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CHAPTER ONE


"You're not gonna let him fuck you, are you, Traci?"
"Emily Grabble, don't you ever say anything like that to me again!"
The lithe, young blonde tilted her chin up defiantly, staring at her good friend through narrowed eyes. She didn't like to hear that word. It made her nervous, unsettling her ordered mental image of both herself and her surrounding world. The two girls were sitting on a large multi-colored beach blanket, watching the high surf smash onto Venice Beach while the sun began to settle behind the ocean. A few male joggers trudged nearby, their heads turned toward the two attractive young women.
"I don't see why you're so bent out of shape," Emily said defensively, brushing back several strands of her black hair the wind had blown in her face. The scent of the damp, salt air was pleasant, even mildly exciting. A fine spray from the surf coated their flesh. Neither wanted to leave the beach. But the conversation had taken an uncomfortable turn for Traci. She was thinking of cutting their day short and packing up. She didn't want to hear about boys all the time, about what they did in the back seats of cars. Her mother had told her all about that. That was exactly how Traci was born and why her father left. Illegitimate! The word stung her pride even now. No, she wasn't going to get in the same position as her mother.
"I just don't like to talk about… about that sort of thing," Traci said hurriedly, her face growing tight and prim. She stared at the rolling sea, then leaned back, watching several sea gulls wheel overhead, squawking to one another in their continual search for food. The sun felt good and warm on her legs and belly. She closed her eyes and let out a long, low sigh. Why couldn't life be this simple? Why did… sex have to rear its ugly head?
"Well, you're going to have to sooner or later. It might as well be with a friend," Emily sniffed, searching in her beach bag for a mirror. "Oh God, the sun's done a number on my face! What's Billy going to think about it?" she said, her forehead wrinkled with worry. Traci watched as Emily tried smoothing back her frizzled hair, then gave up in despair.
"You're always primping. I don't see why," Traci said, shrugging as she began gathering up her belongings.
"And you're not? I see the way you try fixing yourself up whenever Greg's around," Emily countered. Traci dropped her eyes, feeling a flash of excitement rush through her pussy at the mention of the basketball player's name. Her fingers trembled slightly as she slipped a shirt over her naked shoulders. Wearing a skimpy bikini as the air chilled wasn't such a great idea.
"I… I do not…"
"Don't lie to me, Traci," Emily said, hooking onto her friend's discomfort and smiling nastily. "You keep meeting him in the halls. He likes you, Traci. Why don't you let him… go all the way. I said before you shouldn't let him fuck you. But now I'm not so sure. Maybe that'll loosen you up."
Traci flushed beet red, her eyes rounding as she stared angrily at her friend.
"And I suppose you're the great expert on the subject? How many boys have you… you fucked?"
The word rolled off her tongue, piercing the air like acid. She was surprised how her flesh shivered with excitement when she pronounced that word. Fuck. How strange a word could have that kind of power!
"That's my business… if I've fucked any, that is," Emily said cagily. "I don't see why I should tell you anything if you don't listen to my advice."
"And what's that? To wind up the town whore?" Traci retorted, almost shouting. The wind rose, blowing her hair in front of her face. The surf was rising already while thickly piled cumulus clouds scudded across the darkening sky. A thick fog promised to settle over Venice and Santa Monica soon.
"I didn't mean that," Emily said, lowering her eyes. She knew why Traci was so paranoid about sex… the whole neighborhood knew the story about her mother. But no one talked about it, everyone liking Traci's mom and her efforts at trying to build a good present and future for her daughter and herself. "I just meant that you're too uptight. Everyone can see you tensing when a guy comes near you. You have to relax, be natural. You can have fun with 'em without going all the way."
Traci sighed, rolling up her blanket and stuffing it in her bag.
"Men just want one thing," Traci retorted. "They just want to slide up between your legs. Then they'll go away and… and…" She couldn't finish. Tears started welling up in her eyes. She turned from her friend, brushing more hair from her eyes, watching the Pacific turn a dark luminous green while whitecaps began to appear out in the bay.
"I've gotta go to the john. I'll be right back," Emily said, scrambling to her feet. She knew the conversation had gone as far as it could.
Traci watched her retreating friend, then turned and resumed her contemplation of the harbor. Men, she thought gloomily. The way Emily was talking, the way she was primping, it was just as if she were getting ready to get fucked. Traci sucked in her breath in dismay at having used that dirty word again. She had promised herself never to use words like that… promised both herself and her mother.
Why can't I stop thinking those words? the girl thought in a moment of self truth, covering her face with both hands and leaning forward. It was true. For all her propriety in public Traci was feeling forces at work inside her she couldn't understand. I'm not going to give into it, Traci said, rocking back and forth in her self-imposed darkness. But how strong those forces were, making her pussy so hot and moist when she lay alone in her bed. And when Traci tried closing her eyes she thought of Greg or indeed any young man, wondering what he looked like naked, wondering what his body felt like. Her hands fluttered over her moist pussy mound then, brushing the feathery curls aside and pulling apart the swollen cuntlips. The slick clicking of her fingers rubbing in and out of her hole cut through the night air as she masturbated to relieve the pulsing tension. When she came, the feeling was frighteningly overpowering. Was that what she'd feel when she was married and her husband went to bed with her? Would it be stronger? The girl had to stuff her whitened knuckles in her mouth to keep from crying out.
"Alone?"
The sudden intrusion of a human voice in her reverie made the girl jump. Traci dropped her hands and jerked her head around.
"I… uh, no. My girlfriend's around," Traci stammered, looking around for Emily. Where was she?
"That's all right. I'll keep you company. The beach isn't too safe, especially right now."
"That's all right… I…"
But the young man wouldn't take no for an answer. Frantically Traci searched the darkening beach for her friend. But Emily still hadn't emerged from the bathroom some hundred feet away.
"Nice… nice."
Traci's scalp crinkled with terror as she folded her arms over her tits, trying to hide as much of her body as she could. Turning, the blonde teen studied the man sitting next to her. There was no doubt he was handsome, tall, someone that made heat concentrate in the furry bundle between her legs. She felt her pussy swell as his eyes narrowed, studying her as she studied him. The sounds of his breathing sent jolts of terror mixed with something like hope racing through her mind. In a perverted instant the girl wished Emily weren't coming back. The wind picked up, blowing her hair around her neck. Her flesh puckered up into goosepimples. Traci stirred, reaching in her beach bag and pulling out her towel. She draped it over her shoulders, spotting Emily now.
"Oh, there's my friend," she said. Traci felt a wave of relief rush through her mind. Further down, she wasn't so glad. Her body had seemed to melt, to deflate. Her tits lost their tingle and her cunt closed up tight under the tangled thicket of hair.
"Too bad," the young man murmured, his smile fading a little. He reached down, scratching his crotch. Traci's eyes raced to his cock in spite of her resolve to look the other way. In the dim light she could see he was well endowed, the tight-fitting material of his white bathing suit showing off his prick and balls. His black hair hung rakishly over his forehead. Scratching a neatly trimmed beard and mustache the young man tucked his legs under him and started to stand up. "Well, I'm down here on the beach a lot. Just give a whistle."
Give a whistle? Traci's face darkened. Just what kind of girl did he think she was? She wasn't the usual kind of beach bitch hanging out in Venice.
"Hi, Don. You two met?"
Emily knew him? Of course. She would. She seemed to know everyone around town.
"Yeah… kinda met," he said, his attitude a little stiff toward her. Emily looked first at one, then the other, then smirked. She knew what had probably passed. Sighing, she reassured the young man that once he got to know Traci he'd like her.
"Anyway," Emily said, picking up her things and looking uneasily at the sky, "I'm glad you're here. It's awfully dark and I don't want to walk home alone."
That was one thing Traci agreed with. She'd been hearing about all the rapes and beatings going on around Venice lately. Some girls were found tucked under the pier in the morning, their bodies beaten and actually branded! Police were baffled, warning young women not to be on the beach after dark.
"We live close to each other toward Lincoln Boulevard. Come on," Emily said, helping Traci roll up the blanket.
The blonde tried to keep her eyes from meeting Don's. She was sure he was laughing at her. They'd probably have a lot of chuckles about her stand-offish attitude after she left. Oh, how she wished she'd handled herself a little better. Don hadn't really done anything offensive. He was trying to be friendly. And certainly Traci couldn't claim she hadn't lead him on – what with her skimpy bathing suit and all. Staring at him from the corners of her eyes she studied his massive chest, his well-developed pecs, his rounded, smooth biceps and triceps. There didn't seem to be an ounce of fat on him. Curly hair covered his chest and parts of his upper arms like a carpet. Everything about him radiated masculinity. She wondered how Emily knew someone obviously much older than she.
"Where does he come from?" Traci whispered as Don moved to his blanket to pick up his things.
"Funny, I didn't seem him there. Oh, he worked with my father on a couple of construction jobs in Glendale last year. My dad likes him. He comes over a lot. Isn't he fantastic?" Emily asked, giggling while nudging her friend.
"I think he's stuck on himself," Traci sniffed, feeling a hot, tight sensation buckle the walls of her hot cunt. She wondered how he would looked naked, that hairy, muscular body wriggling over hers. It was something that took the breath from her.
"Okay, girls!"
Traci turned, but not before she looked at his crotch again. She saw the outline of his cock bulging outward against the sheer material of his bathing suit. It was obscene! Men shouldn't be allowed to wear thing silk that unless they wore jockstraps underneath. Traci thanked God it was dark. At least they wouldn't have to put up with stares from passers-by.
"Look!" Emily said.
Traci's eyes moved to the right. She saw five or sex young men in t-shirts and Levi's leaning against the front wall of John Barleycorn's, a beer biker bar on Washington and Ocean Front Walk. Both girls felt a little nervous as they passed twenty feet in front of the place. It was Don's presence, Traci was sure, that kept the men at bay. But she could feel their eyes burn through her clothing as she walked quietly with the other two. One young man she spotted was rubbing his prick, giving her a look at its long hard outline. Traci felt a double jolt hit her. Don's presence had made her jumpy. And now this animal was almost exposing himself to her. She dropped her eyes, staring at the beach, quickening her pace.
"Whew! That's a tough group there," Emily said.
"Yeah. The cops say they can't get anything on 'em. But they're sure those guys are part of the trouble around the beach," Don said, glancing back as they turned onto Venice Boulevard.
"Who are they?" Traci asked, aware of Don's lingering stare. Why was he doing this to her? Why was he purposely coming on to her when he knew she wouldn't do anything.
"They call themselves the Huns… a good name for 'em. They used to be outta Santa Rosa. They've been hanging around Venice for the past month or so. Seems like everything in California winds up in Venice sooner or later," Don said sullenly.
None of them spoke too much on the way east to Lincoln Boulevard.
"Well, someone's home. Why don't you two come in for awhile," Emily asked as they stopped in front of her home.
"I'd better not. My mom's going to be worried if I don't…" Traci began.
"Oh, Traci! Well, goodnight, Don," Emily said, hugging the big man playfully. Traci looked the other way. It was shameful the way her friend threw herself at men. If she could only see how cheap she looked doing that!
They left Emily running up the front walk. Traci felt suddenly vulnerable, alone. Of course, that was foolish. Don turned out to be a perfect gentleman, someone trusted by Emily's mother and father. Still…
"Oh!"
Traci stopped in front of her house. Every window was dark. Of course! This was Wednesday night. Her mother wouldn't be home until eleven, working late at the office. She had taken her keys, hadn't she? Desperately she searched her bag under the bright light of a streetlamp.
"Damn!"
"What's wrong?" Don asked, drawing close to her.
"My keys. I think I left my keys at home," she wailed. "Well, I guess I'll go back to Emily's. I'll wait until my mother comes home."
"Wait a sec. I'm pretty good at these sort of things," Don said.
He took her by the hand, leading the girl around to the side of the big, dark house. Traci's heart was pounding – not because they were going to break in but because Don's manner was so masterful, his grip was so sure, so firm. She watched as he studied the windows, played a little with one of them, finally jiggling one hard enough to open it.
"Come on," he whispered, half in the house, stretching out a hand to her.
Traci threw in her blanket and beach bag, following the young man in. How good it felt to be in her home, even if she had to get in through the window. It would be something she and her mother would laugh about for years to come.
"Let me get you something to drink," Traci said, throwing her articles down on the dining room floor and padding to the kitchen. Don followed, laying his things on the table.
"I think I've got some fruit juice around her somewhere," Traci said, opening the refrigerator and sticking her head in. She didn't notice at first that Don was in the kitchen. Then she felt a hand touch her ass, caressing her full, firm asscheeks. This was going too far! Whether he helped her or not, she wasn't going to put out.
"Get out!" Traci snapped, wheeling around and slamming the refrigerator door shut. The cookie jar on top wheeled around, slipping to the floor and breaking into a hundred pieces. Don's cock was hard and thick, throbbing against the white material of his suit.
"You want it," he said evenly, his eyes narrowed, his face tight and determined.
"NO! Please, no, no, no!" Traci begged, startled by her reaction to his words. He was right. She knew he was right. Her body was begging for his cockmeat.
"I saw it on the beach. If Emily hadn't come out I would've had you stretched on the beach. You want my big, fat slippery cock in your mouth. You wanna lick it off and get my cum down your throat. Go on, touch it. I ain't gonna hit you," Don said thickly.
Traci couldn't believe she was hearing him right. The words burned her brain, made her mind whirl around. He was talking like that, speaking dirty in her mother's house.
"You don't know what you're saying. Get out or I'll call the police," Traci said, starting to move toward the dining room. Don grabbed her by the waist.
"No, no, you can't," she whispered tightly.
"I can and I'm gonna. What the shit is that?" he asked, pulling away slightly. Traci heard loud barking in the backyard. Thank God, Don hadn't decided to climb the fence and try to get into the back of the house. That damned animal her mother had bought for protection was more trouble than he was worth. Traci had been against it from the start.
"Just Rex… the dog. Don't worry, he'd locked up out back. I guess my mother forgot to let him in," Traci sighed, caring nothing about the dog or her mother. She wanted Don and that was all.



