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CHAPTER ONE


The sun was shining brightly on this beautiful July morning. The air was filled with the odors of flowers and tomatoes which the residents of this small town were sowing. Mary Pussie stood on the corner of Vine and Turner Avenue in Sexton, Pennsylvania. Mary was a police crossing guard. She liked her job in the summer but she saw fewer children. During the cold winter months it was lousy standing out in the cold directing traffic. In the summer months, though, it was good to be alive.
She had a busy corner and so was kept on the force during the summer months when summer school was in session. Mary enjoyed her job. She had gown up in this town and knew just about everyone. Everyone liked her and she liked thorn. The town knew their kids were safe in Mary's hands. That was what bothered Mary. For some time now she has been having weird fantasies. She had been fighting against naughty impulses.
Mary was a virgin. She had been raised in a strict puritanical home. Her father was a tyrant and her mother was a mouse who always warned Mary about men and their vices. So, at twenty-two, Mary had no steady boyfriend and very few men friends. Her only real friends were the teenage boys who passed her each day on their way to school. They liked her and would talk and joke with her. She was a pal, not an authority figure. Mary liked the boys too, maybe too much!
Her dreams had been filled with guys. In the dreams the boys would band together and carry her away to their hideout and do sexy things to her! When she awoke from these dreams. Her body would be on fire and she would be in need of release.
Mary knew practically nothing about sex. She knew that a man and woman went to bed together, but what they really did there, well, her education had not supplied her with the answer. She knew that her life was empty and that she was missing out on something.
Mary cut a striking figure when she stood in the middle of the road with her arms outstretched to hold back the cars so her little friends could get safely to school. Mary had blonde hair which was piled on her head in a mass of golden ringlets. She was tall and thin, but quite sexy-looking, especially in her tight blue police skirt which came several inches above her knees.
Once in a while some of the boys would joke around with Mary. In passing, they would pat her on her well-rounded ass. She would look startled at first and then thinking it to be innocent by-play. But these incidents fed her night dreams and daydreams. Those nail pats would become full blown caresses in her reveries.
She hated herself for thinking the filthy thoughts, but they would not leave her alone. She became obsessed with the possibility of engaging in a sexual union with one of the boys! But what if she got caught? What if the boy squealed on her? Could she trust any of them? Could she get away with it?
The need within her was growing. Soon she would not question whether it was good for her or not; she would do it and let the chips fail where they may.
Her mother had always said that men were evil, but she had never warned her about boys!
The opportunity that Mary had been waiting for soon presented itself. Some of the boys had invited her to their clubhouse when she could get off work. They told her that they felt like she was one of them. Mary felt very good inside when the boys told her this, and she said she would love to come to a meeting at their clubhouse.



CHAPTER TWO


"The meeting will now come to order," Johnny Hayes was saying.
Mary sat in the back and watched the ritual with interest. The boys dispensed with their business and broke out the bottles of liquor.
"I think we should have a party to celebrate the presence of Miss Pussie," Johnny told the others.
They all agreed.
Paper cups were filled with whiskey and passed around. Mary had never had straight whiskey before and she gagged a few times before she finally swallowed it down. The other boys were definitely used to this form of drinking. They swallowed the whiskey in nearly one gulp. In time, the alcohol began doing its job, lessening their inhibitions but not yet numbing them. Even Mary began to feel more free. She looked wound at the six boys and licked her lips. She began imagining being violated by each one of them in barn. Slit could ace herself lying on her back on the floor and the boys doing to her anything they wanted.
One of the boys, Fred, had to take a piss. Ho strolled over to the corner of the shack where they had a bucket on the floor for that purpose. He unzipped his fly and took out his cock. Mary turned around when she heard the trickle of urine hitting the side of the bucket. She was embarrassed at first but found that she couldn't take her eyes off the boy. She had never before seen a prick and her curiosity was aroused.
"Is that his thing?" Mary asked Johnny. "Yes. Haven't you ever seen one before?"
"Frankly, no," Mary giggled.
"Fred, come here!" Johnny called out.
The boy was beginning to put his cock back in his pants.
"Leave your dick out," Johnny told him.
The boy stood near Mary.
"Is it called a dick?" Mary asked in a humble manner.
"Some people call it a dick, a cock, a prick, or a penis, as they call it in biology," Johnny said, enjoying the reversal of roles. It was as if he were the adult and she the child in need of instruction.
The boy held his cock in his fingers and waved it in front of the crossing guard's nose. The boy's prick began to swell and Mary gasped.
"It's getting bigger!" she exclaimed.
"Of course," Johnny said. "It gets bigger when it wants to fuck."
Mary had heard that word once or twice in her life. She wasn't exactly sure what it meant. She did know, however, that it was a bad word.
"Put it in your mouth," Fred said to Mary.
"What? But you just used it to go to the bathroom. It's dirty," Mary said.
"Naw, it ain't dirty," Johnny told her. "Go on, put it in your mouth."
She believed Johnny. She viewed him as a teacher. He wouldn't lie to her. She parted her lips and moved her head forward. The boy moved forward and steered his swelling piece of meat between her luscious lips. He pushed all the way into her mouth. Mary opened her eyes in surprise. She had only expected that he would put his cock into her mouth for a few seconds and then withdraw it. She began to pull away but Johnny took hold of her head and held her in place. Fred then began fucking her moist mouth with his growing spear. The thing began swelling and soon was a hefty mouthful for the crossing guard.
"Uggghhhh." Mary moaned.
"Shhhhhhh." Johnny told her. "Suck on it like it was a lollipop and promise you something beautiful will happen and you'll enjoy it."
Again the woman believed the boy. She began sucking on the big cock which was moving in and out of her mouth. The boy began panning, and as his movements increased, he seemed to be trying to ram his cock down her throat.
Mary, her eyes closed, her mouth full of cock, waited. She felt the bulging thing in her mouth throbbing and pulsing and then the boy groaned and she felt his thing spewing something into her mouth. To keep from choking, she swallowed. Some of the stuff escaped from her mouth via the corners of her lips. The boy shoved several times, burying his cock deeper into her mouth.
"Wow!" Fred said when he drew his semen- and saliva-soaked cock from her mouth.
Johnny let go of Mary's head. Mary looked up at the boy. Semen was trickling down her chin.
"Wasn't that nice?" Johnny asked the crossing guard.
Although she didn't understand what had just taken place, she said yes. In a way it had been nice. It was also educational. She had learned that the male's cock spits when it gets highly excited in a woman's mouth.
Johnny gave her a towel and she wiped her lips with it.
"There's more," Johnny told her.
"More to what?" she wanted to know.
"To fucking and sucking," the boy said.
Mary was excited and definitely wanted to know more. She was ashamed of herself. She was twenty-two years old and these teenage boys knew more of life than she did! How ignorant she felt. She had to learn more from these experts. She would become a willing pupil. She would do anything they wanted.
"Why don't you take off your clothes, Miss Pussie," Johnny said.
"My clothes?" Mary said, slightly startled by the lewd suggestion.
"Yes," Johnny said. "Well take off our clothes and compare our private parts."
"Oh, yeah," Mary said, not wanting to appear embarrassed or ashamed. After all, they all accepted it without being prudish!
The whole group undressed quickly. Mary was a little slower since she had more clothes. The boys helped her off with her uniform and her bra. She hesitated before she began to take off her panties.
"Show us your cunt," one of the boys said.
Mary was a little taken aback at the way this whole thing was turning out. A word formed itself in her mind – hussy. She wasn't sure of the literal meaning of the word but her father had used it in describing a certain kind of wanton woman. Somehow she knew that at this moment she fit her father's description. Here she was almost naked in front of a group of naked boys!
Her fingers slid into the waistband of her pretty pink panties and began inching them down over her well-rounded hips. When her bush appeared the boys whistled. She was alarmed and proud at the same time. They liked her body, obviously.
Naked now, she looked at each of the naked boys. Her eyes devoured their well-muscled bodies. She hungrily looked at each boy's cock. Her mind filled with all of her private fantasies. She wanted cock. She wanted it in her mouth. She wanted it now.
"Johnny," the girl said. "I would like to suck on each of your cocks."
"Wow!" Johnny exclaimed. "Get in line, boys!"
The boys gathered into a line and began whispering and joking among themselves. What luck! Their own private police crossing guard, symbol of authority to millions of boys and girls, was going to suck them all off!
Mary went to her knees, as she had been taught. She looked up at the first boy, her eyes glazed with wicked desire. She opened her mouth obscenely and the boy fed his swelling prick into it. Her lips closed around the rod and her tongue trailed over the tip. The cock swelled into a lance and the boy involuntarily began to fuck the crossing guard's wonderful mouth. Mary passively accepted the mouth fucking with genuine glee. This is how she had been taught that it was. This was sucking. For a fleeting moment, she wondered what fucking was.
With a quiver and a long groan, the boy began to empty his semen into the crossing guard's greedily gulping mouth. Mary didn't want to lose a drop of the precious fluid this time. She wanted to taste every drop of this glorious liquid. She was acquiring a taste for semen.
As the boy drew his shrinking cock from her mouth, Mary felt a little disappointed. She would have liked to suck on the instrument all day long. She felt like a baby with a pacifier when she was sucking dick. She felt content and happy. Yet somewhere inside her there was a feeling of emptiness which gnawed at her vitals. The boys seemed to be happy and relieved after their orgasms. But nothing happened fat her! No white liquid squirted out of her cunt. Convulsions of joy did not shake her body.
The next boy in line moved in front of Mary, who was still kneeling humbly on the floor of the clubhouse. The boy looked down at the crossing guard, his eyes full of adoration for the woman. This was a religious moment for, the lad. True, he had been sucked before – by his sister and a girl on the block – but never by a mature woman, a police woman at that!
Mary opened her mouth for the boy and he guided his swollen prong inside.
"Ooooooo," the boy sighed as his cock entered the warm moistness of the police woman's semen-stained mouth. She held the boy by his thighs as he began pumping in and out of her mouth. A strange glow started between her thighs and began spreading through her tummy and down her legs. Her critical sense was vanishing, she no longer paid any attention to the whisperings of the boys. Her eyes closed and she became lost in this new and weird experience. She moved her hand down between her thighs. Her finger touched her vulva. A pleasant sexual feeling flowed through her pussy and her fingers stroked through her swollen pussy lips and touched her clitoris. Shock waves of pleasure surged through her groin when she played with her clitoris, and so she kept her fingers on that spot. It was lovely!
Mary wondered if this was how the boys felt before they squirted? The cock in her mouth was dangerously close to going down her throat. The boy didn't seem to care about her predicament. He was ramming in and out of her mouth as if she were a piece of furniture with a hole in it. But the punishment her mouth was receiving made her even more excited. Even though the boy was hurting her mouth and throat, her pussy was hot with desire. She found herself secretly wanting the boy to shove his prick down her throat and choke her!
Her fingers were busily playing with her wet cunt as the boy's movements became more rapid and jerky. She had learned that these were signs of the approaching orgasm. With a grunt and one last shove the boy buried his prick deep into Mary's throat. His come spurted down her gullet as her face turned blue from lack of oxygen. Mary fell sideways to the floor, and the boy's cock came out of her mouth with an audible pop. And as Mary hit the floor, her busy fingers brought about her first orgasm.
"Ooohhh… aaahhhgggmmmm…" Mary moaned.



CHAPTER THREE


Johnny helped Mary to her knees. Another boy needed servicing, and this was no time for her to quit. She looked at Johnny with eyes that said she had just experienced a glorious feeling.
"You came," Johnny told her. "Like us when we shoot our wad."
"Wow!" Mary exclaimed. "That was truly beautiful!"
"Do him now," Johnny told Mary.
The girl positioned herself on her knees again in front of the boy. This time she took hold of the cock and guided it into her mouth. As soon as the thing touched the inner moistness of her mouth it began to swell. It took only a few moments for Mary's sucking mouth to make the boy come. He filled her mouth with juicy come. Mary swallowed every delicious drop.
She sucked off the last boy and then everyone sat around and rested. The boys praised her on her sucking ability. They told her that she was the best blowjob in town. Mary felt proud of herself. These boys had made a woman of her. They had taught her what her mouth was for. They taught her all about sucking.
Johnny said that as soon as they rested they would teach her about fucking. She could hardly wait. They promised to show her what her cunt was for.
Mary was lying on a blanket which the boys had placed on the floor. Johnny knelt over her face and let his cock rest upon her lips.
"Suck me up," he said.
She took the tool into her mouth and sucked it until it grew to be about seven inches long. The boy then moved down the woman's body, placing his rod against her virginal hole.
"Oh, no!" she cried. "You can't put that in there! My father said never let a man put anything in there!"
"Shhhhh," Johnny said. "I'm not a man, number one. Number two, you do want to learn about fucking don't you?"
"Y-yes," Mary answered, her voice quavering. "But I can't let you, I can't!"
Johnny told one of the boys to tie her hands with some cord which they had lying around.
"No, no, no!" Mary protested.
Johnny picked up her pretty panties and unceremoniously stuffed them into her mouth. He then tied her bra around her head to hold the gag in place. Mary squirmed and wriggled as several of the boys held her down. They had parted her legs and one boy was smearing Vaseline on the lips of her cunt.
Johnny moved into position, rubbing the head of his dong over the lubricated lips. When his cock was sufficiently erect, he shoved it into her cunt until it met her hymen. He leaned over her body, supporting himself on his hands and knees. The head of his cock began pushing against the taut maidenhead. The crossing guard began to writhe with the pain. The cock pushed at the virginal flesh and suddenly shoved inside. Mary screamed into her gag and began to cry.
The boy began to ride her. He fucked in and out masterfully. And Mary, though she was in pain, began to fuck the boy back! He had hurt her, but now he was giving her pleasure! She liked the idea that they had tied her and rendered her helpless. In this way she was not troubled by guilt feelings. After all, what could she have done? In fact, being tied and gagged felt good. It caused a sensual glow to sweep through her body. She liked it. It aroused her more than her fingers had. But not more than this fucking which she was undergoing. The boy fell on her breasts and she faintly felt the spurts of come hitting the sides of her vagina. She had been fucked.
"Well?" Johnny asked later. "How did you like getting fucked?"
"It was great," Mary told him. "And I have a confession to make."
"What?" Johnny inquired.
"I really liked it when you tied me up and gagged me," Mary told him in naive honesty.
"Really?"
"Good," Johnny told her. "The next time you come to a meeting we'll play some real far-out games like the models in some of my older brother's dirty books."
"What kind of games?" Mary asked, quite puzzled.
"Owes with whips and ropes, and paddles, and spanking."
"Spankings?" Mary said in complete surprise. "Yeah, some older people dig that sort of stuff. My father hurt me good when he used to spank me," Mary said. "How can it be fun?"
"We'll find out," Johnny assured her. "We'll experiment."
"Great," Mary said. "Oh, Johnny?"
"What?"
"Would you fuck me again?"
"Sure."



CHAPTER FOUR


Mary's home life changed after the incident in the boys' clubhouse. She had become more aware. She was no longer the naive twenty-two-year-old police crossing guard. She was now a whore. There was no doubt about it. She was a whore. She didn't feel different, but her mind was different in the sense that she was no longer ignorant. She knew more now. The boys had taught her more in one day than her family had in twenty-two years! She liked sucking off the boys. She liked getting fucked. And she would enjoy the games that she and the boys would play in the future.
Mary found herself analyzing her father and mother. She also found herself contradicting her father at times. Her father was quite angry with her, and even threatened to spank some sense into her. Mary was titillated by the idea. She wondered if he would take down her panties and spank her. She decided to test him and see how far she could go. She began to argue with him concerning women's rights. Of course her father was a staunch chauvinist. He ordered her to shut up and not to disagree with him. Although she found herself trembling with fear she managed to get up the courage to tell him no, she wanted and had as much right to be heard as he did!
Her father was surprised to hear his daughter talk to him in this manner. Not since she was a child had she behaved as she was now. The old man took his daughter by the ear and led her screaming into the master bedroom. He sat down on the edge of his bed and drew her protesting form over his knees.
"Daddy, please don't, I'm sorry! I won't do it again… I promise, Daddy, never in… please don't spank me!" Mary cried out. She was genuinely afraid now. She remembered the spankings she had received as a child; she knew one thing – they hurt!
The next thing she knew, he was tugging down her panties with one hand while he held her tightly around the waist with the other. Mary was truly embarrassed now as she felt her panties hugging her knees. Her backside was bare to his hand as well as his eyes. She imagined that he was studying her ass well before he began whipping it, because he took a long time to get started. She began to feel strange. She enjoyed the idea that maybe her father was enjoying her naked behind. A sexy feeling began flowing through her. She forgot about the impending pain. She was beginning to turn on. Her own father was turning her on!
"Do you like my fanny, Daddy?" Mary asked contritely, with a hint of saltiness in her voice.
"You witch!" her father shouted at her. "How dare you think those thoughts about your own father! You are a pig!"
The man spanked her ass with his heavy hand.
"OUCH!" Mary screamed out. The blow had really hurt her.
Again the palm came down upon her reddening ass. The full cheeks danced and bounced under the brutal treatment. Vivid spots of reddened flesh appeared and Mary was soon crying with the pain. Yet throughout the ordeal, as one part of her personality cringed with the pain, another part was filled with longing and sexual desire! Although she begged her father to stop the spanking, she also wanted it to go on. She was discovering a new side to her personality. Pain turned her on. Frightening experiences made her feel sexy.
Her father spanked her tender ass one last time. He was breathing heavily and when he dumped her on to the floor, Mary saw that his cock was erect. There was a bulge in his pants. She was seized by the impulse to relieve him. She wanted to suck on his cock!
Her father lay back on the bed, trying to regain his composure. Mary crawled to him, and before he could stop her, she had his zipper down and his huge cock in her hands. The man sat up just in time to see his prick disappear into his daughter's warm mouth. He groaned and cursed her but made no effort to stop her. In lees than a minute his bulging prick pumped its load of hot semen deep into her mouth.
"Oh, my God," the man moaned. "What have I done?"
His daughter looked up at him, a smile etching itself on her face. Small drops of semen formed at the corners of her lips, and he watched in fascination as her pink tongue licked them up before she swallowed them.
Without a hint of guilt she said, "Wasn't that nice, Daddy?"
"Oh, my darling, of course it was nice. But it was also a sin."
"No, Father, it was pleasurable."
"Pleasure is the Devil's tool with which he tempts us," the man preached. "We have done a wicked thing. We must be punished."
"What?"
"Yes, your mother will punish us for our wickedness."
"Mother?" Mary questioned. Was he going to tell her about what had taken place? Would she understand?
"You will wait here," her father told her. "And pull your panties up and stop acting like a tramp."
"Yes, Daddy," Mary said.
In a short while her father returned with her mother.
"So this is the wicked whore?" her mother asked.
"Yes, darling," her father answered in a little-boy manner.
"Don't fawn, dear, you are guilty too."
"Yes, my dear," her father whined. "Your father tells me you committed a vile act?"
"No, Mother, it was not vile. Ask him if it was pleasurable."
"Is that so, dear?" her mother asked of her husband.
"Well, y-y-yes," he said unsurely. "Would you show me what you did, Mary?"
"You mean do it again?" Mary asked.
"Of course, how else can I measure your guilt and decide on your punishment?"
"Oh," Mary said.
Her mother ordered her father to get on the bed and take up the same position that he had been in when the vile act occurred.
Mary took up her position on the floor and went through the motions she had made earlier. She opened her father's zipper and brought out his swelling cock.
"Was it as rigid before?" her mother wanted to know.
"Yes, Mother," Mary said.
"Hmmmm, it's never that hard when you're with me, darling," her mother said.
"I'm sorry, my love, it's probably the novelty of the experience."
"Well, I am ashamed of your unfaithfulness," his wife told him. "But continue."
The man sat up as his daughter gulped his prick into her mouth.
"Is that how the deed was done?" Mrs. Pussie asked. "Oh yes, dear," Mr. Pussie answered, his breathing becoming labored.
"Hmmmmmm. She does have a way with her mouth, doesn't she?"
"Yes… my… love," Mr. Pussie gasped. Mrs. Pussie came closer to the couple. She watched the action at a closer angle. Mary's eyes met her mother's. She knew how ridiculous she must have looked. Her mouth was opened wide with her father's enormous cock buried deep within it. She must have been quite a sight. Her head was bobbing up and down as she sucked eagerly at the pulsing prick. Her father gasped, gave a start, and then groaned as his cock began spurting its juice into his daughter's throat.
Mary held onto the spitting cock tightly, swallowing spurt after spurt of the delicious liquid. The man sighed and lay back. Her mother gazed at the girl with a startled expression en her face. She couldn't believe that her daughter was such a common slut. She sucked a man's thing and then ate his come! Mrs, Pussie was disgusted and fascinated. A part of her wished that she could be so uninhibited.
"Do you like the taste of his stuff or do you eat it for the benefit of the man?" her mother wanted to know.
"I like it, Mother."
"Hmmmmm," her mother said. "To each his own."
Her mother made Mary stand up near the side of the bed. She had her husband take off all of his clothes and go stand in the corner of the room.
"I am going to punish both of you," her mother said. "I must punish you for being a tramp and I will punish your father for aiding you in your downfall."
Mary found this whole thing exciting. She had always respected her mother, but now she wanted to do nothing more than surrender herself to her. Her mother was such a dominating personality. Even her father had to obey her mother.
Mrs. Pussie had her daughter bend over a high-backed chair. This drew up the girl's dress and exposed her panty-clad rear. Her mother tugged down the wispy panties to Mary's knees. Her whole backside was exposed to her mother's view.
Mrs. Pussie fetched a thick leather belt from her bureau drawer. She looked at the tender ass revealed before her. She grew excited, and her cunt became moist and hot. She struck her daughter's ass with the belt.
"Ouch!" Mary yelled. The belt stung like fire.
Her mother struck the jiggling mounds again.
"Ouch!" Mary screamed, and gripped the sides of the chair. She wanted to get up and run. Her ass cheeks were on fire.
"Stay put," her mother ordered. "If you move it will be twice as bad."
"Please don't bit me again," Mary whined.
The belt struck again.
"Owwweee!" Mary cried out. "Stop, please, no more!"
"Shut up, or I will add more strokes to your punishment," her mother said.
Mary was crying like, a baby, and shifting her legs back and forth after every blow. She did not dare to get up, and it hurt like hell staying in position. Her dress fell around her thighs and her mother stopped the beating just long enough for Mary to take off her dress.
"Take off your brassiere, too," her mother ordered.
Mary obeyed.
Mrs. Pussie had her daughter get into the chair with her legs in the air and her weight supported on her shoulders. Her mother then stood in back of the chair, looking over its back at her daughter. Mary's legs were on either side of her mother's body. Mrs. Pussie was looking down into her daughter's cunt. She took the belt and slapped it against one of Mary's nipples and then she quickly licked her daughter's cunt. Mary winced when the belt struck her breast, but she was sexually aroused also. She couldn't believe that her mother had actually licked her pussy! It felt good.
Her mother struck Mary's other breast with the belt, and again licked the girl's pussy. Mary was beside herself with joy. She wanted to come.
"Oh, Mother, that is beautiful… lick me some more!" Mary breathed.
"You witch!" her mother shouted. "You shameless hussy, trying to make me commit vile acts upon your body like some common trollop! How dare you! You are the Devil's daughter!"
Her mother took the belt and whacked it cruelly against Mary's tender crotch.
"Owwww! Ooohhhhggg," Mary screamed out as she climaxed. The belt had brought her over the top, had made her come. She sank heavily down into the chair and sighed.
"You bitch," her mother said. "You came. You enjoy being punished!"
"Oh, yes, Mother, and you are the best."
"You are truly wicked," her mother said. "I will have to torture the Devil out of you."
"Anything," Mary sighed.
Mrs. Pussie ordered Mary to suck her father's cock again until it became erect. Then she had the man mount Mary and stick his prick into her cunt. She was surprised that her daughter was not a virgin. Her husband's cock moved into the girl's body easily. She whipped her husband's ass with the belt as he fucked in and out of his daughter's pussy. The man was in heaven. He was fucking his own daughter! His ass was burning from the strapping, but his cock was bursting with pride.
Mary lay quietly as her father fucked her cunt. He was not as good as little Johnny but he wasn't bad. His actions were getting to her. The cock ramming in and out of her juicy pussy was leading her to an ecstatic climax.
Breathing heavily and grunting like a pig, her father whispered to Mary, "Do you like my fucking?"
"Oh yes, Father!" Mary gasped.
The man was driven by the words of his daughter. He wanted to please her as his wife never allowed him to please her. He wanted to become young again. At this moment he wished that his daughter could be his wife.
With a heave and a grunt the old man thrust deeply into his daughter's body, his prick spewing out his warm come. Mary had captured the man in her arms, holding him tightly as she too reached a powerful climax.
"Oh, Daddy, I love you," Mary moaned through her orgasm.
Peeling unhealthy pangs of jealousy, Mrs. Pussie separated the two lovers. "You came three times, darling. You were never that potent with me."
"Yes, low, but this is a special circumstance. She excites me to the roots of my being," Mr. Pussie answered.
"Still, you have committed a terrible crime, dear husband. You have committed incest. The Bible forbids it."
"I know, my love, but the whole world was populated through incest."
"You may very well be right. I don't know if that gives you license to do as you wish, but my punishment will be less severe."
"You are very understanding," Mr. Pussie told his wife, rising from the bed and bowing before her.
"Indeed," Mrs. Pussie answered.
Mrs. Pussie then told her husband to leave them for a time. She wanted to discuss her daughter's sexuality in more depth. She told him she wanted to be alone with Mary. The man understood and left the room.



