time she was fourteen the wild cravings in her body expanded and flowered along with the womanly aspects of her figure. The nights got longer and longer as she became more and more frustrated and the dreams of sin came more frequently.
She talked to her minister about her dreams and was told to have faith. She talked to her mother about them and was told that they were sinful. She told a few of her closest friends at school and they replied that the dreams were normal. Marcy's only problem was that she needed sex.
But sex was sinful.
So she continued to have dreams and many sleepless nights trying to escape from them. By the time she was fifteen she had discovered the pleasure her own hands could bring to her body. That brought even more fire, more frustration, and more guilt.
Up until this time no boy had touched her beyond a light kiss. That changed when she met David Banks. He was older, in college, and much wiser in the ways of the world than the others in her church youth group.
David was on summer vacation and they started dating regularly. Each night before they would leave for a date, David would quote the Bible with Marcy's mother while he waited for Marcy to come downstairs. And each night, when they returned from the date, the front seat of his car would become a hotbed of passion as his hands roamed over her body and his lips showered her face and neck with hot, loving kisses.
He awakened her mind and her flesh to not only what he wanted, but what she wanted. She wanted sex, and lots of it. Her dreams almost became real with David forming clearly in them as the man she ravished and was, in turn, ravished by.
But still she managed to keep his hands outside her clothes and his kisses from making her a lusting female animal.
She imagined that someday, before too long, she might marry David and have everything with him that her mother and father had. It never entered Marcy's mind that her mother and father had very little. She was sure that it would work out with David if only she were able to retain her virginity until they were married, as her mother had taught her.
It became more and more difficult as her love for David grew and her own desires became the only thoughts in her mind.
It became almost impossible one night in the middle of the summer, during a church outing. After evening prayers and group singing, everyone had retired to their own groups and their own sleeping bags.
She and David had slipped well outside the ring of lights so they could be near one another under the stars. Head to head, each in their own sleeping bags, they had kissed, tenderly at first, and then more passionately. He had edged his hand into the top of her bag and fondled her breasts.
The day had been long, with a great deal of activity. Rather than his caresses exciting her, they had lulled her to sleep. It seemed only a second later, her body drugged with sleep and still tingling from his touch, when she became drowsily aware that David was forcing his way down into her bag.
He had come to her from his own sleeping bag wearing nothing but his shorts. Before she was fully awake, he was wedged down into her bag, and they lay tightly against each other. He nibbled at her eyes, her nose, and then his lips touched hers and they were kissing passionately.
Their bodies were pressed together, flesh to flesh. They had never been like this before and it made jelly out of Marcy's thoughts. She made no move to stop him as he opened the clasp in her bra. She wanted to believe, in her sleepy state, that just going that far was all right.
Then came the tender, tingling sensations of his fingers tracing over the hot, naked flesh of her full young breasts, and suddenly it was different… more exciting, yet more frightening. Now she had no cloth to shroud the mystery of her heaving breasts, nor was he touching them from the security of the other sleeping bag. No, he was right there with her, pressed hard against her now-willing body.
His pinching of her slowly hardening nipples caused her to moan and gasp. She had not caught his other hand as it taunted teasingly at her flat, smooth tummy, moving always downward over those sensitive areas to the insides of her quivering young thighs.
Then smoothly and unhesitatingly it snaked straight under the elastic waistband of her thin nylon panties to the moistly pulsating lips of her virginal young cunt.
A dryness clutched at her throat. She was losing her head entirely. She knew the wildly satisfying sensations she could cause in herself by touching there. It was a fearful thought for her, to think what she might be reduced to doing if anyone else, especially David, touched her there.
He tenderly massaged her budding clitoris and then teased his middle finger slowly into the seething little passage up between her legs. His tongue had mingled with hers, enjoying the wet combined saliva as they ground hard together, her inexperienced flesh responding as it never had before. An electricity was building between them. They felt so alone, and it seemed so natural underneath the stars.
Suddenly her body took over from her mind. It was as if she had become a total slave to the throbbing between her soaking thighs. Marcy found herself sucking wildly on David's tongue. It was as if she wanted to devour him.
A low moan came from her long delicate throat as she felt his fingers working their way deeper into her tiny quivering pussy. Slowly, her own hands went down along the hardness of his chest hesitatingly at first along its smooth muscular surface. Then her trembling fingers had edged along faster, pausing at the flatness of his hips. Slowly they moved forward and she was grasping the rigidly throbbing flesh of his cock.
He moaned low and lustily in his throat when he felt her hand go into his crotch and wrap around his rigid cock. It was all he could do to hold back the flow of his hot fluids into her warm, soft hand. He tried to force his prick between her legs and their bodies closer together.
Somehow she resisted his strength and her own cravings. Still there was a scant inch of distance between them as they lay with their bands hungrily exploring each other's excited genitals.
Finally, after what seemed an eternity of his hand's soft but eager attention to the wetly trembling walls of her hotly aroused cunt, she had brought her own hands up to his shoulders to force him away. Something had snapped within her brain and she made the big effort, stopping him on the edge of what they both wanted so badly.
As they lay there shaking, naturally they had argued, in whispers so as not to wake the others camped nearby. He had pleaded with her, but she had been firm. In the end he had slipped quietly back to his own sleeping bag, leaving her alone with only the exciting wetness between her legs to remind her of how close to the edge they had strayed.
In the weeks that followed, David became distant with her. They still dated but his passion was thin in the car and he didn't even attempt to touch her breasts or run his hand down between her legs.
"What's wrong, David?" she finally asked him, holding the tears back in her eyes.
"Nothing… why?"
"Yes, there is," she insisted. "You're so distant any more… so cold. Ever since that night in the woods, you…"
"I don't want to talk about it, Marcy," he said, a tone of finality in his voice.
"But we must talk about it."
"All right," he said, turning an angry, contorted face in her direction. "I just got tired of going home frustrated and aching every time I left you."
"But we couldn't go any further than we did," she said.
"Why not?"
"Because it isn't right."
"Who says so?" he hissed at her.
"Everybody says so, David. It isn't right until after you're married."
"I say it is, and I'm somebody."
"I can't," she said, finally letting the team come. "I just can't."
"Well… there are girls who can."
After that the phone stopped ringing entirely. When Marcy would call him he would talk to her in vague monosyllables and cut the conversation as short as possible.
She started seeing him with other girls. Some of them were her friends… others were girls that everybody knew were "loose".
When word reached Marcy that David had started dating Lucille Cary, the wildest, loosest, most sinful girl in school, Marcy nearly went out of her mind. She ate nothing that night, and locked herself in her room.
When she at last cried herself to sleep that night, the wildest and crudest dream of all formed itself in her mind. She could see it all happening so clearly that it seemed as if it were right there in her own bed.
In the dream David entered the room naked, his long cock bobbing in front of him in sinful lust. When he reached the bed he looked down. She looked like Lucille Cary. She was long-legged and lithe, with flowering hips.
Her long, golden hair, her blue eyes, innocent, her lovely nose, and the naturally red lips she licked with the tip of her tongue.
His hard and jutting cock dribbled clear cream.
"I want to fuck with you," she said, her voice high, trembling with excitement.
"Oh, God, God…" he mouthed as his prick jerked semen out in sticky strings.
"You've got a lovely cock," she said, eyeing the tool. "And so much beautiful sperm…"
His prick jetted sperm onto her breasts as he bucked and came, spurting wads of jism boiling out of his balls like heated water out of a geyser.
She wiped the cum up with her fingers and she ate it.
"Don't you want to fuck me?" the girl asked.
"Of course!" David cried. "I want to fuck anybody, since I can't have her. I want to show her how much fun it is to fuck. She'll be a withered, dried-up old cunt soon and then no one will want to fuck her."
"Let me suck you off," said the girl, "let me suck your cock."
He grabbed her head as she came to him. He probed her mouth with his tongue, licking the young flesh thoroughly, teeth and gums and lips and tongue, tasting the freshness of bet young body, his prick dripping cum on her little thighs.
He pushed her head down to his cock.
Marcy wanted to scream as she saw him split the girl's face with the full length of his hard tool. He forced its huge thickness into her throat, making her little mouth stretch and stretch to accommodate it all.
The girl loved it and groaned as his cream slid down her throat.
"I love your cum," she said, licking the end of his prick and running it around and around her face and throat.
"Then give me your pussy!" David shouted, and clutched her body, pushing her backward on the bed. He brought his cockhead to the soft lips of her pussy. With a grunt exceeding lust he shoved again, and spread the youthful legs as wide as they would go.
"Rip it!" she screamed. "Tear it open with your big beautiful cock!"
David rammed his cock hard into her tight vaginal walls, ripped the membrane open and sank to his balls in her cunt.
Marcy woke up screaming, her body covered with perspiration. She continued until her mother rushed into the room and was able, finally, to quiet her down. When Marcy was still at last her mother left. It was then that the girl noticed the puddle of female secretions between her legs.
The dream had been horrible.
Marcy had liked it.
The next morning Marcy called David and begged him to meet her. He said he was busy but when she told him that it was for a very special reason, something that he had wanted for a very long time, he agreed to pick her up.
They drove far out, into the woods, left the car, and walked even farther. They had talked very little during the ride, and said absolutely nothing as David spread a blanket out on the ground.
She sat beside him, neither of them looking at the other. Her blood was racing but there was still indecision and fear in her mind.
"Do you want to kiss me?" she said.
"Do you want me to?" he replied.
"Yes," she said. They kissed. Her tongue darted between his lips and found his. She could feel the tenseness in his body start to ease. She hoped hers would soon.
He ran his hands caressingly up and down her firm white thighs, kneading and stroking her warm yielding flesh with his strong muscular fingers. Slowly he pulled her skirt up until it was at her hips and, for the first time, he saw the white of her panties and her bare legs.
Breathing heavily, David could hardly keep his bulging eyes from the dark, tempting mound, beneath the thin, almost transparent crotch band of her panties. He had waited so long for this moment that he was afraid he might rush it and spoil it. His hard cock was practically crawling out of his pants with eagerness.
His hand traveled up her thigh and brushed against the silky mound of her cunt. Marcy groaned and rolled over on her side toward him. He slid his hand beneath her sweater and unfastened her bra. He then drew them both, carefully, up over her shoulders mid head.
He gasped in awe as her full, round, dark-tipped young breasts leapt into view. Their size and firmness filled his mind and body with an indescribable lusting. It was as if his oldest and fondest dream had come true.
"Are they pretty to you?" Marcy asked.
"Marcy, they're beautiful… so beautiful," he said. "They look even bigger than they feel."
She was as big and voluptuous as a mature woman. Her breasts were huge and firm like ripe melons that encouraged squeezing.
Marcy bit her lip as David dipped his face to her breasts and experimentally teased one nipple, then the other, into erection with the gentle tip of his tongue. She nearly came off the blanket as his hands undid her skirt and eased it down off her legs. His fingers tickled up and down her flat, smooth stomach from her crotch to her breasts.
She was wet. She could feel it. Should she be embarrassed? No, it was normal, or at least she thought it was normal. Should she stop him? Should she let him go on… all the way?
"David," she moaned softly as she felt his fingers move to her one remaining piece of clothing.
"Yes," he said, his fingers freezing.
"I'll do it," she said.
He stood up and surveyed her beauty. "God, you're gorgeous," he said, a raspiness in his voice that told her that even though she wanted his cock, her body was creating an even greater amount of lust, need and desire in him.
He pulled his shirt off first and then his pants and shorts. All the time he kept his eyes moving over her partially clothed body. The panties she wore were white in contrast to the golden brown of her tanned skin.
Her breasts were two perfect, swaying mounds flowing across her chest. Her black hair fell in cascades around her shoulders and barely touched the full roundness of her tits, seemingly to amplify their glow in the sunlight. Her panties were cut high on the thighs, revealing the whiteness of her skirt between the tan lines.
Her eyes were working. She watched him fist his cock with one hand while he slowly massaged the huge, hanging sac of his balls with the other.
She matched his motions with those of her on, kneading a breast, bunching its nipple against her chin with one hand while she ran three of her fingers into the bush between her legs and sucked her own juices from their tips.
"Do you like my tits?" she cooed.
"They're perfect," he said, moving his hand faster, in longer strokes, on his cock.
Indeed they were beautiful. With the support of the bra gone they still didn't move, but stood out from her body in their rounded perfection. The areolas were heavily veined, pink and almost as large as the ends of the breasts they tipped. At their ends the nipples rose in hardness, twinkling at him, inviting his lips and tongue to taste their sweetness.
She kneaded them with her hands, pushing them together to form a deep valley of dark cleavage. Massaging the nipples, between her fingers, they grew even longer and harder. She tightened her fingers pressure until he could swear he saw a tiny droplet of clear liquid ooze from each nipple.
He was gasping now, the head of his cock glowing like an angry red bulb as it disappeared and reappeared from beneath his foreskin.
She carefully rolled her panties down and kicked them from her body, revealing the heavy, matted bush of her black cuntal hair. She stood with her legs just a little apart so the rounded curve of her tightly clasped cuntlips could be seen just under the heaviest part of her bush. Inside her cuntlips, the pinkness darkened and beneath them he could see the rounded bottoms of her perfect buttock. They gleamed white against the darker skin on the inside of her thighs.
He almost whimpered as he moved to her, his cock bouncing in front of his body, its length stiff and straight as it pointed toward her cunt. He groaned in desire as his hands roamed over her belly, her hips, then down across her thighs and up to her cunt. His cock jerked up and down between them, a silver stand of cum seeping from its head as he combed the thick hair of her cum-box with his fingers, letting the tips bask in its softness.
"Do you want me, David?" she sighed. "I mean, really want me?"
"It seems as though I've always wanted you," he replied.
"Then what about all those other girls? What about Lucille Cary?"
"Honey," he said, again riveting his eyes on the dark lushness between her thighs, "there's nothing like you… like this."
The thin hair-lined slit of her tight, virginal little cunt was barely visible beneath the softly tempting curls nestled up between her full luscious thighs. Marcy rolled onto her back, spreading her legs even further apart and exposing her entire cuntal area up between them.
The sweat of extreme excitement was forming on his forehead as the boy reached down just below her naked belly and teasingly flicked the tantalizing little bud of her tiny pink clitoris with his finger.
Then, experimenting further, he slowly drew the thinly hair-covered lips of her cunt apart, exposing the moist pink interior flesh and the entrance to her virginal cuntal passage. Below, he could see the tight elastic ring of her tiny, slightly puckered asshole.
"Take me, David," she said. "Go ahead! I'm ready… put it inside me!"
He was like a zombie as he lowered his cock closer and closer to her sweet pussy. His body was shaking so badly he could barely hold his weight above her.
Closer and closer the bulbous head throbbed toward its mark. She smiled as she watched. At last, she thought, I'm going to do it. I'm really going to do it. His cock is going to ram clear up in me.
And then his prick leapt and jumped, pouring sperm in great globs all over her belly.
"Oh shit, shit, shit," he said, rolling away from her.
She looked at the thick, creamy gobs across her belly and breasts.
She still hadn't been fucked.
But she liked it.