CHAPTER TWO


Traci felt her body melting. There was a lush hotness spreading out from her belly down to her fat, swollen cuntlips. It seemed that only her clit and nipples were hard, itching, throbbing things driving her half mad. Don had her pressed up against the refrigerator, his hands smoothing up and down her side. At times his fingers played dangerously with the straps holding up her halter. Oh, he was touching her with his crotch, rubbing his hard cock against her pussy. Traci sucked in a shuddering breath. That pressure against the damp front of her bikini bottoms made her clit sputter. Hot streams of fuck oil oozed from her velvety moist cunt lining, wetting down the sheer material of her bikini bottoms. It clung tenaciously to her outer cuntlips, feeling sticky, uncomfortable.
"I want you, baby… want to do wild things to you. I think you feel the same way," Don said, dropping his head to the nape of her neck. He started kissing her narrow shoulders, running his tongue over her salty flesh. Traci groaned, quivering as she felt that iron-hard cock brushing against the mound between her legs. Her ass muscles tensed, flexing, moving her thighs seductively between his legs. She wanted him. Oh God, how she wanted to feel him fucking her. All her fantasies were coming out now, dancing in front of her confused mind, telling her to give in and let him fuck her. Surely her mother wouldn't be coming home for hours. That would be more than enough time for her and this stranger to fuck, to realize what potential she had burning in her pussy.
Don's lips nuzzled into her neck, his hot breath blowing through her hair. Traci felt her ear grow hot and ticklish. His breath and his words about what he was going to do to her made her shiver. Her body was alive to his slightest touch. "Baby, baby…" Don moaned.
He was moving his face over to hers, holding her by the chin. Traci closed her eyes, feeling his breath blowing over her cheeks and mouth. Then he was kissing her, pushing his tongue between her lips, wiggling it back and forth while holding her tightly with his free arm.
For a while Traci struggled against his tongue, feeling it was dirty to respond to something that exciting. But then her desires took over. She wasn't Traci, the virgin, any longer. Slowly she opened her mouth under the pressure. As his thick tongue lashed down her throat the girl felt him pulling her pussylips apart. He had his hands under her ass, working his fingers across the flesh at the edge of her bottoms. Every time he tensed his fingers and squeezed, the valley running between her legs pulled open. Before she could say anything Don wriggled two fingers under the hem of her bathing suit. As they rubbed over the silky flesh between her ass and cunt Traci started moaning. Chilly, feverish flashes drove her wild.
"I'm not gonna fuck you in here," Don said, pulling away from her.
"No… no fuck," she panted, resting her head against his chest.
"Right, no fuck. And you can't even walk," Don said, too hot to laugh.
Reaching down he scooped up the young woman and carried her back to the dining room.
"Bedroom down this way?" he asked, his breathing short and uneven.
Traci hooked her arms around his neck, opening her eyes and nodding. Oh, what was she doing? She was encouraging him, telling him where he could fuck her. Surely she should be fighting him off, screaming for the neighbors. But instead she clung helplessly to the big man, whimpering like a drowning kitten as they moved down the darkened hallway to her bedroom.
What happened next was something of a blur. Traci spotted her bedroom, remembered being carried through the doorway and laid down gently on her queen-sized bed. Don reached around and shut the door, bolting it locked before returning to her side.
"Now, baby, now for the time of you fuckin' life," Don breathed.
He settled on top of her like some sort of demon from hell out to take her soul. He was kissing her, tonguing her throat. As their hot, spit-filled mouths sucked and slurped, Traci could feel eight inches of hot cockmeat pressing against the front of her bathing suit. Only two thin pieces of material kept that thing from fucking her, from popping her cherry. Stories about all the pain and blood terrified her. Quickly she jerked her arms up, pressing her fingers against his broad chest.
"No, no!" she pleaded again, tearing her lips from his. "I… I don't want to… don't…"
But Don was too insistent, working his fingers greedily over her fat cuntlips, milking the rubbery, slick edges together. It was too much for the girl to stand. She was wondering how that cock would feel pushing inside her body. And thinking about it made her want it. Through the red hot haze filling her mind she remembered, however, her mother's threatening words. Her mother had said she'd throw Traci out if ever she discovered her daughter fooling around before she was eighteen.
"Stop it! Oh please."
But there wasn't an ounce of truth in what she was saying. Those hands on her cunt moved, squeezing her cuntlips together, rubbing the inner folds against her clit. It was something the girl had never experienced. Traci gasped, throwing her head back into the pillow, rocking her hips from side to side.
"Nice, nice and hot pussy," Don moaned.
Traci heard that word, blushed at the thought he was saying it while feeling her cunt. Creamy foam started dripping from between his fingers as he worked those cuntlips faster and faster against one another. Traci thought she was going to pass out from the excitement and the embarrassment.
"No!" she gasped frantically. Don was trying to take the bottoms of her bikini off. She pushed her ass down in the bed, her eyelids fluttering while she squirmed uneasily under him. He tugged down, but the bottoms held firm.
"Come on, baby, loosen up," Don hissed, curling his fingers into a fist and tearing down.
Traci cried out, hearing the material rip. Her cunt was naked! Then she felt the warmth of his hands again, his fingers working between her legs, finally cupping her pussy again.
"Nice pussy," he whispered, massaging it with sure, tight strokes.
In an instant the girl felt her ass push up to the beautiful squeezing sensation between her thighs. She was spread open, naked, exposed, moaning under her breath. She was on fire, her cunt running with hot fuck juice, greasing down her thighs.
"That's your cunt, baby, a nice hot cunt you've been protectin' for years. And that's the thing I'm gonna split wide open with my prick," Don whispered, kissing her passionately again. This time the big man worked a finger into her hole, scraping the sensitive, slick membranes of her cunt sheath with the tip.
"Oh God, God," she moaned.
"And now for these," Don said, rearing back his head and staring at her big tits.
"Don't!"
Don latched onto both tits and squeezed hard while moving his hands to either side of her body. Again Traci heard the tearing sound of material. He had ripped her halter to pieces, the cups falling uselessly to the mattress. She was completely stripped now.
"Wanna see me?"
"No, no!" she cried, her eyes widening as Don moved back and stood up on the bed. It was grotesque, him spread-legged in front of her, his hands pushing down his bathing suit. In the dark the girl saw something very, very long and thick springing out from his bathing suit, sticking out like a pole and bobbing up and down. His cock, the thing he was going to stick in her. Traci gasped, another flash fire starting up in her cunt.
The mattress rocked as Don stepped out of his suit and threw it to the other end of the room. Then he was back on top of her, his fingers exploring all parts of her body. Traci gasped and moaned, arching her back, wallowing her shoulders against the mattress. It was incredible! She had fantasized so many times on this bed, working her fingers through her pussy hairs, wondering what it would be like having a man fucking her. And now, in that same bed, she was going to find out!
"Ohhh!"
He was laving her tits with spit, bathing the hard, sore tips with saliva until they throbbed with wild pleasure. He used his mouth and hands well, working over her white flesh until he had the girl gasping for more. She clung to him, begging him in half completed sentences for him to fuck her.
"You want me to fuck you?" he whispered in one ear, flicking his tongue in the small channel.
"Oh yes, yes," she cried, loving the strong feeling of his chest and legs pinning her to the bed. With a sigh of pleasure the girl felt the velvety heat of his cockhead. A smear of precum dribbled from his piss-slit, wetting down her belly flesh. Daringly the girl wedged her fingers between their waists, then pulled her hand back up. There was just enough room to curl her fingers in his chest hairs. Thoughts about her mother and the morality she was abandoning fled from her mind. All she could think of was this wonderful stranger and the relief he brought to her throbbing cunt.
Don breathed harder against her. Traci felt the room spinning around faster and faster. Oh, how her cunt needed a hard, ramming cock. All these months her mind had secretly been building up to this moment. Now she was free of guilt, free of any fears. The only thing she wanted was Don's prick.
"Oh, ohhhh!"
His cockhead was rubbing life into her pussy. Traci felt the heavy juices flowing from her cunt, flooding the wide flare of his cockhead. This was all new for the young woman. Was she doing the right thing? Surely if something were wrong Don wouldn't be gasping and moaning as loudly as she was.
"Shit, baby, shit," he groaned.
"Oh fuck, fuck me."
The word she'd hated to hear before now sounded like the music of angels to her ears.
"Feel my cock, feel it," he said, shoving his hips forward. He grabbed her right hand forcing it between them once again. The girl felt something terribly hot and hard brushing against the back of her wrist. "Take it, damn you, take it," he growled.
Traci felt his hairy legs pushing between hers. As he pushed her apart, she grabbed his cock and pushed the spongy head down toward her pussy. Yes, she knew what was going to happen. This was no rape! There would be no way she could tell herself later he forced himself on her. She wanted him, wanted his cock like nothing else in the world.
"Man!"
Don shifted position, rolling his hips, shoving his prick against the top of Traci's pussy mound. His fingers tightened on her shoulders. The girl moved her hips up toward him.
"Unnghhh!"
Traci couldn't believe the torrent of electrical shock feelings coming from her cunt. His cock knob pressed directly over her clit. She sighed again, feeling the shocks seeping from that hot little spindle to all parts of her body. She rocked her thighs from side to side, directing the tip of his cock against one cuntlip, then the other. Her clit rolled under that sliding pressure, sending more heat signals to her overloaded brain. Traci grabbed at his face, pulling his head against her throat. Don responded by sucking and biting at her neck. Every nibble sent flashes of goodness to her clit.
"Oh, fuck, fuck…"
Traci whipped her thighs up and down, the springs squeaking and groaning as the girl thrashed wildly in her bed. The sheets gathered up between her thighs, working up between her dancing ass. The sounds of slick skin rubbing against slick skin filled the room, mixed with their moans. Her chest was so tight, her mouth dry as cotton. Traci's hair clung to her dampened cheeks while she clawed at Don's broad shoulders. Looking heavy-lidded up at the young stud Traci felt happiness, such a delight that she'd never felt before. The way his hairy chest rubbed over her itching nipples, the way his legs pinned hers to the sweat-stained sheets, spreading them apart while his cock rubbed teasingly over her pussymeat made the girl nearly faint with lust. Oh, how could she have thought sex was evil, bad, something to be confined only to the marriage bed? Breathing in oxygen through her flared nostrils to feed her body, Traci hunched more fiercely than before. The pressure that had begun as a whirling ball of sexual hunger in her belly was building. The blonde teen started making strangled sounds, humping up against Don, then shifting her thighs from side to side in order to feel his cock more intensely.
Traci shivered, then rocked her hips forward, sliding the greasy cunt cleft over his cockhead. She squirmed, actually trying to skewer herself onto the thick tower of prickmeat. But her body was pinned by Don's. All she could do was hope he got the signal and finally got down to fucking her.
"Unnghhh…"
Traci let out a low moan. Oh, how she wanted that cock deep in her. She needed warmth, the sensation of having another human being inside her. The girl didn't realize until now just how much she'd been missing real person-to-person contact. Her mother was so cold and reserved, chastising her for being too "friendly" with other girls and especially with boys. Now the dam broke. She was writhing like a sex fiend under the young man, feeling the wiry cockhairs tease and tickle her moist warm pussymeat. The muscles protecting her cunt mouth contracted, cramped, then relaxed again, making the same milking motion again and again as Don's cock rubbed over the slot.
"Come on, baby, come on and fuck it out. Go on, show me how fuckin' hot you are. Bet you're gonna cry when I get inside you," Don taunted.
Traci ground her teeth together, thrusting forward. She felt Don centering his cockhead over her seeping cunthole. She rubbed her nipples against him, pulling at the scratchy chest hairs with her fingers.
"Unnnooohhh…"
His cockhead worked in, spreading the elastic cuntlips apart, then stopping just inside. Don worked his hips from side to side, feeling her cunt tightening around the swollen lobes of his cockhead. Traci stiffened, her back arching slightly. She seemed to be resting only on her shoulder blades and heels. Her thighs tightened while the muscles and tendons bulged out against her flesh. The ridge of his cock stimulated the nerve endings inside. The girl contracted her cuntmuscle, milking lightly at him without moving her hips. Don groaned into a spit-slicked kiss.
"Baby, you're somethin' else. Really, you got one hell of a hot pussy," Don groaned.
He flexed his thick-muscled thighs, shoving an inch of his cockshaft into her hole. Traci grunted like a stuck pig, trembling while she felt the rising heat in her cunt reach the boiling point. The two of them teasingly moved from side to side, each one wanting to postpone the moment when he'd have to pop her cherry.
Finally Don couldn't wait any longer. He stiffened, holding her down by the shoulders while drawing his knees up against her ass. Traci knew what was about to happen and stopped her sexy movements.
"No, no, we can do just this. We can just do this," she said rapidly. Her blood seemed to run cold when she felt his cockhead touching her cherry. It was pressing harder and harder against the thin membrane, stretching it to the ripping point.
"Stop it! Please stop… uhhhhh!"
"I gotta get inside you, baby. I gotta feel you all the way," Don explained.
The big man braced himself, digging his knees against her ass while holding her twisting arms as still as possible. Traci's face was tense and drawn, a mask of fear and pain. Her mouth was a tight scar while her eyes were shut tightly. She waited now, waited like the victim of a blood sacrifice.
"Now!"
The word shot through the darkened bedroom like a gunshot. Traci started to scream, then stopped abruptly when she felt a sudden tearing pain between her legs. He'd done it! He'd gone and ripped her cherry to pieces, following it by driving his cock in her as if it were some thick, long spike. Her legs shot out while her face blanched. Traci screamed, then fell limply against the mattress, sweat covering her body.
"Hey, it wasn't that bad, was it?" Don asked, surprised he'd found an honest-to-God virgin. There were damned few in California, and almost none in Venice over eight years old.
"Oh damn you, damn, damn, damn…" Traci repeated. She'd been "ruined" as her mother would say. Then why didn't she feel outrage, shame, guilt? Instead – at least after the pain began to subside – Traci almost felt like singing. Yes, she was finally alive now, having awakened from a long, pleasant slumber. Childhood was nice. But now it was time for her to grow up. She was a woman now. Traci smiled at that thought, wiggling her hips and feeling Don's hard cock stir deliciously inside her cunt.