CHAPTER FIVE


Mrs. Pussie sat on the edge of the bed. She looked at her daughter. Mary fixed her eyes on her mother's face as the woman began to speak.
"My darling daughter, you have opened up a new dimension in my life. I want the depth of our relationship to change. I want us to be drawn closer together. I want you to love me as I love you at this moment. I must also warn you that torture and punishment await you. You will become my willing slave. You will eat and breathe only for me. I will possess you entirely. For your service I will reward you at times with things like this."
The woman bent over the girl and kissed Mary's pussy lips. Her tongue shot out and swirled over the swelling lips. Mary was a hot one, Mrs. Pussie thought. She had barely touched the girl, and yet her pussy was steaming with desire. Her daughter was a regular hot box. And she responded readily to a male or a female.
"Oh, Mother, that's beautiful," Mary mooned as the tongue continued its journey through her moist groove.
Her mother quickly took off her clothes and lay down on the bed again. Her mouth busied itself at her daughter's pussy, licking and searching. Mary's passion mounted and she was delirious with desire. Her mother must have sensed the power she had accumulated over the girl. She wiggled her feet near her daughter's face. She stopped licking the hot pussy long enough to order Mary to suck her foot.
Mary, hot with desire and want, grabbed her mothers foot. She twisted toward it and without question gobbled the lovely toes into her mouth. Mrs. Pussie was consumed with lust and power. She stuffed her foot deeper into her daughter's hungry mouth. Meanwhile, her own body was burning with passion. She began licking the cunt with abandon, and shoving the foot back and forth in her daughter's mouth as if it were a cock.
Lust filled the room. The two women squirmed and twisted in the throes of pinion. Each fought for her orgasm. Each strove for the supreme reward. Groans and moans tilled the room. The bed shook and danced with the exertions of the two women.
"Unnngggh," Mary mooned as her body shook with fulfillment.
The foot was stretching Mary's mouth about to the tearing point. Her mother was fondling her own cunt as she wriggled and squirmed and pistoned her foot in and out of Mary's mouth. It took a moment more, and then, with a long, drawn-out sigh, her mother's wild gyrations ceased and she lay quiet.
After a few moments of blissful quiet, Mrs. Pussie sat up. She stared at her daughter, who had not dared to remove the foot from her mouth. The sight was gloriously erotic. The girl lay there, her eyes open wide and her mouth stuffed full of foot. Her mother withdrew her foot and tenderly drew her hand over Mary's cheek.
"We are going to have much fun together; my sweet," her mother said.
"I love you, Mother."
"But sometimes I will be quite harsh," Mrs. Pussie warned her daughter.
"I don't care, Mother, I will always be yours."
"Good, my sweet. I will always want you to be mine."
Mary got up, smiled, and looked at her mother. "I guess you might say I really put my foot in my mouth that time," Mary said.
The two women laughed together.
In time, Mary told her mother about the boys and her initiation into the world of sex. Her mother was impressed with the scope of her daughter's experience in carnality. She said that some day in the future they would have the boys join them in a sexual romp, but they would have to be sure that the boys could be trusted. Mary said that she knew that Johnny could be trusted. He would be the first.
Mary's mother had not done anything harsh to Mary since their experience on the bed. In the interim there had been other sessions involving cunnilingus, but none of the torture of which her mother spoke. Mary seemed to want her mother to torture her. She tried to provoke her mother a couple of times, but her mother only threatened. Mary was tired of threats. Mary's body craved cruel treatment. She did not want to baffler with the psychological reasons at the bottom of her obsession, she only wanted relief! She wanted her mother to give it to her.
One day Mary was accosted by her father. He wanted to fuck her. Mary reminded him of what her mother had said: she did not want any fucking to go on behind her back. Her father begged her to be silent; her mother would never have to know. But what if she found out? Mary wondered. She told him she wanted his cock but she didn't want to take the chance. He wouldn't take no for an answer. He dragged the girl into his bedroom. His wife was out shopping.
Mary protested very little when her father stripped her and shoved her onto the bed. He straddled her head and dipped his swelling prick into his daughter's waiting mouth. She began sucking at the thing, licking the underside where it was more sensitive. Her father groaned as his tool erected into a massive hard-on. Her mouth could hardly contain the beet. When he felt that his cock was hard enough, he withdrew from her mouth and mounted her. He placed his prick at the entrance to her cunt and slipped inside the warm tunnel. He wanted to fuck her, to give her his prick. He buried his cock deep within her cunt. He had her impaled on his rod. She loved it. She liked fucking. She liked having a cock moving within her.
"Unnggghhhh!" her father grunted, and shot a heavy load of semen deep within Mary's cunt. Just then the door opened and Mary's mother entered the room. She took in the scene before her. A look of anger crossed her face, and she called to her husband. "Get off of that girl!" Mrs. Pussie yelled.
Mr. Pussie jumped up from the bed and stood before his wife. "I'm sorry, love," he said contritely.
"You will be sorry," Mrs. Pussie said. "And you too, little witch. You too will pay for your indiscretion."
Mrs. Pussie knew that this was a special circumstance. The punishment for each of them would have to be very severe. She decided that they would be punished together.
Mary was ordered to tie her father, naked and spread-eagled, to the bed. Then she was to present herself to her mother. Mary stood before her mother in silence. Mrs. Pussie took the girl's hands in hers and wound rope around her wrists.
"What are you going to do, Mother?" Mary asked.
"Shut up, you little slut," her mother told her.
"But Mother, I told him not to do it."
"But you were there with your legs spread fucking him like a common whore!" her mother said.
Her mother stripped off the rest of her daughter's dotes and had Mary leaned over the high-backed chair. Mrs. Pussie went to her bureau and brought forth a whip. She walked over to where her daughter was draped over the chair, her darling rear sticking out provocatively, saucily. Mrs. Pussie felt the pangs of desire prickling throughout her groin. The thought of the punishment, of the sexual liberties which she was about to experience, filled her with pleasurable feelings. Mrs. Pussie examined her daughter's body with a practiced eye. She lifted her hand which held the many-thonged whip and flicked it lightly across Mary's backside.
Mary flinched but stayed in place. Then the whip lashed into her flesh a second time. This time the blow was much harder. It burned.
"Yes, Mother. Whip my ass for being naughty. Beat me for disobeying you. I want it. I need it. Correct me," Mary whimpered.
The whip lashed across her fanny again.
"OUCH!" Mary cried out.
Again the whip landed against her jiggling ass.
"Oh! Oh! Oh!" Mary yelled.
The harsh whip burned Mary's ass. Her cheeks were red and marked. She squirmed and wriggled over the back of the chair. First she stood on one leg and theft on the other. Back and forth she stepped, moaning and groaning with the pain. Yet she loved every bit of it. She loved her mother's dominance. She enjoyed the maltreatment. She liked being used. She was her mother's pan and she liked the feeling. She wanted nothing more than to be at her mother's disposal. Her mother caused strange and wonderful feelings to course through her aching body. The pain, the shame, the humiliation and degradation, all added to the experience. It gave it meaning and purpose.
The whipping had ceased. Her mother lifted Mary into the chair, her shoulders supporting her weight, and her legs waiving in the air. Then her mother looked into her daughter's eyes and kissed the area between Mary's thighs. Mary gasped. Her mother's tongue licked through the lips of the girl's pussy.
"Oh, Mother, it's beautiful, lovely," Mary moaned. "I love your mouth on me, ohhhhh, ummmmnnnn…"
Mrs. Pussie loved to hear her daughter's squeals of delight. It gave her a feeling of power over the squirming woman. She licked through the sopping cunt with glee. She wanted to bring on her daughter's orgasm. She wanted to please her. She wanted to tie the girl to her with sinful cords of pleasure and pain. She wasn't satisfied with being the girl's mother, she wanted to be her queen.
Her hands ran softly over her daughter's thighs. She sometimes pinched the heated flesh to remind the girl that she was still the boss. Even though her mouth was buried in her daughter's fanny, Mary was to understand that her mother was doing this filthy act only because she wanted to and not because Mary wanted it so!
Mrs. Pussie found herself enticed by the genital area of her daughter. She liked licking and kissing it. She found herself drawn to the crinkled brown hole. She found that she had the impulse to stick her tongue into the girls anus. She wondered what kind of a feeling it would give Mary. As for herself, she thought she might like a tongue up her own agitate! She moved her tongue in wider circles around the steaming hole. She was edging nearer to her goal. She didn't want to appear too anxious. Finally, she found the place. Her tongue licked over the area tentatively.
"Ooooooeeeee!" Mary squealed, never having had her asshole tongued before.
The tongue dipped between the powerful sphincter. It insinuated itself about an inch and a half into the hot anus. Meanwhile, Mrs. Pussie was stroking the girl's pussy with her fingers. The act filled Mrs. Pussie with shame and thus made the whole thing more exciting! She wondered how Mary felt.
"Oh, Mother, I never… ohhhh," Mary groaned in sheer delight.
Knowing that the act was driving her daughter wild, Mrs. Pussie continued. At the same time she massaged her daughter's boiling cunt. The girl was squirming and moaning, on the verge of coming. At the moment when Mrs. Pussie felt that Mary was beginning to come, she shoved her tongue forcefully into Mary's convulsing asshole.
"Oh, my God," Mary sighed deeply.
Later, Mary was on her feet. She embraced her mother tenderly. She told her that she had made her the happiest daughter in the world. She said she hoped that their new relationship would bring them each what they desired from the other. Mary told her that she was her devoted slave and would do anything the older woman wanted. She told her mother that no one had ever made her come with such great intensity as she did. She said that she must be one of those queer girls. Her mother comforted her and said not to call herself names. She said that if something gave you real pleasure then it was light.
"You cause me pain too," Mary said in slight bewilderment.
"Yes, honey, but that's because I want you to contrast the pleasure with the pain. If you obey me implicitly you will know little pain. If you disobey me there will be much pain. It is a choice you must make every day. I will be ready to punish you every day. I will want to punish you every day."
"Yes, Mother," Mary said contritely. "I will want that."
"Now, my darling daughter, you will take care of some of my needs."
"Yes, anything," the girl said with genuine enthusiasm.
"Since you know that a woman enjoys having her privates licked, I want you to do that for me," her mother told her.
"I'd be delighted," Mary said.
Mrs. Pussie jumped onto the bed, tugged her dress up around her waist and told her daughter to take off the panties. Mary was delighted to remove her mother's white cotton panties. She took them down the long and beautiful legs and placed them at the foot of the bed. Her mother spread her legs wantonly while Mary climbed onto the bed, her head at her mother's groin. Mary took a whiff of the older woman's cunt.
"Come, honey, put your mouth on me. Make your mother happy."
Mary had never licked cunt before. She would draw upon her knowledge of fellatio to get through this. Surely if she could satisfy so many boys and her father too, then satisfying a woman must be easy! She dipped her head between her mother's thighs, touched the woman's bush with her nose. She licked her agile tongue over the entire surface. She licked downward and back up. She licked the tender piece of flesh between the woman's asshole and her cunt was already on the verge of coming.
Her excitement had already been at fever pitch. Mary's tongue swirled into the groove of her mother's pussy. Then she began to snake it inside the woman's vagina. Her mouth closed over the cunt and she shoved her tongue in and out as if it were a cock.
"Oh, my baby… that's good… sooooo good," her mother crooned, definitely carried away by the experience.
Mary licked and sucked the sopping pussy with great vigor. She placed a finger at her mother's anus and with great care, began slipping it inside her mother's hot and moist rectum. Mrs. Pussie gave a start as the finger entered her. She had never been had in this manner before. She was turned on by the very boldness of the act. The tongue on her pussy and the finger moving in her asshole brought her over the top.
"Ohhhhhh… unnnggghhh… aaahhh," Mrs. Pussie sighed as the delicious convulsions gripped her desire-enveloped body.
Mrs. Pussie claimed her daughter heart and soul. Mary wanted nothing more than to be her mother's little pet. One day Mary committed what her mother thought was a severe infraction. The girl had forgotten to take a bath. Her mother said that Mary would have to be punished for being remiss. On this occasion Mary was going to learn about her mother's real need for chastisement.
The girl was led to her mother's bedroom. There she was made to undress. She stood before her mother and awaited an order. Her mother fastened a dog collar around the girl's lovely neck. Attached to the collar was a chain.
Mrs. Pussie began to explain to her docile daughter: "This collar and chain is what I train your father with. I am going to treat you like a dog, just as I do your father."
Mary stood before her mother, not saying a word. There was nothing to say. There was no excuse to be made. She deserved the punishment, whatever it would be.
"Down on your hands and knees, dog!" her mother ordered.
Mary obeyed. She knelt down, looked up at her mother like a puppy that had done something wrong.
"Crawl!" her mother commanded.
Mary began to crawl around the floor, following where her mother would lead. Mrs. Pussie watched her daughter's body move and jiggle. She began getting hot as she watched the woman's ass cheeks rub against one another. Seeing the hairy bush excited her. She wanted to get down on her knees and suck the girl's cunt. That wouldn't do. She would lose her position of dominance. She would become the enslaved. She kicked Mary in the ass a few times so she wouldn't get bored.
"Ouch!"
"Shut up, hound!" her mother warned her.
Tiring of her little game, Mrs. Pussie bent over and shoved her index finger up Mary's asshole.
"Get up and stand straight," her mother ordered, her finger still in the tight anus.
The girl rose to her feet and stood at attention. The finger gave her impetus to do as she was told. She obeyed the finger.
"Good," her mother said.
The woman pulled her finger from her daughter's asshole and moved around to the front of the girl. She looked into her eyes. Mrs. Pussie saw the smile appear on her daughter's lips. She took a rope and tied Mary's hands behind her back. She stood in front of her daughter again and slapped one of her breasts with the palm of her hand. She slapped the other one. She flailed wildly at the full tilt. Slight moans of discomfort began oozing from Mary's throat.
Laughing wildly, her mother still slapped each breast in turn. She pulled and pinched the tender nipples in a frenzy.
"Ohhhhhhh… please, stop… it hurts me!" Mary wailed.
This angered her mother. Mrs. Pussie squeezed each of her daughter's breasts as if they were dials on a television set. Her fingers dug deep into the tender flesh.
"OUCH! OH MY GOD! It hurts so bad, please stop!"
But deep inside Mary didn't want her mother to stop. She would have hated her if she stopped. She was weak and had to cry out, but her mother was strong and could hold out.
Mrs. Pussie suddenly punched her daughter in the cunt. The girl yelled and fell backward on the bed. Her mother chuckled like some crazy witch. She cursed her daughter and stripped off her own clothes. Through tear-filled eyes Mary could see her mother's naked body. It was a sight to behold. She was fascinated by it, couldn't take her eyes off of it. She peeked at the hairy cunt which was much like her own. She wanted the jiggling breasts as her mother moved close to the bed. Then her mother went to one of the nightstands, giving Mary a wonderful glimpse of her full-cheeked ass.
Taking an ugly, black, many-fingered whip from the drawer, Mrs. Pussie moved toward her daughter and the bed. She smiled down at Mary and held the whip aloft for her inspection. "You do know that you deserve what you're going to get?" Mrs. Pussie cried.
"Y-y-yes," Mary said, her words unsure.
"You know that I like a clean body to work on?"
"Yes," the girl answered.
"You deliberately disobeyed me, correct?"
"Y-y-yes, Mother."
"I'm glad at least that I do not have to punish you for lying too," her mother told the cowering girl.
Mrs. Pussie helped her daughter to turn onto her tummy. She untied the girl's wrists and fastened them to one of the bedposts. Now the girl was defenseless, on her tummy with her hands tied to the bed. She could not even watch her tormentor as she chastised her. Mary felt sad because she liked to watch the play of emotion on her mother's face when she was punishing her.
Now her mother was pulling her thighs apart and fastening rope around each ankle. She tied each foot to the bottom of the bed. Her daughter was now open and vulnerable. To keep the girl from screaming too loudly, Mrs. Pussie stuffed her own smelly panties into the girl's mouth and tied a small bath towel around her head to keep the gag in place.
Mary knew she was in for it. Her mother had never used a gag before. This was going to be a terrible session! Her body would pay dearly.
Mary's meter began by lightly whipping Mary's shoulders. The lashes were more like caresses. The woman methodically moved down the girl's back. Once that area had been completely dealt with, the woman whipped lightly up each leg. She whipped each thigh, exciting the girl on the bed tremendously. Just as Mary was settling down to enjoy this procedure until she climaxed, the whip struck her fanny harshly. The girl flinched and a muffled scream filtered through her gag.
The whip had left one red mark across the two hillocks. Her mother was pleased with the esthetic quality of the lash mark. She stuck the quivering behind again. Mary jumped again. The whip burned and hurt her tender mounds. Her mother was an accomplished sadist. She knew all the tricks of waiting, creating a suspenseful atmosphere. She knew when to be mildly cruel and when to be extremely cruel. She was a true dominatrix. No wonder her father loved her!
Her mother lashed her a third time, and a fourth, and a fifth. But soon Mary could detect a jerky motion in her mother's whipping. She was less methodical. She was more passionate. Mary knew that the whipping was exciting her mother sexually. She felt good about that. She knew that in a sense it was her body exciting her mother. She knew that it was her surrender, her giving in which aroused her wicked mother!
The heavy whip thongs dug into the flesh of her ass cheeks several more times. The pain was not so extreme any more; her tender cheeks had become slightly numb. Her mother began whipping the girl's thighs, striking in the tender areas where the ass cheeks melt into the flesh of the thigh. Mary was hot and bothered by these proceedings. She needed to come. By the sounds and actions of her mother, she too needed to climax.
Mrs. Pussie untied one of her daughter's feet. Then she sat on the bed, wriggled into place and began trying to shove the delicate foot into her well-moistened cunt. Once she got the foot inside her body she began to hump the foot like mad. Mary could feel the enveloping warmth of the cunt. It was wet and sloppy, and her foot moved easily in and out. Her body moved against the bed, rubbing her groin against the bedspread. The foot fucking added to her arousal. Soon both women came.