CHAPTER TWO


Even though Marcy had been totally frustrated, she was partially satisfied with the ability she had shown in submerging her fear and allowing him to go as far as he had.
She went right to sleep that night. And even though she slept soundly, the dream she had that night was equally as wild and sex-filled as the previous one.
The difference was that this time she was the dominant one, the aggressive one, the one who wanted the sex.
She welcomed the dream.
"Do you like it?" Marcy said, standing in the doorway of her bedroom, referring to the picture David held in his hands. It was of her, nude, lying on the bed with her legs spread high in the air. "You can see all the way up my cunt."
"It's ugly… it's obscene," David said.
Marcy didn't move. She was standing with her gorgeous legs spread, the muscles in them taut, as if she were acting as a barrier between him and the door in the event he anticipated dashing around her and out the door. He looked as if that was what he wanted to do.
"I think it's pretty," she said, "I wish it were alive so I could eat that pussy. Wouldn't you like to eat my pussy, David?"
"Of course not," he said, his hands shaking so much he dropped the picture.
She laughed heartily, grabbed her breasts and hugged herself. Her eyes watered with her mirth, but she stopped as abruptly as she had begun.
"Get undressed, David," she said, unbuttoning the thin sweater she wore, spilling her tits into view, the nipples long and hard, distended with the lust she seemed to constantly possess. She threw the garment down, grabbed her bare tits and sensuously kneaded them.
"You're crazy," he said. "I'm not going to bed with you."
Rut his cock was hard as iron and his balls ached. His tongue darted along his lips as he thought of the silken texture of her cunt, the bounciness of her big tits, her hard, high ass, clenching as he fucked cum into her.
She wriggled out of her skin, stood there in panties so thin that he could see the lush hairy mound of her slit. The silken material was wet with her dribbling juices, and as it pressed tightly into her crotch, the darker lines and folds of her puffy labia were visible, making him groan with desire to plunge his meat between them and experience the slick, luscious depths of her steaming cunt.
"Get undressed, David," she commanded, hands on her hips as she looked down at him where he squatted by the bed. "You want to fuck me. You want to ram your lovely cock up me. Now get undressed."
He found his hands working up his shirt, flipping the buttons open as his eyes were riveted to the lushness of the body he would soon feel warmly under him, wrapped around his cock.
She slid her panties off, baring her treasure completely. She opened her cuntlips with her lingers and displayed the sucking tunnel eagerly awaiting him, the downy pussy whose hot depths would suck out the cum from his balls.
David found that he had removed his shirt completely and that his hands, like animals with thoughts and ideas of their own, moved to his trousers, anxiously working at the zipper to free his stiff cock and get his balls out where she could lick and fondle them.
"Quickly," she said.
She flipped the dim light off.
"I'll suck you off first," she promised. "Quickly, David darling, I want to feel your dick in my mouth. Quickly…"
He could feel the flick of her tongue underneath the massive prick as it fucked into her face. Now and then teeth nipped the bulging mass of male meat, always on the verge of pain, and at the peak of pleasure.
It was good. His big fat prick plunging into her mouth was good and it was delicious. His cum was sweet in her throat. Her cheeks sucked in to make a vacuum and to afford yet another smooth, wet surface for his bulbous knob to brush against.
She made her mouth draw on his cock as if the flesh of her tongue were a pussy. She groaned with joy as she milked a stream of male juice from his bloated balls. His cock struck the back of her throat as her lips mashed into his curling pubic hairs.
She took all of his cock, stuffing it down her tight throat where she knew he would cum directly into her belly. She took her mouth from the head of his cock for a second. "Fuck me, dammit!" she yelled up into his contorted face. "Fuck my head… fuck my face… What the hell are you waiting for?"
He pistoned his hips to ram his turgid cock further into her mouth. He grabbed her head, tangling his fingers through her hair, urging her to pump faster and faster as the urge to come swelled in him like a balloon accepting too much air, about to snap, explode, and be no more.
He jammed the cock so far back into her throat he should have killed her, squirted sperm down into her stomach until she gagged.
He stroked part way out, lubricating her mouth with another splash of hot liquid, stroked deep again to fuck another wad down her throat.
He pumped and pumped for a dozen thick bursts of cum. She was gurgling and swallowing as fast as he could pour it to her. She was loving it. She could feel the heat of his cum all the way into her belly. She loved the intensity of his orgasm and somehow knew that she would quickly be able to bring him off to another one.
She was the power. She gave him a lust for cunt, for coming, for bursting loose with wads of cum that never quit. It was she who forced his mind to concentrate only on her, on her sensual body, on the lush tits that rubbed his thighs as she sucked him off. She made his eyes see only her high, smooth, round ass, thrusting it into the air as she knelt between his legs and ate his cock and his cum.
"Shoot for me," she urged him. "Come, come… don't stop, darling. Don't think of anything at all but coming and creaming, creaming, creaming for me…" She licked his prick, a long lovely tongue lap that made him gasp and blow a wad of sperm over her lovely face. Slimy wads spurted up over her nose, gummed her eyelashes, then ran down her rosy cheeks, dripped off her nose and over her ripe lips.
She licked her quick tongue around the spermy edges of her mouth, sucking up the swift gift he had given her in such glorious quantity, in such inhuman quantity.
"I want to fuck you," she said.
"No," he said.
"Yes," she said, flopping over onto her back, tits bouncing, spreading her fabulous legs to reveal the dripping cleft of her fatty-fleshed cunt.
His cock jerked, dribbled sperm across the sheets. "Fuck," he said.
"Stuff me," she said, making her slit pulse invitingly, drawing him quickly between her legs where more strings of hot spunk splattered out of him and slimed her thighs, thick gooey cream that should not possibly be left in him after all he had done thus far.
"I can't satisfy you," he said, his cock hard but his body trembling.
"Yes, you can," Marcy hissed. "You can, David, you can!"
"I'm afraid," he said.
"Fuck your dick into me, David! Hurry! Screw me hard!" A tremble of anticipation, of hard-core animal sexual heat washed through her and made her body twitch and writhe as it waited for the hard length of his male rod tote stuffed home.
He sank his meat to the balls in her honey-coated cunt, spurting cream on the first stroke, one jetting splash of it that made him groan as the beginning of a heated climax shook him and carried him on and on.
Pussy juice mixed with cum and squirted from her cunt.
"Jesus, what a cunt," he said.
"Yes… my cunt is beautiful, David. Fuck me."
He drove into the core of her womanhood. Her pussy sucked the very life from him. "Cunt, cunt, cunt!" he screamed as he pumped another load into her.
"Cock, cock, cock," she whispered, and her eyes popped open.
With one hand she reached over and turned on the bedside lamp. Then she pulled the covers back from her body. The fingers of her other hand were shoved far up her cunt.
She was a virgin in mind only.
Marcy never saw David Banks again. He was too embarrassed to call her and she felt no need to call him. She was still not totally liberated from her parents' fanatical, puritan views, but she was drawing away from them almost daily.
By the time she met Bruce Moran, she was more than ready for a real man. It was during the summer of her eighteenth year. She was ready to start junior college the following fall and in order to save money she had taken a job as secretary in the church. She was working in the office the day Bruce Moran breezed into her life.
"What's a beautiful girl like you doing in a place like this?" he said, sitting on the edge of her desk and taking a sip from her cup of coffee after lifting it unceremoniously from her hand.
"Working," she said, taking the cup back. "What can I do for you?"
"Oh… you could do a lot for me," he said, smiling and not bothering to disguise the lusting look in his eyes as he scanned the two rising breasts that threatened to burst from the front of her blouse.
"In the line of work," she said.
"I'm Bruce Moran."
"Swell. I'm Marcy Whalen."
"I don't think you understand, little doll," he said. "I'm the Bruce Moran, of the Moran Brothers, gospel singers. We're doin' a gig all this week in your little church."
The cocky, breezy type usually didn't turn Marcy on, but Bruce Moran did. He was different in many ways from the youthful, shallow young men like David Banks she had known. She felt that the tall, muscular blond could hold his own in any situation, especially in bed.
She quickly found out that the three Moran brothers were anything but what their press releases said they were. They drank, they swore, and they put the make on any female that said more than three willing words to them. None of this was in the open, however. For public consumption, they were as pure as the driven snow. In private they were Bacchus, Satan, and Casanova, all rolled into one.
And their leader was Bruce.
Marcy attended their first evening performance at the church. Bruce spotted her in the audience and made a beeline for her during the intermission.
"You like ice, cream and cake?" he asked, a strong hint of sarcasm in his voice about the bill-of-fare.
"I like anything sweet," Marcy said, spooning ice cream into her mouth and running her tongue over her lower lip.
"There's a lot of sweetness in my hotel room after this is over," he said bluntly.
"I'll be in your car," she replied.
They hadn't even needed the words. Their eyes talked to each other and said everything.
In the car, as they drove to the motel, he pulled her close to him with his arm and dropped his hand over her shoulder to fondle her breast.
"How did you know?" she said.
"Your, eyes, the way you looked at me," he replied, "and the way you move. Everything about you is sex."
"You, too," she said.
"I know," he whispered, "it's all I live for. Silly question, but are you a virgin?"
"Why ask that?"
"I don't know," he replied. "Just a hunch, I guess. Something I felt… like I knew you were ready, and you were willing but there was just this little something…"
"Let's say I'm a partial virgin," she replied. "Does it make any difference?"
"Shit, no, honey. Not the way you look."
Now that Marcy had made her decision, she was in a rush to go through with it. She barely touched the drink he fixed for her before dimming the lights and stretching across the bed.
"You're really ready, aren't you?" he said.
"I've been waiting a long time," she replied.
The lusty gleam in her eyes said worlds about her wants, needs and desires as he brought his face down onto hers. Their kiss was very warm, very long, and very passionate.
As their lips pressed together and their tongues sought each other out, his hand ran across her back. Its path was sure and steady as he unbuttoned her blouse button by button, until his hand was beneath, fumbling with the snap on her bra.
It was exciting, wonderful for Marcy. And he was exciting. There was no frustration or meandering about Bruce. He knew what they both wanted and he went right to the task of preparing them.
When the bra was unhooked, the thin pylon material fell to her side and Bruce could immediately tell that her breasts were as firm free as they had been confined. He pulled her toward him and the feel of her huge breasts squeezing into his chest hardened his already stiff cock.
As Marcy lay in his arms, Bruce's hands worked over her breasts. They were her highest points of passion and he knew just how to caress them to set a fire in her body. She thought, at one point, that she might pass out as he masterfully squeezed and pulled on her nipples.
Then his hand was zipping down her skirt. In perfect rhythm Marcy lifted her hips as he pulled. The skirt left her legs and she was nude except for her panties and the unfastened bra.
"God, what a set of tits," he cooed, as he helped her pull the bra the rest of the way off.
"You like big tits, don't you? You like to suck on big tits," she said. As the words formed on her lips that she had only before spoken in her dream, Marcy became even more inflamed.
"They don't need a bra… firm… round… tender… beautiful, just beautiful."
As Bruce described her beautiful tits, his hands wrapped around her body once again and compressed the two massive globes between them.
Marcy wanted to feel his skin too, the way he was feeling hers. She ran her fingers along his waist, pulling the shirt out of his slacks. As their warm kiss lingered on, she unbuttoned his shirt and quickly parted it.
When her warm nipples touched his bare skin, she felt they were two hot pokers. They throbbed as they touched his body and in seconds grew larger and harder to the touch.
The touch of their chests was exciting. Marcy rubbed her body on his to feel the exquisite sensation of bodily contact. It continued for several minutes and as she reached down to unbuckle his belt, he reached for her panties.
He rolled the thin material to her hips and when it passed the outer curvature of her legs, he let go. Marcy then wiggled her body so the panties would fall. As they did, so did his trousers.
And there they lay, in complete nudity and loving every moment of it. Her breasts were almost completely flattened by their intense hold on one another, and the pressure on Bruce's chest was thrilling to each of them.
Marcy parted her legs and his cock slid between her thighs. The stiff thickness rubbed the hair and lips of her pussy as they both moved back and forth.
"Will this make you shoot too soon," she asked, thinking of David, "me rubbing my pussy against your cock like this?"
"Not unless I want it to," he replied, increasing his movements. "And even if it did, Marcy honey, I'll just get it back up again for you, anyhow."
A tremendous quantity of clear juice had been oozing from his cockhead as it slid between her legs. The mixture of their juices built such a fire in both their bodies that neither of them wanted the movement to stop.
"You want it, honey?" he said.
"You know I do," she groaned. "Stick it in me!"
The head of his cock seemed to bend upward all by itself. They were both so wet that the cock slid easily up into her cuntal channel… further… further it went.
"Jesus!" she gasped. "What?"
"It's in me… your cock is inside."
"It sure is."
"There's nothing to it," she said.
"What?"
"It's easy," she said.
"Isn't it good for you, honey?" he asked.
"Oh yes," she quickly said. "Oh shit, yes! I love it! Fuck it to me!"
Even though there was absolutely no resistance from Marcy, as his meat entered her easily, it felt as though the lips and walls of her pussy were being spread so far that they would be ripped apart.
His cock seemed to have a life of its own as it leapt and throbbed. The foreskin peeled back tautly from the head. He could feel the sticky juices of her willing vagina coating his prick like a glove.
Then he was fully inside her, his bone grinding against hers in a up-and-down motion. He reached under her and cupped the fleshy softness of her asscheeks with his hand.
Suddenly her whole body responded to his impaling cock. She became a coordinated mass of pulsing flesh. She was coming. She could feel it. For the first time in her life she was coming on a man's, cock.
"OHHHHH, shit, shit, shit!" she groaned, loving the shock, beating a tattoo on his ass with her heels and grinding her clitoris against him. Mewling sounds came from her throat as she bounced her hardened breasts against his chest and tore like a frenzied wildcat at his back with her nails.
"Are you coming already, honey? Is it good? Is it, huh?" he gasped, his mind filled with the wildness and passion that seemed to surge from her body.
She answered him with her body instead of her voice. Her come had been good, almost complete in the wild sensations it had caused all through her body. But it was only the beginning and she let him know it. She tightened her thighs and wound her legs tightly around his hips. She lowered her own hips and buttocks onto the mattress until his cock was barely inside her cunt. Then she drove her hips upward like an avenging piledriver, impaling herself completely on the hugeness of his pole.
He responded in kind, tightening his buttocks and ramming his cock in and out of her sopping cunt. With his hands he kneaded her bouncing tits as though he were trying to tear them from her chest.
Her head flew from side to side on the pillow, the hair flying against his head and shoulders. She felt a stream erupting in her throat. She bit her lip until she tasted blood. Her hips came alive as they pounded her cunt over his willing, thrusting meat.
"It's good! Oh shit, it's good, so good!" he wailed, feeling his balls slapping against her asshole.
She came again, the joy of it shaking her whole body down to the very marrow of her bones. And still she didn't stop. Her brain was on fire with the heat of his prick in her cunt. She went faster, pounding his cock even harder, trying to urge him to match her rhythms.
When he didn't, she rolled him over and straddled him. Up, down, went her ass, pounding him into the mattress until he could only lie beneath her, enjoying the sudden fury of sex that had captured her.
Her mind continued screaming at her. Fucking. Sucking. Sex. Cock. Cunt. This was what she had longed for all the time. This was happiness. This was freedom, kicks, everything.
Sweat and cunt juice flowed from her body soaking both of them, as again she had an orgasm. This time he matched her, his cock swelling, the head throbbing with a heat that seemed to sear the far inner walls of her vagina.
His come heightened hers as she felt the quaking spurts of liquid bathe her inner softness.
Muscles up and down his long legs became like jelly and he began to crumple. As he started to collapse under the delightful strain of orgasm, Marcy felt his still spurting cock slide downward. Not wanting to lose the delightful sensation, she held his body as tightly as possible and kept him from falling in a heap.
The heavy volume of his cum could not be handled within her cunt and it slowly dribbled down both their legs. The orgasm within Marcy was intensely muscular and she didn't know if she would be able to stay on top.
As Bruce's spent cock began to shrink out of her body, she squeezed her cuntlips as tightly as possible. "I don't want it out yet, Bruce. Please don't let it out yet."
Not able to control his slowly diminishing cock, Bruce held her as tightly as he could. "If I can't stop it from shrinking, at least I'll stay inside while I'm small."
The strategy worked and soon Marcy could feel the smallness of a relaxed cock as it rested within her body. They kept their arms tightly around each other to keep their bodies from separating.
Finally they rolled over as one unit. The mutual juice of their fuck had now spread over their thighs and stomachs and it made the tight contact an exciting and slippery one.
Soon a sliding action began and they began to roll on every inch of the king-sized bed. The cream of orgasm was such a delightful lubricant that they held onto each other and enjoyed the motion as much as the fuck itself.
The excitement of the rubbing began to take effect on his small cock and it began to enlarge within her.
"Ooh, darling… I've never felt anything like that before… I've never had it happen inside me. Ooh, that's nice."
Her cunt opening had shrunken to a size only large enough for a small cock, but as the hard-on grew, the opening widened. Her cuntlips rolled open, producing a feeling she had never before experienced.
"I knew you'd be good," he growled. "It's only been a half-hour and we're already in sex heaven."
"You've been reading your own press," she said. "Fuck me again!"
"How do you want your second fuck, baby?"
The two had been rolling and he could have shot his load into her either when he was on top, or she, or when they were on their sides. "Oh, give it to me in any way, darling. You can pump as you roll, if you want to. I really don't care."
The rolling continued and the hard-on grew. His breaths were becoming short and heavy, and her nipples hardened and were again moist. Her tongue shot deeply into his mouth. The two were about as hot as two lovers could be.
"Oh, baby… let's roll and you fuck as we go… please. Let me feel that hot cream shooting when you're on top, then while you're under me. I want to feel every bit of your body as it shoots high up into my hungry cunt. Hurry, hurry… I'm starting to… it's flowing… it's flowing ooh."
Bruce fucked as they rolled. The moment he was on top, he raised his ass up high to give him a goood blast as he shot into her. An instant later when she was on top, she dug her feet into the bed and pushed onto him as hard as she could.
Bruce had a hand on each of her asscheeks and when their mutual orgasm began, he squeezed more fluid into her cunt. Marcy had her hands behind his head and she pulled his face into hers. The kiss was as warm as their cunt-cock relationship, and two happier people could not have possibly existed anywhere.
And Marcy liked it.
And she knew it was only the beginning.