CHAPTER THREE


"Gonna… oh God, can't…"
Traci felt herself teetering on the brink of orgasm. Her tongue was writhing against his like a snake, fencing to show him her needs. She sucked and tongued at the same time, drawing his lips into her mouth. She felt the inner edges of his teeth. When Don started groaning loudly she speared the tip of her tongue into the soft tissues under his tongue. The young man went wild, glad to know he'd turned the reluctant virgin into a hot slut.
"Go for it, baby, go for it," Don panted.
Traci forgot about everything except the intense pounding in her cunt. She swiveled, pressing her ass up, then letting it fall back to the soaked sheets only to throw it back up again. Her large ass muscles cramped along with those of her calves while their sweaty bodies slicked and slapped together. Every time the girl curled forward, sliding down onto his cock, she couldn't believe there was more of it. But Don kept feeding her his cockmeat, filling her so much and so hard the girl wondered if she'd be able to taste his cum when it shot out. Ohhh, how good it was to feel that long bar of prick reaching deeper into her body.
"Inghhh!"
Traci moaned louder, the need for air making her pull her mouth from his. The big man eased his fingers around his cock, toying with her cuntlips, flicking against her clit. Traci nearly pissed from excitement when she felt his callused fingers toying with her pussy. She arched her back again, grinding her clit against him, loving the sensation of stretching in her cunt.
Every bump of her cunt against his meat sent the sexual feeling higher. The girl was growing more wild, more uncontrollable. She dripped sweat, the salty stinging in her eyes and nose adding to her excitement.
"Fuck it out, baby…"
Traci was all the way down on his cock now. She could feel her cunt sheath being forced up by the long prick. She was moving her ass in tight, frantic circles, feeling his cock stirring her insides like a big spoon. The mass of tension in her belly was ballooning out now. Traci dug her fingernails into Don's shoulders, drawing her nipples across his chest. She pushed down, flexing her asscheeks, trying to intensify an already mind-blowing feeling.
"Gonna make it… gonna…" Don panted, closing his eyes and holding her hard by the buttocks. He dug his fingernails into her asscheeks. Traci felt all the nerves in those firm globes stand on end. The insides of her thighs alternately chilled and burned as her cuntjuice seeped out, dripping through her pussy thicket and finally slicking down his balls.
"Unnghhhh cum…" Traci groaned. She'd heard that word used before. How good it was to say it now, to feel it coming from her mouth. It summed up all the sensations in her cunt. Cum! Yes, she wanted more of his cock, wanted to feel the hot jets of jizz splashing against her cunt walls. The thought that he was about to shoot into her hole drove Traci half mad. She thrashed under him, beating his chest with her fists, feeling the pressure and heat build up incredibly between her flailing legs.
"Cum!" Don cried.
"Cum!" Traci shouted back, tossing her hips around, making the bed jiggle and rock. Traci felt the simmering heat in her cunt quickly turn to a boil. Her brain was spinning around. Cum! Cum! That was the only thing she could think of. Oh, how she needed relief from the terrible achey, pulsing itch! Her entire belly seemed to swell, bulging with cock. She grunted, ramming her cunt up onto the rock-hard cockmeat. The knot of sexual hunger whirled like a meteor from her cunt on up to her brain.
"Ahhhiwwwaahhh!"
Traci exploded, her mind shattering into a million pieces. The hard, heavy jolt of his jizz blasting into her pussy triggered the girl's first powerful orgasm. Catastrophic waves of delicious spasms ripped from her cunt to nearly every muscle of her body. She kicked and bit and clawed at Don, calling him all sorts of terrible names, swearing like a sailor's parrot while the massive thrusts of his cock went on forever.
"Ungh! Unnghh! Unnnghhh!" Traci cried, feeling her cunt walls grip down on his cock. Yes, she was all pussy, all wet and hot and grabbing. She milked at the bucking rod, bouncing up and down, her right leg kicking out. Traci was sure her clit had been torn off. It was vibrating so, tweaking and pulsing.
"Fuck!" Don cried.
"Fuck!" Traci shouted back.
The girl had lost contact with reality. The room, her mother, her upbringing, everything paled under the intense glow of her rising sexuality. Her head snapped back and her tits jiggled like jello with the furious blasts of her cunt. Don had buried his face in her hair, biting her neck, sifting his thick-muscled hips back and forth while Traci kept on cumming. Oh, would it last forever? Had something tripped off in her body that couldn't be stopped?
"No, no, no…"
Traci finally felt her orgasm tapering off. She collapsed sweaty and exhausted onto the wet sheets, her knees sagging apart, her arms dropping to her sides. The girl closed her eyes and turned her face. He had fucked her, really fucked her. As she lay dripping like an old dishrag, Traci knew she would never be the same. This near-stranger had changed her completely in a few minutes. The young woman put one hand over her mouth to keep from screaming. Only now did the import of what she'd done strike her. Yes, she had felt the biggest, hardest, strongest thing ever in her cunt. But she had lost her childhood, her innocence. In time the girl would come to accept that thought gladly. But right now Traci was on the verge of hysterical tears.
"Hey, you all right?" Don whispered, drawing back and looking at the girl.
Traci's face was strained once more, tears rolling down her flushed cheeks. But there was another emotion there, one that told the young man he was no longer welcomed in her bedroom.
"Look, I… I've gotta go. But I'll be around," he said, pulling his cock out of her cunthole.
Traci shivered, jerking her arms up and rubbing her palms briskly over her shoulders. How her body reacted when his prick was withdrawn. One part of her wanted him back, wanted her to loop her arms around his neck and draw him into bed again. How she would have loved a second fuck, this time without the worry of what was going to happen when her cherry popped.
But another more powerful part of her said he should leave. She needed time to sort all this out, time to figure out if she really enjoyed fucking. The girl propped herself up on her elbows, watching Don dress hurriedly without saying a word.
"You gonna be around the beach much?" he asked, slipping his cock back into his bathing suit.
"Probably," Traci answered blankly, her eyes dropping down to his cock. It rested comfortably against the sheer material of his suit. How odd. It didn't look so big now. And yet moments ago she would have killed to have that cock.
"Well, see you around," Don said, picking up his towel, shrugging his shoulders and slipping out of the room.
Traci felt so cheap. She'd heard that line hundreds of times on television and in the movies. He'd fucked her, popped her cherry, and that was all he could say, see you around? It was as if they'd only shared a hamburger together!
The girl curled her fingers into two fists, pounding them against the mattress. She felt the sweaty sheets clinging to her arms. Anger and disappointment raged through her as she thought about what had just happened. She could still feel his ridged cock plowing through her cunt, stretching those unplowed membranes, forcing them into a tunnel while his balls dragged over her thighs. How good his mouth felt when he sucked and nipped at her nipples while his cock was rubbing up and down over her clit. How she juiced, wetting down his cock and balls while he rubbed the swollen edges of her cuntlips together. And all her could say as he left was see you around.
"Ohhhh!"
Traci groaned aloud, whirling around and burying her face in the pillow. She beat at the mattress again and again with clenched fists, hating herself for having fucked Don. He didn't care about her, about how she felt. Yes, she was cheap, as cheap as her mother had suspected she was. And if Emily ever found out… Oh, she wouldn't be able to stop the gossip, the rumors that would ruin her. She'd have to go find Don, tell him not to say a word, do anything to keep him quiet. Traci knew how boys liked to talk at school, how they liked to pass comments around about which girls were "cinches" and which needed a little more work. Traci could picture all the eyes fastened on her little ass, the men wondering when they could land her in the sack and the girls jealously avoiding her. She'd be friendless and overfucked.
"No, I won't," Traci vowed, gradually losing consciousness. She'd find Don and tell him not to talk, not to spread things around. He seemed decent enough. Surely he'd listen to her.
With these and similar thoughts the girl fell asleep, still feeling the big man's arms curling around her waist while his legs pinned hers to the mattress. She was making tiny, fucking motions, humping against the mattress, thinking Don's prick was inside her again as she finally dropped into slumber.
The following day Traci ate her breakfast silently, glancing up at her mother. She wondered if she suspected. Hilda was awfully quiet, unnaturally quiet. Her mother was usually talkative, going on and on about her job especially when she had to work nights.
"Have you been going out with any boys lately, Traci?" she asked, nibbling at her toast. "It's the usual thing for most girls your age."
Traci frowned. Her mother was sounding formal again. When that happened there was no good to follow. She toyed with her eggs, keeping her eyes lowered, afraid to stare her mother in the face at the moment. She was certain Hilda would read the truth in them.
"No, not really," she said, feeling her face grow hot.
"Well, you know I've talked to you about morals and how things have been changing in the world," her mother went on, pursing her lips and blowing across her coffee. "I think you should watch what you do… I mean," she said, growing suddenly a little more hesitant, "I mean what you do with boys. You don't want to… to get, well in a position where you have to drop out of school. You want to go to college and…"
"And if I get pregnant I wouldn't be able to go, is that it, Mother?" Traci blurted out. Oh, why had she said something like that? She was always so submissive, always listening to her mother without saying a word. Now her rebuttal surprised Hilda. The older woman raised her eyebrows, looking searchingly at her daughter. Traci blushed even deeper. There was a growing tension between mother and daughter. Traci wanted desperately to steer the conversation away from sex, from dating. Surely she'd be giving something away if she said anything more. Hilda was very perceptive.
"No, that isn't it… oh, I just don't know. I don't like the thought of you growing up," Hilda said, putting one hand against her forehead. Why, did things go so wrong when she tried to talk to her daughter? They weren't all that far apart in age. Traci was a teenager, she was thirty-three… well, going on thirty-four, but Hilda didn't like to think about that. She was attractive, always taken for being much younger than she actually was. Her body was smooth, without sags and stretch marks that usually plagued women of her age. Of course she hadn't let a man touch her for years. She had had an illegitimate daughter to raise in the face of a sneering community. Traci had always been such a help… up to now. At this point in life, however, the girl promised to be a liability. Hilda thought of her own experience, of how he left town the moment she told him she was pregnant. Men! How she hated them. How she needed them as well.
"Well, when you date, you've got to be careful… I mean, about what the boys will want to do…" Hilda stopped, feeling her words burning into her brain. This hadn't been easy. All through work last night she thought about Traci. For some reason as she was packing up she felt strangely concerned for her daughter. She couldn't get home quickly enough and felt the strangest apprehension as she approached the darkened house. Of course everything was in order – everything, that is, except Traci's room that was always a mess. But that wasn't unusual. There were shoes and socks and all sorts of things tossed around in wild abandon. Her daughter lay there peacefully, curled up in the twisted sheets. No, nothing untoward had happened… or so it seemed. Still an uneasy feeling clung around her all through the restless night and morning. It had been strong enough to prompt this awkward conversation. Now Hilda wished she could stop it.
"Well, I'm going to to the beach," Traci said, dabbing her lips clean and pushing away from the table. She took another drink of her milk, the liquid leaving a small white mustache on her lip. Hilda sighed. Why couldn't her daughter have stayed six years old?
"Did you feed Rex? I left him out all night," Hilda said, pushing her fork over the dirty plate. She'd bought that Doberman for protection, especially after all the break-ins that had happened during the past few months. Homes had been burgled, even raped several blocks down the way. Hilda had rushed out to purchase the animal in spite of her daughter's protestations. Traci was never comfortable around animals, especially dogs. And Hilda had gone out and bought the most terrifying, formidable animal possible – a large, black Doberman. Traci had nearly fainted when she saw the muscular dog jumping from the parked car.
"You'll think about what I said?" Hilda asked, not giving Traci a chance to answer the first question.
"In the first place, Mother, you know I don't like… him," she said, pointing a finger at the big, black Doberman now half standing, half leaning against the kitchen screen door. He was staring inside, pressing his snout against the screen material while his tongue hung from one corner of his mouth. He was whimpering, his stubby tail wagging quickly back and forth. He scratched at the moulding, trying to get in. "In the second case, I'll be careful. Don't worry, I won't let boys do anything to me," she said, feeling strangely angry. What right did her mother have to pry? For an instant she wanted to tell her everything that had happened right there in her house, in her own damned house, under that moral roof of hers. Thinking twice, Traci turned and stalked out of the kitchen, wondering where she could find Don and beg him not to blab about what had happened. Especially after this conversation with her mother she didn't need any talk going on abut her anywhere.
Hilda sat at the kitchen table finished her coffee, watching the big dog prancing around outside. Her daughter was getting close to fucking. Hilda could see that, could hear the tremor in her voice. If she hadn't already been with a man, she would within days, if not hours. Oh, and there was nothing she could do about it. Why was the sexual urge so strong in their family? Her mother, she heard, was always making demands on her father. She had managed somehow to fight down the urge. But now that damned tingle in her cunt was getting worse. After all these years it was raising its ugly head, that "it" being her sex drive. Hilda had read that a woman reaches her peak at middle age. Well, she had to admit that certainly was true. She had never felt so turned on, so hot before in her life. And what was awful was that there was no man she could turn to for relief. She had built a protective wall around her, a wall no man could penetrate. Hilda had devoted her life to the raising of her daughter and the building of a financially secure life. She had succeeded in both and yet felt so terribly empty. Surely there was more in life – Hilda knew this, knew it instinctively. She had replayed the nights spent with Traci's father over and over in her mind, the frequency becoming dangerously rapid lately.
"Oh!"
Hilda closed her eyes, putting the coffee cup down with a loud clatter. She felt the tickling, burning itch fade a little. Her cunt felt hot and very, very wet. When she moved her legs under her sheer nightgown Hilda felt the velvety surfaces of her pussy rub together. Hot juice seeped out.
"Oh!"
It was the front door slamming. Traci had gone without saying goodby. It was awful, this barrier between her and her daughter. And now this, this sexual heat being the worst it had been in a long, long time. It was an attack, an attack of horniness, an attack she'd been suffering for a long time.
"All right," she said impatiently, wrinkling her forehead up in annoyance as she pushed back from the table, gathered her gown tightly around her and went to the back door. Rex jumped down, backing up slightly as Hilda unhooked the screen and let the animal in. "Let's see, somewhere around here," she said, searching the upper cabinet for the dog food.
"Ahhh!"
The dog was swarming around her legs. She suddenly felt a damp nose on her calf, then up to her thigh. The touch was sudden, electric, annoying as well as strangely exciting. Hilda screwed her face up, kicking at the animal with one foot while pulling down the box of dog food. "Bad dog, get away," she said, not realizing a new aspect of her life was about to open.



CHAPTER FOUR


"Bad dog, bad dog," she said, backing up. Hilda looked helplessly at the overturned box of dog food. The Doberman was standing there, his brown eyes rolled up, the thick short fur around his neck bristled while his sides heaved in and out. Oh, she didn't really know this dog, know what his capabilities and personality were like. She'd bought him on recommendation of the training center she'd visited. Now Hilda began to understand what was on the animal's mind. He knew she was hot, knew she had a dripping tight pussy. And he was going to take it, take it like a man. The thought chilled Hilda's flesh.
"Get away from me," she almost shouted, putting her hands to her mouth. The door was open. The neighbors could hear her. No, she had to get the animal out of the house, away from her so she could think this thing out. She had to get control of herself.
Rex had snapped at her wrist when she tried pulling him out by the collar. He was taking control of the situation. She backed away, crossing her tits protectively with her arms. Hilda had read about how some Doberman's had turned on their masters, chewing them to pieces. Of course that had only been deranged animals… or so she thought. Now staring at Rex's foaming jaws the woman wondered. Should she make a mad dash for the living room and try to escape through the front door?
"Away!"
Hilda backed from the animal, one hand behind her as she blindly searched for the doorway. Finding it, she moved into the hall, still staring at the animal that hadn't yet moved. A wave of relief washed over as she reached the living room carpeting. The door was only twenty feet away. Once outside she'd lock it and then figure out what to do. Maybe the A.S.P.C.A. would take him away if she asked.
"No!"
Rex sprang into action. It was as if he could read her thoughts! He was in the living room, forcing her toward the couch. He was growling – a low, muted, steady growl that made her flesh crawl with excitement. Hilda put one hand out in front of her protectively, shaking her head slowly back and forth. Her eyes rounded, her mouth drawn tightly over her teeth, her breath coming in short pants while her chest tightened and throat dried. She felt the couch touching the backs of her calves.
"No, please, no…"
The woman gathered her gown more tightly around her lithe body, her tits pressing against the sheer nylon material. Why was she feeling so weak, so damned eager for the animal? It was appalling. She was feeling attraction for this dog. And he knew it! She could see it in his eyes that he knew it! He could smell her. She watched his black wet nostrils quiver as he picked up the scent, his tongue dripping with saliva as he moved closer.
"Guhh!"
Hilda leaned back, losing her balance and falling back onto the couch. She dug her fingers into the soft cushions, twisting away from the big Doberman as he jumped up and hit her thighs with his forepaws. He went right through her defenses this time, pushing his forelegs against her gown, forcing the material away from her body. He was actually stripping her, bending his head forward and taking the edge of her nightgown between his fangs and pulling it to one side. He was revealing her to him, peeling the damp gown away from her flesh.
"No, no, it's wrong…"
Hilda couldn't find the strength to get away. He was back at her, bending down, dropping his head into her frazzled cunt thicket and slopping his tongue over her pussy. It had been long, oh, so long since anything other than her fingers had strayed over her cuntlips. She shivered, nearly pissing from excitement at the light, feathery wet touch. Her knees snapped together then sagged apart, her ass moving in soft, subtle fucking motions over the cushions. The woman felt more juice oozing from her slot, wetting down the bottom edge of her opened nightgown. Her nipples ached, itched to be touched. How could she be expected to keep her sanity under conditions like this?
"Ughhhh!"
Hilda had, of course, heard stories about women who enjoyed taking on animals, who actually encouraged dogs and horses and whatever to fuck them. But those were stories fit for the locker room mentality, certainly not for her and her daughter. But look, there was a dirty story happening right between her shivering thighs. Rex was lapping at her pussy, sloshing his tongue through her cunt forest, parting the dark, red, moist cuntmeat with his muzzle while drinking up her flowing juices. Hilda breathed with whistling sounds through her nostrils.
"God!"
Rex pressed harder, growling lower in his powerful throat. This wasn't real. Nothing seemed real to her any more. How could she tell the difference between reality and fantasy any longer when this sort of thing was happening to her? Oh, God, oh God, how could she ever look at her daughter again, lecture her on morality when she was allowing this terrible thing to happen to her?
"No, away… get… away from me," Hilda said unconvincingly to the dog.
Rex didn't bother listening to her. He kept on lapping at her cunt, pieces of her cunthairs clinging to his tongue. She felt her asscheeks tighten, relax, then tighten again while the dog licked at that sensitive strip of flesh between her asshole and pussy. She couldn't pull away from him if she tried. The dog kept licking her cunt. Hilda was a prisoner now of her own raging sexuality.
"Stop… ohhuhhh, stop…"
Her head fell back as she breathed with increasing difficulty. The attractive woman heard the dog's tongue lap noisily at her pussy, the sloppy sounds exciting her more and more. She felt the surface of Rex's hot wet tongue graze over her exposed cuntlips, felt his muzzle pushing aside her pussy as if he were trying to get his snout inside! No, no, that couldn't be. An animal couldn't be doing this to her. No, it was only friction, just hot, wet, sloppy friction rubbing up her clit, making her whip her thighs back and forth against the animal and the couch.
"Ohh!"
She arched her back, rubbing her shoulder blades against the sofa. Her knees were spread widely apart now, juice and spittle flowing down her thighs, wetting down the scratchy material of the cushions. Hilda pressed her calves hard against the sofa, jerking her cunt up against the Doberman's smacking mouth. She cried out again and again for him to stop, praying to God he wouldn't. Oh, one wet lick rubbed over her clit. The woman sucked in her bottom lip, biting so hard she could taste blood. A dog, a damned dog. Yes, it was doing this to her, turning her into something less than an animal.
"Fuck, fuck," she murmured, her head rolling from side to side against the back cushion. "This his horrible, horrible," the woman sighed, her words sounding like a lie. And yet it was terrible. How could anyone condone what she was doing, sitting there, her legs spread apart with a Doberman squatting down and licking her off. She could smell herself now, certain the animal was enjoying the odor as well. He growled happily, slurping upward, pressing forward harder.
"Oh no, no…"
Weakly she raised both arms, placing her fingers on the dog's forehead and pushing him away. Rex licked her fingers and wrists, wetting down her hands while wagging his stubby tail excitedly back and forth. Hilda looked down heavy-lidded at the Doberman, spotting something very red and pointed and hard slipping out of the black cock sheath. He was hard, stiff and long, his cock jerking up and down. Her mind flashed red. A cock, a dog's cock! Any cock! Yes, yes, that was what she needed!
"No!" she cried, shoving the dog away roughly and finding the strength to stagger to her feet. She couldn't let herself get carried away by her feelings, by her needs. What would Traci think if she were suddenly to burst in and find her mother carrying on with the pet Doberman? The thought nearly drove her mad. Gathering her gown tightly around her, Hilda staggered from the couch, steadying herself against the wall. How could she escape? The animal seemed to be all around her at once, standing in front of the kitchen doorway, then trotting over to the front exit and bracing himself against the carpeting. Frantically Hilda's eyes searched every escape route. If she were to throw something at the animal, frighten him, distract him, maybe then she could run for safety.
"Damn you!" she cried, clenching one hand into a fist while picking up an ashtray with the other. Flinging it at the Doberman, Hilda dashed for the kitchen. Rex let out a sharp yelp, leaping to the right, his eyes wide with surprise and anger. Hilda jerked her head around as she reached the doorway, her gown trailing behind her. With terrified eyes she saw he was pursuing her. Panic rose in her throat, making her flesh tight. She saw those eyes narrow, looking as if they belonged to a killer beast. The woman whimpered, pushing herself off the doorway and scrambling as best she could toward the kitchen.
"Oh!"
She stubbed her toe on a hall table, pitching forward. Hilda cried out, her hands jerking in front of her for balance. Nothing helped. She fell, sliding across the tiled floor of the entrance way. Rex barked twice then pounced on the woman, his forepaws braced on her thighs. The fall had ripped her gown open. She lay exposed once more to the big animal. He towered over her, his toenails digging sharply into her flesh. She felt some saliva drip from his mouth onto her pussy and belly. She saw those double set of fangs criss-crossed in his mouth, saw that dark, red, wet tongue behind them. He could tear out her throat, chew her to pieces, leaving a bloody mess for her daughter to find. Instead he started to lick her again. Her gown was opened, hitched up around her waist. He licked her there, wetting her navel, her ribs, her tits. Oh, how her cunt ached from the tension of lust she'd been feeling for the past week. Week? For the past few months, years! And to think it was being relieved by an animal, her pet, her protection for the house. Hilda giggled, her laughter turning quickly to a low groan as the animal touched a particularly sensitive area. The woman realized she was moving her thighs in response to the dog's lapping when she felt the carpeting tickling her asscrack. Oh, she had the feeling that she was quickly losing her mind.
"Ohhh!"
Rex growled again, moving back and surveying the hot, twisting woman. Hilda drew her knees up, placing the soles of her feet flat on the carpeting and edging her cunt up to the Doberman's snout.
"Hunhrr! Huhhhrrr!"
The dog moved back, dropping his maw into her spit-slicked cunt thicket. Why did his tongue feel so wildly devastating? She was fucking back at him, purposely moving her pussy up and down, spearing her cunt with his tongue. The dog's eyes glowed with excitement. He whimpered, moving the long tip of his nose from side to side. It was like being fucked, actually like being fucked by a man! Hilda gasped, her mouth opened, her eyes rounded and glazed while she sucked in oxygen with sharp, wheezing sounds.
His nose moved in, pushing against her inner cuntlips. He forced them widely apart. In the distance Hilda could hear other dogs barking. Did they know what was happening inside? Were they jealous? Again the woman giggled, picturing dogs fucking her in packs, circling her as she crouched on her hands and knees and let one after another fuck her.
"No, no, no…"
How could other people command their dogs so easily? She begged the animal to stop and he went right on. The burning explosion of her nerves being stimulated around her cunt made her heart pound wildly in her chest. Rex moved around, pushing her knees farther apart. She let him do it, let him have his way. Yes, yes, she enjoyed this wonderful animal and what he was doing to her. Good, oh so very, very good!
The woman cried out, feeling her cuntmuscles cramp, trying to grab hold of Rex's probing snout. The animal pushed farther between her knees. Hilda felt them being shoved apart, loved having it happen to her. It was wonderful. That tingly wetness she felt grew hot now, hot and tense, just like the feeling she had while toying with her clit alone in bed. Rex pulled back once again, opening his powerful jaws and closing them on her flushed, upper right thigh. That sensation of his fangs pressing lightly against her skin, the sharp edges exciting her already aroused nerve endings drove her wild. Hilda whimpered, whistling through her nostrils, kicking her legs out, rubbing the insides of her thighs against the dog's head. Yes, yes, the keen edge of a sharpened knife couldn't have cut through her more intently. Sobbing, the woman rolled to one side on the couch. He went after the swollen lips of her cunt, grunting with excitement, lunging at the glistening surfaces that had peeled open as Hilda had made yet another vain attempt to get away.
"Ohhhh…"
The animal seemed crazed, more aroused than ever. He gouged his claws against her thighs, shoving his snout against her cunt. Hilda cried out, her eyelids fluttering, her hands gripping the Doberman's head, her fingers fanning out against his ears. She was actually fucking herself with the dog's snout, pushing it in and twisting it around while humping back against him. No, it wasn't wrong. Oh God, how could this wonderful feeling be wrong?
"Huhrr!"
Dropping one hand away from the animal Hilda put her shaky fingers down to her cunt mound. She felt how soaked she was. She felt Rex's tongue lap her fingers and the sensitive places between them. When she dragged her fingers up her belly, feeling them making cooling streaks. The contrast between the evaporating spit against her hot flesh. That sensation increased the heat of her rushing climax. Oh, it would be wonderful!
"No, horrible, horrible…"
Common sense shot through the woman's confused mind like white lightning. Pushing Rex away Hilda folded one leg over the other, gasping as pre orgasmic spasms tore through her cunt, draining her of most of her power and will.
"No, don't, stop…"
Hilda fell to the carpeting, her fingers clutching at the piling. She crawled toward the kitchen doorway, her thighs flexing as alternate hot and cold rushes made them tighten. He was nipping her shivering flesh, lapping his tongue in a frenzy around her slit. The animal yipped and danced around her feet, licking her toes.
"Ohhhuhhh…"
Hilda turned around and kicked back, feeling an sleepy feeling fall over her. Moving was so hard, so difficult for her now. It was as if she were in a dream. And still her clit burned like a glowing jewel, throbbing and pulsing while her cunt tightened, relaxed, and tightened again. Her gown hung open, tangling in her fingers. She tried grabbing it again but her fingers just couldn't hold onto anything. Her tits pulled at her chest, making her more excited. She had to get away from the animal, run away from him before he fucked her. "Uuuhh!"
Rex had shoved his snout into her steamy cunt, triggering her off into orgasm. Hilda collapsed, her elbows bending, then finally folding completely. The woman curled into a fetal position, jerking and twitching while her pussy throbbed and burned as if someone had poured burning gasoline over it. A firestorm swept up to her twitching nipples while spittle oozed from the corners of her mouth. That damned dog! Oh, how she could have killed him!
"Wawhwhgh!"
Hilda gasped, shoving two trembling fingers into her swollen-open cuntlips. Thrilling spasms of lust rocked her body. The mushy heat of her cunt drove Hilda over the brink. She brayed like a jackass, crying out while the dog whimpered, rubbed his cock against her legs, trying to jack off against her.
"No… ohhhh it's so good," she cried, her eyes closed, her fingers caressing her cumming clit.
When she finally opened her eyes Hilda saw she was on the carpeting, the dog curled up beside her. Oh, she was too old for this sort of thing… too old and too respectable.
Getting up quietly Hilda grasped her cum-stained gown and stepped over the snoozing Doberman. How she wanted to shoot him. But why should she blame him. He was only an animal, following instincts. She had the power of reason, the knowledge of right and wrong, and she'd chosen a perverted path. No, if anyone should be shot it should be her.
Climbing the stairs she made her way to the bathroom, shrugging off her gown and turning on the cold spray of the shower. Hilda concentrated the icy spray on her cunt. She felt shame and confusion with herself.
"Ahhh!"
The woman turned the cold water on her tits and belly. This was going to stop now. She'd put an end to it then and there. Working soap over where the Doberman had licked, she washed it off with warmer water, then wrapped a towel around her body. Yes, she'd shoot the dog before she let him that close to her again. After all, she still had a moral responsibility to raise her daughter properly. And God only knows that would be a full-time job now.



