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CHAPTER ONE


"Hump it… hump me!"
"Fuck… fuck me back, Margie baby," he panted. "Fuck your sweet pussy hard on my meat!"
She lay there on the bed beneath him, jumping and twisting her beautiful body into every possible position, any way or shape that would give her burning cunt the mast thrill and enjoyment from his rutting prick.
And thrill it did, more and more, with every thrust of Jeff Montlan's big, hose-like prick. She felt him increase the intensity of his strokes. It brought forth a new flood of cuntal juices from her torrid box, bathing both his balls and her own asscheeks.
"You gettin' enough baby?" Jeff groaned.
"From you?"
Jeff laughed and fucked harder.
She tried to return the laugh but couldn't. Her face was too contorted with lust to make her lips curl into a smile. Instead, they backed from her teeth in desire. Besides, Jeff knew he had his meat up her belly, half-way to her tits. He had the biggest cock in the group; a full foot, and he loved to use it.
And Margie Blame loved it.
On and on she thrust the soaking sheath of her cunt in lustful passion. She took his hands and pressed them tightly to her quivering mountains of tit flesh. Her nipples responded immediately to his kneading fingertips.
"Oh Jesus, what a pussy you got," he whispered in her ear. "What a fucking cunt."
He was approaching those unlimited vistas of mad, sexual frenzy. He took hold of the nipples of her firm tits, squeezing the pliant flesh harder and harder.
His hands created the desired effect of adding to her passion and frenzy. She jerked her body from side to side as she jolted his body with each lunge of her hips and thrust her tits upward into his clutching fingers.
Suddenly his ass cheeks quivered and grew taut in her hands. His panting groans became squeals of delight and his lunges paused as he ground the root of his cock as deep as he could into her cuntal slit.
"Are you there, baby?" she asked. "Are you coming?"
"Let me taste it," Margie begged. "I wanna swallow it and keep it!"
He pulled out of her with a grunt, "Okay, but hurry," and rolled over onto his back, with his throbbing pole straight up in the air above his hairy groin.
Margie quickly rolled over and grabbed his meat with her hand, guiding it toward her hungry lips. She had sucked him hard before they had started to fuck. Then be had sheathed his magnificent cock in her cunt before he came. Now, as he was ready to shoot, she wanted to feel all that power in her mouth and throat.
She wrapped her lips around the rubbery, wrist-thick cockknob and started sucking more rapidly and more furiously than before. At the same time, she shoveled her fingers into the heat of her cunt to continue her climb toward orgasm.
"Ohhhh… Ohhhhhh…fuck, shit… comin', Margie,comin'…"
"Mhmmmmmm."
"Take it…take all my juice!"
Suddenly he came, in great, rushing torrents the burning cum juice shot into her eager mouth and rolled in waves, like a creamy tide, down her throat. She gagged, swallowed, and sucked some more.
"Oh, good… goooooood. Your mouth's damn near as good as your cunt. Suck, Margie, suck," he groaned and sighed and squeezed the tips of her big, swaying tits as his hot love juice poured from his huge tool.
Margie came too. Her moans filled the air around them and added to the excitement of both their comes.
When the torrent of their passion had subsided, Margie rolled away from him, closed her eyes, and tried to relax. Jeff lay beside her on the big bed, his cock still semi-hard and lying upward on his belly, over his navel.
"Did you like it?" he asked, his voice like a little boy's, needing assurance. "Was it a good fuck? A good come?"
"Yes."
"Was my cock good to you?"
It was always the same when she fucked or sucked Jeff. When they came, he always wanted to hear from her just how good it had been. But this wasn't just with Margie. It was with Jodie and Elsie, too. They had often mentioned it to Margie.
"I'm glad," Jeff said. "You're a good fuck, too."
Margie opened her eyes and looked over at him. He had closed his eyes and now had a smile of self-satisfaction on his face.
She didn't really like Jeff Montlan. He was too puffed up with his own importance and the size of his cock to really be an interesting mate on a full-time basis. But she got along with him and, there was no doubt about it, when it came to fucking, Jeff not only had the biggest hunk of meat in the group, he also knew how to use it.
And, even though Jeff wasn't her favorite person, he did come up with the neatest ideas. It was his idea that they all take the cruise. And, so far, it had been a fantastic trip.
Over his body Margie could see that the others had already come. They had moved to the bar in the main room of the big, three-bedroom suite. All the men were naked. So was Elsie. Jodie had slipped on a pair of black panties and a bra. Jodie was like that – a real prude when she wasn't actually fucking.
Margie was sure that, as they talked and sipped at their drinks, they had watched Jeff spew his cum into her mouth through the open bedroom door. All of them always liked to watch a girl take Jeff's big whang. Well, why not? she thought. It was always quite an operation.
She noticed that Stacy, her boy friend and room-mate on the cruise, had moved around to where he could get a better view of her pussy and her mouth taking Jeff's big cock into it. She smiled at him. He wiggled his cock back at her.
On the sofa beside the bar, Frank Khmer was just coming in Jodie's pussy. A girl that someone bad picked up in the mid-ship's cocktail lounge that night crawled up between Frank's legs, while his cock was still jumping into Jodie's pussy. The girl was licking Frank's balls and the cheeks of Jodie's ass hit her face and head each time Jodie drove her cunt up over Frank's spewing cock.
The new girl was a redhead, and very well endowed. Margie absently wondered what her pussy tasted like as she watched the girl suck first one, then the other of Frank's balls into her mouth. She rolled the two lumps inside the sac around with her tongue, urging his cock to pump still more hot cum into Jodie's straining pussy.
God, it was casual, Margie thought. But then, wasn't that what she wanted when she had moved in with Stacy Leeds back in New York? Casual sex and a lot of it. And wasn't she, little Margie Blame, the first one to avidly agree when Jeff had come up with the idea of all of them swinging and taking this cruise, so they could all fuck each other?
Sure she was.
Then, what was the matter? Was it all getting just a little too casual?
Hi, Margie. Wanna suck my cock?
Sure.
Let me fuck you in the ass while you suck his cock, Margie.
Do it… do it.
At last the only sounds in the living room were tinkling glasses and the loud gasps from Frank and Jodie as they attempted to pull air back into their burning lungs.
Jodie moaned contentedly as she rolled away from Frank, but the redhead continued to suck on his balls. Even from where Margie was, she could see the fresh traces of gooey cum seep from Jodie's pussy. The thick, milking cum oozed from her spread cuntal lips and Margie wondered why someone didn't dive between those thighs and lick her clean.
Almost as if it were thought transference, the redhead released Frank's balls and shifted her face between Jodie's splayed thighs. She made a spoon of her tongue and started scooping Frank's cum out of Jodie's beautiful pussy.
Margie sat up just as Stacy came into the bedroom, bringing her a drink. She accepted it with a thin smile and gulped half of it down on the first swallow. Stacy chuckled, then sat down beside her. Jeff mumbled something about fucking the redhead from behind while she was eating Jodie and moved away. His log-like dick was already starting to get rock hard again.
"Hey, anything wrong, baby?" Stacy said.
"No," Margie replied, taking another sip from her drink.
"C'mon… tell me."
"Oh, I was just wondering what it would be like to just fuck someone again."
"Lay back down," Stacy said, "and I'll show you."
She had to laugh, even though she didn't really feel like it. "No…" mean, like when we first started going together. It all seemed so natural then… even the first evening we met Jeff and Elsie. Elsie had a sudden yen for your cock and you told me about it. I told you I'd heard about Jeff's big dick and why not switch. Back then it was just desire… and it seemed so natural…
"And now?"
"Now it seems we have to swing whether we want to or not."
"What the hell," Stacy said, a hint of petulance in his voice. "That's what we both wanted, wasn't it?"
"Yes… I guess so," Margie shrugged, and then forced herself to smile. "What the hell am I getting so maudlin about? This is what I want to do… let's do it."
"You're on," he said, rolling against her.
"No. C'mon, let's go out into the living room. I suddenly want a lot of action!"
In the living room, Stacy moved in beside Jodie. The redhead was still eating her box. By this time Jeff had his cock in the girl's cunt from behind, and was banging for all he was worth. Jodie smiled up at Stacy and he returned the smile as he drove his cock into her mouth.
Margie saw Frank beside them, staring lustfully at the new round in the orgy. Frank saw her staring at him and fisted his cock in her direction. Suddenly, as always, she felt better and a tingling excitement coursed through her as she walked across the room to Frank. She thrilled as she saw his eyes take in her ripe body. Margie was the most beautiful girl in the group and she had, by far, the most voluptuous body. She knew it, and she liked it.
It always seemed to happen when she was swinging lately. She would get down, mentally, and then someone would openly want and desire her body and she would instantly lose her depression. Fucking this way in a group was great; there was always something different and exciting. The mere thought of so much cock to see, to suck, to feel inside her, never failed to fill her with desire.
When she reached Frank, she sat down quickly and smiled at him. He smiled back, looking her naked body over with pure lust. In fact, Frank's look closely resembled that which he had had when he had been looking at the redhead's ass just before Margie sat down.
That bothered her for a moment.
I'm no different, she thought, from the other girls for him. Not really. I'm just another hole, another mouth, to stick his cock into. I'm not an individual with a mind; I'm a hole.
Margie pushed the thought from her mind when she saw the head of his prick start to swell. "Hi," she said gaily. "Looks like you were having a good time!" She reached over and started to fondle his prick. To her amazement it began to harden almost immediately, despite the fact that she knew he had come three times so far. She could hardly believe it.
"You seemed to enjoy yourself with Jeff, too," Frank replied.
"Everyone has a good time with Jeff now and then," she said. "But he's like a horse… you can get too much of him."
Frank laughed. "Want to work on a normal cock?"
"That's what I came over here for."
Without another word, she bent forward and scooped the head of his half-hard dick into her mouth. She started sucking immediately and running her tongue rapidly over the shaft and the swelling cockhead.
Frank hunched up into her mouth and her bobbing head started picking up speed. Suddenly the only thought in Margie's mind was getting a thick load out of Frank's cock.
From the corner of her eye she saw Stacy pull his prick out of Jodie's mouth and move towards her and Frank. His cock, well sucked by Jodie, was standing stiff and erect in front of his hairy groin.
Then she felt his hands rubbing across the expanse of her well-rounded ass cheeks. When she felt him wiggling his finger between the cheeks, obviously searching for her asshole, she found it even more exciting.
"Ummmmmm," she heard Frank murmur. "Stacy, you've really got a fantastic chick here. Sucks cock like she was born with eight inches in her mouth."
"Don't you think I, know it," Stacy said, his finger at last finding her asshole.
"Yessir, if she hadn't come along on this cruise, I might have given Jodie to you and stayed behind just so I could sneak over to your pad and get a little while you were on the high seas. Ohhhh, yeah, Margie baby, take it all… feels sooooo good!"
Meat, Margie thought, that's all I am, just meat – meat to fuck. But then, that's all they are – just meat to fuck with. She swallowed the full, throbbing length of Frank's tool.
Then Stacy was patting her ass. "Move up on your knees a little, love. You don't have to stop sucking on Frank's cock… looks like you're enjoying it anyway. Just sort of lift your sweet ass a little and I'll grease you some. Okay?"
Margie hesitated only momentarily. Then she lifted her ass high, exposing her hole to Stacy completely. The thought of getting a cock rammed up her asshole while she was sucking another one always thrilled her.
Immediately she felt the cheeks of her ass being spread, and she wished she could see what was happening. Then Frank started really hammering his meat down her throat. It brought her mind back to the cock in her mouth. She took his hands and placed them on her overripe tits. Leaning over caused her huge breasts to hang down like teats on a cow, and Frank responded by pulling and milking them.
Behind her she felt the wet, cool stickiness of Vaseline being smeared over her wrinkled asshole.
Then she felt Stacy gradually forcing his middle finger into her crack, shoving the gooey stuff far up into her rear hole. She moaned, felt the excitement rise in her as his finger sank deeper. Then he pulled it put, but one hand continued to hold her cheeks spread far apart, and soon she felt his finger being shoved up her ass again, this time harder and quicker. The Vaseline made his entry a lot easier. "Mmmmm, you're good and tight," Stacy murmured approvingly.
Frank was really fucking her face now. The twin sensation of Margie's mouth on his cock and his two handfuls of soft, mammoth tit drove him wild. He began lifting his wiggling hips rhythmically, shoving his hard dick further into her mouth. At the same time he watched as Stacy positioned himself behind her on his knees, his rigid cock aimed and bobbing only a fraction of an inch from her pink asshole.
Fascinated, Frank couldn't take his eyes from the sight. He watched as Stacy spread the cheeks of her ass still wider, moving himself forward on his knees until the knobby head of his cock was grazing against the wrinkled opening to her anal canal. At the same time he felt her jaws tighten around the head of his own prick, and felt her begin sucking and pulling at his meat with renewed gusto. At the rate she was going, it wouldn't take him long to spew his cum into her mouth. So he began consciously controlling himself, wanting to be a part of what was going to happen.
"Okay, Margie honey," Stacy called out hoarsely. "Brace yourself. Here it comes. I'll go in easy… no hurry."
He gasped his cock by the shaft, waving it around playfully, brushing the head against Margie's ready whole. His cock glistened in the light from the Vaseline he had already smeared over it.
In her asshole, Margie could feel a strange burning sensation, and didn't know if it were from the Vaseline or in anticipation of having a hard cock shoved up her-rear passage.
Pushing his cockhead firmly against the greased hole, Stacy began shoving himself forward. Because of his careful preparation, the head sank into her slowly, easily, and was soon out of sight.
Margie, feeling the head of his cock entering her, couldn't control her tensing. She knew Frank must have noticed it too. She tried to compensate by sucking at his prick all that much harder.
As Frank watched, Stacy firmly but slowly continued shoving his big prick up her asshole. The long shaft sank deeper and deeper, seeming to be moving in slow motion. He felt Margie tensing more and more, and thought he heard a low moan escape from her.
Now that the head was firmly imbedded in her, Stacy released his shaft and gripped her firmly about the hips, pulling her back at the same time he shoved his cock forward into her. Inch by inch it sunk into her asshole until it was halfway in. By then Margie was moaning aloud and her head was rising and falling on Frank's cock so fast it was all he could do to keep from coming.
Stacy paused then, pulling his prick almost all the way out, leaving only the head out of sight. Then, in several quick, short pumps, he rammed his dick back and forth, never going deeper than he had already penetrated. Then, gripping her hips firmly, he began shoving his big cock further and further into the depths of her ass. Again Margie began to groan out loud, pushing herself back onto Stacy's pole as hard as he was shoving into her.
Deeper and deeper, slowly all the time, it penetrated until less than an inch remained out of her. Then Stacy pushed again, and pulling half-way back, pumped back and forth very rapidly.
"Ummmmoohhhhh!" Margie wailed as his marvelous dick fucked back and forth in her asshole. At the same time, she sucked and pulled at Frank's cock with renewed vigor. Deep inside her asshole she felt the tingling, burning sensation, feeling the huge hunk of cock far inside her.
Stacy's cock was pumping, back and forth steadily, gaining speed with every thrust. Finally his cock was plowing all the way into her asshole, making a loud, smacking noise as his pelvis slammed into her ass. He was deliberately taking long, powerful strokes, ramming his dick all the way in her, then pulling almost the entire length out of her, only to power-house it back into her asshole again.
Her head was almost a blur as she pounded up and down on Frank's throbbing dick. She was groaning loudly now, totally immersed in the bliss of having both her mouth and her asshole so completely filled with glorious male meat.
Stacy was pounding his huge cock back and forth into her at an increased speed now, going almost as fast as he could. When Frank looked at Stacy's face he could tell from the contorted expression he was only seconds from spurting Margie's asshole full of his hot cum. But he hadn't noticed several of the others had come closer and were watching with lustful interest. Just then Stacy let out a loud sigh and drilled his enormous cock as far and as hard up her ass as he could.
Margie gurgled loudly, freezing her bobbing head as she felt Stacy's cock swelling in her ass. She knew he was ready to come, and waited with eager anticipation for the hot juice to jet into her. His cock started pumping back and forth in her burning rear hole and then she felt his hot cum spewing inside her. She was filled almost at once, and still he fucked into her, ramming her as hard as he could, causing her pangs of pain now. Still she didn't want him to stop, and found herself almost sorry that he had come so fast.
He shot her ass with another full load. She could feel it running down the insides of her thighs, mingling with the juices from her already cum-filled pussy.
When Stacy had finished, be paused only a moment, then leaned over and kissed her naked back. "That was a great ride," he wheezed. "Man, you've got one hell of a tight ass! It was great!" With that he pulled back and his big dick popped out of her with a smack.
Damn, Margie thought, I wish he hadn't said that. It seemed to spoil everything.
Meat. That's all a woman is, just meat and a hole to fuck.
Maybe Momma was right after all.
But again her mind was drawn back to Frank's huge cock. It was pouring a gallon of white hot cum into her mouth and she had to concentrate on swallowing his jism in order not to choke to death.