CHAPTER SIX


While the two women were recovering from their session, the bedroom door opened. Mary's father stood in the doorway staring at the women on the bed. He saw his wife with his daughter's dainty foot up her cunt. He could hardly believe his eyes. The whole scene was obscene beyond belief. Mr. Pussie felt a stirring in his groin.
Mary was on her tummy, her hands tied to the top of the bed. His wife was lying on her back, her legs spread like some whore, and her cunt engulfed Mary's foot! Mr. Pussie opened his fly and, took out his stiffening cock. He moved over near the bed. When his wife looked around, she gave a gasp. Her husband was fondling his prick gently. He looked down at his lovely wife. She looked ripe for fucking. He wanted to fuck – his cock was bursting with juices for her.
But Mrs. Pussie had other plans. She had been satiated and was in no mood to fuck. She drew her daughter's foot out of her cunt and began to get up from the bed. She grabbed hold of her husband's cock and yanked on it. The man yelped and followed her in the direction she had pulled him. She ordered him to take off his clothes and sit on the bed and wait for her to return. She was gone for a few minutes and when she returned she found him trying to stick his eager prick into Mary's ass.
"Get off of her, you pig!" Mrs. Pussie said.
The man quickly obeyed. He sat on the edge of the bed like a bad boy.
His wife waved a finger at him and began to chastise him verbally. "How dare you fly to sneak a piece behind my back. Only I can grant your carnal wish. You will ask me in the future when you wish to use her, do you hear?"
"Yes, dear," the man mumbled.
"Speak up, I can't hear you!" his wife shouted at him.
With bowed head, the man said, "Yes, dear."
Mary was amazed at how well her mother handled her father. She really had him under her thumb. She identified readily with her father because she too had been well trained. But in a part of her she felt that her father was a little less manly because he allowed himself to be controlled so easily!
Her mother untied Mary's hands and turned the girl on her back. Then she retied the ropes and undid the gag. She pulled the soaked panties from Mary's mouth and offered the girl a drink of whiskey. Mary was dry, and drank greedily. The whiskey burned her throat and caused her to shiver, but once it was in her belly, a warm glow filled her.
"Thank you, Mother," Mary said sweetly.
"You're very welcome."
Mary looked at her father. He was sitting on the side of the bed, his head was lowered. His hands were folded in his lap. He just waited.
Mrs. Pussie stood in the middle of the room, her legs placed firmly on the floor, slightly apart. The hair on her pussy was matted due to the foot fucking.
"Get your hands away from that wicked organ," his wife said.
The man quickly placed his hands at his sides, exposing his cock to his wife. The woman laughed as she took in the sight. The once mighty prick was now limp and useless. In its present condition he couldn't have put it in a knothole, let alone his daughter's tight little asshole! Mrs. Pussie told him this. The man was humbled by the experience, knowing that his sexual power was transient. This was woman's strength and man's weakness. Mrs. Pussie had experimentally proved this thesis to her husband many times before this. She delighted whenever she could again show him that it was so. They both looked at the man's cock.
"What will make him rise to the occasion?" she asked him.
"You will, my dear. You will give him life," the man babbled, as he had been taught.
"Yes, my love, and don't forget that. Without me you are impotent. You are half a man."
"Yes," the man said.
"Now for being a good little boy, Mommy has a surprise for you."
"Oh, good!"
"I will allow you to have Mary in any manner you wish."
The man smiled. "Thank you, Mommy," he said.
The psychological scene had been created. Mrs. Pussie had cast herself in the part of the eternal mother. The first act was over. She had the man stand up and bend over and grasp his ankles. She stepped back to enjoy the view. His balls hung down and were quite visible from behind.
"Open your legs," she told him.
The man widened his stance. Now she was able to see his ass hole more clearly. She had plans for that orifice. She took her whip and struck him on his ass. He winced slightly but did not cry out and remained in position. She whipped his ass again, this time a little harder. Again he winced and almost fell forward.
After several more lashes with the whip, she stopped and stepped in front of her husband. She ordered him to stand up straight. His prick was stiff as a lance. Mary too looked at the weapon with great surprise. The whipping had turned him on. Mrs. Pussie was proud of her work. She smiled at the man.
"Does he want more, darling? He's pointing at me."
"Yes, he wants you," the man answered humbly.
"He will not have me now. He will get her."
Mrs. Pussie helped her husband onto the body of his daughter. She tried to place the man's prick into the girl's pussy, but it would not go in easily. The girl was not lubricated. She told her husband to wait a few minutes. Then she took up her whip and whipped her daughter's breasts. Soon the girl was squirming with delight and pain. Soft groans seeped from her mouth. Her tits tried to avoid the lash and yet arched upward to receive it. Her nipples were stiff and on fire. Her mother put her head between Mary's thighs and tasted her pussy. It was moist. It was ready.
Mrs. Pussie helped her husband mount the girl again. She grabbed his cock, squeezed it a few times to bring back its stiffness, and guided it between the gooey lips of her daughter's cunt. The man slipped inside easily; Mary moaned as he entered. She felt him fill her. It was a delicious feeling. He held himself over her body by his hands and knees. In this way his wife could see the movements of the prick in and out of the cunt.
Mary wished that she could wrap her arms around her father at this great moment. She wished that her body was free to move with him, yet in a larger sense she was glad that she was bound. It added to the sexiness of the experience! In a sense, bondage allowed her to participate without responsibility.
The humping continued. Mr. Pussie was breathing heavily. His cock was pumping in and out of Mary's cunt like a piston gone wild. Mrs.
Pussie was playing with her cunt and occasionally whipped her husband's rump. Just before Mr. Pussie came, his wife rammed the handle of the whip up his ass.
"OWWWWEEEE!" the man yelled, and in the next instant his cock jetted his load of hot come deep into his whimpering daughter's cunt.
In the weeks that followed the three members of the household exhausted each other's bodies with their excesses. They were becoming bored with each other. They needed something to perk them up. Mrs. Pussie figured it was a good time to introduce Johnny into their web of sensuality. Mary was commissioned to go to a meeting of the boys' secret club and bring back Johnny. The task would have to wait until evening because she had to go to work.
Standing on the corner, directing the children across the street, she thought about how lucky she was. She had a very important job. She liked being admired in her dark-blue uniform. She enjoyed the respect the children showed her, but most of all she loved the domination of her mother. It was as if she were two people sometimes. In different instances she felt different feelings. She liked cock but she loved pussy. She liked freedom but loved bondage. She liked sex but she loved punishment. Maybe it was best if she didn't analyze things so much.
She met Johnny on his way to school and she asked him if they could meet at the clubhouse that evening. He was glad to see her and said he would meet her at the clubhouse right after school.
Her day passed slowly. At lunchtime she went around the corner to Julian's Delicatessen to get a sandwich. She walked inside, noticing that the bell on the door was not working. She sauntered over to the counter. She heard noises from the back room. They sounded like grunts and groans. She thought something was wrong and tiptoed to the doorway which led to the rear of the store.
She peeked around the door and saw Mr. Julian and his wife. She was lying on the huge chopping block on her back. Her dress was around her waist and she wore no panties. Her husband had his huge cock in his wife's mouth, and as she sucked him off he was fucking a large stick of pepperoni in and out of his wife's cunt. They were both enjoying what they were doing. They were both on the verge of coming.
She watched a few seconds longer and saw Mrs. Julian convulse with orgasmic delight. Her husband rammed the pepperoni stick deep into her cunt and his body jerked as he pushed his prick deeply into his wife's mouth. He squirted a hot load of semen down her throat and Mrs. Julian swallowed it greedily. Mary sneaked out of the shop and returned about two minutes later. This time when she opened the door she made sure she made a lot of noise doing it.
Mrs. Julian came out of the back of the shop. She was smiling her sweet motherly smile. Mary noticed a drop of semen in the corner of her lips.
Unconsciously the woman's tongue swept the drop into her mouth. Mary ordered her sandwich: pepperoni and cheese!
Mrs. Julian looked guiltily toward the back room and her husband. Mary winked at the woman.
"Oh, my!" Mrs. Julian exclaimed. "I-I-I-I-I…"
"I see there is no pepperoni in the meat case. Perhaps you have a stick in the back," Mary said.
"Oh, my, y-yes, we do… b-but how did you?" Mrs. Julian asked in embarrassment.
"Never mind," Mary consoled the woman. "Your secret is safe with me."
Mrs. Julian ran to the back of the store for a moment, she and Mr. Julian came out. They both looked at the girl that they had known for years. Their faces showed a trace of guilt. They didn't know what to say. The girl spoke, taking them off the hook. "Yes, I saw, but don't worry about it."
They looked at one another. What could they do? They had to go along with her.
"I have a favor to ask, though," Mary said.
"Anything," Mr. Julian said.
"Can I join you some time?" Mary asked.
The two people looked at one another. They were both surprised. This was the little girl they had practically grown up with. They did not think of her in sexual terms.
Mary told Mr. Julian that she wanted him to stick a pepperoni up her cunt too. He agreed that he would. However, Mrs. Julian gave him a dirty look. She was a little jealous.
After school had let out, Mary met Johnny at the clubhouse. They both went inside. Mary began to tell Johnny about her mother and father. She told him that they had both fucked her. Johnny was amazed at what he heard but he was also excited. As Mary talked, Johnny undressed. He stood naked before her, his cock standing out straight. He told Mary to undress. The girl obeyed, and in a few seconds she too was naked. The boy told her to bend over a box which they had in the clubhouse. The boy playfully slapped Mary on the ass. The girl liked the treatment and told him so. The boy slapped her upturned rear some more. Mary yelped several times, but when he was about to stop she told him to ignore her pleas and spank her. When her ass was red and hot, the boy stopped his spanking and knelt behind the girl, placing his stiff prick between the plump cheeks of Mary's ass. He tried to shove his cock inside but it wouldn't go. The boy got a jar of Vaseline and applied some to her anus. Then he knelt in front of Mary and had her suck his prick until it was stiff again. He then knelt behind her and stuffed his cock deep into her asshole. Mary yelped when he plunged inside. It hurt. The boy was too vigorous with his motions. He was very excited. He couldn't control himself. He wanted to come. He wanted to do it quickly.
Mary gulped with every push of the cock into her rectum. Although it hurt, the ass fucking thrilled Mary. She liked being at the boy's mercy.
She liked the feeling of having her asshole so filled with cock.
The boy shots heavy load of cream deep into her rectum. Mary groaned and squirmed. In a few seconds he pulled his prick from her with a plop. He then positioned her in a sitting position upon the box and knelt down and started licking her cunt. He brought her to orgasm in a few tort minutes.
Johnny questioned Mary afterwards. "You really are a masochist, aren't you?"
She we unfamiliar with the term he used and she told him so.
He explained it to her. "It means you dig pain."
"Oh, I guess so," she said. "Is that bad?"
"No," the boy told her. "Some men like to rough up their women."
"How about you, do you like to rough up your women?"
"Yet, I guess so."
"Would you like to rough me up?"
"Yet," the boy said.
"You may," Mary told him.
The boy didn't know exactly what to do. He didn't want to appear chicken so he let her have a punch in the cunt. The girl fell backward, last her breath and landed on the floor. Breathing heavily, her eyes spinning in her head, she looked up at Johnny. "Great," she whispered.
"Did I hurt you?" he wanted to know.
"Naw."
Johnny helped her to her feet. "I like it better when you spank me," she told him.
"Okay, I won't punch you any more."
She turned her back to the boy and lay over the box. Her ass was presented to him. He grabbed a ping-pong paddle from one of the chairs and began beating her ass. The woman shrieked and cried but never got up. Johnny enjoyed his position of power. He liked having the female crossing guard at his mercy. He watched her ass cheeks jiggle and bounce and he found his dick getting hard. Her cheeks were turning a bright pink and her yelps were getting louder.
The boy stopped the spanking. He grabbed hold of Mary's hair and pulled her head upward and backward. When her mouth opened in protest he drove his stiff cock into it. Mary gulped and then began sucking on the hot prick. She wished he could drive it down her throat so that it came out her asshole. She loved having a cock in her. The boy fucked her mouth without mercy. He shoved and rammed deep down her throat. She made no protest; she accepted the brutal fucking stoically. The boy was the master at the moment.
With a grunt and a sigh the boy poured his juice into Mary's sucking mouth. She gulped it all down, not wanting to lose a drop.
The boy laughed when it was over. "You are a real fucked-up broad," he said. "But you sure are sexy."
"What do you mean fucked up," Mary wanted to know.
"I mean this pain crap. You have to be some kind of a nut to dig that."
"Why?" Mary asked.
"Well, because," the boy stammered. "Because why?"
"Well, because I don't dig it. Oh, I like to dish it out but I don't like to get hurt."
"All, but it doesn't really hurt," Mary told him. He whacked her on the tit.
"You mean that didn't hurt?"
"No, it hurt, but it turns pleasant after a time."
"Bullshit!" the boy said.
"Suit yourself," Mary said.



CHAPTER SEVEN


Mary took Johnny home with her. The boy was a little apprehensive about making the trip, but she assured him that her mother and father were to be trusted. She also told him to think, feel, and talk freely. They would not hinder him in his quest for pleasure.
Mrs. Pussie was impressed with the boy. She liked the way he looked and the way he was built. Although she definitely liked female flesh better than male flesh, she could appreciate a well-formed male body. She wanted to see the boy's cock. She asked him to take down his pants. The boy blushed; he was embarrassed. He had never exhibited himself in this manner before. Mary assured the boy that everything was all right. He wanted to have fun didn't he? The bay looked at Mary and then at her mother. Mary nodded to the boy. His hand moved to his belt buckle. He gave it a tug and opened his fly.
Mary licked her lips as the boy tugged down his pants. She anticipated the sight of his huge cock. She wanted to suck on it. She wanted to have it shoved down her delicate throat.
The boy stood in just his white briefs. His prick bulged against the fabric of his underwear. The two women could hardly wait for the unveiling. They wanted to see his cock.
Johnny hooked his fingers in the waistband of his briefs and smiled nervously at the older woman. He pushed them down slowly, somewhat like a strip teaser. He began to understand that he was the center of attention. They wanted to see his cock. No longer nervous, he began to take the pants from his legs. He was proud now. He stood up and let them see his prick.
"Ummmmm," Mrs. Pussie said. "You are well endowed, my boy. I am going to enjoy getting some of that."
The boy was surprised for a moment. He had not expected that he was going to fuck Mary's mother! Although he would not mind it – Mary's mother was quite attractive for an older woman. Why should he care anyway? A piece of ass was a piece of ass! A stiff dick has no conscience. And at this moment his dick was becoming stiff.
Mrs. Pussie approached the boy cautiously. She reached out tentatively and touched his cock. The boy looked into her eyes, a little embarrassed as his prick became hard with her fondling. She decided to put the boy at ease immediately. She knelt down in front of him and took the head of his cock into her mouth. The boy gasped. She moved her mouth back and forth over the cock. She licked it gently with her tongue. The boy's excitement rose and he wanted to come.
The woman stopped her sucking and stood up. She embraced the boy and kissed him on his lips. She drove her tongue into his mouth and tugged on his cock. The boy gave himself over to the kiss and his hips moved forward, trying to lodge his prick in some acceptable receptacle. While still kissing the boy, Mrs. Pussie motioned for her daughter to kneel in front of the lad. The girl did so and her mother fed the boy's cock into Mary's waiting mouth. Johnny was in heaven, being worked on by two women at the same time! While the woman's tongue was fucking his mouth his cock was fucking Mary's mouth.
In a moment or two the boy began to groan and his pelvis moved involuntarily, trying to bury his cock deep down the sucking girl's throat. Mary accepted the cock graciously. She liked having it in her mouth. She hoped that her mother would let the boy come in her mouth. Her penchant for male juice was becoming obsessive. She loved it.
Through all of the loving, the boy didn't touch either of the women. He stood still and let them work on his body.
"Ummmnnn," the boy groaned, and his eager cock shot its liquid into Mary's gulping throat. The girl swallowed hit gift lovingly. Her lips tugged on the turgid cock, trying to milk more juice from it. There was no more for her.
Her mother had stopped kissing the boy. She was watching her daughter sucking on the cock. She knew that the boy had come and she was intrigued at Mary's exertions. She felt a little jealous. She wished she had a cock so she could feed Mary. She envied the male and his power of ejaculation. She wanted to ejaculate and to pour forth a load of come into her daughters waiting and hungry mouth.
The boy sat down. The girls told him to take off the rest of his clothes. They said they would join him, and all three of them were soon naked. Johnny gawked at Mrs. Pussie. It was the first time he had seen an older woman in the raw. He liked her. It was erotic and his cock began to grow again.
Mrs. Pussie was amazed, and commented on the boy's virility. She made up her mind that she wanted his cock this time. She would let this boy have her in ways she would never let a grown man take her. She pushed the boy back on the bed and covered his body with hers. She kissed him and snaked her tongue into his mouth. The boy closed his eyes and responded to the woman's kiss by letting his hands roam over her body. She began kissing his cheeks, eyes, chin, neck, and then his nipples. Her hand held his cock. She squeezed it and milked it as the boy groaned with pleasure.
Down his body went her mouth. Mary began kissing the boy's toes and feet. Mrs. Pussie sucked his belly, his ribs, stuck her tongue in his belly buff on, and then licked his inner thighs. She passed by the head of his cock with her mouth several times. She took her time licking and kissing his groin. She wanted his juice, but she wanted this experience to last too.
Mary was directed to kiss the boy on the mouth, which she did. Now her mother began her love play in earnest. No more fooling around. No more teasing. She touched the head of his cock with her tongue. Her lips ovaled and she slipped her avid mouth down over the pulsing stick.
"Ohhhhhhhh…" the boy moaned. It had never been this good.
Mrs. Pussie sucked the boy's meat just like she saw her daughter do. Her warm and wet mouth slipped liquidly over the hot organ. On her downstrokes, she tried to take him into her mouth as far as she could. The boy was squirming and moaning. The two women had him at the breaking point. Soon he would gush out his happiness from the tip of his prick.
Mrs. Pussie inserted her middle finger into the boy's anus and moved it in and out slowly in rhythm with her sucking motions. The boy was in a frenzy – he had to come again. The woman's mouth was warm and wet. It moved easily over his long root. Mary's tongue was deep in his mouth, licking the interior, playing with his tongue. His cock was bursting with juice. Mrs. Pussie held the stem of the boy's peter, kept her mouth moving up and down on the rod, and in a few seconds was rewarded with a mouthful of come. The boy groaned and grunted, his hips thrust upward, shoving his cock, deep into her mouth.
Mrs. Pussie gulped down the hot meal. She found it to be quite tasty. She even licked his dick clean, trying to obtain every single drop of the creamy stuff.
Mary sat up. She looked at her mother. Her mother's tongue was licking up the last traces of semen from her lips. Mary was aroused by the scene. She thought it to be very degrading to have to eat a man's come. That was her motivation for enjoying the act. To see another female swallowing the juice was erotic to her eye. Eating come seemed, to her, to be one of the ultimate slavish tasks.
Mrs. Pussie looked at her daughter. She smiled at the girl and said, as a defense to maintain her superior position, "Mighty tasty, my dear."
"Oh, Mother, you enjoy it too!"
"Yes, my dear."
"I could drink a quart," Mary said, trying to impress her mother with her servile sense.
"Perhaps someday you will, my low," her mother answered.
After the boy recovered his senses, the she tied his hands behind him. The boy wanted to know what they were going to do, but he was not scared. Mrs. Pussie bent over the bed, supporting herself by her hands. Mary applied some Vaseline to her mother's asshole and rubbed some on Johnny's cock. She stuck her finger into her mother's anus, making the woman squeal. Then she stroked and pulled on the boy's prick until it was again erect. She positioned the boy behind her mother. She placed the head of the boy's cock against her mother's asshole. She encouraged the boy to push it into the waiting woman.
"But won't I hurt her?"
"Naw, she wants it," Mary told him.
"Yes, Johnny, shove it up my ass. Fuck my ass with your big dick, now," Mrs. Pussie breathed.
The boy inched forward with his pelvis. His stiff cock began to disappear into the welcoming hole. First the head passed the rim. Soon the prick was about four inches into her ass. The woman squirmed as the thick part of his cock moved past her sphincter. Then the entire cock slid easily into the tight rectum. Johnny was proud of himself.
Here he was, encased in a woman's ass and the woman was old enough to be his mother!
"Ooouuummmnnn," Mrs. Pussie moaned as the boy began to fuck her asshole with vigor. She called to her daughter and told Mary to get under her and lick her pussy. Mary positioned herself under her mother's body, her mouth at the woman's cunt. She began to lick the hot box delicately.
Mrs. Pussie swooned under the double stimulation. Although the asshole fucking could never bring her to orgasm all by herself, when combined with the cunt licking, it was glorious. She would come soon.
The boy was shoving hard against the older woman's rump. He buried his cock deep within her rectum. His balls rubbed over Mary's forehead as she tongued her mother's pulsing cunt. The boy banged against the woman's rear. He pushed into her. He rammed into her. He fell over her back as his cock poured its load of cream deep inside her wiggling ass.
"Oh, oh, oh… oohhhhhhh…" Mrs. Pussie groaned as her daughter's tongue brought about her orgasmic response.
As the boy began pulling out of the woman's ass, his semen trickled down the woman's crotch and landed on poor Mary's face. His tool was greasy and had a coat of come and excrement on it. The older woman stood up. She looked at the boy and took hold of him. She brought him closer to the bed. She positioned him over her daughter's face, his limp cock hanging over her lips. Mary watched her meter with great interest. She knew what was coming: the ultimate degradation!
"You will lick his thing clean, honey," Mrs. Pussie told her daughter.
The girl was astonished and excited. She could hardly believe that her mother had uttered the words! She wondered for a brief moment what would happen if she rebelled. Her body crawled with goosepimples. She was afraid to do the task – what if she contracted some terrible disease?
"I said lick it," her mother commanded.
Mary's lips parted slowly. Her tiny tongue inched out tentatively. The boy gagged as he watched the proceedings. The girl was actually going to do it. Johnny knew he could never do it. She sure was brave.
The tongue touched the tip of the boy's cock. She whisked some drying come into her mouth. Her tongue laved up the length of the prick and then she engulfed it with her worshipful mouth. In a few seconds she had sucked the organ clean. She had not gagged once!
"Good," her mother said, lauding the girl for her obedience. "Now you will clean me out."
The woman pushed the boy aside and climbed on the bed. She presented her greasy asshole to her daughter's tongue. Without hesitation, Mary began licking her mother's anus. After licking up all of the come, Mary was allowed to rest.
Mrs. Pussie took the boy and tied him over the bottom railing of the bed. His wrists were tied to each bedpost and his feet were tied to the bottom of each one. He was bent over the railing, facing the bed. His rear and back were vulnerable targets.
"What are you going to do?" the boy wanted to know.
"None of your business," Mrs. Pussie told him. The door opened and in walked Mr. Pussie. His eyes lit up when he took in, the orgy. He wanted to know if he could strip and join in the fun. Mrs. Pussie assured him that he could. He did.
"This boy had the nerve to fuck me in the ass," Mrs. Pussie said to her husband, knowing that this kind of dirty talk excited him.
"He did?"
"Yes. He had the gall to shoot his wad right up my tiny asshole."
"B-b-but," the boy blubbered. "She let me do it."
"Is that true, darling? Did you let the beast fuck you in the ass?"
"Y-yes," Mrs. Pussie said, hanging her head down in a naughty-little-girl manner.
"If that is true then you must be punished," Mr. Pussie told his wife.
"Y-y-yes, I must be punished," his wife agreed. The man took his wife by the wrist and led her to the bed. He placed her across it. Her naked rump was at his mercy. He said that he would have to bind her to the bed because he was going to use the strap. She agreed to be tied. The strap burned and she knew she could not take it unless she was tied down. Mary helped him bind the woman.
He took his heavy, thick leather belt from his pants and stared at the creamy posterior. His prick was stiff as a pole. He ordered Mary to kneel down and suck him off while he whipped his wife. The girl sank to her knees and gobbled the erect monster into her mouth.
WHACK!
The heavy belt landed on the naked rump.
"Ouch!" the woman shouted.
WHACK!
Another blow landed. The bed shook, the woman convulsed and screamed out in agony.
"Wwwwwhhhh!"
The man was breathing heavily. The strapping and the act of fellatio were getting to him. He was ready to go off. When the next blow stuck his wife's red behind, his cock exploded in his daughter's mouth. She eagerly gulped down his offering.