CHAPTER FIVE


"Hey, sweet tits, lookin' for a little action?"
"Yeah, you look like you need a real man to take care of you."
There was loud laughter as Traci shrank away from the bikers. They were part of the same group she, Emily and Don had spotted earlier as they made their way home. Traci had searched the beach for over two hours, looking for Don in hopes of talking with him. She had to be sure he wasn't going to expose her indiscretion. Near the Venice pier the girl had thought she'd seen Don walking near the boulevard. It was, unfortunately, another man. But in running after him she'd dashed into an alley-like street. To her right she'd spotted an opened garage door where several Harleys were parked. Standing around the big black machines were three bikers drinking beer, staring at the lightly clad teen hungrily.
"I… uh, I was looking for someone. I guess… guess he isn't here," she stammered, feeling her flesh crawl. Traci knew what was on their minds. She could read it in their eyes, see it in their bulging crotches. When one of the men started toward her, she backed away, her eyes rounding with fear.
"Ain't we pretty enough for you?" the tallest one asked ironically, scratching his scraggly black beard.
Traci felt sick. Terror knifed through her as she backed farther away. She searched the windows for faces, someone who might be watching her. But this was Venice Beach. There were always fights, always women screaming about one thing or other in the streets and alleys. No one paid attention to them. Her best bet was to try to talk her way out of this.
"No, that's not it. I'm just not… feeling well. My friend was supposed to…"
"You look pretty fuckin' healthy to me, baby… healthy enough to take a hot cock."
A thickly built blond crushed a beer can, then tossed it at her feet. His white t-shirt was stained with grease and sweat, his hair looking like it hadn't been washed for a week. They were all a motley crew, reeking of beer and sweat and stale perspiration.
"I… I don't think I want to talk any more," Traci said, turning around. She kept her chin up high, walking with sure, steady strides. The sounds of her sandals clopping on the pavement seemed somehow reassuring to the frightened girl as she walked toward Speedway Avenue. Even when she realized someone was behind her Traci thought that if only she could reach the main alleyway she'd be fine.
"I said I think you're pretty healthy enough to fuck," the blond said, his voice thick and threatening. He was holding her by the upper arm, his callused fingers bruising her flesh.
Traci winced, turning around and staring wide-eyed at the young man. He looked so awful, as if he were about to kill her. His broad forehead, thin, sneering lips, broad chest and shoulders all terrified her. Once more the girl looked up and down the alleyway hoping someone would come by and see them. Not a soul passed, however.
"Come on."
"No," Traci protested, angling her ass out and pulling back.
"Hey, Ron!"
The big, dark-haired biker sprang out from the garage and ran down the alleyway. Now Traci was really frightened. They were playing for keeps! She let out a scream, tugging frantically at her imprisoned arm, her feet flailing on the ground while the big blond stud reached over and grabbed her other arm. Her head snapped back, her long, blonde hair splashing over her shoulder blades.
"Shut the fuck up," Ron said, getting behind her and looping one arm around her waist while cupping her mouth with the other.
Traci's eyes widened. She jerked one knee up, trying to kick the blond in the crotch. She missed, hitting her toes hard against his shins. He laughed at her, tightening his grip so much the girl squealed in pain. They were pushing and dragging her down the alleyway back to the garage. Her sandals slipped off her feet as they neared the parked motorcycles. The smell of gasoline invaded her flared nostrils. Traci fought more wildly, her ass pumping back and forth, her thin arms jerking as much as they could. Nothing she did, however, could break Ron's powerful grip.
"Good, Joe," Ron said, grinning at his buddy. They had pulled Traci into the garage while the third biker moved the motorcycles inside.
"Shut the fuckin' door."
Ron still held her tightly around the waist, his dirty hand clamped tightly over her mouth. It was hard for her to breathe. Her terror had paralyzed her throat, made her chest so tight she could hardly inhale. Traci watched the garage door close out the daylight, feeling as if she were seeing the last of the sun. They were all laughing at her… laughing and wanting her. She could feel the growing electricity in the air. Traci instinctively knew all three men were hot for her, their cocks long and hard and waiting impatiently to be shoved in her body. Twisting against Ron, she could feel something big and rock-hard rubbing against her ass.
"Hey, Rick, what the fuck should we do with this one now?" Ron said, the hand around her waist straying down to her thighs. Traci whimpered, feeling her chest tighten even more.
"Let's all fuck her at once," the big red-head said, scratching his crotch, then fumbling with the zipper.
Traci opened her mouth a little wider and bit down hard. Ron let out a shout, jerking his hand away from her mouth and wriggling it up and down while loosening his hold on her waist.
Traci stumbled away, brushing back her blonde hair and looking frantically around the small ten by twenty garage space for a way out. There was none. The only exit was that door and it was firmly in place, locked down.
"You're all crazy," she said in a tight whisper, her scalp crinkling in horror.
"Fight me, baby, and I'm gonna piss inside you at the same time I fuck you," Ron said, looking at the others and letting them know silently he was going to be the first.
"No!"
He jerked one hand out, curling his fingers in her hair and pulling on it. Traci screamed, her eyelids fluttering. She stumbled forward, her hands up to her scalp, her fingers hitting Ron's trying to get them off her hair.
It was useless. He was enjoying this, laughing at her while tugging on it harder. Excruciating pain shot through her brain as he started pulling out wads of long blonde hair. Traci could smell him better now, the stale awful odor of his dirty flesh making her sick. She choked and gagged, screaming loudly enough for anyone passing by to hear her and her desperate struggle.
Please, God, please don't let it happen, Traci prayed silently, still fighting off the insistent biker. But even as she prayed the girl knew it was going to happen. No one believed God would intervene in anything any longer. It was a world of the fittest, of those who could survive animals like Ron, Joe and Rick… or become like them.
Traci tried screaming louder. But Ron grew tired of her wailing and clamped his hand tightly over her mouth again, swearing he'd tear out her throat if she made any more sounds. Fear knifed through her like the teeth of a rusty saw. The important thing now, it seemed, was to stay alive, was to survive. This was one thing she was learning quickly. Stay alive. Worry about everything else later, but stay alive. Surely this would all pass if she cooperated with the men. They'd have their fun and leave her alone. Then she could think about all the terrible things they forced her to do. She kept on shaking, but stopped trying to choke out a scream.
"Better," Ron muttered, dropping his head and slobbering all over her ears.
Traci shivered with revulsion. His breath was stinking with beer and cigarette smoke. But there was little she could do about it. She felt a damp stickiness forming between her bare midriff and his belly as he pressed himself against her body. Traci let out a groan, closing her eyes and trying to make the scene go away. She would be a woman of steel, an object they couldn't bent to their wills.
"Oh!"
He was pawing her tits, sliding his fingers under the elastic band of her halter, pulling it until the cup material was revealing her half-inch long red nipples. Ron was smoothing his palms over the tit tips, pinching them through the thin blue material. At the same time he rubbed his crotch back and forth over the young girl's shorts. Traci's heart was pounding hard in her chest, her pulse racing through her body wildly as something very odd was happening to her. She wrinkled her forehead, feeling her pussy tighten, relax, then tighten again as if she were getting ready for lovemaking. No, no, this couldn't be happening!
"Man, she's hot and ready to go. Told you so a couple hours ago about this little bitch. Man, she kept starin' at us when she walked by before. If she hadn't been with the others she'd have been down on her fuckin' knees like that," Ron said, snapping his fingers in front of her face.
Traci jerked. She felt him grab her ass with a thumb and forefinger. He pinched her hard, watching her jump and hearing her squeal like a kicked puppy. She tried to get away once again. But Ron held onto her firmly, pinching her flesh so hard the girl was certain it was turning black and blue.
"You're hurting me," she wailed.
"Baby, you ain't felt nothin' yet," Ron said, spittle oozing from the corner of his mouth. The others were growing excited too, the room quickly heating up. The air seemed to crackle with electricity. Even Traci felt it as Ron started rubbing his fingers over her small waist. Her breathing was becoming short and shallow as Ron's fingers tickled excitingly over the sides of her body, pinching bits of flesh between her halter and shorts. When he moved his hand down to her hips, sliding it over to the leg bands of her briefs Traci clamped her legs together.
"What are you, baby, somethin' like one of those high class whores on Rodeo Drive with their fuckin' noses up in the air, then down on their knees suckin' cock like sluts at night?" Ron jeered.
"No," she wailed, pressing the insides of her knees hard together.
"Then open… up!"
To emphasize his point Ron pulled her hair harder while brutally forcing her thighs to widen with his other. Traci fought him as best she could, twisting, trying to kick back at the insistent biker. But, of course, there was little she could do. She felt his breath blowing against the back of her neck, smelled the terrible stench of it. Her belly bucked at the thought of him fucking her.
"Get 'er down and let's start," Rick said, unbuttoning the top of his Levi's, halving them and reaching down into the crotch.
Traci's eyes raced away from him as she felt Ron's arms pulling her down to the floor. She struggled, stiffening her knees, trying to pull away from him. But Ron only laughed at her, saying something about "doing it in the dirt", dragging her down to the filthy concrete garage floor.
She smelled the gasoline, smelled the grease and oil and piss as he rolled on top of her. He pushed his legs between hers, keeping them forced wide. The idea of what he was trying to do to her made Traci think she was going to be sick. She tasted something sour and hot rising in her throat. No, that would only make them torture her more. Better to remain like a statue of wood. Let them have their way – the sooner the better. Then she'd call the police and have them degraded the way they were humiliating her now.
"Fuckin' A, baby. Nice body. You're gonna be one hell of a hot fuck," Ron breathed.
Traci hurt all over. He'd thrown her down on the hard floor, shoving her back while wiggling on top of her. Her shoulders throbbed while her brain whirled around partly from the force of striking the floor.
"No, stop it, stop!"
Traci squirmed and wriggled, trying to pull away from him. But Ron still held tightly onto her hair, yanking whenever he wanted her to shut up and listen to the filth coming from his mouth.
"Yeah, gonna sink my hot cock into your pussy," he whispered, dropping his face into her soft silky hair and licking her ear. Traci shuddered with horror and revulsion, once again thinking she was going to be sick. "You're gonna like havin' a real man's prick inside you, shovin' you so wide you're gonna think you'll rip apart. Yeah, good hot jizz is gonna shoot out from my cock and make you feel all wet and hot and good inside," he said, biting her neck. Animals! Revolting. They were nothing better than sewage eaters! Traci curled her fingers and tried clawing at Ron's face. But he had been expecting something like that. The biker only laughed at her efforts at escape. He knocked her hands away, threatening to beat her severely if she tried something like that again. Ron reached down and pulled her shorts down to her knees.
"Oh!"
Traci's mouth opened with surprise when she felt her shorts slide down her legs, over her ankles, finally off her toes. She was stark naked, her pussy stripped of any protection. She was frozen with horror, lying there helpless under this big man while he fumbled with his Levi's. She heard the metallic sound of the zipper tab sliding down the teeth. Ron sighed as he fumbled some more. Then Traci felt his cock – large, hot and hard – pressing against her left inner thigh. He was dry fucking her, humping his ass up and down while rubbing his cock against her warm flesh. She shivered, feeling the precum leaking from his piss-slit and wetting down her skin. He was close, oh, so close to fucking her.
"Ohhhhh!"
Ron's cock pushed into the groove running between her thighs and legs. His balls rested against her cunt mound. The men were breathing heavily around the two of them. Opening her eyes, she saw both Joe and Rick had their cocks out, rubbing their fingers up and down those long, thickly veined stalks while watching what their buddy was doing.
Ron let go of her hair at last. With both hands he held her shoulders down, pressing his knees harder against the insides of hers.
"Bring 'em up," Ron said.
"Poor little girl," Rick mocked. "You look a little uncomfortable, baby. Maybe you'd want to be home with that little wimp we saw you with last time. Man, when he fucks you, bet you don't even feel him stickin' it in. That ain't gonna happen with us."
Their words excited her, stimulated Traci in a way she would have thought impossible up to this second. She was breathing as heavily as Ron, almost to the point of running out of breath.
"Tits. Nice, nice tits," Ron murmured.
To her near disbelief Traci raised herself somewhat so the biker could work his hands behind her shoulders and tear at the halter strap. It gave with little resistance. In an instant Traci was stripped completely, her white flesh gleaming in the semi-darkness.
Ron wasn't one to insist on foreplay. With no warning he jammed one hand between her thighs, rubbing where his cock had been pressing. She felt him smearing his cock juice all over her thighs, her legs, her belly. He was exciting her, turning her on. Traci felt sick at herself, sick for wanting this animal as badly as he wanted her. Instead of clawing his face she wanted to hold onto him, rake his back with her fingernails while she scissored her legs around him and begged for cock. Instead the young, blonde teen managed to keep her ass quiet while he toyed with her cunt.
"Oh please, please don't hurt me," Traci said in a tiny voice.
"Look at that pretty little cunt," Ron said, pulling away from her again while trailing his fingertips around the outer edges of her pussy. He smiled, watching the sensitive muscles cramp, forcing the outer cuntlips to pucker in. He knew she was hot, knew she was wanting that cock now throbbing against her right leg. "Seems a shame to let it go," he whispered, raising one finger to his nose and sniffing it. "Good, hot cuntjuice. She's ready, man, ready to get down and fuck," Ron said, raising it up to Joe, then Rick. The men narrowed their eyes, nodding while jerking their cocks hotter. The smell of her juicing cunt was making them all frantic.
Ron dropped his hand down to her cunt again and tugged at her short, wiry blonde pussy hairs. She screamed with pain, her legs jerking out. No one passing by heard. The girl was hysterical with fear. Getting raped was one terrible thing. But this, this kind of torture was going to be an ordeal few encountered and – she feared – few survived well.



