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CHAPTER ONE


The scorching sun burned down on skin not normally exposed. The slow, lazy swell from a distant power boat made the sailboat sway lazily in the dead calm. The boom swung languidly from side to side; the sail hung listlessly, unpressured by the dead air.
Jerry Anderson's skin slid slickly against the satin-smooth skin of the teenage girl under him. Lubricated by their sweat and cairn, he had the feeling he was liable to slide off her slender young body, even though he was nestled between her gripping thighs. Every breath they took made her small tits slide against his strong, hairy chest.
Breathing heavily, Jerry concentrated on all of these sensations, and on Cindy Peters' hot breath puffing in his ear. He concentrated, too, on the feel of her hot, tight cunt embracing his now limp and drained cock.
The only thing he did not want to think of was that she was young enough to be his daughter. He did not want to think about the fact that his own daughter, Judy, shared birthdays with the slender young creature pinned to the floor of the cockpit by his heavy body.
"Ooooooo, wow!" Cindy sighed under him, wriggling her hips. "Aaaawww, you're all gone away," she pouted.
Jerry wondered what had driven him to ravish this not-so-innocent teenager the way he had. How could he have fallen so low? He reviewed how it had all started.
"Gee, am I hot," Cindy sighed, leaning back against the gun whales. She still held the jib sheet loosely in one hand, even though it was unnecessary. There was not enough wind to even stir the limp canvas.
Jerry wrenched his eyes off the slender girl and looked up at the mainsail. Its only motion was a slow, lazy flapping as the small sailboat rocked on the glassy swells. Then he swept the horizon, searching for some hint of a breeze. As far as he could see, the water of the sound was as smooth as a mirror.
He looked back at the girl, and felt his throat tighten slightly as he studied her sun bleached and streaked light-brown hair. Her small breasts thrust out against the bib halter she wore. Her sleek back was a long, graceful expanse of tanned skin, and was shining with a film of sweat. Her legs seemed incredibly long – she had stretched them across the cockpit and braced her feet on the seat on the opposite side. Her hacked-off blue jeans were as tight as a second layer of skin.
"I'm sorry, Cindy," Jerry apologized. "This is a pretty dull sail. Even Sue wouldn't be seasick on a day this calm." He wondered why he had mentioned the name of his wife – self-defense or something?
"Gosh, Mr. Anderson, it's not your fault the wind died," Cindy assured him. "Besides I don't mind. It's nice to be able to relax where it's so nice and quiet, with someone you like."
"I'd think you'd prefer someone nearer your own age," Jerry commented. "I am, after all, old enough to be your father," he added awkwardly.
"Oh, no," Cindy argued. "I'd much rather be with you than someone my own age. Gee, by now if I was with one of the guys I date, we'd be writhing on the deck."
"Huh?" Jerry was jolted by this casual admission.
"You know," Cindy went on, "making love. Oh, I'm sorry, I've really screwed it up now. I didn't mean to shock you."
Hastily, Jerry tried to collect his scattered wits as he fought down the mental image he had of this delectable young girl being fucked by some damn high school stud. He shifted restlessly to conceal his sudden erection. "I'm not shocked," he lied. "I'm just a little startled, I guess."
Cindy looked genuinely embarrassed. "You really thought that I was – ah – a virgin, didn't you?"
Jerry was wrestling with a sudden discomforting thought. "I don't suppose you know if Judy is…"
"Uh-oh, now I'm really in the soup," Cindy responded, nibbling on her lower lip. She scratched her flat, tanned midriff with her long, silver lacquered nails. "Do you really want me to answer that question?"
"I guess I don't do I?" But Jerry knew the answer automatically from her response. The thought that his daughter was – doing that – was like a physical blow to his guts. She was his baby, after all!
Cindy dropped her feet to the floorboards and sat up. "Hey, I've got an idea how we can get cooled off."
Jerry was glad she had changed the subject. "Oh, how?"
"Swim, of course."
Jerry surveyed the calm water. There was no sign at all of any "cats' paws", those faint patterns of ripples created by little puffs of wind.
"Let's face it," Cindy noted cheerily, "the boat is hardly going to sail away without us."
Jerry decided swimming would be safe enough. "I guess you can swim in that outfit. I'd just as soon not get my clothes wet, though. You go ahead if you want."
"I could swim in these," Cindy agreed. "But I'm not going to. If I get these cut-offs wet, they'll shrink even tighter than they already are. Haven't you ever gone skinny dipping?"
Jerry hated to admit that he never had.
"Come on, there's no one to see," Cindy insisted.
No one except you, he said to himself. He felt his face flash hot and red. "I'll, uh, turn my back, if you want."
Cindy was already undoing her top. "Suit yourself," she shrugged, letting her halter drop and bare her breasts.
Jerry caught a brief glimpse of firm rounded mounds. They were patterned with white triangles of untanned skin, capped with tiny pink tips. Resolutely, he looked away, staring out at the flat water. It was mid-week, in late September, and there were no other sails in sight. Far off, toward Long Island, he could see the small dark spot of a motorboat. There was no one to see, but Jerry still found the situation unsettling. His heart was hammering. He could feel the boat shift as Cindy stripped down her shorts. He heard them hit the floorboards softly. The boat heeled as she stood on the gun whale for a moment. Then the boat rocked back sharply, making the lines and sails slap and flap. A spray of cold water hit Jerry's cheek.
"Oooooo, boy, does this feel good!" Cindy called happily from the water.
Jerry turned and looked down at her. As she treaded water her body was blurred and rippled. He thought he could see her pale breasts shimmering in the dark water. Drops of water sparkled on her cheeks and nose. Her long eyelashes were stuck together in sharp points, framing her laughing eyes.
"Come on in," she urged, beckoning with one graceful, tanned arm.
Jerry was painfully conscious of his erection. He shook his head tensely. "No, I'd better stay with the boat."
"Oh, don't be a drag," Cindy snorted. "If you're afraid of it getting away from us, just put out the sea anchor."
"Well," Jerry muttered.
"I'll do it," Cindy informed him decisively. She swam to the bow, her lush white ass rolling excitingly on the surface with every stroke.
Jerry lost sight of her. Then her hand suddenly shot up to grip the bow stay that steadied the mast. With a quick, graceful motion she shot up out of the water, reached out with her other hand, grabbed the bucket and rope, and pulled it overboard after her as she dropped back into the water.
Burned into Jerry's mind was the brief, tantalizing glimpse she had give it him of her breasts. He stared blindly at the coil of anchor line paying out smoothly into the water. Then her hand appeared and carefully set the rope in the bow chock. She swam back along the side of the boat and gripped the thwart.
"Now, come on in," she insisted. "I'll turn my back while you undress."
Jerry felt trapped. He was burning up, but not just from the merciless sun. His groin was knotted with excitement. He tried to tell himself that this was just a simple, innocent swim with his sailing crew, but he didn't believe it. He wondered if Cindy's confession about her lack of virginity had been as innocent as it had seemed.
He undressed with awkward, fumbling haste, leaving his clothes in an untidy heap on the floorboards. Then, totally naked, his erect cock jutting out from his body like an ivory bowsprit, he sat down carefully and dangled his feet over the aide. Cindy was beside him, down in the water, her back to the boat, one hand still gripping the combing. She glanced up at him. He was pretty sure that from this angle she couldn't see his hard-on.
"Well, come on in," she urged.
With a lurch, Jerry pushed off from the boat and dropped feet first into the chilly water, going in over his head. He had a brief mental vision of the empty blackness between him and the bottom how many fathoms down? Nervously, he kicked to the surface.
"Isn't it great?" Cindy asked enthusiastically.
The concealment the water offered gave Jerry a sense of security. Yet, at the same time, the chill currents toying with his prick and balls with unaccustomed intimacy emphasized his nudity and increased his excitement.
"I think it's just super," Cindy bubbled enthusiastically. She kicked on her back, sending a glittering shower of water high in the air. Her white breasts bobbed excitingly on the surface, the pink peaks jutting perkily skyward. Incongruously, Jerry thought of icebergs. Those warm, soft mounds hinted that nine-tenths of the girl's delectable body was under the surface.
Trying to take his mind off of Cindy, he turned away from her. The boat was only a few feet any, riding easily on the swells. Idly, Jerry studied how his view of the world expanded or contracted depending on whether he was at the crest of one of the lazy waves, or in a trough. One moment he could see the low dark mound of the shore, and the next he was in a valley with dark, sloping, shining sides. A slick rainbow pattern of oil formed a graceful whorl in front of him. He wondered just how polluted the water really was.
His worry about the pollution of the water and whether it was safe to swim here was suddenly obliterated by the pressure of two small hands on his shoulders. He managed to suck in a quick, not very deep breath, before his head was forced under the surface. Warm skin brushed his back as he went down, swallowed up in the salty water.
The instant he was released, Jerry lurched up toward the surface, his lungs burning with the need for air. Exploding into the bright sunshine, he whirled as he sucked in a huge gulp of oxygen. A few feet away, Cindy's young face was split by a grin of victory.
"Got you!" she gloated, slapping the water, her eyes dancing merrily.
In an instant, Jerry forgot everything else and was a teenager again. "Little devil," he snorted, making a leap for her.
Cindy let out a squeal and turned to flee, kicking frantically. She was a split-second too slow. Jerry came down on her shoulders with his full weight. Cindy let out a shriek and vanished in a plume of spray. Then she was gone, out of touch with his hands, driven deep by his thrust, he assumed.
Wiping his eyes clear with his hand, he turned slowly, reaching for her. The longer she stayed down, the more his concern grew. He was suddenly terrified that something had happened to her. When he rose to the top of the next wave, he kicked hard to get as high as he could, looking desperately for any telltale patch of bubbles. Then, just as he dropped back down, there was a triumphant call right behind him, and two hands on his head.
For a fraction of a second, Jerry managed to fight against the weight bearing down on him. Warm flesh was pressing against his back, his neck and his head. Hot, sleek legs were brushing his nude buttocks as Cindy put all her weight on his head, balancing precariously on top of him.
Sucking in a deep breath, Jerry let her drive him under, helping her by paddling downward until he escaped the grip on his head. Diving deeply, he turned underwater and looked up at where she was a slender graceful silhouette against the sparkling surface. The mirror surface of the water left her headless, but the slow, graceful motions of her arms and legs as she turned, treading water, testified to her vitality.
Jerry waited below her until she had made a complete circle and was facing him again. Then, reaching out, he grabbed her ankles with both hands. Blowing out a stream of air to make himself less buoyant, he let himself sink, and gain downward momentum. Then he pulled downward on her feet as hard as he could. The motion threw him toward the surface as she shot past him toward the depths.
Jerry released her ankles and began kicking toward the surface as soon as she was headed downward. He had the feeling that she had not really resisted his pull on her. Suddenly, warm arms wrapped around his hips, and a warm, soft, female body was pressing against him from the waist downward. His cock, which had gone limp on his first ducking, suddenly came to life and struck out against the warm skin. There was a hot cheek and soft, tickling, swirling hair against his stomach as his head broke the surface. His lust boiled upward like a geyser from the soft, yielding, exciting pressure of Cindy's naked body against his in the cool water. He tried to kick free of her, but she clung to him like an octopus. When she did let go, it was only to slide to the surface along the aroused length of his body, her arms still around him.
Then she curled both her arms and her legs around him and mashed her lips hotly against his in a searing, sensual, exploring kiss. Jerry's senses were engulfed in a scarlet haze of lust and he responded to the kin automatically. His arms went around her and he marveled at how small she was – his hands reached almost completely around her. Her legs tangled with his and they slowly sank beneath the surface.
Then she kicked free and they both surfaced simultaneously. A toss of her head sent her hair flying, shooting a spray of water off to one side. Her brown eyes were deep hot pools of mystery.
"Wow!" she exclaimed fervently. "That was even better than I expected!"
Jerry tried to shake off the effects of the kin, but couldn't. His head was spinning from the experience. How long had it been since he had made love?
"Come on," Cindy urged, striking out for the boat, taking his hand and tugging him along. All he could do was kick along behind her.
She clung to the boat and urged him up into it. "You first, then you can help me in."
He levered himself up, and suddenly got an assist from a hand on his naked ass. He sailed head first into the cockpit, fending off the boom with one hand, catching himself with the other before he landed on his face. For a moment his bare legs kicked ludicrously in the air. Then he managed to get himself right side up.
"Give me a hand," Cindy asked, reaching up.
Jerry paused, gathering his resources while he was free of her for the moment. One hand on the rail, he looked down at her as she hung onto the side of the boat, one hand extended up to him. Water sparkled on her young face. Her hair was plastered straight back from her fine, smooth forehead. Her eyes were smoldering.
"Well, are you going to let me drown?" she asked at last.
Jerry debated putting, on his clothes in self-defense, but her extended hand waved impatiently. Reaching down, he grabbed her wrist as she grabbed her. Bracing himself, he gave a jerk and she shot up out of the water. With a graceful twist, she sat on the side of the boat, a dripping, naked water nymph. Then she swung her legs in over the side and stood up.
Just then, with the perverseness of fate, the boat tilted on one of the waves and the boom swung to nudge Jerry from behind. Off balance already, he reached toward Cindy and bumped into her.
In a second, her arms were around him and he was being engulfed by her lithe, hot body. All the good intentions and resistance he had mustered after gaining the safety of the boat vanished in a haze of sexual desire. His lips met hers, his tongue bored into her mouth, his hard chest pressed against her soft tit. Her rock-hard nipples felt like burning drills boring into his flesh. She spread her thighs and trapped one of his legs between them. He could feel scratchy pubic hair against his thigh as she unashamedly rubbed her pussy against him. A soft, exciting hand was curling around the powerful, hung tower of his burning, erect cock. A hot, desperate wad of sexual need gathered deep in his guts as he let his hands room all over her sleek skin.
The toudh seemed to last for an eternity. Jerry's sense of time was obliterated by the maelstrom of lust and pleasure Cindy's hungry mouth and demanding young body were creating in him. The only thing left in his universe was the slender, passionate girl in his arm. She pressed herself against the full length of his naked body, gripping the massive column of his cock in her hand.
Cindy was the one who finally broke the sucking kiss. With a soft moan, she nuzzled her head against his chest. She was pumping and squeezing his turgid prick in her strong young fingers. Jerry had his cheek against her wet hair, while his hands explored the sleek expanse of her back, tracing the curves and hollows of her shoulder blades, the gentle valley of her spine. He stroked downward, to the flat plane below the small of her back, then lower still, finding the deep, exciting deft between her asscheeks. Gripping those warm, meaty masses, he pulled her hips still more tightly against him.
Jerry was shaking with lust, quivering with desperate animal need to fuck. And he could feel her vibrating against him, feel the searing tension in her body as she clung to him. Her hat breath was burning his chest as her lungs pumped raggedly.
When she pushed away from him, he yielded reluctantly. Suddenly, instead of being afraid of what he might do to her, he was terrified he was not going to get to do it to her. Why else could she be shoving herself out of his embrace?
Gracefully, smoothly, Cindy sank to the floor of the cockpit. "Look at me," she whispered softly. "Look at me."
Jerry looked, and wanted to cry. When had he last seen anything so beautiful as Cindy Peters? Her naked body was a series of smooth curves and graceful angles. Her hair, still wet, formed a fan of brown and gold around her face. Her mouth was a shining circle that was silently begging for his body. Her eyes glittered in the glaring sunlight. Her slender, lithe arms reached for him, pleaded with him. A few droplets of water sparkled in the graceful hollows of her collarbones. Her ribs heaved with ragged, lust-wrenched breaths making her firm, exciting tits quiver delectably. Her nipples, small and pink, were sharp jutting points. Below her breasts, her torso tapered smoothly to a trim waist.
Below the dark hollow of her navel was the sleek, smooth expanse of her lower belly, unblemished, unmarked except where the line of her bikini changed her skin dramatically from golden tan to pale white. And there, just below that line, the brown, curling wisps of her pubic bush formed a tantalizing mist, a mist that softened but did not conceal Jerry's view of her damp slit.
In an instinctively sensuous pose, Cindy had one leg bent, one thigh crossed over slightly to block his view of the heart of her cunt. Somehow, her shy concealment of her slit was more arousing than total, spread-legged exposure of her pussy would have been.
Jerry stared down at the willing teenager, his eyes raking hungrily over her nude body.
"Come," she whispered, wetting her lips with the tip of her tongue. "Come." She beckoned with her fingers as her arms reached for him.
With a soft moan of need, Jerry knelt beside her. Hesitantly, he reached out one hand. With a feathery, delicate touch he brushed his fingers across one of her nipples, feeling how rubbery and hot and excited it was. He cupped his hand over one of her breasts. It was deliciously hot, and soft, and exciting. He squeezed it gently, marveling that anything in the world could feel so incredibly wonderful.
Cindy stroked his thigh with one warm hand, her fingers tickling through his hairs. She slid her palm up his side, pressing and stroking him, glorying in the hardness of his mature body. She tickled her fingers across the flat expanse of his trim belly, testing the carefully maintained hardness there. Jerry felt a twinge of pride – his weekly sessions on the squash courts had kept him as trim as he had been in college.
Then Cindy's slender fingers were reaching lower, combing through the thick kinks of his reddish-blonde pubic curls. She touched his throbbing cock, curled her fingers around that shaft of hot flesh and nerve endings. Her fingers played over the bulbous pink head with a total lack of shame and inhibition, smearing thick hot fluid over his burning flesh. His nerve endings shrieked a message of unbridled pleasure to his brain.
Jerry eased himself down and stretched out beside her on the hard slats of the floorboards. She didn't break her grip on his cock. She stroked and squeezed and measured his erect organ, testing its hardness, increasing it at the same time.
Jerry stroked his hand down from the soft breast he had been caressing. His fingers swept over warm, satin-smooth skin, over living flesh that quivered and shivered in response to his touch. He pressed her belly, and felt her yield helplessly to his probing pressure. He bored a finger into the hot socket of her navel and discovered a pool of sea water, trapped in the oval depression, heated to what felt like the boiling point by her body.
Cindy whimpered softly and her grip on Jerry's prick tightened as he probed her belly button. She was melting inside, burning up with searing lust. It was taking so long, so incredibly, deliciously long she couldn't believe it. Her pussy where the warm air was touching it felt burning hot and icy cold all at the same time. She wasn't inexperienced, it was true. But, until now, it had always been impatient teenagers groping awkwardly at her in the back seats of cars or on living room couches. Always there had been roughness, clumsiness and impatience, coupled frequently with the need for haste and the fear of discovery.
But here, now, it was with a man. A man who was lingering lovingly over her, worshiping her body in a way it had never been worshiped before. His expert attention was sending her lust blazing higher than it ever had before. She was going to be coming in a moment, and he hadn't even started to drive that marvelous, monstrous cock of his into her body. His cock was enormous. It felt bigger than any prick she had ever even imagined. She wondered if she was going to be big enough to take it, but felt no qualms about trying. She wanted to find out just how good it could feel to be wholly and completely stuffed with mature cock.
Jerry finished his exploration of Cindy's navel, and explored lower. His fingers caught in her fine pubic curls, combed them straight and untangled them. Then he was cupping his hand to her pussy, his fingertips pressing the hot, damp, hairy lips between her sleek, smooth thighs. Cindy let her legs spread open the way they wanted to, exposing the heart of her crotch to Jerry's probing fingers. Her hips rolled and rocked on the floorboards with desperate need as her pelvis thrust demandingly.
Obligingly, Jerry slipped his finger into the hot, dripping slit of the young girl's pussy. Hot, velvety folds of flesh embraced his probing finger. He drove directly into her cunt, marveling at the blazing heat and exciting tightness of her young hole.
"Aaawww," Cindy moaned as fire swept through her. "Awwwww, I'm coming!" she cried, her body knotting with pleasure. Her fist tightened painfully around Jerry's cock as she was convulsed by her orgasm.
"Aaaahhh," she sighed as the orgasm faded.
"Are you all right?" Jerry asked anxiously. His first thought when Cindy had been racked by the fiery eruption was that she had been hurt by his probing finger, that she wasn't as experienced as she made out.
"I'm wonderful," she sighed languidly.
"I'm sorry, I…" Jerry started to apologize.
"Come here," Cindy whispered, grabbing for him and hauling him over her. She dragged his head down and he found himself again swirling in a pool of lust from her searing kiss. He held his weight up off her, or tried to, afraid he would crush her. But she pulled him down demandingly, insistently taking the full brunt of his weight on her.
Jerry found himself being maneuvered between her slender thighs, nestled down in the warm cradle her quivering flesh created for him. She felt frail and delicate under him, but the powerful grip of her arms around his aroused body indicated otherwise. In many ways, this young girl was all woman.
"Fuck me," Cindy whispered hungrily. Her hips were shifting demandingly now, rather than just restlessly. There was no more mindless searching; she knew exactly what she wanted.
Jerry resisted, battling himself even more than he was her. He wanted this girl as desperately as a rutting animal wants to mate with a female in heat. But something would not let him forget just how young she was.
"Fuck me," she urged again. She wedged her hand down between them, impatiently seeking his cock. It was lodged between them like a huge pole. In spite of his massive bulk, she somehow shifted under him and freed his cock, and placed its head between her thighs. She scrubbed the nerve-laden tip of his prick through her pubic bush, and even those tender young curls hurt, so stimulated were his nerve endings. Then she rammed his prick along the length of her wet cleft, and Jerry felt hot flesh sear past his glans.
"Fuck me," Cindy repeated for the third time. She began working his prick into the tight entrance of her cunt.
Jerry still held back, fearful of hurting her. She was so young! He was big, and he knew it. In one of those raunchy college incidents that had been a hard-on contest, and his nine inch tower had won. He was afraid he would tear Cindy wide open with his brutal shaft.
But, if he didn't have her, what was he going to do? God, he was mad with lust. It was insane for him to be in this position in the first place. He had a need that could not be denied.
His animal instincts made up his mind for him. The feel of her hot tube around just the tip of his prick made his hips lurch forward, ramming the head of his cock into her cunt.
"Aaaahhh," Cindy whined, and that soft moan chilled Jerry's blood. He was aura he had hurt her already. She was so tight, so small, so virginal.
"More," Cindy groaned, hauling at his ass to get him into her farther.
Jerry wanted to hold back, but his driving sexual need and her uninhibited urgings were too much for him. He let her haul him in, and his body burst into flame from the blazing friction. And he was only into her a few inches. By far the largest amount of his cock was still outside her body, eager to get in.
"More," she repeated, dragging at him hungrily, getting still another fraction of his prick into her.
"Aaaahhh," Jerry sighed, the last shreds of concern and resistance fading before his monumental lust. Now he was pushing at her, driving his prick into that tight, clinging cunt.
"Aaaawww!" Cindy wailed as she took his prick into her guts. She could feel her cunt being stretched by his brutal bulk. Maybe she was going to be torn open by this massive cock, but if she was, she didn't care. All she wanted was the full measure of that monster cock in her cunt. It was a need to prove herself as much as anything else. She had to prove to this man that she was a woman, not just a silly girl. She had to take his entire massive prick into her as a point of pride, as well as for her sexual satisfaction. Her hips heaved and rolled in an effort to get more and more of him into her.
"Aaahhhrrr!" Jerry growled like the animal he had became. He pumped his cock deeper and deeper and deeper, pausing and retreating only to lubricate his hot meat. Bit by glorious bit his prick was being embraced by gripping, hot, velvety, teenage flesh.
"Uuuuhhh!" Cindy grunted. "Uhhh-ugh-ugh! Ugh!" The air seemed to be pounded out of her with every inward thrust.
Jerry was more than halfway into her now, and driving harder and faster and more impatiently as over and more of his cock felt her hot embrace.
Cindy was still hauling at his ass, urging him deeper and deeper into her cunt. This cock she was taking dwarfed the puny pricks of her boyfriends. This was a real man's cock, and she was going to take every inch of it. She bent her legs, folded them, drawing her knees upward to give him every chance to run her through with his blunt bludgeon.
Jerry went eagerly along with her desire, doing his best to shave his prick completely through her. He was almost entirely into her now, and drove at her harder and harder as he neared his goal. He was nesting his orgasm as he was nearing full penetration of her.
Cindy was soaring higher and higher, toward a second marvelous explosion. She urged him deeper, kicking her heels into his back. She was spurring him on like he was a stallion.
"Awwwaaahhh!" she cried ecstatically.
Jerry buried the last inch of his prick in her cunt with one brutal thrust of his hip. His balls drained in an explosive rush as he felt the head of his cock slam up against the end of her vagina. Clot after blazing clot of cum burst from his balls, seared the length of his cock like blazing meteors, and erupt into Cindy's young body like explosive wads of lava. He heaved his hard, muscular body against her tender one and poured his searing cum deep in to her, feeling it burst out past the head of his prick where it was engloved by the end of her vagina.
"Eeeeee!" Cindy's shriek was an animal cry. It sounded like a dying beast was being ripped to shreds by a predator. It was the cry of a female in the storm of an orgasm unlike any she had ever experienced before. She tried to wrap her entire body around the monster cock that was sunk in her cunt. Every muscle in her young body was knotted by the searing flames of her incredible climax.
And now, sated and again sane, Jerry was forced to acknowledge what had happened, what he had done. Carefully, he lifted himself off her and stood, staring stupidly down at her. She lay there almost as if she were dead, limp and spraddle legged. He could see the heart of her pussy, the inflamed inner folds of tissue. They looked almost like an open wound. A pearly gobbet of his cum was lewd testimony to just exactly what he had done to this girl.
Turning away, he hung his had over the side, afraid for a moment that he was going to be sick.
"You were the greatest," Cindy sighed correctly reading his mood. "You didn't do anything to me that I didn't invite. I wanted you to screw me. I've been looking forward to this ever since I started crewing for you."
Jerry shook his head, unable to look at her.
"Really, it's all right," Cindy insisted.
"Still…" Jerry went on.
"Uh-oh, company coming," Cindy interrupted, noticing that the motor boat was now headed in their direction.
"Shit!"
"No time for that," Cindy said, throwing his clothes at him. She was already halfway into her shorts. In a few seconds she was decent again, top and bottom. Jerry had only managed to get his pants on.
"Leave your shirt off," Cindy suggested. "That looks more innocent than being obviously in a hurry to get dressed."
Jerry was amazed at her common sense in the face of disaster. She was on the seat, holding the jib sheet again, as if nothing had happened.
Jerry turned to greet the power boat's skipper, bracing himself as the sailboat rocked from the waves the motor boat stirred up.
"You folks need a tow in?"
"Sure could use one," Jerry admitted, anxious to get to shore.
"I'll get your line," Cindy shouted, leaping for the forward deck. She managed somehow to hide behind the jib and gather in the sea anchor before it could be spotted.
Jerry noted sickly the wet stain in the crotch of Cindy's shorts as she bent down to secure the tow line. Then they were being towed, and he was helping her get the sails down and stowed.
"It won't happen again," Jerry commented finally.
"I hope it does," Cindy replied candidly. "You were great."
"Well, it won't happen again," Jerry repeated. "You're too young. And besides I am a happily married man."
"If you're so happily married, how come it happened in the first place?" Cindy demanded.
"I don't know." But Jerry did know. He hated to admit it to himself, but he did know. It had been weeks since he had made love to Sue. He didn't know why, but for some reason, she just didn't interest him any more. And that was ridiculous. She was a beautiful woman. Maybe it was just boredom. He mulled that over morosely until they entered the harbor.
"Can I still crew for you?" Cindy asked nervously, put off by his obviously bad mood. "We'll see."
Once on shore, they parted in silence. Jerry wondered how he was going to face Sue. He couldn't tell her what had happened, of course. But he was sure she would know somehow. Women had a sixth sense about things like that. The only thing he could do was try to act natural, and hope against hope she wouldn't ask any awkward questions.