CHAPTER EIGHT


Once the man was finished strapping his wife's ass, his thoughts turned to the boy. After Mary dutifully cleaned, off his cock, the man walked over to where the boy was bent over the bottom of the bed. His position accentuated his male buttocks. His legs were spread apart and one could catch a glimpse of the hairy anus. The man was fascinated. He wanted that ass. He wanted the boy's cherry.
"Let me up," Mrs. Pussie said to her husband.
"In a little while, my love, I want to enjoy this guy first."
"I want to be let loose now or your ass will pay dearly for your impudence," she told him.
"Yes, dear, later."
"Now!" she exclaimed.
The man ignored her and surveyed the boy's behind. He ran his hand over the smooth area.
"Hey, what the hell is going on? I'm no fuckin' queer!" the boy said.
"Yes, lad," the man said. "I know you're not queer, but once I get through with you you'll dig it."
"Bullshit!" the boy said. "Keep your fuckin' queer hands off of me!"
"Well, it seems you will have to be broken, taken by force," the man commented. "Good. I will enjoy that."
Mr. Pussie picked up the belt and whacked the boy across the ass with it.
"Owwwww!" the boy screamed. "That hurts!"
"Good," the man said. "It will change your mind."
"Never."
WHACK!
The belt landed heavily against the tender flesh. "Owwwwhhhhhh! Ohhh! Please, don't!" 
WHACK! WHACK! WHACK!
The belt struck three more times. By this time the boy's ass cheeks were burning. They were red and hot.
"Okay," the boy sobbed. "Anything. Anything."
"Good," Mr. Pussie said.
The man held his stiff prick in his hand while Mary greased up the boy's asshole with the Vaseline. She guided his instrument to the boy's anus. Her father grunted and pushed the head of his cock into the boy's anus.
"Ohhhhh!" the boy whimpered. His face was screwed up in a terrible grimace. His lips curled and he gasped involuntarily. The head of his cock was now inside the boy's virgin asshole. He shoved and his rod went in a little deeper.
"Uhhhhh!" the boy grunted as his asshole stretched to accommodate the huge prick. He wriggled his ass to try to dislodge the intruder, but his movements only aided the man. He enjoyed the struggles. He pushed his cock all the way into Johnny's rectum.
The boy screamed and twisted and turned, trying to break his bonds.
The man whacked the boy's ass and told him to hush and settle down. He said that in a few minutes he would start to enjoy it. Mr. Pussie reached around and began playing with the boy's swelling cock. As he fondled the growing tool he fucked in and out of the boy's asshole. In time, it did begin to feel good. Johnny hated himself but he was beginning to enjoy the ass fucking, and especially the cock pulling. The man was ramming his meat in and out of the boy's ass with increasing fury. He pulled upon the boy's cock, trying to bring the boy to the verge of climaxing.
The boy moaned and then sighed as his cock shot his load of come in the man's fist.
The man pumped frantically and then spurted his juice deep into the boy's bowels.
Mary caught her father before he disposed of the boy's semen. She told him she, wanted it. He held out his hand, opened his fist and let her lick the creamy liquid from his hand and when she had finished with his palm, she went to her knees and began cleaning off his cock with her mouth and tongue. Her father was stunned at first, and was going to stop her from humiliating herself in such a manner, but his wife told him to let her go. He did.
His daughter had become a first-class pig in a short time, Mr. Pussie thought. But since he was the recipient of her perversity he did not mind. It gave him great pleasure to degrade her. To make her clean off his shitty cock. What a magnificent turn on. He wished he could think of some more filthy things for her to do. When she had finished bathing his cock, he turned his back to her. He pulled open his ass cheeks and told her to tongue his asshole.
Mrs. Pussie watched in pure fascination. She had never seen her husband in such a dominant role. She grew sexually excited as she watched her daughters tongue lick her husband's anus.
Mary took hold of her father's prick and began jerking him off while she continued to probe his asshole with her tongue. After about fifteen minutes of this kind of manipulation the man groaned that he was about to come. Mary quickly ducked under his legs and captured his cock in her mouth just as it began spewing forth its cargo of semen. She gulped the warm juice down her throat and licked her lips when she had bathed him clean. She sat on her haunches and smiled up at him. She was a sadist's delight. She was naive, innocent, trusting, willing, conquerable. He reached down and held her chin in his hand.
"You're wonderful," he told her.
"Thank you, Daddy."
Her father thought for a moment, and then ordered Mary to clean the boy's crack with her wonderful tongue. As Mary settled herself into position, her father began untying his wife. He was a little frightened because he knew she was mad at him for not untying her sooner.
Mrs. Pussie rubbed her wrists with her hands. They had red marks on them and they hurt where the ropes had cut into the skin. She showed the marks to him.
"You will pay for these," she told him.
He bowed his head. "I know I will."
"You were very naughty. You disobeyed me. Do you remember what I told you I would do if you disobeyed me?"
"Yes," the man whispered.
"You will report to me in the cellar tomorrow afternoon at one," Mrs. Pussie told her husband.
"Yes, my love."



CHAPTER NINE


Mr. and Mrs. Julian were awaiting anxiously the arrival of Mary Pussie. The girl had arranged a date with the couple on their day off. The two older people did not know exactly what to expect. After all, Mary was a girl whom they had watched grow into womanhood. Surely she could not have meant what she had said about participating in a threesome. Yet the girl did seem serious. And of course the Julian's had no choice. Rather than risk exposure, they agreed to their demand.
Mary knocked softly at the back door of the delicatessen. Mr. Julian opened the door and let her inside.
"Hi," Mary said.
"Hello, Mary," the Julian's said.
"Well," Mary said sprightly. "Let's get down to work."
"Oh, my!" Mrs. Julian said.
"Let's get undressed," Mary said.
With shaking hands, the two older people began unbuttoning their clothes. In a few seconds Mary was naked. Mr. Julian gasped. His wife did not look that good without her clothes on. Mary was a doll.
Mrs. Julian had been wearing an old dress. She took it off and put it on the chair. Her large bra was next. Then came her half-slip. She was hesitant about removing her panties. She looked at Mary.
"Come on, I've seen it all before," Mary assured her.
The woman tugged down her panties and placed them on the chair. Meanwhile, Mr. Julian had completed his undressing. He stood with his hand covering his erect cock.
"Don't be ashamed of your piece of meat," Mary said. "The other day it looked quite delicious, didn't it, Mrs. Julian?"
"Oh, my!" Mrs. Julian exclaimed, shocked that someone had witnessed her act of fellatio.
Mr. Julian took his hand away from his groin. His big prick was sticking straight out. It must have been at least nine inches long. Mary could hardly wait to get that thing in her mouth.
"Why don't you two do what you did the other day and I'll join in," Mary suggested.
Mr. Julian led his wife to the table. He helped her lie down on it. Her legs were raised and parted. The man looked at Mary.
"Kiss her," Mary told him.
The man pressed his lips to his wife's. She placed her arms around his shoulders and held him.
"Play with her tit." Mary said.
The man's hands began squeezing and milking his wife's ample breasts. In the meantime, Mary stood at the head of the table, looking down at the woman a gash. She began to smooth her hands over the woman's groin and thighs. Mrs. Julian gasped. A woman had never touched her so intimately before. She was frightened at first but soon the tender caresses relaxed her. She let herself go.
Mary's fingers brazenly probed, touched, and stroked Mrs. Julian's vulva. The girl dipped her fingers into the sopping cunt. She finger fucked the woman and then palmed the entire area. Mrs. Julian was twisting with desire. She was very excited. Her cunt was hot and wet. Mary bent over and kissed the lips of the woman's pussy. Mrs. Julian almost died with delight. The girl's mouth sucked at her steaming cunt and then the exquisite tongue licked her throbbing clitoris. The woman was ecstatic.
ML Julian was now sucking each of his wife's breasts in turn. His hand was pumping up and down on his cock. Mary made the woman come quickly.
"Ahhhhhhh," Mrs. Julian moaned through her orgasm.
Mary saw what Mr. Julian was doing with his hand and she scolded him. Then she went to her knees and took his pulsing prick in her mouth. The man looked down at the girl at his feet. He couldn't believe that he was being sucked off by little Mary Pussie. It added to his excitement. Her mouth moved up and down over his cock like an expert. He could have sworn it was an accomplished whore giving him this blowjob!
He held the girl's head still and began fucking in and out of her darling mouth. Mary could only take about six inches into her mouth.
"Ohhhhhh… ahhhhhh," the man groaned as his cock began pouring its load of semen into Mary's greedy mouth. Mary held on tight to his cock, swallowed quickly, and milked it dry. The man was glad that she drank his semen. His wife had never done that for him. He thought only pigs swallowed semen. He watched her lick the excess semen from her lips. She smiled serenely up at him. She felt no shame or embarrassment. Humiliation, yes, but she liked that feeling. The man helped her to her feet.
They helped Mrs. Julian from the table. She was less self-conscious now.
Mary got onto the table herself.
"Now I want you to fuck me with the pepperoni," she told Mr. Julian. "I want you two to heat me up first."
Mr. Julian told his wife to kiss the girl on her lips. Mrs. Julian balked at first, but Mr. Julian forced her mouth down onto Mary's lips. The woman soon got the hang of it, and her eager tongue shot into Mary's mouth. She gave Mary the greatest soul kiss she had ever given anyone.
Mary parted her thighs as Mr. Julian's head went between them and his tongue began licking her cunt. After several deep kisses, Mrs. Julian began sucking Mary's nipples.
Mr. Julian's tongue roamed all over Mary's pussy. He sucked on her clitoris, pulling at it with his lips. Mary gasped, and her belly trembled and twitched. When Mr. Julian figured she was hot enough, he took the long piece of pepperoni and began sticking it into her cunt.
"Uhhhhhh!" Mary gulped as the pepperoni penetrated her body. It was going in deep, deeper than any cock had ever gone. It was in about eight inches when it touched bottom. He couldn't stuff it in any deeper. He began moving the thing in and out. As he fucked her with the pepperoni, Mrs. Julian sucked the girl's tits vigorously.
"Uhhhhh… aggghhh… ooohhh…" Mary sighed, and sank back on the table, satisfied.
The man looked at his wife. She looked at him. They both asked the same question, "What have we done?"
Mary sat up and looked at them both. She was angry. "Stop this shit," she said. "You both did what you both wanted to. It was pleasurable. You did nothing wrong."
They had to agree with her. It was fun. It was pleasurable and they did want to do it!
"Look," Mary said. "Do you demand punishment? If you want to be punished I will see that you get punished. Will that ease your consciences?"
They looked at one another. Mr. Julian spoke: "What do you mean, punishment?"
"I will have my mother punish you."
"No."
The two people were perplexed. They didn't really understand what had been said. They were not familiar with this kind of talk.
Mary told them about her special relationship with her mother. She told them about her beatings and whippings. She even told them that she liked it! They were amazed at first, due to their inexperience. They laughed because they couldn't believe anybody would actively seek punishment and actually like getting whipped! But they had a lot to learn. Mary would teach them. Mary asked turn to go home with her. The couple agreed.
Mary led Mr. and Mrs. Julian into her house. She introduced the couple to her parents. Then without pulling any punches, she told her mother and father about her experience with them. Mr. and Mrs. Pussie looked at the couple sternly. Mr. and Mrs. Julian hung their heads in an embarrassed manner. Mary then told them about the guilt feelings experienced by the couple and their need for punishment. Her mother's eyes lit up. She would be more than happy to rid these people of their guilt with a good chastisement.
"Would you like me to punish you both?" Mrs. Pussie asked.
The Julian's were embarrassed, didn't really know what to say. Mr. Julian looked at the woman and said, "Well, we aren't very experienced in these matters."
"I will be glad to teach you," Mrs. Pussie said. "You must of course promise one thing – you both must obey me implicitly."
The couple looked at one another and then at Mary's mother. "Okay," they both agreed.
"Good," Mrs. Pussie said.
She led them to her bedroom. She wanted to show them one of her trainees. She opened the door and showed them Johnny. He was naked and tied spread-eagled to her bed. The Julian's were shocked. Maybe they had bitten off more than they could chew. What would this woman do to them?
Mrs. Pussie walked to the side of the bed. She bent over and without hesitation took the boy's cock in her mouth. She began sucking it. In a few seconds his organ began to swell. She motioned to Mrs. Julian to come near the bed.
"Would you like to try it?" she asked the woman.
Mrs. Julian was excited by the prospect. The boy was so virile, so delicious-looking, and so vulnerable. She looked toward her husband for reassurance. He shook his head affirmatively. His cock was rock hard in his pants.
"Here," Mrs. Pussie said, handing the woman the boy's erect prick.
The woman sat on the edge of the bed. She masturbated the boy for a few seconds, watching the play of emotions on his face. Then she bent down and encircled his cock with her moist mouth. The texture of the boy's prick was smooth. She ran her tongue all around the organ like some wanton street whore. She liked the feel of the hot club-like object in her mouth. The boy was groaning with desire. His pelvis moved upward, trying to fuck his cock in and out of the older woman's mouth.
Soon, the boy's massive cock erupted and gushed forth its load of came into Mrs. Julian's mouth. The woman moaned with surprise, but never opened her mouth for fear of losing a drop of the precious juice.
"I see your wife is a gourmet," Mrs. Pussie said to Mr. Julian.
"Oh, yes," Mr. Julian answered.
Mrs. Julian looked up at her husband. She couldn't believe he was speaking so arrogantly about her. He was shaming her in front of this woman.
"She is a rather greedy little thing," Mrs. Pussie said.
"She should be punished," Mr. Julian offered.
"You are right," Mrs. Pussie agreed. "She seduced that guy."
"Right," Mr. Julian said.
Mrs. Pussie had Mr. Julian tie his wife's hands to the side of the bed, forcing her to kneel on the floor. Her bass and back were presented to Mrs. Pussie. Mrs. Pussie took up her many-thonged whip and studied the woman's ass. Where should she strike her first? She chose to whip her across her back. She wanted to see the red lines made by the whip upon the woman's flesh.
"Ouch!" Mrs. Julian yelled as the whip bit into her back.
"She yells extremely well," Mrs. Pussie announced.
"Yes," Mr. Julian agreed.
Mrs. Julian was upset. Her husband was siding with this woman against her! Was he frightened of the woman? Was he trying to avoid a whipping? Well, she wouldn't let him get away with that! She made up her mind that she would see this whipping through and then she would get even with her husband for his disloyalty.
This time the lash landed across Mrs. Julian's big ass.
"Owwwwhhhh!" the woman screamed, her ass jiggling around to cool the burning flesh.
The whip sang as it struck the wriggling rump again.
"Aaaahhh!" the woman cried out, and buried her face in the sheet, taking it between her teeth and biting it.
Mrs. Pussie looked at her husband. She beckoned him to her side.
"Now you may have her."
Mr. Julian looked at the woman in astonishment. He did not care for the idea of swapping. Oh, he wanted to enjoy as much female flesh as he could, bat he didn't want his wife fucked by the other man! He felt threatened. He did not feel threatened by the boy or the women, but Mr. Pussie had a bigger cock than he did.
Mr. Julian pouted. Mrs. Pussie noticed this and asked the man what was wrong. He told her. She laughed. Typical double-standard nonsense, she thought. She would cure him of that.
Mr. Pussie knelt behind Mrs. Julian. He his erect prick between the cheeks of her ass. He found her hot little anus and began trying to put his cock inside.
"Wait," Mrs. Pussie said. "We have to grease her up."
She handed Mr. Julian the jar of Vaseline and told him to apply it liberally to his wife's asshole. The man looked, at her, dumbfounded. He didn't want the man to fuck his wife, and now they wanted him to prepare the entrance for the other man! Should he balk? His question was answered as Mrs. Pussie spoke.
"Hurry, or I will have to whip you."
The man knelt down at his wife's rear and began applying the Vaseline to her hot little asshole. He would slip his finger inside her anus occasionally. He began to enjoy the thought of someone else fucking his wife up the ass. She had always been stubborn when it came to ass fucking. She wouldn't let him do it. Maybe after this experience she would not deny him her ass any more.
"Please, dear," Mrs. Julian said. "Don't let them do this disgusting thing to me, please."
"Shhhhh, my darling. They will only open up new avenues of pleasure for you," Mr. Julian assured her.
Mr. Julian looked up at the other man as if to say, she's all yours. Mr. Pussie understood the silent gesture, and knelt behind the woman. He called for Mary to suck his cock back into full erection. When her mouth had brought about the desired result, he had her guide his dick into the woman's slippery anus. It felt good going in. The way was nicely greasy and his cock entered the hot rectum easily.
"Ohhhh… aahhhhggghhhh!" the woman gasped as the cock bore deeper into her body.
Mr. Julian looked on in fascination. His prick was stiff and hot. In his mind he was tying to fuck her. Stick it up my wife's ass deeper. Make it come out her mouth. Ram her. Sock it to her.
He was enjoying it.
The man fucked her asshole brutally. Her body moved with his. He shoved hard against her on the in strokes, driving her into the bed. The woman grunted and groaned with the exertions. She found herself fascinated by the act. She had always wanted to be put in such a position. She had always wanted her husband to take her like this animal of a man. She would have offered him her ass if he would have forced her. Mr. Julian was not that aggressive.
The man pounding in her rectum was a real man. He took what he wanted when he wanted it. And his cock was long enough to go deep into her bowels. The woman was moaning now. She was content in her forced slavery, being the erotic tool of this brutal man. She was groaning with delight and pleasure. She felt that if someone played with her pussy she could have an orgasm with this ass fucking.
"Please play with my snatch?" Mrs. Julian begged.
The man fucking her ass motioned Mr. Julian to his side. He had Mr. Julian play with his wife's pussy while he continued to ram her ass. Mr. Julian was proud to be in on the act. Mary lay down by the two men and began sucking off Mr. Julian.
"Oh, ah, oh, aaghh… uggghhh… eeeuuuggghhh… aaahhh…" Mrs. Julian sighed as she came, and the man shot his come up her ass. He pumped savagely into her, burying his prick deep within her bowels. He slammed against her each time his cock spurted. Mr. Julian rammed his fingers deep into his wife's cunt as his cock went off in pretty Mary's mouth. As usual, Mary drank down the man's come as if it were milk.
When her father withdrew his rod from Mrs. Julian's rear, he turned it over to his hungry daughter to clean. Mary was in her glory. So much come to eat! She was truly happy.