CHAPTER SIX


Traci's mind snapped back to the reality of what was happening to her. She could feel the greasy concrete hurting her back and shoulders while Ron's hands were running all over her naked body. He was hurting her, pinching her flesh, pulling out more cunthairs and laughing as she jerked her legs out and screamed in pain. Once he threatened to slap her when she tried wiggling away from him. He was playing terrible games with her, teasing her cringing flesh, painfully kneading her white skin into tight little balls, then clenching them in his rough fists. He grabbed at her soft inner thighs, tugging at them while dropping his face down to hers.
"Ughhhh!"
It was disgusting! He was driving that long, slippery tongue into her mouth, down into her throat, making her cheeks bulge out because of it. His spit oozed down into her gut while he tongued her, still grabbing at her cunt. Every tooth in her head throbbed as she tried fighting back, spearing her tongue into his mouth. Oddly enough this oral interplay had its exciting side to it as well. Traci felt her cunt muscles tightening up, spasming while the two of them fenced with their tongues.
"Stop this!" she shouted.
"Rick," Ron called to one of his bike buddies. "Come on, get down here and shut this one up."
The big red-head knew what his buddy wanted. Grinning from ear to ear, he shoved his pants down to his ankles, scratching his balls, then dropping to the floor. Looking up, Traci saw his eight-inch prick dangling inches in front of her nose. She could smell the sour odor coming from his unwashed crotch. Wrinkling her nose, the girl tried turning her head away.
"Just a sec, baby," Rick said, grabbing her hair and raising her head up to his lap. He was shoving her nose against his cock making her inhale the disgusting stench coming from there. The wiry cockhairs tickled the insides of her nostrils. She could feel his prick rubbing against her chin. What in God's name was he going to do with her? Then she remembered Ron's command to "shut 'er up." Oh God, were they going to make her suck his cock? She'd heard about that from other girls at school. They said it was the best way to get a man off and keep from getting pregnant. But when she heard about how some of the girls drank that white jizz and actually enjoyed it, Traci shook her head in disbelief. It sounded sick and perverted.
"No, no, no!"
Traci twisted her body frantically, her naked tits jiggling like pudding. Rick's balls brushed over her cheeks while his cock rubbed against her eyelids. It was terrible. The more she struggled the more she seemed to play into their hands. Now her nose flattened against his hairy balls. His cock was rubbing over her scalp now, the balls resting on the bridge of her nose. When she gasped for air, the girl could smell that sour, hot, male odor. And besides making her terrified it was triggering her into heat as well, something that Traci couldn't understand. That tightened cunt of hers was beginning to buckle, throb as intensely as Rick's and Ron's cocks. No, no, she had to fight off this terrible feeling. It was wrong for this to be happening to her. She couldn't let herself actually enjoy this horrible rape. How could she face herself? No, if she couldn't fight them off she had to fight down her own feelings. Where were her fine resolves to remain a piece of wood? She had told herself that again and again, praying to God for strength not to feel anything. But quickly her pussy was heating up, tightening, throbbing, juicing while the men put her through terrible paces.
Traci shivered when she felt something slick and warm against the side of her face. Oh, it had to be his pre-cum oozing from his piss-slit. At sex education class Traci learned that a man's cock lubricated itself for fucking just as a woman's cunt juiced so that it could take a cock much more easily. But now the thought of that juicing cock rubbing against her cheeks sickened her. She tried moving her face from it. But Rick clamped his hand against the back of her head, shoving her face even harder against his cock. It was difficult for the girl to breathe! She groaned, stiffening her body while twisting as best she could from side to side.
"Man, she's gonna give good head while you fuck the shit outta her cunt," Rick sighed.
He reached down, grabbing at her tits and squeezing them roughly.
"Man, I'm gonna fuck her now. Can't wait much longer," Ron announced.
The words were like lightning to Traci. She tensed even more, closing her lips tightly. She felt the biker reaching down between her thighs with his thumb. He dug his fingers into her asscheeks for leverage, slowly forcing his thumb into her tight, yet wet cunt.
"Whew, hot enough down there to cook up a couple of pricks. You want this real bad, don'tcha you, little slut?"
"No, no, I don't," the girl protested, feeling his rough fingers scraping the slick walls of her pussy. How could he say something like that? Oh, she wanted to shrink into nothing and die.
"Open up, bitch, open up," Rick said, pressing his fingers hard against the junction of her two jawbones. The pain was terrible but the girl managed to keep her lips sealed together.
"Oowwwww!"
Ron helped his buddy by shoving his thumb painfully into her cunthole. When she opened her mouth to scream she felt the length of Rick's cock sliding over her lips. She spat violently, getting her mouth free of that filthy cock for the time being. The men didn't take her seriously. They only laughed at her vain efforts to free herself. Rick still held onto her hair, jerking it at times and grinning when he saw her face whiten and grimace in pain. Ron was exploring her cunt with his thumb and now his forefinger, pinching her outer cuntlips at times, always enjoying her shame and agony.
"Man, hot and tight and wet. You don't find too many cunts like that around… especially here in Venice," Ron commented.
"Yeah, all of 'em around the beach got plenty of mileage on 'em. But this one ain't been fucked around with much," Rick added.
"Hey, you two. Come on. I wanna get my share of pussy, too," Joe complained. The third biker had been watching silently, rubbing his cock through his Levi's until a large, dark stain appeared at the head of his cock.
"Man, there ain't room enough down here for you. Don't worry. She's got plenty of action left in 'er when we get through," Ron said, growing hotter by the second.
Joe sighed, watching as his buddies climbed over the whimpering teenager.
"Ohhhh!"
Ron took her cuntlips between his thumb and forefinger and squeezed hard, making her open her mouth and let out a shout of agony. The pain was so bad that brightly colored lights popped in front of her. That was all Rick needed. Shifting around a little he plunged down, feeding her three inches of his greasy cock into her mouth.
Traci screamed as best she could, spit running down her throat and nearly choking her as his cock rubbed over her teeth. Her eyes widened, her cheeks flushed a dark red as she arched her back and trembled with horror and indignation. He was making her take his cock in her mouth, forcing her to suck him. No, this was far too much. She wasn't going to let them do this to her, humiliate her like this. Mustering what courage she had, the young girl bit down hard. Rick screamed, his face whitening as he hastily yanked his hard cock from her mouth. Teeth marks indented around one side of his cock.
"Christ, she's a hellcat, ain't she?" Ron said, laughing as his buddy rubbed his sore cock.
"Little fuckin' cunt," Rick muttered, staring down angrily at the cringing girl.
"Don't… don't do that to me again," she gasped, feeling something like power surging through her. She'd shown them she wasn't going to be their doormat.
"Oh yeah?" Rick said, raising one hand over his head. Ron backed away slightly as the hand came down in a broad arc, hitting the girl squarely on the right side of her head. Her teeth rattled while she let out a loud, high-pitched wail of pain. The room spun around dizzyingly while the men threatened her once again.
"You try something like that and I'm gonna take a blowtorch to you. Ever see what one of those can do, baby?" Rick said, jerking her head up by her hair and forcing her to look at a near-by workbench. There were various repair tools scattered around the top of the bench, among them an old greasy blowtorch. Traci remembered something about some of the abducted girls in the community complaining of burns given to them by their kidnappers. Oh, she had no doubt these men would put that terrible instrument to her if she didn't do as they said. Her brief display of courage faded under their anger. Helplessly Traci waited for whatever they planned next.
"She ain't no virgin," Ron said, feeling around inside her pussy. "But she's about the next best thing. Yeah, I'm gonna be one of the first," he said proudly pursing his lips together.
The biker tugged her ass apart, keeping them wide open as both his thumbs caressed her inner cuntlips. They were dripping with juice, her down pussy hairs damp with fuck oil. Oh, how humiliating it was to be reacting like this to these men and what they were doing to her. She couldn't hide her powerful, sexual feelings rising like lava in her cunt.
"No more," Traci gasped. "Oh please, please, don't do anything more to me."
The girl sobbed with renewed humiliation. The hot air around her seemed to be choking her. She gasped in more oxygen to feed her writhing body. Her mind reeled with the shame and fear driving her mad.
"God, oh God…"
Very, very slowly Ron was spreading her furry cuntlips apart. They unstuck and peeled back, revealing the dark, red, moist cuntmeat to the big biker. Ron smacked his lips like a hungry wolf.
"Oh yeah," Ron breathed, dropping his head and licking his tongue all around the tense edge of her cuntlips.
"Ununnnnhhh…" That was the only thing Traci was able to say. The touch of that oral organ, the feel of his breath blowing softly against her pussymeat was too much for her to stand. She was spread wide-open, helpless before these men. That thought combined with the actual sensations in her cunt resulting in feelings too powerful to understand or analyze right now. The girl groaned long and loudly, the sounds coming from deep in her throat as the working tongue found its way along the slick length of her cunt slit. It was sopping up her juices, toying with the tense, eager muscles around her pussy mouth. There could be no denying it now. Traci was wanting them, wanting them to fuck her, do anything to her. Yes, her pussy was taking over, making her think and do things that were terrible.
"Not again… no, not again," she wailed.
"Hold her tighter," Ron growled.
"Man, I'm not gonna shove my cock in her again," Rick said nervously.
"She ain't gonna bite now. She's so fuckin' worked up we probably could get her to suck off a fuckin' dog, so come on and enjoy it," Ron encouraged.
Rick wrinkled up his forehead as Ron lanced his middle finger all the way in her pussy. Traci let out another low, soft moan as her soft thighs closed around either side of the biker's wrist. His fingers scraped her cunt walls again, caressing the folds and hollows of her pussy while she pranced her ass around in the air and worked her thighs against his hand.
"Man, man, she's fuckin' hot," Ron said, looking down at the panting girl with surprise. The stretched walls of her pussy widened, then tightened in clutching motions. Her cunt sucked so solidly Ron thought his finger might be pulled out of joint.
"She's starting to… uhhhhh, loosen up," Ron said, moving his finger around like a spoon. "She's damned tight, but she's getting wetter and wetter."
Traci wept, sobbing with shame and complete degradation. It wasn't enough that they had dragged her into this foul place and stripped her naked. No, she had to be collaborating with them in her own humiliation, fucking back at this horrible hand finger-fucking her. And now she was even wanting Rick to shove his cock back into her mouth. Yes, she wanted to be completely surrounded by hot cocks, wanted to have her body pierced by as much cockmeat as possible.
"See how she likes this," Ron muttered.
She felt the biker move his fingers up to her clit, take the tiny, slippery, sex handle between his thumb and forefinger and squeeze hard. The result was as if someone had touched her pussy with a live electrical wire. Opening her mouth, Traci let out another long, loud wail while her legs shot apart and her tits danced. Rick grabbed a handful of her hair a third time and braced himself, hunching down and driving his cock all the way in her throat.
This time the girl didn't fight back. Relaxing as best she could, Traci sucked in his prick, breathing in around the sides of the plunging rod. Her cheeks puffed out while her mouth became coated with the strange-tasting, bleachy cum.
"Mmmhhhffff!" she cried, feeling the finger in her pussy suddenly slip out. It made the girl gasp. Suddenly, she felt abandoned, empty. It was a terrible thing to think. Then she realized he was going to fuck her with that long prick she'd spotted earlier. Traci gurgled happily, wriggling her tongue over the narrow ridge running the full length of Rick's cock as he instructed her to.
"Keep her steady, Rick. I don't want to have her wriggling me out," Ron instructed.
Traci lay quietly as Rick fucked her mouth, his balls flattening against her upturned chin. Trying to keep still, however, wasn't easy when her pussy was so excited. She felt the inner cuntlips being forced apart as the pressure of Ron's cock became greater. He was edging his knees against her ass, keeping his face away from Rick's chest while his cock wormed deeper and deeper into her hole. The rubber-like rim of her pussy shrank protectively in an attempt to fight the powerful cock invading her. It was a natural reaction, one that the girl hadn't learned yet to overcome. Ron's cock bent at the center. He slapped her ass with one hand, telling her to relax or he was going to tear her apart with his cock.
Traci whimpered and did what she could to relax the tightening muscle. It worked! Letting out a long, low moan the girl felt his cock slide down, down into her pussy, making soft gurgling sounds.
Ron shoved down again, the girl's moans becoming louder and stronger. Traci shivered as the mass of cockmeat started working its way into her. Her legs kicked out again on either side, nearly hitting Joe who had crept up to watch the girl's final humiliation.
"Aggghhhh!" Traci cried, twisting her body like a snake.
"Man, she's good. She's fuckin' good. I'm gonna shoot if she keeps it up like that," Rick said.
His face was red and tight while he bounced up and down. His cock slipped in and out between her full, red lips, wet with spit. His balls were tightening against the fat root of his cock while jizz boiled out of them and packed down hard in the center of his prick. The young biker was losing control fast. Traci tasted more and more of his jizz that oozed from his cock, coating her throat and mouth with a bleachy tasting grease.
"Man, can't… get all the way… in…"
Ron was having trouble. Her eagerness, her fear had made her pussy contract suddenly. He drew back, feeling the wet, elastic walls close behind his retreating cockhead. Then taking in a deep breath and tightening his muscles, the biker shoved down and in again.
Traci arched her back, her body resting now only on her shoulder blades and upper ass. She felt as if she were being skewered all the way up to her chest. The giant cock lodged inside her felt immense. It was as if it were going to tear out all her organs. The girl couldn't believe her body could take that much meat and still remain in one piece.
"Shit!"
It was Rick, trembling violently, his face turning ashen as he threw his head back and grabbed the sides of her head. Traci felt something very sour and thick filling her mouth suddenly. He was cumming, shooting his jizz hot and heavy into her mouth. She gagged, tried to take all the white spunk spattering against her throat. Coughing, gagging, nearly vomiting, Traci somehow managed to stay conscious while the biker filled her mouth and throat. When he drew out his cock, the girl turned her head and spat out the mixture of cum and spit.
"Yeah, you got a taste of what's to come, right, baby?" Ron said.
"Unnghhh!" Traci was weak, humiliated, degraded. She was ready for anything all right. They had degraded her sufficiently, taken away her will. Weakly, she whimpered as Ron continued pounding away.