CHAPTER TWO


Sue Anderson stepped into the shower cubicle, flipped her towel over the door, and turned on the water. An invisible crust from the salt water in the pool made her skin itch, and had left her deep-red hair stiff and kinky. Moving under the hat spray, she tipped her head back and let the steaming water comb its way through her thick hair, sluicing away the salt.
She had just unfastened the neck strap of her suit when there was a knack on the door. Cautiously holding up the cups of her suit top, she slid the bolt on the door back and opened it a crack. "Yes?"
Carl Randall let his appreciative gaze rake over her, stared insolently at her lush tits, her trim waist, her full hips. "Hello there, Mrs. Anderson," he said boldly. "I thought maybe you could use some help washing your back." He pulled the door open and stepped into the four foot by four foot shower stall.
"What? What are you doing?" Sue stammered, absolutely aghast. The nearness of the tall, tanned, too-handsome lifeguard made her heart hammer. She, and most of the attractive women around, were used to his wisecracks and the way he continually undressed them with his hot brown eyes. The knot of sexual hunger that had been gnawing at her all morning suddenly became more demanding. Defensively, she tugged upward on the bra of her suit.
Carl took the bar of soap out of the wire rack above the shower knobs. His white teeth seemed to almost glare against his tan face. His smile was confident, humorless. "Told you, I'm going to wash your back," he answered boldly.
Sue fought to keep control of herself. The intimate nearness of the handsome lifeguard was making her pulse race. "Aren't you supposed to be on duty at the pool right now?" she asked, fighting to keep her voice steady and normal.
"Stan's on duty right now," Carl answered. "Here, let me wash the salt off you." He reached out with his soapy hands.
Sue dodged away, but he easily caught one of her arms. There really wasn't much place she could go in the confined space. His grip was incredibly strong, but strangely, it didn't hurt. Sue felt a wave of beat sweep through her from his touch. Her legs were shaky, and she knew it wasn't from fear.
"You get out of here," she whispered hoarsely.
Carl ignored her. Keeping hold of her arm with one hand, his other soap-covered paw swept down from her throat – and, through her suit, cupped one of her full, heavy, womanly breasts. Sue felt a searing wall of fire sweeping out through her body from the unexpectedly intimate touch. Her nipples stiffened and thrust impatiently against the confining suit. Her legs felt weaker than ever.
"I-I'll scream," she whispered desperately.
With deliberate, insolent self-assurance, Carl released her breast and pulled the thin strap she was still holding through her limp fingers. "I don't think so," he replied softly. "I don't think you're going to say a thing. You're too hot and horny to do anything but enjoy this."
Sue tried to squeeze out a denial of this, and filled. She was melting inside, all resistance was fading like a mist in the face of her blistering passion. She whimpered deep in her throat.
Carl pulled downward on the strap, making the cup of her top half of Sue's two-piece suit fold down and expose more and more of the untanned flesh of her full breast.
"Thirty-six C," Carl estimated.
"Thirty-seven," Sue corrected, the words catching in her throat. Why was she encouraging this animal? Responding to him?
"Nice," Carl murmured in a hungry whisper, his eyes riveted on her white flesh as he bared more and more of it. Where the sun had touched her, above her bra, she was tanned lightly, freckled heavily. But where the top of her suit had protected her, she was pale white, so colorless that a faint blue vein showed through her alabaster skin. The curving pink arc of a portion of her areola showed.
Carl paused, releasing the strap. Sue still held onto the other thin strip of cloth desperately, as if it were some kind of lifeline. Carl cupped her cheek, his thumb under the angle of her jaw. He tipped her head back, lowered his mouth to hers, and drilled his tongue part her unresisting lips.
In spite of herself, Sue found her free arm going around Carl's neck. His skin was smooth, slick and hot under her palm as she drew herself against him in response to his searing kiss. Desperate sexual need was blazing through her. She pressed her partially covered breasts against Carl's smooth, hairless chest.
God! What was happening to her? That tiny knot of sexual hunger had swelled and grown in her until it was driving everything else before it. How could she be doing this?
But, why shouldn't she be doing this? one corner of her mind asked angrily. When had been the last time she and Jerry had made love? It had been weeks, perhaps months even.
Outwardly, Sue had every right to be totally content with her life. She and Jerry had married young, and she had had two children in short order. Now, Jerry's manufacturing business was a success, and the children were getting private education that neither Sue nor Jerry had ever had a chance at. Jerry's business was profitable and secure enough to pay for the yacht club membership, and let them both play hooky from time to time, the way they had today. She should have been completely at ease.
But, she wasn't. As she had sunned by the big pool, feeling the heat on her trim, bare midriff, there had been that undeniable hunger in her guts. What was wrong? She and Jerry had been passionate lovers since their wedding night. Until recently, that is. Then it had all just sort of faded out, for no reason. Sue had not gained an ounce since Judy had been born. Knowing how Jerry felt, she had even enrolled in a dance class to get her tummy flat again, her ass tight, her thighs smooth and graceful. She had kept herself in perfect shape for fifteen years now, and was proud of her figure.
But Jerry had made no move to even touch her in weeks.
So why shouldn't she respond to the handsome lifeguard's interest in her? Intellectually, she knew the argument wouldn't hold water. The old adage of two wrongs not making a fight. Besides, she was certain Jerry wasn't cheating on her. They were together too much for that, and Jerry was too honest and transparent to pull it, off without her detecting it.
But her animal instincts were driving her more closely against Carl, making her open her mouth further to his probing tongue, making her press her crotch against one of his strong thighs. When he let go of her arm, she didn't try to get away. He drew the thin strap through her unresisting fingers, and she put her other arm around his neck, too. His arms were around her, and she felt his fingers puzzling out the knot at the back of her suit. She felt it loosen, and knew he had figured it out. Only the pressure of her body against his was keeping the suit top in place.
She made one last desperate attempt to avoid what was coming. Clinging frantically to her bra, she wrestled free from him and backed away, fetching up against the back wall of the shower stall. A wide bar of sunlight came in over the top of the door and splashed across her hips.
"N-Now you just get out of here," she stammered unconvincingly. "This has gone far enough." The tremor in her voice belied her words. She didn't really want this to stop. She wanted this brazen young man, wanted him desperately.
Carl reached out and took hold of the hand she was using to keep her breasts covered. Gently, he took her hand away, baring her large, firm tits.
He drew her forward, away from the wall, and the bar of sunlight across her moved upward, from her hips to her midriff, until it fell across the white globes of her breasts. The twin mounds stood out proudly. Her large nipples stood up tensely with excitement in the exact center of the areolas.
Sue stood with her head hanging slightly, her eyes closed, filled with shame and horror. Her hands were dangling at her sides. But still, she kept her back straight, her shoulders back, so her tits thrust out, and didn't sag at all.
"Beautiful," Carl breathed softly. He reached out and touched one big mound reverently. He brushed his fingers over the tip, making her nipple burn with excitement. Lovingly, he let his fingers circle over the top, down the outside, then under and back up the inside of one beautiful orb. Her upward-tilted nipple was a hard, sharp, demanding peak.
The top to Sue's suit dropped to the floor with a soggy plop, forgotten. She was squeezing her eyes shut against tears of shame as she let herself be caressed.
Then Carl brought both hands into play, lifting her breasts, marveling at their full, warm weight. He cupped them, intrigued that they were too large for his hands to cover. He thought of the young girls, the teenagers that were his usual prey, and found them wanting. Youth was one thing, but this was a full-grown woman he was caressing, full-busted and experienced.
His hard-on was agonizingly painful from the confinement of his tight jock strap and swim suit. Certain of his ultimate victory now, he released Sue, and untied the string at the waist of his suit. Hooking his thumbs in the tight nylon, he pushed it down, calmly and confidently stripping himself naked. His rock-hard cock surged out eagerly toward Sue.
Sue's eyes fastened on that tower of gristle, that stabbing shaft of masculine desire. It was gorgeous. It was the only thing in the world she really wanted. It held her paralyzed with desire. It was a shadowy bar in the dimness, illuminated by the light reflected from her breasts as she faced him.
Carl reached for Sue's waist, gripped it, and drew her in toward him. His cock poked her in the stomach, and he shifted. The stiff rod of gristle tipped upward, sliding up her stomach as he drew her in against him. His ready prick was an iron hard lava hot bar between his hard flat stomach and her soft tender one. Her breasts touched his smooth, hairless chest, her nipples scraping his skin. Then those lush mounds were flattening like twin cushions. He was pressing her tightly against himself, until at last her arms responded, and went around his lean, hard body. Ashamed of the lust that was blazing through her, Sue had her head sideways against his chest. His chin just cleared the top of her head. She could hear he hot rush of his breathing with the ear she had pressed against his chest. She could hear the terrifying pounding of his heart. Her breasts ached with desire. Her crotch was a hot sticky swamp between her thighs.
Carl slid his hands down Sue's back, under the edge of the remaining half of her suit. He pressed his hands down inside the bottom of her suit until he had gained possession of her soft warm asscheeks. He pressed her pubic mound against him tightly.
Sue let her pelvis tilt to press her pussy against him more intimately. She was no longer making any attempt at all to conceal her desperate sexual need. She was going to be fucked by this man, this insolent stud. She knew she was going to be just another of his conquests, but it didn't matter. All that mattered was the brutal cock she could feel against her stomach. All that mattered was that she would get that wonderful, filling, satisfying thing thrust into her starving cunt.
Carl premed the bottom of her suit down, lowering it, thrusting it down over the full swell of her buttocks. The front of it resisted, then slipped down over her belly, until she felt her pussy being exposed. She had pulled away from him enough to let him strip her, and she felt cool air and the splatter from the shower touching her thick, red pubic bush.
Carl stopped when he had her suit bunched around her upper thighs. He had shown her what he wanted. Now it was up to her to finish the tank. He was not going to kneel before her to push her suit down the rest of the way.
Sue hooked her thumb in her suit and shoved it down her legs. She felt more naked than she ever had in her life. It was an act of total submission, this stripping off of her last covering, her last protection. She felt the spray of the water sting her bare flank, felt cool air caressing her pussy and her ass.
She stepped out of the soggy tangle around her ankles, and stood submissively in front of the aroused lifeguard. No longer was she just undressed by his imagination. Now she was really naked in front of him. She wondered if she measured up to his speculation. Did she look as good naked as he had imagined?
Carl said nothing, just stared at the naked woman in front of him. She was more beautiful more desirable than he had imagined. He had expected at least a small pot on her, but there was none. Her stomach was as trim and flat as a teenager's. Her breasts were full and mature, but didn't have any sag to speak of, just enough to show how full and heavy they were.
She stood with her shapely legs pressed tightly together, her hands at her sides. Nestled into the intersection of her thighs was a thick, exciting, dark-red triangle. Carl gathered her in, and drove [missing text].
Moving forward, her back against the wall. He pinned her warm body against the wall with his hard bulk. Her arms were around him, her body yielding and submissive as he brought his lips down on hers for another demanding kiss. She was responding, thrusting back with her own tongue. Her thighs spread to admit one of his, and he could feel her pubic bush as she pressed her hot, hungry aunt against him. She was obviously blazing hot for him. He had not read her mood wrong. He had a sixth sense that told him when a woman was vulnerable, and many of them around here were. The young chicks were eager to experiment, to learn, and he was more than willing to teach them. Some of the older women approached him, propositioned him. Bored suburban housewives out for a thrill, many of them bold enough to come right out and ask. Others were just waiting to be plucked from the beaches.
He had had his eye on this one far a long time. He had been able to spot that red hair of hers from clear across the pool, even when there was a crowd. Time after time he had mentally peeled her naked. The reality was even better. He had always had the feeling that this one was one he was not going to get. There had been something different about her, an aura of total confidence and satisfaction that was like an armor-plated shield. He had known she would never come to him. And he also knew that if he had just come up to her and asked, she would have laughed in his face, and brushed him off as if he were a child.
But that had been a month ago. Then something about her had begun to change. For some reason, her invulnerable self-confidence had begun to fade. There had been something about her that had told him that things were changing, that Mrs. Sue Anderson was coming on the market, that he was going to get a shot at her. When she had left the pool today and headed for the lockers, he had gotten Stan to take his place and followed her. It was earlier than she usually left the pool, maybe that had been his hint. At any rate, he had known that today was the day to make his move.
And now he was feeling her soft, warm, hungry body against his. Well, he was going to give it to her. He was going to love giving it to her. This was one piece of ass he was going to really, really enjoy.
He pushed back, and gazed at her hungrily as she leaned limply against the wall. She was wide open to him, her legs spread, her palms pressed against the wall, her face tipped up so he could kiss her, if he wanted to.
He cupped one of her full breasts again, and then watched how her nipple bounced when he tweaked it with his thumb. He marveled at the way her soft warm flesh molded itself to his demanding fingers.
His other hand stroked down over her hot belly. His fingers plunged into the tangling forest of her bush, and found the soft, hot, yielding labia. Boldly, he pressed his finger into her searing, dripping crevice. Her burning cunt swallowed his finger, sucking it in.
The rough wall was cold against Sue's back. The hand that touched her breast, fired her nipple and squeezed her firmly was hot, and hard, and heavy. And then another hand was stroking down over her belly, entering her pubic bush. Her legs slid still further open, her knees bent to give him total access to her cunt. That heavy, rough finger driving in to her vagina was the best thing that had happened to that hole in weeks. A flood of juice had greeted the invasion, a hot, sticky wave of eagerness.
Sue writhed against the wall as fiery lust boiled through her. She stood pressing back against the wall, squirming around the finger in her cunt. She twisted helplessly in the grip of overwhelming passion as the handsome lifeguard insolently penetrated her willing body.
Blindly, with a begging motion, Sue reached out with her right hand. Her fingers bumped against a hard hip. Like a tiny, sightless animal, her hand sought over that hard, hot, smooth expanse of skin. Her fingers found twisting, wiry hair, then the heavy, hard base of what they were seeking. She wrapped them around the hard bar of live meat and felt it tremble in her grasp. She squeezed it, testing its hardness. She stroked it, feeling the skin slip over the hard core. She ran one finger delicately around the groove where glans joined shaft, and felt the entire cock shiver from the touch on its nerve-loaded underside.
She tried to ignore what her touch was telling her. This was not the cock she was used to. This prick was different. It was smaller, but that was not what was bothering her. Jerry was the only man she had ever had, the only man she had ever wanted to have, until right now. She was being unfaithful to her husband of seventeen years. She was letting her body be probed and fondled by a virtual stranger, while she herself touched him in the most intimate of ways.
And she was going to let him make love to her. She knew she was going to let him make love to her. Well, perhaps "make love" was the wrong phrase. She was going to let him screw her. She was going to let him fuck her. She was going to let him pump his cock into her cunt, and squirt his full load of cum into her belly. And she knew she was going to enjoy every minute of it.
"Hurry up," she urged hoarsely, not because she was horny, but to cut off her train of thought. "Hurry up!"
Carl gloated as he pumped his finger in her dripping cunt. This cool, confident, red-headed bitch was begging for it. She was actually reduced to begging for it. Well, she was going to get it. She was really going to get it, all right. That hot hand of hers on his erect prick had raised him right to the boiling point. Only one thing was going to feel better than that dainty hand around his cock: her hungry cunt.
Sue felt his probing finger rip out of her pussy, and the loss made her sag with misery. Then he was hooking his hands under her armpits, lifting her, driving her back against the wall, hauling her up. His hips slammed against her, pounding her ass against the wall. But his chest wasn't against hers. He was leaning back, thrusting forward with his hips, ramming his cock at her while he held her at arm's length, pinned fast. His cock stabbed at her, poking her low in the belly, right above the top of her slit. He thrust at her impatiently, and the head of his prick slipped up, tugging through her bush even though he had aimed lower down this time.
"No," Sue grunted helplessly. She reached down to grab the cock she needed so badly. She had to aim it into her crotch far him. It was the humiliating prelude to the finale. She had to steer that cock into her, or she was not going to get it. It was one last bit of proof that this was anything but rape.
She raised herself up on her tiptoes to give him a better angle at her. She felt his prick bore up into her cunt, and the tension boiled out of her in one beautiful searing wave of contentment. Yes, this was what had been missing for so long, this delicious feeling of fullness, a marvelous, glutting bulk inside her, someone else's flesh stroking into her belly. His pubic arch cracked against hers, and her clit sent out a fiery wave of pleasure that boiled through her deliciously.
"Aaaaawwww," she sighed as she was at last stuffed full of cock.
"Hhhhhnnnngggg," Carl grunted with satisfaction as he felt her hot, velvety flesh completely envelop his prick. She was as hot, slick, and wet as any chick he had ever had. Drawing back, he rammed into her again. He loved the feeling of her dripping, searing vaginal walls sliding along his prick. He damn near lifted her right off her feet with the power of his thrust. His feet slipped on the wet, slick shower floor as he rammed at her again. He held her back against the wall so he had a steady target to shoot at.
"Uuuuhhh!" Sue grunted from the impact of his body against hers. Her head tolled limply as he rammed into her again and again.
"Ahhh, sooo goooddd," she purred. "That's so gooood!" She was clawing at Carl's strong shoulders and back as she accepted thrust after thrust into her belly. Flames were lashing at her as her pleasure grew and grew and grew. The hard, cold wall against her ass and back, the teetering imbalance as she hovered on her toes, the spattering spray of the tower against her face all contributed to her lust.
Carl grunted and heaved, slamming his prick into the hot socket of Sue's pussy. Her vagina felt like a fiery glove around his prick, a hot, searing, embracing, living, pulsating glove that rubbed every square millimeter of his cock with every drive into her. Her breasts quivered with every jolt. Her face was slack with mindless lust. This rich bitch was just as much an animal as any female on earth.
The cum was gathering in his groin, ready to burst out of him. He rammed at her, into her, harder and harder and harder. She shivered under the brutal impact of his drives. The breath was driven out of her in sharp grunts from the slamming impact against her.
"Ah-ah-sh! I'm – coming!" she managed to groan in time with his pounding. "I'm coming!" Then she was engulfed in the flames of her orgasm. She was being cremated on the stake in her guts. "Aaaawwwrrr!" she wailed as the last vestiges of reason were incinerated by searing pleasure.
Carl was barely aware of her convulsions. He was sending blazing gouts of hot semen fountaining into her clinging cunt. He tried to force the tip of his prick right out her back as it poured shot after hot shot of cum into her belly. He ground her back into the wall, not caring if he did rim her completely through, just so long as he wrung the last delicious dribbles of semen from his aching, pumping balls. He growled senselessly as he felt his reservoirs at last pump dry. Then his prick was barely twitching and he backed away, drawing his slim, shrinking cock out of her drenched cunt.
"Awww!" Sue cried mournfully from the abrupt loss of that wonderful cock. She sagged sideways until she was in a corner, and let it hold her up. Weakly, helplessly, she watched as Carl hauled his suit up over his already limp prick. She made no attempt to dress herself or cover herself, but just stood there watching him.
Not sparing her a second glance, Carl opened the door and looked one way and then the other before slipping out. The door banged shut behind him, leaving Sue with her misery, and his cum in her belly. Then she turned her face to the wall and cried softly for a long, long time.
Finally, drained and hollow, she stepped under the hot shower in an attempt to wash off the filth she felt was covering her. Then, still feeling fouled inside, she pulled on her wet bathing suit, shut off the shower, and headed back toward the pool. Maybe in the cool salt water, she would be able to wash away the last traces of her shame. Ignoring the insolent stares of the two lifeguards, she tossed her towel aside and plunged into the water. She had drifted across, to the other side of the pool without taking a stroke. Suddenly Jerry appeared beside her.
"Hey, hi, wife," he said.
"Hi – darling," she answered, the word sticking in her throat. "How was it?"
Jerry restrained a guilty start at the question. "The sail? Oh, all right. We got becalmed and had to be towed in."
"That's nice," Sue replied, not really having heard him.
"Let's try put the diving boards," Jerry suggested.
Sue glanced in that direction and shivered. Carl Randall was in the lifeguard chair on the big platform next to the diving boards.
"You go ahead," she answered. "I'm a little cold. I think I'll get dressed. See you later."
Jerry stared after her, hot puzzled and relieved. Evidently something was bothering her. But it couldn't possibly be that she knew what had gone on between him and Cindy Peters. Whatever it was, Sue was so distracted by it he didn't need to worry about her noticing anything different about him. He splashed toward the boards, his relief blotting out any thought about what Sue's trouble might be.
Miserably, Sue picked up her towel and retreated. How could she face her husband? God how could she ever face him? She tried to tell herself he deserved it for having ignored her for so long, but her misery and guilt wouldn't let her rationalize. She had willingly been unfaithful to the only man she had ever loved in her life. She sure she was going to be able to live with herself.