CHAPTER TWO


She was sweet eighteen and never been kissed, or almost never, when she met Allen Fine. He was young, handsome, and had been the local high-school football hero. Now he was a college football hero and, even though he was older than Margie, that made him a catch for any young girl just graduated from high school.
She knew about sex, and she wasn't afraid of it. But her mother had always drilled into her that some day the right boy would come along. And when he did, he wouldn't marry a girl with a reputation. What her mother didn't tell her was that the right boy probably wouldn't marry her anyway if he didn't fuck her first.
That, Margie found out the hard way.
It was late, midnight, and they were alone on the sofa in Allen's father's house. It was their ninth or tenth date, and Margie was having a hard time keeping Margie away from her.
She felt the familiar tight knot harden in her throat as he gently pushed her back, down on the sofa. His hands were fondling and kneading the conical mounds of flesh under her tight sweater.
"Please, Margie," Margie pleaded, her brown eyes wide with alarm at the look of lust on his face.
For a moment he hesitated. But she knew that they had already gone too far. There was a hunger in him, a hunger that had burned for too many weeks. It now drove him down to her lovely, wide lips, smearing her lipstick over her mouth.
She could feel the need for sex rising in her own body. Frantically, she pushed at his chest, trying to keep her emotions in balance.
"Margie… oh, Margie, you're so beautiful…"
"Allen…" she gasped, her lips trembling under his.
It's all right, her body screamed. He loves you. Can't you see that from the way he's playing with your breasts, wanting to feel their naked warmth under his fingers, under his hot lips.
She could feel the hardness at his crotch become like steel as he rubbed against her. She moaned, her lips moved away, called out his name. It was the call of a lusting but frightened girl. "No… don't!"
"Please, Margie… I… I… can't wait anymore." The words were smothered against the creamy softness of her throat. His body moved against the softness of hers beneath him. His rigid cock was pulsing directly against the puffy mound of her cunt.
His hand reached down to her tight skin, attempted to work it up over her legs, tried to find the soft warm flesh of her naked thigh, frantically working along the nylon stocking, but unable to get beyond the rigid line of her gray skin.
"Honey, help… please, for God's sake," be half sobbed, the desperation and burning hurting so much that his teeth damped together.
"Oh, Allen… please… you promised!" Margie lay there like stone, unmoving, staring up at him, her lovely eyes frowning, her lips trembling. "Please, you promised!"
His fingers gripped the skirt, threatening to tear it away by brute force.
"Allen!" she screamed, jerking away from him, horror contorting her face.
They stared at each other far a long time. Margie's eyes were thick with fury and fear.
Then, abruptly, Allen got up, stalked out of the room, and returned moments later with her coat. "Let's go."
"Where?"
"I'm taking you home, baby," he said. "For good."
"Oh, Allen… please."
"Please, shit."
"Allen."
"What?"
"Kiss me."
The invitation was in her eyes. This time she would do it.
They kissed again deeply, with great passion, and as they did their bodies began to respond with growing desire. They pressed close together and Allen ran his hands up and down the enticing roundness of her luscious body.
Then they were back on the sofa and he slid his hand boldly up under the sweater and began to stroke the naked skin, of her back. She cuddled closer and kissed him gently on the cheek, nuzzling his rough skin.
Instinctively, her hand began to rove over his muscular back. She loved his powerful body, hard as a rock, and she felt a spasm of excitement pulse through her as she touched his skin. She nestled softly into the dark curling hair on his well-developed chest, feeling tiny and secure.
He slipped his hand around so that he could gently knead her firm, ripe breasts, and luxuriated in their resilient softness. Delicately, he squeezed first one nipple, then the other, feeling them harden and grow taut. Desire was strong in him now, and his body throbbed with growing passion. He kissed her again, this time with an animal intensity that could communicate only one thing; he wanted to make love to her.
As she sensed this, Margie found herself growing tense, and her mind began to reel. God, what am I doing, she thought. I want him, don't I? Why am I wavering back and forth for?
"You want to now, don't you?" Allen asked gently.
"I want you," she replied. "I want to keep you."
"You've got my personal guarantee," he said, and drew her close to him. They kissed and she could feel forgiveness and warmth and yearning all boiling inside her.
He pulled and tugged at the sweater until he had it off. She shivered, hut her shivering stopped when she saw the open admiration in his eyes as he drank in the twin white bulges cascading over the top of her bra cups.
Totally excited now, he pressed himself against her, kissing her, running his hands over her smooth shoulders. The sensation of her skin was warm and sensuous, and he helped her slip out of the sweater as begot out of his own shin.
She started to massage his back and he turned and unfastened her bra. Her breasts spilled out into his hands and he grasped them hotly, savoring the feel of their fullness, squeezing them slightly. They were large and firm. Sensuous and white as the purest marble. But they weren't cold like marble. They vibrated, pulsating with a deep-seated sensual desire. When he touched them they seemed to have a passionate life of their own which made them warm and vibrant in his hands.
And his hands on her breasts had the same, alarming excitation for Margie. "Ohhhhh, Allen, I love you so much. Please… don't let this ruin everything for us!"
"It won't… it won't. God, Margie, your breasts are the most exciting things I've ever seen!"
When he touched them they would become firm, swelling with pent-up passion. He liked to take her tits in his hands and hold them, massage them, and feel them against his body.
The two of them lay there, with the fire playing over their smooth bodies, and he touched her in a thousand places, all areas of pleasure and delicious sensuousness. As he touched her, Margie sighed and moved in a steady rhythm, her hands roaming across him, tickling, feeling, touching.
"Do you like this?" she asked, as her hands moved over him, covering him with caresses.
"Yes," he said. "Keep it up!"
His hand slipped down low over the soft, trembling plane of her stomach until it reached the pink bikini panties. His fingers slowly found their way past the tight elastic waistband and into the curly tangle of her pubic hair. She tried to relax and let his roving hand freely explore her most private parts, yet deep within, a raging turmoil had begun that made her almost cry out with anguish as his finger teased the quivering folds of her vaginal slit.
"Baby," he moaned. "Baby, I want you so bad."
"Oh, my God," she moaned into his ear. "That's… that's driving me crazy."
"It's gonna be good, Margie… you'll see, it's gonna be good for bath of us." He talked as he slid his pants off and then her skirt.
Soon he was on top of her, moving against her. Her body, tanned by the sun, made her look like a Goddess in the firelight. He liked the way her hair fell over her shoulders. He looked at her as she lay there. Her hand languidly rested on his leg and toyed with the little hairs growing there. He laughed as she did this and ran his own hand over her leg.
Her legs were long and shapely, the flowing curve of her calf moving sensuously into the fullness of her thighs. He touched her, his fingertips dancing lightly across the smooth and pent-up passion of her flesh.
As he lightly excited her with his feather touch, she touched him also, just as lightly, just as erotically.
"Allen," she said idly, without really thinking, "do you love me?"
"Kiss me and I'll show you," he said.
He pulled her to him and their lips met, bodies straining against each other. Her breasts, firm and full of desire, mashed against his masculine, hairy chest.
Again his hands went under her panties. Allen let his fingers slide up and down the soft flesh, hoping that his gentle activity would trigger her female juices and moisten her pussy. Finding the tiny nub of her clitoris, he began to massage it, kneading just the right spot until it began to harden involuntarily, like a tiny penis. With growing urgency, he began to twist the little hardened bud, hoping to rouse Margie into a fever of desire to match his own.
His middle finger found the tight, puckered entrance of her pussy, and he was delighted to discover that it was slightly moist. With great care, he began to probe into the constricted passage, widening it, increasing the lubrication. As he did, Margie again found herself becoming tense, and involuntarily her vaginal passage began to tighten and resist his penetrating finger. Her legs drew closer together, almost damping his hand between those white, firm columns.
Allen sensed her anxiety and relaxed, trying to penetrate her slowly. His love play had caused his tick, lengthy prick to stiffen with lust, and his loins were hot and aching with desire. He wanted her tonight, wanted to screw her like a stallion mounting a mare, and cry out in triumph with his release.
"It's okay, honey," he whispered reassuringly. "It's okay. Just relax. Everything is going to be all right."
Despite his words, however, Margie found herself growing steadily more anxious. Her mind reeled with stormy thoughts: This is evil, sinful… He's like an animal… a filthy animal. Don't give in to him! It's dirty! Vile! "No…" she groaned. "No!" Then suddenly, her head began to pound with the beat of a thousand savage drums, and she drew back from him, raising her hands to her temples, trying to ease the throbbing.
"What's wrong?" Margie asked, with a certain edginess in his voice.
"I can't," she whispered. "I just can't."
Allen drew back coldly. "I know why," he said. "It's the sex… you don't want to make love to me."
"It's not that," she protested. "I do want to make love to you… but something keeps stopping me. I can't seem to get over it."
"Jesus," he said frankly. "How long is this going to go on?"
"I'm trying, Allen," Margie said. "You know that! I just need time!"
"How much time?" he shouted suddenly as his repressed fury burst to the surface. "God, I need a good lay! I haven't had one in at least three months! I need a real fuck!"
"Margie, don't use that kind of language with me!" she shouted back, furious at his display of temper.
"I'll use any kind of language I want," be snapped. "I'm sick of having you behaving like a Goddamn princess! Why the hell are you so afraid of sex? Why?"
"Because… because… it's ugly," she blurted out. "It's horrible and ugly.Ugly!"
"Crap!" he shouted back. "That's what that dried-up mother of yours keeps telling you. Your old man probably left her because she never gave him any. Everybody in town knows your old man would fuck anybody, because he wasn't getting any at home!"
"Don't say that!"
"Shit!"
In a frenzy, Allen suddenly reached down and pulled his undershorts off, exposing his huge, swollen cock and the hairy, dangling balls beneath.
At the sight of it, Margie drew back with a gasp of horror and drew her hands over her eyes.
"Allen, don't!"
"Look at it!" he cried, grasping his hardened, potent tool with his hands. "It's a cock… a man's cock!Look at it!"
"Stop it! Stop it!" she pleaded, tears filling her eyes.
But he couldn't be stopped. He was caught in a rising torrent of rage and frustration that exploded now with the force of a bomb.
"No, baby," he replied, his eyes glazed with lust, "I'm not stopping how! I want a good fuck before we leave here, and I want it now. Now!"
He quickly stripped the shorts the rest of the way off, and approached the sofa like a panther stalking his victim. Margie cowered fearfully, her eyes wide with terror. She was scared to death, but she couldn't take her eyes off the inflamed head of his bobbing cock. It excited her. She could feel even more juice from her pussy ooze out to trickle down into the crack of her ass.
Then she suddenly realized how really silly the whole thing was.
"Yes," she gasped.
"What?"
"Yes, Allen, you're right. I'm being dumb. Come on… give me your cock, darling! Fuck me and make a woman out of me… that's what I really need!"
"Oh, baby," he gasped, nearly insane with desire as be began to suck and bite on her tender breasts while his hand grasped the curly wet fur of her pussy.
"Your body is so soft, so beautiful," he said, rubbing at the cushiness of her cunt, spreading the lips, caressing the inner flesh with his fingers. He stroked her clitoris and the huge puffed lips of her cunt. As he slipped a finger into her, her hips jerked in spasms. Her muscles milked his finger, urging it further and further into her.
"You want me to fuck you now?" he growled.
"You want my cock in you now?"
"Yes, Margie… yes!" she growled in return, grabbing his head between her hands and kissing him violently, probing the hotness of his mouth with her tongue. "Give me your sweet dick!"
Unable to resist the musky smell of her cunt, he wanted a taste of it. He pulled her legs up over his shoulders and burrowed into the damp gorge of her pussy. The hairy lips encased his mouth, his nose, his chin as he dipped his tongue into the lovely slit. She spread her thighs wider, pulling his head with her hands, urging him deeper and deeper into her cunt.
He gasped as his tongue lapped at the swollen knob of her clit. He swirled it around and around the gash, licking eagerly at the honeyed juices he found there.
She moaned deeply. Her hips jerked wildly under the sweet assault of his mouth. She fumbled for his cock, wanting it desperately now, wanting to feel and fist it.
He understood and moved his body around until his knees were astraddle her and his cock was brushing her ruby lips. With her tongue and hand, she worked the foreskin back and forth across the knob. She began to lick the head, skinning it back, licking and savoring the sweet taste of it. She loved it, reveling in the hotness, the hardness of it. She fisted the staff and began to suck harder on the huge, swollen knob.
She came, her hot juices drowning his tongue and his mouth. It prompted his own orgasm. Hot cum, salty and thick, flooded her throat and her belly.
Little did either of them know then where it would lead. Allen was a man, and his drive was that of a man's. How could he know that by giving Margie her first fuck, he would unleash in her a desire and lust for sex that would be ten times his. He had sucked her cunt until she came. And he had poured a load from his balls into her throat. If he had been in his right mind, he would have wondered at a girl sucking him clear off and swallowing his cum the first time she fucked.
He would indeed wonder about it later, but now he had a writhing mass of female flesh beneath him, begging him to sever her cunt with his cock. He didn't think about that either because, even though he had just gushed a huge load, his cock was still hard and wanting her beautiful pussy.
"Put it in me!" she screamed, raking his body with her nails, dragging him around into position. "Stick your beautiful cock in my cunt!"
Suddenly it was his hot flesh against hers, his pubic hair against her hot lips. His hot cock ramming, gliding, sliding as she ground her pubic bone against his.
"Don't tease me, Allen… don't. Put it in!"
"I will, baby, but I don't want to hurt you the first time. Relax… just relax your pussy!"
Margie did as he asked and marveled with surprise when she felt the hard head of his cock slide easily into the hole. He had lubricated it well with his saliva and juices from her cunt before entering. Further and further he slid it up the hole, until she could feel his hairy balls nestled between the cheeks of her ass.
"There it is, Margie. You got all my cock in your pussy. Is it good?"
"Oh, yes… shit, yes!" she sighed, her eyes wide, her body jerking against him.
He began moving his hips, sliding the full length of his prick, in and out of her cunt in long, pulsing strokes.
She shrieked with pleasure as the cock ground into her eager hole. Oh God, he was right, she thought, he was so right. What a fool I've been, going this long without sex!
"Fuck me, Margie! Don't ever stop pounding your cock into me!" She threw her legs as high and as wide as she could get them and wrapped her arms around until she could grip his buttocks and pull his meat into her.
"Oh, Jesus, what a fuck… Oh, Margie, you're wild!"
"Fuck, Allen. Don't talk, just fuck!"
The wildly bucking body beneath him had taken him totally by surprise. Her thrusting tits and wet sheath made him frantic with sexual excitement. He pounded away, harder and harder, into her tightly contracting cunt.
Margie was alternately laughing and crying with joy. Her heart was pounding wildly. It seemed to be saying: fuck… fuck… fuck… harder, faster, harder… fuck… fuck…fuck!
The thrust and drive of his big tool made her moan and sigh louder with each giant thrust. She grunted softly as he slowed down the tempo to keep him from coming too soon. His fingers took hold of her soft, yielding tits and squeezed them as he continued to slowly pump up and down between her flailing legs.
But she didn't want him to slow down. She wanted more. He had set her off and now he would have to satisfy her. He would satisfy her or she would find someone or something that would.
"Fuck me, damnit!" she cried. "Give me all your cock! Faster! Fuck meeeee!" Her head flew from side to side, lashing his shoulders with her long blonde hair. Again and again she bucked her body up and down, sheathing his whang with her cunt and jolting his whole body as her pelvic bone crashed against his.
The musky heat from between their pounding thighs wafted up to send thrills of pleasure to their reeling heads.
Their bodies perspired. She could feel the hot, salty beads of sweat run off his face and slide down the valley between her bouncing breasts.
She slid her hot body from side to side to feel the sensation of their flesh as they slid back and forth against each other. The thrill of the sensation made her moan and sigh even louder, her sighs eventually filling the room.
Rink of them shook passionately and shivered wildly as their two bodies slid and bounced against each other.
Allen felt his hard cock throbbing wildly as he plunged it deeper and deeper into her grasping cunt. She ran her fingers up and down his back, driving her nails viciously into his hard, muscular back.
He grunted and moaned from the pleasure and pain of the sensation as her fingers dug deep into his sweaty flesh.
Her clawing drove him into a wild frenzy and his cock pounded even harder and harder into her throbbing pussy. With every thrust of his giant tool, she bucked her body up to him more frantically than before. Her body was one entire shaking, quivering, throbbing mass of motion as they both reached their wild, frantic climax together.
Screams, grunts, yells of passion and pleasure filled the room as burning cum shot forth from their two throbbing sex organs.
"That's it!" Margie screamed. "I'm coming! Oh God, I've never come on my finger like this! Ohhhhhh, Margie… keep pumping… don't stop… don't stop!"
Her ass bounced off the sofa as her cunt seemed to take on a mind of its own. She wound her belly up at him in a wild response to the swelling of the steaming cock in her cunt.
She came with screaming moans and thrashing hips. She tensed her thighs until be though his cock was gripped in a hot, wet vise. Then he tensed, jerked with his hips, and shuddered as his balls erupted. His stiff, rock-hard shaft started shooting its cum into her squirming pussy, causing in her a second come nearly as good as the first.
"Oh, honey, I've never been fucked like that," he groaned, as he at last rolled any from her body.
"You're not through, are you?" Margie said. "Honey… don't you ever give up?"
"Not now… not when I know what it's all about," she grinned, and popped his cock into her mouth.



CHAPTER THREE


Margie didn't know what had happened. She didn't give him a moment's peace. Every moment they were together she wanted his cock. And when he couldn't perform, she became angry and petulant. But be found himself falling in love with her – or, at least, with her pussy.
It went on through the end of the summer. Margie moved out of her, mother's house and into her own apartment. That way she could have Allen over every night. She knew that she was different, even a little strange, when she discussed her sex life with her old girl friends and with Allen in between fuck sessions.
But she didn't care. She had discovered a whole new life, and she was going to enjoy it to the hilt.
She somehow knew that by fucking Allen she had fallen out of love with him. But he was a great lover, so she tolerated him until something better would come along.
It came along in the form of Allen's father, at one of his business parties. They had been eyeing each other all evening, but the thought of actually doing anything about it never entered Margie's head. Not until she had had several drinks and Allen kept refusing to go up to his bedroom with her.
At last, angry and frustrated, she went looking for her coat, with the intention of going out to a bar. If Allen didn't want to screw her, she reasoned, there was somebody in town who did.
"My, you look like you could eat the drapes."
"Oh… hello, Mr. Fine."
"Call me Paul. What seems to be the matter?"
He was mature, handsome, and she was far too drunk to realize the implications. "It's your son."
"Oh? What's the problem with Allen?"
"He's suddenly gotten very boring."
"Oh," the older man replied, a knowledgeable twinkle in his eye. "How so?"
Their eyes met and held. Margie saw something in his look that suddenly mirrored her feelings. She decided, impishly, to go for broke. "I wanted him to come upstairs and fuck… but he's too tired."
Other than a slight rise in one eyebrow, there was very little reaction. "My son has always been a little slow. You're a very beautiful and appealing young lady. May I offer myself as a substitute?"
Margie was already leading the way up the stairs.
"Are you a good lover?" she said bluntly, turning to him as they entered the bedroom.
"My dear… I've never had a complaint in my life."
He took her in his arms and kissed her, running his hand across her back and buttocks. He liked the way they curved so smoothly and tightly against the material of her dress. He kissed her as his hand explored, then slapped her lightly on the curving buttocks.
"With a lovely body like yours, I'm sure you haven't either… had any complaints, that is," he said, his eyes smiling down at hers.
"I don't know. The only man I've ever had has been your son."
"It'll do you good, then, to go from the boy… to the man." He looked down at her, lust burning in his eyes.
She was dressed in a tightly clinging pink jersey gown that was cut low to reveal the tantalizing cleft of her thrusting breasts. The dress was so tight it was like a second skin, accentuating every incredible curve of her sleek body. At the sight of her, Paul's cock began pounding like a drum.
"My son is a fool," he said.
"Why?"
"If you were mine, I would fuck you every hour of the day."
She smiled. "Maybe that could be arranged."
"Would you like to share another drink first?"
"Why not?"
Paul crossed the room to a tiny portable bar and poured some scotch into two ice-filled glasses. He handed her one and raised his glass. "To sex," he said.
"Cheers," she said airily. "Here's to us."
They clinked glasses and both took a long drink. She sat next to him on the huge bed, her body lightly touching his. He felt another strong rush of desire surge through him. He took another swallow of his drink and tried to rein. There was a heavy silence in the room as each waited for the first move. Margie leaned against him, sighing deeply, feeling mellow and loose after a couple of swallows of her drink.
"This is nice," she said lazily, "soooo nice… I'm so glad you came along." She reached out her hand and let it drop directly on his aching prick. Paul jumped slightly as if a jolt of electricity had flashed through his body. Margie began to knead and caress the large, throbbing mound and leaned in even closer. He shoved his hips forward so that her hands could have full access to his eager cock. Their bodies were rubbing sensuously next to each other on the bed.
Then their eyes met, and passion seethed between them. He put his drink down on the table next to the bed and grabbed her with his muscular arms. He kissed her deeply, shoving his fiery tongue deep into her mouth. Hungrily she opened her mouth as wide as possible to admit his straining tongue. He explored every crevice of the interior of her mouth, behind her teeth, up into the dark, fleshy cavern, as Margie continued to stroke and caress his desire-hardened cock through his pants.
"Mmmmmmm," he moaned as she kneaded the softly pulsing mound of his testicles. His hand quickly moved to the back of her gown, pulling down the zipper, revealing the smooth, naked flesh of her back. His hand quickly caressed the tingling skin, then moved around to her gently heaving breasts, squeezing hard, reveling in their suppleness.
"You're so big," Margie murmured. "Bigger than Allen."
"You're big, too," Paul moaned, feeling the weight of one of her lush tits in his cupping hand. "Big and firm…"
She felt a sharp sensation in her earlobe as he nibbled the tender flesh, biting lightly and then a little harder. The stinging pain was undeniably exciting, and her body tingled, flushed with renewed lust.
"Like that?" he whispered.
In response she kissed his neck so hard with her tightened lips that she made a little red welt on his skin.
"Ohhhh, baby!" he groaned, feeling a shudder go through his whole body, his cock stiffening painfully, yearning for release. He was caught in a turbulent surge of passion and he quickly flung aside all reason and restraint as he quickly pulled the dress the jest of the way off her body and tossed it to the floor.
His heart pounded wildly when he saw her upper torso completely naked, gleaming with tawny, golden shadows in the light. Her eyes were flashing and her hair, tousled and wild, made her look like a savage gypsy creature; her face was a mask of desire.
Eagerly she unbuttoned his shirt, sliding it sensuously off his muscular body, revealing his chest and shoulders.
"Mmmmmmm," she purred appreciatively, "let's see what the rest of you looks like."
They both rose, as if on cue, and Margie swiftly unbuckled his wide leather belt, and pulled the metal zipper of his fly slowly, tantalizingly down. Then she lowered his pants to his ankles until he was standing in his shoes, his pants bunched around them.
"What a cock!" she exclaimed as she saw him naked for the first time. "Ohhhh, how nice…"
Kneeling in front of his erectly quivering prick, she took it in her hands, slid back the protective foreskin, and began to caress and strike it with maddening slowness, arousing them both to a fever pitch. Then she took the lust-bloated tool in her mouth, expertly sucking at the excited head while he shoved his pelvis forward, burying his cock in her mouth and gripping her silky hair.
She slavered hungrily over the bloated cock, sucking as if it were a straw, and Paul groaned with lust. Fearing he might come too soon, he eased her head away from his throbbing prick and drew her to a standing position.
"You are a hot one, aren't you?" he moaned.
"Margie's only touched the surface," she said, as if to herself. "I just realized it."
"I want to see you completely naked," he said huskily, his vision blurred with liquor and passion.
She moved back, smiling provocatively. "You'd better get rid of your pants and shoes first," she said laughing.
In a moment he was completely stripped. "Now you," he rasped. "Take your panties off… I want to see that luscious pussy of yours."
Slowly, tantalizingly, loving the power she knew she had over him, she moved her hands down over her full, rounded hips, massaging her pussy mound through the black wisp of her flimsy bikini panties. Then she began sliding the panties down, down, down her long, slender legs, hearing her gasp aloud when the golden fur of her cunt first came into view.
When the panties fell to her feet, she daintily kicked them aside. Then, with her hands on her hips, she turned around in a circle, bringing the full half-moons of her buttocks tantalizingly into view.
As she completed the pirouette, she faced him once again, and he could barely restrain himself from leaping for her as she dropped her hand and began to gently caress the smooth, white flesh of her inner thigh. Her lips parted and a soft, mewling sound escaped her as she teased herself, stroking up and down the lush, pink outer lips of her pussy.
"Margie…" Paul whispered; he couldn't say anything more. His throat felt chalky and his mouth hinged open while his eyes bulged as he stared at her lewd pose.
Standing with her legs apart, she flexed her naked pussy towards his fascinated eyes. "You like?" she said, running a finger up and down her glistening cunt slit. "You like my pussy… my tits?"
"Christ, you're beautiful!" he muttered, as she walked delightedly around the room, a low, sultry walk that was lurid and enticing. She stopped directly in front of him, slowly lifted her palms, and began to slide them up and down over her widely jutting breasts, down along her tiny waist, and over the satiny contours of her hips.
Paul was transfixed, unable to move, and his cock screamed for release. She slipped her hand into her curling pussy hair and pushed aside the fleshy cuntal lips to reveal the pink tip of her already erect clitoris. He licked his dry lips and rasped hoarsely.
"I want to fuck you… oh, baby, I want to fuck you…"
"How do you want to fuck me, lover?" she asked tauntingly.
"Like this," he groaned, and reaching out, he grabbed her into his arms and showered hot kisses all over her face, her neck, her throat, as his hands roamed feverishly over the smoothness of her body, warm and soft against him. Her musky female odor mingled with her exotic perfume to drift up to his nostrils and drive him wild with desire. Margie's hands expertly ran up and down his muscular back, tickling and teasing his skin. Slowly they lowered themselves onto the floor, with Paul arched perfectly over her like a lusty stallion.
"The bed," he gasped, "it's… it's…"
"What about it?"
"It's right there."
"Fuck the bed. Ram your cock into me… here! Now!"
She shrieked as she snaked out her legs on either side of him, then locked them together behind his back and pulled him down between her widespread thighs. She reached out and grasped his lust-engorged cock in her hands and began to move it up and down her throbbing wet vaginal slit, lubricating it with her own juices. He gasped with pleasure as the combined pressure in his bloated balls and cock became urgent. Flexing his hips with a savage drive, he shoved his cock up into the warm, wet cavern of her open pussy.
"AAaaaaaagggghhhh!" she cried as he drove into her clutching cuntal flesh up to the hilt!
"Yessssss!"
He pound his pelvis into the responsive flesh beneath him and began to fuck into her with long, savage strokes. She returned his fucking thrust for thrust, driving her hungry cunt up to meet him in an instinctive rhythm.
"Shove your finger in my ass," she hissed through clenched teeth. Paul, consumed by uncontrollable waves of passion, did as he was asked without question. He reached down and searched with his middle finger between the desperately working hills of her buttocks until he found the tiny, puckered ring. He jabbed at it for a moment and, meeting with resistance, thrust his hand forward hard, until the tight rubbery ring gave way and his finger slid inside up to the first knuckle.
"Aaaaaiiieeeee!" she screamed, "I love it! That's it, lover, hurt me! Hurt me!"
She groaned wildly under him, twisting and gyrating from the intense pleasure-pain of the double impalement.
Paul was stunned by the staggering wantonness of this torrid female. He had never met anyone like this in his entire life.
He rammed her without mercy, his hard, sinewy buttocks swinging back and forth, his finger grinding into her burning asshole. Every muscle in his body strained and rippled with hot desire. He was strong as a bull, loving every second of this new conquest.
"Aaaaggggghhhhhh!" Margie cried out in painful ecstasy. The harder he abused her, the more he fucked her savagely and drove his finger into her anus, the more excited she became. She lost herself completely as his iron-hard cock tore mercilessly along the steaming, quaking walls of her grasping pussy. "Yes! Yeeeesssssss!" she crooned.
Paul drove into her with the force of a hurricane. His body arched in ecstasy as his enlarged, aching balls swung obscenely and slapped against her wet crack as they filled with white, bubbling cum.
She felt shuddering tremors thrill her writhing body; her skin was bathed in tingling anticipation. The throbbing in her cunt grew to earthquake proportions and she was rocked with pulsing, hot passion.
"Oooohhhhh!" she shrieked, thrashing madly.
"I… I'mcuuuummmmmminnnng! Oh fuck… fuck… fuck!"
Paul himself was at the bunting point, now and in the next split second his bloated cock exploded with cum. "AHHHHH!" he grunted, as spasm after spasm of hot seed rushed into her trembling, sucking cunt. His eyes were glazed and his middle finger still probed like a knife inside her burning rectal sheath.
Margie received his bucking, heaving orgasm with eager, hungry delight. Her honeyed juices gushed freely from the walls of her cunt, her impaled asshole throbbed with a sharp pain, and she was overwhelmed with wild, raging lust.
"Ahhhhhhh…ooooooohhhhh…" she mewled as the wet, aching pleasure spread to every part of her body.
And then, suddenly, his body was pulled roughly from hers. Over his shoulder, Margie looked up into Allen's angry, contorted face.
"You bastard prick," Allen shouted, as he slammed his fist into his father's stomach. "My girl… my girl… the second my back was turned, you sneak upstairs and fuck my girl!" He hit his father with another left and right to the mid-section.
"Allen… Allen, dont!" Margie cried, leaping to her feet and moving between them.
"You prick!" Allen hissed.
"Only because you're not man enough, boy," his father said, and looped a right over Margie's shoulder that smashed into his son's face.
"Stop it!" Margie shouted. "Stop it… both of you!"
"Shut up, Margie," Allen said. "This isn't the first time it's happened. Only this time, I'm not going to take it!"
"Then I'm leaving."
This stopped both of them, because both of them did indeed want her beautiful body.
"That's better," she said, still standing between them to make sure it didn't start again before she had her say. "You, Allen. If you wanted me so bad, why didn't you come up here with me when I wanted to?"
"I… I guess I was too sure of you," he admitted, his head on his chest.
"Well, at least you're honest." She turned to Paul and forced a smile. "Did you like the appetizer?"
"You better believe it."
"You want the main course?" she continued. "Sure, but how…?"
"Okay. Allen, take your clothes off!"
"I don't get it," he replied.
"It's simple," Margie said. "We're all three of us up here for the same thing. Sex. Why don't we just admit it?"
"What?" they both echoed.
"Both of you get on the bed, and I'll fuck enough for all three of us."
As if in a trance, Allen tore his clothes off and the two men crawled onto the bed.
Margie smiled as she crawled up on the bed between them.
Shit, she thought, why didn't I think of this before?
She struggled until she had placed them on the bed side by side fairly close to each other. Then she sat, straddled, on one of each of their legs.
"What are you…?" Allen asked, his flesh shaking.
"Shhhh… you'll see."
Softly, she began to massage their hairy thighs, being careful to let her fingers trail over to their cocks every so often.
Paul's prick was still slightly hard from their earlier fuck. It took very little effort on Margie's part to get it back up the steel-like stage where it had been before, when he was pummeling her pussy with it.
And, after a few well-placed touches with her fingers, Margie's prick took over the fear in his mind. His tool quickly rose to the same hardness as his fat her's.
Soon both of them had huge, throbbing hard-ons, and Margie's cunt was flowing with the juices of anticipation – not one cock at a time, but two! Her mind was already wondering what it would be like with three, or even four!
When they were both quaking and jerking with sensual pleasure burning in the heads of their cocks, she took them in her soft, smooth hands and started pounding. They both bucked and tossed on the bed as she tantalized the heads of their cocks with the tips of her busy fingers.
Margie felt the constant throbbing grow stronger and stronger as she clutched both of their rock-hard cocks firmly in her moist hands.
She raised herself from her knees and poised her hairy cunt directly over Margie's huge tool, still holding onto Paul's burning cock in her other hand. Slowly, she lowered herself down, down, right onto the head of Allen's raging cock.
His whole body seemed to tremble and shake with excitement as he felt the heat of her pussy sink lower and lower around his pulsing shaft.
"Feel good, lover?" she cooed.
"Yes… oh shit, yes," Allen moaned.
"Then, hump me back… fuck your cock up into my pussy."
Slowly, afraid he would shoot too fast, Allen began to buck his meat up to meet her descending cunt hole.
"Fuck her, Al… oh fuck her good, son!" Paul urged, humping his own dick into her hands.
She loved this. The look on her face was wild and sensual, as she bounced up and down in a steady, orgiastic motion over Allen's huge tool. She dung firmly to Paul's cock and kept sliding her soft hands across its sensitive head.
Then all three of their bodies started shaking uncontrollably with passion. Margie now had Allen's cock all the way up her cunt and she was riding and grinding him like a dervish gone mad. When she was sure her hands had brought his father to a new peak of desire, she leaned her body over until her warm mouth was a bare inch above his cockhead.
"Suck it," Paul gasped. "Yeah, suck it, honey."
Her mouth came down, covering his prick, in perfect rhythm with her hips as she continued to fuck Allen's huge prick. The boy reached up and cupped her tit flesh, one breast in each hand. He used them as handles to guide her body up and down over his cock.
Margie moaned and writhed, tossing her head from side to side as more and more of Paul's elongated tool severed her throat.
Two cocks, she thought, two beautiful cocks at once. But wouldn't it be better if they were both in her cunt at the same time?
Or better still.
She pulled her mouth off Paul's raging prick and pushed her legs back until she could lay almost flat on Allen's belly. Her throbbing tits, with their fiery nipples, crushed and spread across his hairy chest.
"Oh…nooooo!" Paul yelled. "Don't stop sucking!"
"My… my ass," Margie panted, pulling on Paul's prick until she got him to raise up to his knees and move around behind her.
"Wha…"
"My asshole," she grunted. "Stick your cock up my ass while Allen fucks my cunt! Fill both my holes!"
The older man didn't have to be told twice. As he moved forward, Margie reached behind her and spread her ass cheeks wide for his entrance. His cockhead slid between her delightful moons and found her ready hole.
"Yes… oh, shit yes," she groaned. "Pour it in there! Fuck it! Fuck meeee, both of youuuuuuu!"
Slowly, Paul began to thrust his giant tool into her twitching anal opening.
It popped through. She screamed and rammed her ass back against his thighs. "Yes! Beautiful! All of it! Give me your whole fucking cock!"
She thrashed, twisted, pumped, and kicked her legs as the hard cock continued to penetrate further and further into her tight asshole.
The added motion and physical activity was driving Paul into a state of frenzy.
And then, after a last, powerful lunge, Paul's tool joined his son's in her quaking belly. She had them both inside her. Again, her mind started playing games. One more, she thought, if I only had one more cock I could suck it off at the same time!
She was a sandwich between them and she was screaming out her delight. "Yesssssss… harder, both of you… fuck me harder!"
Every lunge they made sent shivers of pleasure and delight through her body. Paul pressed himself hard against her soft, vibrating ass cheeks and let her motion send chills of pleasure to his balls.
Beneath her, Allen was thrashing from side to side and up and down with all the force in his body. He was getting and giving the fuck of his life, and he wanted to get everything out of it he possibly could. And Margie wasn't disappointing him. She was thrashing her body up and down on his cock just as hard as she was bucking over his father's plunging meat.
Margie was crazy now. Her body controlled all. Her eyeballs had floated back into her head and her lips were flecked with foam. She was no longer human; she had become a machine – a fuck machine.
Harder and harder she fucked the twin cocks that ravished her holes and matched her desire. She was thrashing and bucking even wilder than before as she felt their cockheads swell in her belly with their pending explosion.
"Oh shit, I can feel it… you're both gonna come! Come! Come! Fill me up with cum!"
She was almost ready to come herself and her hot, tight an was quivering wildly as she tossed, turned and moved herself violently between the two of them.
The moans, sighs, and heavy panting continued to increase and grow more frenzied as passion permeated their bodies and shot from one to the other of them.
The passion that passed between them carried the thrills and lust that they all felt.
With a loud cry, Paul slid his hands down past Margie's hips and grabbed his son's buttocks. He took a firm grip and pulled all three of them tightly together as cum spewed from his cock into her seething asshole.
"Coming… oh shit," Paul gasped. "I'm gushing cum like a fucking fountain."
Margie's love juice flowed in torrents from her hole as Allen's spunk poured into her pussy in hot gushes, just as his father's creamed her ass.
Allen whined and bucked with fury as his load poured from his dick into her sweet cunt. "Oh, fuckin' shit, what a come… what a beautiful come!" he cried.
Moans, sighs, and the sensual sounds of hot, moist flesh sliding against flesh, filled the entire room and echoed deep within their heads for several thrilling minutes.
The three of them remained in the same position for a long time as the pleasure and release flowed freely from their hot, sweaty bodies.
With their final gasps, they rolled off of each other and onto the bed.
All three of them lay still for a minute and breathed heavily as they gained their strength and energy.
"Fantastic," Paul groaned at last. "In all my years, I've never had anything like that!"
"Don't tell me you're through," Margie said, smiling at him and moving her lips down across his belly until they closed over his cock.
Neither one of them heard or paid any attention to the pained, animal groan from Allen as he made his way to the door and left the room.
Margie and Paul kicked the night away, hardly missing Allen. At dawn, she returned to her own apartment and slept like a baby.
It was late afternoon when the telephone awakened her.
It was Paul. "How do you feel?"
"Wonderful… and horny."
"God," he laughed, "don't you ever get enough?"
"No… not any more." And it was true. Fucking both of them at once had just ignited more fires inside her.
"I'm driving up to the city tonight. I'll be there a week. How would you like to join me?"
"What about Allen?"
"He left. Going back to school, he said. Doesn't want to see either one of us ever again. Called us perverts."
"He's right," Margie said. "Pick me up in an hour."
"But, we don't have to leave for at least three hours."
"We can go back for the other two."