CHAPTER SEVEN


"You think both of us can fuck her at the same time?" Joe asked, stepping out of his Levi's and getting down to the floor.
Ron had pulled her over on her side, still keeping his hard hunk of cockmeat embedded in her pussyhole.
"Sure, man, she wants cock. She's so fuckin' hot she ain't gonna complain if you fuck her in the ass while I take care of her cunt," Ron said, his speech strained as he kept feeding the girl his prick.
Traci half heard what the men were talking about. Ron had purposely taken her up to orgasm, then backed off, keeping his cock from touching her slick, rounded tit until she was calm enough to bring up to orgasm again. How wonderful this brutal fucking was now. Traci didn't mind the foul words, the pawing, even the foul sounds. They blended into some kind of powerful aphrodisiac that made her want more and more of the biker's cock. As she writhed helplessly under him, loving and yet hating the pressure of his hot cock, Traci flexed her cuntmuscles tightly, actually increasing the fucking sensations driving her half mad. Her asscheeks squeaked across the concrete floor, wet from her own sweat and cuntjuice. The flesh covering her thighs tightened each time Ron slipped her more of his cockmeat, twisting his thighs so his cock revolved in her cunt.
"God, good God!" Traci cried as Ron's hands crawled up along the flatness of her belly, making her wriggle maddeningly under that rough caress. She loved watching him fuck her, feeling his fingers pinch her nipples while his cockmeat pounded harder and harder.
"Yeah, this is gonna be real good. Hope she can take my cock, though," Joe said, spitting on his hands and rubbing saliva all over his prick.
Only now did the girl realize what was going on. They were going to double fuck her! Traci tried pulling back, knowing Joe was going to try to pierce her asshole. No, no, that couldn't be done. Queers did that kind of thing. But they had practice, used grease or something to loosen up and get fucked.
"No!"
Joe slipped down, holding her by the horns of her hips while licking his tongue down her curling back. She shivered, feeling his slick tongue wetting her flesh, then moving down, down into her asscrack. He was licking her fleshy asscheeks, watching them flex and tighten. Joe growled, sloshing his tongue down her crack, pulling her asscheeks farther apart, moving down a little. Oh, he was licking at the wrinkled gray-pink flesh of her asshole, actually trying to stick that thing into her ass. Traci's eyes widened while she tried moving her ass away from him. No good! She was only impaling her cunt onto Ron's cock more and more.
"Gotta get it ready," Joe said, moving one hand up to her spit-slicked asshole and shoving in tile forefinger up to the second joint.
Traci screamed, her eyelids fluttering. Strange, hot flashes shot to her clit, making the tiny organ throb wildly. What on earth was happening to her? Her body was reacting powerfully to this asshole violation. Joe was reaming out her asshole, licking all around his probing finger while sucking hard. No one had ever suggested she do this. Never in the privacy of her bedroom had Traci even toyed with her asshole let alone shoved anything in it. That was why the girl was surprised when her cunt snapped tightly against Ron's fucking cock.
"Man, she's goin' for it. I didn't think she would, but she's goin' for it," Ron commented.
"Yeah, she's gonna go for it. It's gonna be real good feelin' my cock up your ass," Joe said, breathing heavily as he moved back up and pressed his knees against the backs of hers.
"No, no!"
Traci struggled, working her hands up to Ron's chest and pounding feverishly away against it. She felt the fat cock resting against her ass, then sliding down into the crack. Joe was adjusting his position, moving back a little to draw his cock perpendicular to her asshole. The girl felt the greasy, broad head pressing against her ass, pressing so hard it was forcing the protective lips apart. Traci let out another howl, jerking her head back. Tears streamed from her eyes, wetting down her flushed cheeks.
"Stop!"
No one listened to her.
"I can't take it. Stop it!"
But the men went on, Ron fucking her cunt while Joe grunted and pressed forward. The insistent pressure began to scare her. She knew she couldn't get away. There was nothing to do except ride it out, somehow take both cocks without passing out or getting hurt.
The girl squealed again, tossing her head from side to side, her long, blonde hair splashing across her face. She felt her fleshy asscheeks being pulled wider apart as Joe hunched down again. This time her ass gave way, letting the head pop through the tense ring of her muscle.
The pain was terrible. Traci thought her belly was being split apart. The young girl begged him to take it away, working her ass around in frantic circles. But both men held on, driving their cocks in deeper. Frantically, Traci hunched forward again, attempting to get away from that painful cock.
But Joe was determined.
"Fuck me, baby, fuck me," he hissed into her ear.
Traci was pressed up against Ron's hairy chest. She was breathing hard, her eyes closed, her nostrils flared again as that hard, horrible thing was splitting her ass in two!
"AhhhOHH!"
She screwed her eyes up, blinking away the tears as Joe started hammering away at her ass. She felt his balls swinging against her thighs while his fat cock split her ass apart.
"Relax, baby, just relax and you'll like it like I do," Joe whispered.
She kept pleading for him to stop. But the sensation of having two, sweaty, male bodies sandwiching her, their cocks reaming her out, was too great for her to deny. It was a thrill unlike any she had ever felt. Two men were actually fucking her at once! Two long pricks were slipping deeper and deeper into her body! It was incredible!
"That's it. Man, she's gettin' into it," Joe said.
"Yeah, yeah," Ron whispered.
"Good bitch, good…" Joe whispered, his voice dropping as he felt his cum bubbling up his cock.
Traci let out a low moan as his mouth covered her ear and he licked into it. She let out another sigh when she felt her ear being sucked into his mouth. When his tongue lashed down deep into the sensitive passage, she shoved back with her ass, opening her asshole all the way for his cock.
"Shit yeah, yeah…" Ron moaned.
Both pricks were hunching into her at once. She lurched forward, sinking onto the thick cock. Then, as she hunched back, Traci felt Joe's long prick push its way up her tight ass. It was a feeling she couldn't describe to anyone even years later.
"Fuck her, man," Ron grunted as he ground his hips forward until his cock was shoved up to the hilt. "Shove it to her ass! Stretch that little bitch wide open. Man, I wanna hear her beg for it!"
"Hurry, hurry," Traci begged as she felt her ass and cunt threatening to tear apart. She didn't know how much longer she could take this double fucking. It felt so good. But surely if it kept on going there had to be some damage.
"Man, oh, man uhhhhh…"
Joe suddenly groaned, his body jerking up against hers as he felt his cum bubbling up thick and rich in his cock. He held her tightly, pinching her flesh, jerking his knees against the backs of her legs while driving his cockshaft all the way in and holding it there.
Traci felt something very hot and wet spattering against her asshole lining. He was shooting in her, blowing his wad up her ass.
"Noooooo!" Traci wailed, hunching furiously back and forth.
"Yeah, baby, yeah. Good fuckin', good everything," Ron said, fitting his mouth down to hers. Their tongues speared at each other as their lips sucked together. Spit ran in streams down her throat as the two of them sucked and tongued one another. Traci felt her throat start to throb in time to her beating clit and asshole. Her body was completely on fire, hunching out of control. She was fucking and being fucked and loving every second of it.
"Now!" Ron warned as he felt his cum jetting up his cockshaft.
She grabbed Ron frantically, feeling the big biker cumming in her cunt. As his cum shot up his prick and jetted through the thick head Traci went crazy, grabbing at his face, his chest, his arms. This was wild, more wild than anything she'd ever felt with her own fingering or Don's cock.
"Yeah, shit, yeah!"
Ron's cum started shooting, burning down the center tube of his cock like burning oil. His load sprayed out, jetting into her burning pussy.
Traci cried, sobbed, coughed as tremendous orgasmic spasms shook through her pussy and sent her floating away. She wiggled between the two hairy, sweaty bodies. Her cunt jerked in time to the throbbing of her clit. The blonde teen felt more and more cum oozing from their cocks, soaking down her pussy, wetting down her ass and thighs. Her mouth and ear were still being sucked and tongued. There wasn't a virgin pore left on her body. Oh, how good it was to feel this possessed, this fucked!
They stayed like that, a nest of tangled arms and legs. Finally Ron broke away, pulling his soft cock from Traci's cunt.
"Shit, this bitch is a hot little whore. Baby, you ain't fucked much, but you sure know what you like doing," he said, wiping his forehead with the back of one hand.
"Man, she's got one hell of a tight ass. We gotta get 'er again," Joe commented, kissing her on the back of the neck.
"Gives damned good head, too," Rick added, rubbing his cock through his Levi's.
Traci lay curled in a fetal position. The high she'd been floating on disappeared, replaced by guilt and remorse. Yes, they had excited her, shown her things that had driven her wild with ecstasy. But what a price she had paid! Her self-respect had vanished, replaced by a picture of a wanton slut who would do anything to have her cunt satisfied. Traci moaned, covering her face with both hands.
"Hey, bitch, don't worry. We ain't gonna tell anyone about you. You're our little secret," Ron said, chucking her under the chin. "Now you gotta get outta here. We got a run goin' down," he said, checking his leather-banded wristwatch.
Traci pulled herself up from the floor. She examined her body – filthy, dirty, covered with grime, oil, cum and sweat! She smelled as badly as the men who had raped her!
"Don't worry, baby. The way people move around in this town ain't nobody gonna notice you. Now," Ron added, grabbing her hair and tugging it up while pushing his face close to hers. She hadn't noticed his foul breath as much as she did now. Wincing, the girl turned her face away, feeling her heart pounding. "Now don't get cute and tell anyone about what happened here, understand?"
His look was more menacing than his words. Traci felt her brain grow light and buzzy as she thought of what those men could do to her.
"No, I won't say a word," she promised in a little voice.
"Good," Ron said, dropping his hand and pushing her back onto the ground. "Now get dressed and get the fuck outta here. We know where the fuck to find you when we want to."
Traci was exhausted, her cunt dripping with cum while jizz oozed from her asshole. Somehow she managed to find the strength to dress quickly, even when Ron and the others were slapping her ass and watching as the girl stumbled. She wheeled around, her face flushed red, her briefs pulled halfway up her legs.
"Haven't you had enough?" she wailed, drawing her shorts up to her thighs, covering her tits while searching for her halter.
The men let her dress, unlocking the garage door and letting the violated teenager out.
"Remember, baby, you tell anyone about what happened and sic the cops on us and we'll find you," Ron warned, putting two fingers to his lips and raising his eyebrows.
Traci looked around her as the door slammed shut again. There was no one around. The fog was beginning to creep in, rolling like smoke over the tops of the surrounding apartments and condos. In the distance, she could hear the ocean crashing against the beach, the sound deadened by the thickening marine layer. It was so peaceful, so quiet. She couldn't believe that she had been violently raped, humiliated the way she was.
Covering her face with both hands, Traci hurried down the alley toward Emily's house. She couldn't face her mother now. No! That would be too awful. Emily would be someone she could talk to without worrying about shocking her. Yes, she had to talk to someone about those dreadful things that happened to her!

***

An hour later Hilda received a call from Traci's best friend.
"Of course," she said, sitting down and tapping her fingers on the telephone table. "Of course, she can spend the night there, Emily. But clothes? Oh, you have things there? Well, I guess. But can I talk to her? I see. Well, tell her to call when she gets out," Hilda said, hanging up the receiver.
Now that was odd. Why was her daughter staying over at Emily's? Something was up, she suspected. But at this point Hilda didn't want to push the issue. Strained relations between her and her daughter could break. Emily's family was respected even if the girl seemed a little too flighty at times. Hilda sighed, pushing back her hair and rising from the chair. In a way, she was glad. She began to tense whenever her daughter came rushing in through the front door, bubbling with some kind of information that was sure to upset her. At times Hilda thought Traci purposely thought up stories to annoy her. Well, there would be peace for once this evening.
"Ahhh," she sighed, picking up the newspaper television magazine and picking through it. There would be nothing better for her to do this evening than watch the tube. How dull, how lifeless her life had become, especially when her daughter wasn't around stirring things up. Hilda frowned, throwing the magazine down to the floor in annoyance. She paced the living room, one hand covering her mouth, the other nervously moving up and down her sides. Was her life going to be like this, like sitting in a blank room staring at the walls with nothing to hope for? She pressed one hand against her burning forehead. She was still young, still beautiful by most standards, still desirable. Hilda wasn't blind. She'd seen men's eyes following her as she went shopping. But no, she was too proud, too careful about what others might say about her and her daughter if she were to slip. That had happened once and Traci came out of the deal. She couldn't risk another time. Pregnant at her age? The thought was laughable!
Hilda stopped in front of the yawning fireplace and closed her eyes. Ohh, that burning itch again! It made her legs weak. The cords stood out against her neck as she opened her mouth and gulped in air. The room seemed to sway back and forth. Her cunt moved, actually moved like a tiny, frightened animal.
This had to stop. No, she wasn't going to give in as she had the last time. That awful, awful dog was around someplace. If he caught wind of her hot pussy, if he smelled her juicing cunt it would be all over. She had to have a drink, something that would calm her down. Traci wouldn't be home this evening. Alone, all alone. Somehow that thought was violently exciting. Hilda shivered, rubbing her upper arms briskly with opened palms. Yes, alone, alone with the dog.
"No!"
She shook her head violently, walking up to the open bar and grabbing onto the gin bottle. Her hands were shaking as she dropped several cubes into a tall glass, then poured two shots in. She didn't drink often. But this night Hilda guessed she'd be well plowed by the time the late news came on.
"Oh!"
The liquor felt good sliding down her throat, burning her chest and warming her belly. It seemed to take off the edge, at least temporarily. Reaching up, Hilda pulled the clasp from her hair that held the tight bun in place. It felt good having her hair come down like that, splashing over her face and shoulders. She shook it gently from side to side, leaning against the bar and taking another sip of the comforting liquor. She had thought about going to bars several times. In a city as large as Los Angeles she could surely find anonymity. But then what would she do? At her age the men were either divorced and screwed up or playing around. No, she didn't need outraged wives or crocodile tears on her shoulder. Maybe alone was the only way she'd find peace. It seemed so awful, though.
"Oh!"
Hilda's thoughts stopped. Standing in the door-way was Rex!