CHAPTER THREE


Jerry strode down the carpeted hall toward his office. The sick, sour knot in his guts had not been caused by the lunch he had just consumed. It was disgust with himself that was making his guts ache. In the week since the sailing episode, guilt had been gnawing at him like an evil worm. And today, at lunch, the sight of the leggy young waitresses in their ultra-short skirts and tight white blouses had actually given him a hard-on. He had admired the girls at his usual restaurant before, but never with such a rutting, instinctive reaction as today. He was disgusted with himself.
He noted that his secretary's desk was unoccupied. It was not unusual at lunch hour. One of the other girls in the office would be covering the telephone. The elegant wood-grained door opened silently, the expensive bronze latch barely whispering when he turned the knob.
He froze in the doorway, stunned to see someone in his chair. Then he relaxed, recognizing his secretary's short, stylish, jet-black curls. Swiveled around with her back to the door, she was tilted back and had her feet on the bookcase as she talked on the phone. Languidly, she twisted the cord around one finger as she talked.
Something about her pose reminded Jerry of his daughter's telephone style.
For a moment, Jerry debated what to do. He didn't mind her using his phone for what was obviously a personal call. Diane Carter was the best secretary he had ever had. He was certain she had a very good reason to want privacy. His sense of fair play battled with curiosity as he fought the urge to eavesdrop. For a moment he debated leaving until she was done, but decided against it. He had an important meeting in an hour that he had to prepare for.
Quietly, he closed the door behind him, knowing it wouldn't do for other secretaries to get the idea they could do what Diane was doing. Then, deliberately trying not to disturb her, he went to his desk and started to reach for the papers he needed.
Then he saw the long, graceful expanse of leg she was showing. Her skirt had slid way up her thigh. His pulse hammered. He was standing behind her, looking down on her from above. He had never realized her breasts thrust out so far. Diane's tallness gave a false impression of slenderness.
Jerry fought down the urge to stroke her hair tenderly. Suddenly his body was hot with desire, making him angry with himself, and with Diane. His lips tight with anger, he picked up the papers he needed and went over to the couch along one wall. Sitting down, he put his feet up on the law table in front of the couch and tried to concentrate.
But his gaze kept drifting over to Diane. She was talking softly, her voice barely audible over the soft rush of the air-conditioning. He couldn't actually hear what she was saying, but something about the tilt of her head and the languid motions of her hand gave him the impression it was a romantic call. Her legs were squirming slightly, making her thighs press and rub against each other sensuously. Jerry didn't need a lesson in body language to appreciate the sexual aspect of her moves.
His own horniness increased by leaps and bounds as he surreptitiously studied his pretty secretary. From this angle, not quite a profile view of her, her legs were more attractive and exciting than ever. He played a mental guessing game as to whether she was wearing a bra or not. The soft material of her blouse was molded to the exciting perfect roundness of her breasts. Was that the sharp point of an excited nipple, or was it just the cut of her blouse? He wasn't sure. If she wasn't wearing a bra, she had one fine pair of tits, full and firm and lush.
His hard-on back, Jerry shifted uncomfortably on the couch. Diane emitted a soft, throaty, sexy laugh, and Jerry felt a surge of jealousy toward whoever she was talking with. Then, furious with himself, without thinking, he flung the papers onto the table.
They landed with a sharp smack. Diane whipped around, shocked. Seeing him, glowering angrily as he slouched on the couch, she naturally assumed that he was furious with her for using his office. Blushing furiously, she stammered apologies into the receiver and quickly hung up.
When she swung the swivel chair around Jerry got an unobstructed view of her skirt. He saw her sleek thigh, the top of her stockings, even a tantalizing flash of panties and one of her garter straps. Jerry's lust had soared, and right along with it, his disgust with himself. He glowered at the toes of his well-polished shoes, and jammed his hands down in his pockets. He was trying to disguise the bulge of his erection, an erection that made him even angrier with himself. He wondered just why he had been created so damn big down there.
"I'm awful sorry, Mr. Anderson," Diane apologized desperately, standing up and letting her skirt fell back into place. "I didn't expect you back so soon. I – this is the fist time I've ever used your office like this, and…"
Jerry tried not to look at her, knowing his eyes would get him into trouble if he did. He hadn't even hired her for her looks. In fact, if she hadn't been so damn well qualified, he probably wouldn't have hired her, just because she was so pretty. Now he a wishing be hadn't hired her.
"That's all right," he said gruffly.
"It's just that this guy I've been dating called, even though I told him not to call me at work," Diane rushed on. "I haven't been dating him long, and I'm kind of anxious, I guess. I didn't want to discourage him. It won't happen again."
Jerry had the feeling that this "boy" was rather special to Diane, and felt another irrational surge of jealousy. "I said it's all right," he repeated, more sharply than he meant to.
"Oh." Diane was subdued and concerned, and her blue eyes clouded with worry.
Jerry still didn't dare look at her, and continued glaring morosely at his shoes. "I'm sorry. I'm just in a rotten mood. It's nothing to do with you."
Diane took a deep breath, came around the table and sat down next to him on the couch. "Something awful happened an your day off last week, didn't it?"
"Huh?" Startled out of his funk, Jerry stared at her.
"I know it did. There's no use denying it. Being secretary to a man is almost like being married to him. I'll bet I know almost as much about you as your wife does."
Silently, Jerry told himself Diane probably did know more about him than Sue did. In fact almost certainly knew more. Sue had given no indication that she suspected that anything was wrong.
Diane put one soft, warm hand on his thigh.
"Would it help at all to-to tell me about it?" she offered hesitantly, leaning toward him with concern.
Jerry couldn't ignore the way his body heated up from the apparently innocent touch on his thigh. Without thinking he put his hand on tap of hers. Her skin felt soft and smooth and exciting. "I don't think you really want to be burdened with my problems," he answered.
She made no effort to extract her hand. Instead, she shifted closer to him on the couch. His right arm was extended along the back of the sofa, and she was inside its curve now.
She squeezed his thigh. "I don't mind. Really," she assured him.
He knew he couldn't tell her what was really bothering him. He couldn't tell anyone he had been unfaithful to Sue.
Then Jerry made the mistake of meeting Diane's concerned gaze. Her incredibly blue eyes were clouded with concern. Her mouth was pursed invitingly. Her hand was hot on his thigh. Her fine-boned shoulders were excitingly vibrant under his arm. He found himself drawing her closer, drawing her warm, exciting body against his. Her perfume reminded him of something wonderful out of his past, although he couldn't recall exactly what.
The first touch of her lips against his acted like an injection, directly into his bloodstream, of adrenaline and sex hormones. His entire body was flooded with overpowering sexual desire. The dignified office around him vanished in a haze of lust. Nothing existed but the soft warm lips moving excitingly against his, the slender, young, alive body in his arms, and that delectable whiff of haunting perfume.
Diane herself was overwhelmed with long frustrated desire. The conversation on the telephone had been intimate and exciting. But, what was really making her burn with passion was her long-suppressed love for her boss. Working with him almost every day for the past three yes, reaped and admiration had grown to love. She had never, until now, revealed that love to him. She had hidden her burning desire for him, and shown her devotion to him only through her excellent work.
But now, all restraint was gone. She twisted toward Jerry and pressed her lithe young body against his without reservation. Taking the hand that had been on top of hers, she guided it to one of her breasts, pressed his palm against that hot, soft mound. She drove her chest against his hand. Her nipple stiffened and pushed through the soft, satin blouse.
When she felt his fingers tighten on her lush mound, she released his wrist, confident he would keep possession of her breast. She put her hand back on his thigh, higher up, and slid it toward his crotch. She encountered a mammoth lump under his trousers and traced its outline with her finger.
The man was huge. Her body blazed with desire at the thought of having that monster cock jammed into it.
Jerry was drowning in the total experience of Diane Carter. The delectable feel of her body against his was fantastic, a combination of softness and hardness, hollow and curves and warmths that all boiled with sex. Her clean, fresh scent enveloped his head and sent his mind spinning. She tasted as crisp and warm and exciting as she felt and smelled. He gently explored her mouth with his tongue, probing and searching into every crevice, marveling at the velvet brushing of her tongue against his.
When she had taken his hand and guided it to her breast, he had been totally unable to resist her.
When he had felt that hot mound under his palm, he had known instantly she was not wearing a bra. That living flesh, separated from his hand by a single thin layer of cloth, sent his senses into a tailspin. The feel of her nipple, hard with desire, drilling at his palm, had been enough to make his fingers close instinctively on that warm, soft globe. He felt the way he had as a teenager, the first time he had ever touched a girl's tits. He couldn't believe it was possible for anything to be so soft and so exciting.
Then she was caressing his prick through his trousers. Jerry was afraid he was going to come right in his pants from Diane's feathery exploration of his cock. He could feel hat liquid oozing from his prick. His body was knotted with a blazing lust he was totally unable to control.
Without his even thinking about it, his hand left her breast and searched for the buttons down the front of her blouse. There were only three of them, and they slid through the buttonholes as if they were anxious to escape. Then Diane's breasts were bared to his touch and he grabbed one of them. It felt immense. It was a magnificent thrusting mound of female flesh, soft and satiny, warm and alive, obediently molding itself to his pressing palm and gripping fingers. There was a pebble-hard lump digging at his palm, an exciting, excited nipple reaching for all the stimulation he could give it.
Finally breaking the kiss, Jerry looked at what his hand had gathered in. His breath caught in his throat at the sight of the most magnificent pair of tits he had ever seen. Diane's blouse was spread wide open. Her breasts were gorgeous, heavy and full and round and firm. Her areolas formed volcano-like cones, and were capped with neat, cylindrical nipples, which were thrusting and engorged with lust. Her breasts were milky white, flawless except for one mole, placed like a beauty mark on the inner curve of one globe, an inch from her nipple. That one dark dot served to emphasize and accent the pale perfection of her flesh.
Sitting inside the curve of Jerry's arm, Diane posed unashamedly for him. While he gazed at her tits with unconcealed admiration, Diane undid her cufflinks, simple gold ones he had given her one Christmas. He had said they were a bonus for all the unpaid overtime she had put in. For her, they had been much, much more. Now, at least, she was presenting herself to him the way she had wanted to for a long, long time. Slipping her arms out of the sleeves of her blouse, she let it fall off onto the couch.
While he feasted his eyes on her bare torso, she teased the knot of his necktie loose, then slid his suit jacket back off his shoulders and helped him out of it. Carefully, she draped it over the arm of the couch. Then she unbuttoned the front of his shirt to bare his powerful tanned chest and its sprinkling of curly blond hair.
In a few minutes he was as bare above the waist as she was. Then she was in his arms again, and he felt her warm flesh against his, her soft breasts pressing into his hard chest. He felt as if they were Adam and Eve, first discovering their bodies after tasting the forbidden fruit.
And this we forbidden fruit. He knew it was forbidden. But there was no way in the world he could stop now. His lust was searing through him like boiling lead. His hands roamed wildly over the sleek expense of her naked back, brushing over her soft skin, feeling the graceful fine lines of her bones under her flesh, the rippling play of her graceful, feminine muscles as she hugged him. Their mouths welded together in a second searing, sucking kiss.
She squirmed in his arms like a trapped animal. The delicate writhing mashed her skin against his, scraped her nipples along his hairy chest. She was as sinuous as a snake as she writhed in his grasp. She made him feel vibrantly alive from his head to his toes, more aware of his nerve endings than he would ever have believed possible.
When she pushed away from him, his heart nearly stopped with terror. He was too far gone now. If she tried to deny him what he wanted, what he needed, he knew he would have no choice but to take it, forcefully. He was no longer entirely human, and he knew it.
He crouched on the sofa, his muscles coiled, then something told him that she wasn't running away. He held himself in check as she got up.
She stood in front of him, facing him, her blue eyes glittering with passion. Her teeth flashed white through her partially opened, glistening lips – lips that showed the flush of lust and bruising kisses.
She reached across her bare torso to unfasten the waistband of her short skirt. The skirt dropped around her ankles and she stepped out of it, bent gracefully to pick it up, and hung it intimately with his jacket over the arm of the couch.
Jerry's chest tightened at the sight of her near nudity. She was now down to panties, stockings and garter belt. There were few secrets left about her body now. It was a body that needed no padding, no restraint, not even any support. It was young, and healthy, and womanly, and perfect. Jerry thought the sight of her beauty was going to kill him. Her long, nylon-sheathed legs were slim, tapered and graceful. The skin above the tops of here nylons was pale white, firm and flawless. Her black panties formed a stark contrast to the whiteness of her flesh. The black garter belt rode low on her hips.
Diane walked gracefully over to the door and locked it. The chance of anyone violating the security of the closed door was small. However, she wanted to be positive there wouldn't be any interruptions. She returned to the couch, and began taking off her nylons.
Jerry's eyes had tracked her to the door and back, as if a radar locking device was guiding them. He had noted the firm play of her lush, exciting buttocks under, her clinging panties, the graceful scissoring of her long legs with every step, the way her stockinged toes gripped the expensive carpeting.
When she had returned, Jerry had stood up almost as if he were a puppet on a string. Tie felt as if he were being controlled by a power outside his own body. He began unbelting his pants, and kicked off his expensive loafers.
The two of them undressed as if they were old marrieds in their own bedroom. But neither took his eyes off the other. Jerry's heart hammered as he watched Diane roll her stockings down, then balance gracefully at the last moment to be rid of first one, then the other.
Diane eyed him hotly as he stripped his trousers down. The boxer shorts he wore were totally inadequate to contain the monster tower of his erect cock. They were tented out so far it looked as if the seams were going to burst. They were stained with the visible evidence of his desire for her. His tanned, hairy legs were powerful and masculine.
Diane unfastened her garter belt, tugged the straps up out of her panties, and flipped it aside casually. Then she hooked her thumbs in her panties and eased them downward.
Jerry froze, paralyzed. He felt as if he had never before seen a woman naked. He felt as if be were a pimply-faced teenager getting his first glimpse of live woman flesh.
The sight of Diane's full, thick pubic bush jarred him out of his paralysis. He heaved his shorts down over his mammoth cock, exposing his crotch only seconds after Diane had exposed hers. He was nearly as naked as she was. Finally, balancing awkwardly, he hauled his socks off.
Diane moved around him to the couch, never taking her eyes off of him. Her gaze was fastened boldly and eagerly on the monster thrust of his hard-on. She had never seen such a cock. She had never imagined such a beautiful prick existed. Her cunt was drooling in anticipation.
Jerry watched Diane circle him, his fists clenched tight. Her naked body moved with a fluid pace, a languidly sexy ease that made his every nerve blaze. Her breasts quivered enticingly with each slow, sultry step. Her nipples jutted forward provocatively. Her long, sleek thighs rubbed silently at each step, as the black patch of her pussy was alternately concealed, then revealed.
She sat down in front of him. She was still staring hungrily at his cock. She lay back on the couch, her gaze still riveted to his thrusting, impatient prick. Then she daintily lifted her feet to the couch. She squirmed to the back of the sofa and rolled so that she was not quite on her back, not quite on her side. She deliberately and carefully left a wide space on the couch next to her.
Her head on one of the small, soft throw pillows, she spread her legs. She bent the upper one, opening the path to her cunt in one smooth, graceful motion.
She was presenting herself to him totally. Her arms were open to him, as was her crotch. Her blue eyes burned with searing desire. Her lips glistened with lust.
Jerry was on fire. He lowered himself carefully to the couch, stretched out and moved into her embrace. He didn't stop to wonder how he had gotten into this position with his secretary. He didn't think of his wife, or his business, or his self-respect, or his guilt. All he was capable of thinking of, if it could be called thinking, was mating with this beautiful ivory-skinned female.
He pressed the long, hard, hot length of his body to the soft, hot length of hers. He fitted smoothly between her thighs and into her arms, like a well-oiled piece of machinery. He felt the thick scratchiness of her bush against his cock. He eased his hips up, and felt the head of his massive prick push through her thick forest and into her dripping, scalding, slippery opening. There was no need for guidance. He pushed his ready prick into her burning, velvet cunt and felt her hot flesh embrace his cock. His lips met Diane's in still another sucking kiss. Teeth clashed against teeth as tongues probed and battled. Breasts were crushed against a hard chest with bruising force as body tried to melt into body. And cock penetrated pussy, a hot knife stabbing deep.
It was so good, that incredibly filling prick being thrust home in her hungry cunt. The feeling of the ripples in her vaginal walls being stretched smooth by that marvelous bulk was something she had never experienced before. She felt like she was being spitted on a telephone pole as she took Jerry's prick into her body. She was overwhelmed by a mystical feeling of fullness and completion. It was as if this was the moment she had been created for. It was not an orgasm, quite, but it was a truly magnificent feeling and almost as satisfying.
Jerry's hips heaved upward and forward with a steady, mechanical thrust that he was totally incapable of controlling. His body was beyond controlling. The frustrations, the agonies, and the stimulation's he had received in the past week had eliminated all his restraint. His consciousness was obliterated by the searing physical pleasure of fucking his secretary.
The hot ball of his orgasm swelled and burst as he finished his first thrust into the hot hole of Diane's cunt. His balls swelled, tightened and pulsed in a series of blazing spasms. His glands added their secretions and their thrust to the blazing spurts of semen. His cock twitched, recoiled, twitched again, and again, and again, blasting wave after wave after wave of cum deep into the stretched, sucking tunnel of Diane's cunt.
A moan of agony was torn from Jerry's mouth as he was convulsed by the searing pleasure of his orgasm. Like a stupid, impatient, selfish brat he had climaxed before the girl under him had a chance to even begin to climb to her peak. Even while his cock was wringing the ecstatic drops of his fluid into her, he was knotted with shame and anger. He had used and abused this tender, willing woman with all the selfishness of a rapist. He felt mortified.
Diane had felt his coming, like the rumbling of an earthquake, deep in her guts. She had felt the pulsations of his cock with the stretched walls of her vagina. She had felt the thick, copious knots of cum slam against the strained end of her tube, spurt back between his hot meat and hers. But his quick coming had not left her feeling frustrated and angry at her own failure to climax. Instead, she was overjoyed that she had made her boss come so quickly. She had driven him beyond the limits of his powerful self-control. She had succeeded in stripping away his thoughtfulness and kindness and baring his pure primitive core.
Jerry tore his mouth away from hers and buried his face against her shoulder, "Awww, shit!" he swore softly, slumping with misery and shame.
Gently, Diane stroked his back, soothing him.
"It's all right," she assured him. "Really, it's all right."
Jerry was too ashamed to answer. He was panting softy as his prick retreated from her depths, shriveling uselessly in her hot cunt. His groin ached with a satisfaction he knew she was not feeling.
"You're not done yet," she whispered encouragingly, pushing him onto his back on the couch. "Not if I have anything to say in the matter."
Jerry was wallowing in guilt and disgust. He didn't particularly care what happened. He couldn't even commit adultery effectively. He might as well have been patronizing a whore.
"You're not done yet," Diane repeated, getting to her knees and moving down the couch, away from his head. "Not by a long shot." She was totally confident of her abilities. She was ready and wining to do anything for this man. She was not going to leave him wallowing in his misery, believing he had left her unsatisfied. She also knew that, as things were, he would not believe that she was satisfied just to have his cum dripping slowly out of her cunt.
Carefully, she captured the slimy, cum-coated sausage of his prick. His cock seemed to hang its head in shame in her graceful fingers. Tenderly, lovingly, as if she were soothing a distressed child, she lifted Jerry's prick and kissed its tip gently. She tongued it, tasting the salty metallic flavor of his cum and her oozings all mingled together in a delectable blend. She took the rubbery knob of his glans in her mouth, encircling it with her lips, bathing it with her tongue. She sucked his cock into her mouth, sucking it in as if it were a huge strand of spaghetti.
Jerry wanted to reach down and stop her. He wanted to insist that she spare herself the effort and the humiliation of such an act, but he didn't. He lay rigid and still under her oral ministrations, tough he didn't know why. As some kind of a punishment for his sins he willed him body not to respond to her sucking. But his body refused to obey. The burning rasp of her tongue ripping along the sensitive nerve endings in his glans triggered a renewed flow of burning blood to his cock. He felt the gates that admitted blood to his prick opening to the flow. And he felt the valves that restricted the escape of blood from his prick slamming shut. The untiring pump of his heart rammed wave after wave of blood into the chambers of his cock, and his organ swelled and swelled and swelled.
"Aaaawww," Jerry sighed harshly with a mixture of burning pleasure and blazing guilt and searing shame. He lifted his head and glanced down at his groin. The sight of the top of Diane's head suspended on the swelling, growing shaft of his cock sent a renewed rush of lust and shame through him. He let his head drop back down on the couch. He stared blindly at the ceiling, trying to make his mind a blank. All that did was focus his attention on how Diane's mouth felt around his cock. He felt the pricking of her teeth for a moment, then the rubbing velvety softness of her tongue. He felt her sucking his prick, and felt the delightful surge of blood this triggered.
Diane sucked on his cock eagerly, thrilled with the rapid response she was getting. She loved the way it drove anxiously toward the back of her mouth and wedged her jaw wider and wider with every throbbing beat. It was tangible, undeniable evidence of the effect she had on him. Also, it was an indication of the pleasure she was able to give.
In her current position she was better able to appreciate the size of Jerry Anderson's cock. The tower of gristle between her jaws was unbelievable, a living, thrusting monument of male desire.
Her cunt was dripping with frustration as she sucked and sucked on Jerry's cock. Finally, she had to have his prick in he where it really counted. She spat his cock out and crawled upward straddling his strong, hairy legs, feeling his masculine harshness against the satin tender insides of her thighs.
She reached his hips and stared down at him. Her face was flushed with lust, her chin dripping with saliva and the juices that had coated his cock. "Now," she whispered. "Now this one is for both of us."
Jerry was helpless as he lay under her. He looked up hungrily at her naked torso as she straddled him, proudly upright, her full breasts thrusting forward, her nipples sharply erect with excitement.
Lifting his head, he could see her open crotch and he thick, black bush, already juicy and matted with his cum. Through the soggy curls he caught a glimpse of her pale outer labia, and the hot pink flesh of her super sensitive inner lips.
She lowered herself, and as he felt the harsh scratchiness of her thick patch, he could see the head of his prick pressing into her.
He clawed a pillow under his head to ease the strain on his neck muscles. He felt the burning touch of her flesh against the head of his cock. He felt hot, wet folds embrace the tip of his prick, and watched, fascinated, as still more of his shaft disappeared.
Reaching down, Jerry spread the upper end of her labia a little wider, and touched her clit delicately with one finger.
Diane's face lit up with a lightning-like flash of pleasure. Her body convulsed and she took in a full inch of his prick all at once. Her eyes blazed hot with unconcealed pleasure as she looked down at him. Her pretty mouth was as much a raw gash of sexuality as the pussy his cock was being driven into.
Grateful that he was able to please her, Jerry pressed his finger down on her clitoris and rolled it gently against her pubic bone.
"Ooooh, yessss," Diane whispered eagerly as she spitted her body on the tower of his prick. She squirmed her way down on his monumental bludgeon, her entire body wriggling and twisting as she took it into her guts. Her breasts heaved with excited panting, and her stomach muscles writhed and convulsed with spasms of excitement.
"Uuungggghhh!" she grunted softly as she felt the head of his cock ram the end of her vagina. She settled her hips down on his. She sat brutally erect, as if his prick were a ramrod running straight up inside her body. Her head was tipped back, her upper lip beaded with sweat in spite of the cool, dry, air-conditioned air in the office. Her face was blank, a mask of passion as she savored the feeling of fullness his marvelous cock was giving her.
More in control of himself now, Jerry kept his finger on the button of her clit, rolling it gently. Then he pinched it carefully between his thumb and forefinger, as if he were plucking a very tender berry.
"Aawww!" Diane responded, writhing on the hot core of his cock, her body convulsing with pleasure. She felt his mammoth cock shifting in the hot, gripping sheath of her cunt.
Jerry delicately twisted the nubbin of her clitoris between his thumb and forefinger again, his prick swelling still further at the sight and feel of Diane's pleasure. The sensation of her wriggling on the spear of his prick sent still another flood of blood into his already bloated cock.
Diane lifted off of him, and his prick slowly emerged from her, dripping wet, shining white in the black of her pussy hair. She lifted until she almost lost him, keeping just the tip of his cock cupped in her cunt.
Then she dropped, ramming his cock abruptly into her crotch. "Wharrrr!" she grunted, the air driven from her lungs by a convulsion that racked her entire body.
Jerry began pinching her clitoris in time with her up and down movements, and Diane thought she was going to faint with pleasure. She felt like an animal being roasted on a spit as flames bathed her body. Her muscles convulsed and twitched. A tidal wave of fluids burst from her glutted cunt and poured onto Jerry's already soaked pain.
Diane lifted again, and dropped, harder and more sharply this time. She gored herself on the cock in her guts. She lifted and dropped, lifted and dropped. Her body slammed down on Jerry's with a lewd, slapping sound. Her breasts quivered and shook at each impact. Her tongue lolled mindlessly from her mouth, making her look retarded. In a way she had become just that, since her intelligence was blotted out by the overwhelming animal pleasure that was roaring through her graceful bucking body.
His hands braced on the slippery plane of Diane's pelvic girdle, Jerry kept his thumbs on her clit. By gripping her with his fingers, he was able to avoid losing touch with her nerve bud. He pressed and rolled it against her pubic arch and between his thumbs.
"Awww-awww-awww-awww!" Diane panted as the flames from her vagina and her clitoris swirled and blended into a single spiraling fire storm that consumed her whale body. "Awww – I'm coming! I'm commmmming!"
Jerry's hips were thrusting up in counterpoint to her moves, making their bodies crash together even harder than they had been. The head of his prick slammed against the end of her vagina with each bruising thrust. The velvety walls of her cunt burned past his cock, creating searing new flames in his guts.
He was coming. He was erupting for the second time. He was shooting thick, burning gouts of cum into an already drowned vagina. His balls were convulsing and pumping, ramming wave after thick wave deep into her lush, hungry body.
The twitching and spurting of his cock drove her cunt to redoubled efforts. And the squeezing and milking of her cunt stimulated still more convulsions and eruptions from his cock.
Jerry was amazed to see a burning red flush spread up from Diane's crotch, up and out over her body until her whole torso was glowing with a flaming blush. Her eyes bugging out blindly, her mouth open and gasping for air, Diane looked as if she were suffering a fatal seizure.
Then she folded forward and dropped onto him, and her exhausted breathing reassured him. Weakly, he extracted his hands from between them and wrapped his arms around her sweat-slippery body. He stroked her slowly and tenderly as his prick slowly withdrew from her hot hole. His groin was one deep ache of total sexual satisfaction.
His guts were a pool of sick guilt. God, how easy it was, once you had fallen off the wagon. What was he doing to his wife and his family and his marriage of seventeen years? How long would it last? Sooner or later, Sue was going to catch on to what he was doing and her temper matched her red hair.



CHAPTER FOUR


The only evidence of Sue's fury was the way her green eyes flashed an she glared at Carl Randall. Without looking around to see if anyone was watching, she took his overly familiar paw off her well-rounded thigh.
"Keep your hands to yourself," she snapped at the brazen lifeguard.
"Now, is that any way to talk with someone who – uh – knows you as well as I do?" Carl asked insolently.
Carl's touch, and the memory of what he had done to her in the shower, sent a wave of heat boiling through Sue.
"I've forgotten all about what happened a week ago," she said, trying to get still madder so she would be able to ignore her growing horniness. "And you had damn well better forget it, too."
Carl glanced around carefully. The pool was empty. The only other people around was a small group playing bridge at the far end. "But you are unforgettable," Carl replied in an oily tone. "How could I possibly forget the way you lit up when I put it to you? Why, the scratches you clawed in my back won't let me forget." He gripped her thigh again, very high up, his fingers pressing into the soft, warm flesh just below the leg band of her suit. An inch higher and his fingers would be pressing against her pussy.
Sue's fury won out over her lust. Without even thinking she grabbed Carl's forearm and sank her long, strong nails into him. For a moment it was a real contest. Then Carl's confident grin changed to a wince and he released her thigh.
"You keep your slimy hands to yourself, or by God I'll have you sacked," Sue informed him bluntly.
Carl's grin was strained as he held his arm to staunch the flow of blood. His face was white under his tan. "Oh, no you won't, Mrs. Hot Pants. I'm sure your husband would be very interested to know how I found out about the mole you have just above your pussy. You won't do a thing." He got to his feet and strutted away, still holding his arm where she had pierced it with her nails.
She glared after him, rigid with fury. Then, all at once, fighting back her team, she slumped. The bastard, the absolute bastard. He had her right where he wanted her, and he knew it. God, why had she ever given in to him in the first place? She should have applied a knee where it would have done the most good, before he had gotten his paws on her.
But just remembering that foul episode heated her up. And now, the way he had touched her thigh, so high, so boldly, so intimately, had stimulated her. She could still feel his hard hand pressing insolently into her delicate flesh, practically into her pussy.
Sue realized suddenly that she was sweating. It was not a particularly hot day. She got up from the lounge, took two long strides across the deck and plunged into the water. It closed around her like an icy body stocking, jolting her. She coasted through the clear blue filtered salt water, then drifted to the surface. Carefully avoiding looking at Carl in his elevated chair, she swam the length of the pool and back. She could feel his eyes on her. It was a choice: give him either her ass to look at, or her breast.
The water was cooling only Sue's skin, and she knew it. In her guts she was burning up, from week-old memories, from minutes-old touches. The handsome lifeguard's insolence increased her perverse lust. And now, knowing he was watching her, was adding to her excitement. She had a sudden insane desire to strip naked, right there, in the middle of the pool, and feel the cool water touch her all over while he feasted his eyes on her nudity.
"This gone far enough!" Sue muttered softly, furious with herself now.
Quickly, she splashed to the side of the pool, hoisted herself out, grabbed her towel and headed for the lockers. At least this time she did not need to worry about Carl. He was on duty, and couldn't leave the pool. This late in the season, he and the other lifeguard alternated.
Deliberately, Sue went to the shower farthest from her locker – farthest from the one where that animal Carl had "taken advantage" of her. The quaint phrase made her lips quirk in a weak smile as she adjusted the water. She unfastened the bra of her suit and freed her breasts. The feeling of nothing but air against those heavy orbs always made her take a deep, satisfied breath. She wished she could get away without wearing a bra, but her build and the social pressures in the town dictated otherwise.
Briskly, she pushed the bottom of her suit down and off, and stepped out of it. Leaving it on the floor to be rinsed by the water running off of her, she took the bar of soap and used it to lather her salty red hair. She knew she was vain about her long, rich red curls and didn't care. What woman wouldn't have given anything to have hair that color, with just the right amount of curl? Year after year, regardless of changing styles, Sue wore it long, to her shoulder blades in back, to tickle the tips and curl tantalizingly around the full thrust of her tits in front.
She remembered how Jerry had once tied her long tresses under her chin. The thought of what had followed brought a renewed rush of heat to her loins. She combed her fingers through her hair, rinsing the soap out. The pose raised her full breasts. Warm, thick waves of sudsy water swirled down over her boobs.
With lathery hands she cupped, weighed and massaged the large, soft, heavy masses of her tits. She loved the slippery hot feel of them in her hands, and the warm friction of her palms over the rubbery, sensitive buds of her nipples. Liquid sexual excitement flowed through her body, softening her muscular tension, making her breathe raggedly. The excitement Carl's touch had triggered in her flamed higher now from the added fuel.
"Awww, damn," she swore softly, trying to stop playing with her heavy breasts. She felt she was behaving like a vain child, playing with her own body this way. But she was so desperately, desperately horny!
Damn Jerry anyhow! What was wrong with him? He hadn't paid any attention to her in weeks and weeks now. Maybe there was someone else. That secretary of his was certainly a looker.
However, Sue felt reasonably sure Jerry was not having an affair with Diane. She and Sue were friends, good friends. On the other hand, Sue was pretty sure Diane was in love with Jerry. What secretary wasn't in love with her boss to some extent? And Sue had to admit that Diane showed very good taste if she was in love with Jerry.
Sue kept fondling her breasts with one hand.
She slid the other slowly down over the gentle swell of her tummy, and pressed soapy fingers through the soft, soggy curls of her auburn pubic bush. The touch of her finger on her clitoris made he legs go weak, her knees spread slightly. She swirled her other hand in a circular motion over one breast and then the other, making her nipples burn. Weakly, Sue leaned back against the wall of the shower as lust boiled through her.
She tried to picture Jerry making love to Diane. She found she could easily imagine Jerry with the tall, lithe brunette. But, strangely, along with the surge of jealousy, Sue also felt a blast of excitement in her guts. The picture of Jerry's huge cock being rammed into Diane brought a gush of fluid excitement from Sue's cunt.
Sue wanted to stop this masturbatory fantasy, but was too far gone now. She drove a finger into her straining pussy, and jammed her thumb down on her clitoris. She visualized Jerry's huge prick, sliding out of a black-furred cunt, the ivory column all shining wet and slippery with fluids. Then she imagined it jamming back into a hot, velvet tunnel, and recalled how wonderful it felt pistoning in and out of her own belly.
Sue groaned softly, her body knotting as she climaxed. She stimulated her pussy with as many fingers as she could cram in, in feeble imitation of the cock she really wanted. She savored the flames roaring through her. Then, at last, unavoidably, the fire faded, leaving her feeling hollow, empty, and disgusted with herself.
"Damn you, Jerry, damn you," she swore. "What's happened to you? What's happening to you?"
She turned her face to the hot, stinging jets of water. Then, finally, pulling herself together, with brisk efficiency she finished showering.
Turning off the water, she pulled her towel from over the door and gave her hair a quick blotting.
She wrapped her nakedness in the towel, gathered up the soggy wads of her suit and opened the door.
The corridors were reassuringly vacant as she made her way toward her locker. The bathhouse was a sprawling maze of ceilngless hallways between the dressing rooms. Her feet slapping on the wood floor, Sue followed the familiar twists and turns.
She had just unlocked the dressing room door when a slender, wiry young man appeared at her elbow, and firmly steered her into the cubicle. "Hi there, Mrs. Anderson with the mole over her cunt."
Sue went rigid. Then she turned, her face red with fury. "Just what the hell do you think you're doing?" she asked.
Stan Simpson snapped the lock on the door behind him and leaned against it. "What do you think I'm doing?" he retorted.
"I think you're going to get the hell cut of here," Sue answered angrily. Without realizing it, she drew his attention to her scanty covering by clutching at the towel defensively.
"Haw," Stan snorted. "You look like, who was it now? That broad that was in all those road pictures with Bob Hope."
"Dorothy LaMour," Sue filled in automatically.
"Only better," Stan went on. "Much, much better, in fact."
"What do you want?" Sue asked desperately.
She blanched when Stan untied the string at the waist of his skimpy swimming suit. "Just a little piece of the action you gave Carl," he informed her insolently.
Sue's eyes were glued to Stan's crotch as he stripped off his suit and jock strap, casually exposing his stiff, jutting prick. "You – you're crazy!" she gasped. The sight of the white, spearing prick stabbing straight at her made her throat tighten. Stan was as tan, even tanner really, than Carl. And, where Stan's suit covered him, he was a pale white. His cock looked almost as long as Jerry's monster prick, but it was not nearly as large around. It was long, and skinny, and threatening.
"No, just horny, Mrs. Mole-above-the-pussy," Stan taunted.
"You-you just get your suit back on and get out of here," Sue said desperately, cursing the way her voice shook. She felt a hideous surge of lust at the sight of Stan's naked cock. Why did her pussy have to born so with hunger at the sight of it?
"Stop that!" Sue said, frantically clutching at the towel.
Stan pulled it out of her grasp easily, unwrapping her deftly. His pupils dilated visibly at the sight of her pink and white and tan nudity. He licked his lips, his eyes sweeping from the rounded, full thrust of her lush tits, to her trim waist and perfect hips.
Sue huddled, one hand ineffectively shielding her breasts, the other cupped uselessly over her furred pussy. She couldn't believe she was in such a position. How had it happened? She was stripped naked, and was being insultingly, intimately studied by this little twerp of a lifeguard! Desperately, she rallied her courage and her Irish anger. "You get the hell out of here, you damned animal!"
Stan's handsome face clouded with fury, his dark eyes snapping angrily. "Not likely, Mrs. Mole-above-the-pussy," he retorted. "Not until I get exactly what I came for. Otherwise the entire Wednesday Club will get some really juicy grist for their mill."
Sue felt the blood drain from her face. The so-called "Wednesday Club" was the worst collection of gossips at the club, a collection of viper tongued women who would like nothing better than to be able to demolish Sue's reputation and standing in the club. But that didn't bother her as much as the knowledge that if the Wednesday Club got word of anything about her, Jerry was sure to hear it, too. "You wouldn't dare," Sue hissed desperately.
Stan Simpson's cruel, confident smile as he stood in front of her, naked, his arms folded across his strong chest, told Sue that he would do exactly as he had threatened.
"Please," Sue whispered, facing defeat at last.
"Give me what I want, and I won't breathe a word," Stan told her. "Now, let's see a bit more of that gorgeous bod of yours."
Sue felt like crying. But, at the same time, she felt a flicker of pride at Stan's obvious hunger and admiration. She lowered the arm she had been using to shield her tits. Then she uncovered her pussy. She stood up straight and proud, facing him. After all, it was her body, nothing to be ashamed of.
Stan stared, and his cock stiffened, swelling and pulsing heavily as his eyes raked her from head to toe. "Shit! You're everything Carl said, and then some," he murmured in amazement.
Sue felt pride, and a quivering of sexual excitement at the youth's rampant admiration and desire. She felt her tits harden in anticipation. She felt her pussy ooze its desire. This young man stunned contemplation of her, beauty gave her feeling of power and confidence. Stan's hand shot out and gripped one heavy breast. He sank his finger into the soft, warm, tender mound. His face was cruel. "That's what you think, bitch!" he snarled.
Tears of pain scalded Sue's eyes. "You're hurting me," she said as calmly as she could.
Stan released her breast. "Aww, gee, I'm sorry, Mrs. Anderson," he apologized with mock concern.
Tenderly, he brushed her nipple with his fingertips.
Then, abruptly, sadistically, he snapped the tender bud with his fingernail, hard. Sue yelped inadvertently.
"Look at this, bitch," Stan whispered nastily. He held his prick in his hand, tilting it up so the head, and its tight slit, pointed straight at her face. "Look at it!"
Against her will, Sue looked.
"Just like a popsicle," Stan said softly. "Just like a real, live popsicle."
Understanding instantly, Sue squeezed her lips shut and shook her head.
"Just like a yummy delicious popsicle," Stan repeated. "Think how it'll taste. Think how it'll be to have it, all hot and alive and juicy in that pretty mouth of yours." His excitement was roaring higher and higher as he described what he was going to make her do.
"No!" Sue bit the denial out sharply. She was afraid to leave her mouth open, afraid of what would be thrust into it.
Still holding his prick in his right hand, Stan stroked his left thumb down Sue's cheek, under the line of her jaw. "You're going to suck my cock, Mrs. Anderson," he informed her softly.
"No!" She chopped the single syllable off sharply.
"Down on your knees, Mrs. Anderson," Stan insisted, taking a fistful of her damp red hair.
Sue shook her head, blinking back tears of pain and misery.
"On your knees!" Stan ordered more sharply, twisting the handful of her hair painfully. "Or would you rather be tarred and feathered by the bitches?"
Slowly, Sue sank to her knees in front of the head of his cock. He kept it pointed straight at her face. Her mouth was suddenly flooded with saliva as she thought about what she was going to be forced to do. The prick she was going to suck was drooling its own foul hunger, too. A clear drop of lubricant slid down from the slit.
Stan used his grip on Sue's hair to pull her head toward his groin. He aimed his cock at her mouth, and his guts knotted with anticipation. He had this woman totally at his mercy, and she was going to suck his cock until his balls were empty. And, from the look on her face, she was going to enjoy it, though he doubted that she would admit it.
"Suck it," he ordered softly.
The hot knob seared Sue's lips.
"Suck it!" Stan said more sharply.
Sue opened her lips, felt the head of the lifeguard's cock enter her mouth, and closed her lips around the heavy, hot cylinder of male meat. Her tongue automatically curled around the rounded cone of his glans and her nose was filled with the stench of his secretions. Her mouth was flooded with the metallic saltiness of his lubricant. Her stomach knotted in rebellion, while her cunt contracted and wept with desire for what her other end was getting. Sue's breasts brushed Stan's hairy legs, making her nipples burn with passion.
Stan felt a hot tremor roar the length of his prick at the first touch of Sue's tongue. He stared down hungrily at the redhead as she took his cock between her dainty lips, bathed it with her velvet tongue. He wished he could see more of her face as she sucked his cock, so he could see that white tower of gristle driving into her high-class mouth. From the looks of her tits, the way they were jutting out eagerly, she was really enjoying this.
Sue was enjoying it, but she would never admit it to this foul animal. She and Jerry, when first married, had been very conventional and conservative in their lovemaking. But later they had begun experimenting. This was one of the things they had tried. But, for some reason, he had never let her finish him off this way. Always it had been only a prelude to fucking, and not an end in itself.
Sue knew that this time, with Stan, that was not going to be the case. She was quite certain he was determined to unload his cum right into her mouth. That was why her stomach was rebelling. If Jerry had asked her, she would probably have done it willingly, out of love for him. It would have been of her own free choice. But the bastard that was forcing her to suck his cock would give her no choice.
"Take more of it," Stan ordered, pulling her head forward, forcing another inch and a half of his prick into her mouth. "More of it, dammit!"
So Sue took more of it, and cursed the searing lust that was blazing in her guts. She tried to tell herself that she was hating this vile, disgusting act. But her primitive animal lust would not be denied. While her mind was rebelling against the act; her body was relishing it, loving it, boiling over from the act. She could feel that her crotch was wet, flowing with juices, pouring them into the thick red patch of her bush. She was kneeling with her naked thighs pressed tight together, and they were squirming, stimulating the silken flesh sensuously. With her free hand, she dug into the upper end of her slit, seeking the bud of her clitoris. Finally she had to part her thighs, slightly so she could reach her goal, and she knew that Stan knew what she was doing, could see her masturbating.
Sue wanted to cry, but she was so aroused she couldn't. Only her pussy was weeping, arid that was from excitement, not misery. She drove her head forward, taking Stan's cock further and further into her mouth. She felt the rubbery head bump against her soft palate and press down on the base of her tongue like an obscene tongue depressor. Her breath burned in her nose as she fought for air. Her mouth watered heavily because of the bulk in it, like, it was savoring a fine cut of steak, instead of live cock in a perverted act.
Stan loved the feel of her mouth around his prick. He had always liked having his cock sucked. Carl like to stuff pussy with his prick. That was his bag. But Stan preferred the feel of a velvety tongue against the underside of his prick. He liked to have pretty lips wrapped around his shaft. It was a real pleasure to teach the young girls around the pool how to really satisfy a man. And it was pure joy to humiliate these over privileged broads by getting them down on their knees in front of him.
When Carl had told him about Sue Anderson, Stan's cock had jumped like a hungry fish leaping for a fly. Carl's description of the full bodied redhead had left nothing to the imagination. And it had given Stan the single clue he had needed to gain her not-so-willing cooperation. Stan had known right away what he was going to get from this red-haired bitch. Like Carl, Stan had watched and watched, mentally stripping the suit off Sue again and again. Well, here she was, naked as the day she was born, on her knees in front of him, taking his prick in her hungry mouth.
"Suck it," Stan whispered softly, even though there was no longer any need to give Sue orders or instructions. He guided her head back and forth, back and forth, in a steady fucking motion. His hips moved in opposition, thrusting his prick deep into her sucking mouth, then withdrawing it almost all the way but not quite, then thrusting it back in until it hit the back of her throat.
She was burning up as she took his cock in her mouth. Her entire lush body was knotted and writhing as she sucked and sucked on the tower of gristle between her jaws. The head poked and jabbed the back of her throat with every thrust of Stan's hip. Then the hot meat would slide out from between her lips until they slipped into the groove just behind the bulb of his cock. The pip of Stan's fingers in her long red hair was painful, but only added to her excitement, since it made her feel she was being forced. She had never been forced to have any kind of sex, until Carl had ravished her in the shower a week before. Now she was being forced to commit thin degrading act, and the fact that she was being forced seemed to increase her disgusting, perverted excitement.
She wanted more. She wanted over and more of that hot cock in her. She rammed her heed down on it. She slammed it down her throat, ignoring the gagging this triggered. Tears streaked her cheeks, but they weren't real tears of misery, they were tears of lust and pension. Her chin slick and cold with spitting, she pumped and pumped her mouth on his cock. She swallowed wave after wave of saliva. She reached up and fondled Stan's heavy balls and felt them draw up tight against his body. She felt his muscles contract, and redoubled her efforts.
Then, as his hips hammered forward one more time, harder than ever, terror struck her. God, what was she doing? What was about to happen?
Too late, she tried to draw back. She tried to escape the blasts she knew were coming. But Stan had anticipated that. They always did that the first time. They always tried to escape having their mouths and bellies filled with his cum. But he never let them. He knew, once they had tasted cum they would come back for it, time after time. His thick fluid was like nectar to them. This mature broad was no different from the young little cunts he usually indoctrinated.
He rammed his ready-to-erupt cock deep into Sue's mouth, and held her head and drove against her with his hips.
Sue's eyes bugged with horror, but she was helplessly trapped by his ruthless grip on her hair. She felt a tremor run the length of his cock, and suddenly her mouth was flooded with the taste and scent of semen. Her head was swimming in the stench. Thick, gooey fluid spurted into her mouth, poured down her throat in cummy waves.
And her own body reacted like a fire that has had gasoline thrown on it. Flames roared through her, flames of a stupendous orgasm. Her thighs slammed shut on the hand in her pussy, and her vagina contracted and pulsed around the fingers she had crammed deep into it. Every fiber of her body was blazing with her coming as she took what felt like gallons of steaming semen down her throat and into her stomach.
"Mmmmrrrggghhh," she gurgled around the prick jammed into her throat. She wrapped one arm around Stan's muscular, hairy thighs and hauled him tight against her passion-twisted body.
She swallowed, and swallowed and swallowed, ingesting the copious waves of cum and saliva, and sucked and sucked to draw the last lingering dribbles of fluid from the cock in her mouth.
Stan ached with the delicious ache of drained balls. His head tipped back, he savored the exquisite agony of total sexual satisfaction. He loved having the last of his semen actually sucked out of his cock. Then he let go of the woman kneeling in front of him.
Sue spat the shrinking prick out of her mouth, and leaned weakly against the lifeguard. She still had her arm wrapped around his legs, or otherwise she probably would have fallen flat on her face. Her stomach burned with its load of cum, and her mouth and nose were still engulfed in the clinging taste and smell of semen. Her body was racked with ferocious shivers that she fought to control but couldn't.
At last she shoved away from Stan, hauled herself up and collapsed wearily on the bench at the back of the cubicle. She slumped, her arms on her knees, her head hanging. Her legs were sprawled open vulgarly as she stared at the floor. A drop of spit and cum spattered to the floor from her chin, forming a thick starburst spot in front of her eyes.
Insolently, Stan took a towel off one of the hooks and used it to wipe the saliva and cum off his prick and dry his black pubic bush. Then he tossed the towel aside.
"Thanks," he snorted as he picked up his jock strap.
Sue watched dully as he fucked his flaccid tool into the cup of his supporter. "Thanks?" she repeated.
"For the blow job," he explained.
"Bastard. Get out of here."
"Sure," Stan agreed easily, pulling on his swim suit.
"Don't you ever bother me again," she warned, her tone deadly.
"See you around the pool, Mrs. Anderson," he replied, letting himself out.
When he was gone, Sue reached blindly for a towel. Just as she was about to wipe her face, she smelled his semen on it. Furious, she hurled it against the wall. Then she put her face, still cum and saliva sticky, into her hands. She wanted to cry, but couldn't. She was too sick and drained.
"God, Jerry, what could I do?" she wailed softly. "What could I do?"
Then she felt a twinge of anger. If Jerry had been performing his "husbandly duties" maybe she wouldn't have enjoyed the vile act with Stan so damn much.
Wrapping herself in a towel, she went to take a second shower.



CHAPTER FIVE


For the first time in his life, Jerry had called in sick when he wasn't physically ill. And he had lied to Sue. That lie, the first blatant falsehood he had ever told her, for some reason lay as heavy on his soul as his infidelities. He had told Sue he was taking the day off because things were slack at the office. He had told Diane that he had the flu.
He was sick, he decided, sick in the head.
Mechanically, he called, "Ready about!" to Cherry Kelly, then: "Hard a-lee!" as he put the tiller over. He hardly saw the girl as she scampered from one side of the boat to the other, a flailing windmill of tanned arms and legs. Then she tightened the jib sheet for the opposite tack.
The unseasonably warm weather was still holding. Jerry was trying to pick his brain apart as he adjusted the main sheet.
Now, clear of the harbor with its clutter of boats and buoys, Jerry was free to concentrate on his problems. Why, after all these years of marriage, had he suddenly started cheating on Sue? Why would any man in his right mind want to cheat on her? Did he, in fact, want to cheat on her? Or was it something beyond his control?
Jerry shook his head, letting the bow of the boat fall off the wind slightly without even thinking about it. Jerry did not believe in being "out of control" of anything, himself included. He had always believed he controlled his actions and his destiny. He would not have been so successful if he had believed otherwise.
Then why was he cheating on Sue? God knew, she was enough woman for ten men. She was built like a brick shithouse. She was beautiful, in face, body and spirit. She was faithful to him. She had borne his children. By any standard he could think of, she was a desirable woman.
But he had not felt any physical desire for her in months. Why not? Obviously, he was not impotent. Obviously, he had not lost his sex drive.
Jerry felt Cherry's innocent gray eyes on him and grinned reassuringly at her. She was a cherub, with tousled, unruly sandy hair, a freckled and peeling nose, and a wide, innocent, bright smile. She loved the water and sailing and life with the total innocence of youth. Jerry felt safe from assault from her, unlike the way he would have felt had Cindy Peters been crewing for him. But of course, Cindy had seemed innocent and sweet too, until she had seduced him.
And, Jerry reflected, Cindy had seduced him with an ease that was frightening. So had Diane for that matter.
But why? That was the real question. What had suddenly made him such easy prey for them? And why was he not interested in Sue?
"Where we headed, Cap'n?" Cherry asked, breaking his train of thought.
Jerry surveyed the empty sound before looking at her. "Doesn't make much difference to me," he answered. He noticed she had unfastened the strap of her suit and that the top of it was revealing a startling expanse of her upper chest. Even though she had little in the way of breasts, he found something about her display arousing.
"How about Execution Rocks?" Cherry asked, pointing.
Jerry swore silently at himself. When she had stretched her arm out to point toward Execution Rocks, still another fraction of an inch of her tit had been revealed. It was a soft shy mound that a weightlifter's pectoral muscle would have put to shame. Only it was breast, not muscle, that's what made the difference.
He wrenched his mind back to her question. "That's pretty far," he pointed out. "Think the breeze will hold?" Suddenly he did not want to be becalmed with her.
Cherry surveyed the sky and water with a practiced eye, reached up and scratched her head, tousling her hair. The motion made the top of her suit slip still lower. Without seeming to think about it, she tugged it back up. "Might hold, might not. Let's give it a try anyway."
Jerry agreed, against his better judgment, then wondered why he had. He was the skipper; he didn't have to take his crews suggestions. Somehow, he knew the wind was not going to hold. He knew they'd be stranded in the middle of the sound.
But be was not about to turn back. He told himself it was because as captain, he had to appear sure of himself. But that certainly wasn't the reason his pulse raced every time he looked at Cherry Kelly's long tan legs, or the way her suit top kept slipping down, only to be tugged back-up again. He didn't know if anything was going to happen with her, and intellectually, he hoped nothing would. But his mating instincts were heading him in exactly the opposite direction.
He focused his gaze on the distant dark spot of Execution Rocks. Legend had it that pirates had been executed there by chaining them to the rocks at low tide and letting the rising water drown them. Jerry thought it more likely they had gotten the name because of the many ships that had been executed on them before the lighthouse had been built.
"Want an apple, Cap'n?" Cherry asked.
Damn her! Jerry thought, his lust roaring as he stared down the front of her suit as she bent over her lunch bag. "No, thanks," he replied with some difficulty. Engraved in his mind was the view he had gotten of her very young breasts and their tiny, hard, pointed nipples.
She seemed totally unaware of the view she had given him. After closing the bag, she leaned back and bit into an apple, glancing occasionally at the sails, then studying her toes as she wriggled them in the warm sun.
The breeze was dying. The mainsail was beginning to sag more and more heavily. When the boat rolled on the gentle swell, the boom started to swing in, instead of being held out over the water by the wind filling the sail.
"Let's shift over to the lee side," Jerry suggested. "Try to keep the sails set that way."
That was standard sailing procedure. Their weight on the lee side of the little boat would give it enough of a list to keep the boom from swinging loosely. Jerry moved toward the bow, closer to his crew member, which wasn't standard sailing procedure. He told himself it was for better weight distribution in the light breeze. He noticed that Cherry's suit top had slipped again, revealing the shallow valley between her developing breasts. He wondered how close she was to actually exposing her little nipples.
"Wind's dying," he said stupidly.
He stretched his arm along the rail behind her.
"Looks like we'll be stuck out here quite a while. I haven't seen any motor boats that might give us a tow."
"I'm in no hurry," Cherry noted calmly, delicately scratching an itch high on the inside of one of her slender, tan thighs.
Jerry noticed that the skin of her leg was sprinkled with golden hairs. Evidently she had not started shaving her legs.
"You have very pretty legs," he complimented her awkwardly.
"Think so? I think they're too bony. I've got knobby knees, too."
Jerry's forearm brushed her hair as he reached across her, touched her knee, then squeezed it. "Nonsense." He wondered what kind of a lecher he was becoming as he let his fingers trail up her hot, smooth thigh a few inches.
He was relieved that Cherry let the intimacy pus without complaint. He settled his arm behind her again, let it touch her back, then curled it slightly. His hand touched her sun-hot, tanned and freckled shoulder. When she moved gently in his direction, his heart began hammering.
"You think I'm pretty, Cap'n?" Cherry asked.
"Yes," Jerry answered. Then, after a moment of thought, he added, "I think you're cute."
"Not 'cute', 'pretty'," Cherry corrected. "Ick! I hate the word 'cute'."
"I think you will be very pretty," Jerry temporized.
"I think I'm skinny," Cherry noted sourly.
"Slender, not skinny." Bending his elbow, Jerry combed his fingers through her straight sandy hair. "You've got nice hair."
"Totally unmanageable," Cherry argued. "It's like string. Like a mop!"
"It's just dry because you spend so much time in the sun and out here on the water," Jerry told her, still stroking her light-brown tresses.
Cherry leaned her head back. "That feels real nice," she purred. "Don't stop."
Jerry felt as if his insides were being shredded. There was a bitter taste in his mouth as he thought about what he was doing. But some irresistible force seemed to be driving him on and on and on. It was insane – it was criminal!
Gently, he guided Cherry's head over until it rested against his shoulder. He tickled his hand through her hair, around the curve of one small ear. She squirmed sideways until her legs were stretched diagonally across the cockpit. She rubbed her thighs together in a languidly sexy motion far beyond her years.
"Gee, it's a beautiful day," Cherry sighed softly. "Hot, though."
Actually, it was not as hot as it had been when Jerry had been out with Cindy. He felt hotter, though.
The boat was absolutely becalmed. It was barely moving on the heavy, oily swells that always stirred the sound. The rigging creaked softly with each gentle roll. That was the only sound.
Jerry let his hand slide down Cherry's soft cheek to her throat, then lower. Looking down, he could see she had startlingly long, dark eyelashes. He wondered if her eyes were closed. Somehow, he had the feeling that they were. He could also see that tantalizing hint of a valley between her breasts. He was almost sure the rise and fall of her small chest was speeding as he gently rubbed her soft, tender skin.
As he slid his hand slowly lower and lower on her chest, he felt his own chest burning with anticipation. He kept waiting for her to twist out from under his arm, to struggle away from him. But there was no protest, no attempt to distract him. But there was a subtle, definite tension in the slender body backed up against him. She hadn't fallen asleep.
Jerry cursed himself, and then Cherry. She couldn't be as naive and innocent as she seemed. She had to have some idea of what he was doing, what he was heading toward. The girl was not an idiot, after all. Why didn't she do something to keep him from going any farther?
He could feel, now, the soft layer of breast tissue that was developing over her pectoral muscle. His fingertips skirted the edge of her suit as he moved his hand across her chest. He was brushing her skin just below the line of her tan – he had the feeling he was already on forbidden territory, only she was not forbidding it.
How far was she going to let him go? Did she realize that there was a point beyond which it would be damn near impossible for him to stop?
Jerry was simultaneously praying for her to stop him before he went too far, and praying that she wouldn't stop him. He knew he couldn't stop himself. His cock was an aching iron bar crammed into his pants.
Gingerly, he eased his fingers lower. Delicately, he moved just the very tips under her suit. The pulse in her throat quickened visibly, as did the rise and fall of her chest. She knew what he was doing, all right. She knew perfectly well what he was doing.
And she was not going to stop him, damn her. She was not going to stop him!
Jerry slid his hand inside the top of her suit. Slowly, he moved his fingers over the swelling of her breast. He felt a stiff, hard bump between his second and third fingers, and pinched it gently. Releasing her nipple, he slid his hand across her chest to her other breast and cupped it firmly but gently. He pressed it against her. His throat knotted with excitement. Cherry's little mound was so unlike a mature woman's breast. It was firm, yet soft, and he could feel the muscle underneath. The nipple was smaller and harder and hungrier than a mature one.
"Mmmmmm," Cherry purred very softly. She was glad Jerry was moving so slowly and so cautiously. This way she was able to savor every nuance. His body was hard and hot behind her, his hand rough, yet tender, on her breasts. She felt like she was burning up inside. It all felt so hot and so wonderful. Something really neat was happening down between her legs, where the crotch of her suit was bunched up. She felt like she was swelling down there, and melting and getting wet, all at the same time. She touched his leg above his knee, and slid her hand slowly higher, feeling how hard and strong his thigh was. She put her arm on his thigh, and felt a heavy, hard, hot ridge. The thought of what she was feeling made her tremble slightly with fear. But the fear also increased the thrill. Her heart began to pound harder and it was suddenly difficult to breathe.
Perversely, the long shaft of polished wood swung clear across the cockpit, catching her eye, cluing her in instantly that he had let go of it, that he was about to do something with his other hand.
It was almost as if she understood. She shifted slightly, and he was able to touch her zipper. Awkwardly, he freed the little metal tab and eased it down her back. He felt her suit loosen, and glanced down. The breath caught in his throat. Her breasts, one covered by his huge, hairy hand, the other a shy little hill with a dart-like pink tip, were no longer covered by her suit.
The zipper was down all the way now, and only Cherry's reclining position kept her stomach covered. The moment she sat up the suit would fall clear away from her. He felt her move her head so she could peer down along her body. He knew that she knew what he could see. Then she squirmed back against him firmly.
Using the back of the hand he had inside her suit top, he folded the top of her suit forward and down, baring her tender, pink and white chest and stomach to the hot sun.
Then he stroked his fingers over her tummy. He felt her cool flesh shiver under his touch.
She was skinny. Judy, at this age, had been chubby, with baby fat and a rounded tummy. Cherry was lean and angular. Her belly button was a bump, rather than a hollow. He could see the line marking the end of her rib cage, the ripples of her lower ribs before the growing swell of her breasts covered them. Her skin was flawless; pale. Evidently, Cherry always wore one-piece suits. He wondered why.
The feel of hot, stinging sun on her breasts and stomach was a new one to Cherry. So was the feeling of warm air brushing her bare skin, and the heavy, hard arm around her. She stroked his strong, hairy forearm with her fingers as he stroked her naked stomach. Her muscles shivered and wriggled like happy little animals. Suddenly, she wanted to be naked, completely naked. She had to be rid of her suit entirely.
Letting go of Jerry's arm, she tugged and pulled at the too-small suit where it clung to her hips. Lifting her seat, she shoved and wrestled her suit down, baring her tummy, and then her crotch to his view. She shoved the suit down her skinny brown legs and kicked it away impatiently.
Naked, she lay back against him, feeling warm air touching her front, the hard wood touching her naked back and bottom.
When the young girl had at first reached for her suit, Jerry had been sure she was going to yank it back up and move away from him. When she began pushing it down with an almost desperate haste, his relief and surging lust combined had almost blinded him. He had watched, fascinated, as she had bared more and more pale skin. The expanse from her belly button downward seemed endless. And then there had been the crease of her slit, the barely perceptible bulge of her vulva.
Jerry stifled a groan of ecstasy. His body was a seething knot of lust. He hated himself for the pure, animal desire he felt for Cherry. But he knew that he had to have her. He was going to plunge his monstrous, brutal cock into her delicate cunt. If she didn't want him to she should have stopped him long ago.
He slid his hand downward, below her navel, down over that incredible expanse of pale skin, until his fingertip touched her crevice. Her legs were premed tight together. His light touch opened her. Her legs slid slowly apart, revealing more and more of her slit, nestled demurely between her tanned thighs.
Tenderly, he slid his hand down to cup her soft, yielding flesh. Slowly, he eased his longest finger into her crack and was amazed to discover a hot swamp of wet, slippery flesh. She was as soggy as an experienced woman after an hour of foreplay! He found, partially barring the entrance to her innermost recesses, the barrier he expected. He pressed past it, and heard her suck in her breath, and froze.
"No, don't stop," she whispered urgently. "Don't stop now." Her hips twisted and lifted in hungry invitation. "Aanhhhh… aaaahhhhh!"
Jerry couldn't tell if her breathy grunts were from pain or pleasure. Then her insistent grip on his wrist urged him deeper into her tight, wet hole.
"Anaahhh… aaahhhh," Cherry sighed, a long, slow sigh of contentment. She had his finger all the way in her pussy!
Then, one finger was not enough. Stiffening against the anticipated pain, she took a second finger and guided it to her vaginal opening. He shoved it in, first stretching, then shredding her hymen. Her body knotted with pain. But she knew it would not last long, and that the pleasure would. She clung to his hand and his arm as she savored the unfamiliar ache and feeling of fullness his big fingers gave her.
Then, the pleasure slowly fried and she relaxed, limp and drained.
Jerry was a tangled knot of frustration, fear, and amazement. His fingers were still sunk in her dripping, tight cunt. His cock was a burning, aching ingot. He knew he had hurt her, but he had not done anything she hadn't asked for.
He had to have her, he just had to have her the way he wanted to have her. His hand had prepared the way for his prick. He had to get his cock into her fantastically tight little cunt.
Drawing his fingers out of her, he got up. She lay back on the seat lazily. He stood over her, staring down at her very young, naked body. She had one leg up on the seat, the other down on the floor. Her crotch was wide open to him. Her breasts were flattened, almost invisible. Her small nipples were sharp, dark points on the tiny mounds.
She was looking up at him, her eyes slitted against the glare of the sun. As he loomed over her, her gamin face glowed with lust. Her obvious passion was a jarring note when contrasted with the purity of her cunt.
Jerry ripped his shirt off over his head and unfastened his belt. He ran his zipper down and shoved his pants off, stepping out of them and his canvas deck shoes at the same time. Then he hauled his shorts down, baring his huge, iron-hard cock.
Fear showed on Cherry's face at the sight of his terrible male instrument. Fear, and anticipation. She was terrified at the size of his monster cock, but she had to have it. If two fingers could feel so good inside her, think bow that huge cylinder of hot flesh would feel.
Jerry saw her fear. He was jolted by the way the sight of her fear stimulated his already ferocious lust. The flash of terror in Cherry's eyes increased his determination to plunge his cock into her vulnerable young body.
It wasn't the first time Jerry had had a virgin.
Sue had been a virgin. But, since he, too, had been a virgin, it hadn't been much of a thrill. They had had each other, and neither had felt a great deal of satisfaction in the fumbling act. Only later, after months of experience with each other, had they found real ecstasy in their coupling.
Cherry, on the other hand – spread naked and timid and inviting on the seat of the sailboat – was new and exciting. He had to have her.
Silently, Jerry lowered himself to the seat. The seat was narrow, designed for sitting, not for fucking. She spread her thighs wider, lifting the leg from foot over the side.
Jetty used himself down carefully, afraid his bulk would crush her. She was tiny, and she was young, and he had no right to be doing what he was doing, but he couldn't control himself.
Reaching don, he fitted the tip of his huge prick into her diminutive cunt. Carefully, he forced the monster head of his cock into her. Then he paused. She was tight, and small, unbelievably small. He was afraid he would tear her wide open if he wait through with this. For a moment, he hesitated as fear and need battled in him.
"Yeah," Cherry chirped from under him. "Come on, Cap'n, come on. Give it to me. Give it to me! Give it to me!" She pulled on his hips, urging him into her. "Aah!" she moaned. "Don't stop. God! Don't ever stop again!"
Her tight, virgin cunt clung to the head of his prick like a surgeon's glow. He felt her shredded hymen slide past the head of his cock.
"Ow!" Cherry moaned as searing pain tore through her. But she had expected it. It didn't frighten her. She dug her fingers into Jerry's muscular shoulders to keep him from halting his drive into her.
Cherry's moan of pain was not about to stop Jerry at this point. There was no way in the world he could have stopped. He had to get his prick clear into that tight hole. He had to ram as much of his monster cock into this girl as she could take. His hips surged forward and he screwed another inch of his prick into her.
"Aaaaahhhh!" Cherry sighed. "More, more!" She squirmed her skinny little body under him, her hips heaving and twisting eagerly, inviting deeper and deeper penetration.
Jerry drove still further into the dripping, gripping tunnel of her cunt. The feel of her delectably tight sheath around his flaming cock was absolutely fantastic.
"Ooh, ohhh, ohhh, God, oooohhh, God!" Cherry was chanting insanely. She felt him going into her, farther and farther and farther. He was huge, immense, and she was small, so very small. But she was taking him. Her magnificently elastic vagina was stretching and stretching and stretching. It hurt, but it was a delicious, wonderful, filling, satisfying hurt. She was a writhing, sexy knot of ecstasy. She had never dreamed that such incredible pleasure was possible. She had played with herself, had wriggled one of her skinny little fingers up inside her body. She had, discovered the secret of setting off a fiery flood of pleasure by wriggling two fingers in her hole, and massaging her clit. His two fingers in her had shown her just how much more pleasure was possible. And now, this incredible, huge cylinder of meat jamming her tight tunnel clear to the end was taking her to the absolute peak of pleasure at the bright-blue.
"Aaaaawwwww!" she cried. "Aaaaawwww!" She heaved up against Jerry's hips and felt his cock go still further into her hole. She felt so full she thought she was going to burst.
Jerry pushed his prick into her farther and farther and farther. He was getting close to coming, but he didn't want to come yet. He didn't want to spurt his semen into her until she had been racked with an orgasm of her own. She deserved at least that much from him. He paused, and let his cock become accustomed to the feel of being gripped so tightly by her virgin flesh.
"Cap'n?" Cherry whispered from underneath him.
"What?" Jerry asked.
"Don't stop now. Please, please, don't stop now."
"I couldn't now, even if I wanted to," he told her. He rammed his cock in another inch, and felt it slam against the end of her vagina. He felt her flinch.
"Ohhhh, God!" she wailed. "Awww, God, I'm dying! Awww, it's so good, soooo goooood! Do it again! Do it again!"
Jerry was not about to stop. He drew back and pounded into her again, more eagerly, less fearfully. His pubic bane pound against hers, even though he could not sink the full length of his cock into her diminutive cunt. He thrust his cock into her, drew back, and rammed into her still again.
"Aww – ohhh!" Cherry wailed. "What's happening? Aaaaiiieee!"
Jerry felt her thrashing under him as he continued to pound his cock into her tight cunt. Then the fires in his gut burst and semen sprayed from his cock deep into the bucking body under him. He pumped her full of thick cum. She was so full he felt it pressuring out of her, streaming back around his cock to pour into the crevice between them. He thrashed on her as she writhed under him. He drowned her with cum, until he was empty and aching.
Then he was panting for breath as he felt his prick starting to shrink.
"Hey, Cap'n, you're kind of heavy," Cherry panted.
With a soft groan, Jerry rolled off the girl and sat on the floor of the cockpit. He felt sick to his stomach at what he had done. He could see pink stains in the cum on his cock and in his pubic bush. He couldn't look at the girl he had just violated.
"That was some ride," Cherry marveled, still on her back. "That was one incredible ride!"
"Are you – all right?" Jerry asked.
"I never felt better, Cap'n. Never felt better in my life."
"I-I'm sorry," Jerry said miserably.
"Sorry? What for, Cap'n? I didn't get any over than I was asking for."
"Cherry, you're too young. You're just a kid. I've got a daughter older than you are."
Cherry appeared not to hear him. "Huh! I guess I'm gonna have to get a new nickname, aren't I?"
"Huh?"
"You didn't think 'Cherry' was my real flame, did you?" the girl asked, staring at him.
Jerry nodded dumbly.
"God, no!" she snorted. "I was christened Micaela, for God's sake. Micaela! After Saint Michael. I was supposed to be a boy. Up until last year, my nickname was 'Mike'. Then when I started dating, they called me 'Cherry' because I insisted on staying a virgin. Shoot, I don't like those young guys pawing me like animals. I was waiting for someone like you to come along and, do it right was all."
Jerry was stunned by her cool logic. "You mean, you planned what happened today?"
"No. It was all your idea. All I planned was a nice sail. But when you started getting all interested, I decided, what the hell, why not you?"
Jerry was trying desperately to regain his mental balance.
"I was the only virgin left in my crowd, too. Boy, am I glad to get that off my back." She giggled. "Man, when those creeps hear I've lost it, and they didn't get it, they're going to be furious."
"You're not going to tell them who did it, are you?" Jerry asked, terrified.
"Shucks no, Cap'n. Let them stew and try to guess. I'm not going to squeal on you. Hey, tell me the truth now, was I any good?"
Jerry nodded, still feeling sick. "You were good. You were very, very good."
"All right! Far out!" Cherry giggled. "Hey, wind's coming up again."
Hastily, they bath dressed and Jerry turned the boat to head back to the harbor. He tried to analyze what he had done, and why, which line of thought only increased his disgust with himself.
Why, why, why? he asked himself, over and over and over. He had no answer. And this time he couldn't even claim to have been seduced.
He felt like killing himself.



CHAPTER SIX


Sue rocked slowly in one of the big, high-backed rocking chairs on the clubhouse porch. In the deep shade of the porch, the warm day was bearable in spite of the fact that the breeze had died. She stared pensively out over the harbor at its clusters of sailboats and power craft. Jerry, out sailing with Cherry, was out of sight around the point. He had probably been near the middle of the sound when the wind died. He would be stuck out there for hours.
Sue wished she could somehow overcome her seasickness. The only seasick pills that worked made her so drowsy that she always promptly fell asleep. So, she watched from the porch. After her encounters with the lifeguards, she was not about to return to the pool.
"Good morning, Sue."
Sue jumped, startled out of her reverie. "Oh, Mr. Caldwell, good morning," she greeted the distinguished-looking man politely.
"Please, not Mr. Caldwell," he said gently. "My name is William. But if you don't call me 'Bill', I'll be driven to drink."
Sue smiled, charmed by his easy grin. "Okay, Bill, I wouldn't want your bar tab to get high on my account." She studied him admiringly. Even allowing for exaggeration, Wild Bill Caldwell's rumored wealth was impressive. He looked the part of the wealthy yachtsman. He habitually wore white trousers and a blue captain's jacket, with gold braid on the sleeves. His handsome face was tanned and wind burned, making his white handlebar mustache seem even whiter, his silver hair even more silvery. He was twice divorced, and devilishly handsome.
He could pick and choose among the women in town, and he did. But he was discreet. There were rumors of what went on aboard his yacht, but only rumors. Which, naturally, increased his attractiveness to women.
"Where's Jerry? Working?" Bill asked, crossing one leg over the other and rocking slowly.
"Playing hooky," Sue answered. "He's out there somewhere, becalmed as usual."
"I keep telling him he should get a motor boat," Bill noted. "You still get seasick?"
"Like a dog," Sue admitted. "You know Jerry will never join the ranks of the stink potters."
"You wouldn't get seasick aboard a boat like mine."
"I can get seasick in a bathtub," Sue snorted.
"Want to bet?"
Sue felt very sure of herself on such a bet. "Name your price," she said recklessly.
Bill stroked his mustache thoughtfully. "I'll bet you a bottle of champagne that if you come out with me, right now, you will not get seasick."
"Agreed," Sue said confidently. "Only you have to promise not to leave the harbor, so I can make a quick retreat when I start to turn green."
"A deal," he agreed quickly. He got up and extended one hard, tanned hand for her to shake. He used his grip on her to help her up out of her rocking chair.
Sue's spirits had been lifted by Wild Bill's interest in her. She felt a little reckless as she hurried to the dock with him. "Merci, Monsieur," she said as he helped her into the twenty-foot launch the club maintained. Deftly, the launch pilot steered through the clutter of boats in the harbor. He had barely glanced at them, had not bothered to ask their destination.
"Don't rock the boat, George," Bill cautioned. "I've got a bet on with the lady and I don't want to lose a bottle of champagne."
"Yessir," the pilot agreed, steadying the launch beside the Persephone, Caldwell's luxurious yacht.
Sue let herself be boosted aboard, then waited for her host to join her. "We'll honk if we need you," Caldwell informed George. "And if it's within the next half-hour, come quickly. It'll mean I lost my bet."
"Yessir," the pilot agreed. The launch pulled smoothly away from the big yacht.
"Come on," Bill ordered, leading the way toward the cabin.
Sue was feeling wary, but about her tendency toward seasickness, not about her host. "I think I'd be better off staying out here on deck, in the fresh air," she suggested.
"Piffle!" Bill snorted. "The cabin is air-conditioned, in the first place. And, in the second place, that's where the refreshments are, and in the third place, the seats are more comfortable."
Dubiously, Sue followed him. He unlocked the door and ushered her into a beautiful, wood paneled room. The fittings, brass and chrome, were brightly polished. The Oriental rug had a deep, rich pile.
"Please stay at the mooring," Sue called when she saw Bill head toward the controls at the end of the luxurious room.
Bill didn't touch the big spoked wheel or any of the levers, just flipped a small toggle switch. "Just starting the generator for the air-conditioning," he explained. "And then for some bubbly."
"Champagne? But I haven't won the bet yet."
"Nor will you," he retorted. "This is on the house."
"But it's only eleven o'clock in the morning," Sue protested. "And besides, champagne will make it even more likely I'll get sick."
"It's seven bells, nautical time. And in London, the sun is over the yardarm. Perfect time for champagne." He began opening the bottle he had produced from a concealed refrigerator. "And, if it does make you sick, you win your bet. Okay?"
Sue nodded dubiously, taking the stemmed glass of bubbling golden liquid from him. When she sipped it, bubbles went up her nose and made her sneeze.
"Gesendheit." Bill raised his glass. "A toast, to your continued good health!"
Sue found herself already needing a refill. "Is there any time limit on the bet?" she asked.
Bill slid over closer to her on the richly padded bench and refilled her glass. "I think we'll know when the time is up," he answered.
"This is really amazing," she gushed. "I mean, if I didn't know better, I'd think I was just in a very elegant apartment or something."
"You would grace any setting," Bill murmured smoothly. "Like a fine jewel cannot but improve the mast pedestrian of settings."
"Oh, Bill," Sue giggled, giddy. "I'll bet you say that to all tie girls."
"Women," Bill corrected, "and only to those who are truly deserving."
Sue felt warm, in spite of the air-conditioning. Bill's finger trailed a tickling, exciting line down the side of her throat, making her twist her head nervously. For a moment, she debated retreating from his suggestive touch but it felt so good. And Bill was, after all, a good friend of Jerry's, so what could possibly happen? She drained her glass.
"Is there any more of that delicious beverage?" she asked foggily.
"Not afraid of getting seasick?" Bill asked.
"Just trying to win my bet," she said, congratulating herself on her clever answer.
"Then I don't think I better let you have any more."
Sue snuggled against him, under his arm. "Awww," she protested softly, her head spinning delectably.
"Do you know," Bill said softly, "that I have always admired your eyes?"
"My eyes?" Sue gurgled, strangely pleased. She looked at him, and blinked theatrically.
"Such a perfect shade of green," he said, stroking her cheek softly. "Like emeralds."
"Yours are very blue," Sue announced. "I didn't know your eyes were so blue. Like-like…"
"Sapphires?" Bill suggested.
"Uhm-hmmmm." Sue's answer trailed off in a purr of surprise and pleasure as Bill leaned forward and kissed her lips, softly. The kiss was incredibly exciting. Her pulse raced.
She moved away until he placed his arm behind her shoulders and stopped her. "Oh, my," she sighed, boiling and just a little afraid.
Bill kissed her again, and her fear was blotted out by a volcanic blast of passion. As she kissed him back, her body melted and sagged against him. His tongue pried between her lips and she tasted champagne and tobacco. Her excitement boiled up and up and up as his tongue explored her mouth, an insolent, intimate probe that made her head swim.
Suddenly aware of what she was doing, Sue stiffened, pushed away and broke the kiss. "Hey! Wow! That was a bit much! Don't you think?"
Bill simply smiled, and moved in on her. "Hardly enough yet, don't you think?"
Suddenly aware again of where she was, who she was with, what she was doing, Sue twisted out of his grasp and lurched to her feet, staggering slightly. "Why don't you show me the rest of your ship?" she asked, hoping to distract him.
If he was distressed by her escape, it didn't show. "By all means, but really, it's only a boat. It isn't large enough to be called a ship."
"Big enough for me," Sue countered. "What's down here?" She indicated a flight of narrow steps.
"Go ahead," he urged. "The galley, the staterooms and the heads."
Sue went down the four steep steps carefully. She was in a narrow passageway. It widened out and on the right was a compact kitchen. "That's the galley?" she asked, unsure of her nautical terminology. "What are the heads?"
"Bathrooms," Bill said drily.
"Oh." Feeling foolish, Sue whirled to head back tip to the main cabin. She had decided it was too risky to look at the staterooms. Staterooms had beds.
She ran headlong into her host, and suddenly his arms were around her again, and she was being kissed, and her good intentions were dissolving in a haze of passion. Summoning her last bit of will power, she shoved Bill away and slipped past him. "I think I feel better up in the cabin," she explained awkwardly.
"Not getting seasick, are you?" Bill asked, concerned.
"No! I mean, yes," Sue lied. "I mean, well, not really. It's just-just…"
"You're more comfortable up there," Bill filled in for her, following her up the steps. "How about a little more champagne? There's still some in the bottle."
Sue was fighting down her waves of desire. "I don't think so."
Bill was already handing her the glass. "It'll just go flat if we don't finish it off."
"Oh, all right," Sue speed, gulping it down. She stood gazing out the window at the tranquil harbor. The wine boiled through her bloodstream like sparkling fire.
"Peaceful, isn't it?" Bill observed. He took the empty glass out of Sue's unresisting fingers and set it aside. Then, from behind, he slid his arms around her. His strong, tan hands came down on her full, thrusting breasts.
Sue felt a wave of passion rush through her body. It was so nice and warm and exciting to be in a handsome mans arms. Crossing her arms, she put her hands on his, and pressed them against her breasts and leaned back against him. This man was nice, and thoughtful, and interested in her, whereas Jerry was not. It had been too long since she had had a really nice time. The two near rapes by the lifeguards didn't really count at all.
Bill was seething with desire for her. Her breasts, full and soft and warm were exquisite. He had never known champagne to fail, ever. This full-busted beauty was going to be a superb addition to his collection. He loved the feel of her lace bra, stuffed to overflowing with warm flesh.
"Oh, Bill, you are wicked," Sue purred.
Nuzzling her thick red tresses, he breathed softly into her ear. "But of course, my dear."
Sue's lust blazed higher. His breath was, like a blast of air from a bellows onto a glowing fire. She squirmed against him, rolling her full ass against the hard knot of his cock. "You devil," she groaned as her passion soared.
Bill released her breasts. She felt his fingers busy on the buttons of her sleeveless blouse, and made no move to stop him. She felt more and more of her chest being exposed as he unbuttoned her blouse. She was hot, and it was going to feel good to be free of the garment. And maybe he would put his hands back on her breasts. There would be less separating his hands from them this time, she thought vague. She leaned away from him to let him slip her blouse down her arms and off.
Bill's pulse raced at the sight of Sue's barely concealed tits. Worshipfully, he placed his hands on the full, firm, demanding thrusts of flesh that were just begging to be handled. He tantalized himself by not depriving her of that garment. Instead, he fondled and pressed and squeezed her tits through the lace, marveling at the firmness, the softness, the warmth of her flesh.
Sue's nipples ached with the desire to be free. Wasn't he ever going to let them burst out and jut into the air the way they were meant to? They actually hurt they were so impatient to be free.
Keeping one breast in captivity, Bill worked his other hand up between his chest and Sue's back. He found the hooks of her bra and worked them free, one at a time, teasing both himself and her. Then it was loose, held in place only by his hand on her heavy breast.
"Bastard!" Sue hissed, knowing what he was doing.
"You do have a way with words," he replied, insolently squeezing her full mound through her bra. "You have no idea what a pain in the ass I can be."
Sue's conscience was ineffectively nagging at her through her fog of champagne and lust. She was again in exactly the kind of situation she had been trying to avoid – submitting to some horny man. But this time it was worse. She was much more of a willing participant time than she had been with either of the lifeguards.
Then Bill Caldwell was ridding her of her bra, and his hand lifted one big breast, and a thumb brushed across her rubbery, alert nipple, and her conscience was drowned in a flood of lust. It felt so damn good to be appreciated by a suave, gentleman. Nothing else was important. All that mattered was the feel of that hard, masculine body behind her, the brass buttons on his coat digging into her bare back, the hard, strong hands toying with the soft, tender hills of her breasts, the ready cock against her ass.
"Magnificent," Bill said, weighing each of her tits carefully. Truly, the finest pair of tits he had ever had the pleasure of studying. So large, so heavy, and yet, so firm and proud they barely yielded to the pressure of gravity. He could see them reflected in tile shining metal trim, pale white globes, crowned with attentive nipples.
Her eyes closed, Sue swayed slightly under the influence of the champagne. It could have been anyone standing behind her, fondling her breasts, even Jerry. It didn't matter. It felt so good to be caressed so lovingly, so expertly.
Bill's jaw was knotted with lust. He had held himself carefully in check. But he could not keep it up. He was going to have to fuck this incredible woman, and soon. His cock felt like it was going to rupture from the pressure.
Keeping possession of a breast with one hand, he snaked the other down over the warm expanse of her smooth stomach to the top of her shorts. She made no attempt to stop him when he slipped his fingers inside the waistband, probing her warm flesh. Her stomach rippled under his fingers and he felt her suck in her gut to give him more room inside her shorts. He pushed lower. His fingertips caught in the elastic of her panties. Then he probed still lower, inside her panties. The fit of her shorts was tight, forcing his hand deep into the yielding flesh of her belly.
Then he touched it, the first hesitant wisps of stiff, kinky pubic hair. He drove his hand still farther down into her shorts, and she thrust her hips upward to improve his access to her pussy. He felt the hard arch of her pubic bone, and slipped the tip of his third finger into the steamy slit between her hairy cuntlips. Her hot, damp flesh embraced his fingertip.
"Ooohhh," Sue sighed softly. "Ohhh, that's it." It felt so good to be touched down there again. It released all the bottled-up tension she hadn't even been aware of. There was a hot, sweating feeling down in her crotch.
But he couldn't really reach her. She knew he was having to strain to even touch her cunt at all. He couldn't get his hand any farther into her shorts because they were so tight. She was going to have to help him, that was what she was going to have to do. She unsnapped the waist of her shorts, and instantly he drove his finger still further, until he touched her clitoris, slippery and sensitive in its hot nest. She sucked in her breath at the fiery blast his touch caused. Her knees were rubbery, threatening to collapse her onto the expensive rug. Spreading her feet, she lacked her knees. His touch still wasn't very good, he still couldn't reach her vagina. Anxiously, she grabbed the waistband of her shorts and pulled them open, ignoring the possibility that she was ripping or breaking the zipper.
Then her shorts were wide open, giving him complete access to her crotch. He took advantage of the opening by driving his hand lower, into the hot swamp of her cunt, and driving his longest finger deep into the dripping, sucking hole of her vagina.
"Ahhhhh," Sue moaned. It felt so nice to have something in there again. It needed something, her cunt did, even if it was only a finger. But that wasn't all it was going to get, was it? It was going to get more, it was sure to get more. What man would be satisfied with just sticking his finger into her, when he had something so much more suitable for filling her void. And Bill did have that something, she could feel it against her ass, a beautiful, heavy, demanding, hard cock.
Bill was rolling his cock against her ass, and was contemplating filling, her with his tool, though not necessarily where she expected. He was looking at the reflection of her pussy in the shining chrome in front of them, the lace of her panties, the bulge that was his hand in her crotch, the curling red hairs that escaped from her panties and curled enticingly against the milky white insides of her spread thighs. He pushed the back of his hand impatiently against her underpants, hoping she would get the idea. He was still squeezing one of her breasts, rolling and pinching her nipple.
"Aaahhh," Sue moaned again. She got the idea. He wanted her to get rid of her panties, too. Why not? He was already touching her down there, what was the sense of having panties in the way? She might as well get rid of them, too. She hooked her thumbs in the elastic on either side of his hairy wrist, and shoved her panties down. They caught on her asscheeks. Then her shorts and her underpants were in an uncomfortable tangle around her upper thighs, held there by her spread-legged pose. Impatiently, she moved her legs together, crushing Bill's hand. She shoved and wriggled, and at last her shorts and panties dropped down. She kicked out of them, and her shoes at the same time. Naked, she backed up against him, and he continued probing and stimulating her cunt with one hand, torturing her breast with his other.
He was pumping his finger in her dripping pussy, grinding his palm against her clitoris, and that was all. She wanted more, she wanted him, his cock, in her cunt.
"Stop torturing me," she whispered. She ripped his finger out of her pussy, turned inside his other arm, and pasted her naked body against his hard clothed one and began to devour him with her mouth. She clawed at him frantically. His arms were around her, his fingers digging into her naked back, then sliding down to clutch at her meaty buttocks and haul her hips in tight against him. His fingers bit into her ass, pried insolently into her crack. She loved it.
Releasing him, she backed off slightly and unknotted his ascot, then unbuttoned his jacket. He stood in front of her, grinning insolently, confidently. He barely helped her at all as she hauled his jacket, then his shirt off, baring his torso. He was tanned and lean and hard. His chest had an exciting coating of silver hair that accented his healthy tan. Sue ran her fingers through the hair, touched and circled the dark bumps of his nipples. Then she ran her hands down his flat hard stomach. What she really wanted was lower, harder, longer, stiffer.
She unbuckled his belt, unfastened and unzipped his trousers and hauled them and his shorts down together. She knelt in front of him, slipped his shoes off and dragged his pants off, without taking her eyes off what she wanted so badly. It was right in front of her nose: pale white, purple-capped, stabbing out sharply from a jet-black pubic bush that was flecked with silver. It gleamed in the sunlight pouring through the window. It was the most beautiful cock she had ever seen. It and strong, perfectly proportioned. It made her mouth water. She leaned forward, opened her lips and let it slide into her mouth, all without really even thinking about it. She bathed it with her tongue, washed it lovingly.
Standing over the lush, naked redhead, Bill looked down at her smooth, pale back admiringly, superiorly. He stroked her head gently as she sucked his cock. Her mouth felt hot and wet and loving around his prick, but this wasn't what he wanted. She was going to find out what he wanted, soon. Then she leaned back, on her haunches, and looked up at him, her lips glistening with saliva. Her arms were close together, pushing her breasts inward, making them look even bigger than they were. Down between her sleek thighs he could see the dark triangle of her auburn pubic bush.
Gently, he reached down and lifted her to her feet. Submissively, she let him guide her, not caring where he took her so long as she got what she so desperately needed. "Please, don't make me wait too long," she pleaded.
"I couldn't, even if I wanted to," he told her. "You are too desirable for me to stall. I am as impatient as you are. Hut, on the other hand, like a fine vintage wine, this must be enjoyed in the proper fashion, and not too hastily."
He guided her down the short flight of stairs to the stateroom area, then to a large stateroom in the bow. Against the forward bulkhead, centered on it, was a queen sized bed. It was covered with a fur bedspread. With a happy purr, Sue stretched out on the tickling soft fur and rolled over on her back. She displayed herself shamelessly spread her legs to reveal the scarlet wet heart of her cunt.
Overhead, the ceiling bounced her reflection back at her. A mirror showed every inch of her naked body. She spread her arms and her legs and admired the graceful pink and white symmetry of her body, the neat, dark-red patch of her pussy.
She watched in the mirror as her naked host joined her on the bed. She thought he was going to cover her with his body, and was disappointed when he didn't. Instead, he rolled her over. Then his hand was digging between her buttocks and Sue hitched her ass up, thinking he wanted to fuck her dog fashion.
The touch of a finger at her asshole sent a jolt of unexpected pleasure through her. Then he was driving, thrusting, twisting his finger into her ass. There was biting, searing pain, and undeniable, unmistakable pleasure. Her cheek on the soft, fur spread, Sue moaned from the mixture of pain and pleasure.
Kneeling beside her, Bill studied her as he drove his finger into the tight, resisting, greasy hole of her anus. He saw her face twist with pain and pleasure, saw her writhe as he bored into her rectum. She had one of the finest, firmest, whitest asses he had ever seen. He could also see her pubic curls between her spread thighs, and the dripping folds of her pussy, but they didn't interest him particularly at the moment.
Reaching behind himself with his free hand, without looking, he located the tube of lubricating jelly. He squeezed a large dollop onto the head of his cock, then squeezed a second blob in the crack of Sue's ass, just above where her anal sphincter embraced his finger.
"Ohhh, what are you doing?" Sue asked, bathed in ecstasy from the unexpected probing. She had felt something wet touch her deep in the cleft of her ass, just above her anus. She was ablaze with an unholy, earthy lust she had never felt before. She was being ripped apart by unholy ecstasy.
"Do you want me?" Bill asked softly, confidently.
"You, know I want you," Sue groaned.
"What do you want?" he asked, taunting her.
"Your cock, you bastard," she moaned into the fur spread. "I want your cock."
He twisted his finger in her hot quivering bowels. "How badly do you want my cock?" he asked.
"Aahhh," Sue groaned, overwhelmed with pleasure.
Withdrawing his finger, Bill smeared the lubricant over her asshole with gentle, tantalizing pressure. "How badly do you want my cock?" he repeated.
"Ooohhh," Sue sighed at the lost of his finger from her anus. "Don't torture me, dammit." She remained in her ass-high position on the bed.
Bill pressed the tip of his finger against her asshole, teasing her. "How badly?"
"Give it to me," she pleaded. "Give me your cock!"
Bill maintained his teasing pressure on her anus with one hand while he smeared the lubricant over his steel-hard prick with the other. "Where do you want my cock?" he asked.
"Where do you think?" Sue asked.
"You'll have to tell me," he argued. "There's more than one target, you know."
"Noooo," Sue groaned. She could not ask for that. It wasn't possible that was what he wanted.
Bill wiggled just the tip of his finger into her anus. "Where do you want it?"
"Awww, shit!" Sue cursed. His teasing, taunting finger was rhythmically pressing her anus, an irritating itch at her asshole. He knew he was driving her nuts. He knew she was going to beg for it.
"Where?" he asked softly, leaning over her, expecting her to whisper her answer.
"My ass," Sue groaned. God, she did want it there.
"Where?" he repeated, as if he hadn't heard. He loved to have then beg for it.
"Up my ass," she repeated. She was knotted with unholy, gut-wrenching duke, slobbering into the fur bedspread.
Bill knelt between her spread legs, lifted her hips a little and aimed his cock at the glistening, greasy, dark bud of her anus. He set the head of his slimy cock against that tight ring and drove against her.
"Aaawwww, Christ!" Sue moaned at the eruption of pleasure. She tried to overcome her body's instinctive resistance to the invasion. Her anus burned and itched desperately from the cock boring into it. "Aahhh, shit!" More, she wanted more.
Bill was more than happy to oblige her. He had never denied being an ass man. He had always been rather proud of the fact. He loved the feel of a tight, gripping anus around his prick. He thrust steadily, and watched as the tight muscle slowly yielded, pushing inward, then slowly stretching open as he wedged his cock in.
Sue's mouth gaped open as if she were taking a cock in her mouth, or as if she expected him to emerge from between her jaws. She was struggling to open her entire body to him. It hurt like hell, the friction and the stretching and the pressure. She had the feeling she was going to rip wide open. But it was also the most unbelievable pleasure she had ever experienced.
With her own husband, she had rejected this way of lovemaking. It had seemed too disgusting arid painful. But here, with this fiend, she was begging for it, insisting on it. She was loving feeling his heavy shaft driving her rectal sphincter open.
"Awww!" she whimpered when suddenly the ring of muscle snapped into the groove behind his glans. An electric jolt seared through her body.
Ruthlessly, Bill rammed forward, pressuring his prick slowly deeper into the tight hold of her bowels. No cunt could ever match this feeling… tight, hot, greasy, restating. It sent his lust soaring. He felt the shit being pistoned up into her by the head of his cock. He loved the sight of his pale-white staff disappearing between the pale moons of her ass. His cock was stimulated unbelievably by the clinging walls of her rectum as he powered in. Then his hips came up against the soft cushions of her ass. With a wiggle, he gained one last fraction of an inch in her guts and stopped.
"How far?" Sue asked hoarsely. "Jesus, it feels like you're all the way up to my stomach."
"All the way in," Bill informed her. He drew back, then rammed his cock back into her, and the friction almost brought him off right then and there.
"Aaaaaeeerrrr!" Sue wailed in ecstasy/agony from the searing friction, the unholy pleasure the perverted act sent roaring through her.
His fingers sunk in the soft flesh of Sue's waist, Bill steadied and guided her as he drew his cock out, then rammed it back in. He was getting close to that searing, exploding, pulsing ecstasy. He really didn't care any longer whether Sue was enjoying this or not. He had to get to his own completion, reach his own searing, pumping peak. His cock was a solid bar of pleasure from the burning grip of her anus.
Sue was becoming delirious with pleasure. It seemed to go on and on and on, forever, this wonderful feeling of cock up her ass. Her cunt was pouring out wave after wave of wits own juices, coming on emptiness. Her whole body was a searing puddle of ecstasy from the prick pistoning in her guts.
"Aaahhh, aaahhhh, I'm comingggg!" she wailed. "I'm commmmiiinnnggg!" She twisted around the pole in her guts, every muscle in her body contributing to her blazing orgasm.
Bill heaved his cock into the hot shitty tunnel again and again, harder and faster, until the searing bursts of semen could not be held back an instant longer. He blasted hot cum deep into her intestines, a sperm-laden enema spurting again and again and again until his balls were drained and empty.
Sue's pleasure faded to be gradually replaced by a deep ache in her ass, and the feeling of being terribly, terribly constipated. Then her body was crapping out Bill's shrinking cock and she slid forward and sprawled on her face on the bed. Panting, she tried to gather her scattered wits.
Finally, brutally tarn and exhausted, she rolled over, and discovered she was alone in the posh stateroom. Her clothes lay in a heap beside her on the bed, evidently put there by Bill while she was recuperating. Feeling sick and miserable, she dressed, conscious of a hot seepage of cum from her anus. Wearily, she staggered up to the main cabin after repairing the damage to her face and her hair as best she could. In the mirror in one of the minuscule heads, she looked disgustingly normal.
Without a word, Bill blasted the yacht's foghorn three long toots to summon the tug launch. "Well, was I right?"
"Right about what?" Sue asked, confused.
"Did you get seasick?" Bill asked.
She shook her head wearily. "I guess I owe you some champagne," she acknowledged.
Bill smiled insolently. "Let's just call it all even, shall we?"
They rode back to the dock in silence. Sue tried not to shift around too much on the hard seat – but sitting on her aching ass hurt, dammit. She wondered if it was really worth going on living. She had the vague feeling that suicide would somehow be letting Jerry down. It was much more fitting that she should suffer and live with her shame.