CHAPTER TEN


Johnny's parents had become worried about their son, he had been away from home for a whole day. Some of the boys had said they had seen him with Miss Pussie, the police crossing guard. If the boy had stayed with her they figured that he was not in trouble. They had known Mary since she was a teenager; she used to baby-sit for them. They hoped that Johnny was with Mary. They decided to pay Mary a visit and find out if she had seen Johnny.
Mrs. Pussie answered the door. "Why, hello, Mr. and Mrs. Hayes."
"Hi," the couple said, slid then told her why they had come. Mrs. Pussie had them come into the house. She made them some special tea. She added a mild drug. The couple drank and talked until they both began to show signs of listlessness.
Mrs. Pussie called for her husband and they took the couple upstairs. They tied their wrists and led them in to see their son.
"Here is Johnny," Mrs. Pussie said.
Through sleepy eyes the couple saw their son. He was still tied to the bed and Mary was sucking his cock again. The boy smiled at his parents. He seemed to feel no shame about appearing to them in this manner.
"Hi, Dad," the boy said.
"Hello, S-son."
"Hey, Dad, I'm really fucking them all like, you taught me," the boy said proudly. "No one broad for me, huh, Dad?"
"Y-yeah, S-son."
"Let us all adjourn to the cellar," Mrs. Pussie suggested to her husband. They took the drugged couple down first. They bound them to the wall with heavy manacles. Then Johnny was tied to a table. The Julian's were both tied to the wall with their backs to the others. Mrs. Pussie tied her husband to an overhead beam. His hands were stretched upward over his head, and then Mrs. Pussie fastened the rope to a large iron ring in the concrete floor. Mary and her mother stripped off all of their guests' clothes. Now everyone was naked.
The drug was wearing off, and Johnny's parents were slowly beginning to realize the predicament they were in. They were scared. But why wasn't Johnny frightened? Had all the whippings they had given him prepared him for this experience?
"Let us out of here, Mrs. Pussie," Johnny's father asked, trying to reason with the woman. He couldn't believe that Mrs. Pussie could be a party to something as far out as this! After all, this was a small town in Pennsylvania. These weird thing only took place in the big cities!
"In my own good time," Mrs. Pussie assured him. "When I free you uptight people."
Who did she think she was, a hippie or something? Mr. Hayes thought.
"What is this little thing?" Mrs. Pussie said, grasping the man's small cock. "Your son's is bier than this poor excuse for a cock."
The man flushed. He was embarrassed by the woman's comparison. He had always known that he had a snail organ, when erect it was only five inches long. Now he had been humiliated. But he was fascinated too. He wanted to know how big his cock was.
Mrs. Pussie turned to Mrs. Hayes. "How did you ever get any satisfaction with that little thing?"
Mrs. Hayes had to admit, she had never had an orgasm with her husband! She wondered for a moment if it was because his prick was too small.
"You need a real man," Mrs. Pussie offered. "I will see that you get one," she promised.
"Mary," Mrs. Pussie said. "Show him how large his son's prick is."
Mary understood the command. She went over to the boy and took hold of his dick and began licking it. As his father watched this performance he began to get hot. His small cock began to fill with blood and become erect. Mary had sucked the boy to a magnificent erection, his father gasped in astonishment. The organ was over eight inches long. He looked down at his own. It was puny in comparison. He began to feel quite inferior. His erection began to subside. He looked over at his wife. He read it in her face. He was ashamed. Perhaps she was right! He felt downright unmanly. He felt like a young boy. He was also very envious of his son at this moment.
The blowjob proceeded, and the boy moaned and groaned with pleasure. His father watched the act closely. He could almost see the boy's prick throb and pulse. The sight was extremely erotic. His prick began to rise again.
Soon the boy sighed. His hips moved upward, and his prick moved deeper into the girl's mouth. He could see the girl's cheeks swell outward as the cock juice filled her mouth. Mr. Hayes was hot. The scene was too erotic. His prick was bursting, and when he witnessed the boy's ejaculation, his own cock spit out its liquid contents.
Mrs. Pussie witnessed this and quickly knelt down, grabbed his cock and put it in her mouth to catch the last drops. She, like her daughter, had developed quite a taste for come. She licked up every drop. She didn't consider it a degrading act. After all, she chose to do it!
The man breathed a sigh of relief. He had never experienced such a great blowjob before. The woman was an expert at her craft.
When his prick had been cleaned to her satisfaction, Mrs. Pussie turned her attention to Mrs. Hayes. "I promised you a real man and I will deliver him." She untied Johnny's legs and hands.
She retied his hands behind his back and tied the boy to where his mother and father were tied to the wall.
Mrs. Hayes wondered what was on the woman's mind. She was also embarrassed. She was horribly humiliated, being naked and helpless before her own teenage son.
The boy looked at his mother. He liked her body. He had never seen her naked before. She was very lovely. He eyed her triangle hungrily. He felt desire in his groin. His cock began to fill with blood and grow erect.
Mrs. Pussie noticed the boy's cock growing. It fit in well with what she had in mind. She reached down and grabbed the boy's prick. She handled it gently. The boy smiled, thinking she was going to jerk him off. She kissed his mouth.
His cock was at full erection. With her other hand she began fingering his mother's pussy. The woman was amazed at her response. Her pussy was growing warm and it was getting juicy. She was ashamed of herself for, her reaction to this disgusting experience. The woman seemed to have some power over them all!
Mrs. Pussie brought the boy near his mother. She parted the woman's pussy lips and guided her son's cock into the hole. Mrs. Hayes gasped, couldn't believe that this was happening. This woman was haying her own son fuck her! It was disgusting! Yet she was responding! Her cunt was oozing. She wanted it!
The cock slipped easily into the lubricated sheath. The boy was flabbergasted. He was beginning to fuck his mother! Her cunt was warm and soft. It fit around his cock nicely. He pressed his body against hers. He looked into her eyes. She pressed back. A fantasy she had dreamt of for many years was being fulfilled.
The boy put his lips to his mother's neck. He kissed her. She moved her head to one side, accepting the kiss and the pleasure it gave. All the while, the boy kept his cock pumping in and out of her hot cunt.
"Oh, darling," the woman groaned. "Fuck me. Fuck me good! Ohhhh!"
Her husband watched the fucking scene. He was disgusted but aroused. He had never seen his wife so hot before. He admired the ability of his son. His fucking technique was a hell of a lot better than his. The woman seemed to be on the verge of coming. She had buried her face in her son's shoulder. She bit softly into the flesh. The boy winced but didn't lose a stroke. He pumped and grunted. Then he gave a lunge forward and his prick sprayed a healthy load of semen into his mother's greedy cunt. The woman groaned and gave herself over to her orgasm.
"Ohhhhhhhh… aaaahhhhh!"
Mrs. Pussie dropped to her knees and pulled the boy's cock from his mother's cunt and gobbled it into her mouth. When she had licked the boy's prick clean, she licked his mother's cunt, not leaving a trace of semen on it or in it.
Mrs. Julian was placed in the pillory which was in the middle of the cellar. Her hands and head were fastened in place. Mrs. Pussie prodded the woman between her thighs with her riding crop. She tapped the woman's cunt lips. The woman gave a start. It stung her. Mrs. Pussie then tapped the woman's anus with the crop. She wanted her to know that it was she who was in control. That it was she who would give her pain or allow her to know pleasure. The woman jumped. She cried out with the stinging pain.
Mr. Julian yelled and cursed the woman. But he too was enjoying the punishment procedure. His cock was erect and hot. He liked seeing his wife chastised.
"And now, my dear," Mrs. Pussie said as she untied Mrs. Hayes from the wall. "You will perform a delicate service for Mrs. Julian. You will be her toilet paper."
Mrs. Hayes began to tremble. She was frightened but she was excited too. She actually wanted to perform the act! She followed the woman over to the pillory. She even knelt down obediently when Mrs. Pussie pushed down on her shoulders. She was facing Mrs. Julian's rear. Since the woman's legs had been prodded apart, she could see the brownish pink gash of her pussy and the crinkled back hole. She was fascinated. She had never been this close to a grown woman's privates before. She was sexually aroused. She wanted to tongue the woman. Her eyes glistened with desire. She did not care what her husband thought, she wanted to eat the woman. She wanted to taste cunt.
Mrs. Pussie whacked Mrs. Hayes on the rump with her crop. The woman flinched and moved closer to the other woman's ass. Her nose was embedded between the two cheeks. The aroma penetrated her nostrils. It was arousing. It was forbidden. It was a dirty act which she was going to be forced to do.
The crop struck her ass again. Mrs. Hayes' tongue shot out and touched Mrs. Julian's asshole. She didn't have to be told to start licking. She was way ahead of the game. Her tongue entered the tight hole. She pushed her tongue into the woman's anus, swirled it around and brought it out again. She began using it like a penis, pushing it in and out. She was enjoying it. Her hand had crept between her legs and had begun fingering her cunt; Mrs. Julian was enjoying the act too. Though she was a prisoner and was in a most uncomfortable position, she still enjoyed the procedure. The tongue was getting her hot. She would come soon.
Mrs. Pussie took Johnny over in front of Mrs. Julian's face. She fed the boy's cock into the woman's mouth. Mrs. Julian did not balk. She accepted the limp cock gratefully. She wanted something to suck on. She was breathing heavily, the excitement of the tongue up her asshole was driving her wild.
Mrs. Hayes fucked the asshole with her tongue, played with her own cunt with one hand while she stroked Mrs. Julian's box with the other.
In a short time, the boy's tool began to enlarge within Mrs. Julian's mouth. The boy began to move back and forth, fucking her in the mouth. The woman was a mass of seething sensuality. She groaned and sucked, wriggled her rear and moved back onto the invading tongue. She was beside herself with pleasure. She was bursting with the need to come.
In a few seconds Mrs. Julian began to grunt and strain. Her mouth opened reflexively. The boy's cock smashed down her throat and her body swayed and wriggled through her orgasm. The boy's cock erupted and pound its juices down the woman's throat. Mrs. Hayes buried her tongue deep into the other woman's asshole, as her body was thrust forward with the violence of her own orgasm.
"Pip!" Mrs. Pussie shouted.
The two women were filled with remorse. Mrs. Hayes looked over at her husband. She read disgust on his face too. Her eyes pleaded with him to forgive her. How could he. She still had the taste of the woman's asshole on her tongue. She wanted to die at that moment. She wanted to tell him that she didn't know what came over her or that she couldn't help it that she had been forced. But it was not like that. She had voluntarily tongued the woman's asshole. There was no doubt about that. She was to blame. She fell to the floor and wept bitterly, begging for forgiveness.
Mrs. Pussie took up her whip and lashed the crying woman across her ass. Mrs. Hayes screamed and jumped, falling onto her side on the floor. The whip struck again and the woman began crawling across the floor toward her tormentor.
"Yes, beat me!" she begged. "Hurt me! Whip me! Drive this Devil from me! Ouch! Oohhhhhh!"
The woman fell onto her back. She kicked her legs in the air. "Hit me on my cunt! Whip it!"
"I'll whip the Devil out of you! You're nothing but an ass-sucking tramp!" Mrs. Pussie shouted at the squirming woman at her feet. She lashed at the woman's gash.
"More! More! Hurt me! Beat me! Slash me! Make me sorry for my sins! Make me bleed! KILL ME!"
"Me too!" Mrs. Julian shouted. "I need to be punished! Please punish me! Beat me too!"
Mrs. Pussie was in her glory. She turned around and began whipping Mrs. Julian's upturned rear. She alternated between the two women.
The men watched their wives beg for their whippings. They couldn't believe their eyes and ears. They gave their bodies over to the whip and to the woman who wielded it. How could something like this happen? How could these women that they thought they knew do such things? Their personalities were so radically altered. They were at the mercy of this wicked woman who degraded them, humiliated them, and they came back for more! The two husbands knew that they could not have stopped the proceedings. They could not have changed their wives' minds. This woman was more influential than they. She had these women eating out of her hand. The men were jealous.
On her back on the floor, Mrs. Hayes lay crying and screaming. Finally, Mary had had enough of her mother's cruelty. She lunged at her mother and wrestled her to the floor. Site nabbed her mother around the neck and pushed her knee into the woman a back. Choking sounds came from the woman's throat, and her arms flailed helplessly at her sides. The woman was taken completely by surprise; she could not tight back. Her daughter grabbed hold of a handful of her mother's hair and jerked her mother's head backward with it. With her other hand she gasped her mother's mouth and pulled upward and backward. This stretched the woman's mouth painfully.
Seeing her advantage, Mrs. Hayes got up, picked up the whip and began striking Mrs. Pussie on her bottom. The woman screamed and yelled, kicked her legs wildly. She struggled to escape but her daughter's grip was firm. Her mouth was sore and her ego was bruised. The whip left red-lines on Mrs. Pussie's backside. Mrs. Hayes began whipping the woman's thighs and legs until they too became red with welts.
Mary let her mother's head drop to the floor. She turned around and saw Mrs. Hayes plunging a dildo, up her mother's ass.
Mrs. Pussie screamed.
This was more like it, Mrs. Hayes thought.
The dildo fucked in and out of Mrs. Pussie's rectum, bringing her pain and pleasure; Mrs. Hayes loved every minute of it. Shown finally getting back at the bitch.
Mary liked watching her mother getting fucked in the ass. She liked hearing her scream. She liked having her struggle. She liked being in control. She liked getting revenge. She rubbed her crotch against her mother's back to masturbate herself.
"Oh, fuck my asshole." Mrs. Pussie gasped, her had rolling back and forth with the exquisite mixture of pain and pleasure. Much to Mrs. Hayes' disappointment, Mrs. Pussie screamed out in orgasmic delight. The dildo in her ass had brought her satisfaction. She groaned and sighed, lying very still. The dildo was left in place.
Mary led Mrs. Hayes over to the other pillow. With help from Johnny, they locked the woman inside the thing. Mary then escorted Johnny back to the bed and tied him once again to it. Her father was the only one free. She wanted to bind him too. She tricked him into an embrace and then kneed him in the groin. When he doubled up she wrapped a rope around his wrist. The man was in too much pain to fight back. She grabbed and tied his other hand too. She left him lying on the floor, groaning and gasping in pain.
Mary looked at her handy work. She was certainly becoming an experienced dominatrix. Her mother smiled up at the girl. Mary was pleased. She smiled at her mother. "You are a good slave," she told her.
"Thank you, mistress," her mother answered.
Mistress, Mary thought. Yes, mistress, that was what she was at this moment.
Mary looked at each one of her subjects. The men and the boy were tied up. The men to the wall and the boy to the bed. The women were locked in the pillories. She gazed about the room. The men looked so ridiculous and vulnerable. Her reverie was interrupted by the doorbell.
The girl shut the heavy door behind her and went upstairs to answer the door. It was her long-time boyfriend Mike, a policeman, and her girlfriend June, a policewoman. She invited them in. They said they had come around because they thought something had happened since she hadn't been to work in several days.
Mary had completely forgotten about time. Her adventures in the cellar had numb her to the activities of the rest of the world.
The girl prepared a special form of coffee for her two friends. They wanted to know where her family was. They would soon find out. She sat and talked with the couple until the drug took effect. Soon they both were unconscious. Mary dragged both bodies to the cellar. She tied Mike to the wall and placed June on the rack.



CHAPTER ELEVEN


The feeling of power within Mary was overwhelming. When she surveyed her captives she was amazed at what she had accomplished. She had only taken off Mike's trousers, feeling that leaving the top part of his uniform on added to the erotic value of the scene. She had stripped off June's whole uniform. She had taken the woman's badge and pinned it in her hair. At first she had wanted to pin the badge to the woman's nipple!
Mary greased up Mike's night stick with the Vaseline and rammed it up the man's asshole. The man awakened with a scream. She could only get the thing in about halfway. She tied a piece of rope around the stick and around his body to keep it in place.
The man was cursing her, demanding to know what was going on. She told him to shut up or she would have to gag him. He refused to obey her, demanding that she release him immediately.
"I'm an officer of the law!" he shouted at her. Mary whacked him on the ass with her mother's whip. This caused the man to open his mouth to scream, and when he did she stuffed June's panties in his mouth and tied her stocking around his head to keep the panties in place. The policeman looked very silly, Mary had to admit. He was tied to the wall, his hands above his head. His legs were parted and tied to the bottom of the wall. The night stick protruded from his rectum and his gag kept his protests to mumbles. He certainly did not look like an officer of the law!
Small disagreements which Mary had had with Mike in the past flooded her mind. The desire to get even welled up in her. She knew now that she had never really liked Mike. Convention dictated their relationship. He was a jerk. He was a puritanical cop. There was nothing worse than that. He had always treated her like a sexless statue or something. She hated him.
She left Mike for the time being. June was wide awake. She wanted to know why she was here. What had she done? Why was Mary angry with her? What was she going to do to her? Mary told the woman that she intended to torture her and release her of her puritanical bonds. The woman couldn't believe her ears.
"You must be sick," June said.
That was all Mary had to hear. "Sick!" She whipped the girl's belly.
"Owwwwwwww!" the woman screamed.
"I'll teach you to call me sick!" Mary shouted at the woman. She whipped June's breasts.
"Oohhhhhh!"
"Sick!" Mary spat, and whipped the breasts again.
"I'm sorry!" June cried out. "Please stop… I'll do anything you want!"
Mary ceased her attack. The woman would do anything she wanted. That was good. She would hold her to that promise.
Mary had always secretly admired June's large tits. She bent her head down and squeezed one full breast between her thumb and forefinger. Her tongue snaked out and she touched the nipple with it. She knew the bud would soon be standing up proudly.
But after several minutes of licking, the nipples were not erected! Mary was startled. What was wrong? She moved her mouth to the other breast. She ran her hands over the smooth tummy. Her fingers stroked through the woman's pussy bush. When Mary tried to enter the girl with her fingers, June moaned in pain. Her passage was dry and unprepared. Mary grew angry. Why wasn't this woman getting hot and bothered?
"Owweeee!" June screamed when Mary's fingers were jammed into her cunt.
"You bitch!" Mary spat. "Trying to hold out on me, huh?"
Mary picked up the whip. She began to lash the woman's pubic area. June began screaming as the wicked lash bit into her tender cunt.
"Please stop!" shouted at the top of her lungs. "I'll do what you want only stop! Please?" Mary's anger would not be assuaged so easily.
"You'll do as I say anyway," Mary told her. "Ouch!"
WHACK! WHACK! WHACK! WHACK!
The bound woman's thighs and pussy area were covered with red steaks. Her wrigglings and jigglings had rubbed her buttocks almost raw.
Mary stopped whipping the woman and set about to try the ultimate form of erotic stimulation. She leaned over and began licking the woman's abused cunt. The tongue hurt the woman rather than pleasing her. It turned her off rather than on. Each lap numbed her pussy even more. And when Mary saw that she was getting nowhere, she stopped her oral worship. She looked at the woman. Her eyes were ablaze with anger. This bound woman had defeated her. She failed to respond to her manipulations. She grabbed the woman's chin in her hand, turning her face toward her. Mary spit in the woman's face and then rubbed the gob into her flesh. June was hurt by the action and began to cry.
"Why are you treating me this way?" she wanted to know.
Mary ignored the woman's question and mounted the rack. She straddled the woman's face. Without thinking, June bit Mary's cunt.
"Owwwwhhhh!" Mary wailed, and dropped the woman's head. Her hands flew to her groin and she stroked the bruise. Her mind contemplated the idea of surrender for a fleeting moment. She wanted to lie back and be tortured! She sat down heavily on June's chest and slapped the woman cruelly across the face. June's head nearly snapped off with the force of the blow. A cry of pain rocketed from her throat.
Mary's pride had been hurt. She would leave the woman for now and would get even later. She had to rebuild her self-esteem. She untied Mrs. Hayes from the stock and brought her to the middle of the floor where June could witness her performance. She had the woman kneel before her. Mary held the whip in her hand to lend support to her verbal commands. She looked over at the woman on the rack. "You will be my willing slave just like Mrs. Hayes here," Mary assured her. "Watch this."
Mary gazed down at the kneeling woman. "What do you want to do?" she asked, knowing full well what the answer would be. She just wanted to exhibit to June the control she had over her captives.
"I want to eat your pussy, mistress," Mrs. Hayes answered, like a well-trained slave.
"See!" Mary cried.
The woman on the rack screwed her face up in disbelief. She had known Mrs. Hayes nearly all of her life. The woman always appeared so upright and straight. She would have never suspected that she harbored such kinky desires.
"You may eat me," Mary said.
As if she had been starving, Mrs. Hayes raised her head and fit her face between Mary's thighs. She began lapping the woman's cunt feverishly.
"Easy, my dear. Do not hurt my bruise," Mary warned.
The tonguing slowed down.
"That's better."
June could not take her eyes off the spectacle. Sexual stirrings screamed through her pelvis. She had never witnessed such utter devotion before. It excited her. She was thrilled by the idea of having someone to administer to you at the snap of a finger. She wondered what it would be like to be on her knees licking Mary's cunt. What was wrong with her? Those kind of thoughts were sick. The whipping must have warped her.
Mrs. Hayes was really enjoying herself. She was licking Mary's cunt as if it was her last task on earth. Mary looked down at the older woman. She grabbed a handful of the woman's hair. She brought back the woman's head so she could see the tongue licking her. She looked over at June. She wanted the woman to see the power she had over this woman. June saw.
"You too will lick my cunt," Mary told June.
June knew that the girl was right. As much as she hated to admit it she had the desire to be on her knees, licking the girl's pussy. The feeling was beyond analysis. It was just there. She thought that it would be exciting to eat the girl's pussy. Yes, she felt ashamed of the thoughts, but they were there!
"Suck it, bitch!" Mary said to Mrs. Hayes.
The woman on her knees began licking faster. She did not want to anger Mary. Her tongue probed and swirled about the hairy bush. She wanted to bring the girl to orgasm quickly.
All of a sudden Mary grabbed the woman by her hair and began dragging her across the floor. She forced the woman to mount the rack. She positioned Mrs. Hayes over June's face. June moved her head to one side, knowing what was coming. She wasn't going to suck Mrs. Hayes' cunt. Mary forced Mrs. Hayes to stick her cunt into June's face. Soon June had nowhere to turn. Her lips met the woman's vulva.
"Eat her out or I'll whip you until you bleed," Mary ordered.
June felt that she had no choice. She would have to obey. Tentatively her tongue moved toward the female crotch. The woman was looking down at her. June closed her eyes. She was too ashamed to lick the cunt while Mrs. Hayes watched. But she also found it exciting that the woman was watching her perform a perverted act.
When her tongue touched the woman's labia she was seized with an uncontrollable urge. She licked at the wet cunt lovingly. She was tender as she twirled her tongue around the swollen clitoris.
Mary had picked up two dildoes. She greased them with the Vaseline and stuck one up Mrs. Hayes' asshole and one into June's cunt. Then she tied Mrs. Hayes in such a fashion that she couldn't leave the rack.
Mary took hold of the whip and without warning she began beating Mike. She lashed the policeman's ass with a fury. The man screamed and yelled. Every time the whip hit him he would jump. This caused the night stick to move deeper into his rectum. He jumped and wriggled while Mary laughed heartily. It was wonderful to have a policeman at her mercy.
After a time, she moved to the other men. She whipped their asses also. Soon she was so hot she couldn't contain the energy any longer. She needed relief. She quickly untied Mrs. Hayes and pulled her off the rack. Then she climbed up on the rack and straddled June's head. Their eyes met. Mary smiled down at the woman. The woman smiled up at Mary. Mary knew that she had wan the battle of wills. She moved closer to the woman, pushing her pussy against June's lips. June closed her eyes and placed her tongue against the warm flesh. Mary sank down on the tongue. June began licking and sucking at the tender flesh. She swirled her tongue over and into the folds and crannies of the delicious pussy. What had she been missing all of these years? Eating a pussy was fun!
Mary reached back and found the dildo. She began pushing it in and out of June's hot cunt. As the dildo fucked her, June licked with more lust. Her groans of pleasure filled the cellar. She did not care what the others thought of her. She was having fun. And in a few moments her licking caused Mary to cry out with the joy of her orgasm.



CHAPTER TWELVE


For days now Mary had been having fun with her captives. She had fed them regularly but had never released them. Not even her mother was freed. But lately, Mary was becoming bored. Everything was done in the same old fashion. She was bored with being the leader. She didn't even want sex any more! She thought about letting one of the women free and becoming her prisoner.
Mrs. Hayes was the likely candidate. Mary did not want to tell the woman that she was placing herself in her power; that would spoil the fun. She arranged it so that it looked like she had been deposed. Mrs. Hayes fell easily into the trap. She was happy with her victory. She led Mary to the pillory and locked her inside. Already Mary felt the surging current of sexual excitement claim her. This was what she needed, to be dominated. To be immobilized and controlled. She knew that the other woman was enjoying the beauty offered her by her vulnerable buttocks. Mrs. Hayes was trembling with excitement. She allowed her hands to float over the naked backside. All of this lovely flesh we at her mercy. She was elated. As she stroked the fine ass, she kissed it delicately.
Mary began to moan. Her body moved and squirmed, the strokings and kisses were getting her hot.
Mrs. Hayes' tongue slipped between the hot cheeks of the girl's ass and licked over the beckoning anus. Mary groaned with want. The tongue played at the anus for a few seconds and then liquidly began pushing inside. Mary sighed.
The hot tongue buried itself within the juicy rectum. Mrs. Hayes' fingers slid down the girl's body and caressed her cunt. She slipped three fingers inside the juicy sheath and massaged the swollen clitoris with her other hand.
Mary was in extreme ecstasy. The whole procedure was deliciously erotic. She came savagely, grunting and moaning uncontrollably.
Sometime later Mrs. Hayes surveyed her domain. She now was the mistress. She could not believe that what she was now had always been inside of her, repressed, for all of these years. In any event, she was now enjoying a new sexual freedom which she never thought existed. She was happy.
She turned her attention to the men. Mike was going to be her first victim. Mike had become very complacent under Mary's tutelage. He had been transformed into a nice boy. He had learned to obey. The night stick had been taken from his rectum.
Mrs. Hayes stroked the man's ass. Soon the man was experiencing sexual excitement. She reached around his body and felt for his cock. She found the organ standing stiff and erect. She marveled for a moment about people who were unaware of their true nature: here was a policeman, an authority figure who in reality wanted nothing more than to be dominated sexually by a woman, any woman!
She pulled on the policeman's cock while she began sticking a finger up his asshole.
"Aahhh… ooohhhh," the man moaned. "Oh, do that, you fuckin' bitch!"
Mrs. Hayes was moved by the man's comment. He talked to her as if she were a whore. A man had never begged her to pleasure him before.
The man's body began jerking involuntarily forward. She held his cock firmly, pushed her finger deeply into the man's rectum. The man cried out and his cock gushed its load of hot come into Mrs. Hayes' waiting fist. When the spasms had stopped, she brought her hand to her mouth and licked up the semen.
Mike went limp. He breathed a heavy sigh. It was the most delicious orgasm he had ever had. He would allow the woman to do anything to him as long as she produced that kind of pleasure for him again.
Mrs. Hayes moved to Mary's father. What could she do to him?
Mary's father has not been pleasured in several days. He had been tied to the wall and had been forced to hear the sexual goings on of the others but he was not given release. He was ready to burst. As soon as the woman began stroking his ass, his cock sprang to attention. The woman reached around and grabbed ahold of the wonderful organ. This time she was not going to get her meal second hand. She positioned herself between the man's legs, her face to his crotch. Already the man was wild with excitement. His hips bucked and jerked like a fucking dog. He wanted to bury his prick in some hole, any hole. Mrs. Hayes had a hard time feeding him into her anxious mouth. Finally she gobbled in his rampant rod. Both of them moved and strained against one another. He forced nearly his whole cock into her mouth and throat. She followed his movements with her own. She dug this animalistic treatment. Mrs. Hayes was turned on by the fact that she was a willing receptacle for his unrestrained lust.
A cry of release burst from Mary's father and he jammed his spurting cock deep into Mrs. Hayes' throat. Her mouth overflowed with his come. Her hands flew to her lips to capture the escaping fluid. Afterwards, she licked her hands clean.
Mrs. Hayes had not yet come herself. She had relieved the passions of the two men and gotten nothing for herself! She stood up and looked around. She decided to free Mrs. Julian. She begged Mrs. Julian to tie her to the overhanging whipping apparatus and whip an orgasm from her. Mrs. Julian was quick to comply with the woman's wishes. Once she had Mrs. Hayes tied securely, she examined the woman's pussy. It was sopping wet. She touched it and Mrs. Hayes moaned, throwing her head back in lustful agony. She pleaded with Mrs. Julian to bring her off.
Mrs. Julian stood back and admired the hanging woman. For an older woman her body was in superb condition. Her breasts were full and taut. Her belly was smooth and tight. And her legs were long and exquisite. Her rump was magnificently round and full, a rear which just begged to be flogged.
The woman's pussy was a sight to see. The hairs were light and curly. There were no knots or tufts. Some of the hairs glistened because they were wet with vaginal secretions.
Mrs. Julian was jealous of this woman's beauty. She would punish her for being more beautiful than herself. She raised her hand which held the whip and lashed at the woman's behind.
"Owwwwhhhhh!" Mrs. Hayes screamed.
The whip slashed into the woman's rear again.
"Ouch!"
The whip sang as it bit into the woman's ass again and again.
"Ohhhhhh… my… ohhhhhh, please whip my cunt!" Mrs. Hayes cried.
Mrs. Julian raised the whip and then lashed at the woman's steaming pubic area. Mrs. Hayes cried out in pleasure/pain. She pulled and turd at her bonds. Her body flailed and jerked. Her head towed and turned. Her face was screwed up in a grimace of exquisite pain. And as the whip lashed her cunt again, her body convulsed with orgasmic joy.
"Aaaggghh…" she sighed as peace claimed her body once again. She sank into her bonds in pure contentment. "Thank you," she groaned as she smiled at Mrs. Julian.
Mrs. Julian had watched Mrs. Hayes have her fun with the males, and she thought that she too should have a go at the cocks. Now that she considered herself to be totally warped, she had no inhibitions concerning the boy. She moved to the bed. She gazed down at the boy. He looked up at the older woman. A surge of sexual current moved through his groin.
As she sat down on the bed, Mrs. Julian let her hands float over the guy's body. The boy smiled up at her. She drew her fingers over his belly and into his crotch. She watched excitedly as the boy's cock began to swell. Taking it in her hand, she began to squeeze it lovingly. She moved her head downward, closer to his groin. Her tongue licked over her lips as she anticipated the act to come. She touched the tip of his cock with her warm tongue, tickling the little eye lightly. The boy panned softly as his prick was enveloped by her mouth. She drew the large organ deep into her oral cavity. She commenced to suck it yew slowly, very sexily. The feel of the large tube in her mouth turned her on. She began playing with her cunt to assuage the fires of lust which had been stoked within her body.
Exquisite pleasure flowed through the boy's body. He groaned and moaned in sweet agony. Mrs. Julian sucked his cock furiously, wanting his juicy come to fill her mouth. It wasn't long before the lad's body convulsed and his jerking prick jetted its contents deep into the older woman's sucking mouth. Mrs. Julian swallowed every precious glob and licked her lips when she had finished.
Looking down at the boy, she wondered what he thought of her. She ran her hands over his virile body, touching him here and there. The male body thrilled her and made her feel young. She felt good that she had pleased the boy. She felt more like a true woman.
"Did you like that?" she asked him.
"I really dug it," the boy answered.
Mrs. Julian now turned her sadistic wrath toward Mary's mother. Taking Mrs. Pussie from the pillory she threw the weakened woman to the floor. All the standing in the pillory had tired the woman's muscles. She could be handled like a rag doll. There was no tight in her.
The woman lay on the floor. Her hands flew to her face and she began to sob. Mrs. Julian kicked the crying woman on the backside.
"Ohhhhh!" the woman cried, and looked up at Mrs. Julian. How undignified her position was. How powerful the woman standing over her looked. She remembered, though, that she too had once occupied the same dominant position. What was power that it could so easily be transferred from one to another? For years she had deluded herself into believing that power was an individual tool. It wasn't. Anybody could be powerful.
Mrs. Pussie was startled by her insights. Her life had been a waste. She had always thought that she had been queen of her castle, but it wasn't so.
Mrs. Julian laughed, and began whipping Mrs. Pussie upon her back. The whipping then extended to the squirming woman's ass and thighs. Mrs. Pussie could feel the sexual stirrings arising from her inner being and spreading throughout her flesh. In her surrender she found pleasure.
As the whip kissed her lower body, Mrs. Pussie thrashed all around, letting the tongs find her whole body. The whipping was filling her body with exquisite thrills and pleasant currents. She lay on her belly and arched her buttocks upward, begging the woman to strike her there. The whip lashed the tender cheeks and Mrs. Pussie screamed out in pure joy. This was glorious. This was great. This was pleasure. This was the ultimate. Under any other circumstances she would not subject herself to another will. Only sexually would she surrender her individuality and become a thrashing and writhing mass of burning flesh.
The whip kissed her rear again, leaving a red mark across the jiggling cheeks. She screamed with the burning pain. Her hands flew to the wounded area. She felt the flesh, rubbed her scarred backside. The whip whistled through the air and attack her between the thighs.
"Ohhhhhh, not there, please not there! It hurts something awful! Please, mistress, don't beat me there!" Mrs. Pussie pleaded.
When her hands went to her cunt to soothe the pain, Mrs. Julian struck the whimpering woman across her ass again.
"Ouch!" Mrs. Pussie wailed. But as the pain mounted and burned within her, so too did her sexual passions rise. She was on the verge of coming. If the whip struck her cunt one more time she would come. Bravely she turned over onto her back. Her quivering lips forced a smile. The woman standing over her gazed down at the trembling woman knowingly. She raised the hand which held the whip. She noticed the involuntary arching of Mrs. Pussie's hips. She hesitated a few seconds. A suspenseful atmosphere was created. Mrs. Pussie's eyes closed. She waited.
With a whistle the whip moved through the air and cracked wickedly against the tender flesh.
"Ooohhh! Arrrggghh… aahhh!" the wriggling woman screamed, and then lay silent. Her body had been released of a tremendous pressure. The whip had struck her cruelly upon the cunt and had triggered an explosive discharge. Now she was exhausted.
Mrs. Julian kissed the wounded woman. She applied an ointment to the welts and savage bruises. Mrs. Pussie looked up at, the woman with childlike eyes. "Thank you, mistress," she whispered.
Mrs. Julian had not yet satisfied herself. She was in need of release. She allowed the woman a brief respite and then begged Mrs. Pussie to release her from her agony. She felt like a hut balloon wanting to burst. She wanted the woman to prick her and release the pressure within her. As she waited for Mrs. Pussie to regain her strength, Mrs. Julian began shoving the whip handle in and out of her own cunt. She played with her breasts, squeezing and tweaking the full nipples.
She needed someone to help her. She moaned and groaned in her passion. She begged and pleaded for help.
In a short time Mrs. Pussie rose to the occasion. She knelt before the frenzied woman, picked up the whip and said, "Now I am your mistress and you will be punished for your disobedience. I am going to whip you until you bleed. I will tear your cunt to shreds. My whip will rip your into pieces."
"Yes, mistress. Anything you desire. I am yours," and she fell to the floor and kissed Mrs. Pussie's feet.
Mrs. Pussie allowed the oral worship and then rose to her feet. She stood over the kneeling form, looking disdainfully at the groveling woman who only minutes before was the powerful one! The power was with her now and Mrs. Pussie decided that it would never leave her again. She made a promise to herself that she would surrender only when she knew that she could again reseat herself in the chair of power easily. In the future she would guard her throne more carefully.
After several days of playing queen of her castle, Mrs. Pussie became aware of the fact that her little world had to come to an end. She couldn't keep these people prisoners forever. A decision about what to do was needed. What could she do? She couldn't let the policeman and the policewoman go. She could let the others go. They wouldn't squeal and would probably come back for more of the same! But the police. They were the problem.
Even with her brutal nature, she wasn't a killer. What to do. She talked it over with her husband and Mary. Her husband was stumped for an answer. Mary said kill them. She didn't want her new-found happiness ruined by some stupid uptight police officials.
Mrs. Pussie was surprised with her daughter's answer. She did not believe that the girl could be so impersonal as to suggest murder!
"What is wrong with you, Mary? We can't kill them. What if we were caught? That would put an end to your new-found happiness," Mrs. Pussie said.
Mary was firm. She wanted them dead.
"No!" her mother insisted.
"Maybe they should just disappear," Mr. Pussie suggested.
Mary agreed. People were disappearing every day. Yes, they would keep them here and the outside world would believe that they had disappeared. They would then let Mr. and Mrs. Julian go because they knew that they wouldn't say anything. Johnny too could be trusted. Mr. and Mrs. Hayes could be trusted. Each had had their sexual fantasies fulfilled and they would be back for more.
Yes, that is what they would do. The very next day the task was accomplished. The others had been given their clothes and were told to return when they wanted some more fun. They all speed that they would be back occasionally.



CHAPTER THIRTEEN


A few days later Mary approached her mother with another idea concerning the two cops. She wanted to take compromising pictures of both of them and then release them. In this way they would be bound to them. They wouldn't dare go to the authorities for fear of involving themselves. Her mother liked the idea, and besides, she had an ace up her sleeve. She knew they could never begin a court action.
Both women took pictures of the couple in various sado-masochistic positions. They had them whipping each other and smiling throughout the ordeal. They took pictures of them both on the rack and in the pillory. They took pictures of Mike whipping June's ass and cunt. They took pictures of June whipping and sucking Mike's prick. In the end, all of the pictures were extremely indecent.
They would never be able to explain them.
The couple was given a lecture and then turned loose. They had no more contact with Mike and June for several days. Nothing was thought about concerning the couple. Mary and her mother went on with their lives as usual. When word got around, more couples joined their little group orgies. Prominent individuals began to visit the older woman and her daughter. Their reputation spread far and wide. Mother and daughter worked as a team. They would whip customers together. They would work on them sexually together. One would concentrate on the front while the other would take care of the rear. They were happy in their work and their customers left satisfied.
Mike told Mrs. Pussie that he had thought long and hard about it and thought that it was his moral duty to arrest her. Mrs. Pussie laughed at him and hung up the phone.
"Who was that?" Mary wanted to know.
Mrs. Pussie told Mary the story. Mary too laughed. The two women hugged one another. Mary looked into her mother's eyes. "You haven't sexed me in a long time," Mary told her.
"I know, my darling," her mother answered, and pressed her lips to Mary's.
Mike had thought about it for a long time. He had finally decided that he couldn't let Mrs. Pussie get away with her blackmail scheme. No matter how embarrassing it would be to him, he had decided to expose her. He had talked it over with June. She was against it. She wanted him to forget it. She reminded him that at times he had enjoyed the experience. He was loathe to admit it, but there were times when he had liked what they had forced him to do. But it was the principle of the thing. She couldn't get away with what she was doing to him. Suppose she decided to use those pictures anyway? What defense did he have? He had to protect himself.
Before he prosecuted, he decided to see if he could scare the pictures from her. He went to her house to discuss the matter.
Mrs. Pussie led him into the living room and they began to talk. He told her what he had in mind and that she should take the easy way out. Mrs. Pussie laughed at him. She told him that he was a natural masochist and that he loved the things she did to him. She dared him to prove otherwise.
"How?" he wanted to know.
"Ask me to whip you now," she answered.
"You're crazy, you know that, really crazy."
"Try it, you'll like it," she smiled, "Bullshit!" Mike spat at her.
"You mean you don't have the guts to test your theory?"
"Look," he said. "I came for the pictures, that's all."
"If you submit to a whipping I'll be glad to give you the pictures."
"Really?"
"How do I know you'll keep your word?"
"How do I know you will?"
"You have a point, there," he said.
"Will you submit?" she wanted to know.
After some time, he assured her that he would submit to a whipping, if she collected all of the pictures and brought them to him. She picked up the large yellow envelope from the table.
"For every piece of clothing you take off I will give you a picture," she told him.
"Okay."
Mike quickly took off his shirt. Mrs. Pussie reached into the envelope and took out a picture and handed it to bin. Mike looked at it. The picture showed him whipping June on the ass. He took off his undershirt. This wasn't a bad way of getting them back, he had to admit. Even now he felt the blood surging to his groin and his cock was swelling. This bitch sure had the power to excite him.
When his torso was bare, she handed him another picture. This one showed June whipping his ass. That one was really embarrassing and would be hard to explain to his fellow cops.
Mike sat down and look off his shoes and received two more pictures. These showed his dick in a state of erection while he was being tortured by June. They would have been really damaging. The erection could mean only one thing – he enjoyed the torture!
Next came his socks and two more pictures.
"With the trousers you get two pictures," Mrs. Pussie told him.
Mike could not get over how helpful the woman was.
Now he was left with only his underwear and there were several more pictures.
"You get three for your undies," Mrs. Pussie said.
The man stepped out of his drawers. Mrs. Pussie saw his semi-erection and she laughed inwardly.
"What about the other pictures?" he wanted to know.
"There are twenty of them. You will get one for each lash," she assured him.
Mike agreed.
The woman had the man bend over the arm of the sofa. His ass was presented to her. She smiled at how ridiculous and weak he looked. He was like a small child.
"Part your legs," she ordered.
The man opened his thighs. Now she could see his cock, which was lodged between his body and the arm of the sofa. It hung down between his legs but it was erect. The man waited for his first lash.
"Spread your cheeks and let me see that filthy brown hole of yours," Mrs. Pussie told him.
Mike's hands flew back to his rear and parted his cheeks. "Is this necessary?" he wanted to know.
"Shut up or I'll stick something into that nasty hole," she warned him.
While the man concentrated on holding his ass cheeks apart, Mrs. Pussie gathered up the pictures she had just given him. She very quietly took his handcuffs from his pants and in a swift motion cuffed his hands together behind his back.
"What the hell?" he shouted. "You promised," he whined. "Let me go, please?"
Mrs. Pussie laughed at the helpless policeman. She lashed him across the buttocks cruelly.
"OUCH!" the man screwed.
"Big bad policeman," Mrs. Pussie spat. "You're nothing but a stinking masochist!"
"Please let me go!" he pleaded.
She lashed him again and laughed because his cock was on the verge of bursting.
"All of you authority figures are the same!" she yelled. "Nothing but little boys, masochists!"
She lashed his red ass again. The man screamed. The lash was beginning to burn.
"What a fool you are," she told him. "Did you really believe I would give you those pictures? Did you think you could scare me. I'm the most powerful figure in this town."
He didn't know what she was talking about. She continued to lash his ass as she spoke. Her breathing was coming hard, she was gasping. Her body was on fire. Her pussy was soaked. She had rarely given herself over to such excess before. She enjoyed lashing this policeman's haughty ass immensely.
"Do you want to know why I was never afraid of you, pig?"
He didn't care what she was ranting about; his ass burned horribly. He was humiliated and embarrassed. A few more bites of the whip upon his ass and his cock spurted out his semen against the arm of the sofa.
"You filthy pig!" she shouted. "A big boy like you, couldn't you hold in your filthy juice?"
"I'm sorry," he cried. "It's the whipping, I can't help myself, I'm a slave to the whip."
"See that you remember in the future," she told him. "Stop playing the role of cop and start living your life as a slave."
"Yes, mistress. Anything you say."
To assuage the man's embarrassment, she went to the door and called to Mary. When Mary answered, Mrs. Pussie told her to bring in her slave.
Mrs. Pussie helped the man to sit on the sofa. Then she ordered him to eat her pussy. As his tongue touched her cunt, the door opened. Mary led in a man on a dog leash. He was naked and had white hair. Mike looked around and his eyes opened wide with surprise. He blinked several times to test his vision. There was nothing wrong with his eyes. When the older man smiled at him, Mike almost fainted with embarrassment. Then the older man was made to kneel at Mike's feet. The old man looked up at Mrs. Pussie like a dog begging for a bone.
"Good boy," Mrs. Pussie said, and patted the white-haired man on the head.
Seeing the old man participating in these weird sado-masochistic games, Mike knew that if he prosecuted Mrs. Pussie, he'd end up second best. After all, here she was with Judge Harold Goldstein, naked at her feet! What chance did Mike have?
Mrs. Pussie looked down at the policeman. "You see, Mike, I told you I was the most powerful person in this town." And to finally drive home her point, she had Mary bring in another male slave. This time Mike was flabbergasted. Mary led in a naked and flabby old man with a tiny cock. It was Lucas Townsend, the mayor!
All three men looked at one another sheepishly. Mike was embarrassed but the others showed no trace of embarrassment or guilt. In fact, Mike noticed that without their clothes, they possessed little dignity. They looked ridiculous, and nothing like town officials.
Mrs. Pussie left Mike to sit by himself and began walking the judge around the roam like a dog, on all fours. He followed her obediently. Mary took the mayor on the same journey. He too was nicely compliant. They certainly were not this tame in their jobs, Mike thought. Obviously these men had a large masochistic streak in their personalities in their jobs they were required to lead men. In their fantasies and their sexual encounters they followed women!
The three men were taken to the cellar and chained to the walls. They were all stretched in an X fashion, their hands chained above their heads.
"And now, gentlemen," Mrs. Pussie began, "you are all in for a treat. My daughter and I are going to entertain you all in a royal manner."
Smiles showed on the faces of the judge and the mayor. Mike wondered what they meant. A good time to them was whipping someone!
Mary knelt down in front of the old judge. She looked up at him. She took his cock in her hand and began pulling the semi-erect dick. "You had better respond, you old coot, or I'll whip you," Mary warned him.
Judge Goldstein groaned. He hoped that his impotency would not hinder his performance. It had never done so in the past under these conditions. After all, this girl was not like his old withered wife. This girl knew how to control a man. She knew all the tricks of the trade. His wife could only lie under him, never moving or helping him.
Mary licked the tip of the gnarled cock gently. She laved her tongue over the bluish-purple head. He began to respond. The prick swelled and warmed under the ministrations. When it was erect, Mary sucked it into her mouth. The man moaned as his cock slipped deliciously into the girl's mouth.
After tickling and laying the prick for several minutes, she began to suck on the tool like it was a fat licorice stick. The old man was beside himself with joy. In all his years of marriage his wife, had never sucked his dick. He dug getting sucked off. He writhed in his chains, his prick moving in and out of the girl's mouth as if he were trying to fuck it. Mary played with the old man's balls and introduced a lovely finger into his anus. The man wriggled in ecstasy. He groaned out his joy. Mary moved faster on his cock, knowing that his climax was near. Her finger fucking of his asshole increased in tempo, matching her sucking action upon his prick.
"Oh, my God!" the man exclaimed. "Suck me! Suck me off… eat me out… ooohhh!" The man groaned through his climax. Mary held tightly to his cock with her mouth as it throbbed and pulsed and poured his steaming load of come down her throat. Mary had a talented mouth. She sucked the energy out of him along with his come.
Without hesitation, Mary moved to the mayor. She handled his tiny doing until it showed some life. She gobbled the dry organ into her mouth. Her lips meshed with his pubic hairs. She began spanking the man upon his ass cheeks to help his response. In a short time his prick began to swell. A few more slaps on his rump and his tool pew in width as well as length. It was now at least five inches long and three inches around. It wasn't big, but it would do.
The man grunted and shoved his pelvis forward, trying to drive his weapon deep down Mary's throat. Mary moved backward each time he would thrust forward. This frustrated and aggravated the man.
The girl's lips and tongue teased and played games with the mayor's prick, driving him wild. Her mouth was wet and wonderful on his turgid dick. Mary stopped spanking the mayor's ass and began playing with the old man's anus. Her finger stroked and played with the tight little hole, giving the old man thrill after thrill. Slowly the delicate finger began slipping inside the hot hole. She had a difficult time of it since her finger was unlubricated. The old man groaned as the finger entered him. It hurt nicely. His cock stiffened reflexively, filling her mouth.
Mary's mother watched the proceedings with great interest. She could hardly wait for her turn. By this time the old man was ready to came.
Mary could tell this, and began finger fucking his ass with more vigor while pulling upon his prick with her fingers and her lips.
"Uhhhhhhh!" the mayor groaned and spurted his hot load of come into her greedy mouth, Mary made slurping sounds as she sucked up the man's juice. Mary's mother was appalled at her daughter's sloppy behavior! Mary just licked the man's cock clean. Her need for come was overwhelming. It was the only thing that she missed when fucking a woman. It was the male's only redeeming value. Otherwise she was much happier with a female. She was more emotionally fulfilled with a female.
The mayor was exhausted. The blow-job had really taken the life out of him. He went limp in his bonds. The girl withdrew her finger from his ass and moved down to her next object, Mike. His cock was already stiff. Watching her with the others had stimulated him. Mary stared up at the policeman. She touched the head of his prick with her tongue and smiled at him. Mike was ashamed and embarrassed. What was he doing here with this tramp? Why was he liking it so much?
Mary fed his swollen cock into her mouth; her fingers played with the policeman's balls. She moved her agile head back and forth, sucking and sucking. The man's breathing had increased. He was gasping and panting. His pelvis moved involuntarily – fucking her mouth.
"Agghhhhh!" Mary moaned, beginning to play with her own pussy, wanting to bring about her own climax.
Seeing her daughter straining to find her satisfaction, Mrs. Pussie knelt on the floor and put her mouth to her daughter's cunt.
"Ohhhh, good," Mary moaned. "Lick me, Mother! Eat my cunt!"
Mrs. Pussie applied her tongue with expertise. She licked up and down the burning crack. Mary did not lose a stroke with her mouth.
"Uhhhhhh… ummmnnn…" Mike groaned as his hips began to buck. Mary wriggled and jerked as her excitement built and built. Soon the man's cock was driving in and out of the gasping girl's mouth. She took the thrusts with ease. She ground her cunt against her mother's mouth in a true animalistic frenzy.
With a gasp and a long sigh, the cock burst forth a load of hot come. The man drove deep into the girl's mouth, emptying himself deep in her throat. Mary swallowed the man's seed eagerly, wanting more. Shortly, she too experienced a fantastic orgasm, brought about by her mother's eager tongue.
After the men had rested far a time, Mrs. Pussie informed her daughter that she was to receive all of the semen in the next round.
"AK, shucks," Mary said.
"You can have your father, if you like," her mother told her.
"Oh, good!"
Mr. Pussie was summoned to the cellar and told of the plan. He was in favor of it. His daughter stripped him immediately. She wanted cock. She felt like her mother. Then was no discrimination process at work within the women. One cock was as good as another. Even size was unimportant at the moment. The women only wanted juice-man juice.
Mrs. Pussie prostrated herself before the judge. He had had the longest rest period. She began by kissing and licking his inner thighs. Her hands fluttered over his bench-worn backside. She came to his balls. They hung limply in front of her. She touched the left one with her tongue. Her tongue then ran over the bottom of the bag sensuously. She clasped his left ball in her mouth and sucked on it. Soon his whole bag received the same treatment. Yet all this ball sucking was having little effect on the man's prick. It was still limp. Not that the man was not enjoying the tongue bath – he was. It was too soon since his last climax, but Mrs. Pussie wouldn't stop.
The woman now concentrated her licking at the tip of the Mary's cock. She held the limp tool with her fingers as she laved her tongue from tip to root and back again. For a fleeting moment she thought how embarrassing it was to work on a cock that was not responding. She wondered how stag movie actresses felt? When it took place with others watching it was quite a blow to the woman's ego.
"Ahhhh," the judge moaned as his prick was drawn into the woman's warm mouth.
Mrs. Pussie smacked the man on his ass with the palm of her hand. He yelped and jerked forward, burying his cock deeper in her mouth. After several spanks, the man began to respond, his prick began swelling in her mouth. She licked the sensitive underside and sucked on the head. Soon the cock had grown to full length and girth and Mrs. Pussie had quite a mouthful.
Every spank upon the man's rear drove him forward and shoved his cock in and out of the woman's hungry mouth. She liked to have her mouth fucked. When she felt that the man was about to come, she jammed two fingers up his ass, opened her throat and waited. It had the desired effect. Semen oozed from the tip of his cock and was greedily caught by her mouth.
"One," Mary said. "Two more and we're even." Mrs. Pussie moved over to the mayor. Mary had been pulling on his pecker and it was stiff. Her mother gobbled the dick into her avid mouth. The mayor threw back his head in ecstasy and bucked his hips forward. Meanwhile, Mary had turned the mayor around slightly so she could get at his ass. While her mother sucked the man off, Mary spanked his ample behind. This would bring the man off quickly. It did. He flooded her mother's sucking mouth with a heavy load of juice. Mary watched the erotic sight of her mother greedily swallowing the come.
"Number two," Mary said.
"Ummmmmmm," her mother answered. "If only you could come in my mouth," she said to Mary.
"If…" Mary agreed.
The ladies moved on to Mike, the cop. Mike was ready again.
"For someone who doesn't like these goings on," Mrs. Pussie said, "he sure is a randy one!"
"He sure is," Mary agreed. "Look at that cock, all stiff and waiting to came in your mouth, Mother. Is that a way for a nice respectable policeman to act?"
"It's disgusting," Mrs. Pussie said, grabbing hold of his prick.
"Ohhhh!" the man exclaimed as she tugged at his cock.
"Shush, big man," Mrs. Pussie told him. "You'll get your blowjob, but first you must receive a little punishment." The perfect punishment would be the pillow where his whole back and ass would be vulnerable and at their mercy.
"Please," the man pleaded. "Don't hurt me."
"You are something," Mrs. Pussie laughed. "You want your cake and you want to eat it too!"
"B-b-but," the policeman babbled.
"Shut up!" Mary commanded.
Mary picked up her mother's whip and struck the man upon his ass.
"Owwwwhhhhh!" he wailed.
Mrs. Pussie knelt under the man and took his stiff cock in her mouth. The man began pumping his hips, thrusting his organ in and out of the woman's mouth. Meanwhile, Mary had left the cellar for a time. She came back a little later with the policeman's gun in her hand. She coated the barrel, of the gun with Vaseline. She whacked the man on the ass and insinuated the tip of the gun between the cheeks of his ass.
Being in the grip of pleasure, Mike parted his cheeks and unclenched his anus, making the gut's entry easier. The man grunted as the gun slipped into his rectum. He gasped as Mary began moving the barrel of the gun in and out. He was over the top. He was coming. He was going to pour a heavy load of come into the sucking woman's mouth.
"Ahhhhhhh… ahhhhggghhh…" the man moaned as he shot jet after jet of his semen into the waiting mouth. His anus convulsed about the barrel of the gun, sucking at it like a spanning cunt. His orgasm was tremendous, the best he had ever known.
"That's three," Mary said. "We're even."
"Yes," her mother agreed.