CHAPTER THREE


Bruce didn't pull any punches with her or attempt in any way to deceive her. He told her that all he was interested in was sex, in any way, shape or form that he could get it.
Because of the manner in which he told her, it appeared that he expected some kind of argument from her, or at least a question as to why. He got none. She wanted the same thing from him that he thought he was getting exclusively from her.
They spent every minute they could together, and between their wild orgiastic sessions, they managed some conversation. Bruce told her his views on everything from politics to religion to sex. The latter two he combined.
"My religion is me… myself," he explained, "and my life. I want to get everything out of it. I want to taste and experience everything. I might even form my own church some day… complete with priests and nuns. Only my priests and nuns will wear red and they'll have black collars and they'll fuck each other a lot. It would be like a commune. We'd let everyone in who wanted in but they would all have to work. And the rich ones would give my church all their money and the church would take care of them so they wouldn't have to worry about anything but having a ball and balling."
"Taste and experience everything…" Marcy said aloud.
"That's right," he said, smiling and rolling over close to her nude body in the bed. "But right now I want to taste a little of this."
"What are you going to do?" Marcy said as he spread her legs.
"Something I've been meaning to do all week and just haven't gotten around to yet. I'm going to eat your cunt."
"That's nice," Marcy said, dreamily stroking his blond head as it moved between her thighs.
His warmly wet mouth pressed into the flesh of her smooth belly. The sudden heated contact of his lips sent a chill racing up her spine and her body arched as the eagerly quivering tongue began to probe lower. He lifted her limp, unresisting legs up and draped them back across his shoulders. Instinctively, she clasped her ankles around his neck, imprisoning his ears between the naked flesh of her smooth inner thighs as he spread the silken hair of her cunt outward with his thumbs. Then he flicked his tongue lizard-like into the moist, flowering slit of her throbbing little vaginal hole.
She moaned deliriously, unaware now of anything except the delicious touch of the hotly flicking tongue. She shivered wantonly from the sudden electrifying contact of his wetly quivering flesh against the tiny bud of her clitoris. Her hips began moving as though with a life of their own, in a lewd motion of copulation… slowly at first… then faster and faster… until they were frantically gyrating. Eagerly grasping his head, she tried to pull his hotly probing tongue up inside her cunt, as her buttocks pound excitedly down against the bed, and low animal moans of wanton delight escaped from her heaving chest. Oh God! She wanted his tongue shoved deep up into her cunt. She had to have it!
"Sweet, sweet pussy," Bruce groaned in rapture as he leered at the moistly glistening flesh of her cunt. With a slow, torturing, outward movement of his thumbs, he drew the pink little pussylips apart, exposing her slit.
"Take it, honey!" Marcy wailed. "Suck my pussy… suck it good!"
With an animal-like groan, Bruce dropped his head and buried the full length of his slippery tongue deep into the warm, throbbing walls of her pussy.
Then he levered her long, beautiful legs back and up, until her knees were crushed against her breasts and the dark mound of her cunt was high in the air. His tongue wallowed again in her pussy and then darted down and into the puckered ring of her asshole.
"Oh shit, that's good!" she cried. "Suck there, too… bite it, fuck it with your tongue!" She reached down between her widespread, thighs and pulled his head tighter against her as goosebumps quivered across her rippling belly and heaving breasts. Her buttocks jerked up and forward to meet and swallow the wetly thrusting tongue. Spasms of sexual sensations coursed through every nerve in her writhing body.
"God damn… oh, shit damn!" she screamed. "It's just like a cock in my ass and cunt! Fuck my holes!"
Her aroused body heaved spasmodically and began a slow, abandoned grinding movement upward against his tongue; that heatedly quivering tongue which sent wave after wonderful wave of ecstasy surging through her love-hungry loins.
Nothing existed now but the maddening tongue teasing hotly up into her ass and her own wanton desire which was rapidly building to a peak.
He sensed her need. With a low growl he withdrew his thick wet tongue, thrusting it once again deep into her wildly throbbing cunt. Soft pubic hairs grazed tantalizingly against his nose and cheeks as she ground her firm white buttocks in a slow hypnotic rhythm up and down against his face.
Her face contorted as she clenched her eyes shut and bared her teeth in the ecstatic throes of sexual release.
He sank his tongue deeper and deeper into her moistly throbbing pussy, bringing animal mewls of pleasure from deep within her lust-constricted throat.
While his tongue continued to ravage her greedily sucking vagina, he worked his middle finger up into the tiny puckered ring of her asshole.
She screamed as the unexpected attack sent a violent electric thrill racing uncontrollably throughout her body, and then, miraculously, she was there – the wave broke over her and left her screaming in exaltation.
"I'm there, oh Jesus God, I'm there, I'm there! I'm coming, Bruce! I'm coming like a fucking dam bursting!"
Her body convulsed beneath his mouth and her insanely quivering thighs fell apart as her head flailed passionately from side to side. She bucked and writhed like a dying wild animal.
Never before in her life had she felt like this! Wave after wave of exquisitely beautiful sensation continued to break over her, and there was a churning whirl of colors before her glazed eyes. And then it grew gray and dim and black and silent… and she collapsed in totally satisfied exhaustion.
"Damn, you're good," he said, crawling up beside her and licking the juice from her explosive come from his fingers and lips.
"I'll be the nun to your priest any time," she gurgled.
"We leave tomorrow," he said.
"I know," she replied. "I'll be sorry to see you go… and even sorrier to see this go." She reached down and fisted his semihard cock.
Bruce left the following morning, and Marcy drifted back into boredom. But one thing was accomplished. She had discovered that all the puritan ethic her parents had taught her couldn't compete with the need in her body for sex. And it didn't bother her. She figured if anything as good as sex was sinful, then she would just have to be sinful.
She still respected her mother's wishes enough not to let any of the several men in the town who tried to seduce her succeed in their attempts. It was a small town and she was sure anything she did would get back to her mother.
So she remained a frustrated bundle of sexual desire right up until the time she left for college. And the only thing that stopped her from just going off on her own and getting a job instead of going to school was the very thin doubt that perhaps her parents might be right in their views.
That thought was snapped and two things made her decide to sever all ties and leave school, during her first visit back home.
Her mother asked her to take some magazines over to Mrs. Morris, the Reverend's wife, who was ill and probably in bed. Her mother also told Marcy to do anything she could to help, since the Reverend was out of town for a few days and his wife was all alone.
Marcy didn't feel like doing housework for Kate Morris, since her first month at school had left her even more bored because of the lack of sex. She hadn't found time to get anything going, what with the hassle of registration, classes and indoctrination, and she had hoped to find some sex among other college students who were home on brief vacation. That, she thought, would be safe, since they too would be returning to school.
Marcy knocked on the Morris' front door. When there was no answer, she opened it and entered the front hall. She called, but still there was no answer.
Then she remembered what her mother had said, that Kate Morris was probably in bed.
As Marcy walked up the stairs she could hear faint voices coming from the direction of where she assumed Kate's bedroom to be. As she progressed down the hall toward the partially opened door, the voices stopped.
At the door she could hear giggling and groaning. The giggle was feminine, but the groan definitely came from a man. Her first thought was to leave when she saw the rumpled cover and the edge of the bed. But when she heard the twisting and turning of bodies on the bed and rapid breathing, her curiosity was peaked.
Reverend Morris must have came back from his trip, Marcy thought, and the first thing upon his return was to run for his wife's bedroom. Ministers weren't much different from real people.
The movement on the bed became heavier and the breathing got much louder. Suddenly Marcy identified the sexual rhythm of the sounds; by this time she knew it only too well.
Marcy couldn't resist moving directly into the crack in the door so she could watch. Because the shades were drawn and there was no light on, the room was very dim. Marcy could barely see the two figures lying on the bed. As they moved and her eyes became more accustomed to the dimness, she could see that they were nude.
Marcy could tell that the woman was Kate Morris by the long, straight auburn hair that draped over her shoulders and fell down her back in billowy waves. She still couldn't see the man's face.
She watched as they rubbed their bodies together. They kept moving every which way. First he would lie on top of her, and then she would roll over on top of him. Marcy could hear their mouths sucking and their tongues licking each other.
Then the man lay back, burying his head between the pillows so Marcy still couldn't recognize him. The thought that it could possibly be anyone but Reverend Morris never entered her mind.
Then Kate's fiery red head was moving downward. She was kissing him on his stomach. At the same time her hands moved up the insides of his legs until they found his balls. She rubbed the heavy sac gently, lifting it as if she were testing the load he carried.
Marcy knew what was going to happen. The man's erect cock was bobbing directly in front of Kate's mouth, and her eager kisses were moving toward it. He took a deep gasp of air when she buried her lips in his pubic hair that started tugging and chewing. Her mouth was just above the base of his sperm-seeping prick. Her face moved round the cock and her tongue darted out to explore his scrotum while her hand fisted the staff of his tool.
Then the man spoke, clearly, distinctly, his voice like a heavy clap of thunder in. Marcy's ears. "Oh, yes… Kate, darling, feels good… feels good having your tongue lick around my cock like that."
It was her father's voice.
Then he raised his head above the pillow and there was no doubt.
It was her father's face, its features contorted in lust as Kate prepared to suck his hard cock.
Marcy wanted to scream. She wanted to bound down the stairs and away from the house. But she couldn't. She was fascinated, frozen and rooted to the spot where she stood, by the scene unfolding before her.
Her head was also spinning at the enlightened vistas that her father's adultery was opening up for her.
She remembered his conversations. His devoted parroting of everything Marcy's mother said.
"It's not that sex is dirty, Marcy. I just think it should be saved for marriage."
"Yes, Father."
"A slut is a slut."
"Yes, Mother."
"Young girls today have strange values about sex."
"Yes, Father."
"Don't you get those ideas."
"No, Mother."
Suddenly, Marcy felt a strong sense of indignation about the guilt she had felt, about not having the sex she had wanted because she was afraid her family would hear stories about her. Suddenly the whole atmosphere of her family, the town, and the church became stifling. It wasn't home for her any more.
She saw all the hypocrisy around her. Her whole body shook when she thought of being trapped in the static confines of her little home town under the watchful eye of her mother, and never going beyond that experience.
The watchful eye of her mother?
She looked back into the bedroom. Her mother's watchful eye hadn't watched her father close enough.
Kate's tongue had slowly slid upward along the shaft of his cock to the swollen head. Although Marcy was deeply hurt by what she saw, she was also aroused. She remembered her own hands fondling testicles and her mouth sucking a creamy cock.
As Kate Morris started sucking on his cockhead, he growled sensuously, and the sound of the other woman's cock-stuffed mouth, sucking wildly on the rigid dick, made Marcy squirm with desire. She couldn't help but reach down and run her hand under her dress until she felt her own creaming pussy. Trying to get at least a small part of the experience, she pushed aside the thin crotch band of her panties and shoved three fingers up her heated cuntal passage.
"Turn over!" Marcy heard the older woman say. "Turn over and spread your… wide… real fucking wide. I'm gonna suck that dick of yours good… and you're asshole."
He did as she said, and Marcy looked on with horror as the woman spread his ass cheeks and plunged her tongue into the crevice. She moved her head up and down along his crack, sometimes lingering in the center.
"That's wonderful," he whispered loudly. "Try your tongue on the back of my balls. Yes, that's it! Ohhh, so warm and nice! Keep doing it just like that!"
She kept it up for several silent minutes. He lay spread out in front of her completely still, enjoying the movement of her enthusiastic tongue. After a while he raised his hips slightly, exposing more of his anal region to her. She responded with even more vigor while fondling his balls with her hand at the same time.
"Turn over," she said. "I want to grease your prick."
He turned over onto his back, and she dipped her fingers into the goo of her cunt and then smeared the substance on his long penis. She worked the lubricant up and down the shaft, slowly masturbating him. As her hand moved slowly back and forth over his sensitive cockhead, her other hand applied the smooth love juices to his testicles and anus.
"I'm going to come… I'm going to shoot like hell!" he gasped. "Better wait a minute!"
She stopped her expert stroking and kissed him. He ran three of his fingers up and down her wet slit with one hand and kneaded her breasts with the other. The heavy friction in her cunt caused the woman to squirm and breathe heavily.
Marcy could see his fingers moving along the woman's hairy valley, sometimes tickling her, other times plunging his lubricated finger into her opening.
Marcy felt herself shaking with fear, anger and desire, all at once. To her, the entire scene was one of betrayal. She wanted to scream, but she also wanted to curl up into a ball and disappear. Instead, she watched with utmost fascination.
"Me too," said the woman, flipping her long hair away from her face. "Me too I'm going to come! Stop! Let's finish off with a good fuck!"
Without a further word from either of them, the woman moved on top so that she was straddling his hips.
"Let me do it," she said. "I'll slide you into me just the way I like it."
She raised herself just enough so that Marcy's father's erect penis was poking against her opening, and then she slowly lowered herself onto it, sliding down farther and farther until she was entirely impaled on his elongated shaft.
She began to rotate her hips slowly, and bent over so that her breasts were close to his mouth. Marcy couldn't see him kissing her breasts because Kate's hair covered his head. But she could hear the sucking sounds he was making and Kate's groans as she kept sliding her hot vagina back and forth on his penis.
"This is it!" Kate was nearly shouting. "I love the way your cock feels inside me! So deep and hard! This is it! I'm almost there… I want you to come first!"
"You're going to get your wish, my sweet," he said, barely able to control his voice. "Keep it up… there, there! I'm making it!"
From then on his actions were frantic. His hips met hers again and again, rapidly slapping their bodies together.
"I feel your cum, baby!" she said. "I feel your hot, squirting cum! Ohhhhh! I'm coming too! Mmmmmmmm!"
As the couple continued fondling each other in the bedroom, Marcy's fingers were working furiously in her own cunt. In, out, in, out, she jammed her fingers through the soft lips of her vaginal tract, deep into the swimming recesses of her youthful body.
She bit her lip to keep from shrieking out loud as she came and came. It was a strange and taut climax that was so shot through with pleasure that it nearly hurt.
She rippled her cunt muscles as if she were milking cum from her fingers.
When it was over, Marcy felt suddenly alone and out of place. She was also afraid that she would be seen or heard, and couldn't help but think how humiliating that would be. She knew that if she left right then, they would probably hear her, so, instead, she waited for them to begin talking or moving, anything that would cause them not to notice her.
It took what seemed like forever, but eventually Kate started sucking on her father's prick again. His cock quickly swelled until it was fully erect.
When they were totally immersed in each other's bodies again, Marcy sneaked down the stairs and out of the house.
Walking home gave her time to cool off and think. Her father had deceived her. But then, Marcy reasoned, if she had to live with her mother, she would probably do the same thing. But that thought didn't soften the blow of her father telling her one thing and doing another.
She wanted revenge, and by the time she walked into her own house she had figured out how to get it, both against her father and against Kate Morris for toppling one of Marcy's sacred cows.
"Marcy," her mother said when she walked into the living room and her mother saw her still carrying the magazines, "didn't Mrs. Morris want them?"
"Oh no, Mom," Marcy replied, "I just never got there, I didn't feel well, so I came on back home. I think I'll lie down for a while."
She didn't hear her father come home, but when she came downstairs he was sitting, reading his paper, in his favorite chair.
She was about to put the first part of her plan into action, but she needed the car to do it.
"Dad?"
"Yeah, honey?"
"I'm a little bored… could I borrow the car?"
"Where are you going, honey?"
"A movie."
"Did you ask your mother?"
"Dad, I'm eighteen," Marcy said, anger about the afternoon rising in her throat.
There was some strange depth in his daughter's eyes he hadn't seen before. "But I guess you know enough by now to take care of yourself."
He tossed her the keys and went back to his paper. She went upstairs and threw a sack out her bedroom window. In the garage she found an old board in the used lumber pile with two large spikes through it. She placed it in the trunk, and backed out into the drive.
Checking the lighted living room window to make sure her mother or father weren't watching her, she ran around the house and retrieved the bag. Placing it in the trunk with the board, she got in the car and backed into the street.
Marcy drove clear across town until she found herself in the wealthy section. She stopped in a gas station.
"May I use your rest room?"
"Sure," said the young attendant, "around the side. It's unlocked."
Clutching the paper bag, Marcy walked around the building until she found the rest room. Inside she locked the door and stripped completely. She started with her hair. The pins came out and the hair came down. Then she worked on her face. The lips became a red gash, the eyebrows became arched, the eyes took on a blue tint. She carefully put on false eyelashes and highlighted her checks with blusher.
She stepped back, looked at herself in the minor, and nodded in satisfaction.
Then she started dressing. The panties were flimsy, black, and very sheer, with the material cut high on the hip in the French style. The black bra she fastened around her large breasts was also French-cut, so that it pushed the mounds of her breasts up and together, giving her a deep valley of cleavage.
Skirt and blouse were next. Then she stuffed her other clothes in the bag and went back into the main part of the station.
"Jesus!" the young attendant gasped when he saw the transformation. Ten minutes before a young girl had gone into the rest room and now, out came this beautiful, mature woman.
"Can I use your phone?" Marcy asked, studying the young man, somehow recognizing him.
"Sure… sure," he replied, "it's right there on the wall."
"And the book?"
"Hanging underneath it."
Fishing in her purse for a coin, Marcy crossed to the phone. She flipped through the telephone directory until she found Robbie Hart's number. Out of the corner of her eye she saw the young attendant staring at her with his mouth open and his eyes bulging.
She smiled to herself in satisfaction, and dropped a coin in the slot. As she dialed she turned her body in the young man's direction.
She leveled her gaze at him, taking in the rich head of blond hair, the easy grace when he moved, the heavy muscle-corded arms and shoulders, and the taper of his body where it narrowed to his waist and hips. Her eyes stopped and fixed when they saw the bulge in his tight Levi's.
Her staring made him nervous at first. Turning on the local high school girls and a few older women in his neighborhood had been one thing, but this chick was definitely something else.
Her eyes moved back up to meet him. He smiled, and she returned it, again dropping her gaze to the now more prominent swell. She deftly touched the tip of her pink tongue to her red lips, running it smoothly across them to let him know she admired what she saw.
He finally got up enough nerve to fully return her stare, and was equally delighted with what he saw. Heavy, black hair cascaded around the bare whiteness of her shoulders and fell in flowing waves down her back. The thin blue filminess of the plunging blouse barely covered the bra which in turn exposed the barest suggestion of rosy-pink nipple above its lace. A tiny waist flowed outward to a generous expanse of hip and thigh. The miniskirt she wore was for looks only, barely serving the purpose of covering her. The skirt was tight across her hips and ass, molding to them and revealing their lushness.
As his stare continued, she sensed his interest, and kept it at a peak by slouching a little to throw her mound forward. In his mind he could see the tiny black curls surrounding the slit of her cunt.
The spell between them was broken when the buzzing on the other end of the line stopped and a voice said, "Hello?"
"Could I speak to Robbie Hart, please?" Marcy said, returning her attention to the telephone.
"This is Robbie."
"Oh, good… I was hoping you'd be home for vacation. How's school, Robbie?"
"It's fine, I guess. Who's this?"
"Marcy Whalen," she said.
"Marcy Whalen? What are you…?"
"Why am I calling you, Robbie? Because I'm home from school, too," she said, hoping she was putting enough of a sultry quality in her voice that he would forget all the limes she had turned him down and put him down when he had tried to date her in high school.
"So?" be said, not sounding very impressed.
"So I was wondering if there was a party on at your place tonight. I know your folks are in Florida for the holiday, and I know that when they're away."
"What if there is a party, Marcy? You know it's not the kind of party that you dig."
"Maybe it is, Robbie. Maybe I've changed."
"Oh?"
"But only on the inside," she said hastily, and laughed. "The outside… the part you always liked, hasn't changed a bit." She could hear him take a great gulp of air on the other end of the line.
"Maybe you should come on over," he said.
"I'll do just that. I'll be there in ten minutes," she replied, and replaced the receiver.
She picked up her purse and the sack and turned to find the young man staring at her in awe. He smiled sheepishly, but nevertheless took all of her in with his eyes.
She crossed to him. "I wonder if you could tell me where forty-two Norton Lane is?" she said, leaning over from the waist in front of him. The full, scoop neck of her blouse fell outward so her firm, thrusting breasts with their pink nipples were clearly visible to his eyes above the barely restraining bra.
"Yeah, sure," he gulped. "Next street down… take a right… go two blocks… another right and it's the great big house on the corner."
"Thanks," she said.
"I know you now," he said.
"Oh?"
"You're Marcy Whalen… I'm Fred Cox. I was two years behind you in school."
"Sure," Marcy said, again taking in his big, muscular body. "You're the big football player this year."
"Yeah… me and my brother Ted."
"It's nice to see you again," she said, and started for the car.
"Yes?"
"While you're home… ah, maybe we could go for a ride some night… y'know, have a couple of beers?"
"Well, I don't know, Fred," she said, opening the car door. "I rarely get to date; my parents are very religious, you know."



CHAPTER FOUR


Robbie Hart and his parties were famous in the town. There was usually a lot of booze, a lot of pot, and always a lot of screwing. Even in high school, Robbie loved to invite the more liberal, swinging students to his home when his parents were gone. Usually his parents found out about it but they never seemed to care. It was rumored that they liked to swing themselves, so they rarely clamped down on their son.
In high school Marcy wouldn't have been caught dead at one of Robbie's parties. Just one time there for a girl, and she wad branded for life in the town. The parties often got so wild and rowdy that the police were called. Rarely did anything come of it, because Robbie's father had so much wealth and power.
"Well, I'll be dipped in shit."
"Hello, Robbie," Marcy said, moving into the hall while he held the door for her.
"Hello, hello, hello. This is not the Marcy Whalen I once knew," he said, putting his arm around her waist and guiding her into the living room.
"Like I told you on the phone," Marcy said, smiling, "same shell… different contents."
"I think you know everybody," Robbie said. "Grace and Bob, Sherry and Will, Toni and Sam… and this is Wilma Dale."
"Hi," Marcy said all around.
"Watch Wilma," Robbie said, "she drinks a lot."
People generally milled around, talking and listening to music. Marcy had a drink and watched some of them dance. She danced twice herself with Sam and Robbie. All in all the party seemed a little dull. Some of the couples did some minor petting on one of the three sofas, but Marcy had seen no one head for one of the five bedrooms she knew the house contained.
She was almost certain the party was going to be a colossal bore and her purpose for the evening – that word would get back to her parents that she had attended one of Robbie's orgies – would be a failure.
She had just about decided to pack it in and go home when one girl he didn't know, Wilma Dale, slid onto the bar stool beside her.
"Hi," she said.
"Hi, yourself," Marcy replied. The girl was very drunk. She was barely able to get all the liquid from her glass into her mouth when she took a drink.
"I'm Wilma Dale."
"Yes, I know," Marcy replied, moving her legs away from the area of the girl's glass.
"You're from around here, aren't you?"
"Yes," Marcy said, "I went to school with most of them. You're not?"
"Nah. Robbie brought me down from school. He thought I'd probably put some life in his parties." She hiccuped and took another drink. "I probably will." She threw her head back and laughed. "You like to fuck?"
Marcy was a little taken aback, but then she thought of why she was there. "I love to fuck."
"So do I… I wonder how come nobody is fuckin'?"
"I don't know," said Marcy, suddenly realizing that the room behind her had suddenly gotten very quiet.
"I like to eat pussy… oh, I like to fuck a cock too… but I really like to eat pussy. Don't get me wrong… I'm not a lesbian, or maybe I am… no, I couldn't be, 'cause I like to have a cock up my cunt… but I dearly love suckin' on a wet pussy."
Marcy just nodded. This, she hadn't quite expected. She could feel all the eyes in the room focused on her and Wilma Dale.
Wilma continued talking to herself, to Marcy, and, it seemed, to the room in general.
"I think it's all right if two girls want to make it with each other," Wilma said, her speech slurring the more she drank. "There's nothin' wrong with that. It's just another way of having fun out of sex. Right?"
"It's a little kinky," Marcy said.
"I suppose it can be, but not necessarily. If a girl can only have sex with other girl's… well, then she's kind of in trouble. I mean, she's limited herself in what she can do. She would get much more enjoyment if she could make it with guys, too, right? But if she can make it with guys, then there's nothing wrong with adding some spice by having sex with other girls, too. Right?"
Wilma paused, and Marcy heard someone in the room behind her whisper loudly, "Here we go… Wilma's off and running."
"You have nice tits," Wilma said, leaning over and pulling Marcy's blouse out so she could see all the way down her front. "Big fuckin' tits. I've got little tits… but nice. I'll show you." Wilma set her drink on the bar and pulled her sweater up, over her head, and off. She threw it on the floor and took a deep breath, thrusting her breasts outward as far as they would go. "See? Not very big, but nice nipples… don't you think?"
"Very nice," Marcy said, suddenly feeling very uncomfortable and wondering what was going on.
Then Robbie appeared behind them. "Nice tits, Wilma. Is your pussy as nice?" he said.
"You bet your ass it is," Wilma replied.
"Let's see your pussy," Robbie said.
"Yeah, Wilma," Bob said, from the sofa across the room where his hand was hidden beneath Grace's skirt. "Let's see what you're so proud of."
Marcy didn't really know what to think of it all, but she did know that finally something was starting. But what happened amazed even her.
Wilma crawled up to her knees on the stool and from there to the bar. Someone turned the stereo up until the music seemed to blare from every corner of the room. Wilma threw back her head and started to dance. Then she started to mumble. That turned into shouted curses that could be heard clearly above the pounding music.
"Dammit, I know I'm gonna get laid! I know there's a man in here somewhere who can handle all I got… 'cause I'm the best… everybody loves Wilma's pussy!"
She stomped on the bar and waved her arms as she danced. Everyone moved toward the bar in anticipation.
"All right… all right!" she shouted, her voice thick with drink. "If this is an orgy, let's get with it!"
So saying, she slithered out of her skirt and kicked it as far as possible across the room. Her tits swung in a long rolling arc from side to side as she bent her knees, leaned backward, and began undulating her hips in wild, abandoned movements. She wore only mesh hose, and black heels. The dark triangle of her moistened cunt glistened against the white of her skin. "Somebody… somebody do me right now! Here!"
She dropped back to the bar and threw her legs high and widespread into the air. "Somebody do me! Isn't there a man around here? Somebody fuck me!"
She began a furious kicking with her legs, making the white globes of her ass bounce provocatively on the bar as she squeezed her tits into two peaks.
Pandemonium broke out as if Wilma's actions had been the triggering catalyst everyone needed. The three boys, Bob Will and Sam, had their clothes off in seconds. They picked Wilma's writhing body up in their arms and carried her to a mound of pillows on the floor.
Her skin already glistened with perspiration. Bob faced her and drove his cock into her cunt while Sam attacked her asshole with his huge organ. The hips of both boys started thrusting wildly.
Will settled his hips in front of her face. With a steady hand, he guided his long, rigid cock, its tiny slit oozing droplets of cum, toward Wilma's unresisting lips.
Grace, Sherry, and Toni stood over the group undressing. When they were nude, they found some way to wedge themselves into the group so their eager pussies could find the boys' mouths.
"There's always room for one more," Robbie said, standing beside Marcy.
"Let's watch," she said, her eyes riveted on the writhing bodies.
"Does that excite you?" Robbie asked, dropping one arm, over her shoulder and running his hand into the front of her dress.
"It sure does," Marcy replied, dropping her hand and squeezing his bulging cock through his tight pants.
All three of the men were now at a fever pitch of white-hot excitement. Each of their cock-thrusts extended further than the last, and pounded harder into the various objects of their desire.
Wilma jerked her head back off the head of Will's cock to shout, "Now, everyone, now… faster… faster, fuck faster! DON'T STOP!"
They all complied. And then, as if on signal, all three men came together into the waiting girl. Her mouth, her ass and the fiery slit of her cunt were all filled at once with the hot streams of white-hot fluid from the pulsating cocks. Their orgasms seemed to go on and on as their bodies jerked in spasms of ecstasy.
"What do you like, Marcy?" Robbie said.
"Everything," she replied.
"Boy, you have changed," he said, reaching for her crotch.
"Let's get naked," she said, jumping off the stool, "I want to suck your cock."
His hands were all over her as she removed her skirt and blouse. His technique of caressing soon had her squirming in his arms and she unhooked her bra. She could feel her nipples hardening and beginning to throb and she could hardly wait for him to uncover them.
When his finger touched her sensitive breasts, Marcy cuddled against his body. As his hands ran up and down her inner thighs, she reached for his belt and unbuckled it. Immediately she ran his zipper down and her hand darted in.
Touching his cock thrilled her, and as it grew, she marveled at the tremendous change. "It always excites me to feel a hard-on build. It's fantastic, just fantastic!"
"Keep playin' with it, Marcy," he groaned. "The more you play with my cock, the bigger it gets."
As his cock filled with hot blood, Robbie started to paw at her panties. He pulled them down. She lifted her ass toward him, and the panties slid to the rug. The thick crop of hair between her legs started to shake and he continued to fondle her thighs.
"Oh shit, I want it," Marcy said.
"What do you want?" Robbie said, stepping away from her and taking off the rest of his clothes.
"I want your cock," she said, her eyes closed, her body swaying.
"You don't want to tease, like you used to?" he said.
"No?"
"You want fucked?"
"Yes."
"And you want to suck?"
"Yes," she replied, opening her eyes and meeting his stare. "I want to suck it and feel the cream go down, deep down inside my throat."
"What else?"
"I want you to suck my clit, drain my cunt dry with your mouth."
He looked down. His cock was standing rigid from its mound of dark hair. He smiled, took the shaft in his hand and ran the skin slowly back and forth.
She moved to him, holding her breasts before her like two purple-tipped globes. She bunched them together with her hands so the huge nipples stood out like projectiles. He buried his head in their softness and twisted from side to side in order to gain the full effect of their tremendous size.
"Swallow them, Robbie. Take them all!"
She pushed one into his mouth, squeezing it out to flatten across his face. He responded by sucking loudly on her offering. Then she grabbed his rigid, throbbing cock with both her hands.
"Oh God, what a cock," she sighed. "What a hard-on, and it's all for me!"
He lay back and watched the rapture on her face while she alternately covered and uncovered the huge tip of his prick, using both her hands. She pulled it to one aide and then watched it stand back, straight up, when she released it.
He returned to the attack on her ample breasts. Slowly, his tongue flicking like an impatient serpent, he moved his head down, over the erect nipples, across her flat belly, out across the expanse of her smooth hips. Gently, he moved across the thighs, coaxing until they parted. He let his hands roam at will over the silkiness of her skin. Finally, he reached her most sensitive part, and burrowed in among the hairs to the moist warm slit until little moans of ecstasy came from her throat.
His face was between her delicious thighs. Marcy was bent over him, her knees straddling his head, her face above his crotch.
"Ohhhh," she sighed. "You know how, lover-boy… you do know how."
Unable to contain herself, she traced the same path with her lips on his willing body. She played with her tongue, touching all sides of his cock, until he could stand it no longer. He locked his legs, reached one hand to the back of her head, and thrust to the limit into her face. Again and again he did it, stifling her moans and filling her throat with his cock.
Suddenly his own ministrations began to take effect, and while controlling his own passion as best he could, he buried his face deeply in the pit of liquid fire between her soft white thighs.
"Ohhh, yes, yes, now you too, lover, you too!" she shouted, her face contorted around the head of his cock, her hips gyrating against his face.
As if to emphasize her words, she grabbed his ass, digging her nails deeply to urge him to longer and harder thrusts between her lips.
Both their bodies glistened with perspiration. Writhing flesh lost all form, and the room seemed to take on an iron-hard glow that matched the pure tire of their lust. Groans came from both their throats as the moment of ecstasy arrived, and they met it at the same time. He buried his face in her cunt as she swallowed spurt after spurt of his hot, creamy cum.
They rolled away from each other, their passion only momentarily satiated. Marcy, caught up in the pleasure of the delicious sixty-nine with Robbie, had forgotten about the other people in the room.
When she rolled away from him, she found herself beneath the dark-haired boy, Bob. He smiled down at her, a huge hard-on in his hand.
"This will fill up more of that sweet pussy than a tongue will," he said.
"Let's see," she said, and smiled, raising her arms toward his lowering body.
When he placed his body between her legs, she closed them and dug her heels into the thick rug beneath them. The pressure on her feet helped raise her ass and aided in his penetration.
"You wanna suck it first, Marcy?" he asked.
"No," she said. "I want it in me. Shove it up my cunt!"
"You got it, baby!" he said. He poised above her body. With the barrel of his cock in his hand he gauged her slit until he felt the head squeeze between the lips and into her hole.
"That's it, baby, ain't it?"
"You son-of-a-bitch," she said between clenched teeth. "That's why I'm under you. Give it to me!" The outburst surprised even her, but he really had turned her on. She wanted his cock in her.
She pulled his head down to her and welded her lips to his, sucking the very life from his hardened tongue. Her breasts were crushed to his heaving chest. Their two bodies came together until she could feel his swollen tip of his cock at her wet, hairy cuntlips.
"Put it in! Shove it inside me! Fuck me with it! Now, now… hurry! I want it now… do it to me!" 
Her body became a writhing, convulsing torrent of passion as she grasped his cock and forced the head into her gaping hole. Her soft folds seemed to grasp and caress his cock all at the same time.
She felt it delving into her cunt, slowly, inch by inch. Grunting with effort, she gave a surging thrust with her hips and felt his full length slide into her soaking sheath.
"Yes… oh my God!" he gasped. "You got it all, baby!"
"I know," she groaned. "It's good meat. It's good! I think I'm coming already, but don't stop! Oh God, don't stop!"
"Take it, baby, take it! Pound those hips up to me!" he panted as he looked down between them and saw the long hardness of his soaking shaft disappear inside the sucking, clawing folds of her pussy.
"Ohhh, shit!" she yelled as she felt all of him driving away at her. He had a big cock and he knew how to use it. "Pound me… faster, faster, harder!" Her body became a fleshy, passion driven spring that drove her hips eagerly to meet his strokes much faster than he had expected.
"Easy… easy," he said, but she wouldn't stop.
Her head rolled and twisted from side to side on the floor. Her hair flew around both, of their shoulders as her sharp nails dug into his buttocks, driving his cock ever deeper into her warm cunt.
The fucking Marcy was getting became even more exciting when she looked around the room and saw all the naked bodies.
A short distance across the room, Sherry was lying flat on her back with her legs spread wide apart. Sam was lying on his stomach with his face pressed hard against her cunt. The girl was moving her hips slowly and gasping as his head moved vigorously between her legs and his tongue gouged into her pussy. Marcy could hear his licking and sucking. It sounded wet and juicy and made her pound her own pussy harder and harder over Bob's hard cock.
On her other side, on one of the couches, Toni was on top of Will. Marcy tried to remember if they had come together. And then she remembered that she hadn't come with Bob, yet he was now fucking her for all he was worth. Marcy almost laughed when she thought that the atmosphere had gotten so heady with sex that she had forgotten that this was an orgy… everybody fucked and sucked everybody!
Toni's legs were on either side of Will's hips and she was creating all the motion. Her ass moved up and down and back and forth as she kissed him on the neck and face. He lay there passively, breathing heavily and enjoying the pleasure she was giving him.
Suddenly Marcy heard Sherry scream, and rolled her head back in time to see the girl come.
"Suck… oh suck my cunt!" Sherry shouted, bucking her ass violently up off the floor. Sam started sucking and licking at her cunt like a wild man. "Yeah… that's it… more, harder, harder oh shit, I'm there!"
Sherry moved wildly, bucking her hips and flailing her arms. And then suddenly she was still.
"That was great, Sammy honey," she said in a soft whisper. "Now let me do you."
Marcy's own body was going crazy. Her fleshy ass slapped the floor and then rammed upward to drive her cunt over Bob's plunging cock.
He raised his body from hers, trying to pull himself slightly away. "Easy, honey, I'm comin'. Oh shit, I can't stop it!"
She came with him, feeling the warm, sticky fluid flowing in great spurts against the very back of her curd. It felt as though she were swimming in his cum.
She was still pounding her hips against Bob and rubbing her clit up and down his cock when Robbie came to life beside her. He rolled toward her face and placed the head of his cock on her lips.
"Honey," he said, "that was about the best blow job I've ever had. Would you care to do it again so I won't think the first time was just a dream?"
As he rolled over and straddled her face, Marcy felt Bob's limp cock leave her cunt. She had had enough for a while and was about to close her mouth and roll her head away from Robbie's thickening prick when she felt someone else between her legs.
Marcy looked around Robbie's body and saw Wilma Dale's head between her legs. "What the hell…?" she said.
"It's Wilma," Robbie said. "She's gonna eat you just like you're gonna eat me."
Marcy had never had a woman go down on her and she didn't know if she wanted one to. She was about to object, when she felt Wilma begin to carefully run her tongue and lips up and down the delicate flesh on the insides of her quivering thighs.
Instead of objecting, Marcy only moaned softly as this new pleasure began to filter up her backbone. The moans turned into little cries of pleasure as Wilma's lips found their way to Marcy's hot cuntlips.
Wilma found what she was looking for and, with a low grunt, settled her face into Marcy's pussy. She began to suck steadily and gently, sending electric shocks of joy up into Marcy's stomach.
Robbie gently lifted Marcy's head so his heavily throbbing cock was in a direct line with her parted lips.
He inched his loins forward slightly until the trembling tip of his cock brushed teasingly over her lips. A groan escaped his mouth as the delightful sensation shot back up to his loins. Pushing forward again, he slowly forced the pulsating head down between her warm, eager lips.
She licked the heavy masculine-tasting smoothness. She could feel him jerking back and forth whenever she touched the sensitive swollen tip of his cockhead.
So he had liked it the first time, huh? Marcy thought. Well, this time he was going to wish he'd passed.
She was going to suck him until he pleaded with her to stop, until his sperm-laden balls were drained. She intended to lick him until he screamed and groaned with sexual pain and tension.
Marcy's mouth went wild on the head of his cock. A groan bubbled from his lips. White, sticky cum cascaded into her throat. He spent all he thought he had and Marcy continued to suck until he crumbled. And still she sucked. And still he came, the hot fiery spray of sperm splashing hotly into the back of her throat.
Murmurs of joy flowed from her cock-filled mouth as she gulped gluttonously, sputtering and choking in an effort to swallow every drop of the fluid.
She continued to suck on him persistently, even after his orgasm had passed, while Wilma licked more hungrily now up between her wide-splayed thighs, shoving her strong tongue deep inside Marcy's rhythmically pulsating cunt.
Robbie pulled himself off her face and Marcy flipped her body around until her face was in Wilma's pussy. She jammed her face between the woman's thighs and found her cuntlips with a willing tongue. Slowly, carefully, she ran her tongue up and down, up and down the oozing slit. Then she tickled the hairs around the puckered pink anus, letting a tiny bit of saliva slip from her tongue onto the crevice. When Wilma groaned in pleasure, Marcy parted the girl's asscheeks further and slipped her tongue between them. The tip and then the thickness of her tongue went far into Wilma's asshole, sending the woman into body wrenching spasms of joy.
Wilma was going crazy. She used her tongue to further pry the lips of Marcy's pussy apart. A flash of pink and a small trickling of milky cum dripped down into the crevice of her buttocks. She saw how the lips were thick and swollen lips and felt Marcy twitch in anticipation. Forcing the pussy open further, she saw the second layer of cuntlips folded out to receive her stinging kisses. While she kissed Marcy's cunt, Wilma ran her hands up and down the inner thighs, testing their softness, patting the soft cheeks of the other girl's ass.
Marcy went wild. She twisted her body until she was on top of Wilma, her legs over the girl's shoulders, her pussy jammed against her face. She could see Wilma's tongue leaping at her pussy, the girl's head twisting from side to side, licking at the center of her cunt.
"Ohhhh, baby, ohhh, just a little bit more!" Marcy screamed.
"Give it to me! Pour all that cum into my mouth!" Wilma urged. "Show me how much you like me to suck your cunt!"
The words set off a hundred charges in Marcy's mind. She went off. She bucked and twisted, spreading her legs even farther apart and mashing her cunt into Wilma's eager face, feeling the licking, darting tongue push like a cock deep into her gushing hole. Her cum poured out of her pussy, running down her legs as Wilma lapped it up eagerly and gulped for more.
Finally, completely spent, Marcy collapsed.



CHAPTER FIVE


When Marcy awoke the room was in near darkness. The only illumination came from the burning coals in the fireplace. Naked, sleeping bodies sprawled round her, and Wilma Dale's face was still partially between her legs. The girl had a pleasant smile on her lips.
A slight tingly feeling started at the very edge of Marcy's labia and rippled up through her cuntal walls as she looked at the other girl and thought about the brief time they had made love.
It had been good. Almost more satisfying than the whole evening. She thought for a moment about awakening Wilma and quietly going around the world one more time.
No, she thought to herself, there would be all the time in the world for sex and love. Right now, she was going to do what she had decided to do.
She eased herself away from the sleeping girl, gathered her clothes, and crept up the stairs. She tried three rooms until she found a bath. Quietly, she ran a shallow tub and took a warm, relaxing bath.
When she was fully dressed she returned to the first floor. At the bottom of the stairs she almost ran into Robbie as he staggered from the kitchen with a bottle of soda.
"Leaving?"
"Yes," Marcy replied. "I'm going to go out and get some sex."
"Well, we're all a little pooped tonight," he said, as if he felt he had to make an excuse, for her leaving. "But drop around tomorrow, Marcy… when I'm fresh."
"Not a chance," she said. "At my next orgy I want some men."
She walked out the door leaving him standing, his face contorted in anger.
"Well," she said aloud as she climbed into the car, "if that doesn't piss him off, nothing will."
Marcy knew that the chance of her parents learning about the evening were good, but she also knew they would be far better if she attacked Robbie's manhood.
She drove back to her own neighborhood and parked not too far from the theater where she should have seen the evening's movie. Crawling into the back seat, she quickly changed clothes, making herself back into the sweet little girl her parents expected.
She then took the board out of the trunk and placed it under one back tire. She started the car and drove over the upraised spike three or four times to make sure.
She locked the car and stood a few moments watching the tire deflate. Then she took the board and her sack of clothes and started for home. On the way she dumped the sack in a garbage can.
"Marcy… where have you been?" her mother said when she entered the house.
"The movies."
"But it's two-thirty in the morning. Your father and I have been going crazy with worry."
"I had a flat."
"Why didn't you call?" her father asked.
"I tried… the phone was busy," she lied. "I tried to get it fixed but I didn't find anyone… I walked and walked… but I couldn't find a station open."
"Poor baby," her mother said. "You go right to bed. We'll get the car tomorrow."
"Did you have a good time, honey?" her father asked.
"Oh, yes, Daddy," Marcy replied. "I had a fabulous time… but the movie was a little dirty… I was really embarrassed."
"It's this new permissiveness," her father replied. "You just have to pray."
"I did," Marcy said. "I really did."
She spent the next three days calling the Reverend Morris' house. She always got Kate Morris and hung up. Then on the afternoon of the third day she hit the jackpot.
"Bill Morris here."
"Reverend Morris, this is Marcy Whalen."
"Yes, Miss Whalen."
"I'm on the committee to select judges for the fashion show that's put on every year by the Young Women for Civic Action…"
"Yes, but…"
"Wt have one male and one female judge every year. We would like you to be the male judge. The proceeds go to help… unwed mothers."
"That's a good cause," he replied, "but I know absolutely nothing about fashion, Marcy."
"I realize that, Reverend Morris, so a couple of the girls and I have planned a preview showing at the Carlyle… the business suite? We'll let you in on all you need to know."
"Well, I don't know."
"It will only take a couple of hours and the show is next month. Please?"
"Well, I suppose it will be all right. What time?"
"Eight o'clock tomorrow evening."
Marcy had seven hundred dollars in her savings. She withdrew it all, hid six hundred of it in her room, and headed for the Carlyle.
"Now let me get this straight, Miss. You just want to rent the suite for two hours tomorrow evening?"
"That's right… from eight to ten."
"Well, that's highly irregular."
The assistant manager of the Carlyle Hotel was a little man with huge glasses who was probably afraid of his own shadow. But he was all eyes as he scanned Marcy's breasts and legs.
He was probably somewhere in his forties and, from his naked finger, she guessed him to be single. He was also obviously afraid for his job and did everything by the book.
"I'm afraid we would have to have two hundred dollars for the suite," he said. "In advance."
She hadn't figured on nearly that much. "But that's one hundred dollars an hour."
"Yes… I'm afraid so… and I would like to see some references about your organization."
Oh shit, Marcy thought, that would be impossible. She was determined not to blow it now… after going this far. "I would like to see the suite," she said, deciding to gamble on the interest his eyes had shown in her body.
"Very well," he said, standing and moving around the desk. "Right this way."
Marcy smiled openly at his back as she followed him to the elevator. She was sure she had seen a very large bulge in the front of his pants.
"This is the showroom and over there is the lounge and bar," he said, gesturing to the door leading off the large main room, which contained a runway and several easy chain and sofas. "And in here is the bedroom. It's rarely used unless a client wants to spend an entire… a… ahem, sometimes do some entertaining."
She jumped on it.
"Entertaining?" she said.
"Yes… but, of course, you wouldn't be needing this room."
"I wouldn't be too sure," Marcy said. "I kind of like to do entertaining!"
"I don't think we mean the same kind of entertaining," he said nervously.
"Maybe we do," she said. "Could we have a soda or something? I'd like to see the runway in lights."
He closed the windows while she got them both a soft drink from the bar. While she was in the bar she slipped her bra and panties off and put them in her purse.
When she returned to the room it was too dark for him to notice that her breasts were swaying, unfettered, beneath the thin material of the blouse. She handed him a glass and sat beside him on a sofa facing the runway.
"Very nice," she said, watching the colored lights play across the runway.
"It's the latest equipment," he said. "All the lights are on swivel rotors that are designed to accent the model no matter where she moves."
He was talking about the lights and the runway, but his eyes were on Marcy and she knew it. He was trying to get a better look in the semidarkness at what he was sure were her dark nipples showing through the white blouse.
"I'll see," Marcy said, and jumped up on the runway.
She moved back and forth in the light, doing the best imitation she could of a model's movements. The man didn't notice. All he could see was her body. When she was directly above him on the runway he could look up and see every hair on the mound between her legs. When he looked up at her breasts, he was surprised to see that her bustline was indeed all hers.
When Marcy was sure that his cock was so painful in his pants that he could hardly stand it, she moved off the runway and stood in front of him.
"Do the lights do me justice?" she said.
"They… they hide very little," he stammered. "But they still don't show enough… do they?" she said.
She unbuttoned her blouse and slipped it from her shoulders. Then came the skirt, slowly, inch by inch, downward, until the dark triangle of her pubic hair gleamed in the light before his eyes. She kicked the skin off and leaned forward, so her breasts swayed tantalizingly in front of his face.
He could feel the uncomfortable bulge in the front of his pants and knew it was clearly obvious to her. He shifted a little in his seat to ease the stain caused by the taut fabric. It only made it worse.
"I can see that it's big," Marcy said, looking directly at the front of his trousers.
"Miss… I don't know what you think you're doing, but…"
"I wonder if it's too big…" Marcy said.
"Too big?" he replied.
"I guess not," she said. "I don't think they come too big, do they? I mean, I think I'd like a big one."
"Too big for what," he said, the perspiration pouring off his face.
"To suck," she replied frankly. "And to fill up my pussy. I'll bet yours would really fill up my pussy. Did you lock the door?"
"It's a… it's an… automatic lock," he said.
"Well, then, let me see it, honey. Don't keep it all to yourself."
He undressed like a robot, as if she had turned a key in his back and pushed a button on his forehead that said, "undress".
She was surprised when she saw his cock. The head was swollen to bursting and it throbbed as tiny drops of fluid glistened in the slit. The shaft was thick, with pulsing blue veins that betrayed his passion.
"Beautiful cock," Marcy mewled, and thought how lucky she was… she would be able to get some pleasure out of the job at hand. She curled down into a crouch in front of him, running her hands over the length of his rod.
"Please, Miss Whalen… we just can't…"
She silenced him by parting her lips and sliding the full length of his pulsing meat down her throat. She lifted her face off of it and repeated the action. Her lips settled into the pubic hair at the very base of his cock.
"Oh my God," he groaned.
He had thought about fucking her from the moment she had walked into his office. But then, he always thought and dreamed about fucking the beautiful women he met; he just never actually got to do it.
He turned his head, gasping as her tongue worked on the sac containing his balls. She moved up beside him on the sofa.
He watched her smile at him out of the corner of his eye. Taking a chance, he slid his hand all the way up the inside of her thigh. She slid down in the seat and spread her legs.
He gasped at his good fortune, at her obvious readiness, and the way she had thrust her body at him.
"If you want it," she said, "take it."
He had somehow expected that he would have to conquer her, seduce her. Instead, she made herself so available he didn't know where to touch her first… her ass, her tits, her delicious furry cunt, or all of them at once.
He dove for her tits. The purple tips stood out like daggers, pulsating, rubbing against his lips. They were huge and sweet as he sucked them between his lips, twisting and squirming as they entered his mouth.
His body shook with a tension that seemed, to her, to border on fear. She couldn't understand it. Didn't he want to fuck? She didn't know that he had never been this close to such female perfection before.
She made her breasts quiver and shake for his delight. He mopped his brow and put his mouth farther over her breasts, sucking at the hot nipples. He caressed her down the length of one leg, and then up the fullness of her buttocks. She lay there with her hair falling to her shoulders, hips rotating, grinding against his greedy cock. She whimpered and brought her thighs apart to absorb the heat of his body.
"Your cock feels good between my legs like that, just touching my pussy," she said in a groggy voice.
He interpreted her words to mean that she was afraid of his prick. It gave him new confidence and strength. He kissed her beneath her breasts again and ran his tongue under her armpits. The kiss came farther down to her navel, teasing the crest of her belly. He settled between her legs on his knees. He stared at the wide patch of black hair over her cunt. Cupping her buttocks in both hands, he rotated her ass so her pussy was up against his mouth.
He began sucking in and around her cunt. His tongue lapped up over the hump of her mound, then squeezed through the lips to find her little bud.
"Your cunt's juicy," he sighed. "And your thighs are so wonderful… I love full, heavy thighs." He withdrew his tongue and licked the insides of her thighs and underneath to where her buttocks came spilling down.
"What do you want, honey? Tell me what you want!" he moaned.
"What the hell's wrong with you?" she said, exasperated. "I want you to fuck me, damn it! Stick your cock in my cunt, for crissakes!"
He centered his throbbing prick at her hole and nudged it through the outer folds. And then all hell broke loose. She became a volcano of sex and lust. She lunged with fury against him, sheathing all of his cock in one gigantic thrust of her hips. Her cunt seemed to take his whole body rather than just his cock.
"Oh God!" he screamed. "Easy, take it easy!"
She paid no attention to him. She wrapped her legs tightly around his skinny hips and fucked her cunt with powerful precision over his meat. She was all over him, under him, over him. She seemed to be tearing his cock out by its roots with her pounding thrusts. He had never been fucked so completely and so frighteningly.
He came and still she went on, refusing to let him go. It felt as though his cock were being ripped away and his balls were being turned inside out. It started hurting. He begged her to wait. On and on she went until his cock went limp inside her and still she fucked.
At last she turned him loose as she came and watched his cum and her flowing juices run down between her legs to form a huge puddle in the sofa.
"You're some kind of woman," he breathed.
"Thanks," she said, scrambling back into her clothes. She picked up the key to the suite from the floor where he had dropped it. "I'll just take this with me now," she said.
In the elevator going back down to the lobby, she thought about the little man, and about men in general; they were a lot of fun, but they were really silly and brainless in many ways.
She spent the money she saved on the hotel suite to rent two cameras. She was sure, from what the clerk in the photo department told her, that they would do the job in almost any light. She also bought several packets of color film.
Now everything was ready. Except help. She would need someone to take the pictures; someone she either trusted or had some kind of hold over. At this point in her life, Marcy trusted absolutely no one, so she opted for the latter alternative.
On her way home from the camera shop, she stopped by the station where she had changed clothes.
"Can I help you, Miss?"
"Yes… is Fred Cox here?"
"No… and he won't be in tonight… he's off."
"Oh dear," Marcy said, hiding her elation. The fact that he wasn't working that night made the whole thing that much easier. She wouldn't have to stay out late and make up an excuse for her parents. "Do you know where he lives?"
"Yeah… but I doubt if he's home. Come sundown he and his brother usually hit Main Street and cruise. I'm sure you know what I mean."
"Yeah, I do," Marcy said, and smiled her thanks.
"Shit… shit, piss, fuck," Ted Cox lamented into his third beer as it rested between his legs on the seat of the car.
"Cool it and, open me another beer," Fred said. Ted did as he was asked and handed his brother the can. "I feel like going over there and beating it off on the pound."
"The night's still young," Fred replied. "We'll finish these and head back to town. It's Friday night. There's bound to be some action somewhere."
"Bullshit. I don't think there's a broad in this town that fucks since Big Carol moved away. God damn but she could blow a cock!"
"There's always somebody around who's horny," Fred said, downing half his beer in one swallow.
"Yeah… us," Ted replied, doing the same. "I told you those two little pussies we picked up wouldn't fuck."
"How the hell did I know they'd be willing to walk eight miles back to town… Jesus, they're crazy."
"S'pose they'll tell anybody?" Ted asked. "I mean, about the way we tried to make 'em?"
"Right about now I don't give a shit," Fred replied. "The way I feel, if they were back here in the car I'd rape the shit out of both of 'em."
"We damn near did."
"Let's go back to town," Fred said, "maybe we can still score." He threw his empty can out the window.
"You're drivin'," his brother said. "I'm drinking."
Ted opened another can of beer as the car pulled out of the pasture where they had parked, and thought back to the previous year when he had practically raped his girl friend, Marge.
"Prick-teasing little bitch," Ted said aloud. "What?"
"No… where are we?"
"Back on Main Street, but it looks awful damn quiet," Fred replied. "Wait a damn minute, baby!"
"What," Ted said, sitting upright. "I think we might have somethin' after all."
"What… where?"
"Up ahead… in that green car… I know her."
"Who is it?" Ted asked.
"Marcy Whalen."
"Marcy Whalen," Ted said disgustedly. "Sheeeeeit. All she'll do is read us the Bible."
"Maybe," Fred said, remembering how she had looked that night in the gas station. "And maybe not."
He jammed down on the accelerator and pulled out of the line of traffic to overtake her.



CHAPTER SIX


"Hey, Marcy… hello," Fred said, catching her car at a light and pulling up beside her.
"Hello," Marcy replied, barely looking over at him and keeping a distant, almost cold tone in her voice.
She roared away, her tires squealing, and turned two corners before she was again stopped by a light and the Cox brothers pulled up beside her.
"Hey, Marcy, don't you remember me? Fred Cox? At the station the other night?"
She leaned over in the seat and screwed her face up in concentration as if she were searching her memory. "Oh, yes… hi, how are you, Fred?"
"Fine… just goofin'. What are you doin'?"
"Just riding around," Marcy said. "Yeah? That's all we're doin'… just ridin' around and drinkin' a little beer."
Horns started honking behind them when the light changed. "Gotta go," she called.
"Hey," Fred said, "pull over up there a second. I want to ask you somethin'."
She pulled into the curb and Fred pulled in behind her.
"What the hell's with you, man?" Ted said. "She's square as hell!"
"We'll see," Fred replied, and got out of the car. He moved around to the passenger side of Marcy's car and got in. "Ya' goin' anyplace in particular?"
"Not really," she said. "Why?"
"Well, Ted and I are just ridin' around… y'know, killin' time. We thought about ridin' a little ways out into the country and drinkin' a few beers. You like beer?"
"Not particularly," Marcy said, not wanting to sound as if she were agreeing too readily.
"We got wine… how about wine?"
"Yeah… maybe," she said.
"Okay… hey, can we take your car. Mine's missing."
"I guess so," said Marcy. "But you'd better drive."
"Sure," Fred said, and returned to his own car. "Get the wine out of the trunk, man, I think we're in."
"I'll believe it when my cock's in it," Ted replied.
"We'll get our cocks in it," Fred said. "Remember what I told you? She's gonna fuck us whether she wants to or not."
They drove right back to the moonlit pasture by the lake that the boys had recently left. Ted spread out the blanket containing the beer and wine. They sat down and handed her a paper cup filled with the warm red liquid.
They talked while they dank, and a Marcy finished her second cup of wine, she tried to figure out a way to get the conversation around to sex without having it appear that she had suggested it.
She didn't have to. They did it for her. They both started talking about their friends at school, who was going steady, who was making out, and who they themselves had been with in the put six months.
Marcy acted a little interested, a little frightened, and a little self-righteous. She was sure a combination of all these would produce the desired result.
When Fred put his hand on her leg the first time, she removed it quickly; when he did it a second time, and then a third, she removed it a little more slowly.
Ted watched all this with a growing hard-on in his pants. Finally he could take no more. His hand had been idly moving around her waist. He raised it up her body and boldly cupped her breast.
"Ted," she said.
"Oh, come on, Marcy," he said.
She jumped up and started walking back toward the car, hoping she had teased them enough to produce her desired results.
"She's leavin'," Ted said.
"Well?"
"Let's go."
Ted was at her heels in no time and pushed her down in the grass. Fred stood behind them. He wasn't sure all of a sudden if he could go through with it.
"Dammit Fred!" Ted cried, trying to hold her writhing body down. "Gimme a hand, will ya'? I'll take care of her legs… you hold her arms!"
"What are you doing?" Marcy screamed. "What do you want?"
"We want some of your pussy," Ted said.
"Oh no!" Marcy cried. "Oh, dear God, no… please don't do that to me!"
"Dammit, Fred… will you get your ass over here! I can't hold her much longer!"
Fred kneeled on the ground and pinned Marcy's arms down behind her head. Marcy continued to struggle and she even started to scream. Ted was busy pulling her slacks and panties down. Her screaming frightened Fred.
He started to put a hand over her mouth but that would have released one of her arms. What could he do? In desperation, he bent over to kiss her. It was the only thing he could think of.
When his mouth neared hers she tried to bite his nose but missed. Her sharp teeth caught a bit of his lip and a trickle of blood dropped down on her own mouth.
Ted's hungry eyes feasted on the wealth of black hair that nestled between her legs. He realized for the first time just how beautifully developed Marcy Whalen was. He didn't realize that when she had bit Fred, his brother had released her arms. The next thing he knew she was, sitting up, staring at him.
For a spilt second she looked down at his hand, holding the blue nylon cloth around her knees, and then she tried to get up, frantically trying to twist free of his grasp.
"Let me go… let me go… leave me alone. Oh, please!" Marcy panted. She rolled away as he sought to return her to his arms and, breathing heavily, regained her feet and ran.
Jumping up, Ted tried to catch her, but she plunged away, sobbing and whimpering as she ran straight for the lake. His arms flailing, he beat his way after her. He had started to grab for her when she dove into the water.
Suddenly, he was murderously angry! God damn prick-tease! He jerked his clothes off, and plunged into the cool green water after her.
In her mind, Marcy was laughing. She measured her strokes so that he would soon be able to catch up with her. She needn't have worried. Ted, like his twin brother, was an athlete and a strong swimmer. He also had the added advantage of anger.
His mind was raging. By God, he thought, he was going to fuck her silly if it was the last thing he did!
He caught her by the ankle. She snuggled, to make it as difficult as possible for huh.
"No, Ted… it's wrong… it's terribly wrong!"
Ted was panting and blowing, his chest heaving from the chill water, the sudden exertion and his anger. His feet scissored to keep them both afloat. His groin tightened as she held her cool, naked flesh against his throbbingly hard cock under water. He jerked her even closer, mashing her full, wet breasts against his chest.
Her mouth was captured in a vise-like kiss. His hand slid boldly down under the water to touch the moistly quivering lips of her cunt. Finding the narrow wet slit, he wormed his thick middle finger through the cringing cuntal opening and was rewarded with a loud moan.
She was impaled on that hard thrusting finger that stabbed into her like a cock, but what made it worse was that she could actually feel her own hotly rippling vaginal walls closing hungrily around it. His other hand was kneading the trembling fullness of her ass. Even under water, her nipples had been tempered to hardness by the scraping of his powerful chest.
She was suddenly afraid she would wrap her legs around him and fuck him right there. Her body was suddenly thrilling to the game and she had to call on all her control to hold back and not ruin her plan.
They had to believe that they were raping her. Ted finally felt the sandy bottom beneath his feet. He picked her up and carried her violently shaking body to the blanket. He was far from being tired, even after expanding so much energy. His proudly erect cock rubbed hotly against her nakedly trembling buttocks with each step back to the blanket.
She started kicking and thrashing about. Ted fell on her body and shouted at his brother, who hadn't moved. "Dammit, Fred, you want some of this or not?"
"Huh… oh… yeah… yeah."
"Well, ya' better grab onto it then!"
Fred rolled his body around and straddled her breasts, with his crotch just below her face. Again he grasped her arms and held her down. He had his back to his brother and didn't realize that Ted was already naked and ready to plunge his cock into Marcy's writhing pussy.
Suddenly her eyes widened and filled with a strange look. Then he realized that, behind him, his brother was pounding his cock into her body. It hurt him as much as he thought it was hurting her.
Fred didn't know what to do. He wasn't afraid any more. Something was different, but he didn't know what it was. His brother's groans and moans of ecstasy reached his earn. As though she had willed it, Fred leaned down and kissed her again.
This time she didn't bite him. She thrust her tongue into his mouth. His kiss was one of apology for what they were doing and he thought she was accepting it as such.
Ted's heavy thrusts into her were good, and kissing Fred heightened the pleasure. Knowing that she could not stop the heat that was building between her legs, she directed all her thoughts to the kiss and kept telling herself, "Hold back… hold back!"
Ted was unaware of how his victim tried to ignore what he was doing. All he knew was that all the cum he had been building up was gone. It had been shot into a good cunt and that was all that mattered.
Still on his knees, Ted crawled around to Fred's position and told him he would take over.
"I don't think you'll have to hold her," Fred said as he pulled his hard cock from his pants and slid backward, down her quivering body.
Filled with two desires, Fred thrust his cock into Marcy to relieve himself of the tremendous build-up of passion… and he again leaned down and kissed her in the hope he could express his regret.
Ted thought Fred was enjoying the kiss too much to let go, so there was no interference. Tired from his forceful ejaculation into her, Ted sat calmly on the grass, doing nothing but holding her arms. Fred's kisses were becoming quite passionate and it thrilled him to know he was not hurting her, and he pushed his cock deeper at every thrust.
From the manner in which her tongue was pulsating within his mouth, Fred knew she was going to shoot an orgasm. It was a very thrilling moment for him and he slowed his pounding in order to give her more time.
"What the hell are you waiting for?" Ted whispered. "Fuck a load into her, will ya'?"
Fred didn't hear. He didn't want to hear.
Marcy didn't want her arms pinned back. She wanted them around Fred.
But each knew they had to finish what they had started, and Marcy used her tongue to tell him to start.
She pushed her tongue deeply into his mouth. Its tip nearly touched his throat and he knew she was telling him to fuck her deeply.
Fred raised his ass and rammed into her with far more force than Ted had used earlier. As hard as he pounded, and as hard as he looked into her bottomless eyes, he couldn't tell what she was thinking or feeling.
She was loving it, but she didn't dare admit it.
When he came, it shot up into her cunt with such force that she wrapped her legs around him, instinctively, with all the strength she had.
With her legs around him, she was able to lift her ass off the ground, and this tilted her cunt passage. The change in position somehow aided his pulsations and the force of his ejaculation was one of the strongest he had ever felt.
It was so intense that Fred didn't know whether she had come or not. Her body didn't tell him. Her eyes did.
She had come.
With a sigh of both relief and desperation, Fred rolled off her body and stuffed his limp, wet dick back into his pants.
Standing above her, he put out a hand and helped her up. When she was on her feet, he bent over to kiss her and managed to say only that he was sorry, very sorry.
"Not half as sorry as you're gonna be, you son-of-a-bitch," Marcy said.
Marcy flipped the large flight bag onto the bed, opened it, and spread the various outfits out. She was almost finished when Fred entered the room, a camera hanging by a leather strap around his neck.
He looked like a little boy with his hand caught in the cookie jar as he stood in front of her, barely speaking above a whisper. "When do you want us?"
She continued arranging clothes as she spoke. "Take that air vent off between the main room and the bar. You can come through there and get, some good angles. Tell Ted to use the transom from in here. He can move that chest over there to stand on. He can push it in front of the door." She turned and faced him, her legs spread, her hands on her hips. "And be sure to get a lot of his face… you hear?"
"Yeah, Marcy," he said, and turned away from her.
"And Fred?"
"Yeah?"
"If you do a good job of this, maybe I'll do one on you later."
"No thanks, Marcy. What we did to you was wrong, but what you're doing to this guy is worse."
He left and returned to the clothes on the bed, shrugging.
She was pleased with herself. After they thought they had raped her, she had really laid into them. She had cried and screamed rape. She had told them that they would have to kill her to keep her from going to the police the minute she got back to town.
That was when Fred took over. She had both frightened him and stirred him. He would do anything she said.
Ted wasn't so easy. "You want us to take pictures of you screwing some minister? That sounds like blackmail to me," Ted said. "No thanks."
"If you don't, I go to the police," Marcy said.
"That's blackmail, too," Fred said.
"That's right," Marcy said, "take your choice!" She was chuckling at her own creativity as the buzzer on the suite's front door rang. She checked her watch: eight o'clock sharp. "You're prompt, Reverend, very prompt," she said aloud, and checked her hair and the revealing gown she wore. Then she went into the main room.
She looked around to see Ted enter the bedroom and made sure the vent to the bar was gone. Then she lowered the lights and opened the door.
"Marcy…"
"Good evening, Reverend Morris. Come in! The other two girls aren't here yet, but I'm sure they'll be along shortly. Here, let me take your coat."
She got him seated on the same sofa where she had fucked the desk clerk the day before, and brought him a soft drink.
"We have something a little stronger, if you prefer," she said.
"No… this will be fine," he said. "Now, what should I know?"
"You'll find out," she said, and excited to the bedroom.
The first outfit was a cotton, slip-over dress. As she moved in front of him, she explained that, besides the clothes, he should bear in mind that there was also a prize for the model who did the best job of showing the clothes off.
He nodded in agreement, somewhat mystified by everything she told him, but gamely trying to understand.
The second dress was very low in front, with the sides split clear up to her hips, so all of her thigh and just a suggestion of her panties showed with each step she took. Marcy thought she could see just the suggestion of perspiration on his forehead as his eyes followed every step she took.
She knew if she could get that much of a rise out of him with a dress covering most of her body, the shortie pajamas she planned next would have ten times that effect. After all, she thought, he was a man.
She was right. The bra outlined the full roundness of her breasts beneath the flimsy top. And even though there were three layers of thin material between his eyes and the dark mound of her pussy hair, she knew if he strained had enough he could make out her cunt where it nestled between her firm thighs.
He strained and she was sure he saw. He shifted in his seat and tried to pull the sweater he was wearing over the prominent bulge that had started to rise in the front of his pants.
She knew now it was only a matter of time. But, to be safe, she returned with a short skirt and a body stocking under it that snapped over her crotch. She flounced and moved around the runway in time to the music, still keeping up a little running chatter to keep him confused.
When she was sure that he was slowly sliding down in his seat in order to find out what she was wearing underneath, she stopped the chatter and started unfastening the skirt.
"A… Marcy," he said, "I don't think…"
The skirt fell away, revealing the body stocking, and stopped his speech in mid-sentence. Even though he was relieved to see that there was something under the skirt besides underwear, he still found the sight of her firm buttocks and the clearly defined ridge of her pussy erotic in the taut material.
When she reached for her crotch to undo the snaps and he failed to object, she knew he was lost. And when she started to draw the garment up over her breasts and, he slid his hand down over his own crotch, she knew the game was over.
She stood in front of him, weaving slightly, with her pelvis thrust forward. Her dark pubic hair protruded around the crotch band of her panties. Her nipples were half out of the bra as if the material couldn't contain their swollen fullness.
"Would you like to feel the material?" she said. "It's very soft, and smooth, and…" He raised his hand, but couldn't bring himself to touch her. She took the hand and ran it lightly over her breasts where the nipples were already bursting from the material. Then she slid it down across her body to the band of her panties.
She moved one of his fingers under the band until he felt the soft, curling hair. Then she released his hand and it took on a life of its own. He caressed her pussy through the material while his breath came in longer and louder gasps. He slid his fingers around the band of cloth covering her moistened slit and ran two of them inside her.
She spread her legs slightly and started removing his sweater, shirt and tie. He was hypnotized by her body and the musk rising from her seeping pussy. When she pulled the clothing from his shoulders, he merely shifted his hands on her cunt.
She kissed him on the cheeks and neck as she unfastened his belt buckle and pushed his pants and shorts down to his ankles. His cock thrust against her belly, hard and eager.
She stepped slightly away from him and slowly reached behind her. She unfastened her bra slowly, letting his eyes catch every inch of her exquisite body as she uncovered it. Huge breasts leapt from the bra, the nipples thick brown rosettes against the lighter tan of her skin. She threw the halter to join the pile of clothes on the floor.
Marcy stretched, cat-like, to take the pins one by one from her hair. Her hair smoothed in waves around her shoulders to fall down her back. By the time she had reached him, she was completely nude and already her flesh had begun to take on the flush of erotic excitement.
"This is going to be good," she whispered, "for both of us."
She wrapped her arms around his head and with a squeal of pleasure thrust one breast into his mouth. He took it, sucking it into his throat and feeling the nipple rise and scrape the roof of his mouth. Her legs whirled around his waist, climbing until she was bent double.
Her weight pushed him onto the sofa. She made a sudden lurch and her legs were over his shoulders and around his head. The soft white skin of her inner thighs caressed his cheeks, the soft curling black hair of her cunt in front of his face.
"Take it, taste it, turn me on, and I'll turn you on," she cooed.
He began using his tongue like a feather, tickling and teasing, tasting her sweetness. As he did, he felt her bending her back like an acrobatic dancer. Her cascading hair fell around his loins. Then she was there, her tongue flicking at the head of his swollen prick, circling its crown, and lapping at the length of its thick, heavy staff. Her hands cupped his balls, then his ass, kneading at the hard muscles and urging him to thrust himself into her mouth. His own head dipped and rose, savoring her juices and devouring her cunt.
They sucked at each other's bodies for only seconds but it seemed like hours. Marcy was careful to keep her body far enough away from his face so the clicking cameras could do their job.
She detected the quiver in his cock and reacted by sucking harder on the warm flesh. He knew his orgasm was almost at hand and, afraid he would shoot without her, increased the tempo of his licking and sucking. His tongue shot into her as far as possible, and just as he was about to lick her cunt's deepest point, the temperature in the moist cavity increased rapidly. Marcy's body rocked so violently, he had to grab her ass as tightly as possible. A delightful fluid came to his tongue and her body shook violently.
Marcy's orgasm may have come first, but his wasn't far behind.
She realized it and slowed the pace of her sucking. When he was sure he had calmed a little, she turned and lay flat on top of him. She pressed her stomach against his groin as she kissed him passionately on the lips. She rubbed her body against his and he pressed back.
Sitting on top of him, she clasped his hot twitching tool and stood it straight up against her cuntal opening. Then she slowly lowered herself on it, feeling herself being filled and wonderfully stretched by his stiff cock. She could hear him sucking in his breath as she tightened her cunt muscles to more firmly clasp his cock.
She moved up and down, and then twisted her hips from side to side, sometimes revolving them, giving him strange new sensations, causing him to moan and claw the sofa.
Her movements were steady, slow and sensuous. At times she could feel the thrill of intense gratification and it would make her shudder. She could see that he liked those moments because each spasm of delight she experienced caused her cunt to squeeze his cock even more tightly.
Marcy could feel her climax rising deep inside her. She could also sense that he was about ready for his, and she stopped and leaned forward, kissing him passionately, their tongues dancing and pressing together. When it seemed as though both had calmed down again, she regained her position and once again began her delicious movements until they were both perspiring and moaning. Just as their bodies were about to explode together, she stopped again.
This time she waited only a few seconds before resuming. And when she did begin again, they both immediately moved in jerking, frenzied spasms. As Marcy climaxed, she felt his hot cum spurting into her, and as her excitement subsided, she could feel the hot juice dripping out of her slit and running down between their legs.
She moved back up to straddle his face, checked the angle of the ventilator and the transom, and lowered her cunt to his mouth.
"Eat me," she said. "Eat me and suck yourself at the same time!"



CHAPTER SEVEN


Her father drove her to the train the following morning. When they were near the Morris house, Marcy asked him to stop for a minute. "I just want to say goodbye to them and I have a little something for Kate."
She rang the bell and Kate Morris answered.
"Why hello, Marcy, how nice to see you… won't you come in?"
"Thank you, Mrs. Morris. Is your husband home?"
"No… not right now. Did you want to see him about something?"
"No, I've already seen him. It's you I want to talk to."
"Oh? Why of course. Won't you sit down?"
Marcy sat on the sofa as Kate Morris slid into an easy chair opposite her. Marcy placed the thick packet of pictures on the coffee table between them and gently pushed them across.
"I think you'll be interested in those," Marcy said.
"Pictures?"
"Yes… open it."
Kate opened the packet and her face went white. For a moment Marcy thought she was going to faint. "My God… oh dear God, no…"
"He has a nice profile between my legs, don't you think?" Marcy said.
"You little bitch… you whoring little bitch! You seduced him, didn't you?" Kate said.
"From the way he went after me I'd say it was a lot better than what he had at home…" Marcy said. The older woman leaned forward as if she were about to dig her nails into Marcy's eyes. "Even though my father wouldn't agree with him," Marcy went on.
Kate Morris deflated like a punctured balloon. "How did you find out?"
"That isn't important, Kate. How would you like every member of the church to have a copy of those pictures?"
"You wouldn't…"
"Yes, I would… and I will, unless your husband gets a very fast change in areas… preferably very far away from here."
"But why?"
"So you can't see my father again."
"You would blackmail me to save your parents' marriage. You must love them very much and want them to stay together."
"Oh yes. I want them to stay together so they can suffer together. And I don't particularly love them, I just don't care either way. I just don't want my father to have his little toy any more."
"You're a cold little bitch, aren't you?"
"I like to think so," Marcy said.
Back in the car she and her father were silent until they had almost reached the station.
"How were the Morrises?"
"Fine," Marcy said. "Reverend Morris wasn't there, but I talked to Kate. She was very happy over her husband's transfer."
"Transfer… what transfer?"
"Oh, didn't you know, Daddy? They've been transferred from here. They're leaving very soon. Kate Morris said it couldn't have come at a better time."
Marcy stopped at school only long enough to repack her bag. She knew that before the week was out her parents would have heard about the party at Robbie's and she wanted to belong gone by the time the fireworks went off.
She took a bus and headed west, with California as her ultimate destination. In Las Vegas, she made the last of several bus changes, and found herself sitting beside Peter Lake. He was tall, with long, dark hair and a gaunt face that gave him a rather ethereal quality that intrigued her.
It was dusk when the bus, filled mostly with grumpy gamblers who had lost, pulled out of the terminal and headed for Los Angeles.
"You been ridin' a long time, Marcy?" Peter asked.
"Almost two days," she said. "It's been a drag. I'll be glad to get to L.A. I need some sleep in a real bed and a good hot bath."
"I've got a little pick-me-up here," he said, producing a bottle of wine from inside the long coat he wore.
"Fabulous," she replied, and took a drink.
While everyone else on the bus settled into sleep, they nestled down into the seat, drank the wine, and talked. It wasn't long before the wine took effect and they moved closer to each other and the talk shifted to sex.
When Peter placed his hand on her leg, Marcy moved a little and parted her knees. He moved upward a little, letting his fingers trail along the soft inner flesh of her thighs. Then he squeezed her leg and she responded by closing her legs over his hand and then opening them again.
He moved on up until he could feel the warm wetness where her legs met. She scootched further down in the seat and spread her leg as far as she could. At the same time she removed her coat and placed it over their bodies.
"You're wet," he said.
"I know," Marcy replied.
"How long's it been… for you I mean?"
"Too long," she said. "Over a week… I'm the kind of girl who likes it all the time."
He ran his hand up the back of her panties, under them and back down to the creaming lips of her pussy. Leaning his lips toward hers was all the encouragement Marcy needed. She wrapped her arms around his neck and, kissed him passionately. At the same time she hunched up and down in the seat until she had worked two of his fingers deep up into her cuntal passage.
She moaned around his tongue in her mouth and, when the kiss was broken, lay back in the seat to enjoy the thrill his probing fingers caused in her body.
Marcy maneuvered her legs until she could place her knees against the seat in front of her. Then she placed her hand over his and pulled her dress high, up to her hips. She guided his manipulations until all four of his fingers were pounding into her hole and the heel of his hand was caressing her clitoris.
"Like that?" he said.
"Yes," she moaned, "only a little faster."
She placed her hand on his thigh. His head was at her shoulder and each time her hand moved up and down his leg the deep cleavage in her dress split apart. He could see her huge breasts beneath the material. They swayed gently with the movements of her arm.
"You don't have a bra on," he sighed.
"No," she replied.
"Your tits are beautiful."
Her cunt was already burning with lust when her hand ran all the way up to his crotch and found his pulsing hard-on.
"You've got a big cock," she said. Her nimble fingers opened his fly and brought his cock into the open while she continued to ram her cunt over his hand.
With his free hand he unbuttoned the top of her dress and it fell open to her waist.
"Wait," she said, "I've got a better idea. Lay back in the seat and pull your pants down below your ass."
"What are you going to do?"
"Suck your cock," she said, "while you finger-fuck me from behind." She nestled her head under the protective coat and shifted his hand until his fingers entered her pussy from the rear.
Unbuttoning his shirt she let her tongue and lips go to work on his bare chest. The rumbling, bouncing bus seemed to bounce her head closer and closer to his cock with each jolt.
She tickled his nipples and then moved her hands down across his stomach. His eyes were closed and the slight smile on his face told her that he liked what she was doing.
Marcy began kissing him on the neck while her hands kept moving up and down his body. Soon she was kissing his chest. She could feel his whole body respond as she slowly and gently cupped his testicles in her hand. When she ran her fingertips over, that sensitive area between his testicles and anus, he spread his legs, inviting more. And she gave him more, her fingers tickling his anus and then moving back across the ridge to his balls. She was now kissing his stomach, her tongue exploring his navel. She could feel the touch of his hard cock under her chin, but she wanted to tease him to a frenzy before giving him the pleasure he was beginning to crave.
She ran her hands up and down the insides of his legs as her tongue pressed into his curly pubic hair just above the base of his cock. She could feel his elongated shaft pressing against the side of her cheek. His balls were now pulled up closer against his body, and when she tickled them, she could feel them pulling up even tighter.
"Oh Jesus… suck it before I go crazy!" he whispered.
"Soon," she replied, "soon. Pound my cunt with your finger."
Her mouth and tongue began working on the base of his upright penis. Then she lowered her kisses to his testicles. She licked them and sucked gently, taking them into her warm mouth. As she did it, she pressed her fingertip against his anus. He was arching his back slightly and beginning to breathe heavily.
She ran her tongue along the shaft of his cock nearly to the ridge, but stopped short of it. She kept doing it, kissing and licking on all of his organ except that exquisitely sensitive swollen head. She knew it was torture, but exciting torture. Her own body was responding with desire.
Finally, she couldn't wait any longer herself. Each time she reached the top of his penis her desire mounted until at last she took the head into her mouth and sucked and moved her lips back and forth over it vigorously. He was moaning, almost crying with pleasure. Her head bobbed up and down on his organ and her fingers played with his balls. She could feel his whole body tensing, readying for his orgasm.
"Oh, baby, you know how to suck! I mean it… it feels so good! Wonderful!"
The compliment spurred her on to more vigorous sucking and firmer movements. She loved the way his penis felt moving in and out of her mouth, passing between her lips. Marcy had to control her own movements more carefully now because he was thrashing about so wildly that she was afraid they would wake someone on the bus and be discovered.
Suddenly he groaned and she tasted spurt after spurt of his love juice. It filled her mouth and excited her so much that she eagerly swallowed it, savoring the hot taste, wanting more.
She came, gushing her own hot juices from her cuntal lips and flooding his hand. She continued sucking even after the last drop of his cum had rushed hotly down her throat. As his cock depleted, her sucking became more than he could stand. He lifted her head from the flaccid muscle.
"Jesus, honey, that was good," he whispered in her ear, "but take it easy. If you keep it up like that I won't be any good far a month. Did you come?"
"Yeah," she replied, persistently darting her tongue and licking his shriveled cockhead. "But I could really come good the other way."
"Whatta ya' mean?" he asked.
"I sure would like to have that in my pussy."
He was silent for a moment and then he brought her face up to his. "Listen," he said, "we're comin' up on Barstow… why don't we get off and stay the night in a motel. We can get another bus in the morning on into L.A."
"Do you think we could?"
"Sure… why not?"
"Nothing, I guess," she replied. "God, I sure would like to." She could almost feel his cock plunging up into her. "Okay… let's do it."
They registered as husband and wife and the clerk barely looked at them as he took the money and pushed the key across the counter. "Checkout time's eleven."
Inside the room they flopped on the bed and lay quietly for several moments as though, now that they were there, they didn't know how to finish what they had started on the bus.
"Jesus… I don't even know you," Marcy said. "Does it matter now?" he asked, standing by the bed and removing his clothes. His cock was hard again and it looked even bigger and thicker than Marcy had remembered.
"No," she said, smiling, "I guess it doesn't."
He began undressing her, kissing each part of her body as he bared it. Finally, when she was entirely nude and lying on the bed, he showered her body with kisses, lingering especially on her breasts and stomach. He slid his tongue all over her body, kissing and nibbling as he traveled. She couldn't wait for him to get to her clitoris.
"Down there! Please, down there!" she pleaded. He followed her instructions immediately. His tongue moved up and down her cuntal slit. She could hear and feel him sucking in her juices. He was getting closer and closer to her most sensitive spat and she moved to bring it closer to his expert tongue. Then he pressed directly on it, the pleasure forcing her body into an involuntary spasm. She couldn't believe anything could feel that good.
He kept up a steady, slow rhythm which made the sensation increasingly pleasurable. Each time his tongue pressed on her clit it was better. Marcy could feel her legs beginning to shake and her whole body squirming. She spread her legs as far as they would go and luxuriated in the magic sensations.
She could hear herself moaning uncontrollably. It was time. She was getting there. She thought her head was about to explode.
But just as she was about to be rocketed into ecstasy, he stopped. He lay on top of her and kissed her on the ear and neck, and as his lips moved over her face, she could feel his thick, hard cock slipping between her wet vaginal lips. He pressed further and further into her until his entire hot penis was inside her. She loved the feeling of him so close and inside. Then he began the exciting, rhythmic pumping. His cock moved in and out of her, producing even more intense sensations than before.
Her heels beat a soft tattoo of encouragement on the small of his back and his ass. She flexed her hips, rocking on her ass, and her full thighs gripped his waist.
She began to rotate her hips and it was as though a hot internal tongue were circling round and round his tightly gripped cock. Waves of muscle contractions rippled up and down the length of his shaft, and he could feel her hard clit, raking across the base. Her face was a mask of pleasure. Pleasure seemed to radiate from the very center of her soul.
Marcy was loving it, loving every inch of his pounding cock. She whispered in his ear. "Fuck me with it! Hurt me if you can. Tear my pussy apart with your cock!"
His hips drew back, drawing his cock from her cunt until only the head nestled lovingly between her lips. Then she, pulled on his buttocks with her hands and drove him back into her.
Vibrating quivers of inner spasms bathed his cock in gripping flesh as she came the first time and continued the writhing and bucking of her hips. She groaned her pleasure and let it spread across her face.
He plunged his cock in and out of her, springing clear from his toes to drive it deeper and deeper.
His body threw itself into a pumping galloping fuck that incited his cock to an even greater effort.
She circled his outer ear with her wet tongue and then plunged it into the ear with a warm wetness.
And then he hissed out his excitement as he felt the molten cum surge from his balls.
She sensed it and reached below her upraised ass to cup his twitching, spuming balls as they pumped her full of cum. With a gentle pressure she nudged them and he continued to come in waves of gushing sperm.
"Yes, yes," she moaned, "fill my cunt with your hot juice!"
She reached her own peak again as the last of his cum poured into her belly. She wrapped her legs around his hips and urged him to keep pumping until she could came again.
"Yes, yes… just a little longer, baby… just a little longer," she urged.
She pumped against him until a tiny scream erupted from her throat. "Oh, lover, yes… yes… I'm there!"
For long moments she was in complete rapture, totally consumed with pleasure.
They kissed, their hands wandering over the rippling skin of each other's bodies. As they fell into a deep sleep, the sun was just starting to break over the horizon.
Marcy awoke with a start. The phone was ringing right in her ear.
"Hello?" she said around the thick cottony wad in her mouth.
"Will you be staying over?" said the voice.
"What… where… oh," she said, at last realizing where she was. "No… no, we won't."
She replaced the receiver and rolled back over to wake him. He wasn't there. She looked up. The bathroom door was open and the light was off. She looked around the room. She was alone.
She looked for his clothes. They were gone. Slowly, a fear started crawling up her spine. She jumped out of bed and crossed to where her bag sat on the little aluminum cloth stand.
It was gone.
There was more than fear in her eyes and she grabbed her purse off the bureau and emptied it out on the bed. She tore at her wallet until she had it open.
It was empty.
Marcy walked a few steps between each car before turning and sticking out her thumb again. Three cars had already stopped, all men, but she had decided, after looking them over, to wait.
She thought about the previous night and for the one hundredth time that day, cursed bath her bad luck and her stupidity. He was good and the sex she had gotten from him was some of the best she'd ever experienced. But no sex was worth six hundred dollars and all her clothes.
"The son-of-a-bitch," she murmured aloud, "the least he could have done was leave me enough for breakfast." Her belly was rumbling, her head ached, and her feet were tired. She vowed never to trust anyone again and to never allow herself to be put in a position where any man could get the best of her.
A car pulled up beside her. She turned to see two young boys. The one nearest her rolled down the window.
"Tired of walkin', beautiful?" he said.
It was obvious that they were younger than she, high school students, probably. That they were younger made them less intimidating. It was even possible, though, that she was more sexually experienced than they.
"Hello," she answered with a smile.
"Where are you going?" the one closest to her asked.
"Just walking."
"Want a ride?"
"Maybe so," she said.
"Don't worry, baby, we know how to show a girl a good time. Come on over here."
She hesitated, not sure whether to comply.
"Come on," the driver urged. He seemed to be even younger than his friend. "Let's get to know each other."
She was ready to get into the car. Then the driver made a comment that stopped her. It was the same comment that she had heard from two of the other drivers that had pulled over to pick her up. "If you're worded, baby, we can afford it," he said.
"Yeah," his friend piped in, "we got ten bucks apiece."
That did it. She might be alone, broke and hitchhiking on the road. But if she was going to fuck, it was going to be for fun, not for money. Of that she was determined. If she became a prostitute and took money, then she would in truth become what her mother said all girls who enjoyed sex were… common whores.
To become a whore wasn't what she had run away for. She wanted to be free to do what she wanted, when she wanted to do it.
"No thanks," she said, and started to walk again. The car moved along beside her. "What's the matter, honey? Our money not good enough for you?"
"That's not it," she said, keeping her eyes straight ahead.
"Bullshit… you ain't out here hitchin' because you want a ride."
"You think you're worth more than any other hooker around here, baby?"
The car got closer and closer to her leg. She continued to walk. She knew they were insulted by her rejection and she could also sense that they were getting angrier by the minute. Finally, she stopped and whirled on them.
"Look, I don't want to get into the car with you, and I don't want any sex with you. Now will you just get the hell…"
The door flew open, slamming into her belly and throwing her into the ditch by the roadside. One of the boys was on her in a second, pummeling her face and body with his fists. She could taste the blood in her mouth and her rib cage felt like it was caving in.
She went limp and felt herself being dragged back up the short incline toward the car.
Then there were other voices. She heard something hard hit flesh and the hand that held her let go. She rolled a little way back down the bill and came to rest with her back against a large rock.
She looked back toward the car and saw two women beating on the boy. One of them looked like she was using the handle of a jack. Strange, Marcy thought, pretty aggressive for a woman.
Their clothing was also very odd.
She shook her head, trying to clear it, and looked again. To her amazement, she realized that the two women who had come to her rescue were nuns. She closed her eyes to ease the pain in her head, and from the distance, the words coming from the women became clear: "You little prick! You son-of-a-bitch!"
"Get back in that car, you Goddam shit, and don't try any more of your fuckin' games out here, or we'll really beat the shit out of you!"
That was pretty heavy language, Marcy thought, for a couple of nuns.
Then she lapsed into unconsciousness.



CHAPTER EIGHT


Marcy awoke with sunlight streaming into her eyes through an open window. Outside she could see the desert rolling as far as the eye could see, until it became mountains and then blue sky.
The bed was clean, with freshly laundered sheets and a thin comforter. Beneath the sheets she was nude, and her body ached with bruises. When she moved, her head hurt worse. She touched it and found it swathed in a thick cumbersome bandage.
The door opened. "Oh, you're awake. Good… think you can eat some soup?"
"A… I guess. Come to think of it, I am hungry."
She was dressed in black, like a nun's habit, Marcy thought, only it was different. The cut was stylish, almost sexy, as it hugged her thin waist and full, flaring hips. Her breasts weren't large but the cut of the bodice accentuated them and drew attention to their firmness. The nipples had been activated into hardness by the friction of the material and they stood out prominently.
Marcy thought it strange that she wore no bra, then she remembered the language she had heard just before she had passed out.
The woman placed the tray across Marcy's lap and fluffed the pillows behind her. She tenderly held Marcy's head so the girl could slide up to a hitting position behind the tray. As she did, the sheet slipped down and her breasts spilled over the top to sway, naked, above the tray.
"Oh," Marcy said, pulling the sheet up to cover them.
"What's the matter?"
"Is there a robe or something…?" Marcy stammered.
"What for?" she said, smiling at Marcy's embarrassment. "Are you afraid of showing your breasts? You shouldn't be… they're beautiful."
Marcy's mouth dropped open as the woman pulled the sheet down from Marcy's breasts and cupped one in her hand. She was even more surprised when the woman leaned her head close and tenderly darted her tongue around the pink nipple.
Marcy's body shook. She didn't understand and she started to say so.
"Don't talk now… eat! I'll be back."
Marcy devoured all the food on the tray and immediately went back to sleep. She awoke to find the room in semidarkness and the nun sitting on the bed beside her.
Only now she wasn't a nun. She was a beautiful girl, not too many years older than Marcy, and she was naked. She was also running her hands all over Marcy's body beneath the sheet.
Marcy started to sit up but a hand on each of her breasts gently pushed her back. "Relax… you're probably still a little shaky. This will relax you. According to your driver's license, your name is Marcy. Right?"
"Ye… yes," Marcy stammered.
"I'm Beth," she replied. "And the other girl with me when we found you getting beat up by those two bastard pricks is Norma."
"But… but I thought…"
"What?"
"I thought you were nuns," Marcy said, unable to keep her body still under the expertly massaging hands.
"In a way we are," Beth replied. "You might call us Black Collar Nuns… and if we worship anything, it's the body, and each other."
"You mean… sex?" Marcy said, her mind going back to Bruce Moran and what he had said about the church he wanted to build.
"Yes…" Beth said, "sex. Do you like sex, Marcy?"
"Yes…" Marcy replied, spreading her legs as the other girl's fingers probed at the soft lips of her pussy. "I thought you did," Beth said, "or I wouldn't have undressed and started something like this so soon. You see, that's all you talked about in your sleep. Does that feel good… my fingers up in you like that?"
"Yes… Oh God, yes it does," Marcy replied.
"Do you feel like making love, Marcy? Does your head hurt too much?"
"No… it only hurts a little and… and what you're doing down there feels so good."
"You're very lovely," Beth said, crawling under the sheet and stretching out beside Marcy. "Your pussy feels warm and inviting." She opened her thighs over Marcy's leg and settled the damp furriness of her own wet pussy down over the girl's flesh. It felt like a hot brand on Marcy's leg and she immediately started rubbing against the other girl.
"I love your breasts," Beth said.
"Suck on them if you want to," Marcy replied.
"You've made love with a woman before, haven't you, Marcy?"
"Once," Marcy said, thinking of the brief session with Wilma Dale. "But not for very long… well, it was with a man at the same time."
"Then you've got a treat coming," Beth said, running her hand again between Marcy's thighs and deftly inserting two fingers deep in her vaginal opening. Juices welled from it and ran into the girl's palm.
Marcy swayed and moaned beneath her. If she had any doubts about the total thrill of receiving love from another woman, they were quickly dispelled by the quick dartings of Beth's tongue inside her mouth, and the fiery friction of the fingers in her pussy.
Marcy clutched the other girl's body to her own, so that her own magnificent breasts mashed against the smaller ones and the heat from both their nipples surged through their bodies.
"You're really hot, aren't you?" Beth said.
"Yes… oh yes I am," Marcy replied, rubbing her thigh harder against Beth's seething pussy.
"Yea," Beth said, "you're going to like it heft… you're going to fit right in."
Marcy didn't know what Beth meant but, at that moment, she didn't care. The finger in her cunt seemed to be burning a hot trail up her channel and her mind was buzzing with lust as she felt the warm tip of a tongue caress her inner ear.
"Oh, now!" Marcy cried as she felt Beth's warm, soft body cover hers and the other girl's hair-covered pubic bone press into her clitoris. She arched her back and matched Beth's movements with her eyes shut tightly in passion and her nails raking the other girl's buttocks.
Suddenly, Beth had stopped. She had straightened her arms and now hovered above Marcy, looking down at her breasts where they spread out, completely covering her chest.
"Oh, fuck me!" Marcy begged, encircling the other girl's neck with her anus. "Fuck me with your tongue… suck me! Rub me off with your pussy… do anything you want to do!"
"You're beautiful," Beth said, and moved her head downward until it was buried between Marcy's silky thighs.
Her tongue probed lovingly between the moist lips as her hands kneaded her breasts and ran like tickling feathers over her heaving hips and throbbing thighs.
Marcy lifted her buttocks from the bed and Beth grasped her hips at the same time, pulling the hungry pussy closer and closer against her mouth. Beth sank her hot tongue into Marcy's body, then withdrew it slowly, only to sink it in again, deeper and deeper.
Marcy moaned and writhed in ecstasy as the other girl sucked and licked until she thought her pussy would be turned inside out. "More… more like that," she moaned. "It feels like you're sucking the soul from my body."
Yes, oh yes. Beth thought as she felt the hot body beneath her erupt in orgasm. That's exactly what I'm doing… sucking the very soul from your beautiful body!
In less than a week Marcy was up and around. She felt wonderful. The strength was back in her body and there was something about the place that made her feel as though, at last, she had found what, she was looking for… freedom to do whatever she wanted to do, whenever she wanted to do it.
The night after Beth had made love to her, Norma had done the same. On the third night, both girls had come to her, and she had loved their cunts with the same passion they had showered on her.
By the last evening of her convalescence, she had not tired of the girl-to-girl lovemaking, but she had begun to desire a man. Beth and Norma seemed to read her thoughts when Marcy asked them if there were only girls in the camp.
Beth only smiled and reassured her that there were also men… many men. That night, after a particularly wild session between the three girls, Beth and Norma silently climbed back into their robes and left the room.
A few minutes later, a man in a large dark robe entered her room. She was frightened because she couldn't see his… she knew it was a man because of his huge bulk. Her fears were calmed when he approached the bed and spoke to her in a deep, soft voice that seemed to have a hypnotic effect on her.
"Marcy?"
"Yes."
"I am Jason."
"You are as beautiful as the sisters have told me, Marcy."
"Thank you."
"Are you afraid?"
"I don't think so," she said, and gasped in awe as he shrugged the cloak from his shoulders and stood naked before her in the dim light.
He was unbelievably handsome, with long, golden hair that nearly reached his shoulders. His chest was nearly hairless and heavily muscled, as was the rest of his tall frame.
Standing straight out from the golden hair at his groin was the biggest, hardest cock Marcy had ever seen. It was as thick as her wrist and the throbbing head at the end of the shaft was as round as her fist.
She automatically reached for it and he took a few steps closer to the bed. She grasped the heavy barrel and bent it downward even with his tremendous height and her lying flat on the bed, the spent-dripping cockhead nearly touched her lips.
Marcy wrapped both her hands around the barrel, near the hilt. She moved her hands forward until the skin flowed over the knob and the flew crown disappeared. She released the pressure and the big head popped back into view, the staff behind now much harder and swelling to its full length before her mesmerized gaze.
Her cunt started to tingle as she watched the veins stand out in his cock as if they were talking to her, urging her to play with it some more. The more Marcy wrestled with his cock and the harder it got, the less she could keep her body still.
He put his arms around her neck and pulled her beautiful face toward him. His kiss was like fire as his tongue found hers in quick, darting movements. She returned the kiss with her own, probing and searching his mouth, tasting its desire.
"What a beautiful cock," she sighed, rubbing the head around her navel.
"What a beautiful body," he replied. "You've got the kind of a body that can take a lot of cock, Marcy."
She moved her body against his, losing herself in the rapture of desire. His skin rippled under her touch, as her fingers moved across the well-muscled shoulders and down to the small of his back. He kissed each part of her body. She answered his touch with slow ripples of her skin that told him he was driving her near the same peak of passion.
He rocked back on his haunches to look at her beautiful body, his cock dangling right at the opening to her muff. She raised her hips as if she could suck the huge shaft into her with just the pressure of her need. Her eyes were glazed as she looked up at him and smiled.
"Do anything," she said, "anything you want!"
He took her legs and placed them on his shoulders. Gently, he moved his head between her thighs, kissing her soft skin. Wider and wider he spread her legs, until, at last, he felt the soft, wiry pubic hair on her nest tickle his chin and lips. He probed with his tongue, tasting her juices. She moved in a spasm of pleasure, thrusting her wet cunt upward to his face.
He rocked his head from side to side, matching the rhythm of her hips. His tongue became a fork of hot flame shooting through her body. He did everything just exactly right. She was lost in the lust of the moment but she sensed his ability to stay absolutely cool while he was eating her cunt.
"Suck it, suck it!" she cried. She arched her back, driving her hips against him, grinding her wet mass of matted cunt hair into his face to attain the full extent of pleasure from his probing tongue. "Yes, now," she gasped, "I'm coming!"
She raised her legs, freeing her ankles from his grasp, and locked her thighs around his head. Tighter and tighter she squeezed and then she relaxed with a long, wailing cry.
"Now fuck me!" she said. "Let me feel that big hunk inside me!"
He rubbed the head of his cock against her, up and down the soggy slit. Then he sank his fingers into her dampness, working expertly, increasing her need and her passion again.
Her nostrils caught the mesmerizing scent of her own spunk coming from between her legs. Her belly was smooth as velvet as she hunched up against his. He thrust, and she cried out in pleasurable pain as she felt him enter her in a long, smooth movement.
She threw her hips upward, arching her back and sending her splayed-open cunt up to meet his driving cock. Deeper and deeper into her he went. Her mind reeled. Her breath came fast and heavy.
"More, MORE! All of it! Give me all of it! Oh, God, what a cock!" She begged him over and over to pound his meat into her cunt. "Come!" she shouted. "Come with me!"
He drove deep inside her and ground his pubic bone against hers. The juices from her cunt poured out around his cock and balls as her pent-up release let go. Then he felt her passionate release carry her above and beyond fulfillment. She added to her own pleasure by again arching herself toward him, grinding her hips against him, taking all of him, swallowing his cock in her hot slit, trying to get him off with her.
She came until her body seemed racked with pain. She fell back and watched him slowly withdraw his huge cock from her cunt.
"You didn't come," she said. "I'm sorry. Keep fucking me until you do if you want to."
"I like to come another way," he said, rolling her body over. He had spoken between clenched teeth, and his voice was no longer soothing.
"What are you doing?" Marcy cried.
"Teaching you obedience," he said. "Obedience is very important here… and obedience to Jason is mandatory. Now raise your ass!"
"Oh no… NO!" she cried. "I can't… you're way too big! I can't!"
"You will," he said, striking her hard across the ass with the flat of his hand. "It is part of the obedience."
First he spread her legs and then the cheeks of her ass. Then he pressed his finger into her tight, puckered asshole and wiggled it. She squirmed more from surprise than pain. She had been fucked this way before but never by a monster as big as Jason. She was frying to dither away again when his hands became vises on her hips, drawing her back into him. Then she felt the monstrous cockhead at her asshole.
Marcy couldn't believe that he actually meant to do it. And what in the world, she thought, was all this crap about obedience?
Jason reached around and clasped her breasts. Feeling his hands on her tits aroused her and distracted her a bit from his pressing against her anus. As he worked on her breasts, his hard penis moved forward against her hole until she felt a sharp pain. He was actually spreading her asshole open!
She could feel his body tensing as he strained harder. Suddenly the pain was excruciating. His cockhead had popped through her sphincter muscle. When she tightened her anus she could feel his thick round prick inside her. She could also feel his perspiration dripping on her shoulder and hear his excited breathing. Slowly he showed the long, swollen length of his hardened rod into her ass. She could feel it as it moved deeper into her. The pain was intense.
"Oh, Jason, stop! It buns so much!"
"Quiet!"
He began pumping into her, pulling his cock out to the head, which he was careful not to let slip out, and then sliding it back in.
She wanted him to stop. It hurt and was the weirdest feeling she had ever experienced. When he began increasing his tempo and pumping harder, it hurt more than ever, and she couldn't help but emit little sounds of pain. But it seemed as though Jason was in his own world, oblivious to her discomfort. He was groaning into her ear and his whole body was shaking.
As he slid his cock in and out of her, she lifted her ass to meet his driving organ. She wanted to make him come and end the torture he was inflicting on her body. Also, the thought entered her mind that he was now more excited than before, when he had fucked her cunt. Then he had been like a machine, instead of a lover. That thought jolted her.
"That's it! That's it!" he said. "It feels good, doesn't it? Fuck back! Fuck back! Fuck back on my hot cock! That's it! Ohhhhhh!"
Jason took her buttocks in his hands and moved her back and forth so that her body was moving as fast as his.
He filled her completely from the rear, jamming his huge organ into her, ripping at her tender flesh and filling her belly with his cream. Her face was jammed into the mattress until she could hardly breathe. That, plus the intense pain coupled to cause a crazy whining sensation in her brain.
Just before she passed out, she felt his weight lift from her body and his words as he opened the door: "You will obey… like all the others. Marcy, you will obey!"
The next morning Marcy felt used and worn out, but her spirits were lifted when Beth brought her some clothes and told her that she was well enough to leave her bed.
Norma joined them and they made a tour of the whole camp. Marcy was amazed. It was like a city, complete within itself, clear out in the desert. Beth explained that they had over, fifty brothers and sisters, and more coming all the time.
"But I don't understand," Marcy said. "How do you live?"
"Under Jason's guidance. We grow much of our own crops, and then, of course, there are those of us who were very wealthy when we came here. All our previous wealth is given to Jason. He is brilliant. He makes good investments that help support us."
"And then there are the gifts," Norma added.
"Gifts… you mean, people give you money?" Marcy asked, dumbfounded.
"Oh yes," Norma continued. "There are people who love sex and who believe as we do, but they haven't the courage to leave the outside world. They can only came here and enjoy our freedom now and then."
"And when they do, they leave gifts for us with Jason," Beth said.
"You mean they come here and get fucked when they get the urge?" Marcy said.
"No! It's not like that at nil. We all give our bodies," Norma said, a dreamy light in her eyes.
"And Jason collects the money," Marcy said. "You know, that's little more than prostitution."
Beth's arm whipped out like a striking snake and slapped Marcy across the face. "That's a lie!"
"How do you figure?" said Marcy, her own anger rising. "If some ugly, fat slob comes up here for a weekend and Jason tells you to fuck him… don't tell me you do it."
"Of course I do it," Beth replied, her face crimson. "I obey… it's the only way to freedom from the outside."
"Well, I'm not fucking anybody I don't feel like fucking," Marcy said. "That's not the kind of freedom I'm looking for."
"You will learn," Beth replied.
Three more days and nights went by. Jason didn't come back to her room again, and neither did Beth or Norma.
And then, on the evening of the fourth day, Beth came for her. She carried a habit much like her own, but without the hood or the black collar.
"Put this on!"
"What for?" Marcy said.
"Because I told you to… you must learn to obey, Marcy, if you expect to be one of us and enjoy the freedom we enjoy."
To avoid a useless philosophical argument, Marcy put the garment on and followed the other girl to the "great hall". It turned out to be the dining room, with all the tables removed and the benches lined up on the sides.
Jason was sitting at the end of the room like some kind of king on a throne. He motioned Marcy forward. What a pompous ass, she thought as she walked to the end of the room and stood defiantly in front of him.
"The rules of our order have been explained to you, Marcy. Are you ready to obey?"
"To join our order you must obey. Do I understand that you don't want to become one of us?"
"That's right. What will you do… keep me a prisoner?"
"Of course not," Jason replied. "We'll return you to the outside if you wish to go, but before you make your decision, let me show you someone who, six months ago, left us, and came back."



CHAPTER NINE


Jason looked around the room until his eyes suddenly stopped on a girl Marcy knew only as Terry. She had seen her at meals and wandering the pounds now and then. She looked forlorn most of the time and Marcy had equated her demeanor with that of a whipped does.
"Tony," Jason said, his voice leveled in command. "Get up on that table!"
Marcy watched the girl hesitate for a moment it looked like she was sending out an appeal to Jason not to force her to do what he was commanding. He repeated the command.
She stepped on a chair and on up to the table. She was a petite, curvaceous redhead who wore jeans and a fluffy sweater that buttoned down the front.
"That's good," said Jason. "Now you will obey, Terry."
Marcy thought she saw a glint of life, a flash of rage in the girl's eyes. She sensed that Terry knew perfectly well that she was being used by Jason for a purpose having nothing to do with her.
Terry swiveled her head towards Marcy with a look that bordered on burning hatred. Then she seemed to make up her mind. She faced Jason again, with her legs slightly spread and her hands on her hips.
Marcy had no idea what was going to happen, but she sensed, from the expectant hush in the room, that it wasn't going to be pleasant.
"Good… good," Jason said with a smile, "even though you took too long to make up your mind, Terry. Now strip! We want to show Marcy how things are done around here."
Terry was obviously seething with humiliation and anger. Her hands trembled as her fingers slowly found the buttons on her jeans. It was clear to everyone that her mind was battling with her body. The fingers paused and then, without a word of protest, she obeyed.
She was wearing very little to begin with, so it didn't take a great deal of time to shed her clothing.
Kicking off her sandals, she slid the slacks down over her full, bronzed thighs, revealing a pair of sexy black panties, and then stepped out of the dungarees casually, kicking them carelessly onto the floor. Then she carefully and deliberately began to undo the buttons on her sweater, her eyes straight ahead.
She made no attempt at being sexy or seductive. There was no effort to sup out of her clothes in any semblance of a striptease. She just matter of factly undressed under the command of the leader.
There were widespread comments around the room as she finished the last button. She shrugged the sweater off her sleek tanned shoulders, baring her deep, widely spaced breasts and small dark-brown nipples. The girl was totally suntanned, with no white marks around her breasts where a bathing suit would normally be, indicating that she had spent a lot of time sunbathing in the nude.
Terry looked up to Jason. Again she placed her hands on her hips. "Enough?" It was the first word she had uttered.
Jason only smiled and folded his arms across his chest. Evidently that was not enough, because Terry shrugged and started rolling the bikini panties down over her hips until they hung by one toe. She flipped her foot and the panties fluttered to the floor.
Marcy couldn't help but observe that, naked, Terry was a beautiful girl. All the more reason, Marcy thought, why she was stupid to become a slave to Jason, or any man. Terry's pubic hair was a soft, reddish-brown, barely darker than the hair on her head. Beneath the furry mound her pink slit was clearly defined. It looked moist.
Terry stood upright again and seemed to throw her chest out in both pride and defiance. Her dark-brown nipples wore erect and extended.
What would they do now? Marcy thought. Would they order her to stand on the table and take her clothes off? Would she do it? Would she lower herself to obey Jason?
She didn't get a chance to find out. Jason strode across the room to the table, and smiled up at Terry. The girl waited, totally submissive, for any further instructions from Jason, as he ran his hand up between her legs.
"You see, Marcy? Terry will do what I ask her to do, as everyone here must do if we are to achieve independence from the outside. Terry wouldn't want to spread her cunt all over the world. But here, inside the family, she will… if I tell her to."
His hand had moved upward until it was buried in the fur covering Terry's pussy. She bent a little at the knees and spread her legs even farther to accommodate his caresses.
Jason rolled his head back to Marcy to make sure she was watching as he parted the lips of Terry's cunt and roughly drove two fingers up into her vaginal passage. "She loves me doing this to her. It doesn't matter if it's in front of everyone. She loves it because I'm doing it. Don't you, Terry?"
"I love it," Terry replied.
"Would you let me stick my cock up your ass, Terry. Right here… right now?"
"Yes, Jason," she said.
"Would you eat all the girls here and suck all the guys if I told you to, Terry?"
"Yes, Jason… I'd do anything you told me to do," Terry moaned, lowering her cunt further as if she would like to swallow his whole hand in its moist interior.
"You'd even fuck the beast if I told you to… wouldn't you, Terry?"
"Yes, Jason… I would fuck the beast," Terry said.
The next few minutes were lost by Marcy in a haze of unbelievability.
Terry opened her eyes. She started to object, but it was too late. He had drawn her knees up and forced her to straddle his hips. She was unable to resist the strength in his brawny arms. He drew her hips up high and then brought her down, hard, skewering her cunt with his massive, throbbing pole.
"Move your ass up and down!" he ordered.
Marcy was terrified and enthralled all at the same time. Then the wild scene was brushed from her eyes and she saw the tenor of the moment as the other men started to climb up on the table. One boy grabbed Terry's head and thrust the full length of his cock down her throat. The rest of them stood over her, fisting their cocks frantically. One boy came, his cream spurting out of his cock to land in huge, white gobs on Terry's breast.
It was too much for Marcy. She bolted from the room in disgust. No one tried to stop her as she ran headlong over the lawn and up the stairs to her room. She ripped the dreaded clothing of the order from her body and threw it across the room.
Just as she had finished getting back into her own clothes, Beth entered.
"Are you going to try and stop me?" Marcy said, curling her fingers at her sides like talons.
"From leaving?"
"Yes."
"Of course not. If you're foolish enough to go… you're free to go," she replied. "But where will you go? You've already told me what you did before leaving home."
"So what?" Marcy said defiantly.
"You're just like all the rest of us, Marcy. You've made your choice and you've burned your bridges behind you. There's no place for you to go… give up… stay! Believe me, you'll grow to love it here."
"No thanks," Marcy said, and headed for the door, her shoulders hunched in determination.
"But where will you go?"
"I don't know, but anywhere is better than here."
"Why… why, Marcy, why?"
"Beth…" Marcy said, turning and fixing the other girl with her eyes. "Get down on your knees."
"What?"
"Get down on your knees!"
"What for?" Beth said.
"Get down on your fucking knees!"
Marcy screamed, her voice like thunder in the room.
Beth crumpled to the floor on her knees, as if the other girl had struck her.
"There," Marcy said. "That's why."
The trip into Los Angeles was torture. She hitchhiked and it took three rides, all of them hell. After the episode of watching Terry, Marcy didn't feel like sex of any kind.
The first ride was with an elderly man who looked totally safe. They had only gone a few miles when he pulled off the main highway and sped down a lonely lane. At last, with total blackness and trees all around them, he rocked to a halt and turned to her the seat.
"Okay, little darlin'," he said, drool running from the corners of his mouth. "What you gonna give Daddy for this here ride?"
"What's Daddy want?" she said. "Some of your sweet pussy, honey."
"I can't… I'm sick," Marcy replied. "Then gimme a blow job!"
"I don't blow."
"Then get the fuck out!"
It took her a half-hour to find the highway again, and another half-hour to get a ride. This time it was with two young girls. They seemed nice enough, and said they were going all the way to L.A.
Marcy was in the back seat and almost asleep when a strange odor began to permeate the car. She came awake with a start when she realized it was pot.
"You want a pull?" said the girl driving, holding the brown cigarette over her shoulder.
"No thanks," Marcy said. "Do you think you really should smoke while you're driving?"
"Jesus, we got us a square."
"Yeah… get stoned, honey. It's the only way to live."
Marcy bit her lip and tried to settle back into the seat. It was impossible. The car was hurtling at over a hundred miles an hour down the highway and only now and then finding its own lane.
"It's a way to die, too," Marcy said, unable to sit still any more. "Let me out."
"Take it easy, honey," said the driver. "If we wreck this, I'll just get another one."
Marcy leaned over the front seat, turned the engine off, and pulled the keys from the ignition. She then rolled the window down and held the keys outside the car.
"Pull over or I'll drop 'em," she said.
The girl grumbled, but pulled over to the side of the road. Marcy got out, flipped the keys bock to her, and walked away.
The next car contained a couple. They had been to Las Vegas, and they had won. "We been celebratin', honey, but don't worry, I haven't had that many."
They were the Wills, Erica and Don. He was about fifty and she was somewhere in her early forties. They seemed very nice and chattered any about everything that popped into their minds. They even noticed that Marcy was chilly and told her to wrap up in the coats they had thrown into the back seat.
By the time they reached the city, Marcy had snuggled down into the seat. She was warm, comfortable, and didn't want the trip to end.
"Say," Don called over his shoulder, "our daughter is spending the night at a friend's. She won't be back until morning… why don't you just come on home with us. You can sleep in her room tonight."
If there was anything Marcy wanted more than anything else in the world at that moment, it was warm, comfortable bed and a good night's sleep.
"I'd love to," she replied, and closed her eyes again.
She didn't see the smirking, knowing look that passed between the couple in the front seat.
Erica took her light up to their daughter's room, turned down the bed, and laid out a nightdress for her.
"Thank you so much," Marcy said.
"That's all right, honey," the woman replied. "The bathroom's right in there." She put her arms around Marcy, squeezed her tenderly, and left.
Marcy submerged herself in a hot bath and used every lotion, powder and perfume she found on the shelf.
She then climbed into the garment and practically fell into the bed. Her head barely touched the pillow before she was sound asleep.
She was awakened by something wet rubbing against her lips and her hair was being pulled. She opened her eyes to see Don on his knees beside her head. He had one hand wrapped in her hair and he was running the seeping head of his cock over her face with the other.
"Come on, honey," he said. "Suck on it a little and get it real hard and then I'll pour it to ya."
"No…" Marcy said, "no, I don't want to."
"Sure you do, honey. C'mon, suck it a little for ol' Don."
"I don't want any sex," Marcy said. "I just want to get some sleep."
"I don't get a chance at somethin' as nice as you very often," he said. "Suck it a little, Marcy."
"Please… I just want to sleep."
"Suck it… and then you can sleep."
She rolled her eyes up to his. She could see that it was going to be no use. If she didn't give him what he wanted, he would never let her alone.
"What about your wife?" Marcy asked.
"Erica? Don't worry about her. Here… take it… take my peter in your sweet, juicy mouth!"
"Oh shit," Marcy said, shrugging and thinking what the hell.
Marcy pulled her knees under her and wrapped her arms around his buttocks. She pulled herself up until her face was at his crotch. Her pink tongue shot out of her mouth in short, fast strokes. She covered the sides of his cock and started to work on the balls. She took most of his scrotum in her mouth and worked his balls against the warm, wet sides of her mouth with the rise and thrust of her tongue. She spat out the nuts and nippled his scrotum playfully.
"Yeah… yeah, that's it," he groaned. "Suck it now!"
She wrapped her lips around the smooth, fleshy end of the cock. The warmth of her mouth caused it to jump and stiffen slightly. She opened her mouth wider and admitted the shaft all the way to the back of her throat. Then she sucked in her cheeks and began the pressure. He reached down, grabbed two fistfuls of hair, and pressed her head into his groin.
Her tongue flicked up and down the length of his stiffening cock. She accelerated her movements. His hands were gripping her head tightly and rocking it back and forth, up and down in a rising frenzy. She pulled her lips back from over her teeth, letting them run on the wetly shining flesh.
"I want to fuck you," he said, pulling his rigid cock from her mouth. "I want to pour my cock into your cunt and come inside you."
Oh Jesus, she thought, rolling over on her back. She spread her legs apart and pried open the lips of her pussy with the fingers of both hands. "All right," she groaned. "Go ahead. But hurry up!"
He crawled between her legs and held his cock like a spear at her vaginal opening. Using the thick rubbery head of his cock, he parted the soft hair-lined lips of her vagina. Marcy turned her head to one side, closing her eyes and no longer caring to watch what was going on.
He flicked his hips forward slightly.
Levering up on her with his cruel powerful shoulder muscles, he pushed again. Christ, she was tight! he thought to himself, feeling the hard rubbery tip of his cock pop suddenly up into the narrow passage.
Then he grinned arrogantly and forced his cock up inside her another inch or two, feeling the hot moist walls of her tightly clasped cuntal passage yield unwillingly before the inexorable force of his driving hardness. He flexed his buttock muscles tightly and shoved himself home, burying his long thick rod in her to the hilt and pushing the soft flesh of her cunt before him in softly rippling waves.
"You like it, huh, baby? Is it good for ya'!" he said, flexing the muscles in his ass and pounding his cock into her.
"Just fuck it, will ya!" Marcy hissed, refusing to move a muscle to help him.
He raised himself higher, jamming his cock nearly straight down into her. It increased the pressure on the barrel of his shaft and heightened the friction on his throbbing cockhead. In no time he felt himself spurting.
Marcy felt it too and wriggled out from underneath him, while his cock continued to shoot.
"Now, go to bed… please," Marcy said.
She was about to crawl back under the covers when the room was bathed in light. Erica stood right beside the bed. She was stark naked.
"Bravo… bravo, Don honey!" she shouted. "I've never seen you better. Now it's my turn. Let's have a real party?"
The woman had just swung her ass over Marcy's face when the girl rolled from beneath her and off the bed.
"What's the matter, honey? It's okay… Don and I swing all the time."
"Not me." Marcy said, climbing back into her clothes. "I pick my own sex partners… they don't pick me."



CHAPTER TEN


She roamed the streets for two days. Sex wasn't on her mind at all now… food and a bed were. She managed to get a few handouts from strolling prostitutes who thought she was one of them and just down on her luck. One of them even offered to let her sleep on her couch as soon as her last customer left for the night.
Marcy thanked her the next morning and left, after first turning down an offer for some sex from her pimp, and then an offer to go to work for him.
"Hooking's an easy life, honey," Daisy, the prostitute, said. "How else could you make a livin' layin' down?" She threw back her head and laughed uproariously.
Marcy laughed along with her, but declined anyway.
By the time Marcy met the two young drug dealers she was on her last legs.
"Hey, honey… you need a boost bad," said one.
"Yeah, baby… you want to crash up in our pad?" his girl friend asked.
Marcy went with them to a small two-bedroom apartment. There were nine people in all, not including herself, who shared the apartment. Her first night there, she was awakened three times by two boys and a girl. All three of them were stoned to the eyeballs and wanted to know if she wanted some sex.
Marcy declined in all three cases and they all rolled away to another body without giving her any hassle or argument.
For the next two days in the pad she went out and looked for work, any kind of work. She found nothing. The third day the boy who owned the apartment told her she could earn some quick bread by scoring a "coke" delivery for him.
Just the idea of drugs, let alone selling or delivering them, scared her to death.
She declined.
He seemed disgruntled and mumbled a lot when he walked away from her, but nothing more was said that afternoon.
That evening, he approached her again. "Listen, honey… everybody pays his way around here, and you're no different. Here's an address. His name is Ike. Show him a good time or don't come back."
It was nearly dark when she left the apartment. She crumpled the piece of paper and dropped it in the gutter. She walked for hours. It was past midnight when a hand fell on her shoulder.
"Let's go, honey."
She turned to see a policeman. "What's wrong? I haven't done anything."
"I know, honey," he said, his smile almost friendly, "I guess you just didn't get the word. I thought all you girls heard about the city-wide clean-up tonight. Jesus, can't you chicks go just one night off? C'mon, let's go."
And then Marcy understood.
"But you don't understand," she said. "I'm not what you think I am."
"Sure you aren't… c'mon."
Marcy did thirty days. During the first ten she was miserable, and even thought about calling her parents to come and get her, or telling the police that she was a runaway. At least that way she would be placed in a home rather than a cell. But she did neither one. She was afraid her parents would be contacted, and that was the last thing she wanted to happen; she would then have to admit defeat.
She got out and was on the street two days when she ran into Daisy again.
"Jesus, kid, you look like shit. C'mon, I'll buy you a bowl of soup."
They went into a restaurant and Marcy laid into a bowl of soup, a sandwich, and two glasses of milk.
"Damn, kid," Daisy said, watching her wolf the food down, "when was the last time you ate?"
"Yesterday," Marcy replied.
"Why don't you wise up?"
"What do you mean?"
"Well shit, kid, turn a trick now and then. You don't gotta go into it full time… but, hell, you gotta eat."
"I like sex too much," Marcy said.
"Sheeitt," Daisy said, laughing so loud that everyone in the place turned to look at them. "You ain't never gonna have no good sex on an empty stomach… take it from a momma that knows. Besides, honey, when was the last time you had any that you enjoyed?"
Marcy thought. And when she realized what the answer was, she started to cry.
"Hey… take it easy. Look, here's the key to my pad. Go up there and get yourself cleaned up. And take one of my dresses… if you can squeeze those tits of yours into it. But that's it, you hear? I ain't no Salvation Army."
What Daisy had said suddenly made acme. Marcy went up to the apartment and did everything the woman had suggested. An hour later she was back on the street.
He was young, very good-looking, and appeared to be a businessman type. She met him in a bar that Daisy said was a good pick-up place, and safe as long as the girl made sure she dropped at least a five on the bartender.
He acted shy, even embarrassed. "You… you don't have one of those guys hanging around, do you?"
"You mean a pimp?" Marcy asked.
"Yeah… I'm always afraid of getting mugged, you know?"
"No," Marcy said, suddenly liking him, and thinking that hooking with a trick like him wouldn't be half-bad.
"A… I a, always hate to ask," he stammered, "but I know we have to get it out of the way… a, how much?"
Marcy bit her lip. "It's usually a hundred, but… well, you give me what you think I'm worth… okay?"
"That's more than fair," he said. "I've got a hotel room. Let's go."
His name was Phil and he seemed sweet, warm and kind. Everything changed, however, when they got into the hotel room behind a locked door, with their clothes off.
"Lean over!" he said.
"What?"
"Lean over and touch your toes."
She did as he asked.
With his open hand he hit her with all his might across the buttocks. A red welt appeared on her flesh where he had made contact.
"Now lean over the back of the sofa," he said.
She complied as he soaked a bar towel at the tap. Quickly he wrung it out and crossed the room to her, flipping the towel into a hard roll as he moved. About three feet from her bare, upended body, he stopped. Her eyes followed him, and her mouth matched his in a strange suggestion of a smile.
He flicked the towel toward her. Just before it touched her skin, he yanked his wrist hard. The cloth responded with a loud crack, and a three-inch line of red jumped to life on one of her asscheeks.
"No!" she said through clenched teeth. "No!" she cried as he flicked the towel again and again.
"Scream, you bitch, scream!" He pounded her with a fury until the skin finally gave up and began opening.
Then she screamed, again and again.
"Jesus… stop it! You're crazy!"
"You're a whore, dammit! You get paid to give me what! And this is what I want… so shut up and enjoy it or I'll make it worse!" He kept at it until her whole body was a man of red and his own body dripped with sweat.
"Now roll over," he commanded.
She rolled over to the seat of the couch, lifting and spreading her legs as she did so. She screwed again when the ripped skin of her back and buttock touched the hard leather of the couch.
Grasping her ankles, one in each of his hands, he lifted her quivering body high into the air. With one tremendous effort he thrust his cock borne into her moist cunt.
Screams and incoherent babble came from her throat as every fiber of her body strove to bring him to the ultimate.
At last, with the blood pounding in his temples and a fire burning in his loins, he came. His body convulsed again and again in rhythm with hen until he let go of her ankles and dropped across her, panting.
She hadn't wanted it to, but his cock had aroused her. It was strange, but somehow the pain had also aroused her. She smiled at the ceiling, letting his relaxed body settle down on her own. She used his weight, combined with her own, to rub her raw back against the couch until the raw passion of pain again flooded through her body. Slowly she began moving again, lifting and grinding her hips into his until she felt him stir. The more she moved, the more her own salty perspiration found its way into her wounds to inflame her.
When she felt his prick throbbing back to life, she dug her fingernails deeply into his ass and raked as far as she could up his back. Instantly his body responded, and his hips began pounding in unison with hers as his cock found her cunt.
"We're good, ain't we," she sighed, her lips close to his ear. "We're really good. Do it to me… make me hurt good… fuck me hard! You're just like me. We're both just animals."
And in her mind: I hate… I hate… I hate it… I hate him… I hate me… fuck, fuck, fuck!
She pounded her ass up to him, nearly throwing him off of her as she came and felt him come.
Without a word he rose and wiped off his cock. He then dressed and left, without even looking back at Marcy, who still lay on the couch.
He had been gone nearly ten minutes when it hit her… the son-of-a-bitch never paid!
The second time she tried a different tack. She borrowed some money from Daisy and bought a skirt and sweater that made her look like a scrubbed teen-ager.
She then took a bus out to the university and started to walk. It didn't take long. A car pulled alongside her.
"Excuse me," the deep, mature voice called out. "I'm looking for a friend. Maybe you've seen her."
He was an older man, rather distinguished looking, with graying temples. His manner and appearance helped her to feel at ease. There was nothing about him to indicate that he was at all anxious.
"What does she look like? Maybe I've seen her." Marcy answered with a smile. He returned her smile and motioned for her to come closer.
"Maybe you're the one," he said. "Why don't you get in and we can discuss it."
They drove right to his home, which made Marcy feel better. When she mentioned the fifty dollars, he didn't even hesitate. He just flipped out his wallet and paid her.
"Would you like a drink first?" he asked.
"A, yeah… sure. Thanks."
He med two drinks and handed her one. "Let's sit here on the couch for a minute. I always like to watch a film first. Do you mind?"
"I guess not," Marcy said.
He pulled down a movie screen and rolled out a projector which was already threaded with film and ready to be turned on.
He flicked a switch and the worn was completely dark. "I love home movies. I make them myself because I can star in them."
Then she heard a switch turned on, and suddenly the screen lit up with his face. He was revealed entirely nude.
He began playing with his limp cock until it was somewhat erect, and then displayed it for the camera. Marcy felt movement beside her. He had removed his clothing and was rapidly masturbating.
"It's a nice cock, isn't it?" he said, grinning at her like a wild man. "Isn't it?"
She nodded.
"I really got a nice cock. You wanna touch it?"
"If you want me to," Marcy said tentatively.
"I don't cum," he said.
"Should I take my clothes off?" Marcy asked. "If you want to," he replied.
"I don't understand," she replied. "Do you want to fuck me with my clothes on?"
"Oh, I don't want to fuck you," he said. "I never do that. You're dirty. I wouldn't stick my beautiful cock inside you. No… no… no, I would never do that. I just masturbate and I want you to watch me. You'll like it. I'm beautiful. I come real good… you just watch. You're dirty."
And you're crazy, Marcy thought as she watched him go through wild pounding gyrations with his cock. Jesus, was there anybody in the world who wasn't a kook?
"I… a, have to go to the bathroom," she said. "Huh?"
"I… a, bathroom." She raised her voice, trying to get through to him.
"Yeah… sure, out there off the hall. But hurry… I want you to watch me come."
"Sure, sure…" she said, "you just hang on."
She slipped off the couch, found her purse and left.
That night she got a hotel room. She curled up in bed after a hot bath and turned on the television.
And there he was.
Bruce Moran was on a local talk show.
Her mind raced… he would give her a job, and he would give her the kicks and the sex she wanted.
He would be her salvation.
She got the television station on the phone and asked if the show she was watching was live.
It was.
She dressed quickly and took a cab to the station.
"I'm sorry, Miss," the guard said, "Mr. Moran says he doesn't know a Marcy Whalen."
"But he would if he saw me," Marcy begged. "Please, if you'll just…"
"I'm sorry, Miss Whalen, but… wait, wait, you can't go down there!"
Marcy had seen Bruce emerge from the studio.
"Don't jack it too fast," he said, bending his head to her ear and nibbling on the lobe. "I might shoot all over your dress."
"I'd like that," she said.
"You are some kind of cunt, Marcy. Where the fuck have you been? Ohhhhh, careful with the head, I'll came, sure as shit!"
"It feels so good," she sighed into his neck.
"It'll feel even better inside you," he said.
Her skin was on fire with anticipation as he pulled down the zipper on the back of her dress and slid it off her body. Her tits, the nipples hard and pink, danced in the light.
They had gone to his hotel room. He told her that he was only in town for one night, and that he was leaving the business. He told her that he had finally found what he was looking for.
She heard none of it. She could think only of him, his cock, the security he gave her just being there.
"What do you want?" she said.
"What?" he gasped, his hands caressing her billowing breasts.
"Tell me!" she said.
"I want you," he replied.
"No," she said, a tone of command coming into her voice. "Tell me what you want! Tell me what you want to do to me!"
"I… I want…" he stammered, his mind mesmerized by the fullness, the softness, the perfection of her naked body. "I want to suck your cunt. I want to slip my tongue inside it and suck the juices from it. I want to fuck you everywhere – between your tits, in your ass, in your cunt. I want to suck your tits. I want to do everything to you."
She smiled as she kissed him and fisted his cock again, feeling the long muscle fairly leap in her hand.
She liked what he said. It excited her and made her feel even more of the mature, free woman she wanted to be.
Together they sank to the bed, her hand instinctively closing tighter around the rigid shaft of his cock. Back and forth went her hand on his cock, sending even greater chills of excitement through his loins. He kneaded her ample breasts furiously and sucked first one nipple and then the other deep into his mouth.
He ran his fingers up and down the slit of her cunt, soaking his whole hand with her hot juices. Then without warning, he slipped a finger inside her, shoving it clear up to the last knuckle and grinding it.
She lifted her hips and molded her clitoris against the heel of his hand and urged him to put a second, even a third finger up her pulsating channel.
His manipulations sent her body into wild spasms. Suddenly her cries and moans of passion intensified. She urged his hand and fingers to greater and faster efforts. Her eyes seemed to roll backward in their sockets as her head flailed back and forth, the black mane of her hair swirling around both their heads and shoulder.
Her hands sought and found the insides of her thighs. She raised and bent her legs until the wails of her cunt spread wide, sucking and pulling his fingers until they formed a fist buried to the last knuckle deeply inside her flaming, dripping cunt.
Furiously, her hips bucked upward, splitting her spread cunt with his thrusting fist, until, with a great sigh and a final wrench of her body, she came. Great streams of pussy juice flowed across his hand, over the insides of her thighs, and down the parted crack of her ass.
"More?" he said.
"One come is never enough for me," she said, "you know that. I still want your cock, Bruce. Jesus, more than ever I wanted it, all of it."
She had it made now. Everything was going to be all right. Bruce would take care of her.
"Do you always want my cock, Marcy?"
"Yes, oh yes."
"I'll take care of you, Marcy," he said. "But first, you must do something for me."
"Anything," she replied. "I'll do anything."
"Anything I tell you?"
"Yes."
"Then, get down on the floor, Marcy… that's it. You obey very well."
"What!"
"Obey. You obey me very well."
Her mind started swimming. Something was happening to her. She felt she was going around in a circle.
"Everything will always be all right as long as you obey, Marcy. Tomorrow we'll leave… we're going to live with my brother in a wonderful place, Marcy. You'll like it… and you'll like my brother. His name is… Jason."
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