CHAPTER SEVEN


His left hand steadying the bow of the sailboat, Jerry directed the crane operator with his right, until the boat settled, still dripping, onto the canvas-padded supports of the trailer. The white flanks of the boat were dingy after a summer of use, and the dark-red anti-fouling paint on the bottom was coated with a green scum of algae.
"That's good," Jerry called after checking how the boat was resting in the cradle.
"Hey, Mr. Anderson, your crew must have left this aboard," the man that had ridden the boat aboard, throwing a scrap of cloth down to him.
Jerry grabbed the brief bikini bra out of the air and hastily wadded it up. "M-must have been my daughter. Judy," he mumbled, "Yeah, sure. Take it away, Jake, the slings are out. You're all set, Mr. Anderson."
Jerry went around and got in his car, steaming. The bra in his hand felt like a firebrand. It was not Judy's. It was Cindy's, but how it had gotten aboard his boat he couldn't imagine. He had deliberately avoided her ever since she had seduced him. She had seduced him by simply not wearing anything when she had gone swimming that day. But she hadn't come ashore half-naked, so what was half her suit doing on board?
He sure as hell couldn't explain it to Sue, and he was supposed to stop by the pool to pick her up after she cleaned out their cubicle. If he tried to put it in his pocket, that would be harder to explain than just carrying it around openly. Things had been getting a bit strained between them lately anyway.
After he perked the car and the trailer, and saw the boy he knew vaguely, a boy who had been dating Cindy recently. He asked him if Cindy was around.
"She was headed toward the Junior Yacht Club, last I saw her."
"I thought it was closed for the winter already," Jerry observed doubtfully, not wanting to be sent on a wild goose chase.
"It is, but she has a key. She said something about having lost something there."
Jerry watched the lanky youth saunter away, then headed toward the small building that was the gathering place for the teenagers. Basically, it served the same purpose, albeit non-alcoholic, that the dub bar did for the older members.
The shades were drawn. He went around to the front door. Testing it, he found it was unlocked. He went inside, squinting into the gloom.
"Cindy?" he called.
"Back here," she answered, her voice muffled. "Jerry Anderson," he called to her, walking away from the door and the comforting rectangle of light it admitted. He was a few paces across the floor when the door swung shut behind him. He whirled around, but his eyes were still not accustomed to the darkness and he couldn't see anything.
"We've been expecting you," Cindy said, bet voice suddenly quite near him.
He spun around toward the sound. "Christ, it's dark in here!" he swore. "Why don't you turn on some lights?"
"You heard the man, Caela, turn on the lights," Cindy ordered, her tone mysterious with some unreadable meaning.
"Think his heart can take it?" a girl near the door answered.
Jerry spun around, bewildered and wary. "Cherry? Is that you?"
"Not Cherry any more," she reminded him. "Caela's the name, fucking's the game!" She giggled.
"That's not very funny!" Jerry snapped. As his eyes got used to the dark, he could see a faint white shape against the wall, next to the faint rectangle of light that sneaked around the door. He didn't like the situation at all. He cursed the blackout shades on the windows. They had been installed so that movies could be shown in the large room. He estimated he was just about in the center of the thirty-foot-square room.
"What's the matter, Mr. Anderson? You ashamed of robbing the cradle?" a third girl asked. He spun to his right toward the new voice.
"Who's that?" Jerry asked sharply. He was being outmaneuvered, and he knew it.
"Pam Kelly," the other girl answered.
"Cher… I mean, Caela's sister?" Jerry asked.
"Why don't we let him see who he's got here?" Pam suggested. "Turn on the light, Caela."
"Cindy?" Caela asked.
"Let him have it," Cindy speed, her voice thick with excitement.
Every light in the roam went on at the same time. It was a bit like being struck by lightning. But the more powerful jolt came from the sight of Cindy Peters, standing in front of him, her arms folded across her midriff. She was as naked as she had been that day on his boat. The sight of those small, firm breasts, that slender, lithe body, all tan and sleek, and the timid brown wisps of her sprouting pubic bush made Jerry's cock react violently.
"Christ!" he swore stupidly.
"I see you got our invitation," Caela observed from by the light switches. Jerry whirled in her direction.
She was as naked as Cindy. She was all pink and white skin, and his eyes raked from the top of her tousled head to her dainty feet, stopping at her breasts, her immodest pussy. He gulped, gaped, unable to tear his eyes off the girl. She was standing with her feet slightly apart facing him shamelessly. One small hand was still on the light switch.
He remembered how she had felt, wrapped around his cock, taking every inch of his mature bludgeon into her immature, tight, virginal cunt. He remembered, too, how her skin had felt against his. He also remembered how Cindy had felt, and looked. The memories, along with the current reality, triggered an insane lust in him.
"Is he really as big as you said he was?" Pam Kelly asked. He whirled in her direction.
And now he had someone new to study. Pam was two years older than her sister. She also had that dramatic Irish combination of jet-black hair and perfect, pale-ivory skin. She had the bluest eyes he had ever seen. She was taller than Caela, but not as tall as Cindy. She probably weighed a fraction more than Cindy did. And she too was stark naked. She stood with her hands on her well-rounded hips, her head tilted slightly to one side, her feet spread, and studied him.
He stared at her, feeling dazed. She was the best-looking of the three girls.
Jerry turned around twice, his eyes jumping from one naked teenager to the next. None of them made any attempt to conceal any part of themselves from his intimate inspection. Desperately, he tried to control the blistering lust that was raging through him.
"I'm getting out of here," he croaked at last, backing toward the door, trying to keep his eyes on both Pam and Cindy at the same time.
"I don't think so," Caela remarked from behind him.
The sound of her voice made him jump and spin around to face her. She was standing in front of the door, her arms folded, her feet set. Her expression was a combination, of determination and excitement.
"You can't stop me," Jerry argued.
"Yes we can," Pam said confidently. He turned toward her. She had moved halfway across the bare wood floor to ward him.
"It's very simple," Cindy said, moving toward him, her arms still folded under her small, firm breasts. "If you try td leave, Pam and I disappear into the girls' room. Ten seconds after you're out the door, Caela comes running out, stark naked, screaming at the top of her lungs that she's been raped."
For a long, awful moment, Jerry's heart stopped beating entirely. When it started again, it slammed against his ribs with a pounding beat, "You're kidding!" he gasped.
"Oh no, we're not," Caela answered brightly. "I always wanted to be a streaker. Must be real exciting, running around naked."
"Kinky, but cool," Pam agreed.
"Besides," Cindy went on. "Why would you want to leave? You've already had two of us. Pam's anxious to sample that magnificent cock of yours, and Caela and I want to get in our licks at it, if you'll pardon the expression."
Jerry was surrounded by them now. As they had talked, they had all moved in on him, until they were each less than an arm's length distant. "You're crazy!" he blustered. "What if somebody comes?"
"Nobody will come," Cindy said confidently. "The clubhouse is closed for the winter, remember?"
"And the shades are down, so no one can see in," Pam pointed out.
"Darn it," Caela added.
"You'll have to pardon my sister, she's a bit of an exhibitionist," Pam noted.
"You should have seen the exhibition she put on to prove she wasn't Cherry any more," Cindy said. "She showed everyone at the party the most fantastic spread you ever saw. I swear, you could see all the way up to her cervix!"
"Yeah, and then I took on five guys, one right after the other," Caela added gleefully.
"And didn't leave anything in Jerry for me," Pam snapped. "Well, today I get first shot."
"I'm not worried," Caela replied confidently. "He's got more than enough to go around. Those five squirts together didn't add up to what he's got."
Jerry felt as if he had been pummeled. The whole scene was an erotic fantasy. It was total madness.
"That's us, sex-crazy kids," Pam agreed when he voiced his opinion. "Come on, let's see that famous cock of yours."
"Now wait a minute!" he said frantically.
"Oh, shit! Give it to him on a silver platter and he wonders what to do with it," Cindy growled. "We'll have to strip him."
Overwhelmed, outnumbered, Jerry told himself resistance was futile. He told himself he wasn't fighting because he didn't want to hurt the girls.
Cindy took his shirt off and hauled his undershirt up over his head while Pam unfastened his pants. Caela kept him off balance by wrenching off his loafers.
"Holy Cow!" Pam exclaimed when she saw his naked cock towering out from his groin like a battering ram. Leaving his pants tangled, hobbling him around the ankles, Sue touched his prick with wondering, gentle, exploring fingers.
"Cut that out!" Jerry protested, his voice cracking. His arms were trapped in his undershirt, which prevented him from pushing Pam away. Her touch sent a blistering jolt of lust roaring through his loins.
"Yum, yum, yum," Pam murmured, taking the base of his prick and steadying it.
He felt a hot, wet, velvety tongue rasp over his cock. He also felt a dribble of excitement ooze out of it. "Goddammit, cut it out," he said, very unconvincingly.
"Pick your feet up, stud," Caela ordered, pulling and tugging at his trousers.
Jerry staggered backward, bumped up against a chair and sat down abruptly. Caela jerked his feet straight out in front of him and yanked his pants off so hard his feet were warmed by the friction. Meanwhile, Cherry had trapped his arms behind him. She had pulled them behind the chair and immobilized them there somehow.
"Goddammit all to hell, let me go!" Jerry protested.
Pam ignored him. She was on her knees beside him, playing wonderingly with his huge, blood engorged cock, smearing his hot meat with his own secretions. She kept making cooing noises. The sparkling gold crucifix at her throat emphasized her nudity.
"Not so loud, stud, or you'll have the whole damn club down around our necks," Caela pointed out.
"Good!" Jerry snapped and opened his mouth to bellow.
Cindy brought her hands down over his mouth and nose with bruising force. "Are you sure you want to?" she whispered.
Jerry's bellow never materialized.
"Just think how your wife would feel," Cindy suggested softly.
Jerry thought. Communication between him and Sue had broken down completely. He had plenty to hide, and he suspected that she suspected something. Her behavior had been very strange lately.
"And besides, what's so horrible about thin?" Caela asked. "Most guys I know would give their right arm to be in your position."
Cautiously, ready to slam them back down on his mouth at any moment, Cindy lifted her hands. Jerry sucked in a welcome breath of air and closed his mouth.
"All right," he agreed softly. "You win." He wasn't quite sure whether he had lost or not.
"Me first!" Pam insisted, bouncing to her feet. Her full breasts bounced and jiggled enticingly. Jerry's cock had lost some of its rigidity during the stripping. The sight of Pam's enthusiastic nudity brought it to renewed life, and it jutted up from his lap like a pole.
Abruptly, the room that had been filled with girlish giggling and Jerry's booming protests was silent. Pam swung one leg over Jerry's lap and straddled him. Her large firm breasts, pale white, pink tipped, were just in front of his face.
Without even thinking about it, he pressed his face into those two perfumed mounds of warm flesh. Cindy had apparently tied his arms behind the chair. Leaning forward as far as he could, Jerry scrubbed his stubbly cheeks on Pam's yielding breasts, marveling at their softness, the satin texture of her skin, and the rubbery nubbins of her nipples as he brushed them. Almost by instinct, his mouth found one of those taut buds and his lips closed on it. He tweaked it with his tongue, battered it briskly.
Pam, in response, rammed her tit into his mouth. Her head tipped back, her face flushed with passion, she savored the flames the man was sending blazing through her young body. Down between her open thighs she could feel hot lubricant dripping from her pussy, then drying icily on her cuntlips. Grasping Jerry's head, she hauled his face against her breast, then shifted her torso to force him to give her two tits equal time.
Jerry's lust was soaring as he nursed on first one young tit and then another. He was vaguely aware of Cindy's and Caela's excited panting as they watched him. The knowledge that he was being watched increased his lust. Sucking one nipple deep into his mouth, he pressed and rolled it against the roof of his mouth. Pam's grip on his head tightened until he was in danger of being suffocated. Then she let him go, and he sucked in a whoosh of air.
"So big," the girl crooned, looking down as she fondled his cock. "It's sooo big. God, it's so damn big! I wonder if I can take it?"
"If I can take it, you sure can, Tunnel Cunt!" Caela snapped.
"Now what's that supposed to mean, little sister?" Pam demanded, momentarily distracted from what she was doing with Jerry's cock.
"Knock it off, you two," Cindy ordered impatiently. "We haven't got all day."
"Just so I can get some, too," Caela sniffed. "You get all the guys just because you're the pretty one."
Pam was staring at Jerry's prick as she fondled it. "You're the one who said there was plenty to go around," she pointed out. "And you're the one who had five guys the other day, remember? It wasn't me."
"Come on, Pam!" Cindy snapped.
"Okay," Pam agreed. "Here goes."
Jerry studied her face as she hesitantly impaled herself on his monster cock. She was chewing on her lower lip nervously. Beads of sweat gleamed on her smooth forehead and upper lip. Her blue eyes stared intensely down at the huge tower she was forcing up into her pussy.
He felt harsh pubic hair, then hot, wet flesh enfolded the bulbous head of his prick. Pam's full firm breasts were heaving with her excited breathing. Her nipples were even more distended and excited than they had been after he had sucked them.
"Nnnnngggghhh," she moaned softly as she worked the first inch of his prick into her channel. She seemed to be having more difficulty taking his bulk than her younger sister had. "Big," she grunted. "So big!"
Jerry was racked with uncontrollable shivers of lust as he felt more and more of his meat being wrapped in her hot, clinging folds of flesh. He writhed against whatever was holding his hands in an effort to get his arms free. He wanted to sink his hands into Pam's soft body. Suddenly, his arms pulled free of the undershirt that had been holding them. Impatiently, he flung it aside and slid his hands up between him and Pam. He closed his fingers on her thrusting tits and squeezed them.
"Yeah," Pam hissed. "Hard! Make 'em hurt!"
Jerry sank his fingers into her yielding flesh with bruising force. Pam dropped a little and took more of his massive prick into her cunt with a soft groan of pleasure.
"God! It's so damn big!" she grunted. "I'm gonna come like a sky rocket!!"
Kneeling, staring between Pam and Jerry, getting a close-up view of his cock disappearing into her sister's black-furred pussy, Caela was overwhelmed with lust. Her gamin face was shining with excitement. She licked her lips eagerly as she watched. Cindy was standing behind Jerry. She put her hands under his chin and hauled his head back. Bending down, she mashed her lips against his in a searing, driving, slurping, sucking kiss. Then she twisted her body and offered him one of her tight young tits. Jerry obliged by sucking as much of the bot mound into his mouth as he could. He was still torturing Pam's full boobs with his hands, while he savored the feeling of his cock being swathed in tight clinging flesh.
"Aaaahh!" Pam sighed, dropping the last inch with a jolt. "Awwww, God! Aaaawwww!" She was writhing in the grip of a cataclysmic orgasm, one triggered just by the penetration of his cock into her tight cunt.
"It's-it's like having a log in your guts," she hissed after her spasms faded. "I can feel it digging into the end of my vagina." She lifted and dropped. "Uuuuhhh!" she grunted.
Jerry's body was knotted with its own conflagration. Pam was rubbing his cock to the explosion point. Her breasts were in his hands, and another girl's breast was between his lips, and still a third girl, watched avidly? He was being stimulated beyond all reasonable limits. His hips heaved up off the chair and slammed his mammoth prick into its hot nest impatiently. His guts were a simmering pool of cum, ready to burst forth at any moment into Pam's sucking cunt.
"Aawwwww!" Pam grunted with every impact. "Ahhh – I'm – commmmiinnnnnggg," she wailed, her body writing and convulsing around the pole rammed into her body.
Jerry was coming. His buttocks convulsed, adding their strength to the cannon-like shots of cum his cock was blasting into Pam's writhing body. Heaving and twisting under her, he desperately emptied his balls into her eager, spuming, milking cunt.
Then Pam's orgasm died and she slumped forward against him. Jerry's climax faded and his cock began to shrivel in its hot sheath. Cindy pulled away with a sigh. Jerry had the feeling she had come, too.
"Oohhh, WOW!" Pam sighed happily. "What a cock!"
"Didn't I tell you?" Caela miffed. "Now get off, it's my turn."
Reluctantly, Pam stood up. Jerry's drained prick fell out of her cum-slippery pussy and drooped soggily over onto one of his hairy thighs. "Lot's of luck," Pam sighed, looking at the exhausted cock she was leaving behind.
"You used it all up!" Caela wailed miserably.
"Who did you think I am, Superman?" Jerry asked sardonically. "Can I get the hell out of here now?"
"Nooo!" Caela said angrily. "You've gotta do me, too. Cindy brought herself off with her hand while you chewed on her tit. I got nothing."
Jerry shook his head. "I'm sorry, but I don't think I have much to offer."
"Cindy!" Caela said desperately.
"Don't look at me," Cindy replied quickly. "I'm not satisfied with what I got."
"Well, what are we going to do about it?" Caela asked.
Jerry had the feeling that the young girl was badly spoiled. He had the urge to flip her over his knee, over his naked lap, and apply his hand to her naked bottom. The thought brought a surprising surge of excitement.
"Well," Pam observed, noticing the twitching of his cock, "he's not dead, anyway."
Jerry cursed his body for betraying him. He had thought for a moment he was going to get away. If he didn't meet Sue pretty soon, she was going to get suspicious. What if she came looking for him?
"Well, I'm so hat, I can't wait for that damned thing to revive," Caela complained.
"So, what are you going to do, use a cucumber?" Pam taunted.
"There's more than one way to milk a cow," Caela retorted. "I used to have a good time when I was still Cherry. Remember?"
Jerry tried to get control of the situation. "Look, I'm going to get out of here," he said, starting to get up.
"Siddown," Caela snapped, pushing him roughly down in the chair.
"Hey, I got the streaking assignment now!" Pam announced gleefully.
"How come?" Caela asked plaintively.
"Because, I've got a gallon of his cum swilling around in my tummy," Pam answered. "It's even dribbling out of my abused pussy." She looked at Jerry and smirked. "One false move, and I'll scream rape," she informed him. "You do exactly what we want. Or else."
Jerry wondered what kind of nutsy situation he had gotten himself into. With Cindy, it had been a gleeful sexual romp. With Cherry, now Caela, it had been gentle, passionate defloration. Now it was a sadistic gang rape. And he was the one being raped!
"Like to nibble some tender young pussy?" Caela asked with saccharine sweetness. She placed her hands on her belly, and, with her fingertips opened her cuntlips and thrust her pelvis forward. Jerry got a gut-tightening, cock-hardening view of bright, shining, pink inner membranes. His mouth watered perversely at the thought of what she was proposing.
Then the girl rocked him to his core. She turned her back on him, and asked sweetly, "Or maybe you'd rather kiss my ass?" She bent slightly and spread the cheeks to display the tight, puckered brown bud of her anus.
Jerry's mouth dried up as a surge of revulsion swept through him. He turned his head away, as the revulsion changed to sick excitement.
"Come on, Caela, do what you're going to do," Cindy urged. "We're running out of time. I want to get in my licks, too."
"There'll be plenty for two, the way I've got it planned," Caela replied. With a grace learned balancing on lurching fore decks, she hopped up onto the chair he was sitting on, her dainty bare feet on either side of his powerful, hairy thighs.
She towered over him. He looked up past her pussy, up the length of her naked torso. "All he has to do is slide his ass forward a bit and there'll be plenty of room for you," Caela pointed out.
Before Jerry could figure out what Caela had in mind, someone grabbed his ankles and pulled. His bare ass squeaked and burned as it slid across the wooden chair seat. Then his neck was on the back of the chair, and his ass was half off the seat.
"Eat!" the girl standing over him ordered, spreading her cuntlips.
Jerry's body convulsed. He could see everything she was offering him. He could see the shine of her juices on her bright-pink tissues. He could see the erect, eager knob of her clitoris under its little hood. Below that, he could see the minute opening of her urethra, then the dark cavern of her vagina.
It was all laid out before him like a photograph in a sex manual.
"Eat!" Caela insisted. She squatted, lowering her crotch to his upturned face. Jerky sealed his ups as his nose was enveloped by hot, steaming, slippery flesh. Involuntarily, his lips parted, and he stroked his tongue into the dripping valley of the girl's pussy. He bored his tongue into the sucking hole of her vagina. He was swimming in the taste of her: hot, metallic, and salty. His nose was engulfed in her smell, the musky smell of an aroused female. He worked his jaw in a chewing motion as he plumbed her oozing well. Her flavor and scent sent his lust soaring. He probed his tongue still deeper into her tight cunt, squirmed his face against her clitoris. It was not the first time he had indulged in oral sex. But Sue's pussy was all hairy, while this one was clean and fresh and free of tangling kinks and curls.
"Oh, yeah," Caela sighed ecstatically, knotting her fingers in his hair as she squatted on his face. "Oh, wow! Ooohhhh, your tongue feels sooo goooddd! Chew on me, chew on me, chew on me! Eat me up! Eat my pussy!"
Jerry needed no encouragement. His face was smeared with slick female cum as he eagerly devoured Caela's pussy. Every breath he managed to suck in was heavy with her stench, making his lust blaze higher. He slobbered into her soggy folds while, he chewed on her wet tissues. His guts were blazing with a sick excitement. He was as horny as if he had not climaxed in a month.
Increasing his soaring lust was the touch of Cindy's fingers on his stiff cock. She was holding his prick and massaging it with two fingers, just pressing the top and bottom of it and driving him mad. Then, hot, wet lips engulfed it, and Jerry felt his cockhead drool its excitement into Cindy's mouth.
She was sucking him off while he was munching on Caela's streaming cunt! He growled into Caela's dripping folds of flesh and redoubled his efforts.
"Oooohhh, yeah!" Caela wailed eagerly. She pulled his face against her pussy even harder.
Jerry urged her onward by holding on to her and sinking his fingers into her tender buttocks. He pulled, spreading the cheeks of Caela's ass as he squeezed the cheeks hard.
"Put – your – finger – up – me," Caela whispered hornily.
Jerry gulped down a new wave of cum as his brain digested her suggestion.
"Stick your finger up my ass," Caela repeated insistently. "Up my ass, up my ass, up my ass!" she chanted as she scrubbed her pussy along his face.
Jerry found her anus quickly. It was slippery with her own juices and his spit. He twisted the tip of his finger into the tight socket.
"Aaarrrrr!" Caela gargled, her fingers yanking insanely at his hair as she tried to push his head into her crotch. "Faaarrrrtttthhhheeerrr!" she yelled frantically.
Jerry drove his finger deeper, feeling her tight ring of muscle slide along it as he probed her greasy, shitty depths.
"UUUnmmppphhh!" Jerry's exclamation of surprise was smothered in Caela's moist flesh. Someone was ramming a finger up his an! His anus burned and flamed and itched with pleasure as his cock oozed still more lubricant into the hot mouth sucking it. His hips heaved upward, ramming his cock down Cindy's throat.
Pam Kelly had sunk her hand in her pussy, and was her clit. Her vagina was still oozing Jerry's turn. Her younger sister was squatting on his face, while he sank his finger in her ass. Cindy, her finger up Jerry's ass, had his cock sucked deep into her working mouth. Caela had her head tipped back. Her face was blank with lust. Cindy's face was screwed up around Jerry's monster cock. Her chin was coated with saliva. Pam began to cum, her lusty naked body knotting over the working, stirring hand in her black-bushed pussy.
"Aaahhhh, I'm cominggggg!" Caela wailed at the ceiling as the ecstasy boiled through her. She let almost her full weight rest on Jerry's face as her muscles convulsed. Her slender, almost boyish torso was arched, and thrust her breasts outward. A pink flush spread up from her pussy, out through her body, pouring cum into Jerry's mouth as she climaxed.
Jerry sucked in the thick flood of juices gulping and swallowing, he gorged himself on Caela's copious cum. And, at the same time, he rammed his cock upward, into Cindy Peters' sucking, swallowing mouth. His ass blazed from the invasion of his anus by her finger. Even as he felt Caela's anal sphincter convulsing passionately around his finger, he felt his own asshole spasming around Cindy's as he fountained thick gouts of semen down her throat.
The slender girl kneeling at Jerry's feet was writhing in the throes of an orgasm as his monster cock spouted into her mouth. She gulped and swallowed the thick cum flooding her mouth, yet some still oozed out from between her lips where they embraced the veined pole. Pearly drops of semen trickled down her chin, then dropped slowly to spatter her slender graceful thighs. She lurched as Jerry thrust his spouting cock into her face, and took more than half of his monster organ into her mouth.
Jerry's orgasm felt like pulses of white-hot lava were blasting through him. Then finally his balls were sucked dry, and the pleasure of his coming changed to pain, and his lungs began screaming for air. Yanking his finger out of Caela's asshole, he heaved her off of his face roughly. He sucked in a huge gulp of life-giving air and felt the dark curtains of unconsciousness recede.
Caela convulsed once at the brutal extraction from her anus, then balanced on her feet, standing over him weakly as her orgasm slowly faded. Her asshole was sore, and she could feel cum and spit drying on her open pussy and naked thighs.
Cindy rocked back on her heels and licked the cum and the spit off her lips and swallowed it. Her belly was a pool of hot semen, her pussy a puddle of female cum. Her cheeks were cold with drying spit and semen, and her finger felt greasy and fouled.
"We better split," Pam said reluctantly. "Come on, Caela."
In a few moments, Jerry was alone. He was still sitting on the wooden chair, still catching his breath, still naked. Weary and aching, he finally got moving and began to dress. He felt sick and disgusted with himself as he wiped Caela's cum off his face, and smelled her shit on his finger. He didn't think he would ever be horny again.
He tried to act normal as he walked down to the pool where he expected to find Sue pacing and waiting impatiently for him. He would have to tell her some lie about having trouble with the boat to explain his lateness. He dreaded having to face her.
When he got there, there was no sign of her. He wondered if she had finally left him. He was frightened. He suddenly realized he loved her and his marriage, and did not want to lose either of them. He vowed if she returned somehow he would work with her to save their marriage. How, exactly, he didn't know. He slouched down on a bench and put his face in his hands and tried to think.



CHAPTER EIGHT


In order to see them all, Sue had to rotate slowly. One of them was always behind her. Their eyes were glittering with lust. They were in Paul Caldwell's mansion, less than a block from the yacht club.
"What do you want?" she pleaded desperately.
"Strip!" Bill Caldwell ordered. The way he said it gave her cold chills.
"Now, just a…" Sue sputtered.
"Strip!" Carl Randall ordered. "Or you won't be able to show your face in this town again."
Sue whirled to face the insolent lifeguard. Her pulse quickened at the sight of his muscle-stretched shirt. "You wouldn't dare say a thing," she snapped. "It would mean your job."
"But you see," Stan Simpson said reasonably, "we don't have jobs any more. At least, not with the yacht club. We have new jobs. With Mr. Caldwell. Now, strip, Goddammit!"
"I suggest you do as we ask," Bill Caldwell said calmly. "After comparing notes with these gentlemen, I discovered we have much in common. They are my crew for my Florida trip. Carl suggested this farewell party, and I immediately agreed. It's only right that we leave you with some lasting memories of us, since it will be a year or more before we return."
"You're all insane."
"Mad about you," Bill Caldwell replied. "Now, please do start removing your clothes. And do a reasonably titillating job of it, or we'll just rip them off of you. And how would you explain that to your loving husband?"
Turning slowly, Sue saw that there was no escape, and that his threat was far from being an idle one. From the look on Stan's and Carl's faces, they were half hoping she would not do as asked.
Shaking and terrified, Sue began fumbling with the buttons of her blouse. She tried to turn her back to them, but no matter which way she turned, one of them was staring at her hungrily. She hung her head as she unfastened the button between the jutting mounds of her breasts. She wished she hadn't worn the bra she had – a white lace half-cup one that barely covered her nipples, and exposed exciting expanses of creamy flesh, and showed a deep, seductive valley.
Why hadn't Jerry been there to pick her up when he was supposed to? If he'd been there she wouldn't have been kidnapped by these animals. What had happened to Jerry, and their marriage? And why did she have to feel so hideously excited at what was happening?
Even with her head hanging, the forward thrust of her breasts as she stripped her blouse down her arms behind her was magnificent.
Carl, viewing her in semi-profile, licked his lips. Inside his tight pants his cock was hurting, it was so hard and stiff. His eyes were fastened on the barely restrained breasts of their red-haired captive. He had seen them naked before, creamy and soft, and their hard demanding nipples and he was going to see them again in a few minutes. Then he was going to drive his cock into that hot, sucking, dripping, red-bushed pussy. He was going to have that lush, rich bitch pleading for more cock and more cock, and he was going to give it to her.
Stan Simpson had been in agony from his erection. Sue saw with a jolt that Stan had taken direct steps to relieve his pain. He had opened his fly, and let his prick escape. It stabbed up through the zippered opening like a pole, pale white against his tight blue jeans, pink topped, a vulgar totem pole of lust.
Her guts knotted with shame and blistering desire, Sue turned away from Stan as she unfastened her skirt. But she knew all she was doing was teasing the wiry, black-baked lifeguard all the more. She should face him boldly, and undress as matter-of-factly as if she were at home alone.
But she couldn't. Something was forcing her to make this linger and last, and it was not shame. It was stupid feminine pride in what she had to offer. Something inside her was driving her to tease and titillate these slavering men, to build their lust to the highest peak possible.
When she let her skirt drop, she did it gracefully and easily. It slid down her long, shapely, strong legs and dropped around her ankles. She managed, as she stepped out of it, to kick off her sandals at the same time. Then, wearing only her bra and panties, she turned slowly, posing for them. Bright sunlight streamed in through the tall windows of Bill Caldwell's library, spilling over her creamy flesh, warming her on the outside as their wanton admiration was warming her on the inside. Even if her husband didn't want her, there were men in the world who did. There were men in the world who wanted her badly enough to kidnap her. So, let them admire her.
Stan Simpson had one hand wrapped around his erect cock as if he were trying to restrain it. His eyes raked from Sue's wavy red hair, down to the jutting breasts in the lacy bra, then lower, to her small waist, then to the swell of her mature hips, and the shadow of red that showed at the crotch of her panties, and then finally down her long naked legs. Standing up, Stan kicked off his loafers and stripped his t-shirt up over his head and off, baring his wiry, muscular chest. He began unfastening his pants. He was going to get first crack at the bitch this time. No seconds for him. He was going to let those other poor bastards sweat and watch while he fucked her until she begged for mercy.
Sue saw the motion out of the corner of her eye when she was facing Bill Caldwell, and whirled to see what Stan was doing. The sight of him hurriedly stripping brought a jolt of fear, and a surge of lust and pride. Poor horny bastard, couldn't restrain himself, he needed her so badly. Well, she could bend him to her will, and she was going to prove it.
"Wait!" she ordered as he started toward her. "You just wait!"
Something in her tone stopped the naked lifeguard dead in his tracks. His cock bobbed impatiently in front of him, spearing straight out from his black pubic bush. He clenched his flats in frustration, but did as she told him.
Sue reached behind herself far the hooks of her bra. She was going to prove just how desirable she was. She was going to have him crawling, and begging before she let him have her. Now she had a focus for her attention, and she used it. She watched lust and desire twist his daddy handsome face as she unhooked her bra. She held the cups over her breasts with one hand, and slid her free arm out of the strap, then reversed the procedure, and slipped her other arm out of the bra strap.
When she finally did shed the bra entirely, she gave him only a brief, tantalizing glimpse of her mammoth tits, then covered them with her hands. She massaged the full, warm mounds of flesh, and felt lust boil through her from the touch. By squeezing her tits, she was showing him just how soft and exciting they were. She saw his adam's apple bob as he swallowed. His eyes were fastened on her hands as she caressed her boobs lovingly. She rubbed her palms around an her nipples in a circular motion that made them stiffen and blaze with excitement.
Then, at last, sliding her hands down to the undersides of her breasts, she let him actually see her nipples. She lifted the exciting masses of her tits, and thumbed her nipples still higher. She let him see how her nipples stiffened and begged for more attention. She let him see the lust on her face as she played with her breasts in the center of the brightly lighted library.
She knew that her near nudity in the midst of the shelves of expensive bound books was the focal point for three pairs of eyes. Bill Caldwell and Carl Randall were getting tantalizing glimpses of her from behind. Well, their turn would come. But, right now, she was concentrating on driving Stan out of his mind with lust.
Stan was aching, rocking forward on the balls of his feet. It looked as if his cock were tugging impatiently at him. He took a short, involuntary step toward Sue as he licked his lips and watched her playing with her tits. Her thumbs snapped over the twin points of her nipples, and Stan felt an electric shock run through his body. He started to take another step toward her.
"Stop!" Sue ordered. She waved, an arm to indicate the two other men in the room, one to her right, the other to her left. "Or, do you want one of them tote first?"
Stan stopped. She had him just where she wanted him, and they both knew it. He was in her power.
Sue planted her feet wide apart, and dug her toes into the Oriental rug. She thrust her hips forward and hooked her thumbs in the waist of her panties. Slowly, tantalizingly, she pushed them lower, down over the swell of her flat, creamy belly. She exposed more and more of her soft flesh, until she felt stiff kinky pubic hair brush her thumbs.
Stan was clenching and unclenching his fists and swallowing desperately. His eyes were now fastened on her belly. He could see a few tantalizing wisp of dark red pubic hair just above the top of her panties. He could see the dark shadow of her bush between her full thighs. There, right there was his target, and she was teasingly keeping it veiled.
Sue was on fire. Her insides were quivering at the sight of the man's obvious desperate desire for her. She could feel the hot eyes of the other two men in the room on her, which increased her excitement. She felt desired. Her cunt was leaking she was getting so excited.
She slowly pushed her panties down, lower and lower and lower, exposing more and more of her pussy to Stan, more and more of her pale, round buttocks to Carl and Bill. She could feel the elastic of her panties cut into the flesh of her ass, arid knew it was showing how tender and soft and exciting she was back there. Bill was an ass man. So let him look at her ass.
Stan was a pussy man, that was obvious from his expression as she revealed her red-bushed triangle to him. Sue shoved her panties down and kicked them aside. Then, facing him, she thrust her pelvis forward and fingered her pussy as waves of excitement boiled through her. She spread her cuntlips to show the blazing, shining pink heart of her pussy.
"You want it?" she taunted him. "You want it? Is this what you want? Think you're man enough to take it?"
Suddenly there were bruising hard hands on her arms. Her hands were jerked away from her cunt. She was dragged across the room and thrown down on the piano bench.
"Let me go, you fuckers!" she screamed.
Stan grabbed her ankles while Bill and Carl held her arms, held her pinned on her back on the hard bench.
"Let me at her," Stan snarled.
He controlled her kicking easily, spread her legs wide, then folded them upward. Her pussy was a brilliant gash in her thick bush, and the tendons were standing out on the pale insides of her thighs as he held her wide open.
Carl took one of her legs and Bill the other. She was helpless, spread wide open. Fury and lust had her spitting curses at them all, her head twisting on the bench, her bright-red tresses flailing around her face like flames. Her chest heaved.
Ignoring her, Stan gripped the base of his cock and aimed its head into the brilliant, wet slash of her pussy. A lustful grimace on his darkly handsome face, he sank his cock into her with one powerful thrust.
"Aaaaaiiieeeee!" Sue shrieked with shock at the brutal assault. But it wasn't pain that wrung the cry from her, but incredible, searing pleasure at being so abruptly and completely filled with cock.
"This'll tame her," Stan growled, drawing his cock out of her dripping, burning hole and slamming it brutally into her a second time.
"Aaahhh," Sue moaned. Her thrashing lessened, and was replaced with uncontrollable quivering. "Aaahhh, that's so gooooddd! Aaahhh, fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!"
"An animal, just like all the rest," Bill Caldwell pointed out, his white mustache bristling as he smiled in triumph. "They're all animals."
Panting, Stan continued to pound his cock into her streaming cunt. Leaning over her, he drove at bet again and again and again, jolting the breath out of her with every brutal thrust. His balls were swelling as a pool of cum gathered there. He could see Sue's tits quiver at every impact, her nipples tight and hard with lust, her soft belly heaving and rolling as her muscles convulsed.
"Ahhhhhh," Sue grunted at every thrust into her body. Her thighs felt raw and battered from Stan's brutal pounding. Her pussy was swollen and sensitive from the searing friction as his cock burned past it. Her clitoris was a searing patch of agonizing pleasure. She was soaring to the jagged brink of a huge orgasm, when suddenly Stan stopped his pounding, his cock rammed completely into her belly.
"Aaahhh, nooooo!" she wailed, squirming frantically under him as she felt him squirting his thick semen into her desperately hungry cunt.
Stan was beyond caring. His hands tore at her as he tried to shove his cock completely through her. He was blocked by the bones of his pelvis grinding against hers. His prick was spurting gob after gob of semen into her. The thick fluid seared the length of his cock and spattered deep in her vagina.
"Uuuuhhhhh," the lifeguard grunted as the last of his sperm was wrung into her by his exhausted muscles.
"Nnnooo!" Sue wailed, tears streaming from her eyes as she was suddenly left gapingly empty as Stan withdrew. Abandoned by all three men, she rolled off the bench and crashed to the floor, and writhed there, helplessly on the brink of her orgasm.
"Want some cock, bitch?" Carl Randall asked.
Cock? God, yes, that was what she wanted. She couldn't stay like this, so near and yet so far from a wonderful blazing climax. Cock was what she wanted, what she had to have. Desperately, she struggled to her hands and knees, her head swinging as she sought her savior.
Carl sat slouched back in one of the plush easy chairs. He was totally naked. He held the towering staff of his prick in his hand, and was waving it gently. "There it is, bitch. Come and get it. Crawl for it – crawl!"
Whimpering in the grip of desperate carnal need, Sue crawled. Her heavy breasts swayed under her. The Oriental rug was harsh and scratchy against her knees and hands. She kept her starving green eyes focused on the pink-capped tower of salvation in Carl's lap.
Carl spread his legs as she approached him. Frantically, she clung to the edge of his chair and pulled herself up, never taking her eyes off his marvelous prick. It stood up proudly, towering over his sperm-loaded balls and their wrinkled sac.
"Aaaaahhhh!" she screamed in sudden agonizing pain as he twisted his fingers cruelly in her thick red hair.
Brutally, Carl twisted her head back so he could look at her passion-ravaged face. She blinked back the tears as she gazed up at him. "You want cock?" he asked softly. "Then suck it."
"Noooo," Sue groaned. "Noooo, not that. That's not what I want."
"Suck it, bitch!" Carl said nastily. "Then, maybe later you'll get what you want. Right now, you're going to give me what I want." He forced her head down so that she was staring at the huge jutting column of his cock. The tiny slit at the tip, just inches from her face, seemed to be gloating at her. Carl pushed her face down onto his prick.
"Suck it!" he ordered viciously.
Near tears from pain, humiliation, and searing sexual need, Sue steadied his prick with her fingers.
She licked her lips nervously, then slowly opened them to admit his hot meat. Her nose was filled with the thick, heavy scent of him.
"No teeth!" be cautioned her sharply.
Dutifully, Sue shielded her teeth with her lips then bathed the underside of his cock with her tongue as he forced her head down still further. Her mouth was filled with saliva, forcing her to swallow, forcing her to suck the meat he was shoving into her. Her throat knotted and her belly convulsed from both disgust and lust. It was so incredibly awful, this vile act with this animal. But it was so incredibly good, too! It was sending her lust soaring, making her empty cunt drool wantonly down her thighs.
The abrupt painful grip of hands around her waist would have made her lurch upward, away from Carl's cock, if it hadn't been for his unyielding grip on her hair. Someone sank strong fingers into her flesh, steadying her hips, holding her still.
If Sue's mouth had not been stuffed with cock, a deafening screech would have been wrung from her. As it was, she gurgled around the tower between her lips at the feel of something jabbing at her ass, wedging its way between her buttocks, hitting the bottom of the crevice between her cheeks, then slamming at the closed gate of her anus. Desperately, she tried to twist her pelvis to get that heavy battering ram into her, cunt, but Bill refused to let her, and kept the tip of his prick insistently on the tight bud of her asshole.
"Aaarrrgggghhhh!" Sue gargled around the cock in her mouth as she felt Bill ram his cock at her asshole.
"Shut up and suck!" Carl snarled, ramming her head down on his iron-hard cock. The head of his cock corked her throat, bruising the tender tissues there, cutting off her air.
Sue thrashed helplessly against the two men as they sought to ravish both ends at once. Her insane lust boiled higher and higher at the combined assault. She felt her anal sphincter yielding reluctantly, spreading open a millimeter at a time, to admit the knobby head of Caldwell's eager cock.
"Suck," Carl repeated, guiding her head up and down in a fucking motion, drawing his cock almost all the way out of her, then slamming it back down her throat. Frantically, Sue sucked, swallowing the flooding waves of spit that were pouring from her salivary glands. The swallowing scrubbed her tongue against the underside of his cock, stimulating him still further, drawing still more juice from his already over ready prick.
She thrashed at the searing agony in her ass. Then she lurched as her anal ring snapped into the groove behind the head of Bill's cock. Suddenly, instead of resisting, her rectum seemed almost to suck his cock into it. She felt his shaft sear through her anus and fill her rectum until his hips slammed against her cushiony ass with a jolt that rocked her clear to the top of her head. Her mouth closed tightly around Carl's oozing prick.
"Yeah," Carl whispered. His head tipped back, he grinned with pleasure as he stared at Bill Caldwell at Sue's opposite end.
Sue had the feeling the two men had planned this all out ahead. The cock in her mouth was driving halfway down her throat every time Carl slammed her face down on him. Bill Caldwell, meanwhile, was ramming his cock into her ass with heavy, powerful thrusts. Her bottom felt as if it were being ripped to bloody tatters by his brutal, unsympathetic attack.
And her lust was soaring higher and higher and higher, forcing her to suck still more eagerly on Carl's cock, and to wriggle her ass to increase the blazing agony of her buggering. Reaching back under herself with one hand, she sank her fingers deep into her streaming pussy, and ground her thumb down on her clitoris. She could actually feel Bill's cock pistoning in her ass with the fingers she had stuffed into her cunt.
Bill's prick blazed from the unbelievable friction in her anal channel. The feel of her fingers pressing his prick through the thin barrier separating her openings was all it took to trigger his orgasm. He jammed his cock into her greasy bowels and unloaded his cum in thick, powerful heaves.
Sue's mouth sucked hungrily at the cock in it, her tongue pressed the thick bar of live meat against the roof of her mouth, and suddenly Carl's prick was shivering with the recoil as thick cum rammed down her throat. She gulped and swallowed as wave after cummy wave of fluid spurted against the back of her throat and poured down into her stomach.
Sue was coming like she had never come before. She was spitted on cocks in both ends and felt like she was being turned over a blazing bed of coals as her orgasm went on and on and on. She was being flooded with male fluids, and her pussy was flooded with her own burning, sticky, slimy juices.
Then the prick in her mouth was shrinking, and she was crapping Bill Caldwell's drained and withering tool out of her ass. Bill released her hips, and Carl freed her head, and Sue tumbled to one side and sprawled helplessly on her back on the floor. As she lay there, her legs spread wide like a frog's, her pussy glaring in the heart of her auburn bush, she quivered in the grip of her dying climax.
Stan Simpson a wiping the creamy fluids of a masturbatory climax off his hand as be slouched in a chair and stared at Sue. Bill Caldwell, his prick shining with sperm, fouled from its penetration of her ass, got to his feet. Carl Randall remained in the chair, breathing hard, his cock and pubic hair soggy with cum and spit.
Sue felt like one large lake of semen. She had cum in her mouth and on her face. Cum was trickling slowly out of her stretched asshole, and drying cold and sticky on the insides of her thighs.
"Get up," Bill ordered. "Get dressed, and get out of here."
Weakly, Sue tried to obey.
"Oh, for God's sake, help her to the door!" Bill snapped. "After you get her dressed, that is."
In minutes, Sue was dressed and was being ushered to the door. She was thrust out into the bright glare of the late-afternoon sun, and staggered wearily toward the yacht club.
"Where the hell have you been?" Jerry greeted her, his tone a mixture of anger and worry.
Sue fell into his arms, and their lips met in a desperate, hungry kiss, both of them feeling a desire for the other they hadn't felt in months.
"Let's go home," Jerry suggested at last. "I think we have a few things to talk about."
Nodding, Sue snuggled in his arm as they headed for the car. She somehow knew that she had her husband back again.
Jerry felt a surge of love and desire for Sue. It was as if that one incredible afternoon with the three teenagers had burned his insane desire for sexual variety out of him. If he ever again felt the need for variety, maybe Sue could get a wig to wear…
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