CHAPTER FOUR


Jodie Lee was coming like a house afire. The redhead she had picked up in the ship's forward lounge could really eat a pussy. Of course, Jodie knew that the girl's passion was probably being helped by Jeff's big cock ramming up her cunt from behind.
Jodie knew that was the way it was with most straight girls. They didn't really enjoy eating another woman's pussy until they were getting a cock in them at the same time. Well, that was okay with her. Jodie herself was as gay as she could get. But she had a strange hang-up. She only went for straight girls. And straight girls wanted some cock along with their pussy. So, now and then, Jodie had to fuck one of the guys so they would accept her as just another swinging part of the group.
Sometimes, if she was eating a pussy, she could even get off on a cock in her cunt.
Over the redhead's bobbing ass, she could see Jeff's straining face as he poured a load into her cunt. Suddenly Jodie's own cunt twitched in a spasm of remembered pain. She had managed to avoid Jeff so far during the cruise, but she knew that before it was over, she would have to hump that hose-cock of his.
She had fucked him before and it was always painful. She preferred sucking him off, but be always wanted her pussy too. He liked her cunt because it was so tight. Little did he know that it was tight because it hadn't been stretched clear out of shape with cocks.
At last all three of them – Jodie, the redhead, and Jeff – came. She disengaged her cunt from the redhead's beautiful face and Elsie, Jeff's wife, joined her. "How was she?"
"The redhead?"
"Yeah."
"She sure knows how to eat a pussy," Jodie said. "I thought she'd suck my brains out through my cunt!"
Elsie poured them both a drink, lit cigarettes, and frowned, "You know, it's strange…"
"What?" Jodie said, sipping her drink.
"I don't know… but every time we get to going in an orgy, I always see your head between another chick's legs, or somebody's head between yours. Don't you like to fuck? Cock, I mean."
Jodie flushed slightly. "Of course… don't be silly. I just don't like to take that big hunk of meat between your old man's legs all the time."
"Doesn't ever bother me," Elsie said, her heavy tits flopping on top of the bar as she laughed. "My cunt must be like a manhole. He's over a foot long, and I barely feel him inside me!"
"Well, I feel him," Jodie said. "You really wanna feel something," Elsie said, "you ought to feel this little baby going up your snatch." She held up the fattest, longest dildo Jodie had ever seen. The head of it was as big as a fist and had rubber thorns sticking out all over it.
"Hey… I'd like to see that myself," yelled Stacy from across the room where he lay beside Margie and Frank.
"Yeah," Margie said, "that's the only thing in the room bigger than Jeff's cock!"
The redhead looked up at those words. Jeff had come in her pussy, and now she was sucking his huge dick, trying to get it hard again.
"Let's see you take it, Elsie," Frank said. "Hell, if you, can handle Jeff all the time, you probably can take that monster without batting an eye."
"Want a little show, huh," Elsie said, a wide grin on her pleasant, plump face. "Okay, kiddies… I'll show y'all how a real PUSSY works."
Jesus, Jodie thought, how stupid, how fucking dumb. I could go down off her and give her twice the come that fucking hunk of rubber can give her. But Jodie knew that exhibitionism was Elsie's 'thing', so she leaned back against the bar to watch.
The dildo was mounted on a stand that had a suction cup attached to it. Elsie positioned it on the floor, with the enormous fourteen or fifteen inch cock pointing straight up. Now the big, fleshy woman squatted over it, and lowered herself down carefully, looking down frequently to watch the huge thing going into her snatch. When she looked up again, her face was shining brightly, eyes flashing with excitement.
"Oh, damn, this is great," she enthused.
One-half of it was in her. It had handles that facilitated her control of it, and a switch marked with slow, medium, and fast speeds. She reached down and turned it on to slow, and the rubber cock began to buck. A low humming sound came from it as the motor began pumping the piston-like dildo back and forth into her cunt. Elsie's eyes lit up even brighter and she spread her legs still wider, pulling the cock into her even farther. Another two inches of the thick, false dick rocketed into her.
After getting wed to that much, Elsie reached down and turned the switch to medium and the machine began bucking even more, driving the dildo back and forth at a speed that would be almost the maximum speed of a man. Her happy, shining eyes glistened even brighter and she managed to ease another two inches of the false prick into her cunt.
Jodie winced when she saw Elsie reach down and turn the machine on to fast, and watched it buck almost out of the woman's grasp. But Elsie held oh firmly, yanking and pulling the huge thing further into her. Her head was thrown back, face twisted in agonizing ecstasy, mouth open wide, eyes clenched shut, as she panted out her sighs of pleasure.
Then, suddenly, Elsie called out across the room. "Jeff baby?"
"Yeah?"
"That little redhead got your meat up again?"
"Damn near it!"
"Well then, pull it out of her mouth and get your butt over here. I want this up my cunt while you fill up my asshole!"
They all gasped, but Jodie was the loudest. God, how could Elsie take Jeff's cock up her ass at all, let alone with that big fucking rubber dick up her cunt at the same time! It made Jodie's cunt sore just to watch.
"C'mon, you hung stud! Let's show the kids some real fucking," Elsie said happily, her face a smiling picture of lust and desire.
Jeff looked at his wife's big body, with her cunt hovering over the dildo. Indeed, one would never mistake Elsie for anything but what she was a good fuck.
The thought of ramming his cock up his wife's ass always thrilled Jeff. He moved immediately away to the sofa where he picked up the Vaseline be had seen Frank put down a moment before. "I'm comin', baby," he grinned. "Just let me get greased up."
"Fuck the grease! Let's get on with it! I want your cock in my cunt, and this up my ass. You get on the floor and I'll get on top. Then shove it up inside me and turn it on!"
The group watched, hypnotized, as Jeff lay down and Elsie straddled him. She turned with her back to him, so when he shoved the dildo up her ass he could work the controls on the electric motor. Elsie couldn't have had things work out better for her. Jeff's cock was the biggest, and from where Jodie was sitting, she could see it perfectly as Elsie raised and lowered her cunt on and off the mammoth dick. She had told Jodie more than once what Jeff's big dick did to her; how it made her come almost at once. Elsie also knew that the giant dildo up her ass, when turned on full, would make her come even more. The sight of her coming until she was almost driven insane, enormous cocks up her ass and cunt, knowing she was loving every minute of it, would probably turn every man in the room on enough so that they would all want a piece of her. Jodie knew, from past experience, that this was exactly what Elsie wanted. For her, there wasn't enough cock in the whole world.
"How do you want it, baby?" Jeff said, grinning up at his wife.
"Any way," Elsie said. "Just fill up my holes!" Jeff's cock wasn't completely hard, although it was stiff. But that wouldn't do, so Elsie popped it into her mouth and began sucking away, feeling it growing with each suck.
"Yeah, yeah… that's good," Jeff groaned. "Let's get with it… let's fuck!"
Elsie reversed her position and spread the cheeks of her ass while Jeff scooped up a huge wad of Vaseline. She was going to sit back down on him, thus allowing herself the control of going up and down when she wanted. Then Jeff could reach around her and fuck her cunt with the dildo, and tease her clit at the same time. Elsie felt her cunt and asshole quivering with desire as she thought about it.
Jeff rammed his Vaseline-packed middle finger into her clearly visible asshole, shoving it in up to the knuckle. She whimpered softly and wiggled her ass in answer to his wiggling finger. Then Jeff pulled it out and she settled back onto him, Jeff holding his cock upward like a stake. Elsie continued to spread her ass wide apart and groaned again when she felt the head of his dick grazing her waiting asshole. Taking a deep breath, she shoved herb down onto him, burying his massive shaft almost all the way in her.
"Oooooowwwwweeeeee!" she yelped, her drenched eyes expressing her pain. "Ohhhhh, that… ummmm… f-feels good!"
She slowly began raising her hips up and down on his gigantic tool, and soon it was moving in and out easily, coated well with the Vaseline.
"Now," Elsie moaned, "put the dildo in me!"
Jeff reached around and massaged the puffy lips of her pussy with the head of the long, rubber cock. Slowly he cased it between the lips. There was some resistance, then he shoved a little harder and the big head popped inside her. Again she yelped, at the same time begging him to shove it in deeper. Soon it was three-fourths in her and they had settled into a steady rhythm. Jeff was pulling the dildo out each time she slammed herself down onto his dick, then repeated it in reverse when she raised up. In a very short time she was gurgling hysterically that she was coming, begging him to mm her harder.
"Jesus," Jodie moaned aloud, her fingers moving to her pussy against her will. Seeing Elsie impaled like that was repulsive to her, yet it was really turning her on.
As Frank and Stacy watched Jeff and Elsie rip through their come, they could stand it no longer. They, too, wanted a little of Elsie's wild pussy. Jeff continued to fuck her, but Stacy ripped the dildo from her cunt and replaced it with his own hard cock. At the same time, Frank stood in front of her, holding her head in his hands. Savagely he rammed his prick into her mouth and down her throat.
The four of them rolled and writhed on the floor, with Elsie screaming out her lust and passion.
But to Jodie it sounded and looked like something else.
"My God," Margie said at her shoulder, "it looks like the three of them are raping her!"
"I know," Jodie replied, looking up at the other girl with tears running down her cheeks.
"Hey, baby," Margie said, "are you all right?"
"Not really," Jodie replied.
Margie smiled and tugged Jodie from the stool. They fell together to the floor. "Want to eat me, honey?" Margie said. "Want to suck my pussy?"
Jodie didn't reply in words. She just lowered her face between Margie's splayed thighs and let her senses be dulled by the wonderful mask from Margie's cunt that filled her mouth and her nostrils.



CHAPTER FIVE


Jodie tried, but couldn't open her eyes. She could sense that she was in a car and that it was moving. She moved slightly and a jarring pain in the back of her head sent thunderbolts through her brain.
The pain made her remember. It brought everything back to her.
It was her eighteenth birthday party. Billy, her boy friend, had taken her out to dinner and then to a small club to dance. Their desire for each other, added to the wine they had been drinking, finally left them with no alternative.
"Let's go somewhere," she said. "You know what I mean."
They went to a park and pulled a blanket out of the back seat. Billy lifted her and carried her to a soft spot under the trees.
"I want you," he said.
"You know how much I want you," Jodie replied.
Laughing, happy to be together, they tumbled onto the blanket and he kissed her. His hand went under her skirt and pulled her panties to the side, so his fingers could touch and fondle the soft lips of her pussy. They lay there for a long time, kissing and feeling each other as the moonlight filtered through the trees.
Jodie lay next to him, taking his free hand and moving it all over her body. Then she kissed him again, moving the full length of her body against his so that he could feel the full pressure of her breasts against her chest and she could thrill to the hard press of his rising cock against her mound.
She kissed his lips between every movement, until, when he returned the pressure, forcing his body against hers, he was filled with passion and desire.
Her voice spoke softly in his ear.
"Do you really want me, Bill? Want my body?"
"Yes… of course I want you, Jodie. God, you turn me on!"
Then she knew pleasure, exquisite pleasure, as the warmth of his body moved over her.
"Take your cock out, Billy. Let me feel it!"
She heard his zipper go down. He pulled her skirt up to her hips and she jumped when the hard muscle of his prick started sliding sensuously up and down her inner thighs.
She felt herself grow tense with anticipation and knew that it would happen soon. She gripped his shoulders and he, too, moved in expectation.
"Take my panties off, Billy. Take 'em off and come inside me!"
He moved down to her feet. He was just reaching under her, lifting her ass to remove her panties, when the three figures came out of the trees. She screamed, but it was too late. One of them hit Billy and when she jumped up the help him, the same man hit her.
And now she was in a car. She could feel one of them on each side of her. She guessed that the third one was driving. What were they going to do? Silly question. She knew what they were going to do.
She moved again.
"Hey… our little prize pussy is awake!"
"Good," came a voice on the other side of her. A hand slapped her thigh and made its way nearly to her pussy before she snapped her legs together.
"Who… who are you? Where's Billy?"
"If Billy's your boy friend," skid the driver over his shoulder, "he's back at the park, tied to a tree."
They were all young, but she didn't recognize them.
"What do you want?"
"Shit," said the boy on her right side. "You know what we want."
He reached over and cupped her chin, holding her face steady, and clamped his lips to hers. He sucked at her tongue as if he was trying to pull it from her mouth.
The boy behind her started stroking her ass through the thin skirt. Then she realized that his hand wasn't encumbered by a skirt. She tried to slide down in the seat away from his hand. She jerked, her eyes flaring wide. She felt his hand on her bare flesh, just above the tight band of her panties.
At last she was released, gasping. She whipped her head away as soon as his hand left her smarting jaw. She looked down.
"Oh!"
Her skirt was gone.
And all the buttons on her blouse had been pulled off. She was sitting between her two captors wearing a bra, part of a blouse, and then panties. And that was all.
She whimpered in shame and embarrassment and fear. Her hands came up to cover her breasts, jiggling atop the padded shelf of the bra.
"Hey, don't bide 'em, baby. You got the sweetest set of tits I've ever seen!"
Each wrist was seized. The two boys moved almost in unison, grasping her arms again. They held them, their knuckles hard on her thighs. She bit her lip.
They wouldn't, she thought. How could they be so vile!
Wouldn't they? Why else did males grab females? They'd use her. All three of them. Humping and pumping their youthful cocks into her softness. And at that moment it occurred to her that if they were willing to risk a rape charge, they might risk more. They'd use her and… and beat her up?
"You're gonna be some good pussy, baby." It was the one who had kissed her so roughly. His hand rose to caress the thrusting, firm breast nearest him. It quivered seeming to try to wince away from his fingers.
She writhed, trying to free herself. She jerked both wrists and kicked out with both legs and tried to burl her body all over the car. The driver grunted when she kicked the back of his seat, and the car swerved wildly.
"Hey, Goddamnit, can't you control that bitch, you guys?"
"Keep 'er on the road, Hal," the one on her right said, clamping her wrist in one hand and her breast in the other, hard. "Slap her, Tim!"
The boy called Tim, on her left, cocked his arm and slapped her across the face.
Her eyes snapped shut and tears squirted from the tightly clenched eyelids. "Oooooowwwww!" Her hand dropped immediately to the tight pressed tops of her thighs. She felt his thumb nudge against the soft bulging seam of her vulva, tightening her panties against it as he added a little pressure.
"You be still and shut up," he hissed, "or I'll ram this thumb right up in your juicy pussy!"
"Hey, Chris," the driver, Hal, said over his shoulder to the boy on her right. "We're there."
"Good," Chris said, and then laughed. "I can hardly wait… I already got a hard-on crawling down my leg halfway to my fucking knee!"
"You're filthy," Jodie gasped.
"Shut up," Chris snapped, and slapped her thigh so that the flesh jerked and tingled. She tried clamping her thighs together, but Tim's thumb was still there, pressed snugly against her vulva.
His other hand rose callously to wipe across the up-tilted bulge of her breasts. She gasped, trying to pull her wrists free. Not only did both of them hold on, but Tim let her feel a slight extra pressure at the softly firm little cushion of her pubic mound. His other hand pinched her tit. She gasped again and tried to be very still.
Carelessly, cautiously, they played with her breasts. And Tim kept his thumb in place. The slightest bump in the road, the faintest twitch of the wheel, made it poke a little harder at her cringing pubic bulge. Suddenly she was slammed sideways against Chris as tires screeched and the car swerved violently.
Then they were being jolted and jostled against each other as the car, moved too fast over a bumpy road. Trees lined it closely on both sides.
There was only the rough back wood road through the windshield, in the headlights' beam. That, and the vague, dark shapes of trees, and a tiny house in the moonlight.
The car stopped.
"Let's go, baby," Chris said, hooking his finger in her bra and pulling her from the car.
Inside the little cabin, they threw her onto a rug. Behind her a fireplace roared. It was the only light.
Tim was behind her, holding her as she struggled. Chris, who seemed to be the leader, planted himself in front of her. His hands were rolled into fists and he cocked his right arm. "How do you want it… the easy way, or the hard way? We could mess you up good, baby."
Jodie let her head bang as Chris removed what was left of her blouse. Tim kept a firm grip on her wrists. Then Chris was undoing her bra. Her breasts spilled nakedly into view and all three of them gasped. Tim was leaning over her shoulder, looking down at her jiggling mounds of flesh.
"Looky what we got for ourselves, Chris."
"I noticed already."
A hand went over each breast and fingers massaged her firm white flesh. "No!" she gasped. "Like hell."
He worked at her hills until the nipples turned a blood red and stuck out like nails. Grunting his pleasure at her response, Chris leaned down and kissed each breast roughly.
"What about me?" Tim complained. "Keep your shirt on."
"Shit, I don't want to keep my shirt on."
They shoved her pants down until they fell in a heap at her feet. Then Chris leaned forward and placed his hands on her cunt, hooking his thumbs inside the lips and spreading them open. Again he grunted his satisfaction.
He shoved forward and, instinctively, Jodie drew her hips back, but she rammed her buttocks into Tim's loins. She could feel his prick pressing against her backside and she wondered if he'd already opened his fly to let his cock hang out.
Now Chris was opening his zipper and his cock lashed out like a whip, thudding against her thigh. Then he moved in and his cock was threading its way through her pubic hairs, seeking her clasping hole.
He found the target and lurched forward until the head of his cock was fastened inside her outer lips. His prick was throbbing and she watched a small blue vein along its shaft pump furiously. He pushed again and the head went all the way in; he promptly buried half his length inside her.
He was massive and she felt her canal filled to bunting, but she tried desperately not to respond. He was moving so fast that there had been no time to generate any lubrication and he was hurting her. But it was a pain that was filled with promise of sexual fulfillment. God! She didn't want it, but she couldn't turn herself off like a machine.
"I'm making progress!" he blurted to Tim.
From behind her, Jodie felt a stiffened cock against her naked buttocks. So he had been ready. They were both ready to work her over.
"So am I!" came a voice from behind her left ear.
He was sliding his cock along the crack of her buttocks, shoving hard, while his partner was pressing from the front. They had her in a vise and they were turning the screws, mashing her, flattening her body as their cocks stabbed into her. The cock at her rear had found her asshole and it was ramming against the protective muscles until they began to open.
They were going to fuck her, and there was nothing she could do about it.
What had one of the girls said? Might as well fuck 'em back and enjoy it – it's better than being dead.
"Take it, you cunt, take my cock!" Chris yelled.
"Jesus," Tim said from behind her. "I can't get in her asshole."
"Back off, Tim," Chris said. "I'm so hot I'll come soon… then… then you can have her pussy."
Jodie felt the cock behind her being pulled from between her ass cheeks.
"C'mon, cunt," Chris groaned. "You might as well fuck me back!"
Jodie wouldn't even look at him. But she couldn't escape, and she knew it. Her mind was in a torment of emotions she couldn't put together; she couldn't even think straight. As the cock made its way deeper inside, and Chris was closer to her, she could feel his breath on her breast as he expertly moved his cock into her, pushing it just slightly inside where she was wet and sticky. Then, abruptly, he pulled his cock out, wiping the tip with his fingers.
"A little damp in there, eh?" he said, smiling a strange smile, placing his fingers to his nose and sniffing at them. "I like a good strong cunt smell," he murmured into his hand.
"You bastard," Jodie hissed at him.
He knelt then and to her horror he pushed on leg out slightly and inspected her pussy, moving it open with his fingers.
"It's very dark red," he commented, "and very sticky, with a little round pearl of a clit," which he rubbed with two fingers, around and around.
Jodie could feel waves of excitement begin coming over her body as she stood there, stiff, shivering and hot at the same time, feeling the muscles in her cunt begin to contract just slightly. Then Chris stood up, smiling at her.
Jodie was mortified. She hated him but he had succeeded in arousing her against her will, and now she stood naked, her clothes at her feet, her cunt dripping small drops down her thighs.
"C'mon, Chris," Tim said, "hurry up and fuck her so I can get some."
"Yeah, Chris," Hal said, from somewhere in a dark corner of the room. "Do it so I can get my kicks!"
Chris laughed. "See, honey, Hal gets his kicks from watching. He's over in the corner there right now pounding his meat."
"You're all perverts!" Jodie said, stoically, refusing to lower herself any more and beg for mercy.
"Lay down," Chris commanded, giving her a shove.
Jodie stared idly at the ceiling as he climbed onto the rug and began slowly kissing her breasts, first one, then the other, taking the tip of her soft brown nipples in his teeth and pulling on them, then sucking on the whole nipple, pulling it into his mouth where he ran his tongue in small circles around it, then sucking on it again. He was aware of Tim and Hal, seated comfortably on a couch, watching.
Chris' hands moved to explore her now soaking-wet crotch, then her asshole, all the while making little pulling, sucking noises around her breasts. Then be pulled her to him, and she felt him rubbing his body against hers, his chest crushing against her breasts, naked and sensitive. She felt the hard bulge of his cock, felt him push it up against her and rub it against the spongy hair that stuck out from her cuntal mound.
"She don't wanna fuck, I think," Chris said to Tim and Hal. "Well, maybe we can warm her up another way. Hand me that chair, Tim."
Tim handed him a straight-backed chair, and Chris placed it on the rug in front of Jodie.
"Put your hands on the seat of the chair, and your chin over the back!"
She didn't move.
Like lightning, Chris pulled his belt from his pants. It zinged through the air and splatted against her buttocks. The flesh on her ass danced as the belt caressed her butt again.
Still she didn't move. She sobbed, jerking her lovely head from side to side, sending her hair flying, but she didn't move.
Then he swung harder. The belt kissed the full center of her left cheek, marring the firm, pale flesh. Her buttock contracted in helpless reaction. A warm glow suffused the soft hemispheres of her bare bottom, which she knew now was barred with more than one mark, red stripes on the satiny soft perfection of both trembling cheeks.
Her shoulders heaved with her unrestrained weeping. Her tits swung, quivering and bouncing, rolling loosely about before her when he raised her upper body on her hands.
A belt cut across the middle of her back, flattened her with another cry of pain. Moans poured from her quivering lips. She shivered constantly and uncontrollably. Shudders shook her pain-racked body. Smarting jabs like needles radiated out from her buttocks. Another whiplash turned her face into a contorted, writhing mask and sent tingling new stripes of pain through her hip.
"The chair, bitch," Chris said.
She did as he said. Still she said not a word, staring straight ahead, as she heard him remove his pants. His hands wormed between her thighs, the finger searching for the entrance to her cunt.
The she felt the insistent hard knob of his prick move slowly from behind and feel for her vaginal entrance, where it was moist and burning, and she felt the dull ache as he began to enter her.
At that moment she moved quickly, pushed over the chair and made an attempt to get to the door. But Tim and Hal were too quick for her. In an instant, both laughing cruelly, they forced her back to the chair, her face blazing now, her eyes furious, like a trapped animal.
"You can't make me, you filthy, disgusting, perverted bastards."
Tim raised his hand and slapped it hard against her mouth.
"Shut up," he said in a low, fierce tone. "Just shut up."
Once again they placed her on the chair, holding her head down now so it was on the seat of the chair, with her hands pinned to her sides. She felt Tim's rough hand pushing down hard on the back of her neck, forcing her head to stay down.
"Now you're really gonna get fucked," Chris growled.
Jodie once again felt the rigid hardness of Chris' cock come past her ass cheeks and drive savagely into her pussy. Chris had his hands on her hips. She began to cry and try to pull away.
It was no use.
She couldn't shake off that hot stick forcing its way in and out of her pussy.
It had been no use, her plan to outsmart them, to show no reaction, in hopes that they would become bored or disgusted with her and let her loose. It had only excited them more. It hadn't worked, and now here she was, pushed down on the hard, wooden chair, being fucked like a dog by a panting and groaning man, being cheered on by two more of them.
"Thatta girl, thatta girl," Chris was panting and chanting to himself more than to anyone else, moving quickly in and out, in and out, pushing so hard it hurt inside her.
"You like it? You like it, baby? You like that big stiff cock screwing you?" Tim's voice came through a sudden sharp wave of pain.
"She likes my nuts flapping against her ass, that's what she likes," Chris suggested.
And they were. His balls hit against her spread-open ass as he pushed his slippery dick harder and harder into her cunt.
"Give it to her, give it to her good and hard," Tim said, as his hand twisted her neck downward. With his other hand, he pulled a thick piece of flesh on her ass, twisted it in an agonizing pinch, then pinched her again, and again, as Chris' cock kept slamming into her.
She wondered if they heard her moans; she tried to move, but couldn't. And then she felt Tim's fingers come between Chris' dick and her ass and, as Chris fucked her, Tim stuck two fingers into her asshole, exploring it, laughing, and from the other side, she felt Hal's hand grab a hold of her clitoris.
"Noooooo!" she let out a long sob of horror.
But Hal had an iron grip on her clit and wouldn't let go; he pushed it and massaged it and coaxed it until she was lost in waves and waves of heat, and sharp stabs of pain turned into a thick, hot pleasure that spread throughout her limp, tortured body.
"God, she's coming! Thatta girl, thatta girl," Chris shouted. "God I can feel that cunt come!" His breathing was heavy on her back now as he leaned over to get a tighter hold of her. Tim's fingers pushed further into her anus as she was lost in spasms of orgasm.
Then Chris moved faster and faster and Hal released her sore clitoris and Tim slid out of her and Chris had her all to himself, saying in her ear, "Now, you're going to feel something, baby. This is no punk kid fucking you. Now you're going to feel a man come inside you. Watch out, there's going to be more cream than that little cunt of yours ever had before…"
She moaned as she felt herself flooded in hot sperm, and then he slowly released her, pulled himself out of her, and she stood up, white thick sperm dripping down her thighs, her red buttocks exposed for them all to see.
"Now me, baby," Tim said, throwing her to the floor. "Only I like it a little different."
"God, I can't take it no more," Hal shouted. "Gimme your head, honey. I wanna fuck it!"
"Nooooooo!" she screamed, but the scream turned into a gag as Hal's cock stuffed her throat.
At the same time, she felt Tim's prick sever her cuntal walls from behind. When it was good and slick with the juices from her pussy, he pulled it out and moved it up slightly. She knew what he was going to do, but there was no way to stop him.
Then Hal was screaming in front of her.
"Suck it! Suck my fucking cock, you Goddamn, fucking bitch cunt. Take my prick down your fucking throat and suck on it! Suck it, you runt, or I'll break your front teeth out with it!"
Then he was coming. Great gushes of hot cum flooded her throat. She shook her head from side to side, struggling to free her body from his grasp. But, against his massive strength, she was helpless.
She gagged. She could feel the sticky juice and feel its wetness coating her lips. She grasped his prick to pull it away and felt it throbbing like an extra, heart.
She swallowed all his juice to keep from choking to death. When Hal's cum was over, he pulled his cock from her gooey lips. She gasped in relief and made the mistake of relaxing her anal muscles.
Behind her, Tim took advantage of the moment to lunge forward and bury the full length of his throbbing cockmeat up her asshole.
"Aaarrrrggggghhhhhhh!" she screamed, the pain more than she could bear.
He just started pumping his huge tool in and out of her ass, when she passed out.



CHAPTER SIX


"You son-of-a-bitch! You bastard." Jodie screamed.
"Jodie…"
"Shut up… take me home… NOW!"
"Honey…"
"Billy, take me home!"
He climbed into the driver's seat and the car started moving. She had managed to find her skirt and she had wrapped Billy's jacket around her bare breasts.
She felt like crying, but she refused to let herself go. Sitting there silently beside him, Jodie's mind went over the events of the past few hours. They must have fucked her several more times while she was passed out. When she had awakened, she was covered with perspiration, blood and sperm, and they were gone.
Obviously the cabin didn't belong to them. It was probably someone's vacation place and not in use. They had probably broken into it and just used it. Jodie wondered how many other girls had been raped there, as she made her way back to the road and eventually to the park and Billy.
What awaited her then was all too horrible to remember. She had untied him and, instead of sympathy, he wanted to know what had happened.
Tearfully she told him, but he wasn't satisfied with generalities. He wanted details. He wanted to know everything. And the more she told him, the more she realized that what she was telling him was turning him on.
He actually wanted to fuck her himself, after all she had been through.
That's when she exploded.
"Jodie, look, I said I'm sorry…"
"No you're not…"
"I am. I love you."
"No you don't. You love my pussy. You just want a hole to stick your cock into me."
"Jesus, Jodie, I… I…"
"Stop here at the corner. I want to go in the back way."
He pulled the car to the curb and before he could touch her again, she was out of the door and slamming it behind her.
"Jodie…"
"Go to hell," she hissed. "I never want to see you again."
She walked away, her face a mask of cold resolve. Once inside the house, she padded quickly to her own room so she wouldn't waken her aunt. After a long, hot bath she packed.
She knew exactly what she was going to do. When her parents had died, she had come to live with her aunt. She was a nice old lady, but she would never understand how Jodie felt after what she had gone through that night.
Money would be no problem. She had her inheritance, and it was all in her name.
After writing a quick note, she went downstairs and put the bags in the trunk of her car.
She drove most of the night, finally stopping at a motel to get some rest. The next morning she arose early and drove into the city. By late that afternoon she had an apartment.
Two weeks later, she met Jessica in a bar. It was then that she found out what her sexual preferences really were.
"I'm an artist. I do advertising layouts, and things like that."
"I don't know what I am," Jodie said.
Jessica smiled warmly, understanding the meaning behind Jodie's words. She dropped her eyes and flushed prettily. "I have to admit that I still have hopes of doing serious work. I have a studio full of completed canvases. One of these days I'll try them out an some critic."
Jodie felt herself drawn to Jessica. She could see in the other girl a kindred soul, an artistic sister in this city of subway riders. The conversation became more animated as they ordered another round of drinks, and before they parted that afternoon they exchanged addresses and phone numbers, and had made a date for luncheon two days later.
That night Jodie slept deeply and fully, and when she arose the next morning, her spirits were singing. She felt alive again, part of the scurrying world around her.
They had lunch at a midtown restaurant and spent the afternoon shopping for clothes. If Jodie hadn't been so rapturous over her newfound friendship, she might have seen the glow in Jessica's eyes when they tried on dresses, using the nine dressing room. And on the crowded subway ride downtown again, with arms full of packages; she took no notice of Jessica's body pressed tightly to hers. When a hand caressed the smooth curve of her buttock, she was sure it was just some subway masher.
Jessica called her the following afternoon and suggested that they go to a movie that evening.
"Make it a casual affair," Jessica said. "Slacks and blouses. I hate to dress up on weekends."
Jodie quickly accepted. Before going to work that evening she went out and bought a new pair of slacks and a new blouse. Jessica called again in the afternoon to suggest dinner before the movie. Since it was going to be a casual deal anyway, why not make it soup and sandwiches at her place?
Jodie was there by four o'clock in the afternoon. Jessica lived in a beautiful top-floor apartment in the better section of the Village. The place had been designed specifically for an artist. Besides the three-room living quarters, there was a studio, complete with a skylight facing north.
The living section was magnificently decorated in soft muted colors and simple designs, which gave one a feeling of comfort and peace and spaciousness. The studio was as large as the other three rooms of the apartment combined. Three walls of the place were lined with completed canvases, their painted sides turned toward the wall.
"They distract me when I'm working," Jessica explained to Jodie's questioning look.
At her insistence, Jessica showed her some of the paintings. Jodie thought they were marvelous. With her limited knowledge of art, if a horse looked like a horse, it was a marvelous painting.
They had a couple of drinks before dinner and talked about art. Jodie was in over her head; she held up her end of the conversation mainly with nods of agreement.
They were about to leave the studio when Jessica stopped her. "Hey," the girl said. "I've just had an idea for a picture. Would you model for me?"
Jodie was startled by the request. "Me?" she said. "You don't want me for a model. You need a pretty girl for a painting!"
"That's why I asked you. What makes you think you're not pretty? You would be perfect for what I have in mind. Your bone structure and body are excellent. And your face has a certain quality I'd like to try to capture on canvas."
When. Jodie finally agreed, Jessica told her that she would have to pose in the nude. "After all," she said, "you shouldn't have any compunctions about taking off your clothes in front of me. It's not as though I were a man!"
Jodie was hesitant, and they had a couple more drinks while she tried to make up her mind. All of Jessica's arguments seemed sound, and the liquor helped case any feelings she had about taking off her clothes.
"Okay," she finally agreed. "I'll do it!"
"Great!" Jessica grinned. "Let's get started right away!"
"You mean, now? Tonight?"
"Sure. I wasn't really crazy about seeing that particular movie anyway, were you?"
"No… I guess not," Jodie replied.
"Then it's settled," Jessica said, reaching over and giving Jodie a hug. "Let's have something to eat, and then get to work!"
They had a couple of more drinks and some sandwiches, then returned immediately to the studio; Jodie watched Jessica set up her easel with a fresh canvas and put out a high stool on which Jodie would pose.
When all the preparation had been made, there was no mote stalling. It was time for Jodie to strip. She hesitated and Jessica came over to put her arm around her shoulder.
"It won't be so bad," the other girl told her. "If it will help, why don't you go into the other room to change?"
Jodie nodded gratefully and accepted the short smack Jessica handed her. In the other room her hands trembled as she stripped down and slipped into the smock. It was so short that the undercurves of her lush buttocks were exposed. She steeled herself and stepped back through the doorway into the studio.
She stopped dead in her tracks, an involuntary gasp escaping from her throat.
Jessica was completely nude.
She stood before her easel with a pallet and a fistful of brushes in her hand. She looked at Jodie's shocked expression, and her brow furrowed with puzzlement.
"What's the matter?"
"… nothing… I guess," Jodie stammered. But something was the matter. Jessica's beautiful, nude body was turning her on, and she didn't know why. She could feel the juices from her heated pussy already oozing between her cuntal lips and dampening her inner thighs. She hoped Jessica didn't notice.
"Want another drink before we start?"
"Does my being nude bother you?" Jessica asked as she fixed the drinks.
"No," Jodie giggled self-consciously. "Should it?"
"You left your bra and panties on under the smock, didn't you?"
"Yes," Jodie said.
"You have a beautiful body, Jodie," Jessica said, switching on the stereo and filling the studio with soothing music. "I'm sure it's what every man wants."
"I don't like men," Jodie said, taking a healthy slug from her drink.
"Oh?" Jessica's eyes narrowed and flitted hungrily over the jutting shelf of Jodie's pendulous breasts. A longing look came into her eyes and she sat down in a soft lounge chair facing Jodie. "Then… maybe your body is what every… woman wants."
"What?" Jodie said, weaving slightly from the liquor she had consumed.
"Nothing… why don't you take the rest of your clothes off now, darling?"
There was something commanding in Jessica's voice that excited Jodie. The dominance in the older girl's harshly beautiful features made Jodie want to please her.
She began to unfasten the buttons down the front of the smock.
"Nice, darling… very nice," Jessica enthused, the words conveying tender meaning as she leaned back to turn off one of the lamps. Her other hand dropped to the dark bush of pubic hair between her thighs.
Jodie's body began to sway with the music. As the smock worked down over the magnificently shaped hips and clung with electricity to the Venus-shaped fullness of her thighs, the lower half of her torso began a sensual counter-balance of motion to her top-heavy breasts.
"My God, darling! What a beautiful sense of rhythm!" Jessica gasped when the smock dropped to the floor and Jodie reached back to unsnap her bra.
Old memories and feelings were not nearly so unpleasant now. The feel of the bra cups sliding across her nipples caused them to harden and push out, retracting minutely with the rapid pulse of her building sensations, then erecting again.
"Here… here, darling," Jessica panted breathlessly, her arms quivering as they reached out toward Jodie. "Let me… take off the panties."
The heat of passion, a long dormant feeling she wanted to deny but couldn't, coned Jodie forward. Now lust was taking over, the etched memories of bodily pleasures that were bad, yet good, repugnant in afterthought yet demanding in practice. The heat of the thrilling sensations overshadowed conscience and reason.
What was wrong with her? Was this a desire for sex that she was feeling? Did her body actually want a man again? Hardly… yet she was feeling something.
Jodie's slowly gyrating ass cheeks tensed at the feel of Jessica's delicate fingers pressing under the top of her panties. Then the panties were gone and those same fingers lightly brushed back and forth across her mound of cunt hair.
"Mmmmmmm, you're as fresh as a virgin, sweetheart," Jessica was rapturous as her hands explored the pliant flesh.
Jodie moved closer, standing on tiptoe, pushing her feet farther apart. She felt the warmth of Jessica's long hair against her bare belly, felt with imaginary expectancy the joys which would follow.
"Oh, darling… how I could make love to you!" Jessica suddenly cooed, her hands gripping each cheek tightly, her fingers digging in the softness.
A convulsive shudder went through Jodie's highly pitched body. Her hips thrust forward eagerly. Words wanted to escape from her gasping mouth, but they couldn't form. She was totally mesmerized by the heat of the moment.
Jessica's words shocked her, yet also thrilled her. Jessica wanted to fuck her. No… she wanted to make love to her.
"Jodie…" Jessica whispered her name, entranced by the perfection of Jodie's nude body, the curling mat of cunt hairs thrusting toward her face, her lips, her tongue.
Conflicting emotions fought at each other within Jodie as she felt the woman's hand on her body, pulling her down to the floor. She liked Jessica, and her body liked being close like this, flesh against flesh.
She yearned to feel the warmth and compassion of another human body straining against hers. She wanted to be infused with the knowledge that she, Jodie Lee, was wanted, desired, and loved to the absolute crest of fulfillment.
Jessica's beautiful nude body strained against hers. "Jodie…" Jessica whispered again, needing no verbal reply to tell the other girl of the mutual need that flowed between them.
Slowly, Jessica's hands went to work. She breathed heavier at the sensuous feel of Jodie's thighs, warm and fleshy to her touch. Jodie neither helped nor hindered at first, her body tensely still, fighting off the violent urge to give herself fully to the rapturous touch which climbed higher and higher.
Jessica was trembling now, her hands sweaty with anticipation as she grasped the back of Jodie's leg and mid-thigh and pulled her body closer.
"No… please…" The protest was soft, her fingers brushing Jessica's breasts, but unwilling to commit totally to this new experience.
"Jodie…"
"Oh, Jess… Jess," Jodie moaned. "I do need it… I need it so much."
"Damn, Jodie…" Jessica let go in a burst of pent-up breath and thrust her hand into the wet darkness between Jodie's quivering thighs.
"Jodie… beautiful Jodie…"
"Yes."
"I want you. I want to suck you… eat you, love you."
"Oh God… do it… do it!" Jodie was on fire now. The suddenness of this contact made her frustratingly speechless, obsessed with a wild sort of fury. The excitement was what she expected. It was the same physical sensation as the initial surges brought on any lover. Yet the lovingly gentle way Jessica was working her, the effectiveness of her passionate probing combining a kindling of spirit as well as the body, was something Jodie had never known before.
Conscience tugged hard, sent out the initial orders from her brain to stop, but somewhere enroute the impulses were lost. Her body relaxed. And now Jodie was helping, spreading herself out for her lover as Jessica's fingers wormed their way up into her cunt.
"Jess… oh God, Jess, your tongue… give my cunt your tongue!"
"Does that feel good… my fingers in your pussy like that?"
"Yes, yes… yes…" Jodie cried out, hunching up to get more of the woman's hand into her cuntslit.
"You're so beautiful… so sexy," Jessica moaned, stretching out beside the young girl. "Your pussy feels so warm… so inviting." She opened her thighs over Jodie'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 Jodie's leg and she immediately started rubbing against the other girl.
"I love your breasts," Jessica said.
"Suck on them…" Jodie whispered.
If she had had any doubts about the thrill of fucking another woman, they were quickly dispelled by the quick darting of Jessica's tongue around her magnificent, sensitive breasts. The woman expertly took one brown-tipped nipple into her wet lips, sucking gently, kneading on the other one with increasing pressure, then switching the process, sucking the other tit hotly, passionately.
Then Jessica worked her tongue in between her tits, up across Jodie's tender neck, finally plunging her tongue deeply inside the young girl's open mouth, swirling it around, playing, teasing with her tongue. At the same time, she again plunged two fingers into the fiery warmth of Jodie's pussy.
Jodie clutched the other girl's body to her own, so that her huge breasts mashed against Jessica's, and the heat from their nipples surged through their bodies.
"Ohhhh, you're really hot, aren't you, darling?" Jessica murmured.
"Yes… oh, yes I am," Jodie replied, ribbing her thigh harder against Jessica's seething pussy. "I'm so hot I think I'll explode! Do something! Suck me… rub my pussy with yours! Please, Jess, please…"
Jodie cried out as she felt Jessica's warm, hair-covered pubic bone press into her clitoris. She arched her back and matched Jessica's movements with her eyes shut tightly in passion and her nails raking the other girl's ass cheeks.
"Oh, fuck me!" Jodie begged, encircling the other girl's neck with her arms. "Fuck me with your tongue… suck me! Rub me off with your… do anything you want to do!"
"You're so beautiful," Jessica cooed, and moved her head downward until it was buried between Jodie's silken 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. She gripped the tender, fleshy buttocks in both her hands and pulled Jodie up. At the same time, she jammed her tongue into the girl's fiery slit and began sucking the juice from her eager pussy.
Jodie's pubic hair was soaked with saliva from Jessica's mouth and juice from her own pussy. She screamed in ecstasy as she wound her cunt into the other girl's face.
"Good… good… feels sooooo good. Don't stop… please, don't ever stop…"
Jessica probed with her tongue, relishing the sticky juices as they poured into her mouth from the gaping cunt hole. Jodie writhed in spasm after spasm of pleasure as she bucked and thrust her wet pussy up into Jessica's willing face and encased the girl's bobbing head with her thighs.
Jessica rocked her head from side to side, matching the rhythm of Jodie's hips. Her tongue became a dart of hot flame shooting fire into the younger girl's pussy.
"Suck it… suck it and bite my clit!" Jodie cried out.
She arched her back, driving upward with her hips, grinding her bush of matted cunt hair into Jessica's face to attain the full extent of joy and sexual pleasure from the woman's wildly probing tongue.
"Come… come, baby," Jessica cried, her voice muffled by cunt and flesh.
"Yes… now… now!" Jodie gasped. "I'm coming!"
She raised her hips, freeing her ankles from Jessica's grasp, and locked her thighs around her head. Tighter and tighter she squeezed, coming with a lone, wailing cry.
Her nostrils caught the mesmerizing scent of her spunk coming from between her legs. Her belly was smooth as velvet as she hunched up. Jessica thrust, and Jodie cried out in pleasurable pain as she felt her tongue enter her in a long, smooth movement and her teeth bite down sharply on the distended clit.
Jodie threw her hips upward, arching her back and sending her splayed-open cunt up to meet the beautiful woman's driving tongue. Deeper and deeper into her it went. Her mind reeled. Her breath came fast and heavy.
"More, MORE! All of it! Give me all of it! Oh, God, what a tongue! What a come! I love it! Aaaarrrrrgggggghhhhh!"
"Come, baby!" Jessica gurgled. "Come! Come to me!"
Jodie came until her body seemed racked with pain. Finally she fell back and pulled Jessica's pussy-stained face up to hers. Jodie licked all of her own juices from Jessica's lovely face and then dipped her head eagerly down between the woman's thighs.
Eating Jodie had made Jessica so hot that it didn't take long. In a matter of minutes, Jodie was sending her to heaven on the tip of her tongue.
"Oh, God, that was good," Jodie sighed as she stretched out full length beside Jessica.
"It will get even better, darling," Jessica purred.
And it did. Jodie moved in with her, and their relationship lasted three years. But eventually Jodie knew and felt that something was lacking.
Jessica was an out-and-out dyke, and Jodie wasn't.
It started to create friction.
They split up when Jessica found out that Jodie had picked up a couple of men, brought them to the studio, and fucked them.
"I'm gay… all the way gay," Jessica explained. "I don't think you are. I think you're bi, and you don't know it. In any event, I don't dig that scene."
"Maybe it would be better if I moved out, then."
"Maybe it would," Jessica agreed.
She did, the next day.
And that night, Jodie found out what she really wanted – straight girls.
It was in a mid-town swinger's bar. The girl was blonde, stacked, and exceptionally beautiful. She was obviously giving Jodie the eye. Finally she went over to the blonde's table.
"… mind if I sit down?" The blonde waved to a vacant chair. "New in town?" Jodie asked, openly appraising the girl's splendid bust-line.
"No… I've been in town for about three years."
"Married?" Jodie probed.
"No… just living with a guy. He's over there at the bar."
"A swinger?"
"We both are. You?"
"Usually I just dig girls."
"No go," the blonde said. "I like it all."
"If I could get my tongue in your pussy, I just might dig a cock," Jodie said, smiling.
"Let's go. My boy friend will really dig you. By the way, my name's Margie… he's Stacy."



CHAPTER SEVEN


Jodie writhed through her come on Margie's mouth as her own tongue brought the blonde's pussy to completion. Of all the cunts she had ever sucked, she liked Margie's the best. She felt she could really fail in love with Margie, but she knew that the girl would never go gay all the way.
Between Margie's legs she could see Elsie on her hands and knees, with Jeff's big dick poking rapidly in and out of her asshole. The boys, all three of them, were now working on Elsie, and it was obvious that the big girl was loving all the attention, and all the cock.
God, Jodie thought, how can she do it? How can she take it? Yet she seemed to be in ecstasy.
As Jeff's cock reamed her backside, Elsie was sucking gustily on Stacy's ample prick. At the same time, she was humping herself back against Jeff's powerful, forward surges, begging him, between sucks on Stacy's cock, to rip her rectum open with his meat.
With one hand she was also jacking off Frank, and moaning that when he was hard enough be should fill up her cunt with his dick.
Elsie was a wild woman. She loved to be loved. It was her whole life.
Jeff's cock in her asshole suddenly brought her off.
"Harder… pump harder!" she yelled, as she felt herself letting go, felt her already hot pussy contract sharply, painfully, as the big cock filled her ass. "Oh, baby," she panted out hotly, "ram it in me! Oh! Oh, baby, I can feel your dick getting ready to come! Ohhhhhh! It feels so good! I'm commmmmming!"
Immediately she felt the huge dick pumping back and forth into her asshole increase its speed. Pumping back and forth now at twice the speed, and sinking another inch deeper also. She screamed and everyone turned to look in her direction.
The exquisite sensation of her climax tearing through her in torrents blurred the agonizing pain she kit in her ass. She began pumping herself on and off Jeff's big dick all that much faster, trying desperately to keep time with the pumping dick in her as. But it was a losing battle, and just as she finished her first climax, she felt the second grip her insides.
"Higher!" she screamed to Jeff who obeyed at once. The cock in her ass immediately began pumping into her at almost five times the speed, stabbing into her and pulling back. The agonizing shriek that filled the room froze everyone. But when they saw that it was caused only by incredible, soul-searing passion and ecstasy, they merely watched, hot passion seething from their eyes.
"Jesus," Margie said, still gently rubbing her waking cuntal lips against Jodie's mouth. "I thought I loved cock!"
"I… I don't know how she does it," Jodie gasped, her eyes fixed on Elsie's writhing, cock-impaled body as she continued to absently lick Margie's pussy.
Elsie's anguished screams became louder and louder. The sound of her joy and need made Stacy go off. He sent a hot load of cum jetting into her mouth, which she drank eagerly and thirstily.
At the same moment, she felt Jeff exploding up her ass, until she was full again. When the dick that had been in her mouth was pulled away, another was stuck in it immediately, before she could say anything. But she made no protest and sucked just as hungrily on the new cock as she had the old.
Elsie felt Jeff pulling his cock from her ass, then felt someone shoving something else up it. At first she thought it was another dick, but then realized it was a huge dildo. But it felt good, and she sighed happily when she felt the soft-hard head of a real cock being pushed through the lips of her cunt. She didn't know who was giving her this dog-fucking while he poked a dildo in her ass, but it felt good. She wanted to make sure she found out who had the idea. Now she had something in every hole in her body, and she felt saturated with cock.
Frank was behind her, shoving, his prick into her cunt and the dildo up her ass. Jeff was standing by the side, idly beating his cock, trying to get it hard again while Stacy continued to fuck her face in long, even strokes.
Cock, cock, cock, Elsie thought; everywhere I've got cock. And she knew that there would never be enough. She wished her dried-up mother or her leering stepfather could see her with all this cock shoved up her ass, her cunt, and into her mouth.
Out of the corner of her eye, she could see Margie and Jodie idly playing with each other's pussies and staring at her with amazed looks on their faces. Then, as if on some pre-arranged signal, the two girls got up and went to one of the bedrooms.
Margie and Jodie are weird, Elsie thought. They fucked each other more than they fucked the men. For her part, Elsie couldn't see what was so great about tonguing an empty pussy, or just having her own tongued. She wanted her cunt full of cock.
Just at the moment, the men really started working on her and her mind was brought back to the matters at hand. Stacy reversed his position so he was beneath her, with his cock still plunging up into her mouth and his belly bouncing against her tits.
What the hell was he going to do? Then she found out.
"Elsie," he moaned, "raise up a little on your hands and knees I'll suck your tit while Jeff fucks your hole and I fuck your face with my cock!"
"Hey, that's a great idea, Elsie. Open your mouth a little wider and I'll get in on the action too," Frank cried out in glee.
He got on his knees between Stacy's legs and in front of her face. Elsie was in heaven as she opened her mouth wider to accept the second cock. Frank placed his meat right beside Stacy's and lunged forward, sending his prong into her throat.
She gagged, but soon got her mouth comfortably around the two plunging rods.
"Jesus… lookee there," Jeff shouted from behind her. "Elsie, you are some kind of a woman. I just wish I had two cocks attached to me so I could fuck you like this all the time!"
Now she had four cocks in her at the same time, and a pair of lips and a tongue working on her clit.
Stacy and Frank were going ape-shit as they picked up each other's rhythm and filled her throat with cockmeat in twin lunging strokes. Stacy went after her clit like a demon. So much so that Elsie knew she would pop hot gun in no time. Jeff was his usual, ever-fucking self behind her, pounding and ripping at her asshole and cunt with the dildo and cock until it felt as though he would cut her in half.
Jeff was in bliss as his well-fucked wife out fucked and out sucked every girl he had ever known. That's why he had married her.
"Ohhhh," he groaned. "Take it, baby. Take both my cocks!"
He looked down to glory in the sight of both shafts severing her holes. He could feel, from below, Stacy nibbling on her clit and it seemed to make her cunt even hotter around his prick.
He clapped his hands to her hips, hard and loud, and watched her naked, dangling breasts bouncing with her movements and trembling with her heavy breathing. The shiny flesh between them was damp and shining with perspiration. Her slippery pussy was hot and wet around his driving cock.
He reached around to cup her dangling, jiggling tits and rotated both of them, shoving them back against her chest. She moaned and sighed and seemed to nibble at his inflamed cock with her cannibal-like cunt. He shoved hard, trying to force himself up through her quaking belly with the heat and power of his massive pole.
Then Frank and Stacy groaned in unison and rocketed both their loads into her mouth at the same time.
Stacy's lips slid from her clitoris, but the attention he had already given it, plus the excitement of having the two big cocks shoot off in her mouth at the same time, had brought on another cum for her. Gasping, and almost sobbing, she slumped, orgasms going off in her like fireworks.
Everyone had come except Jeff. He rolled over until Elsie was atop him, humping up and down on his still-hard cock and the dildo in her ass.
Then be saw the redhead. He couldn't remember her name, but it was obvious what she wanted as she whispered to Elsie, and slid across his chest. She moved forward, and he watched her bulging mound come nearer and nearer to his face. He smiled, watching the soft pink lips, lightly decorated with pale red hair, coming closer and closer to his mouth.
Beside him, Stacy and Frank were panting, out of the action. Can't take it, he thought. But then, none of them could fuck like he and Elsie.
"I don't remember your name," Jeff said to the redhead, "but I sure dig your pussy. Come to Daddy. Keep fucking my cock down there, El!"
"My name's Lucy," the redhead said, and giggled. "And I'm sure glad you all decided to ask me to your little party!"
Her cunt came to him and she shivered, feeling his breath. Waves of pleasure washed over her as he licked and chewed on the soft pink bulges of her wet, warm cuntal lips. Her thirsty slit was hungry, pulsing, wide open for his tongue. When be speared it in, she was almost dry inside. But his flickering tongue and sucking mouth soon had her wet with her inner secretions.
He ate away at her while Elsie sat just behind her and bounced on his cock.
Having Lucy's hot, red-haired cunt in his mouth while Elsie humped him was all it took.
Jeff gave a sudden gasp, sending his hot breath up into her cunt. Then his prick jerked spasmodically inside the warm, wet grasp of Elsie's cunt. She squealed as she felt it coming and be spewed into her until he had expended his entire load. It filled the channel of her cunt until she quivered, feeling as if she would burst from within. Warm semen, began dribbling out to slip down the stalk of his cock and mat his curling pubic hair.
"Aaaaaggggghhhh!" Lucy gasped, and thinner, paler juice flowed from her onto Jeff's face. Rhythmic waves of blasting orgasm rocked up from her clit in quivery spasms. The exhilarating climax curled hotly into the deepest recesses of her belly.
As she sagged onto his limp body, he felt Elsie rise from him. She moved sideways. He looked down at his beautiful wife sucking his half-hard cock.
"Good?" be asked.
"Always," she mumbled around his prick.
"Want some more?"
"Don't I always?" Elsie crooned, her eyes smiling up at him.
"That's my girl," he said, shivered, and sank back as he felt one of Elsie's fingers slither hotly into his asshole, while her other hand squeezed his balls.
Elsie bobbed her head smoothly up and down his cock… her cock; she only loaned it out now and then to the other girls. It always came back to her. She knew it would, because Jeff was just like she was – crazy about sex.
Of course, she hadn't always been like that. She wasn't like that before she married her first husband, Bill.



CHAPTER EIGHT


Elsie stood at the top of the stepladder, threading the lacy white curtain onto the metal rod. Beyond the window she saw the spreading, well-kept lawns of the new housing development. She felt good about the move from the small apartment to the new house, even though she and Bill couldn't really afford it.
Here she was, a child bride almost, although she neither looked like it nor felt like it. She was seventeen; Bill was twenty-four.
"Mrs. William Glass," she whispered to herself as she stepped off the ladder. It should be better than it was.
She was married and out of her ugly home, with her ugly parents. They had been glad to get rid of her and she was glad to be rid of them. All her mother ever did was whine, and all her stepfather ever did was stay drunk and look at her with lecherous eyes.
"Mark my words, Elsie," he would say when they were out of ear-shot of her mother, "with a big beautiful body like that you'll come to no good end. You might just as well start with me."
He had tried twice, and both times she had scratched his face into hamburger.
Bill had been an easy out. She wasn't sure she loved him, but anything was better than staying at home. Then, when he had taken her to bed and turned on the wild sex that had lain dormant in her body, she was sure that she loved him.
Then she found out that she wanted more than Bill could give her. She had already had two brief affairs in the last two months. But she had done it very carefully and discreetly. Or thought she had.
But Bill found out. He was due for a promotion, more money. So they decided to move away from the city, to the suburbs, so Elsie would be removed from temptation.
But now the urge, the need, was back. And she didn't know how long she could hold out.
She stood looking out the window for a moment. She felt, as she so often did these days, the scalding tears well up in her eyes, spill over, coursing down her cheeks. She wiped them away with the back of her hand.
It was bad enough, she thought, that Bill now hated her. No, she couldn't blame him for that. But he bated himself, too. And that, somehow, was worse. Her mind went back to the early days of their courtship… God, they'd been like children, then, innocent as lambs. And be had been so full of hopes, so starry-eyed. He'd been ready – and he's considered himself able – to beat the world, back in those days.
But now here they were, in this shining little house, all chrome and tile and polished wood, circling each other like a couple of dogs, ready to spring at one another's throats, but somehow too civilized to let themselves go. Something she had read years before came back to her. "Hell is… other people."
And they had made the damndest little hell for each other that anybody could imagine.
Elsie automatically glanced at her watch, saw that the hour was late, knew that Bill would be home for dinner soon.
She got to her feet and went into the kitchen, got the vegetables from the refrigerator, the meat from the freezer, found a cook book and looked up the recipe for Bill's, favorite dessert. She beat the eggs into a froth, folded in the cream, her mind on her husband. What did he want, really?
Her mind went back, once again, over their whole life together, and she knew that they had never really been happy. There had been something missing between them, something other people had. What was it? What did Bill really want?
And suddenly she knew.
He wanted a whore. Only he wouldn't admit it to himself. He loved to make her tell him about all her affairs when he was angry with her. But actually he seemed to enjoy it, to wallow in her shame.
Well, tonight she would give it to him.
She heard the squeal of tires as he drove up, parking the car in front of the house, beard his heavy footsteps on the stairs, on the front porch, the slam of the screen door as he came in. He ailed her from the living room.
"How about a martini?" he called.
"Coming right up!" she called back.
Elsie brought him his drink, well-chilled, perfect.
"Well, it happened."
"What?"
"That son-of-a-bitch boss of mine… Jeff Montlan."
"What about him?" Elsie said, a slight ripple running up her back at Montlan's name. He had a reputation for being the wildest and craziest lover around. And he didn't care who knew it.
"He turned down my promotion," Bill said angrily, and snapped his fingers. "Just like that! And then he went off to spend the weekend on his boat with his cronies and his whores!"
"Bill, I'm sorry."
"Forget it," he said, gulping his drink. "What's for dinner?"
"I'll put it on the table."
"We might as well enjoy the house, while we can afford it."
Elsie served the dinner in silence, and they ate it in silence, although it was one of her better efforts, as even she had to admit. After dinner, Bill went back into the living room, looked through a couple of magazines, watched television for a while, and then got up, yawning, to go into the bedroom.
"I think I'll turn in," he said, closing the door behind him.
Elsie finished the dishes, waiting until she was sure that Bill had climbed in between the sheets, and then turned the lights off. She entered the bedroom.
She crossed to the bed and stood for a moment. He paid no attention to her. She let her dress slip to the floor.
"Bill?"
"Yeah?"
"Are you… are you in the mood?"
"I don't think so, honey. I've had a hell of a day."
Elsie turned and bent to pick up the dress at her feet, hoping he could see the thin nylon strip of her tights, slipping tautingly into the crease between her buttocks, catching there as she straightened up. She walked across the room towards the closet, the dress folded over her arm, her smoothly rounded ass cheeks quivering voluptuously.
Bill was watching every movement.
She turned around, quietly slipping the straps of her brassiere down off her shoulders, unhooking the clasps at the back, sliding it off so that her full, resilient breasts fell free. Just as nonchalantly, as gracefully, she slipped her panties down over her firm, quivering thighs. She stood before him for a moment, and, he thought he had never seen anything quite so beautiful.
The sight of her magnificent breasts, the breath-taking contours of her big body, even the little triangle of hair at the base of her smooth white belly sent little shivers of joy through him, set his loins on fire.
As slowly, as deliberately as she had undressed, she walked across the room towards her husband. He sucked in his breath as she approached him, feeling his cock jerk and lurch, feeling the hardness encompass it. She dropped to her knees beside the bed, rolling the covers back.
Bill lay on the bed in the silk pajamas she had bought him for his birthday. With a quick but gentle gesture, she cased her hand inside his fly and began to stroke his hotly throbbing prick, pulling the foreskin back and forth, sending thrills up and down his spine.
"Are you sure you don't want to?" she whispered, smiling. "I want to."
"You always want to," he retorted.
That chilled her, but she was determined that tonight would be different. Besides, she had discovered what her big body could do to a man's cock.
And Elsie did have a big, lush body. She was five foot ten of feminine hollows and voluptuous curves. Everything about her implied sex – her thrusting breasts which pushed out sweaters, bikinis, blouses to the explosion point. Her hips, large, wide, hungry-looking. Her thick animal thighs, well-shaped, caressable calves, nicely shaped ankles, perfectly proportioned feet.
She lay next to him, moving her magnificent body gently before his eyes, enticing him, luring him. The light from the bathroom door enhanced her lush curves. Bill couldn't help himself. His eyes widened with lust as he looked at her. His cock hardened.
"Don't you want to put your cock in my pussy, Bill?" she purred, in her pouty, little-girl voice.
"You know damn well I do," he said, running his hand up and down her body, cupping her buttocks and breasts hotly.
"Mmmmmmm," she mewled. "I feel good too… real good."
Without taking his eyes from her beautiful form, Bill began to strip off his pajamas, and soon he lay before her completely naked, his cock swollen with passion, his balls tightening in anticipation.
Slowly, as if in a dream, the two of them embraced urgently, clutching each other's nakedly hot bodies with total abandon. Elsie loved the muscular hardness of his powerful frame, and her hands roamed eagerly over every part… his back, his shoulders, his hips, his buttocks. She gripped the hard flesh hungrily, as if she could devour it with her hands.
"There's not an ounce of fat anywhere," she whispered. "I love your body… I love it!"
God, she was a bitch, Bill thought. It'll probably be like every other time. She won't get enough, and I'll feel guilty because I can't satisfy her. But God, what man could satisfy her? Maybe Jeff Montlan could satisfy her; they say he wears women out.
But even as be thought these things about his wife, he knew he would fuck her. He wanted her, even if he couldn't completely satisfy her.
He was shaking with desire as he ran his hands over the satin-smooth skin of her sculptured body. He kneaded her pliant breasts, reveling in their resiliency, and squeezed the nipples until they tightened and grew hard as rubber. Then he slid his hands down to grip the silky curves of her hips as she thrust her pelvis back and forth, inviting his throbbing cock to realms of erotic delight. His blood-engorged shaft stood erect, hard as a rock, yearning to plunge into her wet pussy.
Elsie clasped his huge tool with her hands and skillfully pulled back the soft foreskin to expose the rubbery head, teasing it with her nimble fingers, rubbing and shaking it with moves that drove him into a frenzy of sensuality.
"Ohhhhh, shit… oh shit," he groaned, "don't do that too much. You know how I am, I'll come right in your hand!"
Yeah, I know how you are, Elsie thought grimly. But tonight's going to be different. Tonight I'll be such a whore for you that you'll never want to stop fucking me!
"Play with my cunt, Bill… hurry," she gasped. "Play with it, then fuck it!"
Quickly his hand found the curling strands of pubic hair that surrounded her warm, vaginal slit, and his fingers snaked teasingly into the moist flesh, exploring every inch of her wet hole. As his fingers roamed lewdly, she cried out with pleasure, and then gasped when he found her tender clitoris and pressed it, making it rise eagerly.
She gripped his swollen cock tightly and began to jerk it up and down, as the young husband thrilled her beyond words with his fingering. Then he moved away from the hardened bud of her clit until his fingers found the puckered ring of her cunt. He explored it for a moment, inserting his middle finger into her creamy hole and then, with one brutal stroke, he shoved his finger in completely.
"Yessssssss!" she shrieked, as his sudden thrust produced a throbbing mixture of pain and delight. She opened her legs wide, to receive his invading finger. "Ohhh, yeeeeeeeesssss!"
"God, you do love it, don't you?" he hissed, his face a mask of anger and passion.
"Ohhhh, shit, yessss, you know I do! I love it!" she moaned, not hearing the sarcasm in his voice, just the lust.
Hungrily, almost viciously, Bill slid his middle finger into the deep, moist interior of her cuntal sheath. He twisted and probed, widening the eager walls, as she screwed herself down onto his hard, impaling finger, moaning happily, while she continued to jerk his cock up and down with her hands.
"I want you," Bill cried out, suddenly. "I want to fuck the living daylights out of you!"
"Oh, then do it, lover, do it!" Elsie cried, driven to the point of quaking lust by his thrusting strokes.
Slowly, she pulled away from him, as he cased his finger out of her stretched and steaming hole. She moved quickly towards the minor on the wall, and knelt down, dog-fashion, facing it.
Damn, Bill thought, what the hell's she up to?
Her shimmering buttocks waved at him lewdly, a vulgar invitation to be taken from the rear.
Christ, he thought, she wants me to take her from behind and watch it in the mirror. She's incredible!
For a brief moment, he was upset by her actions, because he had never met anyone so bizarre and shameless in his life, but after the initial shock, he found himself eagerly anticipating the act. Once again his wife was calling forth the darker, animal instincts within him – and he liked it!
"Fuck me, darling… fuck me from behind," Elsie urged. "Sink that cock of yours right into my pussy."
At her words, he exploded with raging passion. He moved to her like a panting beast; the veins along the length of his swollen tool were fully outlined, and his balls trembled with lust. He positioned himself behind her, and placed his pulsing cockhead at the entrance to her pussy, ready to slice inward.
At that moment he caught sight of himself in the minor and could hardly believe what he saw. He was like someone else. He looked like a satyr, or a demon. Potent and obscene beyond his wildest dreams. He was overwhelmed by what he saw, and raw power filled his body. He suddenly wanted to tear her apart with his cock. Tear her to shreds with his incredible power!
"Shove it in me, baby!" Elsie screamed, her head thrown back, her green eyes swimming with passion, her hair fanning wildly out over her shoulders. "Now!"
With a deep, savage growl, Bill shoved his massive cock all the way into her tight, cuntal sheath, sinking up to the hilt till the wide base of his prick slammed against the curling outer lips of her vaginal entrance. Wet, sluicing sounds filled the air, exciting them both.
"Ohhhhhh!" she moaned. "You feel so good…soooogooood!"
He began to move his cock in and out of her, slowly at first, as tantalizing ripples of pleasure washed through his body. Elsie pumped back in exact timing to his strokes, her vaginal walls growing wetter and wider and clutching hungrily at his lust-inflamed rod.
"Baby," he moaned, "I'm going to fuck you! Fuck you!"
"Do it!" she replied in a husky, passion drenched voice. "Oh, Bill, darling… do it!"
A savage, bestial passion overtook them both. Bill fucked his cock into her with mounting intensity.
Elsie went crazy watching herself being impaled. The image in the minor was fascinating for them both. It was like looking at a pornographic movie, with them as the stars. The sight of their two naked bodies writhing obscenely reflected in the glass, was the most lewd thing she had ever seen. And she reveled in it!
She was breathing heavily now as she watched the crude images in the minor. She saw him driving his lusty cock into her, his muscular body gleaming with a light film of sweat, writhing and arching as he fucked her. It drove her to excruciating heights of sensuality, and she eagerly pumped her hips, gripping his thick, wet tool with the hidden muscles of her pussy, pulling, sucking, trying to draw him as far inside her as possible.
"Harder!" she cried. "Do it harder! Hurt me! Oh, baby, hurt me… hurt meeeeee!"
These words coming from his wife's lips suddenly jolted Bill. For the first time he fully realized the extent of her wantonness. Until now he had relished it, because of what she called up in him, but, without warning, his conscience suddenly hit him.
Elsie sensed his sudden withdrawal, and she quickly made an attempt to bring his mind and body back to her.
"Don't stop," she cried. "Not now! Ram your prick in my cunt. Now, baby… now!"
Her obscene words were all he needed to turn his attention back to the matter at hand. Immediately, the savage animal fury returned to his body and his head cleared of all other thoughts as he once again began to plunge his hugely swollen cock into her hungry hole.
He fucked her without mercy, his hard, muscular buttocks swinging back and forth, his eyes glued once again to the torrid, pornographic images in the mirror. His thick, sinewy prick was throbbing near the bunting point, and his round, hairy balls slapped wetly against the hot, moist inner thighs of her luscious body.
"Aaaaaggggghhhhh! That's it!" Elsie cried out as he drove brutally into her. She lost herself in the burning, painful excitement of his rock-hard prick tearing along the steaming, quaking walls of her cunt. "That's it! Oh baby, fuck me good!"
Bill now impaled her with demonic force, plunging in and out, his lust-bloated cockhead sliding fiercely along the hot, wet cuntal sheath like a piston. He reached his hands around and squeezed the soft, supple mounds of her breasts, gripping them hard, and sending more excruciating pain through Elsie's passion-crazed body. At that moment, his seed began to surge in his flaming loins, filling his balls as they swung and bounced furiously.
"I'm… Cu… cu… cummmmmming!" he cried. "Commmmminnnng!"
Elsie became enveloped in throbbing, burning excitement. Her blood raced fervishly through her body, her skin tingled as if singed with fire. The pounding, raging thrills in her pussy grew to earthquake proportions and waves of hotly pulsing pleasure surged through her.
"Aaarrrrgggghhhh!" she screeched. "Fuck, oh, fuck! Fuuuuuuucccccckkkk!"
Her lust-inflamed cuntal walls palpitated wildly and gushed forth her steaming female creams as Bill bucked his body in the grips of wild, demonic spasms. In the next second, he exploded with white, bubbling cum that burst from the parted lips of his cockhead and streamed into her pussy like a thickly rushing river of lava.
"Aaaaaaaahhhhhhhh!" he screamed, as his white-hot male cum spurted madly into her trembling pussy. He arched his body triumphantly as she drew in his seed in rapture, her body writhing luridly, shaking with pleasure. Her cuntal juices were flowing freely, gushing around his jerking prick, mingling with his juices. They both watched their climax with bulging, staring eyes in the minor before them.
"Yesssss… ahhh…" she mewled, as little sparks of delight spread to every part of her body. "Ohhhhhh!"
Gradually, Bill spent himself completely as the last bubbling drops flowed into her flooded channel. Then, he slowly withdrew and sank into the soft furriness of the shag rug, completely exhausted.
Elsie sank down beside him and let the cool air waft over her body.
"That was real nice," she cooed, her fingers playing lazily with his softened prick.
"Yeah…?" he said in a low voice. Inwardly, however, he was disturbed. Immediately after his climax, he had once again had a vision of her with other men. He wondered how many men she had fucked that he didn't know about.
Elsie turned and noticed that his mind was far away. She had vividly been aware that there was a moment during their wild fucking when his mind had wandered elsewhere, and she didn't like it.
"What's the matter?" she asked.
"Nothing… nothing. Look, El, I'm tired."
Elsie sat up, amazed. "You're tired?"
"That's right," he said, knowing what was coming.
"Well, I'm not tired!"
"Well, you should be… you came, didn't you?"
"A little… but not enough."
Then the feeling of inadequacy washed over him and anger set in. "Then go fuck some of your boy friends. Maybe they can get you off ten or twenty times a night like you seem to need."
"You bastard," she said, starting to cry.
"I need some sleep." He rolled away from her.
"Maybe I'll just do that," Elsie hissed.
"Go ahead. And, while you're at it, why don't you go out to Jeff Montlan's boat and fuck him? Maybe if you satisfy him, he'll give me that promotion!"
"You shit!" she screamed. "You fucking shit!"
"Shut up… I'm tired."
Elsie ran into the bathroom and slammed the door behind her. She sat on the edge of the tub crying for an hour. When the shock of it all wore off, she repaired her face, combed her hair, and returned to the bedroom.
Bill was snoring loudly. She dressed carefully and quietly. When she was satisfied with herself in the mirror, she slid out of the room and descended the stairs.
She leafed through the book until she found the number, then dialed. It rang several times, and then a man's deep, resonant voice answered.
"Mr. Montlan…?" Elsie said.



CHAPTER NINE


Jeff Montlan hung up the phone and pulled a robe over his naked body. There was a rustle from the double bunk across the cabin. He turned to see the naked teen-ager he had just fucked slide her legs to the floor.
"Who was that, Jeff honey?"
"A lady."
"Oh?"
"Yes. Actually, she's the wife of one of my employees."
"What did she want?"
"She's coming over."
"What?"
"Yes," Jeff said, smiling. "I told her you were here and she said she didn't mind."
"Damn you."
"Damn me all you want, but I have a hunch we'll all orgy together when she arrives!"
"I don't want an orgy. I just want you," the girl pouted.
"Then get out."
"You heard me. Get the fuck out!"
The girl gathered her clothes with a look of fear and lurched for the cabin door. Jeff fixed himself a drink, lit a cigarette, and sat down to wait.
An hour later, Elsie came down the ladder from the main deck. He wasn't prepared for what he saw.
His eyes bulged in astonishment when all of Elsie's buxom, five-foot-ten frame finally stood before him.
"You're beautiful," he gasped.
"You're not so bad yourself," she replied, dropping her coat across a chair.
She was a knockout, Jeff thought, his prick already beginning to rise. Her flaming hair was puffed up in a provocative bouffant. Her liquid green eyes were circled with dark makeup, and her lips were the color of cherry syrup. Her ripe, voluptuous breasts were pushing but haughtily from the skin-tight dress she wore. Her waist was trim and the snug garment emphasized her lush, curving hips and sleek legs. She was young, but she had the confidence of an assured, sexy female, exuding a strong animal quality that made his cock rub roughly against his robe.
"Want a drink?" be said hoarsely. "Just a short one."
"Help yourself," he said, gesturing to the bar.
His mouth watered as she turned and moved to the bar. Her round, jiggling ass encased in the tight dress was spectacular.
"How about you?" she asked, catching him for a moment as he openly admired her body.
"A short one."
As she fixed the drinks, he found himself completely drawn to this girl. She vibrated sensuality and excitement with every liquid curve of her body. As she sat on the arm of his chair and handed him the drink, her breasts jutted out, taunting him. It was all he could do to keep from reaching out lustily and grabbing them.
"I hope you didn't come just to talk," he said. "I hope not," she said, smiling over the rim of her glass.
He returned her smile and poked a button beside bin chair. Music filled the cabin.
Jeff watched as she stood and set her drink on a nearby table. Then he was utterly captivated the seductive girl began to pump her hips lewdly in time to the music.
"I just love good music… makes me want to dance all night. I just love to dance…" she glanced at him with a suggestive glint in her eyes. "Do you? Like to dance, I mean?"
"Yeah…" he said, sensing her double meaning. "Yeah, sometimes."
Elsie laughed huskily and continued to dance. Inwardly, however, she was excited. She was as attracted to his man as be was to her.
She craved wild excitement and wild sex and she had a strong hunch that this man, Jeff Montlan, could give it to her. He was no Bill. He had fucking in his eyes.
He was tough-looking, and handsome; she liked the way his powerful body filled, his robe. The young wife wondered if he had a big cock, and if be knew how to use it!
Well, there's only one way to find out, she mused. Just one way.
She leaned close to him, so close that her creamy, scarlet, lips were temptingly near his mouth. "What did you think I came here for?" she whispered.
"To help your husband's promotion."
"Screw my husband."
Her bluntness hit him hard because of her youth. But he liked it. She was practically begging him to fuck her; his cock was as hard as a rock in his robe and strained excitedly against the material. He wanted her. He wanted to fuck the hell out of her from the minute he saw her.
Elsie leaned in to him as if she were reading his adulterous thoughts.
"I'll bet you've got a real big one, lover," she whispered. "I like to have a big, hard prick inside my cunt… I like to get fucked real hard, you know what I mean?"
Jeff was staggered. He had never met anyone quite like her in his entire life. His body throbbed with passion and he thought his cock would explode at any minute.
"I realize you're married," he said, gazing with fiery sensuality into her eyes, "but you know there's nothing wrong with a little on the side… I mean, if you're a lonely girl, and you're away from…" He slowly let her tongue lick his lips, leaving a glistening wetness in its path, "and nobody had to know about it… It'll be our little secret… because I want you to fuck me. What do you say?"
"I say let's fuck," she said. "Because I can see from the lump in your robe that you've got what I want. And I want it rammed up in me!"
Her lips were warm, moist, incredibly soft and welcoming, the fragrance of her perfume maddening. All at once she stiffened in his arms, drove her lips more frantically into his. Her body trembled, then began to writhe, as she worked her breasts into his chest. Her lips parted slightly and her tongue worked its way between his teeth.
"Wow…" she gasped as they parted. "Where have you been hiding?"
"I could say the same about you," he replied, smiling.
Again they kissed. Her lips were cool from the drink, but only momentarily. She was insatiable, her arms dragging him closer and closer to her body, her lips and tongue doing beautifully evil things with his.
"Oh, Jeff," she sighed as she withdrew from his embrace, "it's going to be good…"
Again she gulped rapidly at her drink, replaced it on a low table. Then she went to the center of the room, kicked off her shoes. "Dance, Jeff?" she purred, her eyes dark with wild promise.
Then their bodies came together, moving in sensuous, easy motion, Elsie answering Jeff's lead with perfect, beautiful grace. She looked up yearningly at him. "Kiss me, Jeff," she said. "Please."
Mouths locked together, eyes closed, they continued dancing, allowing the hot fires of desire to possess them, their bodies tightly intertwined. She moved her breasts against him in arousing, premeditated design. It seemed suddenly that his stomach became a bubbling cauldron.
The desire continued to mount within them, turning their bodies rigid, causing their hands to tremble. Without knowing what he was doing, Jeff began to clench his fingers in the flesh at her waist. "Careful," she breathed. "Don't hurt me, Jeff… at least, not just yet…"
Then he leaned, buried his lips in her lovely throat, just beneath her ear. She sighed deeply. His fingers found the zipper at the back of her dress, and all control suddenly dissolved. He slid down. She made no protest, only snuggled her breasts closer to him. When the zipper reached the small of her back, she stopped, pulled away, then let him draw it from her shoulders, pleasurably watching it slither down her waist to flower in a heap at her feet.
She removed the slip herself, pulling it artfully over her head, shaking her hair into place as the slip joined the dress. For a moment she stood with her hands on her hips, a strange smile on her lips, watching the expressions flicker over Jeff's face, savoring this moment of wanton exhibition.
She was dressed in a black bra and panties, her body full, her long shoulders giving her pace, her waist nipped in beautifully, her hips flaring into arousing curves. The bra was nylon, flimsy, transparent, speckled with small embroidered flowers. The pulsating nipples of her breasts, growing, stunned him and made his arms and hands go rigid with wanting her.
She moved toward him, retaining her saucy, proud pose. She stood before him, her hair slightly mussed, her mouth drawn into a puckish smile, a combination of wantonness and innocence.
"Do the rest, lover?" she asked.
Jeff pulled her close, kissed her again, his hands sliding hungrily along her back, caressing and clenching the firm silkiness of her ass. Then his hands moved up to the clasps of her bra. She stood limp, unresisting, enjoying her feigned helplessness.
She backed off, let Jeff pull the bra from her. Immediately his fingers came up and cupped the creamy flesh, stroking the red tips of her nipples.
"Jeff…" she whispered, placing her hands over his, holding them motionless against her.
Finally she released him. "The rest," she said, as if she were in a trance.
He removed the panties, sinking to his knees as he pulled them from her ankles. The curling hair of her cunt made his mouth water and the blood pound in his cock and brain.
"Ohhhhh, shit," he groaned, and pressed his roaming tongue over the ripples and folds of her twitching pussy.
"Ummmmmm… I hope your cock's as good as your tongue," she sighed, spreading her thighs and throwing her hips forward to send her pussy into his face.
His tongue found its way to her hole and he rammed it into her channel, sucking at the steaming juices he found there.
He could hardly keep from losing his balance and it was only with great effort that, he finally staggered to his feet. She rose at the same time and within moments they embraced feverishly. Jeff clutched at her body hungrily, burying his face between her thrusting breasts, sniffing the supple skin that affected him like an aphrodisiac. Brutal, animal passion throbbed through his body, and a roaring surge of sexuality engulfed him like a tidal wave.
Elsie eagerly ran her hands over his body, reveling in the muscularity and hardness of her powerful frame. She knew in both her mind and her body that she had never been so eager to be fucked as she was at this moment.
"You're beautiful," she murmured, "beautiful!"
She pulled away from him momentarily and urgently began to tear off his robe. Soon he was totally naked, swaying before her, crazed with lust. She groaned with delight as she saw his nakedly exposed loins, his cock arched and swollen with excitement, his huge balls swaying heavily between his legs. Hungrily, she reached down and grasped his massive tool with her hands, deftly slipping back the soft foreskin and exposing the purplish, blood-engorged head.
"My God," she gasped as she kneeled down before him. "That's the biggest cock I've ever seen!"
"It's exactly a foot long, baby," Jeff said proudly. "Think you can handle it?"
"I'll handle it," Elsie sighed. "I'll suck and fuck it raw!"
She wrapped her mouth around the throbbing shaft eagerly and began to suck wildly, as her hands clutched at his hairy balls. She loved the musky odor that filled her nostrils as she took his enormous shaft into her mouth, fitting her teeth brush lightly against the skin on the cockhead. Lewd, shameless passion burst through her as she sucked his massive cock and ran her hands over his firm, muscular thighs.
"Wow… what a woman… what a cocksucker," Jeff gasped as he saw every inch of his meat disappear into her face. It got to him immediately. He was completely consumed with savage excitement; waves of hot pleasure shot through him as he gripped her silky mane of hair with his hands and pushed his prick back and forth, shoving his stiff pole in and out of her mouth. He glanced down at the sight of the ravishing beauty sucking him with complete abandon. It filled him with a sense of raging power, and he was nearly coming from the excitement.
"Oh, yes! Oh, baby, suck it," he urged. "suck it!"
Suddenly he was overcome with the desire to plunge his tongue into her pussy.
"Let me taste you, too!" be cried out, yearning to tongue-fuck this Amazon Goddess. "Let me shove my tongue into your sweet pussy!"
"Yes… oh, yessss," she moaned. Quickly she led him to the double bed and lay back seductively, spreading her legs widely, exposing the glistening auburn triangle of her pussy up fully to him. He lurched across the room, his eyes bulging obscenely at the lust-inciting woman, and climbed on the bed, positioning himself above her on his hands and knees, his cock swaying above her mouth. He pressed his face into her warm cunt. At once, her sweet, feminine fragrance wafted up to his nose, and with a deep groan he plunged his stiffened tongue into her fleshy slit, burying his face in that inviting mound, delighted at the taste of her wet, sweet pussy-flesh.
At the same time, Elsie took his stiff rod into her mouth, devouring the thickened male flesh with delight, gripping his hips tightly with her hands. She undulated her body, spreading her legs even wider.
As more and more of his meat sank into her throat and as his tongue danced wildly in her pussy, she somehow knew that she would never see her husband again. This huge hunk of male meat was the cock that she had lain awake so many nights dreaming about.
She loved it, she loved his cock. And that was more than she had ever loved about Bill.
She lifted her knees and closed her thighs around the bobbing head and sucking mouth that was driving her pussy to a quick climax. She shoved her hips upwards, pressing hard against his hotly questing mouth, while she sucked at his enormous prick, her lips clutching the thick, wet flesh as if it were the most delicious thing in the world.
"Ummmmmgggghhhhhh!" she moaned as she worked her mouth over his cock. "Uuunnnnngggghhhh!"
Jeff, sweating profusely and excited beyond words, plunged his tongue deeply into the shuddering, pulsing walls of her pussy, whirling and rotating his tongue with total abandon, driving Elsie to excruciating heights of passion.
Her sex-hungry cunt was grinding up into his face, pressing the slippery flesh hard against his lips, flaring open eagerly to devour his pleasure giving tongue, while she sucked his huge rod, sending shivers of lust crashing through his loins.
Elsie's mind was screaming what his cuntful mouth was chanting: "Suck… suck…suck… suck!"
Her hands clasped him around his back as she took his cock deeply into her mouth, savoring every incredible inch. The rubber-hard head crashed against the back of her throat and still she kept on sucking. Her tongue roved greedily over the throbbing veins that stood up along the length of the shaft.
Gripping her legs with his hands, Jeff shoved his tongue into her wet pussy as deeply as possible, while moving his pelvis back and forth, shoving his massive cock in and out of her slavering mouth.
A swelling, tidal feeling began to pervade Elsie, and hot sparks raced through her skin and body. She knew at once that her moment of release wasn't far oil, and she removed her face from his crotch.
"I want you to shove it in me now!" she rasped hoarsely. "Swing around and fuck me, lover!"
Feverishly, Jeff reversed his position, clambering awkwardly over her voluptuous form until his cock was poised at the opening in her crotch. He brutally shoved his cock all the way in until he could feel its base slam hard up against the ring that circled her opening. Then be began to swing in and out with such powerful lunges that she shrieked in a combination of pain and ecstasy.
"Oh shit, what a cock!" she screeched. "You're clear up to my fucking tits! Fuck it, lover! Fuck my pussy! Fuck meeeeee!"
She wrapped her throbbing legs tightly around his hips, and dug her heels into the muscles of his buttocks, increasing the depth of his demonic fucking. Then she began to thrust back with her hips in perfect rhythm with his savage strokes.
They were both at such a fever-pitch of excitement that their release was imminent. Already Jeff could feel his balls inflate with boiling cum. His body was engulfed in wild convulsions as be fucked, driven to unbelievable passion now. He felt like a boiling volcano ready to explode.
"I'm coming, baby," he cried out. "Oh fuck, I'm coming like hell!"
Elsie was nearly fainting from her own quaking orgasm, hot and nearly smothered by her own sweat, her body rippling with the pain of tight restraint, her loins blazing.
"Aaaaiiieeeeee!" Jeff shrieked as his jerking prick suddenly gushed forth wave after wave of scalding cum that rolled into her clutching cunt.
Fiery, wet fluid from her cuntal walls mingled with his cum as the two wanton lovers writhed shamelessly in their orgasm.
"Christ! Oh, Christ!" Elsie groaned loudly, her body rocketed with intense waves of climax, her pussy clenched hotly around Jeff's jerking, draining cock, drenched with scalding juices.
Finally, after what seemed like an eternity of ecstasy, their passion passed its peak. Slowly, the intensity of their love-making diminished until finally Jeff lay exhausted sprawled on top of Elsie's voluptuous form.
"Ohhhhh…" he moaned, having just experienced the most incredible orgasm of his life. "Ohhhh, Goddam…"
"I agree," she panted, slipping her heavy weight to her side so they lay facing each other.
"You're something else," be said, smiling.
"SO are you… but tell me something."
"Yeah?"
"After a wild come like that… how long does it take you to get it up, so you can go again?"
"'Bout ten minutes," he replied. "Five if you suck it!"
"What's exactly what I wanted to hear," Elsie said, running her tongue across his belly and into his pubic hair until she could taste the mixture of their cum on his cock.
Jeff called his office and okayed Bill's promotion. He also mentioned that he wouldn't be in for a few days. He told his secretary that he had to go out of town on an urgent business deal.
Elsie called Bill and told him that she needed a few days by herself to figure things out. He didn't seem to mind too much.
They upped anchor and sailed up the coast to a place where no one but Jeff's very closest friends could possibly find them.
They fucked each other's brains out for three days.
On the afternoon of the third day, they were lolling nude on the roof of the cabin in a tiny, secluded cove. Out of the corner of her eye, Elsie could see Jeff's watching the rise and fall of her tits as she lay on her back and breathed deeply.
"Penny for your thoughts?" he said.
She smiled. "What has been my only thought every moment we've been together?"
"Fucking," he said, listing his cock and rolling closer to her.
"Then, honey," she said, "you'd better get that meat of yours inside me right now, 'cause I'm leaking so much pussy juice that I'm liable to sink this boat of yours!"
Jeff leaned over and touched her pussy; he could feel the delicious fluid dribbling all over his prying, curious fingers. He lifted his fingers to his lips, tasted the honeyed dew, and thought that this beautiful girl's cunt juice was better than the best champagne. Every few seconds he would bring his fingers up to his mouth so that he could suck the sticky stuff off them.
"Don't, worry, honey," he said, "in a minute I'm going to give you a real clit-busting bang!"
Elsie tied to give a little giggle but it could only come out as a sort of throttled gasp, as his fingers gently brushed over the soft knot of her labia, then gave them a hard pinch that nearly sent her off in a pounding, spasmodic come right there. Jeff knew well how to keep a burning, passionate cunt on the tooth-grating edge of a come without somehow ever being pushed all the way over.
"Pity I'm not a sadist," Jeff said, "'cause sometimes I think women would prefer to have the daylights whipped out of them then to have to go through this suspense."
And it was true. From Jeff, Elsie had enjoyed all the perversions she had missed being married to Bill. In the days that they had spent together, his constant theme had been the fact that Elsie was wasting her body on one man. He, himself, would never think of wasting his magnificent cock on just one woman.
But it was hard to think about that now as she felt the pangs of passion beginning in her sopping pussy. She felt his fingers circle maddeningly nearer and nearer her clit. She felt that anything had to be better than the torment to which this handsome, self-confident male was subjecting her at this moment.
Yet at the same time, the agony felt so blissful that she almost thought that she would like to have it go on forever, rather than be resolved in the pelvis-hammering spasms which she knew from the tingling in her tits and slit could only be seconds away.
What made it all the worse, she thought, was the way in which Jeff was sitting there, seemingly cool as a cucumber. A lot of that had to be a pose, she knew, for a glimpse of his rampant prick – a sort of iron banana with a big red head – showed that he was pretty worked up by the job he was doing to her tender body. She could even see a drop of pre-cum glisten on the angry head, showing how furious the big tool was at having so long been denied the feel of warm cunt walls around it, the feel of a wet, passionate pussy.
But Jeff had really learned how to play her body in the short time they had been together. And for a stud like him, a task such as fucking the life out of a pretty girl like Elsie – particularly when the girl in question was an unsatisfied little bride who had never had a good screwing – was ideally a long, drawn-out task. He was going to give her a triple come: a finger-off, a tongue-off, and a regular fuck. And so for the moment he was keeping his cock in reserve.
"Ohhhh," she said, "how I'd love to gab that thick dick in my hands and give it a big loving squeeze."
The thought of making his rod go off, of feeling the powerful, pulsating beats in her hand, of seeing the spunk spurt out of the hose, of feeling it splatter on her hand so that she could lick it off, nearly made Elsie come, particularly combined with the insistent pawing that was going on in the fur between her legs.
Jeff felt her teeter on the edge and drew his hand away from the feverish cunt for a second, to prolong the torturing foreplay.
"I know what you're thinking, honey," he said, as he saw how her eyes devoured his cock, "and don't worry, in a second you'll have it in that dainty little mouth of yours. And, after that…"
He didn't have to go on. She knew what heaven it was to be able to squeeze the swollen cock in a playfully threatening way with her teeth. And as for the idea of swallowing it up her moist cunt, that was too delicious to bear thinking about, unless she wanted to come right then and there.
Jeff bent forward and gave a soft, lingering kiss, not to the luscious, bulging nipples, but to the glorious curved underside of her breast. He pushed his tongue out, making a slight indentation in the heaving female flesh.
"Oh, Jeff… Jeff… my nipples, my nipples! I want to feel your tongue on them. I want to see them glisten with your saliva! They hurt for you, darling… make them hurt more!"
Jeff smiled and began to draw his tongue in wide circles all over her breasts, carefully avoiding her tender pink nipples, teasing her. Elsie thought she couldn't possibly stand it another second.
Meanwhile, his fingers were far from idle between her silky legs. He had his thumb stroking the pad of flesh between the clit and the slit while two of his fingers were actually up the hole itself, sliding around on the juice, feeling the warmth of her flesh, the flesh of the most intimate part of her body.
"God damn!" she groaned. "Put it in! Quit teasing me with that big hunk of meat and fuck me with it! Hurry Jeff… fuck me!"
Jeff knew she couldn't be put off much longer, and for that matter, neither could he. Unable to keep her lovely fingers off his meat entirely, she had resorted to pulling and squeezing at his balls, and rubbing his big prick around the root, in the hope that all this would excite him without making him come.
He rolled between her thighs as she tugged his prick into position. "No… NOW! Give it to me now! Shove!"
In went his massive cock, to the hilt. And she loved it. She was being gorged with wonderful male meat. Nothing made her feel more feminine than to be really gorged with prick.
It wasn't hard to be gorged in this case, either. Jeff really was well hung and now that his cock was fully inflated, it was a massive weapon indeed.
Fortunately, the foreplay had gotten Elsie good and lubricated, so that although the cock encountered some resistance, it slid in easily enough. The sensations of the sides of the hole stretching to accommodate his cock made him feel as if he had a prick that was ten feet long.
She gave a loud gasp as he drove it so far home that it was almost literally tapping at the doors of her uterus. She already had her hands on her banging, swinging breasts, but soon she felt his hands pulling her own away, giving him the pleasure of manipulating the soft globes. With an extra thrill in his prick, he filled his hands with the feminine softness, placing his thumb and forefinger around the hard nipples.
There was a sensual thrill running through Elsie's body as it prepared to really let go. He could feel it in her cunt and in the tits that he held in his hands.
He was getting ready to blast off, too, as he shoved and plunged, reveling in the tight, glove-like fit of her sweet cunt around his prick.
Then she was letting go, and the feel of the cuntal spasms around his cock was enough to get him coming. The big cock drove the spurts of creamy spunk deep inside her receptive, eager hole, as her whole body shivered with pleasure. Pleasure at his come, pleasure at her own.
Then, at last, the shivers died down in her body, the shoulders came to rest as she caught her breath. For a moment they just stayed there, with his only slightly softening cock inside the warmth, his hands still cupping her breasts.
"Jesus," she moaned, "you're the best fuck I've ever had and ever will have."
"You mean that?" he asked.
"You bet your ass I do."
"Then get rid of Bill and let's make it permanent."
"Do you mean that?"
"Sure," Jeff said. "I've been looking all my life for a girl like you, who loves sex like I do. We might as well stay together."
Just then they heard a small boat bump along the side, and a voice. "Ahoy… anybody home?"
"Up here, Stacy," Jeff called out. "I want you to meet my future wife!"
"Who's that?" Elsie asked.
"Friend of mine. We do a lot of swinging together. You'll love him… he's a real stud."
"You mean that literally?"
"Of course," Jeff laughed. "Two cocks are always better than one, don't you think?"
Just then Stacy Leeds' smiling face popped up over the deck-well and behind him was a beautiful, smiling blonde. They were bath already starting to take their clothes off.
"Jeff," Stacy said, "this is Margie Blame. She's going to live with me, and I think she'll be a welcome addition to the group."
"She's sure got the body for it!" Jeff said. "Hi and welcome!"
"Hi," the blonde waved.
"And this," Jeff said, motioning toward Elsie where she was lying naked, "is Elsie… the future Mrs. Jeff Montlan."
"Hello there, Elsie," Stacy said, appraising her huge, lush body with his eyes and fisting his now bared cock.
"Hi, Stacy," Elsie said, spreading her legs and using her fingers to pry apart the wet lips of her pussy. "What do you want to do first? Eat it or fuck it?"



CHAPTER TEN


They had barely gotten into the bedroom when Margie started to protest. She didn't want her cunt eaten anymore. Jodie had already done that. Now she wanted some cock. Watching Elsie fuck all three of the men had turned her on again.
But Jodie looked so forlorn, so pathetic, that Margie had decided to humor her. "What do you want to do, honey?"
"Darling," Jodie said, "I want to fuck you. I want to fuck you so good that you'll never want another man. I want to make love to you the way that none of those guys out there ever could."
"Jodie…"
"Shhhhh."
Jodie took a huge rubber dildo from her bag and strapped it around her waist. It was a good three inches longer than Jeff's cock and a little bigger around.
"Jesus," Margie gasped, intrigued by the huge instrument.
Jodie giggled. "I save this for my special girl friends. Spread your legs, Margie honey! Take my cock! I'll be the man, you be the woman… and let's fuck!"
Jodie knelt between Margie's legs. The blonde didn't try to stop her. The thought of having the huge prick up her cunt had started a river of juices flowing from her vaginal walls.
The huge, black instrument, dangling between Jodie's legs looked lewd and obscene. That made it all the more attractive.
As the girl lifted the bulbous head of the phony cock into position at the entrance to Margie's gaping pussy, she spoke again. Her voice had changed. It lost all traces of softness. It took on the harsh, rasping tones of a she-demon.
"All right, you cunt… you cock hungry, man-loving cunt…"
"Jodie, what the…"
"Shut the fuck up!" Jodie hissed. "Take it. Take it, Margie, you dirty bitch! Take my cock and put it in your filthy hole!"
Margie protested but there was a hate, a look of demonic glee in the girl's eyes that seemed to hypnotize her. She grasped the thick rubber prick banging between Jodie's legs. It was positioned there so perfectly, so expertly, that it seemed to spring from the girl's loins as naturally as the real cock of a man.
"What the fuck are you waiting for, bitch?" Jodie shouted.
"Nothing… I…"
"Shut up. Put it in, damnit! You want cock… all right, you cock-fucker, you got it. I'll give you cock."
"Put it in! I'll tear up your pussy with my cock!"
Again Margie grasped the rubber hunk of meat in her hands. It felt almost real. It felt as if it were coming alive under her touch. Then she was guiding it cautiously toward the narrow, hair-lined slit of her wet pussy.
Jodie smiled evilly down at her. She could see that Margie's face, as the head of the prick-split her cuntal lips, changed from an expression of fear and loathing to one of anticipation and excitement.
"That's better, bitch. You'll see how good a fucker I am, Margie. Put it in you, baby!"
With help from Jodie's hips, Margie probed gently at the coral flesh of her cuntal lips, teased them open, ran the dildo up and down over the soft, quivering surface. When at last she found the moist little orifice there between her thighs, she paused, the tip of the phony cock poised, pointed directly at the pinkly glistening hole. And then, with a sigh and a little cry of pleasure-pain, she slipped it through the tight opening.
The hands of both girls had now encompassed the thick length of life-like rubber, and they watched it case into Margie's moist cuntal passage, pushing it in slowly, but ever deeper inside her. She began to mewl with joy as it scraped against the sensitive inner walls of her cunt, pushing the soft, pulsing folds of flesh before it. Her face was filled with an expression of lust-contorted passion.
Above her, Jodie began to fuck in and out, withdrawing the artificial prick almost to the tip, then thrusting it forward, almost to the hilt, while Margie writhed ecstatically beneath her. "What am I doing to you, honey?" she drawled. "Tell me what I'm doing… go on, honey, tell me!"
Margie hesitated a moment, and then she answered falteringly. "You're… you're making love to me."
"No, honey. Tell me! Tell me! You know the words, tell me. I want to hear them!"
Again there was a moment of hesitation, and this time, when she spoke, it was barely above a whisper. "You… you're… fucking me."
"That's right, honey, I'm fucking you. When two women are together, tit to tit, and curt to cunt… that's making love. But when a cock is involved… when a cock rips up your woman hole, that's fucking… lewd, dirty, obscene fucking!"
"No… noooooo!"
"Yes, you bitch! I'm not making love to you… I'm fucking you. Where am I fucking you, Margie?"
"In my cunt."
"That's right. I'm violating your cunt with my cock!" Jodie was shrieking now, like an insane woman. Her face was a grotesque mask of pained honor. "You like cock, don't you, you bitch?"
"Yes… yes."
"But you like this better, don't you…much better!"
Margie was hearing the rantings through her fogged brain, but what Jodie was saying was making very little sense. Margie was, as always, losing herself in the tingling bliss of a full pussy.
She spread her legs wider and lay back, relaxing, into the soft bed. An expression of sheer bliss, of pure ecstasy, floated across her face. She was blocking Jodie out completely.
"Tell me, Dammit!" Jodie screeched. "Tell me you like this better!"
"Whatever you say, Jodie. I like this best." Jodie fucked in and out with a will now, as if the huge, phony cock were indeed an actual appendage to her own body. She drove downward, the thick, hard, rubber dildo spearing deep into Margie's velvety passage. Perspiration dripped from the nipples of her titties to fall in droplets on Margie's vibrating, lust-swollen globes.
"Yes," Margie screamed. "YES! Whoever you are… whatever you are… fuck me…fuck meeeeeee!"
Suddenly she wrapped her legs around Jodie's hips. She struggled desperately to absorb the whole rigid length of molded rubber into the fleshy pink folds of her hungry cunt. She slithered up and down its full length now, as her softly flexing buttocks began a rhythmic beat up and down the long, smooth pole.
There was a loud exclamation from somewhere near the door, but neither of the two girls heard it. It was drowned out by the loud, ecstatic cried echoing from Margie's straining throat.
"Aaaaaaaggggg…ohhhhh…I'm coming… I'm cominnnnnnng… I'm cooommmmminnnnngggg!"
Elsie stood at the door with a glass in one hand and a bottle of champagne in the other. Her eyes were like two burning coals of lust as she watched the torrid fuck-scene on the bed.
She watched, spellbound, as Margie's hips lurched up to meet the onslaught of the impaling rubber dick attached around Jodie's hips and thighs.
As the crescendo of Margie's come reached it peak, Jodie continued to thrust the black dick deep into her writhing belly. The blonde went wild. She writhed insanely, impaled on the obscene, lewd instrument that plunged in and out of her sucking cunt.
She screamed again, and her wail split the air. And then it was over. Margie was taut and tense as she crawled from beneath Jodie's body and slithered off the bed.
"Margie… wait… I'll eat you now… I'll make love to you."
"No thanks," Margie said over her shoulder as she headed for the dear. "I want some of the real thing now."
"Margie," Jodie wailed. "Don't go… I love you!" Tears were streaming down her face. "I want to make love to you."
At the door, Margie turned and looked back at the forlorn figure on the bed. A strange smile crossed her lips. "You just showed something to me, Joe… proved it to me, if you will. Love is dead… there is no such thing for us, our kind, anymore."
"But there is… there is!" the young girl pleaded.
"There, isn't," Margie said, and turned to Elsie. "Are you in love, Elsie?"
"Sure," the big girl laughed. "I'm in love with fucking. Always have been."
"See, Jodie… you're in love with love. We dock tomorrow. You'd better pack and get off before all this fucking drives you nuts. C'mon, Elsie… let's go see if we can find a hard-on. I wanna get laid."
In the living room, with soft whimpering from Jodie still echoing in their ears, Elsie shook her head in perplexity. "God, she's really a weirdo, isn't she?"
"Yeah," Margie replied. "Really sick. Being like her just isn't healthy."
"Or normal. Hey look, the redhead's passed out."
"But Jeff's still got a hard-on," Margie said.
"Now that's healthy!"
"And normal," Margie said. "C'mon… let's both fuck him at once."
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