CHAPTER FOURTEEN


Mike had been with the women for two weeks. In the time he spent with them he had a lot of time to think. He wondered how it was that his real self had been buried for so long? He wondered about others, his friends on the police force. How many of them were like him? How many judges were like Judge Goldstein? How many mayors were like Lucas Townsend?
The mayor and the judge came every other weekend to have an orgy with the women. Other celebrities now frequented the Pussie house. The goings on at the Pussie place provided good gossip to the uptight women of the town.
Mike wondered about Mary. He had known the girl for a long time. She never gave a hint concerning her true personality. He would never have guessed that she was queer or perverted. But then he did not know his true self either. Life was sure strange.
Over the weeks Mike had become a good slave. He enjoyed serving his mistresses. He enjoyed and craved their punishments. He no longer entertained any ideas of prosecuting them. In his conversion, he would have protected tern with his life!
As happens in these relationships, the women began to tire of their roles as leaders. They craved the joys of following. They talked over the idea of turning over the reins of power to Mike. It would be exciting to serve him, to see what revengeful tasks he could think of. Even Mr. Pussie was for the idea. Mike was told of the plan to change power. He was glad that they thought him worthy to take over. He would not disappoint them. Being a slave by nature, he hoped that he could rule in the master role.
The plan went into effect the very next weekend. The judge was there. The mayor was there, along with several other dignitaries. They all assembled in the cellar. A large banquet had been prepared. Mary and her mother were to be the waitresses. They each had on the same color evening gowns. They were black and sleek. The dresses had been cut out so that their breasts hung out. The backs of the gowns had also been cut out to reveal their naked asses. Each girl wore silver manacles around her wrists. The manacles had a thin piece of silver chain, about eight inches long, which connected each wristlet. In this way the girls were handcuffed, yet there was enough movement, slowed so that they could perform their duties as waitresses.
The guests were all ordered to get undressed, and they did. The meal got under way and everyone carried on as if they were in any old restaurant. Business was discussed. Sexual passes were made. Some couples began putting food on each other's bodies and would eat or lick it off. One woman, the wife of a president of some large corporation, was shoving a banana in and out of another woman's cunt. One gentleman had poured champagne on his girlfriend's tits and was licking it off. Another woman had placed a champagne bottle on her chair and was attempting to sit on it. As it entered her asshole her face screwed up in agony and she gasped. Then she asked the man next to her to stick another bottle up her twat. The man did as he was asked, and as he moved the bottle in and out of her cunt he sucked her tits.
One woman was down on her knees in front of the chair of another woman. She had previously stuffed several olives up the woman's snatch and was now extracting them with her tongue.
Mary and her mother were being grabbed and pawed at by women and men alike. Fingers were stuck up their asses and their tits were milked and sucked.
Mike appeared in the middle of the cellar. He had on his police uniform. He called a halt to the proceedings. He was booed and hissed by the audience. Some of the audience began throwing fruit at him. He got hit in the face with a peach. Tue audience reacted to his uniform, not to him. They thought he was going to stop the orgy. They figured he was there to put an end to their fun.
Mike drew his revolver. He pointed it at the audience and called for quiet. Mrs. Pussie was anxious to see how Mike would handle this. She and Mary watched the man intently.
"The first one who opens his mouth is going to get a bullet in it!" Mike shouted.
The audience quieted.
"For the rest of the evening I am the ring master at this here three-ring circus. What I say goes, understand?"
The audience voiced their approval. He was not here to arrest them, he was going to participate. He was going to dictate. The audience clapped.
Mike ripped open his trousers and brought out his prick. He ordered one of the women to go down on him. The woman went to him and got on her knees in front of him. He cruelly shoved his cock into her mouth. The woman opened her mouth and accepted the indignity docilely.
"Suck it, bitch! Eat my cock," Mike told her. He was carried away with his role. He enjoyed it. And while the woman continued to suck him he ordered Mrs. Pussie to conic to him. The woman stood in front of the man, looking him straight in the eyes.
"Get behind me and lick my ass," Mike told her.
Without hesitation the woman knelt behind the man, parted his ass cheeks and put her tongue to work. The scent was very erotic. The man stood there with his trousers around his ankles. His cock was deep in the mouth of a red-haired woman. And Mrs. Pussie, with her hands in the cute silver cuffs was kneeling behind with her lovely face buried between his ass cheeks. The man felt like a king. This was really living.
Watching the show had excited the audience. They began screwing again. Several couples formed groups and others paired off.
Mike groaned and grunted and poured his come into the red-haired woman's mouth. The woman held on tightly to the spouting cock, taking all of the juicy come down her throat. Meanwhile, Mrs. Pussie had buried her tongue in the man's anus as he came. His orgasm was fantastic.
Mary had jumped up on the table. She lay down on her back, opened her legs and pulled up her dress. She called to several women who were obviously lesbians. She wanted them to work on her. She gave one of them instructions. While one woman bit and sucked Mary's tits, the other one lit a candle. She began dripping the hot wax upon Mary's cunt hair. Mary began wriggling and squealing as the hot wax fell upon her tender flesh. It had seemed like a good idea when she had first thought of it but now that it was really taking place, it hurt. Yet there was the familiar sexual arousal which flowed through her as she was forced to surrender and let the deed take place. Her screaming brought no one to her aid, and she didn't want anyone to help her.
The woman at Mary's breasts began slapping and pinching the girl's tits. Mary rolled on the table. The pain was consuming her. She knew as the pain washed through her that soon the release would come. One had to give in order to get, so to speak.
The candle we now unceremoniously rammed into Mary's pulsing cunt. The woman fucked the cunt with the candle. Mary was ecstatic. The breast handling and the candle fucking were driving her up the wall. It wouldn't be long now. The girl closed her eyes and shut out the world. She was aware only of the currents under her skin. Frantically she strove toward her organ.
"Hit me! Beat me! Fuck me! Ram me!" Mary whimpered, and then shook with satisfaction.
Mike had told Mrs. Pussie to go around the room and suck off every man. The woman obeyed the order. She went up to every man and without saying a word took them by their clicks and blew each one. When she was through she had swallowed ten loads of come.
Mike had really fallen into the swing of things. He wondered why people went through so much trouble to hide their true selves. Why couldn't they all come out of their closets like he had?
Really into it now, Mike put down his gun, stepped out of his pants and picked up a whip which they had used as centerpieces on each table. He grabbed a cute little blonde by her arm and pulled her into the center of the room. He made her bend over and clasp her ankles with her hands. He contemplated her tempting rear end. He ran his hands over the rather large cheeks.
Possessed by a wild impulse, Mike bent down and sniffed the girl's ass. She smelled of dried cum.
The man stepped back and studied the woman's figure again. His arm rose and he brought the whip down on the lovely female backside. The girl flinched and squealed but stayed in place. A large bunch of red marks showed on the lovely ass. This was enough to spur Mike on. His cock was stiff and ready for action. He took his prick in his hand. He called to a beautiful black-haired woman who was walking past the couple. He ordered her to get on her knees and suck his cock. Without protest, which is against orgy rules, anyway, she sank down and gobbled his huge erection into her mouth. The man raised his arm and whipped the other girl again. She squealed out her delight and begged to be buggered.
Mike called to a man nearby and told him to fuck the girl in her squirming ass. The man quickly joined the group. Mike stopped the woman from sucking his turgid cock and pushed her head toward the other man's groin. She parted her lips and took the other man's prick into her mouth. She sucked on the tool until it grew into a stout weapon, one that would be able to get past any tight anus.
"Enough," Mike said.
The woman grabbed hold of Mike's dong and sucked it into her talented mouth. The other man steadied himself behind the woman who had been whipped. He put the head of his dick against her hot anus. A light push and the head entered the slippery passage. Another drive forward and it went all the way in.
"Uggghhhhhh!" the woman wailed. "Ohhhhh fuck my ass…"
Mike watched the man fuck in and out of the girl's tiny passage. He saw his cock come almost all the way out of her asshole and ten shove right back in.
"Ugggghhhh!" the girl grunted as the man pistoned in and out of her twitching anus.
The performance had heated Mike up so much that he pushed deep into his woman's mouth as his prick poured gush after gush of come down her lovely throat. The woman smiled up at him later as if to thank him for the meal. Mike pushed her away. He was fascinated with the ass fucking and watched the straining couple until the man drove deep into the woman's rectum and released his load. As the cream jetted into her bottom the woman sighed and moaned in contentment.
Mike was driven by a strange lust to have Mary. He wanted Mary's ass. Just thinking about it gave renewed life to his cock. He took Mary away from a group of lesbians and pulled her into the corner of the room which contained the pillory. He quickly placed the girl inside the contraption. He stepped back to view his work. She looked lovely. How had such a beautiful girl be so warped? He gazed at her full bottom. It was going to be heaven to be inside of it.
"What are you going to do?" Mary wanted to know.
Mike laughed. "I'm going to fuck that juicy asshole of yours."
"Oh," she said. "Please don't hurt me, mister policeman," she pleaded.
Mike slapped her fanny several times, making her jump and squeal. He then made her suck him to lubricate his dick. Mary sucked him into a fine erection. The man withdrew from her exquisite mouth and began shoving his pole into her back door. Mary had a tight asshole and it really hurt her as the head of his prick eased past her anal muscle. The feel of the wet tissue upon the man's cock made him want more. He eased his organ in deeper.
"Unnggghhh," Mary whimpered, her face screwing up reflexively. His whole cock was inside her tight rectum.
Driven by desire of a magnitude never experienced by him before, Mike rammed Mary's ass. His pelvis slapped against her buttocks. The pillory creaked and shook with the violence of his fucking. Mary was carried away with the whole act. Her body burned with desire. She too had never been so hot. This man's hot cock was producing feelings in her asshole which at other times she had only felt with her cunt. Had she become addicted to anal sex? Would she always need it in the future? She didn't know and really didn't care. She only wanted to come. She only wanted this ass fuck to be the best. She wanted to be able to hold the man and stroke him, to be near him. But the apparatus had the ability of keeping her mind out of the fuck. She could not see the man so she had to close her eyes and let things happen. Only her body was involved in the fuck. That is what gave it its sublime quality. That's where the intenseness came from. Giving in was the answer. The apparatus forced her to let go and give in.
The man's cock probing deep within her rectum was the only reality. His pounding against her bottom, the pulsing of his cock. The fullness of her asshole, the heat of hut consuming her body. These feelings were what counted. Maybe she loved the man.
Mary wailed as the hot cock erupted within her rectum, pouring his come into her.
"Oh, beautiful," she whimpered. "Ohhhhh!"
Mike, with one last thrust, had buried his cock deep within her rectum, and had closed his eyes to enjoy the sensations as he deposited his sperm in her ass. It had been a tremendous fuck.
After Mike had pulled out of Mary's asshole, he underwent a change of heart. He no longer felt the nice feelings for the girl. He was angry at her for making him feel so good!
Mike let the girl loose. Mary looked at the man, somehow sensing what was wrong. She took him by the hand and led him to a secluded corner of the worn. She took off the top part of his uniform and they sat down in the corner. Mary held the man in her arms and asked him to tell her what was wrong. She pressed his head to her bosom and the man began to tell her of his guilt feelings. Mary stroked his head as he spoke and gently fondled his cock. The man felt childlike but comfortable.
"You should not feel guilty," Mary told him.
"I know," he answered. "But all these years I've been so different than I am tonight. I loved what I did to you a moment ago."
"I loved it too, Mike."
"Did you come?"
"Yes. Didn't you feel my ass muscles gripping and milking your cock?"
"Yes," he said, "it was great."
"Do you think you've entered into something here tonight?" Mary asked.
"You mean like maybe we found love?"
"Could be," she said.
"Maybe," he answered, and began sucking one of her nipples.
"Well, what is love to you?" Mary asked.
He unfastened his lips from her nipple. "I thought once that it meant something like duty. I now think that it's fundamental aspect must be pleasure."
"I agree."
He continued. "I think it also has something to do with choice and commitment. To love you have to choose someone from the crowd, so to speak."
"I think you're right," Mary said, squeezing his stiffening cock. "Until lately, we had known one another but we didn't love each other. Until you came out of your shell we could never have experienced this. The two people have to be ready far love. It can't be commanded."
"True," Mike said, again pulling a nipple between his lips.
"Can you say it?" Mary asked.
"I think so," Mike assured her as he mounted her. She held his stiff cock and guided it into her wet pussy.
"Say it," Mary said.
"Wait," Mike said. "Let me feel it first. Let me fuck you and say it when I feel it."
"Ohhhhh," Mary moaned as his cock moved into her slick hole. The man's hips rose and fell in a slow rhythm. Mary followed his movements with her own. Neither of them rushed; they savored the sensations. At this time Mike wondered why he had ever wanted to prosecute this woman and her mother. But then a nagging thought flowed into his consciousness: How would he feel about Mary fucking others? How could his love survive in a sea of promiscuity?
His movements were becoming more insistent. She writhed and clasped him tightly. Her lips kissed his neck and shoulder. His mouth worked at her shoulder, his teeth biting her there gently. They were both lost in one another.
"I love you," Mike breathed into her ear.
"I love you too!" Mary gasped as her earth-shaking orgasm gripped her being and shook her body. Mike literally emptied his balls into her sucking pussy. Never before had he emptied so much semen into a woman. Her vagina could not contain it all and it oozed out around the sides. Mike did not want to pull out. He wanted to stay in her wet cunt forever. The feeling of being part of her overwhelmed him. Emotionally he was shaken to his inner being. The whole thing was too much to comprehend.



CHAPTER FIFTEEN


Later, they talked again. Mike asked Mary how she felt concerning fidelity. She told him that as long as the pleasure lasted that was how long she would be true.
"But what about your mother, the orgies?"
"I can give them up," she told him. "I can take them or leave them."
"But won't you miss them?"
"Naw. They have no hold on me."
"Great," Mike said.
At this moment the couple wanted to be alone. Their presence at the orgy was embarrassing to both of them. There was no moral judgment involved, they just would have preferred to be alone.
Mrs. Pussie had overheard her daughter and Mike. She knew that if this thing was allowed to go on she would lose her daughter. Something had to be done. She had to destroy this budding relationship. She stood in front of the couple. Several other women joined Mrs. Pussie. These women pulled the naked couple to their feet. Mike's hands were tied behind his back and his ankles were bound together. They left him lying on the floor and started to work on Mary.
"What are you doing, Mother?" Mary asked.
"I heard your sickening and corny lore talk, darling. Don't tell me you believe that shit? You can't be that jaded, can you?"
"It's true, Mother. I do love him, I do."
"Garbage!" her mother touted. "You don't know the meaning of the ward!"
"Do you, Mother?" the girl asked mockingly. "You little brat! You dare to speak to your mother that way?"
"Yes!" Mary spat.
"You are choosing that man over your own mother?"
"Yes."
"Hold your tongue, or you will pay dearly."
"I can take anything you dish out, Mother!" Mary said in a sardonic tone of voice.
Mrs. Pussie was angry. She would show her daughter that this man could give her nothing that she herself could not give her. "He is nothing special," Mrs. Pussie told her daughter! "Look, his cock is not that big. What do you find attractive?"
"I love him, Mother. That is something you can't understand. You are too cruel to understand. You let your mind lead you in eroticism, let your body lead and you'll know what I'm talking about," Mary said.
"Bullshit!" Mrs. Pussie shouted, and slapped her daughter's face hard. "We will test your love then, my pet. We will see how strong it is, but if you crack you must promise me that you will return to me and forget about this thing you call love, understand?"
There was nothing she could do. Mary had to agree.
"Chain her to the wall," Mrs. Pussie ordered, and the women dragged the girl to the wall and fastened her wrists over her head with heavy iron manacles. Her ankles too were wrapped with the heavy manacles. The girl cut a striking figure in her bondage. Everyone stopped what they were doing to watch the chastisement of Mary.
"My friends," Mrs. Pussie began. "This witch has broken the code of sexual freedom. She has fallen in love. She has dared to place one above many. She has chosen monogamy over promiscuity. She must be punished and made to see the error of her way. She is too valuable a lay to leave the fold."
"Yes," those in the cell all agreed.
Mary was amazed at the amount of anger these people exhibited toward her! Only an hour or two before they would have done anything to have her. Now their attitude was disdainful.
Mrs. Pussie began the punishment. She stood in front of her confused daughter. In her hand was a mean-looking black riding crop. She whacked Mary across the tummy with it.
"Stop it!" Mike shouted.
"Isn't that cute," Mrs. Pussie said mockingly. "The big white knight is protecting the damsel in distress!"
"Shut up, Mother," Mary growled. "You're jealous because in all your years you've never found someone who really cares for you."
"You bitch," her mother spat, and stuck the girl across her breasts with the crop.
"Owwwww!" Mary screamed.
"Leave her alone!" Mike yelled at the woman.
"Gag him," Mrs. Pussie ordered. "I'm tired of hearing his whining."
A rubber cock gag was shoved in the man's mouth to quiet him.
Mrs. Pussie began the ritual by having a beautiful blonde-haired woman eat her daughter's pussy. In succession, four more women knelt and licked Mary's pussy. To her dismay, Mary could not stop her body from responding. She had learned the lesson of lesbian love too well. Her body writhed and squirmed under the manipulations of the artful tongues. She couldn't help herself. She was hot.
Her mother laughed. Mrs. Pussie felt the girl's cunt, it was wet and sticky with saliva and lubrication. "In love," the woman chided the girl. "Sure, you're in love, in love with pure raw sex – under any and all conditions. You're a slut, a tramp, nothing else. Don't you forgot that. You are a toy – my toy. I will do with you what I want; always."
Mary began to sob. The women were now jamming fingers up her asshole and were sucking a dildo in her cunt. One woman was on a chair and was feeding her breast to Mary. Her mother was right. Mary knew it. There was no need to fight it. She was a sucker for a woman's tongue, a woman's tits, a woman. Why light it? Admit what she was and enjoy the affair.
Confused, and frightened to learn about her true self, Mary took the woman's nipple between her lips and began to suck it. She couldn't really love a man. She couldn't really love anyone. She was everyone's and no one's. One person could never satisfy her. Her needs were too great. Her partners had to be totally perverted. One person could never be all of that. She was doomed to this limbo of an existence. She was a slave to this way of life. There was no other.
Her body seethed toward her climax. She sucked wildly at the woman's clit. She could hear the woman groaning because her violent sucking was hurting her. She paid no attention, went on with her sucking. The dildo was fucking in and out of her throbbing cunt. The stage was set, and Mary knew it would be an intense one. Warm female fingers were digging in and out of her asshole, and another bunch of fingers were pinching her thighs. One woman was slapping and pinching Mary's breasts. Another was kissing and biting Mary's tummy. How could she ever be satisfied with one man?
"Ooohhh… aaahhh," Mary gasped as her body exploded with hot gas.
"Love!" her mother spat later. "How can he compare to what you've just experienced? His powers are puny in comparison to what we can give you."
"Mother, you are always right," Mary whispered.
"Of course, dear."
The women then began to work on Mike. His legs were untied and female fingers covered his body. Here and there they stroked and caressed. One woman began licking his left foot. She began at the heel, drew her liquid tongue over the arch and the thick ball of his foot. She licked the big toe and then drew it between her lips to suck on it. When she had bathed his entire foot, she concentrated on his ankle and calf. Up his leg she went, licking his knee, his thigh. She turned him on his side slightly and licked his backside. She licked over both full cheeks. She tongued the start of the crevice, just below his spine. Her agile tongue ten licked through the crevice, stopping briefly at his asshole and moving on to his balls. She slid her searching tongue over the crinkled skin, feeling the heavy nuts inside move as she applied pressure. She drew his balls one at a time, into her mouth. The man's cock was rigid with desire.
Mary gazed at the man she loved. He didn't seem to care much about her at the moment. He looked like he wanted to get his rocks off, that was all. He was moaning and groaning on the floor as the women worked him over. The girl at his balls was now holding on to his stiff prick; she squeezed it and tugged on it as she continued to suck his balls.
One of the other women was licking his nipples.
Another was dipping her tongue in and out of his belly button. Another was kissing his lips. The woman at his balls was now licking the root of his cock, playing in his pubic hairs, nipping them. Her tongue moved up the thickness of his prick. She licked over the head. The man was writhing with extreme pleasure. She clasped the huge head of his cock with her lips and sucked the organ into the back of her mouth. Her head began to move back and forth as the cock moved in and out of her warm mouth.
The man fucked her mouth eagerly. He no longer cared about Mary or about anything. It was himself that was important. At that moment there was no such thing as love. There was only sensuality. There was a woman, a man.
Mrs. Pussie laughed inwardly. Love did not exist. She was sorry that her daughter had to find out about the facts of life in this manner, but it was best that she learn the truth now. She would have to make her daughter aware of the fact that all people use and exploit one another. That was all there was to life. There were the rulers and those who ruled. The ones on top. Use those on the bottom. Her daughter would have to make a choice. Would she want to be on the top or on the bottom? As a good mother, she would see that her daughter chose the correct way. She, Mary, was too valuable a piece of human flesh to lose to a stupid and sentimental emotion such as love.
The woman's mouth sucked avidly upon Mike's turgid prick. In and out of her liquid mouth his cock moved. The woman closed her eyes and waited for the eruption. She didn't have to wait long.
The man groaned as his sperm filled the woman's gulping mouth. She chewed on his prick, trying to milk it of all of his delicious semen.
Mrs. Pussie stared down at the man when he had returned to his senses. "And you think love and one woman can offer you more than what you have just received?"
The man had to admit that she was right. He stared up at Mary. She looked down at him. They both seemed to say that they were sorry, but her mother was right. It was nice while it lasted, Mike thought, but it was an illusion. Mary thought basically the same thing. She would never leave her mother. She would always be her partner, in bed and out of bed. She thought about her education thus far. She figured she had learned more in the last few months than many people tarn in a lifetime. She was thankful to her mother for opening all of these doors to her. She could never repay her mother far her kindness. Her mother was one in a million.
She wondered what was ahead for her? Would her life be an endless romp from prick to prick and cunt to cunt? This was when she missed Mike the most. Her mother might be right in saying that love does not exist but she and Mike did share something. For a time it was warm and wonderful. The acts with the others were the same, all right, but there was something warm with Mike. She had never felt it with any of her other partners. She didn't imagine it.
Her mother flicked her across the thighs with a whip to get Mary's attention. Mary turned her face toward her mother. The woman spoke. "Have you seen the error of your way, my child?"
Without a pause to think, Mary answered her mother. "Yes, Mother."
"Good. To reward you I am going to take you upstairs and let you have me."
Mary grew very excited. Her mother's sexual power over the girl's body was amazing. She only had to crook her finger, so to speak, and the girl would come crawling with her tongue hanging out. Her mother never wasted any time in putting the tongue to work either.
Mrs. Pussie handcuffed her daughter's hands behind her back and led the naked girl up to her bedroom. The orgy would go on without them. They would never be missed. Once inside her bedroom, Mrs. Pussie turned the girl toward her. She told her a story. A long time ago, she too felt the way her daughter felt about a man. It was fleeting, however. She explained to Mary that the marks of a whipping were more real than what she called love. Yes, she remembered the feelings. They were of a different nature than what she knew now. But having these feelings was like having a religious experience; it didn't happen with everyone. Sure, the feelings were nice, but they could not be summoned by command. If something could not be controlled, then how could it work for your benefit? One had to grasp the real things in life. One could not waste a life on the pursuit of such an airy thing as love.
Mrs. Pussie grasped one of her daughter's breasts in her hand. She squeezed the full globe. Mary winced slightly and gasped. Her mother's fingers were so strong, they hurt her. Two fingers then pinched her nipple. Then Mrs. Pussie tweaked both nipples at the same time. The girl screwed her face up with the pain.
"This is love," her mother said. Then Mrs. Pussie slapped her daughter's tummy, and then her buttocks. "And this is love," she repeated. "And this. And this! And this!" the woman cried as she spanked Mary's ass.
"Owwwwhhhh! Oohhhh!" Mary screamed. "I love it! I love it! I love it!" Mary cried as the wicked hand paddled her sensitive ass.
"I love you!" Mrs. Pussie shouted, her spanking ceasing. She began caressing her daughter's ass and soon her dainty fingers began to wiggle their way into Mary's juicy anus.
The girl gulped and moved forward slightly. She parted her legs to give her mother complete access to her body. Mary was beginning to get hot for mother's other hand became busy at the girl's cunt. Her fingers stoked over the swollen cunt lips, dipped inside her juicy vagina. The girl was in heaven with fingers in her cunt and asshole. Her breathing had increased and her body was hot with desire. This was love, all right. This was where it was at. This was how it was supposed to be.
Mrs. Pussie fastened her lips around Mary's nipple. Three kinds of stimulation were being applied to the girl's lovely body. It would not be long before she would explode with orgasmic delight.
"Oh, do me, Mother," Mary whimpered. "I love you. I love this… ooohhh… aaaggg…" Mary groaned, her body twisting and straining frantically against her mother's glorious hands. The woman bringing the girl more joy than any man could ever hope to bring her.
In a short time the couple was joined by some friends from the cellar. Mary once again became the sexual center of attention. It was as though these people had to rid the girl of her love fantasy. It was as though they wanted to erase it with their activity. It was as though they feared the feelings somehow.
Mary was tied spread eagled to the bed. Men and women used their mouths and hands on the girl. They fucked her, sucked her. They whipped her and beat her and she begged for more. She needed more. This was her life, to be their sex slave. To obey and serve, that was all she was good for. That was what she needed. She craved it all. Her mother had taught her extremely well. There would be no other loves for her. Mary was locked body and soul to her mother and her mother's ways. From this day forward her life would be lived to satisfy her mother's whims. And Mary would love even moment of it. She would know happiness in this way. She would fulfill herself.
She looked back at her life. She thought about the dicks that she had sucked and fucked. She thought about the women who had enjoyed her cunt. She thought about the come she had eaten. She thought about the whippings and beatings. Everything was drab compared to her mother's embrace.
The woman's mouth was glued to the girl's pussy, and with every lick and suck, every gulp and groan the woman sucked up part of the girl. She sucked up part of her courage, her being, her individuality. Passively the girl enjoyed another tremendous orgasm, produced by her mother. There was no escape. There was no end. There was only life at her mother's command. Was it heaven?
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