CHAPTER EIGHT


"Go away," Hilda slurred, having poured another drink.
The big Doberman had lain down by the sofa, his powerful head resting on his forepaws. Hilda was more sure of herself this time. She couldn't show the dog any weakness, any inclination that she wanted him to attack her the same way he had earlier. No, she was past that. It was just something terribly silly – silly and awful. It wouldn't happen again.
"Damned dog," she murmured, tipping the glass against her lips and taking another drink. The ice tinkled merrily as Rex watched his mistress become drunker and drunker. Hilda glanced at the big clock above the fireplace. It was still relatively early. Maybe she could slip out, avoiding the neighbors' curious glances.
"Why am I so damned worried about them?" she wondered out loud.
But she was. She worried about what everyone said about her, what they thought, how they acted. Oh, it was such a mess! She pushed herself off the bar and started walking across the room to the television set. Oh, bow shallow her breathing had become! The friction of her swollen cuntlips over her clit as she walked had become very intense. The liquor wasn't helping now. It had first dulled her sensations. Now it was intensifying them, tearing down the feelings racing up and down her quivering thighs. But now it was useless. She could hear the ice tinkling in the glass as her fingers trembled. In addition, there was a low, humming-like sound coming from somewhere in the living room. It didn't take Hilda long to realize that it was Rex growling with excitement.
She froze, opening her eyes and peering down at the animal. He was still lying down. But his head was up now, his black nostrils quivering as he caught the scent of her hot pussy. Soon he'd be up, pursuing her as he had earlier.
"No, no!" she said, more to herself than to the Doberman. Hilda turned away from the dog, hugging her body. This couldn't happen again. She wasn't going to let it. She'd run up to her bedroom, run from him the way she'd run from a human attacker. Attacker? Hilda giggled, swaying drunkenly from side to side as she turned and made her way to the stairs. Hilda was attributing human characteristics to a silly, dumb animal. What was happening to her mind? It was as if she were burning out, her loneliness creeping around her and destroying her like a cancer.
"Oh!"
Once again Rex blocked her escape. She stopped, her body trembling with fear. Why were her shoulders shaking so? And that swelling ball of sexual hunger in her belly, whriling around like a plummeting comet… why was that happening? She was panting, panting like a dog. Her fingers trembled more violently. No, no, she couldn't be wanting him to lick her, to do the same thing! That was impossible! She turned again, staring out the large picture window. Oh God, people could see inside if they chose to look! Rushing to the drapes, Hilda dropped the drink on the floor and grabbed onto the ropes, pulling hard. The long velvet drapes rushed together, providing the secrecy Hilda wanted.
"No!"
Rex could tell the change in his mistress' attitude. He moved quickly, butting her thighs apart with his head and swathing his tongue over her asscheeks.
Hilda felt the silken material of her panties quickly soak through, felt the dog's snout brushing against her ass and thighs. She pushed her arms out, her fingers working in the air as she staggered away from the window. Her knees were so weak, her legs feeling as if they were about to fold right out from under her. Terrible, horrible. She had to get away. This couldn't happen again. Once was excusable. But twice meant you really liked it. How could she look herself in the mirror again, knowing she'd encouraged the Doberman to attack her again? Wouldn't this lead to more scenes with the dogs, maybe even more animals? The thought paralyzed Hilda with fear. She had to get away!
"Stop. Oh, God!"
But the animal didn't understand her rising terror and guilt. He pursued her relentlessly, dropping his head and sinking his fangs into her right ankle. Hilda gasped, her eyes rounding while she dropped to the floor. There wasn't much pain, just a show of force indicating what he could do if he wanted.
"Please, please get away…"
Her voice sounded so tiny, so ineffective compared with the Doberman's growling. She lay on her ass, her torso propped up by her elbows. Hilda's dress had come up around her waist, exposing her damp, panty crotch panel. The dog was quick to see this. He moved quickly, pushing her thighs farther apart, driving his snout right against the warm, damp stretch of nylon material.
Hilda tensed, her head falling back while her eyes rolled up. Her knees sank together, rubbing against the furry sides of the animal. Yes, oh, God, yes, it was wonderful feeling that steady, insistent pressure against her crotch panel. Rex was licking her there, right there in the most sensitive spot of her body! Shamelessly, the woman started moving her ass back and forth against his snout, feeling the sharp tickle of the carpet piling over her ass flesh. She curled her fingers, digging them into the rug while she gulped in air through her mouth like a fish.
Crazy images flashed through her mind. Pictures of all the fantasies she'd ever conjured while touching herself in bed. Sobbing, Hilda tensed her ass, hunching up as the sloppy nylon twisted, pulled into a tight rope that fell to the side and exposed her glistening, swollen cuntlips.
Rex growled with excitement, lunging at the wet surfaces that had been peeled open.
"Ohhhh…"
No, she couldn't go through this again. It was too soon. She'd be prowling around dog pounds at night, breaking into cages if this kept on.
"No!"
Somehow she managed to break through the sexuality that had confused her brain and kicked the dog away. Turning around with great difficulty Hilda scrambled to her feet and made her way to the stairs. Rex pursued her, nipping at her ankles, barking furiously, angry that his pleasure had been interrupted.
"Get away, bad dog," Hilda cried, tilting over a small table that crashed in front of the animal. He yelped, jumping back, giving the woman enough time to rush up the stairs and into her own bedroom.
Hilda slammed the door shut, panting heavily as she rested against the molding. How awful! She could hear the Doberman rushing up the stairs, padding down the hall, now panting behind the door. He was jumping up against the wall, barking, whimpering, scratching his paws against the wood. Even with his immense strength Rex wouldn't be able to break in.
"Shut up. Shut up and get back downstairs," Hilda cried, surprised her voice could be so commanding considering what had just taken place between them. Oh, she could still feel the dog spit on her cuntlips and thighs! It made her shiver both with revulsion and excitement. She'd almost done it again!
Finally the dog's barking ceased. Was he gone? She wasn't going to take the chance by opening the door to find out. He could stay out there all night if he chose. Sighing with relief, the woman staggered to the bed, taking off her blouse and skirt and lying back on the bed. She didn't want to think of sex. But there it was, peeking back at her no matter how hard she tried to block it out. It was so strong in her now, especially after Rex had tried attacking her sexually moments ago.
"Mmmmm."
The gin was still warming her belly and having the wonderful side effect of blurring the horror of Rex's recent attack. She smiled, passing her hand down her belly, smiling more broadly as she tickled her skin. It was sliding down to her golden cunt-hairs. The panties were still damp with dog spit. No, she didn't want any reminders of her near-surrender. Curling her fingers around the elastic waistband Hilda slid the panties down over her legs, throwing them in the far corner. Reaching back she unhooked her bra, letting it fall to the floor by her bed. Completely naked and free and alone. She could do as she pleased without hurting anyone and without worry about anyone hurting her.
Dropping back to the bed, she worked the backs of her legs over the coverlet, enjoying the silky, rubbing sensation of the material against her flesh. Some of the bedspread gathered up and worked itself up into her tight asscrack as Hilda snaked her body across the mattress. She was toying with herself, cupping one tit in one hand. The touch gave her a chill. She thumbed one nipple until it grew stiff, pushing up out of the soft, surrounding areola. The effect was electric. Hilda sensed the tension in her body building, feeling the connections forming between all her sensitive, sexy areas. When she rocked her hips, the buttery heat spread all over, leaking out to dot the blonde, cunt curls with juice. Even after her tussle with the dog, she was actually burning for more. Oh, this wasn't very wise for her to do. Already Hilda was regretting her actions with Rex. Her breathing had become shallow and uneven again. She licked her dry lips, tossing her head against the pillow. The hand resting on her belly was shaking. But was fingering herself as exciting, as fulfilling as…
"No…!"
Hilda sat bolt upright. She was dizzy, a little drunk for sure. She was so close to slipping, to letting that animal in. Glancing up Hilda saw her face in the dresser mirror across the room. The blue eyes, the loose blonde hair hanging down to her shoulders. The mouth looking a little swollen, a little depraved. It was all because she was thinking about letting Rex in to take care of her throbbing pussy.
"I have to get up… I have to," she said to herself mechanically.
Hilda's knees were trembling as she walked across the room and rested her forehead against the door. Her fingers were curling around the doorknob, numb as if they'd been dipped in dry ice. Could she have come so completely around in such a short period of time? She'd run up here to get away from the dog. And now she was standing there stark naked, her pussy hot, her thighs streaked still with the dog's spit, her mind whirling around. How could she have sunk this low?
"I can't help it!" she wailed, twisting the doorknob and falling back.
Just as she suspected Rex was on the other side, waiting patiently for her own sexual forces to take over. He bolted into the room, his muzzle prodding her hungrily between the thighs.
"No, oh, no," she screamed, covering her pussy with one hand and her mouth with the other.
Hilda stumbled back to the bed, her eyes wide with horror and excitement. Twice she stumbled over Rex's forepaws as he pranced around her, his snout touching her legs, her ass, her thighs. Hilda's knees hit the side of the bed and she tumbled down onto the wrinkled bedspread.
Rex followed, growling hungrily. Hilda rolled around, propping herself up on her elbows and staring confusedly at the huge animal. He could tear her to pieces. But all he wanted was her pussy. She struggled backward on the bed, her heels digging into the mattress as she squirmed away from the panting animal. Still one part of her mind couldn't accept the inevitable.
"Back, back!"
Hilda felt the velvety wetness of her pussy exposed. She felt the inner folds and hollows of her pussy rubbing together as she worked her way higher onto the bed. The headboard was pressing against her back now. Rex jumped, his paws hitting her thighs. Quickly, he dropped his head in her cunt thicket, his nose moving under her hot cunt mound.
The effect was electric. Hilda snapped her head back, striking it hard against the headboard. Her knees sagged apart, her legs working sensuously over the coverlet. The smacking sounds of his tongue over her thighs and cunt made her flesh crawl. The touch of his tongue made her heart skip a beat.
"Oh, no…"
It was unreal. She had fallen back, actually opening her cunt to him. Was there no shame for her? Was there no limit to her depravity. She had fallen back onto the bed, pressing her cheek against the pillow while letting her knees fall back. How delicious it was to feel her cuntlips unsticking and peeling back, opening her dark, red, moist pussy meat to the animal.
Looking down heavy-lidded at the Doberman, she saw his dark, brown eyes glistening with excitement. His stubby tail wagged back and forth while his body arched down. He was humping, moving his hips from side to side, shaking his cock down from its sheath. Hilda saw that dark, red thing slipping out, growing longer and thicker. How strange it looked – long, knobby, much thinner and smaller than a man's. But yet all those lumps and bumps might prove more exciting in the long run.
"What am I thinking of?" she wailed.
But what little resistance she had vanished when the dog started to go wild. His tongue slopped over the sensitive flesh of her inner thighs. Each lick brought more floods of juice from her cunt. It was wonderful, exciting friction, a kind of rubbing that sent chilly, hot flashes rushing up and down her clit.
"Oh Rex, Rex…"
She was calling to him, speaking his name as if he were ravishing her like a human lover. Well, wasn't he? Wasn't he the best thing she'd had in a long, long time? Traci's father had been wonderful with his cock, making her ass prance for it, withholding it until she almost begged him for his cockmeat in tears. Oh, how those wild nights would go on and on while her mother thought she was studying for her college entrance exams!
"Uhghhhh!"
Thoughts of the past faded under the wild, hot friction of the present. Hilda's knees fell apart more and more as the dog lapped them. He had quieted suddenly as if he wanted to study how this strange woman was put together. He nuzzled his black snout between her flushed cuntlips almost tenderly. In a flash of thrilling realization Hilda knew Rex was tasting her. Smell and taste were an animal's most sensitive inputs. Gently and delicately, his long, pink tongue petted around her tiny, inner cuntlips. Then it moved up and started stroking her clit. She shuddered with consuming fever. It was so completely uninhibited, this lovemaking by the dog. He rested on his strong belly now, placing his paws on her parted thighs. She felt his hot breath tickle over her pussy hairs as he lapped at her cunt again and again.
"No, no…"
Hilda was going mad. She had to be crazy to be enjoying this. No normal woman would let a dog lap at her cunt.
"Oh yes…"
Hilda felt the animal between her shivering, white legs. She kept her eyes closed, still completely unable to accept what was happening to her. The hunger of her body forced nearly everything out of her mind except the wild desire of making the aching, throbbing pleasure even better. She felt completely taken over by this want. Her hands reached down to her belly, her fingers fanning out, searching for the dog's tongue. She felt her wiry cunthairs tickling the sensitive flesh just under her nails as the tips reached her cuntlips. Yes, they were wet, drenched with the Doberman's spit. She felt with her fingers at the squishy, steamy mess between her spread legs. Rex moved his head up and started licking at her white, shaking knuckles and wrists. Oh, the shameful feeling was mind blowing.
"Uhghhhhh…"
Hilda loved it when he lapped at her fingers, then moved back to her cunt. She moved her ass up, hearing the bed squeaking as she went crazy. The animal sensed her growing excitement and whimpered through his nose. Now he was licking the very bottom of her ass with hot spit, lapping back into the split of her asscheeks. She felt so wet down there. The insides of her thighs, her ass, her cunt were all slick with the Doberman's saliva. He was giving her a bath in the stuff, wanting to completely coat her with it.
"Oh, nooo…"
Hilda tried to fight through the lust she felt, tried to push Rex's head away. This was unnatural, sick, perverted. But her arms trembled, her fingers curling once again behind the Doberman's furry ears. She humped her back, pressing her swollen cunt up against his muzzle. The dark, pink, sloppy tongue drove up and down her fuck slot. It was so good, so very shamelessly good. Her clit burned like a glowing coal from the steady friction. The places between her toes and fingers tingled strangely. It was wild, wonderful!
"Huhhhr!"
Hilda closed her eyes, spreading her fingers out along Rex's neck. She raised her feet from the bed. Slowly, panting more heavily than before, the woman inched her knees back, back until they were pressed against her tits. Then she spread them even farther. Every hollow of her cunt seemed peeled back, exposed now, surrendered to the hungry animal.
"Yessss…"
Hilda was hissing like a snake, writhing like one, too, on the bed. Yes, yes, she was an animal, a bitch no better than the dog she had earlier despised. All thoughts of morality shot from her head as she went for what the dog was giving her.



CHAPTER NINE


Hilda was going nuts, gasping and babbling to the dog as he lapped away at her. She brought her feet together at the sides of his head, caressing him with her toes. The stiff tickle of his short coat against her soles made her throw her head to the side. Drool leaked from the corners of her mouth. She moved her ass up, let it fall back, then moved it up once more. Up and back, up and back, faster and faster until sweat broke out all over her body. She felt her flesh sticking uncomfortably to the wrinkled bedspread. What did she care about comfort? The overwhelming tightness and throbbing itch between her thighs was important. She arched her back, giving the big animal her clit to lick and pet again.
"Ohhhhhh!"
Hilda didn't care about anything any more. She could die doing this and she wouldn't care. It was one of the best things to happen to her in years probably the only good thing short of having Traci.
The woman worked her ass around in frantic, tight circles, crying through her nose. Her nostrils burned with the air she sucked in to feed her writhing body. Rex's lapping tongue seemed to be everywhere at once. Her face burned, her mind whirled around and around. The more she moved the more pleasure she brought to her clit. For the first time Hilda thought about being filled, about having something big, hot and hard sawing in and out of her cunt. That would be the ultimate pleasure. Yes, it was wonderful having Rex's tongue doing all those wonderful things to her. But how much more wonderful would it be to have a cock in her… even that odd-looking cock she'd seen earlier hanging down from his belly.
"Uhhghhh…"
Rex brushed over her cunt, licking one again over her tight asshole.
"Good dog… here, lick… here ohhhhh!"
Hilda snapped her head back, her hair splashing over her face and clinging to her damp cheeks. He'd found the super-sensitive spots again. Her cunt walls buckled from the rising sexual heat while the pussy muscles spasmed, clamping down shut, nearly trapping the animal's tongue as it petted her clit again and again. Hilda was quivering on the brink of a wild climax, perhaps the biggest cum she'd ever had short of one or two with Traci's father. The big muscles in her ass cramped. She kicked one foot high, fanning her toes out until they cramped as well. Rex slowed his rubbing friction and pulled back, tilting his head and staring curiously at her.
"Oh, God, don't stop now!"
Hilda was clawing the sheets, tearing the coverlet with her fingernails while beating the dog's back with her heels. Rex caught the urgency in her voice and went back to his lapping. If only a man's cock were in her she'd be milking it now with her cunt. The thought hurried her along into the hurricane of her climax. She pitched on her bed, yelping and growling as loudly as the Doberman. Bucking her ass against the Doberman's jaws, she felt his teeth cut her slightly. That sharp tickle brought more babbling groans of pleasure from her throat.
"Noooo!"
Hilda raked the fur with her fingers, pulling Rex harder and tighter against her. She scissored her legs around his back. Oh, how she wanted to howl, to scream out her delight at what was happening between her legs. But she didn't want to frighten the animal. Somehow, she managed to keep her excitement down, tossing her head, loving the feel of her hair splashing over her face. Her cunt was filled with an itching, tantalizing fire. The flames lapped up her thighs and belly. She quivered, her entire body shaking violently just before she came. The moment of madness was only a second away.
"Ughhhwawwhh!"
Then that second passed and lightning sliced through her cunt. It was as if someone were sawing her in two. Hilda pitched and tossed, yowling like a kicked animal while the animal stayed with her, lapping her convulsing cunt more hungrily than ever. It was heavenly, wonderful. What joy shot through her mind!
Hilda cried out again and again, not being able to have enough of that wonderful animal's tongue. She jerked and bucked and humped, finally shoving her fingers into her cunt and feeling the moist muscles clamp at her as the dog whimpered and licked her shaking knuckles.
"Oh, God, it's so good, I'm going to die," she wailed, feeling herself sinking into a vast ocean of sensuality.
When she opened her eyes again she found Rex lying next to her. Horror of horrors, she'd actually been hugging his strong, short-furred body against her. A swirl of thoughts came at her, but she gritted her teeth and shook them away. No, if she were to think seriously of the crime she'd just committed she'd put a razor to her wrists and slice them open.
"Oh!"
Once more she tried to deal with what had just happened. But once more her mind closed, unable to cope with it. Maybe later, much later when all the confusion now whirling around her died down. She smiled finally and ruffled the dog's fur.
"You crazy dog," she said, inhaling sharply and holding her breath until her eyes swam. Letting out the air, Hilda groaned, feeling the animal nuzzling closer, pressing his black snout against her soft belly.
Hilda got up from the bed and slipped a gown over her shoulders, opening the door and walking down the hall. How quiet the house was without her daughter slamming doors and yelling down the walls. Rex padded behind her down the stairs and into the kitchen. Hilda opened the frig and searched around, finding the steaks she had taken out of the freezer earlier to thaw. Rex looked on, his tail wriggling excitedly. She unwrapped a large t-bone, put it in a plate and set it down in front of the Doberman. He barked, then went after it hungrily, hacking at the bones with his fangs, holding the red meat down with one paw as he tore at it with his powerful jaws. Hilda bit her lip as she watched. He was just an animal, really. There was nothing human about him. In fact, she'd seen cats more human-like in their appearance and actions.
And yet there was something about the way he looked at her even now while tearing at his surprise dinner. He'd done things to her that almost had a human consciousness behind them. It was frightening to think along those lines.
"I think I've got to be losing my mind," she said, running her fingers through her hair and walking out of the kitchen.
Hilda made it to the liquor cabinet in the living room and pulled out a fresh glass, filling it a quarter of the way with gin. She was stone sober now, the wild sex scene upstairs having purged her body of the numbing liquor.
"Crazy, crazy animal," she murmured, drinking down the burning alcohol. Behind her she could hear Rex still chewing the steak. It had happened, happened with her consent. But now it was over. There was nothing in the stars stating she had to go down with the animal again. It was a slip, something that could never occur again.
Hilda sipped the drink again, gathering the gown modestly around her waist and strolling to the window. She pulled the drapes apart, staring out at the darkening scene. It was eight o'clock, still early in the evening. And yet she felt so exhausted. Of course, the animal had tired her out.
"Dogs…"
The woman giggled and took another sip. No one in the world could find out what happened. What could she do now except be philosophical. Yes, she could reason out her way from this dilemma. But what would others think if they even suspected what was going on between her and her pet Dobey? The thought was sobering.
Hilda's skin prickled with embarrassment as she pictured her daughter's horrified face. And the neighbors… Well, they'd certainly have a field day with that information.
"I was horny," she whispered to herself. "The dog smelled it. He knew." It had to be a crazy coincidence. Crazy, that's what it was. No, there couldn't be anything more to it. It's all over and done with.
Hilda sat down in a big chair and closed her eyes. Rex was still eating his steak. In a little while she'd go upstairs and turn on her small television set, then fall asleep. It was going to be a long, long evening.

***

At Emily Grabble's house, however, things were far from calm. The dark-haired girl had heard Traci calling from outside. Rushing to her window she saw the young teen swaying back and forth, her hair tangled, her body bruised around the arms.
Somehow she managed to get Traci upstairs to her room, calmed down to mild hysteria, and finally able to tell her what had happened. Emily sat cross-legged on the bed, her eyes rounding with fascination as Traci recounted how the bikers knocked her around, hit her, then finally all raped her.
"All three?" Emily managed to get out, her mouth opened.
"Yes. Oh, God, it was awful," Traci said, burying her face in her hands again and sobbing.
What she couldn't tell her best friend was that she had been excited through the whole routine. That knowledge was making her nervous, turning her into a wreck, making her unable to face her mother tonight. She begged Emily to phone Hilda, tell her anything, just making sure she didn't tell Hilda or Emily's parents the truth.
After the call was made Emily sat down next to Traci and took her hand.
"Now, do you want to call the police?" she asked, squeezing her friend's hand comfortingly.
Traci shook her head swiftly from side to side. She remembered Ron's threat. No, she wasn't going to have an entire biker gang chasing her and her mother through town.
"Then there's nothing you can do," Emily sighed, dropping the hand. "I suppose you can get ahold of some mace or something and protect yourself. But tell me the truth, Traci, was it all that bad?"
Traci stiffened, jerking her head around and staring into Emily's narrowing eyes. Her heart skipped a beat. Was there something in her voice, something in her expression that gave her away. She almost wanted to get up and stare into a mirror. She dropped her eyes away from her friend's examining stare.
"I thought so," Emily said, biting her lower lip and smiling knowingly. "Better than Don?"
The question cut her to the quick. Traci jumped up, clenching her fists.
"How did you know?"
"I didn't," Emily said, her face darkening somewhat. "But you sure gave yourself away," she blasted out.
Traci stood in front of her confused. Oh, God, could it be that Emily and Don were seeing one another – or that Emily wanted that to happen? But surely at the beach her friend had been encouraging the two of them to, well, do something together.
"I didn't know… I mean, I thought you expected Don and me to… well…"
Her words fell flat at her feet as Emily's breathing increased.
"I didn't think you'd take me up on it," she said in a cold voice. "You're supposed to be my best friend. I sat here, made excuses for you, held your hand while you told me how getting gang banged in a garage turned you on, and now you tell me you're fucking around with some guy I dig."
"How was I supposed to know?" Traci tried to explain as she became more and more afraid of her friend.
"Tell me about it. Come over here and tell me about it," Emily hissed.
There was no way Traci would willingly cross the room now.
"There's nothing to tell, honestly. It just happened," she started in a small voice.
"I said come here, Traci," Emily said, her voice steady but low as she threw her a leveling stare.
Traci wanted to bolt for the door, run down the hall to Emily's parents who were downstairs and ask for help. But she was in no condition to ask anyone for anything. Emily had taken her in secretly, let her wash up, listened to her, tried to help her. And now her very best friend in the world looked as if she were going to stick a knife in her throat!
"I said get over here!"
Traci felt utterly abandoned. Hypnotized by fear and hopelessness, the girl began walking across the room. Her eyes dropped from Emily's. Her friend was pushing down her shorts, sitting on the edge of the bed with the briefs stretched tightly around her ankles. The thick patch of pussy hairs bristled around her cunt. The black fur seemed to curl out.
"Now, Traci," Emily started when the girl had stopped in front of her. "Tell me about it. Tell me about Don and how the two of you fucked. You were fucking, right? Damn you! I could tear out your hair for that!" the girl said, her eyes glistening with tears.
Traci had never seen her friend like this before. She was confused, feeling as if the world had crashed all around her.
"Tell me all about it while you eat my cunt, suck on my clit the same way he did on yours," Emily nearly screamed, standing up and curling her fingers into her friend's hair.
At first Traci thought she'd heard Emily wrong. Surely her best friend hadn't said something about her eating out her cunt. That was for lesbians, dykes, women they used to make fun of. But as the dark-haired girl tugged painfully at Traci's hair, she realized that that was exactly what had been said. Unbelievable! Downstairs Emily's parents were having dinner, completely unaware of the perverted act about to take place above their heads.
"No, stop it, Em. Don't… don't do this to me," Traci wailed.
She could have screamed. But that would have drawn attention to her. If there was anything Traci didn't want at this point it was attention. And besides, God only knows what kind of explanation Emily would offer to her parents should they come upstairs to explore any sounds of a fight. She might accuse Traci of having made the first advance. Oh, what a horror show that would be!
"Keep it up, bitch. Go on, you little slut, I'm going to show you something about sex you never even dreamed of," Emily snarled.
How could she have ignored this side of her friend? Of course, she'd known Emily was fast, traveling in certain circles she didn't even want to think of. Her mind flashed back to the times in the shower room after gym class when Emily lingered behind supposedly to relax under the rushing warm streams of water. Were there other girls there? Did they and Emily get it on while the others were toweling off in the locker area?
"No, I'm not a bitch," Traci wailed as Emily forced her down to the floor.
"The hell you aren't. And you with that little girl look like you've never had it before in your life. Hell, you're so hungry for cock you cry when you don't get it. Well, let's see how you do with a little pussy," Emily said, forcing the girl to her knees.
Traci felt her knees touching the floor as the pain in her scalp became unbearable. Emily was still tugging at her hair, drawing her face close to the dark, pungent-smelling cunt in front of her. She raised her head to the dark patch between the girl's legs. Slowly she bent forward, drawn by a force she couldn't describe. The black-haired pussy gleamed with sweat and pussy oil. Under the thick growth of wiry, tangled hair Traci could see the dark, red gash of Emily's cunt. She'd never seen a woman's pussy this close before. It looked like a big festering wound. She stopped, unable to go any farther.
"Come on, honey. Come on and suck that cunt," Emily said in a little girl's voice. She was mocking her, making fun of her while forcing her to commit this outrage. Twice, Traci tried to back away. But just as the bikers had done Emily held onto her hair, pulling it so hard tears sprang to her eyes and rolled down her cheeks. She had no other choice. She had to lick Emily's pussy or run the risk of being exposed to the girl's parents as a pervert and a slut.
"Lick it!"
Sucking in a deep breath the girl relented, her face fitting between Emily's tight, young thighs. She could feel the girl's legs trembling against her cheeks and chin. Yes, she was excited, excited as hell as Traci's nose shoved into her slit. The dark-haired teen held her firmly in place, ignoring Traci's attempts to pull away to breathe.
"I said lick it. You're down there already, so stick your tongue down my cunt and lick. Don't worry, I've done it plenty of times at the gym and it won't hurt," Emily said reassuringly.
It sounded so evil. And yet there was nothing she could do. Reluctantly, the girl stuck out her tongue and started licking up the slit. The oil that bubbled out subsequently tasted like the pre-cum that had washed into her mouth when she blew the biker.
"Oh yes, yes," Emily hissed.
What was happening? Instead of feeling revulsion or sickness Traci found herself throwing her arms around her friend's naked ass, digging her fingertips into those soft cushions while sucking so hard her cheeks caved in. Oh, it was a new low for her, another sexual experience in her life of continuing depravity. How far down could she go, she wondered, before she turned into a sex-hungry whore who thought nothing about fucking in every imaginable way?



CHAPTER TEN


"Ohhhh…"
That moan from Emily marked the end of her anger with Traci.
"Yes, do it. Oh, shit, it feels so good to have your tongue in my hot pussy. Oh, I want to take care of your cunt, too. I want you to feel my… unnghhhh, to feel my tongue up your cunt… ughhhhoohhhh…"
Emily was rocking back and forth, her fingers working through Traci's blonde hair while the girl's tongue wriggled up and down her juicing fuckslot. The dark-haired teen was hunching her pussy into her friend's face, squeezing her ass together, shifting her thighs from side to side as her cunt was worked open farther by that wonderful, lapping tongue. In a moment, the two of them were on the carpet side by side stark-naked.
"Oh, what am I doing?" Traci wondered out loud.
Her pussy was tight again, actually hot and tense and eager. And no man was around! That was the awful, frightening thing. No man was around. Only Emily was here, another girl who was exciting her terribly.
"Unngohhhooo…"
Traci felt her sore cunt being massaged by careful fingers. It felt so good, so gentle and soothing after the brutal fucking she'd received earlier. Emily stroked open her pussy, peeling back the outer lips, then trailing her fingertips along the slick, sensitive band of flesh separating her outer and inner cuntlips. The effect was exhilarating! Traci grunted, hunching her hips back and forth, feeling the carpeting starting to burn her thighs from the violent movements she was making. How could this be happening to her? She'd never thought much about making it with another girl. She wasn't a dyke. No, she enjoyed men, enjoyed them to a shameful degree. This was a fluke, something that was just happening, something that once started could end only in one way. Traci knew enough about her cunt to know that.
"Ohhhh yessss…" Emily sighed.
In a moment they were in a 69 position. Slowly Emily's curly-haired cunt came down almost to within licking distance. Traci lay on her back, her eyes wide, her mouth open, her tongue licking her dry, lower lip as she moved her legs sensuously over the thickly piled carpet. Her heat was beating like a trip-hammer. Could she actually be capable of doing something with Emily? Of course, she could. She wanted that cunt pressing against her chin, wanted to feel what it was like to have her tongue stuck up another woman's fuck slot.
"Suck it, oh, yes Traci, stick your tongue up my pussy and lick it clean," Emily sighed.
Just as the red slot parted Traci felt a tongue being shoved into her own pussy. It pushed carefully inside, easing past the eager cuntlips. Emily blew a hot breath through her blonde cunthairs at the same time, tickling her while she licked her clit. Gently and easily the dark-haired girl fitted her mouth into Traci's cunt and started sucking, working her tongue rapidly back and forth in butterfly motions.
The result was maddeningly exciting. Traci arched her back, wallowing her shoulders against the rug while flexing her ass muscles and hunching up to Emily's mouth.
"Ohhhh, I'm sorry for anything I've done. Please eat me, Em. Oh, it feels so good. I'm so sore. You feel good. Suck me, lick my cunt, eat me…" Traci wailed.
The blonde didn't have to tell her friend anything. Emily had done this several times before. The girl used her fingers expertly to pull the tender cuntlips apart. Inside that red-hot slot, Emily ran her tongue teasingly. Flicking it in and out she teased the velvety flesh, drawing out more frothing pussyjuice. At the same time as she was tonguing Traci's pussy she lowered her body so her cunt was right over her friend's mouth. She could feel the blonde panting into it, her hot breath rustling through the curly hairs. Her clit popped out, throbbing and hard, slick from the juice running out of her cunthole.
"Oh God, God, give it to me," Traci begged as she saw that small, pink clit dangling in the curly hair just above her nose.
She felt herself actually trembling in expectation. She never would have believed she could be so excited by the prospect of sucking off another woman. But there she was, sprawled out on the floor of her best friend's bedroom, about ready to suck her cunt. Her hands were wrapped around Emily's lower ass, squeezing the full cheeks, rubbing them gently while her fingers slipped into the hot crack between them. She raised her head, her tongue flicking out, licking the throbbing surfaces of Emily's clit. In an instant, the juicy cunt pushed down until it was pressed firmly against Traci's sucking mouth. The blonde teen stuck her tongue between the bloated, rubbery lips of Emily's pussy. When she had it inside, she started licking around and around, touching all the hollows and slick bumps she could with the tip. Traci could tell it was driving her friend wild. Emily's hips pushed down onto her face, hunching up and down, trying to get more tongue up her pussy.
"Ohhhhh yes, that's it. Oh fuckin' shit, that's it!" Emily cried, snapping her head back and closing her eyes, then dropping her face back into Traci's pussy and sucking hard.
While Traci was getting her pussy kissed she kept working her fingers deep into Emily's asscrack. As her index fingers found the puckered hole, she worked it around in circles, teasing the sensitive, wrinkled flesh. She remembered how her ass reacted when the bikers were playing with it, finally sticking their fingers up it, not to mention one hard, long cock later on. She couldn't provide Emily with the same thrill. But the finger would do. That, she knew, would turn on her experimental, hot friend.
"Unnohhhh!"
She was right! As she made the circles smaller, she could feel Emily's tongue going wild all over her pussy. Then she rubbed the tip of her finger around the edge of the tightly closed hole. Pressing down, she started pushing her finger inside. Emily went wild, groaning into her cunt, kissing and sucking hard while wagging her ass like the tail of a dog.
"Fuck, fuck," Emily cried, tearing her lips away from Traci's pussy again to let out her emotions. The girl's face was flushed red, her mouth wet with saliva and Traci's cuntjuice.
"Ohhhh, God, I never thought it could be this good," Traci sighed, going back to the cunt above her. She pushed the fingertip slowly into the tight, gripping ring of ass muscle. She started wiggling it around and around, teasing the dark-haired teenager.
"Shit!" Emily cried.
Her clit throbbed from the feverish vibrations exploding in her ass. She twisted her hips up and down, getting fingered in the ass while tongued in the cunt. The wild sensations were complementary, each one intensifying the other until Emily thought she was going to pass out from excitement. She'd gone round with plenty of girls and a few men. But there was something special about Traci, about her eagerness, about her reluctance coupled with her resulting wildness about sex that blew her mind. Yes, she could see why Don went after her, and why the bikers would probably be patrolling the beach for the blonde in a day or so.
"Ohhhhhh!"
Traci's cunt exploded into a wild fire of sexual feeling. Her pink cuntlips spread apart, swelling open, exposing the dark, red, moist meat of her pussy. The feathery blonde curls waved as Emily blew her breath over them. Her dark, pink cut glistened juicily at the top of her cunt slit. Her tits tilted up to rub into the soft curve of Emily's belly. Yes, yes, this was wonderful, perhaps just as wonderful as all the fucking she'd experienced in the past day.
As Traci wiggled her finger in the tight asshole, she felt her spread-open pussylips being kissed again. A hot, slippery mouth opened wide, its lips pressing hard into her cunt. Emily's mouth bore down, shoving tighter and tighter against the blonde's cunt. Traci felt the sucking mouth work on her pussy, pulling the flesh in gentle tugs until it almost felt like a cock sliding in and out.
"Oh, Em, oh, it feels so good. Suck me, oh, good God, suck me!"
"Told you you'd like it. Oh, fuckin' shit, told you," Emily countered.
The two girls groaned, then went back to their mutual sucking spree.
"Ahhhhhhh!"
As Emily violently sucked at Traci's cunt she felt the finger pushing deeper inside her asshole. She groaned, rolling her ass around in circular hunches. Again, she felt the finger pressure its way into her hot, tight ass. Its wiggling made her pussy throb. The walls vibrated like a struck drum head. Traci's tongue and finger seemed to work together, tickling, teasing, stroking.
"Oh, God, Traci, I can't hold back much longer," Emily suddenly blurted out.
The words shot through Traci like lightning. She was actually making her friend cum, driving her to the brink of orgasm. She wiggled her hips excitedly, feeling her own orgasm rushing like a train.
"Ohhhhhaaaa…"
Keeping her finger up Emily's ass Traci pushed her to one side. Rolling over completely, she got on top. As soon as they were back in position she started hunching down, pushing her tight pussy into Emily's mouth. She could feel her friend's tongue shoving up and holding rigid, just as if it were a cock. Traci straddled her friend's head and worked her ass up and down in a series of short, rapid hunches. She learned just how far she could pull up with out letting the tongue slip from her pussy. As she concentrated on fucking herself with Emily's tongue, Traci glued her mouth onto her friend's pussy, sucking hard. Her tongue shot inside and stayed very rigid. Her tits jiggled back and forth while more jolts of pre-orgasmic spasms rocketed through her pussy.
"Now!" Emily cried.
Traci felt her friend writhe and twist under her. She was determined to stay on top. She tightened her grip, pushing her cunt down on her friend's face in hard, short strokes. She felt like she was doing the fucking, fucking herself and fucking Emily at the same time. She wanted to make her friend take it and eat it, suck it, make her cum. Wild thoughts shot through her head as she bounced up and down like a puppet, her breaths coming in short, uneven pants.
"Fuck, fuck, fuck…" she murmured, taking her mouth off Emily's pussy for a second to wipe away several broken cunthairs from her lips.
"Cummmmm…" Emily wailed, her body twisting like, a snake's.
Traci shoved her finger in as far as it would go, wriggling it frenziedly around in Emily's asshole. She shoved her tongue deep into the hot pussy and felt it starting to spasm. That was all she needed. Her clit popped into Emily's sucking mouth and vibrated against the licking tongue. Traci came as explosively as her friend, the two of them rolling around the floor, gripping one another's flexing asses as the seconds seemed to stand still.
Finally they both collapsed and lay cradled in one another's arms.
"I… I don't think I want to do this again," Traci stammered, unsure of what their relationship would be now.
"Well, that's up to you," Emily said, smiling weakly. "Personally, I prefer boys myself. I guess you can have Don," she said, getting up and brushing her hair from her face. "But he was such a good fuck," Emily sighed.
"Can't we both share?" Traci said after a moment's pause.
Both friends giggled, throwing their arms around one another. The tension had broken. They were back together with a new understanding of their minds and bodies. Emily started telling Traci what she should do about the bikers.



CHAPTER ELEVEN


Emily and Traci schemed all night, thinking of ways she could avoid the Huns. Emily finally suggested they tell Don, Greg and several of the other boys who knew them a part of the truth – that the bikers were out to get both of them and had even tried accosting Traci. They'd be watched out for, and still Traci's secret would be kept. And, of course, if Traci wanted to go back to the bikers she could do so voluntarily. The choice was hers. Emily and she giggled all night about the endless possibilities of sex with that gang. And as dawn drew near the blonde teen was still unsure as to what path she should take. