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CHAPTER ONE


"Come on," the redhead said urgently, "one more time, Mike – please, please?"
Mike casually lit a cigarette as he lay naked in bed beside her hot, pleading body. He glanced at his watch in the glow of the match. Ten to two in the morning.
In less than thirty minutes, the hottest piece of ass he'd ever had in his life would walk though his bedroom door. And before she even said hello or unbuttoned her blouse she'd be going down on his huge cock with fierce hot lips and wild moans.
The redhead was whimpering as she stroked his stiffening rod in her warm fist, rubbing her lust tits passionately to his chest. She was thirty, divorced, and frantically eager to suck and fuck, as if she was running out of time.
"Can't, baby," he told her tersely. "My wife will be walking through that door in a little while. I'd strongly suggest you get your hot beautiful ass moving, unless you feel up to ten rounds of bloody infighting."
"Just a quickie," Sally begged, her tits panting as his prick leaped and throbbed in her fingers. "Here, honey, I'll do all the work, you just lie there and let me do the fucking, okay? Just leave this hot goodie to Sally."
While he lay on his back smoking, the moaning redhead straddled his hips and slid her dripping cunt down on his massive rod. Quickly, Mike stubbed out his cigarette. Jesus, if he didn't have any left for his wife when she got home there would be holy hell to pay. But once the lust-crazed divorcee swung into action, she was impossible to stop, a sobbing, thrashing sex-dynamo.
She hunched down on him as she swung her big hips, digging her swollen tits into his hard chest and biting his lips. She twined her fingers in his hair and tugged, fucking him to a savagely hungry rhythm, her frenzied pussy slapping in a wanton fury on his meat.
Beneath the assault, Mike couldn't resist a grin. She was raping him, for Chrissake, exactly the way she'd done when she first met him a month ago. That was the trouble – trouble with divorcees.
They got it steady for a few years and suddenly realized they were cut off, and they usually went crazy with hunger. And the redhead was absolutely obsessed with his immense prick, crooning over it like a starving dog with a bone.
"Ahhhhhhh, Mike," she groaned, her cunt sucking on his rod with silken heat, "ooooooh, honey, oh, I could fuck you forever! Big beautiful cock! Mmmmmmmmmmmmm!"
He grabbed her ripe ass-cheeks in his fingers and squeezed, letting her do the work. He had to be up at seven in the morning to go to work, he'd just screwed her for thirty torrid minutes, he had another frenzied session with his eager young wife coming up in a few minutes and he'd be tired as a worn-out bull on the job tomorrow, but then he had a vacation coming up soon.
A sex-vacation, not a regular one.
He'd already told Sally he wouldn't be able to see her for two weeks, which was one reason why she was so hysterical about getting her final farewell fuck in. She was whipping her slit up and down on his gorged cock now with soft screams of ecstasy, her cunt-honey soaking his crotch. She was still tight and juicy at thirty, so eager for sex it was embarrassing.
"Oh Mike, I'm commminng! Ahhhhhhh, feels like a – unf! – burning baseball bat! Oh, so fat and hot, ooooooooh!"
Mike repressed a yawn. Not that Sally was boring in the slightest, she was a fiery, clawing piece of ass in fact, but between her and his insatiable wife he desperately needed a vacation from lust.
His wife's little sister was coming down from San Francisco to stay with them for two weeks, and it was a perfect excuse for putting the frantic redhead off for a while. Between her ravenous boiling pussy and his wife Linda's madly hungry cunt, his prick was beginning to feel like raw hamburger.
Mike didn't exactly look forward to playing nursemaid for a couple of weeks to a fucked-up eighteen-year-old, but if the girl had half her sister's sexiness she'd have a stable of boys panting after her, and she'd be out of his hair most of the time. Mike worked days driving a city bus while his wife worked nights as a cocktail waitress, an arrangement that suited his rugged prowess perfectly.
"Coming againnnnn!" Sally gasped, her heavy tits dripping sweat on his chest as she swung her hips violently. God, her pussy went crazy over his thick long prick! For eight years she'd been married to an indifferent insurance salesman who fucked her only two or three times a week. And all that time the passionate redhead thought there was something wrong with her, that if he didn't screw her more often she simply wasn't sexy enough.
The night she separated from him she found out the truth with a bartender. And there'd been an endless string of men ever since, but none of them could turn her on or spark her lust to a white-heat the way Mike could. Good-looking, powerfully muscled and endowed with a massive, rock-hard prick, she could climax a dozen times in a row with him before he shot off his tremendous load in her deliriously happy cunt.
Another wild orgasm burst in her loins as she thrashed her soaked pussy madly on his burning meat, and Sally screamed in her throat with bliss and sank her teeth into his bare shoulder. The dismal knowledge that she wouldn't be screwing him for two weeks drove her to fuck with an almost insane fury, the entire flesh of her trembling nakedness covered with a sheen of sweat.
She'd date other men during this period, and she'd fuck her heart out of course, but it would only be a holding pattern until she could come flying back to Mike's brawny body and huge hot prick.
Beneath the savagely jerking and panting redhead, Mike felt his jism gathering power in his loins. Even a raw hamburger couldn't resist shooting off in Sally's juicy, thrashing cunt.
He'd met the divorcee while he was driving his route one day. She'd sat in the seat directly behind the driver's seat and he started up a casual conversation. She got on at the same stop the next day and the next and within a week they were making it with hot urgency. His own wife was still hotter and juicier and fighter – hell, Linda was only twenty-two and if she didn't have it every night she almost had a nervous breakdown – but big-breasted, ripe-assed Sally wasn't a slouch in the sack, either.
The divorcee's fiery slit was battering his cock relentlessly now as Sally exploded with another shuddering climax. Whimpers of lust came from her throat and her nails raked over his shoulders in a mad dance.
And just as Mike's load was on the verge of bursting the phone jarred. He reached for it.
"Shut-up, for Chrissake!" he snapped at Sally, who was moaning and panting like a delirious nympho. "Freeze, Goddammit!"
Sobbing, she stopped jerking her hips and buried her mouth against the pillow beneath him. Mike answered the phone.
"Yeah?"
"It's me, hon," Linda's voice said. "Listen, I'm going to be late so don't wait up for me, Mike. There's a shortage in the register, a big one, and the owner wants to talk to everyone. I'll probably be at least an hour. Sorry, Mike."
"That's okay, Linda," he said, sighing with relief. "Fact is, I'm a little beat tonight, anyway." He seized a handful of Sally's succulent hot ass and squeezed. "But I'll dream about you, baby."
"Same here, Mike." Her voice grew husky. "Maybe you can make it up to me in the morning before you go to work, okay, stud?"
"Count on it," he said, hanging up the phone. By morning, his loyal prick would rise to the occasion with ease.
"Hey, Sally, you can ease up a little," he told the redhead, slapping her ass playfully. "She won't be home for at least another hour."
Sally squealed with delight, writhing her drenched hot cunt on him lustfully. Mike was no longer on the brink of coming and, without the necessity of having to screw his own wife in the next few minutes, decided to milk the situation.
"Go on down and give me one of your super specials, Sally. Slow and teasing, okay?"
Eagerly, Sally rushed to obey. She scrambled down between his muscled thighs and gripped his thick meat in her fist gently. Purring happily, she flicked her long wet tongue out and Mike gasped as she whirled it lasciviously around his knob.
Then the voluptuous redhead began her super special. She slid as much of his long rod as she could into her warm mouth and started teasing it, cautiously nibbling with her teeth, sucking slow and dreamily to send delicious tingles through his erection. At the same time Mike cupped her head in his hands and began fucking her in the mouth with lewd but leisurely strokes.
Every time his huge prick began to swell and quiver in her mouth, Sally quickly withdrew her lips and darted them down to his balls. She sucked and kissed his hairy testicles with loving lips and tongue, easing up on the thrills to prolong her fervent blowjob.
It was Mike who'd taught her the super special, instructing her patiently the first time he'd screwed her. Her first attempts at blowing him had been clumsy and overeager, a direct assault intended to suck the cream out of his loins as fast as possible. That was the way her husband had taught her, the selfish bastard.
But Mike had trained her quickly, going into vivid detail over the way his own hungry wife went down on him. Determined to outdo his wife, Sally not only learned fast but added a few of her own frills. She would arouse him to the point of ejaculating and suddenly pull her mouth away and blow cooling gusts of air on his prick. Then she'd grasp only the giant knob of his rod in her lips and wriggle her mouth in feverish circles or just shower tiny kisses along the entire length of his hot dick for a few minutes.
"Ooooooh, nice, Sally, terrific blowjob, baby!" Mike groaned when the panting redhead abruptly rammed most of his rod into her mouth and simply held it with soft sucking motions. "Hey, Sally, you're getting to be too much, you beautiful cocksucker!"
Mike lay back casually and wallowed in the dreamy blowjob, not in the slightest bit anxious to get his rocks off now that they had plenty of time. In fact, he'd sort of miss the wildly passionate redhead in the next two weeks. He knew he could slip in a few furtive fucks on the sly if he wanted, even though Sally moved back in with her mother when she was divorced and they'd probably have to go to a motel because of Linda's little sister.
But a vacation would be good for both of them. There would be a lot of time to makeup for when they got back together, a storm of tempestuous fucking to look forward to.
Absence made the pussy grow hotter, he'd learned.
As the lustful divorcee nibbled and kissed and sucked his prick, Mike wondered what Linda's sister would be like. All he knew about her was what Linda had told him. She was eighteen, had gotten into trouble up in San Francisco with the cops a few times over truancy and grass and generally had "behavior problems", as Linda quaintly put it. Meaning, Mike thought wryly, the little bitch was rebellious and nasty and probably a big rude pain in the ass.
But it was only for two weeks. And, what the hell, she might even be cute, considering Linda was one of the sexiest things on high heels. Not her face, which was only vaguely pretty, just a cut above average, but her magnificently curved tits and ass and long, shapely legs. And fantastically wild pussy.
One thing about his wife. Even after two years of nightly sucking and fucking, Mike wasn't the least bit tired of her. He had to have his variety, meaning juicy ass on the side like Sally, but no one could even come close to his leggy blonde wife for sheer excitement, for nerve-racking, spine-tingling, wildly torrid sex. Sometimes Mike thought Linda's cunt was plugged into an electric socket, along with her tight lush mouth and silken hot ass.
Suddenly the moaning redhead beneath him had gone crazy with hunger. She stopped the teasing ritual and was now sucking his boiling meat with fierce intensity, whipping her mouth up and down on his cock with ravenous greed. She wanted his gushing cream in her mouth so fervently tears of urgency were streaming down her cheeks.
"Hey, Sally, shit! Ooooooo, honey, mmmmmmm! Goddamn eat it, suck it, wheeeeeewwwww, wow!"
The moment the first stinging drop burst in her frenzied mouth Sally jerked the trunk of his meat rapidly in her tight hot fist. The thick stream erupted deep in her throat, salty and burning. She swallowed it in fast greedy gulps, craving even more when he went limp, rolling the last few drops around her mouth to memorize the pungent flavor. "Ease up," he cautioned her when she continued sucking madly on his deflated rod. "It's only gonna be two weeks, not two years!"
Slowly, Sally released his prick and sat up with a sigh. "I swear I won't brush my teeth until I see you again," she said. "Lord, I wish I had a gallon of that stuff to take home with me!"
"You won't starve," Mike said sarcastically. She'd probably be so hot for it she'd go down on everything in pants for two weeks, but he couldn't care less. All Mike had to do was snap his fingers once and she'd come running like a puppy dog, and they both knew it.
Sally climbed up on top of him and rubbed her big luscious tits lewdly against his chest. "You know, I've never seen your wife's little sister and probably never will, but I hate the little bitch already," Sally sighed.
"Yeah, well I don't enjoy playing big brother either," Mike said. "But hell, Sally, I've gotta keep my wife happy too, you know."
"You've got enough to keep us all happy," Sally whispered, gyrating her hot soaked pussy to his soft cock. "Just one more time, honey?"
He slapped her naked ass so hard she cried out. "Move it, Sally, for real. I need some sleep. I work too, you know."
Reluctantly, the shapely redhead got up and slowly dressed. She leaned down and kissed him goodbye, bringing her wet lips down to his prick in a tender farewell.
"Whoever I have to do it with, I'll be thinking of you, Mike. Only you."
"Me too," he lied, yawning. "But don't call me, I'll call you, okay?"
"All right," she said, standing with her gorgeous tits thrusting against her dress. "But I'll be seeing you every day, stud. If I can't ride your beautiful cock, I can at least ride your bus."
"Just don't pick up any of my passengers," Mike grinned. "Now beat it."
When she was gone, Mike stretched luxuriously and began drifting off into sleep. For a few moments he felt the faintest twinge of guilt. Hell, here was his faithful young wife working her ripe ass off to make money so they could buy a house while he was screwing the lust-happy divorcee in the bed. Then he reminded himself that what you didn't know couldn't hurt you. With that consoling thought, he fell into a deep sleep.
He forgot the saying worked both ways.
His faithful ripe-assed young wife was at that moment getting ready for a violent, unforgettable session of raw hot sex, for a roller-coaster ride of such intense thrills even Mike would have been shocked if he knew.
Especially if ha could see her beautiful partner.



CHAPTER TWO


The hot pulsing in Linda's cunt grew more excited as she crossed her long silken legs and raised her fresh drink to her lips.
"I mean, even as bartenders go he must be the biggest asshole in the world," Violet said, her dark eyes blazing on Linda's sleek body.
The brunette cocktail waitress licked her lips hungrily as she smiled at the blonde sitting next to her on her sofa. Smaller than Linda, with huge lustrous eyes and a softly rounded body that reeked with sex-vitality, Violet had to resist the wild urge to just burrow her head down between the blonde's smooth thighs and suck her off in a frenzy without any further buildup. Goddamn, Linda had a fantastic body! Her face was just so-so, although her lips were thick and sensual, but her proud luscious tits and lushly curved ass were like neon signs of lust.
Violet had been working on the blonde for a solid month now. She'd gotten chummy with her at work, chatting with her every chance she got, oozing warm friendliness, carefully working up to this moment.
And the brunette was positive Linda knew what she was after. And was willing, or she wouldn't be here up in her apartment now instead of in bed at home with her husband.
At twenty-four, Violet had no less than ten years of cunning experience in seducing girls and women. She was totally feminine, turning men on with ease and without the slightest bit of effort. And Violet swung with men too, but it was sexy, hot-skinned girls she craved with her insatiable appetite, and the mere sight of Linda made her lips tingle fiercely and her fingers itch.
For a month she'd tossed and turned at night, dreaming of sucking the luscious blonde off until she screamed for mercy, and then fucking her savagely with her favorite dildo, a ten-inch monster that could turn a nun into a crazed nympho when it was used properly.
It could also drive a girl stark raving mad.
Now the brunette leaned forward as Linda talked, putting her fingers on the blonde's wrist and softly caressing the flesh. For weeks she'd been secretly feeling Linda up at every chance, innocent little caresses at first, but she did it in such a clever way she let Linda know what she was really after.
And tonight all of Violet's sharp instincts told her Linda was ready, thoroughly primed. She knew why, too. The young blonde had never made it with another woman and she was deeply, achingly curious about what it would be like to have eager sex with sultry-lipped, flashing-eyed Violet. Over the years the petite brunette had perfected her technique for married girls. All too often married women were searching for someone they could talk to, someone close they could tell things to that they'd never discuss with their husbands.
Small, innocent gossip. Warmth and friendship. A gentle, sisterly affection.
All carefully leading up to hours of frenzied sucking and fucking. And once Violet got her ravenous hot mouth down between their thighs, they were never the same.
Because Violet just didn't go down on a girl. Eating pussy was a sacred ritual for her, and she could use her greedy lips and tongue with such diabolical skill, whip their juicy flesh into such a maddening pitch of lust they exploded with the hottest orgasms of their lives.
There was a lull in the conversation and Violet knew the moment of truth had arrived. Ready or not, she was going to suck on those magnificent tits and dig her aching mouth down to that delicious cunt until she sucked it dry, until her mouth was flooded with boiling honey.
She deliberately leaned past Linda, her own tits prodding the blonde's shoulder, and turned off the lamp. Panting, Violet took Linda's drink from her fingers and put it on the coffee table.
"What-what are you going to do?" Linda whispered, a wild thrill racing through her blood.
"You know what," Violet murmured, unbutton the blonde's blouse with trembling fingers. "I'm going to give you the time of your life, darling. You make me so hot I could scream. And you're hot too, honey, you're shaking like a leaf. You've got the sexiest body I've ever seen in my life, Linda."
She spoke in a low rapid voice as she unhooked Linda's bra and slipped it off over her shoulders.
"Oh, Jesus," Violet whispered, grasping the blonde's lush naked tits in her fingers and gently squeezing the ripe flesh. "Oh honey, what fantastic tits! Lie back on the sofa, quick! I could come all over myself just feeling them, mmm!"
Her eyelids fluttering and her heart racing, Linda lay back on the sofa. She felt weak and helpless and hotter than she'd ever been in her life. Her panties were soaked with her warm cunt-juices and her pussy was throbbing with a fierce urgency. She'd never felt this kind of excitement before, lewd and guilty and trembling, a delicious feeling of shock and shame.
"Ooooooooh! Unnnnnnnngh! Oh, Violet, I'm getting so hot! Hot! Oh that's good, good, mmmmmmmmmm, yessssssss."
Violet was sucking on a swollen hot tit with ferocious lust, grasping as much of the velvety flesh as she could get in her eager mouth and whirling her tongue around the fat nipple.
Quickly, she slid her lips across to Linda's other naked tit, sucking and teasing that nipple, her fingers sliding down beneath the blonde's dress and up along her damp thighs.
Easy! she cautioned herself. Slow and easy, in spite of her maddening passion. She'd have to give Linda the time of her life if she wanted her steady on the side, arouse her to a delirious pitch before she actually sucked her juicy cunt. Violet's own pussy was pulsing lustfully, but she'd trained herself over the years to ignore her own needs at first.
By the time she got through with the young wife, Linda would be eating her cunt like a starved wolf.
The blonde was jerking her hips now and moaning loudly, spreading her thighs wide.
"Go down on me!" she begged Violet in a husky whisper. "Oh, please, Violet, I'm so fucking hot! You're teasing me and you'll drive me crazy mmmmmmm, suck me, eat me!"
The intense excitement Linda felt was completely different from the lust she always felt for her rugged husband's immense prick. She was already wondering what it would be like to suck on Violet's plump tits, to bury her own mouth to the sexy brunette's hot crotch.
Violet was unzipping Linda's skirt now and quickly slipping it off. Then she rolled off the blonde's panties and nylons so that Linda was stark naked on the sofa.
Panting furiously, Linda shut her eyes and raised one leg high and rested it along the top of the sofa so that her pink wet cunt was completely exposed. Her hips jerked to a steady rhythm. She heard rustling sounds and opened her eyes to see Violet stripping out of her clothes. In the semi-darkness, the brunette's plumply curved body glowed with the excitement of irresistible sex.
"Suck me off," Linda pleaded hoarsely. "Please eat my cunt, Violet! Feel like I'm going to explode, for God's sake!"
But the brunette wanted to relish every moment and every inch of Linda's sleek voluptuous body. She climbed on top of the trembling blonde and crushed their silky tits together, rubbing her moist cunt-lips lewdly to Linda's. She kissed the sobbing waitress feverishly, ramming her tongue deep in her mouth. Soft thrills rippled through Violet's loins as their wet hot pussies rubbed eagerly together.
"Gonna eat you and fuck you silly," Violet whispered in her ear, her heart hammering with excitement.
"Don't promise, just do it!" Linda cried with exasperation.
Realizing she could tease her too much and really anger her now, the brunette slid down over her heaving tits and soft belly, hunching between Linda's widespread legs. She clutched her velvety ass-cheeks in her hands and lifted them off the sofa, the blonde's wetly sucking pink filling her nostrils with a heady sweet fragrance.
Violet paused to gaze fiercely at the sucking, tiny lips. This was her moment of triumph, the juicy feast beckoning between the silky fringe of cunt-hairs, Linda's hot thighs trembling with anticipation.
Taking a deep breath, Violet plunged.
Instantly, Linda arched her back high and screamed softly and sank her sharp nails into Violet's shoulders.
"Oh, my-my God!" she gasped. "Oh, oh Violet! Ooooooo!"
It was hardly the first time the sexy blonde had had her cunt eaten. Mike went down on her a couple of times a week – generous of him considering she blew him expertly every night – and she'd had a number of boys and men suck her off.
But it was child's play compared to what the ravenous brunette was doing to her now. Quickly, Linda crushed her sleek thighs to Violet's face and locked her ankles behind her back. She began swinging her boiling crotch to Violet's mouth with slow savage lunges, tears of unbearable ecstasy streaming down her cheeks.
Violet began with a direct assault, saving the delicate stuff for later. She was simply too crazy with hunger to indulge in any more teasing, so she'd whipped her long burning tongue deep into the succulent slit and began lapping up the cunt-honey with feverish joy.
Jesus, talk about nectar! Violet had devoured so many pussies, there were times when she wondered if her taste-buds were ruined. And each hot, slippery cunt had a unique flavor and aroma all its own, ranging from a tangy, almost fishy flavor to a delectable silky sweetness. She had a particular weakness for blonde cunt, though, partly because she herself was a brunette and partly because, as the ad claimed, blondes were more fun. Most of them had a light, almost giddy flavor, a special sweetness that lacked the heady pungency of darker-haired pussies.
And tit fantastically juicy, madly sucking crack was pure juicy heaven as it thrashed and squirmed against her furiously lapping tongue. This was Cunt Supreme, the cream of the crop, sheer sweet fire gushing into her aching mouth.
"Oh, God c-coming! Oh, Violet, loving mouth, unnnnnngh!"
Quickly, the brunette rolled the palm of her hand back on Linda's belly to expose her little clit-bud. She shifted her lips to the swollen pink button and sucked voraciously, flicking her tongue-tip against it to make Linda shudder and scream with depraved joy.
And as the blonde wiggled and gasped with her wild climax, Violet felt the strange tremor in her mouth that was a molten orgasm of its own. She'd discovered at the tender age of fourteen that her mouth could actually climax, could come along with the hot pussy crushed against her lips. Her mouth responded by salivating, by drooling and thinning out of the thick cunt-honey pouring inside before she happily gulped it down.
After two minutes of violent jerking and screaming, the brunette purposely eased up and began sucking Linda off with slow, leisurely sucks and kisses. She was getting down to the basic essentials of delicious pussy-eating now that Linda's urgency was taken care of, now that the sharp edge of unbearable lust was smoothed out.
And as always, Violet's mind went into its eerie, reverie of memory-flashes. Hundreds of other hotly sucking pussies she'd eaten flooded her mind, intensifying her excitement, bringing out the best in her diabolical lips and tongue.
For a couple of minutes the brunette traced her tongue-tip around the fringe of Linda's trembling cunt-lips, gently teasing. She dipped her mouth down to plunge her long tongue into the blonde's asshole and Linda gasped and locked her moist thighs more tightly to Violet's head.
No one had ever plunged theft tongue up her ass and Linda felt faint with delight as the wet probe wriggled and tickled her sensitive channel. She raised her legs high and planted her heels on Violet's naked shoulders, digging them in like spurs. Her silken flesh was covered with perspiration as she blissfully fucked Violet's burning mouth, wishing she could stay with her the whole night, knowing the passionate swinger had dozens of thrilling tricks and surprises in store for her.
But even in her wildest yearnings and fantasies Linda couldn't begin to guess what Violet really had in store for her.
Now Violet paused to rub her cheeks to Linda's drenched cunt-flesh, smearing her honey all over her face before she went back to sucking and lapping her boiling slit.
In all her years of seducing and going down on girls and women in a variety of strange places, the sexy brunette had never found a pussy she didn't love. She purposely screwed a great many men too, but it was succulent crotches like Linda's that were her true love. And it all began with a thunderstorm in her sister's bed.
Violet had just turned fourteen when a violent thunderstorm broke early one morning. Terrified, she'd run to her eighteen-year-old sister's bed. She'd cuddled up to her sister, who remained asleep. And then, seeking greater safety, Violet had crawled beneath the covers to hide her head. The secret fragrant smell of her sister's thighs and the cozy darkness made her feel deliciously excited and warm. Moments later she was curiously exploring her sister's tender pussy.
And a few minutes after that she was discovering the most exciting secret of her life, turning her sister's cherry on with electrifying hunger, loving her hot little cunt with unashamed lust.
From eating her sister's slit every night for a year, and getting her sister to devour her in return, Violet quickly graduated to other girls, blowing as many as she could in high school. With the recklessness of youth, she ate them anywhere and everywhere she could – in the wardrobe closets, stockrooms, in the bushes at night, even in the girls' bathroom.
When she was sixteen, she went down in the girls' bathroom.
When she was sixteen, she went down on the school nurse, a stacked blonde who fell madly in love with Violet. They were caught in the nurse office by the principal doing frantic sixty-nine on the floor. The nurse quickly resigned, taking all the blame.
Then Violet started in on boys, going down on the entire football team for starters. She screwed them too, but her oral fixation took precedence over every other form of sex.
At seventeen she ran away from home, not bothering to graduate from school. She moved to San Francisco, where she perfected her pickup technique by hustling innocent young girls in the Greyhound bus station. She'd gotten hold of a monstrous dildo and after sucking them dry she'd fucked them hour after hour until theft sanity hung by a thread.
One girl finally did crack after a grueling all-night session, and Violet found it necessary to leave town at once. She'd moved to this small town on the coast south of the city, and realizing after a few weeks that it would too dangerous to swing openly in the conservative atmosphere she was about to leave for Los Angeles when Linda came to work in the cocktail lounge.
And Violet knew she couldn't go anywhere until she'd made it with the luscious blonde.
And now that she'd had a taste of her fiery cunt, Violet knew she wasn't going anywhere for a long time. Linda's tight, hot, silken pussy and gorgeously hot tits, her beautiful satiny ass and stunning legs, every inch of her ripe sensuous flesh was the answer to Violet's wildest and most bizarre urges.
The fact that Linda was married only fired the brunette's fierce desire. There was a perfect answer to that problem, too.
"Going-crazy," moaned Linda, rubbing her palms feverishly over Violet's back as the swinger ate her with torrid sucks and kisses. Each furious orgasm was different than the one before it as Violet worked her lips and tongue with every trick she knew. Slow, then fast, gentle then harsh, loving then brutal, teasing and savage with the trembling hot cunt-flesh writhing beneath her mouth, Violet couldn't control her relentless hunger.
She was such a dedicated cunt-sucker that her tongue was much longer than average – but not by accident. She'd begun doing tongue-exercises when she was fifteen, stretching it to reach the tip of her nose, then beyond. When she ate a girl's pussy, she seriously competed with a man's prick.
The curious part of it was that no one ever suspected Violet of being the world's most dedicated pussy-eater. Men looked at her with frank hunger, and once she'd gone down on them they invariably thought she was the world's greatest cocksucker.
Now Violet's own pussy was dripping hotly. Without losing a stroke of her lapping tongue, she shifted her naked body around in reverse so that her steaming crotch hovered over Linda's face.
Linda made a deep moaning sound and grabbed Violet's hips. She lurched them down and crushed her mouth urgently to the brunette's soaked pussy. She whimpered with depraved excitement as Violet's burning juices gushed into her mouth, feeling guilty and maddeningly aroused at the same time.
God, if her husband could see her now! But she couldn't help herself, not with Violet's ferocious lips stinging and thrilling her exploding cunt in wave after wave of orgasm.
And the brunette's slit was terrifically delicious! The honey oozing into her mouth was sweet and strong with sex, and Violet's slippery, lust-fired cunt was suffocating her with lewd power. Linda's fingers pinched and stroked and squeezed Violet's hot ass-flesh, while her nose was pressed to the brunette's ass-crevice.
Inspired, Linda slid her mouth up and rammed her tongue deep in Violet's tender asshole, churning it around lasciviously. The tunnel was hot and wiggling, unlike anything she'd ever tasted before.
The panting brunette and the madly moaning blonde began to rock and heave with lust on the sofa as they sixty-nined feverishly. The wildest climax of Linda's life started erupting deep in her loins, triggered by the sheer depravity of their naked sweating flesh, rubbing and grinding and trembling as they shot off together in each other's eager mouths.
And, for the first time in her life Linda couldn't stop coming. Her bursting loins heaved in great spasms as the swinger's ferocious lips and tongue tried to suck her bone-dry, her tongue whipping so deep into Linda's slit sheets of fife raced through her belly.
Wrenching her mouth free from Violet's boiling thighs, Linda gasped for air. Delirious with excitement she began kissing Violet's silky ass-flesh, then began biting it in a frenzy as a new shattering climax tore through her cunt.
Screaming, she licked at Violet's asshole and shuddered her hips in a fury until the brunette finally released her ravenous grip and raised her head, panting for air.
For five minutes neither of them could speak. Linda kept moaning and sobbing and twitching, while Violet breathed deeply to fill her lungs. One of these days, she told herself dryly, she was going to suffocate to death with her mouth locked to a delicious cunt like Linda's, expiring out of pure greed.
"Oh, Christ," Linda finally murmured. "Oh, wow, Violet I never dreamed you could turn me on like that! Oh, darling, my pussy is still on fire, oooooooh, God!"
Violet got up and poured fresh drinks for them. She sat between Linda's thighs, one hand holding a martini and a cigarette, the other endlessly toying with and loving her dripping slit.
"You're just cunt-crazy," her sister had told her once when Violet drove her to hysterics with her merciless hunger. "You ought to go see a shrink."
"AS long as it's a beautiful woman, I'll go," Violet had told her, licking the juice on her lips with a grin. But once, years later after she'd taken a tremendous risk by eating a fifteen-year-old girl in the Greyhound bus station, in a toilet-stall Christ, was it worth it! Violet had gone to see a psychiatrist.
After a few sessions, he solemnly told her she had a psychological obsession for cunnilingus, adding with a lot of mumbo-jumbo that the thunderstorm had triggered latent fears and passions that sought an outlet through her sister's warm, secure thighs.
"I never heard such horseshit in my life," Violet told him with a laugh. She then pointed out that the sun was shining outside his office window, unzipped his fly and gave him the blowjob of his life, leaving him dazed and shaking his head.
He never sent her a bill but called her up a number of times for more therapy – for him.
She was undoubtedly cunt-crazy, but she loved sucking and fucking men too, although she preferred women. Violet finally concluded she was a born switch-hitter who simply loved pussies more than cocks or food or ice cream or anything in the world. She needed cunt-honey the way a vampire needed blood, and as long as she kept on scoring with sexy women like Linda she'd be Goddamned if she'd spend another minute worrying about it.
"I'd better get going soon," Linda sighed reluctantly. The feel of Violet's caressing fingers on her trembling slit was arousing her feverishly again.
"You said your husband works days," Violet reminded her, "so he's probably asleep, honey. Besides," she added softly, her eyes blazing with a gleam, "I haven't finished with you yet, Linda."
Linda laughed. "If you go down on me again I'll need a straight-jacket!"
"No, not that," Violet murmured, gulping down the rest of her drink. "I'll be back."
She disappeared into her bedroom. Linda sighed deeply and stretched, her pussy purring with contentment. She'd always had a wildly passionate nature, so torrid even her stud-husband left her restless and aching at times. But once a night with Violet and Mike both would leave her the happiest woman in the world…
Linda suddenly remembered she'd have to get up early in the morning to meet her little sister at the bus station. Damn! She hadn't seen Terry for almost five years, and she knew why her mother was sending her to her for two weeks. To get the troublemaking little brat out of her hair for a while. Poor Mike, she thought, he'd have to play babysitter for two weeks.
She'd make it up to him, give him a super-wild blowjob every night when she got home from work. Or from swinging with madly exciting Violet.
The brunette returned now and Linda's eyes widened. Violet had strapped on a harness around her waist, with the biggest artificial prick Linda had ever seen. It curved massively, shining a bright-red, its giant knob glistening like a hard tomato.
She laughed, but there was a tremor of fear in it.
"Good Lord, Violet, you're not going to put that thing in me! You'll rip me in two!"
"Just trust me, honey," Violet told her in a husky voice, kneeling between Linda's sleek wet thighs and stroking the hot skin. "This isn't just another cock, believe me. This honey will show you tricks that will make your delicious pussy keel over and faint with pure joy."
Violet dipped two fingers into Linda's soaked cunt as she talked and spread the juice over the head of the dildo. In the semi-darkness Linda couldn't see the dozens of tiny pimple-like mounds covering the colossal cock, nor did she know it was battery-operated.
Or that there was special red button just beneath the base of the huge prick.
"I don't know…" Linda said fearfully.
"I do," Violet laughed, thinking that when she finished fucking the sexy hot blonde with this thrilling monster, Linda would be following her around for more like a love-starved puppy.
Or, if Violet got too carried away and reckless, running for her life in tenor.
Violet climbed on top of Linda and, panting eagerly, guided the head of the dildo against the blonde's tiny pink cunt-lips. Very cautiously, she eased the tip in and Linda gasped.
"Oooooooh, careful, Violet, it's so damn big – I – oh, God! Oooooooo, Violet! Aaaaaaaaaah, honey, mmmmm, oh, Jesus in heaven, ungh! Oh, I can't eeeeeeeeee!"
With only the knob in, Violet had switched the prick on and instantly it hummed and quivered in Linda's gorged cunt, sending intense thrills through her startled pussy. She began fucking Linda with slow, leisurely strokes, taking care to ease the huge dick in by degrees, knowing what Linda was feeling.
Her green eyes growing huge with surprise, Linda shook her head from side to side in disbelief and issued deep moans. She'd never even felt anything faintly like the shattering sensations exploding in every inch of her burning cunt. The tiny mounds twisted and throbbed, sparking equally tiny orgasms that left the dazed blonde gasping for breath.
"Mmmm-unnnnnnnnnnn, oh, Violet, love it so much, love you so much, honey, oooooh, aaaaaaaah, shit, I can't, I'm getting weak, oh, it's – so gooooooooood!"
"You haven't seen anything yet," the brunette whispered, slithering her tongue in Linda's ear. She clutched Linda's hot trembling tits in, her fingers and rubbed them to her own breasts, twining her ankles securely around her partner's. Inch by lustful inch, she worked the immense prick deeper into the blonde's tight hot pussy, until Linda's moans were turning into soft screams of ecstasy.
Now Linda was hugging her fiercely and biting Violet's lips in a mad frenzy, beginning to fuck the giant cock in return. She could feel her blazing loins building up to an incredible, shattering orgasm and she was afraid she'd lose her mind if the sensations got any more intense.
She felt as if she were really being fucked for the first time in her life.
And then even that wild feeling paled as the humming dildo suddenly, shot an explosion of thrills in her tight clasping cunt.
Linda's naked body arched high off the bed for ten seconds, quivering deliriously. Her eyes widened in shock and she bit her own lip until she tasted blood. There issued mewing sounds from her throat, and shook her head frantically.
Then the incredible thrill passed.
Grinning down at her, Violet took her finger off the red button beneath the base of the thick cock. She'd just given the dazed blonde a ten-volt shock, the current sparked by the batteries. And when you were hotly aroused, that electrifying explosion intensified your lust to an hysterical pitch.
The danger was that if you held the button down for a few seconds too long, you could literally lose your mind.
"Unnnnn, G-God, Violet, oh, darling, dying, going crazy, ooooooooooo, can't stand it! Aaaaaaaaaaaah!"
The brunette had more than half the colossal prick rammed into Linda's pussy now, and Linda was clawing her naked ass and twisting and screaming beneath the unbearable waves of excitement. Every nerve of her satiny, trembling flesh quivered fiercely as the fuck of her life continued to a brutal tempo, Violet stroking faster and harder inside her.
And suddenly the brunette froze, with the dildo halfway out, covered with specks of Linda's pussy blood.
"Don't stop!" Linda screamed, clawing savagely at Violet's plump ass. "Jesus, I'll die, too hot, oh no, fuck me, fuck me!"
Violet gazed down at her with strangely glowing eyes.
"What will you give me if I keep going, Linda? What'll you do for me?"
"Anything, anything!" the blonde whimpered desperately, squeezing her hot cunt in a fury on the cock.
"Will you let me fuck your husband?" Violet whispered, her blood surging with power. "Suck and fuck him while you watch? Will you pick up gorgeous little girls for me? Eat my pussy in the ladies' room at work?"
"Yes, yesssssss!" Linda screamed, the torment in her knotted loins pounding with urgency. "Fuck me! Rape me!"
Violet waited a few more agonizing moments, grinding her burning tits wantonly to Linda's, savoring her torment. In Linda's current state of lust she'd suck Violet off in public for the rest of her orgasm. But the brunette wasn't being cruel. This was part of her technique for hooking girls on her brand of sex, for turning them into desperate lust-crazed animals. It was a form of brainwashing, using sex to break down her will and inhibitions.
As abruptly as she stopped, Violet started fucking the moaning blonde again, plunging furiously deep into her sucking pussy, her hands squeezing Linda's luscious tits, her tongue searching her mouth. God, she loved to fuck girls! She felt an eerie sense of power as she controlled theft maddening excitement, watching their lovely faces contort with lust and anguish, feeling theft deliciously slippery tits pant beneath her, theft sweating bellies slapping and crushing lewdly.
If she could just get a steady triangle going with Linda and her husband – Violet had seen him just once, when he'd met the blonde after work, and he looked like a bull – then she'd settle down here permanently and to hell with the big city.
She'd have the best of everything then, a hot huge prick and a juicy, succulent cunt. And she knew she could persuade Linda's husband to join her favorite teasing game, tying Linda down and using a whip on her lovely ass until it was glowing crimson, driving the sultry blonde to the brink of madness with raw, violent sex. Most men got tremendously turned on from watching Violet make it with their wives, amusing them to a delirious pitch of lust as she sucked and raped them.
"Hang on!" the brunette whispered with a grin. Then she pressed the red button down for a full twenty seconds, hearing the low scream in Linda's throat and feeling her ripe flesh shudder insanely beneath her. Linda brought her feet up and dug her heels furiously into Violet's soft ass while her fingers tugged at Violet's hair. Her lustrous eyes filled with tears and took on a glazed look of utter shock.
She was coming in rapid, shattering spasms, unable to catch her breath. And as the savage climax ripped through her lush body, she knew deep down she would never be the same again, that the brunette's diabolical mouth and wild fucking had ignited a spark inside her that was turning into a roaring blaze.
For a solid hour Violet fucked her to a relentless, brutal rhythm, turning the voluptuous blonde into a mass of writhing, screaming insatiable nerves. Linda's passion took over with a terrifying will of its own, her cunt demanding impossible thrills, her sanity teetering on a tightrope.
She couldn't stop coming and she couldn't get enough of the quivering monster rammed into her raw slit. She sucked madly on Violet's sweet hot tits as she swung her burning ass in a fever. She clawed and pummeled and pounded the brunette's soft flesh to vent her naked lust. She wanted to fuck forever now, die with the giant cock rammed deep in her exploding pussy.
Even after Violet slipped the dildo out, Linda whimpered and thrashed on the sofa, crying uncontrollably. It took her twenty minutes to calm down, and two huge shots of straight gin. Violet helped her dress, her fingers in constant lascivious motion, stroking Linda's luscious tits and ripe ass, lewdly rubbing her soaked crotch.
"Listen," Linda panted urgently as Violet gently squeezed her pubic mound through her skirt, "I want to do this again, and again – every night!"
"Come by an hour before you go to work tomorrow," Violet murmured. "We'll get a hot sixty-nine in to keep you going through your shift."
Linda snapped her fingers irritably. "Damn! My little sister is staying with us for two weeks and she's coming in on the bus tomorrow morning. I guess we'll have to wait until our shift is over." Little sister? thought Violet with hot interest. She filed the idea away for future reference.
"Okay we'll wait then, Linda. We'll make up for it after work tomorrow night." She might be able to go down on the ravishing blonde if they both managed to get a break at the same time. Violet would eat her in the ladies' room – the employees' toilet, which could be locked – a furtive act that always gave her an extra charge, ever since she'd blown countless high-school girls in the same position.
Only if she did she'd make damn sure Linda wouldn't come. She'd work her up to such a delirious pitch that when they got back here tomorrow night the sexy blonde would be absolutely frantic with desire. Perfect timing for the ropes and the whip.
She gave Linda a torrid goodbye kiss and watched her beautiful ass and legs bounce and sway as she walked down the hall. She'd wait until the weekend when they both had plenty of time before bringing Linda's rugged husband into the party. She always enjoyed a big cock more when she was sated with cunt-honey.
For a while Violet lay in bed in the darkness, smoking and rolling her tongue around her mouth to savor the lingering sweetness of Linda's hot pussy-juice. Even her asshole tasted delicious.
The only thing she regretted was that there wasn't enough time for Linda to screw her with the thrilling cock, because now her pussy was pulsing and throbbing with urgency.
Violet picked up the dildo, licking Linda's cunt-blood off its massive length with her long tongue. Then she drew up her knees, spread her thighs wide and began to fuck herself with slow, violent thrusts.
God, she was hung up on the blonde! The perfect solution, she realized as she jammed the red button down for a breath-taking thirty seconds that lifted her silky ass high off the bed, was to move in with Linda and her husband, have an endless orgy of sucking and fucking every single night. Like being married to both of them.
Which meant she'd have to persuade, the husband, since she knew Linda was solidly hooked on her. And the way to do that was to give him the fuck of his life, turn him on so wildly that he got an enormous hard-on just from looking at her.
Violet was coming now, her tawny naked body quivering with bliss as she plunged the cock furiously inside her gushing cunt. She hissed and moaned incoherently while she held the red button down for almost a full minute, shock after shock tearing through her hot sucking pussy.
At last she slid the dildo out and lay panting for breath. No matter how titillating the cunning prick was, it was still no substitute for the real thing, for a live, burning big dick.
The trembling brunette slid the dildo out and raised it to her lips, licking her own juice off it. If her plans worked out, she'd wake up every morning with a massive hard-on and a juicy tight curt for breakfast within reach of her fingertips.
And Violet was a firm believer in eating a big healthy breakfast.
She slept peacefully, forgetting that the best-laid plans had a funny way of backfiring.



CHAPTER THREE


As soon as he got off work, Mike usually went to a bar and had two or three beers before going home for dinner. But he knew Linda would be pissed off at him if he didn't come straight home tonight, so she could unload her little brat-sister on him before she went to work at eight.
He picked up a couple of six-packs and drove straight home. Might as well get the bullshit over with, he thought wearily. He felt suprisingly fresh after his torrid fucking with the redheaded divorcee last night and only a few hours of sleep, largely because Linda hadn't demanded her usual quota of wild sex from him this morning. She seemed strangely relaxed and happy for a change.
For the briefest flash, Mike wondered if she was screwing around on him on the side. But the thought brought a laugh to his lips. She was so hung up on his cock she didn't even look at another man.
He found them in the kitchen. Linda introduced him to Terry with pride.
"And this is my gorgeous husband, honey. Mike, this is Terry. Cute, isn't she?"
For a minute he just stood there, dumbfounded. Cute? Jesus Christ, she was a knockout! She not only had a younger version of Linda's hotly curved body, her pert tits still budding against her T-shirt with fat little nipples, her hips flaring out in a sexy roundness beneath her narrow waist, her legs slender but shapely, but she also had an incredibly sexy pair of blue eyes and a sultry, pouting mouth.
Her shimmering golden hair was even longer than Linda's, almost touching her waist. She had everything Linda had and more, even if it wasn't fully developed yet.
She squeezed his hand and grinned, a sly curve of her soft mouth that sent a wild hot tingle though Mike's long cock.
She might have been eighteen, but her shining wide eyes were hard and glinting with a knowledge far beyond her years.
She'd been around and she let you know it. And from the way her eyes raked over Mike's muscled body, lingering on the thick bulge of his crotch, he suddenly knew it was going to be a hell of a two-week vacation.
Linda spotted it, too and for a moment she had a vicious twinge of worry find jealousy. But then she realized Mike would never do anything like that, certainly not with her little sister. Oh, he'd let her flirt, but that's as far as it would go.
They sat around talking at the kitchen table, while Mike guzzled beer and deliberately avoided looking at Terry. No sense in giving Linda any reason not to go to work tonight. And besides, every time he glanced at the sexy minx his prick grew longer and hotter.
"I know a few nice kids I can introduce her to," Mike told Linda. "Get her a few dates while she's here, okay?"
Terry rolled her eyes in disgust but her big sister didn't notice. And while Mike held his wife's attention, he could see Terry lasciviously darting her pink tongue-tip out and tracing her lips.
As if she were getting ready to give him a blowjob!
"I've got to get ready for work," Linda said, rising. "Come on upstairs for a minute, Mike."
Up in their bedroom, Linda told him she was worried. "Mom says she's wild, really wild, Mike. I guess we're going to have to keep her out of trouble until we can get her out of our hair."
"Just leave it to me," he said casually. "But if she's gonna smoke dope, which she probably will, I'll see that she doesn't do it around here. It's only two weeks, baby."
Linda frowned. "You won't… I mean, you wouldn't… screw around with her, would you, Mike?"
He managed to look angry. "Your own sister? What do you think I am, anyway?"
"I'm sorry," Linda blurted out, rubbing her big tits to his chest. "I'll handle her during the day, you handle her at night and it'll be aver with before we know it. I gotta run now, honey."
"Oh, by the way," she said as she was leaving, as nonchalantly as she could, "I might be home late for the next few nights. This waitress at work, a really nice girl, she's got a lot of problems with her boyfriend and she's sort of crying on my shoulder a lot, so we have a drink or two after work. You don't mind, do you, darling?"
He waved his hand generously. "Naw, don't sweat it, Linda."
She had to repress a smile because she'd done nothing but sweat while the lust-crazed brunette ate her pussy and fucked her to the point of delicious exhaustion. Since she was having torrid sex with another woman instead of a man, somehow Linda felt it wasn't really cheating.
Two minutes after she left the house Terry sauntered into the living room, her yes bold. "I'm going to take a shower, okay?"
"Go ahead," Mike grinned. "It's free."
She stepped up close to him. "With you, stud. We'll take one together, okay, Mike? You rub my back and I'll rub your big cock."
He blinked his eyes in disbelief. "Hey, now wait a minute, Terry. You're my wife's sister, you know? How in the hell does a kid get off talking in that language anyway?"
She laughed. "Don't be a fucking square. I'm from San Francisco, and I lost my cherry when I was twelve. You know you're dying to screw me, and I'm hot all the time anyway, so let's not bullshit around."
It didn't seem possible. Her face was still young and smooth, like an angel's except for her hard gleaming eyes. She was tough, big-city tough.
"One more vulgar word out of you, you little bitch, and I'll put you over my knee and spank your ass silly, understand?"
"You'd come in your pants for an hour if you did," she jeered at him. "If you want to feel my ass all you have to do is come to the shower with me. Meet you there in five minutes."
She spun on her heel and strode upstairs. Mike felt his prick pounding fiercely with blood. How could she be so young and luscious on the outside and such a nasty, tough little slit on the inside? Or maybe it was all an act, too, the kind of defensive mechanism hurt kids put on for a front.
For a few minutes he stood there, baffled, drinking beer and smoking. What the hell, he decided, he wasn't a psychiatrist. All he knew was that his cock was about to rip the seams of his pants and that if she was half as wild as she looked and sounded, he was in for a terrific time. And no matter how crazy she sounded, she wasn't dumb enough to let Linda know he'd screwed her.
He hoped.
He gulped down the rest of his beer and went up to his bedroom, stripping fast. His massive prick was already erect, quivering with power above his huge balls. He strode down the hall and into the bathroom, shoving aside the shower curtain.
She was soaping her ripening tits down and her eyes swung to his hard-on as if mesmerized. "Ooooooh, lucky Linda! Come on in, Mike, the water's fine."
He got under the warm spray with her and she immediately flung her arms around his neck and dug her slippery hot tits into his chest. Her silky aunt throbbed eagerly against his balls as his rod pressed up against her belly. Her eighteen-year-old body was soft and supple and intensely hot as it so trembled against him. She moaned as she gripped his thick meat in one hand and teased her cunt-lips with it.
Suddenly she was dropping to her knees in front of him. She guided his crimson dick-head between her wet lips and began sucking on it fiercely, jerking the trunk of his rod rapidly in her tight fist.
"Hey, easy does it, Terry! Mmmmmmmmm, ah, shit, that's wild, ummmmnunmmm, hot mouth! Hey, don't eat it up!"
Madly excited, Terry was whipping her mouth back and forth on his throbbing prick with wanton greed. His big cock was terrifically exciting to her, a real man's prick, not the anxious and clumsy high-school type she was used to. She shuddered as she felt his meat pound and throb in her fist and mouth, swelling larger and hotter with each frenzied suck.
But the immense rod on her mouth wasn't the real reason for her urgent sex-hunger. The real reason was buried in her mind, known only to herself, smoldering dangerously like a burning fuse, driving her to suck and fuck everything in pants.
And driving her to take three and four showers a day, too.
Less than a year ago, when she was fifteen, Terry had spent three months in a detention home for girls. And the first night she was there, seven of them, teenagers like herself but tough and brutal far beyond their ages, had ravished every tender inch of her body. They sucked her helpless pussy off in relays, fingerfucked her savagely and raped her with a nine-inch vibrator, forced her down on each of them in turn, licking and kissing their asses too.
After that first night she fought them off like a tigress and they left her alone after that. But the memory still burned like acid in her brain, filling her with deep shame and rage. And fear.
And now only men could make her feel like a girl again, an endless chain of men constantly reassuring her she was sexy and attractive and a wild, irresistible piece. Her obsession with showers was simply trying to wash away that night, scrub off the guilt and shock. And the toughness she displayed was an act she'd been forced to use ever since that brutal night in the girl's barracks.
On the verge of coming beneath her fiery sucking lips, Mike pulled her up by her armpits. He whirled her around and placed her palms against the tiled shower wall, puffing back on her hips so she leaned forward like someone being frisked by the cops.
"Spread your legs," he gasped and she obeyed. His hands groped her hot silky ass-cheeks and far a wild moment ht was tempted to rape her there. She reminded him of the schoolgirls who rode his bus every day, slender but filling out with lush curves half-girl, half-woman, luscious and smooth-skinned and constantly giving him a secret hard-on.
"Shove it in," she panted. "Fuck me, Mike, give me every inch of that beautiful prick! Come on, I'm hot!"
He guided his crimson dick-head against her tender sucking pussy-lips and then eased his rod in, sucking in his breath at the juicy tightness. A deep moan came from Terry and she clasped her cunt on his throbbing meat eagerly.
"Tight, terrific!" Mike groaned, beginning to fuck his wife's little sister with powerful strokes. Each time he slammed forward she gasped with excitement and wriggled her pussy on him. She undulated her lush ass against his groin, biting her lip at the burning pain. His huge rod was too big for her tight slit but as she grew more and more aroused and her honey began gushing, the pain was giving way to intense thrills.
Mike settled into a steady tempo, plunging his cock deep in piston-like strokes, squeezing her slippery plump tits in his fingers. Jesus, he'd forgotten what hot young cunt like this felt like, all fire and eagerness and shudders of lust.
"Ahhhhhhhh!" Terry wailed, twisting her head around to bite her lips. She'd begun to climax as his burning meat drove deep and furiously, his knob battering her tender cunt with shattering thrills.
Then Mike did something no had ever done to her before and it drove her wild with delight. As he screwed her with violent lunges, one of his hands slid down and found her tiny swollen clitoris. He stroked his middle finger against the sensitive bud rapidly, making her scream with happiness.
He kept up the relentless rhythm for almost fifteen minutes under the warm spray, letting the young blonde have a series of breathtaking orgasms, reducing her to a sobbing, frenzied mass of flesh.
"Gonna – unnnnnnn! Jesus, that's great cunt! Gonna shoot now, getting my rocks off, Terry, uhhhhhhhhh, wheewwww!"
"Yes, fuck me harder!" she screamed, writhing her ass feverishly as his meat pounded deep. Terry reared back her head and made low hissing sounds of ecstasy as his jism began spurting and tingling her cunt. She hadn't been screwed this long or this thoroughly in her young life, having had sex with only a few men and a great many boys, and she was tremendously hot and excited.
Mike gritted his teeth and held his breath as her fiery, juicy slit drained him lustfully. Jesus, what terrific little pussy! For all her tough talk, she was a fantastically luscious piece, a wildcat.
And to his surprise the toughness was gone – for a while at least – while she dried him down with a towel, pausing to kiss his long limp rod gingerly. He'd made her feel profoundly sexy, like a girl again and she was brimming over with gratitude.
Naked, she followed him into his bedroom. It was only a one-bedroom apartment and she'd be sleeping on the living room sofa during her stay. Grinning, she lay back naked on her sister's bed, the mattress beginning to sag slightly beneath the constant action of Mike and his wife and the redheaded divorcee, and whatever, else Mike happened to bring home on the spur of the moment.
Mike watched her impishly light one of his cigarettes, getting hard again from merely looking at her. She'd be much more stunning than Linda once she blossomed out, though her tight, frantically sucking little pussy didn't have the expert skill of Linda yet, but it more than made up for it in sheer wanton fury.
"Don't worry about Sis finding out," Terry said, smiling. "I'm not dumb, Mike." She spread her thighs wide and began to gently gyrate her pink, glistening cunt. "Still hot," she whispered. "Bring that beautiful monster over here, Mike."
But he hesitated, his eyes burning on her tender slit. He'd never been crazy about eating pussy, although he knew it turned Linda on like an electric charge. But the eighteen-year-old's slit was so tender and kissable, so delicious looking he just had to know what it tasted like.
Besides, he'd get her nice and slippery for the next round of lust.
He went over to the bed and grabbed the pillow from beneath her head. Grabbing her ass, he lifted it and placed the pillow beneath it.
Terry began to whimper with urgency when she realized what he was going to do. Her blossoming tits, their rosy pink nipples already fat with desire, panted with a rising fever as he hunched his broad shoulders beneath her thighs. He lifted her ass up and licked his lips. It looked like a dainty rosebud, soaked and pulsing before his eyes.
Then he plunged his tongue in without warning. Terry let out a wild scream and crushed her thighs to his face as he began devouring his wife's little sister with harsh greed. Christ, she was luscious! Hot and succulent and sexy, her dripping cunt jerking in fierce spasms of joy against his mouth.
"Suck it, Mike, oh, oh, oooooo! Coming already, oh, God, my pussy is – eeeeeeeeeeeee! Eat it, oh, grooooooooovey!"
Terry dug her heels into his back and fucked his plunging tongue with frantic thrusts of her thrilled cunt, gasping and panting and raving.
Beneath her frenzied passion, she felt a deep sense of shame too. Because on that horrible night in the girls' detention home when a half-dozen depraved girls ate tier so voraciously, she'd actually loved it in spite of her tenor. All the screwing she'd done before that night seemed like kidstuff compared to the violent bliss of having her tender cunt reamed out by an assembly line of hungry teenagers.
But she quickly told herself this was different because Mike was a man and it was all right for a man to lick and suck and kiss her hot, thrilled pussy.
She pounded his shoulders deliriously and arched her back like a bow as a shattering climax rippled through her loins.
"Fuck me now!" she begged in tears. "Fuck me now!"
But Mike was concentrating on the fragrant hot honey pouring into his mouth from her juicy cunt, sweeter and sexier than Linda's. He dug savagely deep with his tongue, lapping the juice up. Christ, to think of all the eighteen-year-olds who flirted with him on his bus every day! If he'd only known what he was passing up! But he knew too there was a hell of a risk involved in fooling around with jailbait, especially in this small town.
Terry was tugging at his armpits desperately now, screaming that she wanted to be fucked, she was so hot she was going to explode if he didn't ram his cock inside her.
With a final lingering suck of her sweet pussy-flesh, Mike sat up, his prick long and surging with lust.
"Turn over," he told her.
Quickly, the young blonde rolled over on her belly. She folded her knees under her so that her tawny ripe ass trembled naked and helpless. Her slit dripped honey beneath, but Mike was clutching her ass-cheeks in his hands and spreading them, eyeing her tiny cute asshole. No matter how much she'd been around, that tender helpless crack just had to be a cherry.
It was dirty trick time.
First he slipped his dick inside her eagerly clasping cunt to wet it down thoroughly. Instantly Terry gripped it with fierce joy in her silken flesh and began squirming and wiggling lewdly on it, making wild animal sounds. For a couple of minutes, Mike fucked her powerfully in the position, kneeling between her thighs and squeezing her ass in his hands.
"Oh, I love to fuck!" Terry sobbed, clawing at the mattress beneath her. "Oh, Mike, your hot prick is so beautiful! Ahhhhh!"
Panting, Terry reached beneath her thighs to grab his balls and gently squeeze as she lunged back to meet his massive strokes. When he suddenly slipped his rod out she wailed in protest.
"What are you – Mike? Mike? No, wait, eeeeeeeeee!"
Moving swiftly, he'd placed his swollen knob against her tiny brown asshole and then rammed forward with brutal force. Talk about tight and hot! For a few seconds he just kneeled there without moving, her squirming fiery bowels churning desperately on his long meat. She was pounding the mattress beneath her now and gasping for aft, not even able to scream.
"What an asssssss!" he groaned, gripping her silky cheeks tightly in his hands. "Ah, Terry, that's the wildest ass in the world, baby, mmmmmmmmm! Won't hurt much in a minute, honey, just, aaaaaaaaaaah, hang on now, wheeewwwwwwww, wow!"
The helpless blonde finally managed a sharp scream, when he began fucking her narrow asshole with violent lunges of his immense hard-on. All the searing pain in the world was exploding in Terry's savagely impaled ass, nerve-racking, spine-chilling bolts of pain. His big knob was battering the pit of her stomach, and she tried desperately to faint but couldn't.
"K-killing me!" she sobbed. "You're ripping me in two! Oh, God, Mike, I can't – oooooooooof! Can't stand it!"
But on the fringe of her white-hot agony was a strange feeling of excitement. At least she had a man's huge cock up her ass instead of a girl's slithering tongue! Terry felt weak and utterly helpless, like jelly beneath his colossal hot prick and hairy balls slapping against her ass with each stroke.
And she was beginning to love the feeling, too, even the blazing torment ripping deep in her stinging asshole. She was only a passionate girl being brutally fucked in the ass by a bull of a man, a fierce stud, and her act of phony toughness had been shattered completely.
"Hurt me more!" she begged feverishly, swinging her tawny ass to increase her pain. "Shove it deeper, Mike, yes! Yesss!"
The agony was so intense now she sank her teeth into the blanket beneath her to keep from screaming her lungs out. She'd never felt more weak and feminine in her life and the knowledge excited and thrilled her so deeply she could feel an eerie climax building up in her loins. Quickly, Terry darted one hand down to her pussy and began fingerfucking herself lustfully as Mike's thick meat slid deeper into her squirming ass.
She fingered her little pussy greedily.
"Hang on," Mike groaned, "gonna shoot off now, Terry! Jesus, what a hot loving little ass! At, now, now, here!"
And his pounding rod grew brick-hard in her boiling asshole and started spurting a hot flood of come. Terry moaned ferociously as the jism stung her tender bowels, tickling and stinging like wet fire. She came too, tears of pain and depraved bliss streaming down her cheeks.
When he slid his limp dick out she let out a brief scream and then collapsed onto the mattress, heaving for breath.
Mike felt a sudden stab of remorse and patted her hot ass sympathetically.
"Sorry, kid," he murmured, "I just couldn't resist your luscious ass. Won't do it again."
Terry rolled over on her back, staring at him through tear-filled eyes. "I-I liked it, Mike. In fact, I loved it. Can I have a cigarette?"
He lit cigarettes for both of them and she snuggled close to him as she smoked. Lucky Linda, she thought with envy. But at least Terry would screw her heart out for two weeks while her sister worked her ass off nights.
A funny thing had happened when she stepped off the bus and first saw Linda. Her big sister was much sexier than she remembered, her sensuous curves filled out with lush perfection. And for just a few wild moments, that shocking night in the girls' barracks flooded Terry's mind and she was in the grip of unwanted excitement, a hot soaring lust that brought the most obscene images to her startled mind.
Linda's sultry mouth digging greedily into her wet thighs. Her legs wrapped passionately around Linda's waist. Her hips moving savagely as she fucked her sexy sister's mouth. And then sucking and kissing Linda's proud lush tits and sliding her own mouth down, down to her burning valley…
Terry forced the depraved scenes from her mind with burning shame. She told herself she was terrifically horny, which was true, and that one way or another she'd get laid her first night in town even if she had to pick someone up on the street.
But now, stroking Mike's long thick rod in her eager fingers and feeling it slowly stiffen, she realized the problem solved itself beautifully.
"Do it to me again," she whispered huskily.
"Fuck me more, Mike. I can't get enough of your big prick!"
"Hey, easy," he grinned down at her. "I've got a wife to keep happy too, remember? Your sister."
"I want more," Terry said viciously, a hot throbbing spreading out from her tortured asshole to her eager cunt. "I've got to have some more, dammit!"
Mike stared down at her in surprise. A nympho, for Christ's sake! And only eighteen, too. He recognized that crazed gleam in her eyes, that insatiable glow. Something – a roaring, inexhaustible fire – was blazing away inside her, driving her mercilessly. Linda was a hot one too, becoming as nervous as a prowling cat if she didn't get it every night, but this one was a real wildcat and she'd fuck him right into a hospital if he let her have her way.
But before he could even argue with her, she was climbing on top of him, straddling his hips. Her eyes blazed down at him as she teased her pulsing cunt-lips with his semi-hard rod, jerking it lewdly in her fingers.
She had it quivering hard in seconds in her hot fist, and hissing lustfully Terry slid her boiling cunt down on his erection until she was gorged with it.
"Gonna ride you," she moaned, digging her nails into his hips and starting to swing up and down on his stiff meat, "gonna ride you all night – ungh! – long, aaaargh!"
Mike reached up and played with her feverishly panting tits, thrill after thrill shooting through his rod as her juicy silt wiggled passionately on his cock. Soft, silky and eighteen, the wildcat riding him was even wilder than his wife, more exciting than the hungry redheaded divorcee, the best, hottest cunt he'd ever had in his life.
And she hadn't even learned the dazzling variety of tricks about fucking that Linda knew. She was a natural, born to get men hard just by licking her lips, born to fuck so torridly they'd never forget her.
Terry was whipping her throbbing cunt back and forth in a fury now, then suddenly wiggling it from side to side, then swinging her sift in wide dreamy circles, her soft screams filling the bedroom, her long blonde hair billowing put behind her as she rode him like an angel of lust.
"Big tot prick is mine, all mine!" she raved, clawing his flanks as she fucked him feverishly. "Belongs to me, not Linda! Every – aooooooooh – fat inch! Unnnnnnnnngh!"
At that moment Mike didn't feel like arguing with her about it. In fact, he'd already decided to screw Terry to the point of exhaustion and to hell with his wife in the meantime. Christ, even Linda on their honeymoon wasn't this passionate or tight or exciting.
With a deep blissful moan, Terry fell down on top of him, swinging her hips in violent spasms as her cunt gushed with her blazing climax. She found his tongue and bit down on it and left red welts on his shoulders with her crazed fingers.
Mike couldn't have held his load back any longer under her slippery pussy if his own wife came in and fainted on the spot. She was sucking his jism out of him like a velvet pump, thrashing her slit on him deliriously, sweat pouring off her silken nakedness in rivulets.
They came together in a series of spasms and groans, Terry's luscious ass shuddering madly for five full minutes. Even after he was limp and dry, she kept squeezing her fiery crack on him, trying to get him up again in seconds.
"Need a rest, kid," he panted, pushing her off him with force. "I'm not an electric screwing machine, you know."
Terry's eyes burned with an insatiable gleam. "Well, I am, Mike. And you're not about to get soft on me, honey."
She scrambled down between his husky thighs and a minute later Mike wearily groaned. Goddamn if she wasn't getting him stiff again, using her greedy mouth like her hot sucking pussy. All he had to do was push her away.
But he didn't want to. Nothing Linda ever did for him prepared him for the hot, delicious fuck her little sister turned out to be, and the eighteen-year-old might even suck and fuck him to death before her two-week vacation was up, but at this moment with her tight hot mouth working on him in a frenzy of lust he didn't give a damn.
Two hours later he staggered into the kitchen and got a beer. She'd followed him, naked, and sat on his lap at the kitchen table while drank it, rubbing and squirming her hot ass lasciviously on him, ramming one of her sweet tits into his mouth between gulps of beer.
He knew then he'd simply have to get someone else to relieve him or he wouldn't be able to keep his job. His prick felt like ground round and he didn't have any will power left, not with her luscious little cunt. There was magic in her eighteen-year-old pussy and pouting mouth, so electrifying he couldn't resist her.
It was beginning to look like he'd mated the wrong sister.
"Look, Terry, why don't you go out tomorrow and hustle a date for yourself, huh? Give some lucky kid your own age a break. I need a rest, baby."
"Nice kids make me puke," she sneered. "Aren't you man enough to handle it, Mike?"
His face burned. The little bitch knew how to get to him and fast.
"One more snotty remark out of you and I'll paddle your ass," he said ominously.
She grinned and climbed off his lap and then huddled over his thighs, with her lovely naked cheeks trembling.
"Go ahead," she whispered. "And then kiss and lick it afterward, Mike, 'cause you know it'll turn you on."
He spanked the hell out of her with vicious smacks, which only excited her more. And himself.
And to his humiliation and surprise he found himself actually licking and kissing her luscious pink ass afterward, drawn irresistibly by the hot silky flesh.
His wife's kid sister was wrapping him around her little finger like a dainty ribbon. He realized with a shock after he fucked her again on the kitchen floor that he was becoming hooked on her, like a eighteen-year-old himself.
When they both lay gasping for breath on the floor, Terry turned to him with an evil smile, startling on her innocent face. She stroked his exhausted cock with loving fingers.
"Hey, stud. Let's run off to L.A.. Just you and me, swinging every night without waiting for Linda to come home and spoil it. What do you say?"
"Cut that crap out," he snapped angrily. "You're talking about your own sister and my wife."
"I can get a job as a waitress in a crummy restaurant or as a carhop, and you can drive a bus down there," Terry went on as if he hadn't said anything. "And every morning I'll eat you for breakfast, and all we'll do is go to drive-ins and screw and watch TV and drink beer. And smoke a little dope. And live happily ever after."
"Crazy Goddamn kid-talk," Mike muttered, standing up and grabbing another beer from the refrigerator.
But she'd planted the seed in his mind. She embraced him from behind and rubbed her tits into his back and squirmed her wet, hot cunt to his bare ass lewdly.
"Let's take another shower, stud."
He was about to tell her where to go, when she reached around to seize his chafed prick. She began jerking it softly in her warm fist, and a tingle began deep in his loins.
It was the seventh time for him in three hours, breaking his old record of six with Linda in an all-night session.
Even after the savage and thrilling fuck in the shower, she wouldn't leave him alone. She stalked him around the apartment, greedy and relentless, insatiable and completely uncontrollable.
Mike found himself wondering what the weather would be like in Los Angeles.



CHAPTER FOUR


The Horn Inn was a roadside restaurant that did a volume business every night. This night in particular was extremely heavy, and Violet realized with irritation that it would be impossible for her and Linda to get a break at the same time.
All the brunette wanted to do was grab a few lascivious licks in the employees' bathroom, go down on Linda for a couple of minutes just to keep her hotly primed. But she was consoled by the thought that the sexy blonde was coining home with her after work.
Or so she thought until an hour before closing time.
That's when she saw Linda talking excitedly to a tall, sleekly handsome man at the bar. They seemed to know each other. The man would squeeze Linda's hand and give her an affectionate kiss from time to time.
About a half hour before closing time, Violet had a chance to talk to Linda briefly.
"He's a guy I used to go with before I married Mike," Linda told her, her eyes glowing with excitement. "Gee, Violet, I don't know about [missing text]."
The blonde looked confused. She wanted to go home with Violet, obviously still hot from her wild initiation last night, but she wanted to be with her old boyfriend too.
Violet made a snap decision. She'd been watching the man for a while earlier, observing him, and something about his easy grin and calculating eyes struck a chord of recognition in her.
He was a selfish, grade A bastard if she ever saw one, the kind that hustled women for whatever he could get, Linda was too inexperienced to know that, of course. Women could be so dumb!
"Well, look honey," the brunette murmured, stroking Linda's wrist suggestively and feeling her tremble in response, "why don't the both of you come over to my place? We'll have a few drinks together and you guys and chew the fat. Of course, if you want to be alone with him you can just leave after a little while, but we can party it up if you feel like it, too."
"That's a great idea," Linda bubbled. "Let me ask him."
"No," Violet said quickly. "Let me ask him."
Before Linda could reply, Violet moved rapidly to the bar. His calculating eyes moved over her ripe tits and hips in a swift appraisal.
"Hi, I'm a friend of Linda's," Violet said in her huskiest voice. She fixed her dark melting eyes on him and moved her tongue slowly around her lips, watching his eyebrows lift in interest.
"Linda was going to come over to my place for a couple of drinks after work," Violet went on. "Why don't you come with us? Meet us in the parking lot about ten after two."
He grinned. "Hell, why not?"
Violet paused, smiling lewdly. "You look like you're man enough to handle both of us. Are you?"
The boldness caught him by surprise. He hadn't expected a flat proposition from a stranger. But he recovered quickly and nodded his head.
"Yeah, I think I can take care of you two."
Violet picked up her tray and started to leave.
"Do you like games?" she asked him suddenly. "Thee-way games?"
His grin grew broad. "I've been there, honey. You've got the right player."
"Just keep in mind," Violet said in a low voice, "that Linda is married and this sort of stuff is brand-new to her. Suppose you let me handle everything when we get to my place?"
He nodded quickly, gulping his drink. "You call the shots, baby, I'll follow."
Their eyes met for a long moment, both silently acknowledging they were hustlers and that Linda, the naive outsider, would be the victim.
The next thirty minutes moved very fast as the jammed inn grew noisier with the last call. Violet had to congratulate herself on the way she'd handled him. He was a prick, all right, but she knew how to handle that, too. The main thing was to keep the blonde happy and prime her for a thee-way with her husband. It looked like a perfect set-up.
She could see how an innocent girl could fall for him, with his casual charm and sleek looks. Any woman who'd really been around could tell what he was from fifty feet, but Linda, thank Christ, would never be that sharp. She was too basically honest and small-town, too warm and open.
He followed them in his car to Violet's place, and ten minutes the three of them were sitting in her living room, sipping martinis. The brunette pretended polite interest while the two of them talked old times. They'd gone to high school together, and he'd left town after that and just got back a few weeks before.
And probably had the cops and possibly the syndicate looking for him, Violet thought wryly. He was the type who'd always go after a fast buck and end up in trouble. Good-looking bastard, though, lean and sharply dressed, smooth talker. He'd screw a woman and take her for everything she had, her pussy, her pride and her purse.
Violet would use him for tonight and then dump him fast. She signaled him with her eyes to follow her into the kitchen. She was making fresh drinks when he came in behind her.
"Go to the bathroom for ten minutes," she told him. "When you come back, things will be set up."
He grinned down at her, too sure of himself. "You making it with her? I didn't think Linda swung that way."
"Then you really don't know a hell of a lot about women, do you?" she grinned back, cutting him down to size. "Just go polish your cock and keep in mind that her husband is a big, mean bastard."
Violet went back to the living room, satisfied she'd put the damper on any plans he might have for hustling Linda on a long-term basis. She wanted the blonde for herself and no selfish bastard was going to stop her.
When Lee went to the bathroom, the brunette settled on the sofa beside Linda. She put her hand on her thigh and softly squeezed, feeling the blonde respond with a shiver.
"Gee, I wanted to spend the night with you, honest, Violet," whispered Linda, "but I didn't think I'd run into Lee. He used to turn me on like crazy."
"And still does?" Violet asked, running her fingers beneath Linda's dress to her hot silky thighs.
Linda nodded, her face flushed, her legs parting beneath Violet's caressing touch. "Yes. But I don't know if I can make it with him. I mean, I'm married to Mike now, and you and I, well, we're different, I mean I don't think Mike would really be mad if he knew about us, he wouldn't feel it was cheating. Not if I made it with another guy…"
"Listen, honey," Violet whispered, her lips brushing the blonde's throat and her hand softly squeezing her hot pussy to make her whimper. "Why not have it both ways? We can still make it, you and I. And him, too."
Linda's mouth opened. "The three of us together?"
"Sure. And you know he's not going to argue with that! Why don't we try it, sweetheart? You and I and Lee, okay?"
Wildly excited, Linda nodded eagerly. Actually she was more aroused over the prospect of watching the sexy brunette screw a man than anything else.
"Would you… mind going first with him?" Linda asked, her cunt throbbing and soaked beneath Violet's lewd fingers probing her panties. "I feel funny, bashful sort of."
"Sure, I'll take him on first." Violet smiled. She was far more eager to go down on the blonde first but she knew if she swung into action with Lee it would break the ice for Linda, relax her self-consciousness.
She knew something else, too: like most people, Linda was a secret voyeur, would get turned on tremendously by watching other people fuck. Especially Violet, now that she'd made it with her.
And once the brunette used all her tricks on Linda's husband, she was certain the threesome would turn into a long wild family affair.
She snaked her tongue in Linda's eager mouth and gently fingerfucked her until she heard the bathroom door open, then stood up. When Lee came into the room, Violet gulped down the rest of her drink.
She could see his huge hard-on straining at his pants, no doubt from thinking about making it with two eager women at the same time. The brunette stepped close to him.
"It's okay," she told him softly. "Linda will go for a three-way if I make it with you first. So we may as well start now."
Deftly, Violet unzipped his fly and brought out his long cock, hefting its heat and power in her expert fingers. She moved so fast Linda's jaw dropped and even Lee looked startled as she dropped to her knees before him. She flicked her tongue out and swirled it around his red knob. She lewdly jerked his rod in her fist and began sucking him off with slow, teasing sucks and licks.
Linda's eyes widened with tremendous excitement. It was so swift and obscene, especially because they were still dressed, she felt as if she were watching a hard-core movie. She watched the standing brunette slide her lips back and forth on Lee's red prick, wetting it down lustfully.
A few moments later Violet stood up, leaving his rod throbbing and urgent. She always gave men a quick sample first to keep them hotly primed.
"Let's all undress and go to my bedroom," she said, already slipping out of her clothes. Lee glanced at her but stared at Linda's luscious tits and ass with a hot new tingle in his cock. Jesus, she'd blossomed out into a knockout! He'd had thee-ways before but not with two stunningly sexy women like the blonde and the brunette.
Linda returned his stare just long enough to compare him to her husband. He was leaner and not as sexy or as big as Mike, but his long fleshy cock glistening with Violet's saliva, curved sharply upward and quivered with lust. It was Violet's soft, sensuous curves that held the blonde's rapt attention.
Linda followed Lee and Violet into her bedroom, her blood racing with eagerness. She'd never watched other people fuck before and it was a wild, eerie new excitement for her.
She stood off to one side of the bed as Violet lay back and spread her thighs wide and drew up her knees. Her pink slit sucked wantonly as Lee mounted her, and the brunette quickly seized his hot prick in her fingers and guided him in, arching her back and moaning deeply as his meat pulsed in her eager pussy. By choice, Violet hadn't screwed a man in almost a month so she could concentrate her cunning on seducing Linda, and the sudden feel of a long, thick prick in her tight pussy sparked a furious passion.
"Hey, that's wild!" Lee gasped in surprise as Violet flexed her fiery cunt on him and squirmed it with electrifying tightness. Panting feverishly, the aroused brunette wrapped her legs around his waist and locked her ankles. She gripped his hard muscled ass in her fingers and started fucking with a wide variety of tricks. All of them were designed for her own pleasure, so she could feel his pounding prick in every thrilled nerve of her pussy.
Moaning and gasping, Violet swung her cunt in slow circles on his rod, feeling his knob grind deep. Then she shuddered her dripping slit in a furious up-and-down motion, switching to a side-to-side momentum, working her climax up to a shattering pitch.
Lee was having trouble hanging on. He'd always considered himself a stud, manipulating women in bed as well as out of it. But this sexy swinger was whipping her juicy slit around like a circus act, sparking fierce thrills in his prick.
"Luscious cunt!" he gasped through clenched teeth. "Terrific pussy, Violet! Take it easy, or I'll shoot off!"
"You won't come until I let you," she hissed, gripping his rod fiercely at the base between her thumb and forefinger to constrict the blood-flow. She could force him to fuck all night if she wanted to and he couldn't ejaculate. Her blazing eyes swung to Linda who was now sitting on the edge of the bed, her full, velvety tits heaving passionately as she watched.
Violet suddenly pushed Lee off her.
"What the hell!" he gasped in anger.
"Sit at the head of the bed," Violet urged Linda. "Hurry!"
Eagerly, the blonde obeyed, spreading her moist thighs and drawing up her knees. Violet turned over on her stomach. She folded her knees under her with her ripe ass looming in the air. Her face was inches from Linda's tender cunt.
"Fuck me dog-style," she panted to Lee. "Ram it home!"
Before he even got his rod back in Violet was crushing her mouth to Linda's succulent pussy, lapping up honey with low greedy moans. She shuddered as Lee's surging meat slid back into her own eager cunt. Violet began swinging her ass feverishly, one hand pushing Linda's silken belly back so her juicy crack was wide open for the feast.
"Oh, Violet," the blonde sobbed, crushing her head tightly to her boiling crotch and trembling with depraved joy. "Oh, honey, you're getting me off! Oooooo, darling, suck it, eat it!"
The brunette was quivering with mad excitement now, her fiercely sucking cut gorged to the hilt with burning meat, her tingling lips smeared with Linda's sweet cunt-juice. It was the best of both worlds, and only one thing was missing.
She groped behind her with one hand and grabbed one of Lee's hands. She seized his thumb and pressed it to her trembling asshole. Quickly, he jammed his thumb into her anus and wiggled it, and Violet let out a frenzied moan of excitement.
The feverish brunette was covered on all three sexual fronts now, her lips greedily sucking Linda's hot slippery cunt, her pussy rammed with Lee's fleshy rod, her asshole impaled by his churning thumb. She made guttural sounds of obscene bliss in her throat as she began coming all over his prick, sucking and lapping the blonde's fiery slit with insatiable hunger.
"Violet! Oh, God, honey, your mouth, oooooo, my pussy! F-fantastic! Aaaaaaaaaaaagh!"
Linda was climaxing now too, her beautiful tits heaving madly, her soaked cunt jerking in frantic lunges to Violet's crazed mouth. All the while Linda watched her former boyfriend savagely fuck the naked brunette as he kneeled between her legs, her eyes burning as his long wet cock slid lustfully in and out of Violet's eager pussy.
Lee was watching intently too, his prick leaping as Violet burrowed into Linda's juicy slit like a starved animal. Jesus, what a tight hot cunt the brunette had! But it was Linda he couldn't wait to fuck, sucking on her gorgeous tits as he plowed deep. He suddenly groaned as Violet thrashed her boiling pussy in a fury of passion on his prick, sucking madly at the jism in his loins.
And then the three of them were coming together in a din of gasps and groans and low screams. Spasms of molten ecstasy rippled through Linda's stinging slit as Violet sucked deep and deliriously at her cunt-flesh, and the blonde fucked her greedy mouth until sweat was pouring off her naked flesh.
Violet trembled from head to toe as Lee's burning come spattered deep in her pussy, his thumb still thrilling her asshole, and she whipped her long tongue as far as it would pierce into Linda's silken crack to gulp down the sticky-sweet cunt-juice.
Minutes after Lee had slipped his limp rod out of her pussy, Violet continued to lap at Linda's steaming crotch, the blonde jerking furiously in response.
Then with a long sigh, Violet released her mouth-lock and rolled over on her back, her head nestled on Linda's pussy, her tongue licking honey from her cheeks.
"Too much," Lee panted, still catching his breath. He calculated he was good for a minimum of three more hard-ons between the two of them. The little brunette was a super-hot switch-hitter, obviously getting her main kicks from eating Linda's pussy. Not that he could blame her either. Linda was the sexiest piece he'd ever had, but he'd never figured her for swinging with another girl.
Until he'd met Violet. The brunette was sharp, so sharp he could see she had Linda completely wrapped up, something even he had never been able to do. He felt a violent stab of anger toward the sexy bitch, knowing any hopes he'd had of hustling Linda for either her beautiful ass or for money were just about shattered.
He hadn't been at the roadhouse where she worked by accident. He'd asked around town discreetly, and figured she was still hung up on him enough to loan him a few hundred, which he badly needed. But between her husband, whom Lee hoped he wouldn't meet, and the sultry brunette prospects looked dismal.
Unless he gently suggested to her he could let her husband know what was going on between her and Violet. He didn't, of course, or he'd be here wallowing in the hot juicy stuff like Lee.
But something warned him, his instinct for survival no doubt, that if Violet found out he'd be walking a tightrope.
He sighed, lighting a cigarette as the panting blonde and the hot-lipped brunette began casually playing with each other's pussies on the bed. How in hell did Violet do it? In his sly career of hustling women, he'd run across her type only once before. He'd met plenty of switch-hitters, but they were girl scouts compared to the petite swinger. Violet was a born hustler who could soft-talk a nun into going down on her in church.
Jesus, if only he could team up with someone like her!
But what would she need him for? She could get anyone she wanted of either sex with her own cunning mouth and wild pussy. She was whispering in Linda's ear now, stroking her silken ass lovingly.
While Lee's mind was figuring the angles, Linda was lying on her stomach and spreading her arms and legs out toward the four corners of the bed. He watched curiously as Violet got some nylon cords and tied her down.
"What's going on?" he asked.
"We're going to play a little game, that's all," Violet said. "It's called 'Spank me quick, Mommy, I'm coming.'"
"Are you kidding?" he said, startled.
A profound excitement began to flare up in Violet's blood. She got a black, short-handled whip from her dresser drawer and stroked it, her dark eyes blazing on the blonde's soft, velvety flesh, lingering on her plumply curved ass.
"Get up at the head of the bed," she told Lee. "Linda is going to blow you."
"Now wait a minute, Violet," Linda said. She twisted her head around and saw the whip for the first time. An icy trail of fear rippled up her spine. Violet seemed suddenly different, no longer tender and sweet but dangerous looking, with a vicious smile on her face.
"You said you were going to spank me, not whip me!" Linda whispered. She tugged at her bonds helplessly.
"Believe me, it's for your own good," Violet told her softly. "It's a training technique, Linda. When I'm finished with you, you'll come like you've never come before in your life, sweetheart. The whip will open new depths of sensation for you, it'll make pleasure feel twice as good as before."
"That's crazy!" Linda blurted out. Suddenly a searing fire tore across her naked ass and she screamed. Violet brought it down again and again, until the blonde was sobbing helplessly, quivering like a leaf.
"You have to make Lee come in three minutes flat," Violet told Linda. "After that, you get the whip every ten seconds until he shoots off. Get up there, Lee."
In spite of his surprise, Lee was hard again. The sight of Linda's beautiful ass glowing a bright crimson beneath the stinging whip had triggered a hot new erection. And, as he vividly remembered, the blonde gave a terrific blowjob.
Lee settled at the head of the bed with his back to the headboard and his heels on each side of her ribs. Her eyes filled with team, Linda stared up at his cock, at the tiny drop of cream oozing out of the knob.
She was about to protest again when the whip-thongs trailed teasingly across her ripe ass. Quickly, Linda seized his hot dick in her mouth and lapped up the burning drop of jism. Remembering she only had three minutes she began to suck his meat fiercely, her buttocks braced for sudden torment.
Instead, she felt tender kisses on her ass-flesh and then a delicious thrill as the brunette's long tongue wriggled deeply up her asshole.
Feverishly excited, Violet pressed her face to Linda's burning ass and lustfully churned her tongue up her anus. The whip had turned the blonde's ass-cheeks into deliciously hot mounds of flesh, which Violet squeezed in her fingers with depraved bliss.
This was the dangerous part of her game. She'd fucked and gone down on so many men, eaten and ravaged so many girls' pussies, the ordinary thrills of sex failed to excite her. So she'd begun teasing, gently at first, and then more savagely as time went by. Now the playful teasing was wild torment, and her blood sang with power and eerie joy each lime she tied a sexy girl down and watched her helplessly struggle while Violet whipped and teased and had furious sex with her, sucking on their juicy cunts until her crazed hunger was sated, raping them with the giant dildo until they couldn't stop coining and begged for mercy.
She'd lost a lot of hot girlfriends that way.
But the lusty brunette simply couldn't control her bizarre urges any more. Too much torrid sex had left her jaded, and now she ran the calculated risk of losing the hottest, most exciting piece of her life.
She raised her head, panting, and glanced at her watch. Less than a minute to go. Linda was moaning feverishly as she worked her burning mouth on Lee's long rod, while he lunged his hips sharply in time to her sucking.
The madly excited brunette paused to run her tongue down one of Linda's silken legs, tickling the sole of her foot, and then she got up and snatched up her whip.
"Hot-damn, Linda, that's – mmmmmmmm – a hot blowjob!" Lee gasped, crushing her head down harder so that his knob battered her throat. His prick was growing bigger and hotter in her fiery wet mouth. She'd gotten wilder since she'd last gone down on him years before, probably from going down on her husband every night. The lucky bastard.
Linda made whimpering sounds in her throat, a mixture of excitement and fear. She loved the feel of a thick hot cock in her mouth, pulsing with raw sex. And for some strange reason her burning ass intensified her passion, so that she was craving the flood of cream building up in Lee's balls.
In fact, she'd begun blowing boys mainly to keep from losing her cherry and she'd become so good at it that she was in tremendous demand for dates. Other girls confided in her they didn't mind going down on theft dates but staunchly refused to swallow their come. Linda loved the white stuff, feeling that the more she gulped down the sexier she became.
And each ejaculation, she'd discovered over the years, tasted different. Some were sweet – younger boys – some were salty or tangy, some thick and some thin, but they all possessed a unique flavor, a taste all their own. She preferred her husband's above all, pungent and so thick she would roll her tongue around her mouth for minutes afterward to relish it.
It was her obsession with oral sex that originally drove her to Violet, a wild curiosity about what a pussy would taste like in comparison. And when Violet first wrapped her legs around her head, Linda thought she would faint with excitement and joy.
Her obscene reverie was suddenly shattered by a stinging lash across her bare ass and she screamed in her throat, remembering she had a time limit. Now she sucked the rod plunging in her mouth with desperate lust and a few moments later Lee was spurting his flood of cream. Linda gulped eagerly, but still the whip came down as the fiercely aroused brunette unleashed her twisted passion.
"Hey, that's enough," Lee said to Violet. "I just got my rocks off."
"Well, I'm getting mine off now," Violet hissed and she swung the black whip again, a hot trickle oozing in her pussy as Linda's luscious ass blazed crimson.
As Lee climbed off the bed, Violet flung the whip aside and climbed on top of Linda's naked trembling body, digging her tits into the blonde's back and rubbing her cunt to Linda's burning ass-flesh. She rammed her tongue in Linda's mouth, Frenching her passionately, an eerie climax rippling through Violet's pussy from the hot silky flesh of Linda's buttocks.
Linda sobbed, wondering if she was going crazy. In spite of the agony of her tortured ass, she was madly excited by Violet's boiling cunt-flesh rubbing against her sensitive ass-flesh, by her burning juices trickling down her crack. And by the feel of her hot slippery tits digging into her soft back.
"Make me come," she begged Violet. "Fuck me now! Use that big cock, Violet, but do it now!"
Lee watched the obscene spectacle with grudging admiration. He knew what the brunette was doing to her: teasing her, then punishing her, arousing her deliriously, then tormenting her some more, working her emotions and her sex-glands up into a chaos of heat and frenzy.
Like brainwashing, he thought. Only it was cunt-washing, done by a diabolical expert.
"Not yet," Violet panted in Linda's ear, making lewd flicking motions on Linda's trembling ass with her crotch. "You haven't eaten me yet, darling. As soon as you make me come, I'll give you the time of your life."
Violet moved up to the headboard of the bed, crouching her dripping cunt close to Linda's lips. She seized Linda's head in her hands and dug her heels into the blonde's naked back. She undulated her pussy closer to Linda's waiting wet lips, a depraved dance of invitation, weaving her hotly sucking cunt ever closer to those beautiful sultry lips.
"Lick it good now," Violet panted in a husky voice, "eat it with everything you've got, darling, suck me fast and hot, give me the blowjob of your life, okay?"
Dazed with pain and lust, Linda nodded eagerly. The scent of Violet's passion-soaked pussy filled her nostrils. Then her rosy cunt-lips gently met Linda's waiting lips and Linda moaned deeply and whipped her tongue out and began lapping furiously.
Instantly, the brunette's face contorted with lust and she began grinding her inflamed slit with obscene shudders against Linda's ravenous mouth. She twined her fingers in Linda's long blonde hair and tugged and groaned wildly as the blonde brought her to her first orgasm in less than a minute.
"Jesus," muttered Lee, watching in awe. Violet was literally raping Linda's lovely mouth, heaving and thrashing on the bed in convulsions of ecstasy, her sweating tits bouncing madly and her hips jerking in brutal lunges.
He'd never seen anything so exciting in his life as the naked, sensuous brunette fucked the beautiful blonde's mouth in a wanton frenzy.
And he was hard again in seconds, his prick aching for action.
He climbed on top of Linda's helplessly bound body. He guided the head of his throbbing dick inside Linda's fiery cunt and she screamed and gripped it savagely. He began fucking her with deep massive thrusts, sucking in his breath at the juicy tightness of her slit. With his head just above hers, leaning on his elbows, he had a close-up view of her orgy of pussy-eating which triggered his excitement to an even hotter pitch.
And as Linda worked her velvety burning ass to his groin each time he plowed deep into her feverish cunt, he had to grit his teeth from shooting off in seconds. Her asscheeks were terrifically hot from her whipping, slippery with sweat, silky mounds that were driving him crazy with excitement.
He knew what he had to do.
He quickly slipped his gorged prick out of her trembling pussy. Linda stiffened and wailed protest, muffled by Violet's boiling crotch. A moment later she stiffened as he poised his knob directly against her tiny helpless asshole. Than he plunged with brutal force.
Linda bled out in pain, her mouth temporarily suspended against Violet's squirming cunt.
"Eat!" the brunette hissed, on the verge of another wild orgasm. "Eat, dammit, suck my pussy! Deeper and harder!"
Violet crushed the blonde's face mercilessly to her thrashing slit, then let go to bring her hands up to her own panting tits, which she squeezed and pinched with unashamed lust, coming in spasms of ecstasy.
"Wild ass," Lee groaned, driving his thick rod deep into her slippery tunnel. Linda was over the initial shock now, eagerly meeting his pumping strokes and writhing her asshole frantically on him. Her husband's cock was bigger than this and she took it happily between her cheeks whenever he got the urge. She'd learned to climax when hot come spattered in her bowels, a tingling sensation that tickled in her ass a long time afterward.
Again the three of them were coming at the same time, the brunette clawing Linda's shoulders in her frenzy, and raving obscene praise. Linda's entire face was covered with cunt-honey and she felt as if she might suffocate from Violet's steaming thighs but she couldn't stop lapping.
Lee groaned as the blonde's asshole eagerly I spasmed on his bursting prick, gripping his rod so tightly he winced in pain. He quickly slipped his chafed cock out, to safety.
The three of them stopped at almost the same moment, all of them heaving for breath, their naked bodies shrouded in perspiration.
"You did, whew, wonderful, darling," Violet panted, stroking Linda's hair. She leaned down to kiss her, tasting her own pussy-juice on the sobbing girl's cheeks. She was learning to eat pussy like a pro. And why not? Violet told herself. Hell, she had the best teacher in town.
"Untie me now," Linda gasped. "My wrists and ankles hurt like hell."
They untied her and she rolled over on her back, gratefully accepting the drink and cigarette Violet handed her. Her asshole, her pussy and her mouth all glowed with contentment at the same time, a peculiar flew sensation for Linda.
And she suddenly wished it was Mike here with them instead of Lee. Violet would love the idea, she knew. And the best way to persuade Mike was to let the hot, sexy brunette persuade him. She'd suspected Mike of screwing around on the side for some time now, but she wasn't jealous as long as he didn't fling it in her face. He had enough for at least two women anyway.
And the idea of watching her own husband screw her girlfriend sent tremors of excitement racing through the blonde's blood. Mike would love Violet's tight, madly sucking pussy, Violet would be crazy about his big cock, and Linda was already wild about both Violet's sweet hot cunt and Mike's huge thrilling prick.
She'd wondered earlier if Violet would make it with a man, but after seeing her in action with Lee that question was answered beyond a doubt.
"Oh, Lord," she said suddenly, sitting up. "What time is it?"
"It's almost four-thirty, Linda," Violet told her. "You can stay just a few minutes longer, can't you, darling?"
She wanted to tie the blonde down on her back this time and rape her and tease her ferociously with the giant dildo.
"No way," Linda said, moving quickly to get dressed. If Mike was awake – or if he woke up when she got in – she'd have a hell of a lot of explaining to do. She felt awkward kissing Lee goodbye. Once upon a time, when she was in her naive teens, she thought he was the greatest, slickest stud in the world. Now he struck her as a cheap hustler, still sexy and charming, but no match for Mike. Or Violet.
The brunette gave her a passionate goodbye kiss, promising to see her tomorrow night and asking her forgiveness for whipping her lush ass.
"Let's just say I owe you one," Linda grinned. Then she was gone in a click of high heels and a seductive bouncing of her ripe ass.
Naked, the brunette turned to Lee thoughtfully. She could toss him out now, but she decided against it for two reasons. First, it'd been a long time since she spent a whole night with a man, and while his cock wasn't ready, to be cast in bronze yet for immortality, he could get her off a few more times.
And second, for some strange reason, she felt she might be able to use him somehow. It was just a faint stirring in the back of her cunning mind, not clear yet, but she'd keep him on the string for a few days and see.
He quickly accepted her offer to spend the night, but before he had time to congratulate himself she had him stiff and throbbing and was fucking him strenuously.
More than an hour later as Violet lay peacefully sleeping, he was still trying to catch his breath. He didn't mind earning his keep, but Jesus Christ, her sex-crazed pussy would put him in the hospital if he wasn't careful.
Still, a hospital had nurses and a jail didn't.
She woke him an hour later for a violent quickie, leaving his rod chafed, raw and desperately exhausted. After that, he slept on her living room sofa.



CHAPTER FIVE


The redhead got on Mike's bus at her usual stop at one the next afternoon. She sat directly behind the driver's seat. She leaned close to his back and talked in a very low voice, hoping the other passengers wouldn't hear.
"Going crazy," she whispered. "Christ, Mike, can't you see me for an hour after work? Just an hour?"
Mike maneuvered the huge bus expertly through the downtown traffic, resisting the urge to slam into a double-parked car. Linda's little sister had left such a hot glow in his loins he actually stopped his bus at a crosswalk for two little old ladies.
"Can't do it," Mike said tersely. Actually, he could but he'd rather save his energy for Terry. The divorcee could have his leftovers once Terry was gone.
Unless he went with her to Los Angeles.
"Just one time," the redhead pleaded, aware that other passengers were staring at her curiously. Screw them! She'd picked up a guy in a bar last night and they went to a motel. The selfish bastard had come in three minutes flat, leaving her high and dry and furious. "Just for thirty minutes, Mike. Please?"
"Keep your voice down," Mike muttered, thinking. She sounded desperate and he couldn't figure out why. A sexy, lushly curved, plump-assed divorcee like Sally shouldn't have the slightest bit of trouble getting laid. Possibly she'd picked up a dud the night before.
"Can't," Mike said flatly.
"Well, Goddammit!" hissed Sally, and Mike gritted his teeth. Her voice was rising, and the temperamental bitch was going to create a public scene. She had a redhead's temper, an Irish explosion that built up slowly but ominously.
"Just thirty lousy minutes!" she almost shouted. "Christ, I'm not asking you to shack up with me for ten years!"
"Okay," Mike said desperately. "Okay, Sally. Usual place after work."
To his relief she got off at the next stop, her huge tits still heaving with emotion. Mike scanned the passengers in his rearview mirror, seeing theft smirks with anger. He was in a vicious mood now. The only reason he'd agreed was to avoid a scene, but now he'd have to screw her, and that meant one less round for hot little Terry.
Unless…
A slow, mean smile spread across his rugged face. Jesus, that would be a dirty trick! Not just dirty, but filthy. Mike had always prided himself on his natural sense of decency, on treating women like ladies – even if they weren't – but the idea was beginning to sound like the perfect solution to the lustful divorcee. It might even get her out of his hair permanently. And she might even love it.
The more he thought about it as the afternoon passed, the wider his vicious grin got out. Blonde, cock-crazy little Terry had crawled under his skin like a disease, and if it came to a showdown, he'd even avoid screwing Linda to save his come for the eighteen-year-old minx.
She was so wild and unpredictable she'd slipped into the shower with him this morning while Linda slept a few yards away and sucked him off with feverish delight.
But was he really crazy enough to run off with his wife's little sister? He drove his bus mechanically, brooding about it as he plowed through the congested lanes, casually missing cars by mere inches, grinning down at horrified drivers.
At sixteen she was so wild she might run off and leave him after a few weeks or a month or two, possibly for some scroungy hippie. She said she was crazy about him, but what she really meant was she was crazy about his prick. And while Mike immodestly admitted he was hung like a bull, there were other studs out there who weren't exactly boy scouts either.
And if he got rid of the divorcee once and for all, and ran off with Terry, and she ended up running off with someone else, what were his chances of having Linda take him back? He'd be stranded out in the cold, his feast of pussy vanished into thin air, having to start all over again.
The whole Goddamned thing was driving him crazy, but he was sure of one thing with devastating certainty. He was hooked on his wife's little sister, on her tender silken flesh and madly sucking cunt, on her eager, frenzied mouth and luscious little ass.
There had to be an answer to all this complicated crap, but if there was it eluded him like a prick-teasing cheerleader.
At five, he turned his bus in. He walked a block and sauntered into a noisy bar. A number of men greeted him, some bus drivers just getting off duty, others hard-hat construction workers, big brawny studs who drank and brawled like gorillas.
Next door to the bar was a cheap hotel, which he and Sally used from time to time, mostly when he knocked off a piece on his lunch hour. She would be up in a room now, naked in bed and waiting for him, her huge creamy tits panting and her wet thighs spread wide.
Mike gulped down a beer with lightning-speed and ordered another, thinking about what he planned to do. He hated dirty tricks, but how else was he going to get the madly-sexed redhead out of his hair? Every man was entitled to be a sonofabitch once in a while, even a nice guy like him.
He told the guy on the next barstool to watch his beer for a couple of minutes. Then he left the bar and entered the hotel. He talked to the desk-clerk for a few seconds and found out which room Sally was in.
She was waiting for him exactly as he pictured, her eyes burning with lust. She reached over and grabbed the massive bulge of his crotch and rubbed it lewdly.
"Let's not bother with a lot of romance," Sally whispered urgently. "Just shove it and fuck me, Mike! Lord, I'm so hot I could burn up!"
"Look here, honey," Mike said solemnly, sitting on the edge of the bed and squeezing one of her hot tits. "I want to ask you a favor, see? A good buddy of mine has got a little problem with his wife. She, uh, stopped putting out to him about a week ago, family argument, you know? And he's so horny he could faint."
He ignored the look of shock on Sally's face and rushed on.
"Now this guy is built like a gorilla, a real stud, see? And he's a real pal of mine, and, well, I thought maybe you could do him this little favor, just for me, just a little fast quickie…"
Sally's voluptuous mouth popped open. Then a look of rag flashed in her eyes.
"Good God, what do you think I am, a whore!" she hissed.
"Not at all, baby," Mike said smoothly. "But if you can pick up men in bars and screw them, I don't see why you can't swing with a good friend of mine. Just this once. I mean, it's not like screwing a stranger, is it? You do him a favor, because this guy is hung like King Kong."
He watched her grasp his logic. She was still panting, but not with anger. The idea was starting to excite her tremendously. After all, she was still deeply frustrated over her three-minute clash last night with a stranger, she was still hotly primed, and after all this was a friend of Mike's.
And the more curious she became about whether he was hung as Mike said, the more aroused she got. It was sort of a game, she thought, like spin-the-bottle. And as long as he was a good friend of Mike's…
She nodded eagerly. "Okay," she whispered. "Just this once, for you. Axe you gonna be here?"
Mike shook his head gravely. "I might get jealous," he said with a straight face. "I'll be downstairs having a beer."
Mike stood up. "I'll send him up, okay?"
The divorcee licked her lips and nodded. "Tell him to hurry," she said hoarsely, her pussy beginning to trickle profusely with her juices. "And then you'll come back, fight?"
"Yeah, sure," Mike told her.
Going down the stairs, he breathed a sigh of relief now all he had to do was find someone who thought he was hung like King Kong.
In the bar, he took a long swig of beer and turned to the rugged construction worker on the next barstool.
"Hey, Al, how about doing me a big favor?" he said.
The brawny hardhat clapped him on the shoulder, half-drunk. "You can have anything in the world, buddy, except my wife. She's got the rag on and she's meaner than a hungry rattlesnake."
"Funny you mention that," Mike said, nodding. "See, Al, I got this sexy broad upstairs in the hotel next door and she's hotter than a firecracker about to go off. Now my wife is home waiting for me and if I'm late she'll spill the soup on me, burn the roast beef and kick me in the balls when I'm not looking. So I thought maybe a good pal like you might just run up there and be my relief man for a little while."
Al's eyes beamed. "She's sexy, huh? Big knockers?"
"Like watermelons," Mike assured him. "Room three-oh-six. She's waiting for you, Al. Just tell her you're a friend of mine. And one other thing," he rushed on as Al jammed two open beer bottles in his rear pockets and turned to go. "When you're through, tell her you've got a buddy who's in a worse fix than you are, and ask her if she'll do you a favor and take care of him. She will. Then come on back down here and pick out someone who's big, mean and horny. Then tell him to do the same thing when he's finished. Okay?"
Al looked at him with drunken admiration.
"You're a real motherfucker, Mike," he said, shaking his head. "I gotta hand it to you, you sure know how to treat a lady. Someday I'll let you bang my wife, if you think you can handle two hundred pounds of ornery cunt."
"I'll pass," Mike said, reaching for the beer Al had bought him. When the hardhat was gone, he finished the beer quickly and left the bar.
Actually, he was doing Sally a favor. She'd always complained she could never get enough cock to really satisfy her.
After Al and his buddies got though with her, she wouldn't have anything to complain about.
"Oooooooh, shit, love it!" Sally groaned, as Al plunged his colossal rod into her hotly eager cunt for the third time in less than thirty minutes. He was fucking her dog-style this time and each lime he slammed forward, his big hairy balls slapped loudly against her thighs.
"Every – aaaaaaaaaaaagh! – inch, hot and heavy!" the redhead gasped, wiggling her fleshy ass with lewd delight. She could feel his boiling knob battering her to the hilt, but she was so juicy and slippery from lust it was all sexy heaven to her clasping pussy.
"Come now, now!" she begged, pumping her slit fiercely on his driving meat. Al squeezed her big ass-cheeks harshly in his fingers and reared back his head as his third load of come shot out of his bursting prick. Terrific cunt! After his fat, nagging wife Sally seemed like a Goddess with her tight, searing crack and luscious ass.
"Fraid I'm a little pooped," he confessed with a flushed face afterward. "Hard day on the girders. My wife'll be waiting for me too…"
"You don't hear me complaining," Sally told him with a wide, glowing smile. "And just in case you need another, urn, favor why don't you take my phone number, Al?"
He took it eagerly, dressed, kissed her daintily on the cheek and turned to leave, his balls tingling with happiness.
"You can send Mike up now," Sally told him.
He snapped his fingers, remembering. "Uh, thing is, Sally, I got this friend of mine down in the bar and, well, he's in worse shape than I am, you know? I mean, hornier than a bull on Spanish Fly. I was wondering…"
"Send him up," Sally said quickly, panting with new eagerness and excitement. It served that bastard Mike right anyway. He could damn well wait and sulk.
She shivered with hot anticipation as she lay back on the bed, waiting. She felt deliciously guilty, like a whore, she thought. But fucking strange men, like an obscene blind date, was tremendously exciting to her. After eight years of utterly boring sex with her indifferent husband, Sally felt intensely hot for sex, unable to get enough, not even with Mike. Her pussy was on fife, blazing away like a holocaust.
She gave her next visitor, a lean, muscles hardhat with a long thin rod, a super special blowjob the way Mike had taught her. From the wild whoops he was making, his mind was as blown as his cock.
Then he solemnly told her she had the most gorgeous tits he'd ever seen in his life, big and creamy and fantastically sexy. Would she mind very much if he fucked her in the tits?
The divorcee panted lasciviously as he mounted her breasts, and she massaged their satiny fat heat around his bristling prick until his knob spurted out with a great white flood. Moaning hungrily, the redhead grasped it in her mouth and greedily gulped it down.
When he started to get dressed, Sally said, "Mike isn't even down in that bar, is he?"
He blinked his eyes at her. Who in the hell was Mike? "Guess not," he said, shrugging. "But the fact is, ma'am, I've got this friend of mine, and he's…"
"He's about to cream in his pants," Sally said with sudden rage. That sonofabitch Mike! He'd set her up like a common whore! Of all the lowdown rotten tricks.
Seeing the look blazing in her eyes, the construction worker moved quickly toward the safety of the door.
"Wait," she said. She licked tier lips. "Send him up, but make sure he's got a bottle of gin."
"Right away," the hardhat said, and got out quickly. He tipped his hat to the desk-clerk as he passed, who eyed him suspiciously.
"Just a minute," the clerk said, a fat man with a sour expression. "What's going on up in three-oh-six?"
The hardhat came back to the desk and leaned close. "Dancin' lessons," he said gravely. "I just learned how to fox-trot myself. Friend of mine's gonna learn how to rhumba in a couple minutes."
The clerk looked indignant. "We don't allow that sort of thing in this establishment…"
"Is the room paid for?" the lean construction man said coldly. The clerk nodded, swallowing hard. They were a rough crew next door. One night they'd wrecked the bar, just for exercise.
"Then you got no complaints," the hardhat said. He looked contemptuously around the seedy lobby. "This place is a wreck already, but it could get worse. Know what I mean?"
"Dancing lessons," the clerk said quickly. "Fine with me."
"Send you over a couple shots," the hardhat said, clapping him so hard on the shoulder he almost fell down. "Too bad you can't get it up any more, buddy. She really knows how to dance."
Upstairs, Sally still seethed with rage over Mike, but she couldn't deny the throbbing glow of contentment in her pussy and mouth either. She told herself she might as well make a party out of it, get good and drunk and let her hair down completely for a change.
In three hours Sally took on seven more brawny men, the liquor firing up her passion to an insatiable fever. She fucked and heaved and thrashed beneath an assortment of hard pricks, until she lay back sweating with exhaustion, her strenuous screwing keeping her halfway sober in spite of the gin.
She didn't know if she'd ever make up for those eight lost, bleak years of a nearly sexless marriage, but she'd valiantly tried in one night. And instead of feeling ashamed, she felt exhilarated.
So Mike had jilted her. So what? She'd just discovered he didn't have the only huge cock in town, and in fact one of the studs had come four times in succession, sparking her to claw his back so deliriously it looked a road-map of lust.
And one of the men, a bachelor, had asked her out for dinner the next night, not the slightest bit fazed by the assembly line she'd taken on.
But even if he got serious about her, Sally had no intention of marrying again, not for a long time. She'd screwed nine men in the past few hours and that, the hot-blooded divorcee told herself, was just for starters.
Sally dressed slowly, doing some rapid mental calculations. She'd worked as a bookkeeper for five years, and by the time she was fully dressed, she had the fingers accurately compiled in her mind.
Her husband had fucked her an average of two and one-half times per week for eight years, which worked out to nine hundred, twelve and a half lays, or just a little over a hundred a year. With the same dreary prick and hasty selfishness.
If she'd gotten screwed every night during that eight-year period, she would have been fucked two thousand, nine hundred and twenty times.
The passionate divorcee therefore calculated she was owed two thousand, eight and one-half lays for lost time.
And she fiercely intended to collect every one of them as quickly as possible…



CHAPTER SIX


Linda knew.
Mike didn't know she knew and Terry, wasn't aware of anything except Mike at the dinner table, didn't know she knew, but the frantic blonde knew with devastating certainty that Mike was screwing her little sister.
From the way Mike avoided looking at sexy little Terry, and from the unashamed way Terry was eating him up with her eyes, giggling and gushing and practically coming all over herself at the table, Linda knew they'd made it, probably a hot lustful fury that went on for hours.
Linda grasped the fact with a rising fear and an eerie, obscene excitement. She couldn't compete with Terry's youth or eighteen-year-old budding sexiness and she knew it.
And she sensed that her husband wasn't just fucking Terry, but that he was obsessed with her. She could feel the smoldering sex-tension between them like an electric current.
Her own Goddamn greedy little sister was stealing her husband away from her, Linda realized with panic. He was drooling at her now from the corner of his eye, and probably had a gigantic hard-on beneath the table.
If she could get Terry alone in the house for a while she could get tough with her and force her to go back to San Francisco. But she didn't dare force the issue with Mike there. Suppose he preferred Terry's juicy little cunt to hers right now – and let her know it?
And Linda had to be to work soon, leaving Mike alone with her for another seven or eight hours.
She excused herself from the kitchen table and went upstairs to use the bedroom phone. Drastic situations caned for drastic measures. She called Violet and spoke earnestly to her for ten minutes.
The brunette told her what she'd do in her place, and the idea excited Linda tremendously.
Next, Linda called the Horn Inn and told them she was sick and wouldn't be able to come in tonight. The owner screamed at her that Violet had just called him and told him the same thing. It had to be an epidemic, Linda told him and hung up.
Next, Linda called Mike aside in the living room, and explained she wasn't going to work that night.
He looked angry, his hard-on visibly dwindling in his pants.
"The truth is," Linda rushed on before he could argue with her any more, "I just want to spend some time alone with Terry. She is my sister, you know, and I've really missed her all these years. But there's something you can do for me, too."
"What?" he eyed her suspiciously.
"A friend of mine has to move some furniture over at her apartment, and she just had a fight with her boyfriend. She could use some muscle for an hour or two, Mike."
He waved his hand in disgust. "Christ, I just got off work. What the hell am I, a mule?"
"She's coming over in a couple minutes," Linda went on, unperturbed. "I left something over at her apartment and she's bringing it. You can leave with her and that way Terry and I will be alone." Before he could protest further, she added, "Her name is Violet. You met her once I think. The small brunette, remember?"
Mike remembered quickly. He'd seen her in her snug uniform over at the Horn Inn one night, and he recalled thinking about her big bedroom eyes and the hot little ass she had. He shrugged.
"Well, if it's a good friend of yours, and it won't take more than an hour or so…"
When Terry found out Linda was staying home and Mike was leaving, her cute face took on a vicious, sullen look. "Hell, I don't want to hang around here," she pouted. "I think I'll haul my ass downtown and see if there's any action."
"You'll wait here for a while," Linda told her firmly. "There's something I have to discuss with you."
Terry looked bored and lit a cigarette, dangling it from her lips. Ten minutes later, Violet rang the doorbell, took one look at Linda's little sister and suddenly felt hotter than she'd been in years.
In less than five minutes, Mike had left with Violet, and Terry was alone with Linda. The blonde fingered the box Violet had brought her thoughtfully. Terry poured herself a glass of wine and gulped half of it down, her gestures irritated.
"Moving furniture, my ass," she said dryly to Linda. "That was a lot of bull, Linda. You were setting Mike up with that hungry bitch and we both know it. Why?"
"Come on upstairs and I'll explain, honey," Linda said sweetly. "Bring the bottle of wine too."
Shrugging, Terry followed her up the stairs. Her sharp mind had already warned her that Linda had caught on to her and Mike, and she was getting Mike out of the way for a while so she could lay down the law to Terry. But it was obvious to Terry the only furniture Mike was going to move was the sexy brunette's bed, after thrashing on it for an hour or two.
Something screwy was going on, the eighteen-year-old knew. Whatever it was, she'd hang in tenaciously until she and Mike could run off to L.A.. Because Terry knew she almost had him wrapped up now, and it was just a matter of days before she could finish persuading him. Or possibly hours.
Up in the bedroom, Terry tilted the wine bottle to her lips and took a long swallow to brace herself. "Okay, let's hear it, Sis," she said.
Linda reached into the box and brought out the short lengths of nylon cord, then put the box aside.
"Get undressed." Linda said softly, "and lie face down on the bed with your arms and legs outspread, Terry."
The eighteen-year-old's eyes widened. "Me you nuts? Why would I do that?"
"Because if you don't, honey, you're on your way back to San Francisco, to Mom and Dad. You're out of this house tonight."
Terry's face grew pale. "I won't go home," she blurted out. "To hell with that – I'll run away."
Smiling, Linda shrugged. "That's up to you, honey. But how much money have you got? Where will you go by yourself? And how far will you get if the cops put out an all-points bulletin for you as a runaway? You won't even get outside the city limits and you know it, Terry."
A weak, trembling sensation gripped Terry. Her nasty tough-act quickly faded at the thought of being locked up again. Team filled her eyes.
"Listen, Sis," she whispered, "don't throw me out. I can't go back to Mom and Dad, I'll go crazy there. Just let me stay here for a while longer… I'll behave myself, I really will."
"You've got three choices," Linda said in a low voice. "Naked on the bed or back to San Francisco or out on the streets, where the cops will pick you up sooner or later. Make up your mind now."
Tears stinging her eyes hotly, Terry began undressing with shaking fingers. Anything, anything was better than being locked up again. When she was stark naked, she lay down on the bed face down, stretching out her arms and legs. She bit her lip as Linda securely roped her wrists and ankles down to the bed supports. Terry fought back her tears. So she was going to be spanked for screwing her sister's husband – big deal!
She twisted her head around to see Linda undressing, and an, eerie shiver of excitement mingled with panic raced through her blood.
"What are you going to do?" she cried cult.
Linda didn't answer. Her eyes glowed urgently on Terry's soft, silken flesh, raking over her lusciously budding tits and adorable ass, a wild tingling shooting through her lips and tongue.
No wonder her husband had gone crazy screwing Terry. Even the brunette's tawny, feverish hot body couldn't compare to her little sister's. Her golden ass was so cute it was dimpled. Linda felt a sharp throbbing in her cunt as she went over to the bed and climbed on top of Terry's trembling flesh. She moaned lewdly as she crushed her tits into her sister's satiny back. She undulated her dripping pussy onto Terry's plump little ass and seized her hot tits in her fingers, tenderly squeezing and loving.
"Stop it!" Terry hissed, wrenching at her bonds desperately. "You Goddamn pervert! Why are you doing this? Stop it or I'll scream!"
But the feel of Linda's swollen tits digging into her back, her steaming crotch gently making fucking motions on her sensitive ass-cheeks, her fingers massaging and caressing her tits all combined to trigger a fierce buried excitement in the eighteen-year-old.
And that first night in the girl's detention home flooded her mind with shock and unwanted lust. That night had given her the most brutal, thrilling orgasms of her life. And now her own passionate sister was arousing her to a maddening state against her will.
Terry began crying steadily as Linda slid down her naked flesh, her lips trailing wet fire over her back and then beginning to lewdly kiss her ass-cheeks. Terry moaned as Linda seized a fold of juicy flesh in her teeth and sucked on it for a minute. Spreading her cheeks, the panting blonde now traced her wet tongue-tip down along the crack of Terry's ass and the girl began jerking her ass helplessly.
Then Linda's burning tongue shot deep into her tiny hot cunt, and Terry screamed softly and shuddered from head to toe. A blazing series of thrills rippled though Terry's feverishly sucking pussy as her sister started eating and sucking and kissing her slit with ravenous hunger.
"Sis, no! Unnnnnnnnngh, oh, God, getting hot, hot, oh Jesus, Sis, ooooooooooh! Aaaaaaaaaaah, starting to come!"
Linda whimpered in her throat with depraved joy as Terry's sweet cunt-honey began pouring into her mouth, gushing with the eighteen-year-old's furious passion. She'd only meant to tease Terry, to torment her by arousing her until she was going crazy, but her juicy little silt was so fantastically exciting and delicious, she simply couldn't stop.
She hugged Terry's burning ass-cheeks to her face as she stung deep with her tongue, squirming and writhing it around the succulent pink flesh. God, her little sister was sweet!
Linda quickly dipped her tongue down to snake it inside Terry's tiny asshole and the girl yelped with bliss and shuddered her ass in a frenzy. She strained violently at her ropes, not to try and free herself any more, but to vent her unbearable excitement.
"Eat me faster!" she cried, her hotly sucking cunt imploring Linda's tongue. "Oh, Sis! So fucking hot, unnnnnnnnng!"
It took a grim effort of will, but Linda finally jerked her mouth away from her sister's boiling cunt, ignoring her wails of protest. Linda picked up the short-handled vicious whip Violet had given her. Her tits panting with lust, she climbed up on the head of the bed. She dug her heels into the mattress on each side of Terry's ribs. She gripped Terry's long blonde hair in one hand and raised her head.
"You're going to suck me off now, honey," she whispered hoarsely, feeling the same bizarre sense of power Violet had felt when she was helplessly tied down. "You're going to eat my cunt, Terry darling. And every time you fail to thrill me, you'll get one of these…"
A wild scream rolled from Terry's mouth as Linda flicked the whip-lashes furiously down over her naked ass, leaving hot red welts.
Linda paused, dazed with power. "You've been fucking my husband, haven't you, Terry?"
Terry gaped at her through tear-stained eyes. "No, honest, Linda, I wouldn't – aaaaaaaaaargh! Yes, yes, yes!"
Viciously, Linda brought the whip down again and again. She waited, heaving for breath and edging her soaked cunt closer to Terry's sweet mouth, until the eighteen-year-old caught her breath.
"You've been fucking my husband and now you have to be punished," Linda said softly. "Start sucking, Little Sister. Eat my pussy, every burning inch. Suck!"
She crushed her throbbing slit to Terry's mouth and the girl lashed deep and eagerly with her tongue into the slippery, burning guilt. And as Terry sucked and kissed and lapped her older sister's dripping thighs, profound tremors of excitement shook her naked body.
Whimpering, she sucked on Linda's swollen fat clitoris while her sister fucked her mouth savagely. She felt weak, utterly helpless, humble – and she loved it. Every time she paused to catch her breath, the stinging whip tore across her trembling ass, and she loved that too.
All the powerful, hidden associations of being ravenously eaten and fingerfucked at the age of fifteen now leaped to the surface of her blood, and Terry dug her mouth ferociously into her sister's fiercely sucking cunt, animal sounds coming from her throat.
Linda was starting to climax beneath Terry's frenzied mouth and she dug her heels into the girl's back and pumped her hips rapidly.
"Beautiful – oooh! – cunt sucking hot little – mmm! – darling, Terry! Oh, baby, angel, ooooooooooo, suck it honey!"
Now the eighteen-year-old was wild with lust, ramming her tongue into Linda's hot asshole, then her gushing pussy, then biting her moist inner thighs in a frenzy of wanton passion.
For five straight minutes Linda shuddered in spasms of uncontrollable ecstasy as Terry sucked her off with her mad lips and tongue.
Finally Linda, her nakedness perspiring freely, her hands rubbing her own panting tits lustfully, pulled away from Terry's greedy mouth. She collapsed on the bed beside her, heaving for breath.
"Eat me now!" Terry begged frantically. "I'm hot now, Linda, suck me off, Sis, please!"
Linda stared down at her, struck by envy at her loveliness. How in the hell would she ever compete with luscious little Terry when it came to her own husband?
She suddenly sensed the answer.
She rammed one of her lush tits into Terry's eager lips and stroked her sister's hair as the girl sucked on the fat nipple with lusty greed.
"Poor Terry is hot," Linda purred, "but Big Sister will fix her. Ahhhh, suck it harder, baby. Mmmmmmmm, I've got just what you need, Terry."
She let the sobbing girl lick and suck her other thrilled tit for a minute and then Linda got off the bed.
Behind Terry and out of her range of vision, she strapped on the monstrous spiked dildo Violet had loaned her. She remembered Violet's warning about holding down the electric current red button for too long. She gazed at Terry's tiny pulsing pussy, so tender and helpless.
"Eat me or I'll go crazy!" Terry sobbed, thrashing her softly curved body in a frenzy on the bed. "Eat me, Sis!"
"I'll do much better than that," Linda said in a strange, distant voice, approaching the bed from behind. She crawled up between Terry's burning thighs and licked her rosebud cunt-flesh lasciviously for a few seconds.
Then the wild-eyed blonde poised the immense prick just over her little sister's innocent pussy-lips. She switched it on and aimed it.
And a moment later Terry screamed with shattering, unbearable joy.
As Violet drove Mike to her apartment in her car, he watched her with soaring excitement. Where Linda was statuesque and lushly curved, and Terry was on the slender side with seductively ripening tits and ass, the brunette was petite and tawny, but reeking with intense sex-appeal.
"Lovely little girl, Linda's sister." Violet commented.
Yeah, and she fucks like a mad minx, Mike added silently. It still hadn't occurred to him that Linda might have set up the whole situation, and he actually expected to move furniture.
Up in her apartment, Mike looked around. "Okay, what do you want moved where?"
"Scotch, martini or beer?" Violet asked. "No hurry."
"Beer." He watched her fully-rounded ass bounce as she moved into the kitchen. His prick was still semi-hard from expecting to spend the whole evening screwing Terry, and the thought flashed idly in his mind the brunette might be horny.
She brought him a beer and gulped her own martini down in three rapid sips. She put the glass down and stepped up to him, her eyes gleaming.
"There isn't any furniture to move," she said. "Linda wants you to fuck me."
Mike's jaw dropped. "What?"
"Linda wants you to fuck me, and I want to fuck you," Violet said in her husky voice. Her hands moved expertly to his fly. She unzipped it and brought out his huge hot meat. Violet sucked in her breath and hefted it in her fingers, purring with excitement.
"Why in the hell would my wife want you to screw me?" Mike asked, startled but still baffled.
Licking her lips, Violet released his hard-on and began undressing as she talked.
"I can't explain it right now, it's too complicated. Do you want to talk or fuck, Mike?"
His mind spun, trying to figure out what was happening, but he felt his cock leap wildly as she stripped naked. Small, with firm round tits and huge nipples, a moist silky tangle of dark cunt-hairs, smooth plump thighs. She looked like a tight, hot, furious fuck. The whole thing was crazy.
"Take it off," she whispered, gripping his prick and nudging the big knob against her drenched pubic mound. "Lord, what a piece of meat! Let's see the rest of you."
He finished his beer in one swallow and quickly stripped. Quickly, Violet dropped to her knees in front of him and lashed out with her long burning tongue, sending a violent thrill through his rod. She sucked on it teasingly for a minute then rose, and still grasping his cock, she led him to the bedroom.
"How many times can you get off in a row with this monster?" she asked. She lay back on the bed with her thighs spread and her knees drawn up, her ass already undulating impatiently.
"Four, maybe five," Mike said, dazed at the swiftness of events. "What the hell is going oil?"
"Just climb on and shove it in," Violet said hoarsely. "For Christ's sake, Mike, don't stand there like a statue – I'm horny as hell!"
He quickly decided the questions would wait.
He got on top of her and Violet clutched his thick rod in her fist. She guided his crimson knob in, and she made low hissing sounds of ecstasy as he slid in deep.
"At, God, what a prick! Mmmmmmmm, that hot meat is, ooooo, pure grade A dick! Lucky – aaaaaaah! Linda! Uuuuuuuum!"
She twined her legs around his and clasped her fiery cunt eagerly on his huge cock. She began twisting and squirming her hot pussy slowly on his hard-on, her fingers digging into hard, sinewy ass.
"Shit, that's – unnnn! – good cunt!" Mike gasped, surprised at the juicy, electrifying feel of her boiling flesh. The brunette was panting and writhing her tits into his chest now, meeting his fucking stroked with deep lunges of her hips.
Violet showered tiny animal bites on his broad shoulder, low lustful moans coming from her throat. His immense hot knob felt like a blazing ram in her thrilled pussy and the pressure of his big, hairy balls against her ass felt delicious.
"Good, good, wild," Violet gasped, "every bit as wild as Linda's juicy cunt, mmmmmmmmm!"
Mike froze in mid-stroke. "What did you say?"
"I said I ate your wife's pussy and I love it!" Violet panted, raking her nails savagely over his bare buttocks. "Now fuck me, Mike!"
His sudden shock melted beneath the furiously sucking spasms of her cunt on his rod, and he resumed fucking her tight slit, listening her to rave with growing excitement.
"Ate her hot pussy until she fainted, and then she ate mine," Violet groaned. "Sucked and fucked her until I thought I'd die from happiness, aaaaaaaaaaaaah! What a fantastic prick, Mike, mmmmmmmm, you bull… unf!"
She was growing wilder and hotter now, on the verge of an explosive orgasm as his prick hardened and swelled even bigger inside her clasping slit. But and cunning brunette did nothing without calculation. She went into vivid detail as she whipped her searing slit in a frenzy on his thick rod, knowing she was exciting them both.
"Licked her ass and stuck my tongue up her juicy asshole," Violet raved, biting him on the lips now as she thrashed her cunt madly, lust trembling her tawny flesh from head to toe beneath his brutal plowing.
"Sucked on her beautiful tits and sixty-nined with her for an hour, lapped up her cunt-honey until I went crazy with happiness! And she went down on me too, Mike, mmmmmmmmmmm, fuck me, stud, fuck it harder! Jesus, want you both! Your fantastic prick and her luscious pussy, ooooooooo, yes!"
"You're crazy," Mike gasped, but in spite of his shock he couldn't stop screwing her deliciously tight crack. Hot thrills were rippling up along his plunging rod in currents of sex-heat as the sweating, lunging brunette used her hotly sucking cunt like a feverish mouth.
"Turn you on like crazy," Violet panted, raising her legs high and locking them around his waist now. Her ass was swinging furiously, on fire with her molten orgasm, her pussy gorged to the blissful hilt with his burning meat.
"Want your hot come everywhere," Violet moaned, raking his back with her nails now, "up my ass and on my tits, in my mouth, honey, shoot it up my cunt now! Now, now, now!"
Mike clenched his jaw as her fiery slit shuddered savagely on his prick, and then she was drawing his load out of him with frenzied sucks of her dripping cunt, draining him in great spasms of lust that left his cock limp and his balls wildly tingling with pleasure.
He climbed off her, heaving for breath. Christ, what a dynamite piece! She was insane, of course. Probably a nympho who had fantasies about Linda.
"Now what's all this bullshit about you and Linda," he said, hands on his hips.
The brunette smiled lewdly up at him, trailing her fingers over her glowing pussy and bringing them to her lips to lick at them.
"It's true," she said. "Where did you think Linda was all those nights she was coming home late from work? She was up here, honey, getting sucked off. And doing a wild job in return, too."
Mike glared down at her, torn between obscene excitement and fury.
"Why? Why in hell would Linda make it with a woman when she's got me at home waiting for her, Goddammit?"
He conveniently chose to forget he was screwing and eating Linda's little sister at the same time.
Violet patted the bed beside her. "Come on over here, Mike. Let me explain the harsh facts of life to you."
Reluctantly, he lay down on the bed beside her, more baffled than angry. Violet grasped his wet soft cock in her fingers and began jerking it slowly as she spoke.
"It's like this, Mike. Deep down every woman wonders what it's like to make it with another woman, just once. A woman has these nice soft tits, see, and this marvelously sensitive pussy, and they feel so good when she's got a big dick like yours rammed up her vagina, she wonders what it would feel like to thrill another woman's pussy, what this sensitive organ would do if she rammed her tongue up it or her fingers. Pussies are just like mouths, see, soft and kissable and pink and juicy, and it's sort of like kissing a sweet mouth only a hell of a lot more exciting…"
"Linda would never do anything like that," Mike interrupted. His prick was getting rock-hard again beneath her hot fist. "You made her!"
"I persuaded her," Violet murmured. "Can you blame me? She's so sexy and hot, and gorgeously curved all over. Ever see two women make it, Mike?"
His rod leaped powerfully in her fingers. "No."
"Suck on each other's beautiful tits and go down on each other's hot pussies? Wail and moan and swing like mad animals? A big stud like you would go ape watching that, believe me."
Mike stared into her gleaming eyes. "What're you getting at, Violet?"
"Before I spell it out for you, let me give you the blowjob of your life…"
She was down on him, crouched between his hairy thighs, in two seconds. Mike made a surprised sound as the hot-lipped brunette grasped five inches of his distended rod in her mouth and gave it a fiercely teasing suck.
Then Violet went to work on him in earnest, using every cunning trick she'd learned over years of eating pussies and sucking pricks, using her tight juicy mouth and long burning tongue like a virtuoso playing the organ.
Mike forgot about Linda completely, forgot about Terry, redheaded, lush breasted Sally, and forgot everything and everyone for the next few minutes.
Just possibly, Violet was the greatest cocksucker in the world.
"Ooooooooooooh! Jeeeeeeezus! Oh, God Linda!"
Terry's soft, belly lifted off the mattress six inches as her panting sister slid another inch of the humming dildo deep inside her gorged pussy. The tiny quivering mounds were driving Terry to the point of pure madness, tickling and thrilling every tiny nook of her tender cunt, sparking explosions of ecstasy that brought wild screams to her lips.
"Like it, huh, baby?" Linda whispered in her ear, her own obscene excitement at a delirious pitch. Her little sister's satiny skin was hot and trembling beneath her naked body, soft and feverish with lust, her silky ass thrashing with wanton joy to Linda's soaked crotch.
She sank her teeth into the nape of Terry's soft neck and probed for the red button beneath the base of the gigantic cock. Easy now, she told herself. She pressed it down.
Instantly Terry gasped and her naked helplessly bound body went into convulsions. The most shattering, intense feeling of her life burst in her young loins, ten volts of insane ecstasy ripping through her crammed pussy. She fought for breath, shaking her head in disbelief.
Linda released the button and Terry let out a long deep moan, still quivering fiercely.
Then Linda slid the prick almost completely out, leaving only the massive knob humming in Terry's cunt lips.
"Don't stop!" Terry shrieked, twisting her head around to face Linda. Her wild eyes were filled with tears. "God, don't stop, Linda! Fuck me, Sis, oh, Jesus, fuck me!"
"You were trying to steal Mike away from me, weren't you?" Linda said.
"No, honest! Just fuck me for God's sake!"
"Unless you want this thing rammed up your ass you'd better tell the truth, Terry! You were, weren't you?"
"Yes," Terry sobbed, "but I won't any more, honest, Sis!"
"That's right, you won't," Linda said viciously. "Because by the time I get finished fucking you, Little Sister, you won't be in shape to diddle a boy scout. Hang on, honey."
Squeezing Terry's budding tits in her fingers, Linda began fucking her with savage, relentless strokes of the quivering prick, tearing brutally deep into her tender slit.
The helpless blonde started screaming at the top of her lungs, feeling as if she was being ripped in two. Then after a minute or two the pain gave way to harsh, blazing thrills and Terry was jerking her hips up eagerly to meet the humming monster, unable to stop climaxing.
"Fuck me harder!" she wailed, panting and heaving madly on the mattress, "Fuck me with every inch, Sis! Wait – ungh!"
Smiling cruelly, Linda found the red button and pressed it. And held it down for a full minute.
Terry lost her breath trying to scream and went into violent spasms as her nerves shattered under the onslaught of thrills. Her gorged cunt erupted with white-hot fury, gushing out of control. The eighteen-year-old made an incoherent wailing sound and then her mind whirled dangerously.
Then she went completely limp.
Linda let up on the button, satisfied. Violet had warned her sternly that using the button for too long and too much could leave her victim either a raving nymphomaniac or so jaded she'd go on a crazed fucking spree for days or weeks. Or even months.
Terry came to slowly, aware of her sister's hot soft tits digging into her back, the massive humming pressure in her tight cunt.
"Going crazy," she whispered, "I can't take any more, Linda. Please, don't fuck me any more! If I come again I'll die! Please, Sis, oh, God, take it out."
For a few moments Linda was tempted to continue the brutal rape, but then her vengeance thawed. Terry was crying and trembling like a baby, whimpering for mercy. She'd learned her lesson. After all, she was her little sister.
Slowly, Linda eased the giant cock out of Terry's ravaged pussy. It was covered with blood. Besides, now Linda was hotter than a smoking pistol, her own cunt throbbing urgently.
She untied Terry and the girl turned over on her back, sniffling and rubbing her chafed wrists. Linda cuddled her close, stroking her silky sweating tits and kissing her tenderly.
"Sorry, honey, but you needed that lesson," she whispered in Terry's ear. Her little sister was so sexy and luscious, Linda was getting more furiously aroused by the second.
"You want to eat my pussy now?" she asked Terry. "Lick on your big sister's hot cunt? Or would you rather fuck me?"
A light flickered deep in Terry's eyes. She hugged Linda passionately.
"Gee, Sis, I'd love to eat your pussy. But I know how hot you must be. Why don't I use the dildo on you first?"
"Right on," Linda panted, unstrapping the harness. "But no ropes for me." She handed the dildo to Terry, who crouched on her knees on the bed and strapped it on curiously. She tested the buttons, while Linda lay on her back with her knees drawn up high and her sucking pink cunt wetly exposed.
"Hurry, honey," Linda whispered. "I'm so Goddamn hat! Suck on my tits while you do it to me, too, okay, Sis?"
Terry climbed on top of Linda's naked trembling body. She kissed her lustfully on the mouth first, their tongues whirling around. Then the eighteen-year-old crept down to clutch one of Linda's succulent big tits in her fingers and she teased and gently bit the nipple, until Linda was moaning feverishly.
"Shove it in now!" she urged, rubbing Terry's naked hot ass. "Fuck me now, baby!"
"Now," Terry panted, raising her head. She guided the immense knob inside Linda's eagerly waiting silt, and the blonde arched her back and screamed softly.
Terry wondered if this was how a man felt, this awesome sense of power as he mounted a girl and drove his dick deep. She pressed the red button for only ten seconds and Linda groaned and clawed Terry's back, fucking the vibrating cock madly.
"Let me know when you're ready to come," Terry whispered, gripping Linda's plump hot ass tightly in her hands.
"Ah, Terry, you're such a – unnnnnnnngh! – beautiful little bitch, oh, God, I'm crazy about your darling tits and luscious little pussy, yes, baby, yessssss!"
For a wistful moment Terry wished Mike were here now, ramming his huge pounding rod deep inside her as she thrilled Linda, as she fucked her sexy sister with a lewd powerful rhythm. Linda was sobbing loudly and tugging at Terry's hair now, shaking her head from side to side with bliss.
"Gonna come now!" she panted. "Gonna get my rocks oft darling, oh! Oh, baby, angel, what?"
Quickly, Terry slipped the humming dildo out. She probed Linda's ass-crack with her other hand, locating her tiny asshole. Her eyes blazed as she placed the massive dick-head squarely against Linda's trembling anus.
"Oh, Christ, no!" Linda stared with honor into her sister's mad eyes, not daring to move an inch. "Oh, Sis, please, no, baby, I'll do anything, don't – eeeeeeeeeee!"
With all her savage strength, eighteen-year-old Terry slammed her hips forward, ripping the spiked dick as deep as she could into Linda's helpless asshole.
And then she pressed down on the red button, holding it, and holding it, and holding it…
The moaning brunette was sucking on Mike's balls now, while she jerked his thick rod lustfully in her fist. Then Violet ran her tongue up along the underside of his meat, grasped his crimson knob in her mouth and ripped her teeth cautiously across it to make him gasp.
And then she was blowing him with everything she could muster, her mouth tight and passionately sucking, battering her throat with his burning dick-heat, craving the boiling stream of thick come.
"Holy shit!" Mike groaned, cupping her head tightly in his hands and jerking his hips to fuck her furiously in her eager mouth. "What a – nmmmmmmmmm! – wild blowjob, Violet!"
She held her breath as the fountain of cream began spurting in hex tingling mouth. Whimpering with delight, Violet gulped the thick salty flood down, saving the last few molten drops to roll around her mouth.
She sat up, licking her lips, still playing with his limp rod in her greedy fingers.
"You weren't just whistling Dixie," Mike gasped. "Honey, that was the blowjob of my life. Jesus, if you eat pussy like that, no wonder Linda went wild."
Then Mike frowned.
"You said you fucked her too. How did you do that?" he asked curiously.
Violet grinned, crouching over his stiffening dick and teasing her wet cunt-lips with it. "Oh, I used a little friend about ten inches long. And a whip."
"Why a whip?"
Violet's grin became diabolical, and she slipped his knob inside her cunt-flesh, hugging it tightly.
"Double-thrill, stud. See, most girls feel guilty when they first make it with another woman, and if you punish them at the same time, it gets rid of the guilt and they feel better about being sucked off and enjoying it."
Mike was thinking hard now, barely aware of her juicy, clasping pussy beginning to work on his rod.
"Then why the setup tonight? Why did Linda want me to screw you?"
"So the three of us could ultimately get together," Violet purred, sliding another inch of her dripping slit down on his hard meat. She shivered. "Mmmmm, that's a real beauty, Mike. She figured if I screwed both of you, then there wouldn't be any arguments about cheating, see?"
Violet was getting lost over the delicious feel of his throbbing prick in her hot pussy and she spoke without thinking.
"That's why I brought over the whip and dildo for her tonight. She found out you were making it with her little sister, and she wasn't too happy about that, believe me."
It took five seconds for the full impact of her words to register on Mike's mind. Then he thrust her off his prick violently, and got up, grabbing his clothes.
"What's wrong?" Violet gasped. "Where are you going?"
Mike quickly slipped on his pants, his hard-on bulging at the seams.
"You left Linda alone with Terry, with a ten inch dick and a whip, and you ask me what's wrong, for Chrissake?"
Now Violet was climbing off the bed and slipping her clothes on, too, determined to go with him, a wild tremor of anticipation racing in her blood. God, the little sister was a stunning, dreamy fox.
"But Linda won't really hurt her," Violet said. "She's a little pissed, true, but she's not capable of cruelty."
Mike buttoned his shirt rapidly, his eyes glaring at the sultry brunette, his cock still throbbing.
"It's not Terry I'm worried about, you silly bitch," he snapped. "It's Linda. You don't know what Terry's like when she's hot, or when she's angry. I do. She's crazy, wild and capable of anything. And I mean anything."
Ten seconds later they were both racing out the door.



CHAFTER SEVEN


There was blood on Linda's lips – her own – and her lustrous eyes were glazed with shock.
Her beautiful little sister loomed over her, her long golden hair brushing Linda's cheeks, her eyes gleaming with a mad light. Her burning tits were lewdly rubbing against Linda's swollen mounds, and there was a radiant sweet smile on her lips.
She nudged her hips only a few inches and an agonized scream rolled from Linda's throat.
"So you like to suck and fuck girls while they're tied down, hmmmmm, Sis?" Terry purred. "How does your toy feel rammed up your own ass?"
Linda whimpered meaningless sounds. The blazing mass in her tunnel, humming insanely away, sent waves of intense pain shuddering through her ass. She mustn't provoke Terry to push the red button again!
"Please," she begged in a hoarse whisper, "Please, take it out, Terry, I'll give you anything in the world!"
Terry smiled mockingly and groped for the red button. Linda braced herself, praying she wouldn't lose her mind.
"Gimme your husband?" Terry asked coyly. "Yes!" the blonde moaned.
"Go out and pick up men for me?"
"Oh, yes, darling, of course!"
"Suck my pussy every night?"
"Oh, honey, with pure pleasure!"
"Than in that case," Terry grinned with devilish joy, "you're a fucking liar and you can have this."
The keening high scream died on Linda's lips as she quivered unbearably for thirty seconds. Desperately Linda tried to faint but couldn't. As a last dangerous resort she tried psychology.
"I-I think I'm getting off on it, Terry!" she gasped, squeezing her sister's hot tits. "I think I'm going to come!"
Goddammit, she wasn't supposed to enjoy it! But Linda's lips were drawn back with lewd pleasure and her eyelids were fluttering.
Terry pulled out the vibrating dick and the ripping sensation in Linda's narrow asshole brought her close to fainting.
Still wearing the grotesque cock, Terry crawled down between her sister's moist thighs and gave in her to depraved hunger. She licked and kissed and tongued Linda's burning pussy with ravenous greed, until Linda was sobbing and thrashing her slit lewdly to Terry's mouth, the violent orgasm in her loins mingling in a bizarre fusion with the pounding torment in her ass.
Now Terry was caught up in the delicious taste of juicy hot cunt squirming beneath her lips and she seized Linda's hips and held on fiercely as she lapped in a delirium of lust. And her sister was too weak to wrench free, could only shudder and cry and mechanically fuck Terry's mouth.
That's how Mike and Violet found them when they hurried into the bedroom. Linda clawing at Terry's shoulders helplessly and issuing mad moans of unwanted excitement while her little sister sucked her off in a fury of twisted passion.
They saw the blood on Linda's lips from biting herself in agony and the red blood-flecked dildo hanging between Terry's plump thighs.
Mike pulled Terry off Linda roughly, while Violet leaned down and kissed the blood off the sobbing blonde's lips.
"You crazy little bitch," Mike muttered to Terry in anger, but his prick surged powerfully in his pants at her panting nakedness. "Take that Goddamn thing off," he said, gesturing at the dildo with contempt.
Terry quickly unstrapped it and tossed it aside, wrapping her arms around Mike and grinding her wet pussy to his crotch.
"All that time she was raping me with that horrible thing, I was thinking of you," Terry lied. "Let's go down to the living room and make it, Mike."
But Mike was watching the brunette strip urgently. Stark naked, Violet burrowed her mouth to Linda's silky cunt and began licking it tenderly, as if it was wounded. And as she ate Mike's wife, she eased her body around the bed, placing a knee on each side of Linda's head, her pink slit looming over the blonde's mouth.
Moaning wildly, Linda seized Violet's naked ass and lurched it down, burying her face to her steaming missy. Now Terry watched too as the blonde and the brunette began sucking each other off passionately, their asses wriggling with lewd excitement, their soft curves rocking on the mattress.
"Wow," Terry murmured, grabbing Mike's cock through his pants. "That is a turn on, isn't it?"
Mike quickly undressed, his long thick rod quivering with impatience. He grabbed Terry by her hand and led her to the overstuffed chair in the corner of the room, facing the bed. He sat on it, placing Terry on his lap with her back to him, so they could both watch the obscene frenzy.
Terry wrapped her feet around Mike's ankles for support and hovered her dripping cunt over the glistening head of his cock. She eased her pussy down on him with low excited gasps, then began fucking him to a slow, dreamy rhythm.
"Unnnnnnnnn!" Terry moaned, "you can't beat the real thing! I don't care if your prick doesn't – mmmmm! – have a red button on it, Mike, it's sooooooo big and hot and fat, oooooooooh!"
He played with her hotly panting tits as she worked her tight pussy on his rod, squirming it lasciviously, and all the while Mike watched his sexy wife and the hungry brunette eat each other on the bed, theft sobs and moans of lust growing louder, the obscene spectacle firing his prick.
And then the startling thought struck him that he had three hot pieces of pussy on his hands, all within arm's reach.
Terry was jerking faster now, whipping her fiery cunt up and down on his meat in a fever of rising excitement. She sank her nails into his flanks and began coming, softly screaming and gushing cunt-juice onto his groin. Her juicy slit thrashed maddeningly on his hot cock and she wriggled her ass wildly against his belly.
"Shoot it in me, Mike! Oh, Jesus, gimme your come! Aaaaaaagh!"
Mike saw his wife and Violet heaving in their own mutual orgasm, mouths locked lustfully to each other's gushing thighs, and he sucked in his breath as Terry's slippery tight pussy sucked his cream out of him in powerful spasms.
She kept jerking and wiggling on him long after he went limp, but Mike couldn't tear his eyes from the scene on the bed. Linda had her tongue up Violet's velvety ass now, stroking her ass-cheeks with frantic motions, her burning thighs crushed to the brunette's head.
Two minutes later the gasping brunette rolled off Linda and lay on her back, her face wet with Linda's honey.
And her eyes blazed on Terry, sitting on Mike's lap and squirming her ass hotly. Her long tongue darted out and licked at her ass in a depraved invitation.
"Go over to her," Mike told Terry. "Let her eat you. You won't believe that crazy mouth of hers, Terry."
"I'd rather you fucked me again," Terry told him. "Anything her tongue can do your cock can do better!"
"Get over there," Mike ordered, pushing her off and slapping her ass harshly. Pouting, the eighteen-year-old went over to Violet, who pulled her down on top of her and passionately kissed her, stroking her cute ass-cheeks.
Beside them, Linda watched, her eyes still dazed with shock. The memory of the shattering current in her asshole still lingered, pulsing violently.
Now the brunette turned Terry over so that her back lay on top of her. Violet dipped a finger into her tight cunt and began fingerfucking her rapidly, kissing and biting her lips, jerking her soaked pussy to Terry's buttocks. Her free hand stroked and squeezed the eighteen-year-old's tits, and in less than a minute Terry was sobbing and jerking with her first orgasm.
Violet forced herself to wait until Terry was peaking her climax. Then she pushed the crying blonde onto her back beside her and scrambled down between her silken thighs. She filled her nostrils for a moment with the delectable fragrance of sex-hot pussy.
And then she plunged her tongue deep into the boiling flesh, bringing a cry of happiness to Terry's lips.
Mike was brick-hard again in seconds as he watched the ravenous brunette suck his wife's sister off.
He got up quickly from his seat and climbed onto the bed. He gripped Violet's tawny ass-cheeks and guided his rod into her cunt, and she hugged it instantly in a grip of lust. Kneeling upright behind Violet, he was able to stroke Terry's legs as he fucked the lewdly groaning brunette, watching her eat Terry at the same time.
Beside the three of them, Linda moaned with her own soaring excitement. She leaned over and began sucking on Terry's sweet hot tits, her cunt throbbing with drenched passion. Then, with a deep groan of feverish urgency, Linda straddled her little sister's face, rubbing her pulsing cunt-flesh to Terry's mouth, her fingers hefting and squeezing Terry's swollen young tits.
Now Terry was growing wild with wanton fever, her pussy thrilled fantastically by Violet's madly sucking mouth, her own mouth responding with lust to her big sister's hotly grinding pussy.
The bedroom was quickly becoming a bizarre din of moans and gasps and obscene cries and slapping flesh as Mike and his wife and his wife's little sister and the brunette swinger all strove to climax.
Linda came first, raping Terry's eager mouth and clutching her tits furiously. She shuddered deliriously as Violet lashed her tongue deep to bring her a shattering hot orgasm, the girl's screams muffled by her sister's thrashing cunt.
Now Mike and the brunette came together, his long rod pistoning deep inside her tight slit. She clasped it in a greedy lock of lust, writhing her cunt-flesh blissfully on his spurting dick while she sucked up Terry's boiling juices.
Two minutes later, all four of them lay heaving for breath.
"Now that's what I call a good start for a party," Violet sighed. Terry still twitched in tiny spasms of pleasure. Jesus, what a tongue on the brunette! Linda's anus still throbbed painfully from her ravaging, but there was a hot pulsing glow in her pussy too. At least Terry had tried to make it up to her.
Mike slapped Terry hard on the ass. "Go get me a beer."
She strolled out of the room naked. Linda looked at her husband with anger flashing in her eyes. "That used to be my job," she reminded him softly.
Mike shrugged. "She's got more energy at eighteen, that's all, honey."
But the truth was out now. For all practical purposes, he was married to both of them.
And the hot-lipped, madly fucking brunette was a bonus.
But it couldn't last and they all sensed it deep down. Something had to give.
It was Terry, three days later. And she didn't just give – she cracked, with shattering impact on all their lives.



CHAPTER EIGHT


Terry wore a simple white dress with a prim length, white high heels, and the expression of an angel just arrived on earth to check on mankind's sins.
She faced the judge in his chambers, wondering, hoping fervently the old bastard could still get it up. He wasn't that old, really, fifty maybe, distinguished looking with a stem face.
This was a pre-hearing in his chambers, and he would decide whether Terry would be remanded in juvenile detention or put on probation or, least likely in view of the offense, freed to the custody of her sister and her husband.
"Very serious," the judge sighed, looking at the file of papers before him. "What prompted you to do such a thing, Terry?"
He would not elaborate on "such a thing", although the details spoke eloquently on the papers before him. Terry had been out on a double late with two boys and a fifteen-year-old girl at the local drive-in. She proceeded to fuck her date in the back seat, the boy in the front seat when his date refused to screw him, and she then dragged the fifteen-year-old into the back seat for herself.
According to the horrified girl's statement – and she just happened to be the leading girl-scout cookie seller in town, the student body president of her class in high school, and, most unfortunate, the mayor's virgin daughter. Terry had forcibly performed cunnilingus on her, forced the girl to perform cunnilingus on her, coerced her into performing an obscene act with her tongue in Terry's anus, raped her with her fingers and finally ravaged the girl's virginity – or what was left of it – with an item described as an enormous battery-operated device which resembled a penis covered with tiny mounds.
In other words, she sucked and savagely fucked the mayor's fifteen-year-old daughter, mainly because the girl refused to put out to her date.
The judge was at a loss to understand her behavior. The girl looked very pretty and wholesome, certainly not deranged. You could hardly call her wild as she sat primly before him, tears of fear and regret in her eyes. He felt a stab of pity for her. Possibly she was drugged, and wouldn't admit it for fear of additional charges.
Terry sniffled. "It-it's because of my father," Terry blurted out.
"You father?"
She nodded, almost bursting into tears. She searched her white purse and finally found a Kleenex, dabbing it at her eyes. What the hell, she decided, she might as well try for it anyway. With the charges he already had against her, this would be so much frosting on the cake.
She stood up and came around his desk, blinking her wide eyes. "You-you remind me of him, sir. Only he was a terribly cold, cruel man. Every time I tried to hug or kiss him he – he beat me!"
"Beat you?" the judge echoed indignantly.
"Black and blue," sniffed Terry. Okay, now, she decided. She filled her eyes with hot tears and suddenly sat on the judge's lap, clinging to him tightly. She let her tears flow for a minute, hugging him tightly and squirming her hot ass lasciviously on his lap. Nothing yet, dammit! Would he go for a hand-job? How in the hell was she supposed to find his cock beneath that thick black robe?
"There, there," the judge soothed, patting her shoulder awkwardly. Poor thing, frightened to death. But along with his stab of pity he also felt an undeniable stab of heat in his prick. There was something ungodly sexy about this wholesome creature, something that stirred very unwholesome thoughts in his stern mind. Good heavens, she was younger than his own daughter!
And he'd had very unwholesome thoughts about her, too.
"He-he had sex with me," Terry whispered in the judge's ear. "My father did. For years. I was afraid to go to the police. And I enjoyed it too!"
"Good God!" the judge whispered, astounded. "The filthy pervert!"
"Yes. But… well, judge, the truth is I only get… turned on by older men. By men like him." Her lustrous eyes gleamed on his and she shifted her plump ass harder on his lap and rubbed her tits into his chest. There, she felt something wriggle! He was getting it up after all.
"By men like you," she added softly, licking her lips. He stared at her, hypnotized.
"That's… not healthy," he said hoarsely.
His fucking judge's robe didn't even have a zipper in front, she saw with exasperation. This was going to be awkward as hell, but if she succeeded he would be in absolutely no position to pass sentence on her, or his own loftly ass would be on the block.
"By men like you," Terry repeated, now undulating her ass hotly on his lap, feeling his prick rising fast. Okay, enough bullshit, time for action.
The judge, even though he was raised and spent most of his life in a hick town, knew what was coming but he could no more control his violent urge than he could the heavy hand of fate. He was fifty-two and his life was orderly and precise, and so dull he could cry himself to sleep at night if his frosty wife wouldn't laugh at him.
The girl was eighteen, breath takingly young and beautiful, wide-eyed and sweet, in spite of her wanton behavior, and he knew he would never in this lifetime have another chance to touch youth and beauty like this. He felt like a drowning man clutching at a raft, knowing it would leave him, but before they lowered him into that hole in the ground with a lot of solemn bullshit, he wanted to live just once.
And the law could go get fucked.
She'd slipped to her knees before him and was lifting up his robe. He coughed, mumbling a feeble protest as Terry fumbled with his zipper. Then she had his long thin cock out, bristling with a lust that surprised even him.
Her burning mouth was quickly on his rod, sucking eagerly and the judge groaned and stroked her hair, his heart singing in his chest. Holy shit, if he had a coronary now and they found him like this!
When he was good and hard and wet with her saliva, Terry stood up and lifted her dress, panting eagerly. She wasn't wearing panties, he saw with a shock – premeditated!
But her little golden pussy was so delicately beautiful and exquisite he pushed her ass back on his desk with a groan and dug his mouth into it lecherously, his breath rasping as he sucked voraciously at her eighteen-year-old cunt. He felt like a vampire sapping her youth, but as her delicious honey flowed in his mouth and her pussy jerked feverishly against his tongue, the judge suddenly felt eighteen again himself, roaring with lust.
Then he was pulling her on his lap, and Terry kissed him on the lips as she slid her juicy silt down on his pulsating rod. The tight, fiery sucking of her cunt made his heart pound dangerously, but he thought if he died right then he'd go out like a man and not a windbag dispensing justice like hot air.
He came quickly, too quickly in two dozen strokes of her slippery hot cunt, but the wave of relief flowing through his loins was complete, like nothing he'd ever felt before.
Briskly, Terry dabbed at his limp cock with a Kleenex, then wiped up her pussy, smiling fondly at him.
"Thank you," the judge said in a choked voice. "Thank you very much, Terry." He gathered up the papers on his desk and began writing. "I remand you to the custody of your sister and her husband. Charges are dismissed for lack of corroborating evidence. You're free, Terry." He coughed, avoiding her gaze. "It might be, urn, wise if you left town soon."
"We're going to go to L.A. soon," she told him cheerfully. She leaned down and kissed his cheek. "You're a sweet old fart, judge. You eat like the devil, too. Bye, bye."
He watched her cute ass bounce merrily out of his office, and he leaned back with a sigh. He rolled his tongue around his mouth, savoring the sweet nectar of youth. But he had broken the law and he deserved punishment.
Gravely, the judge opened his desk drawer and took out a ruler. Then he opened his bottom drawer and took out a bottle of scotch. He tilted the bottle to his lips for ten seconds, smacked his lips and put it back.
Then he picked up the ruler and smacked his wrist daintily.
"Take that, you law-breaking heathen."
Justice done, he stole solemnly into court, the utterly sweet taste of her pussy fortifying his bleak days and weary, sexless nights.
Two days later, Mike, Linda and Terry moved to Los Angeles. Linda wrote her parents that Terry was very happy with them and had straightened out beautifully.
All she needed was a little love and affection.
Linda's former boyfriend, Lee, moved in with Violet, but as usual there was a catch. While she continued working as a cocktail waitress nights, she sent him out hunting.
What she wanted, she told him in precise detail, was a girl, preferably with the face of an angel and the body of a budding Goddess.
The girl had to be blonde, because blondes turned Violet on tremendously. She had to be innocent so she could be trained thoroughly. And, most important of all, she had to be an orphan or a runaway, with no family ties, and therefore no trouble with the cops later on.
She patiently explained how to search for hitchhiking runaways, how to work the Greyhound bus station without arousing suspicion, and where to look for young panhandlers who nine times out of ten, runaways.
Because it wasn't Linda she really missed, it was Terry, it was that luscious, hot, silken-skinned body and wide eyes and sexy mouth, that diabolical smile and heavenly pussy of fire and honey, that juicy, magnificent untamed little wildcat.
There had to be another Terry out there somewhere, ripe and waiting just for her, there had to be.
Or those wild, gleaming, wanton eyes would haunt her forever.
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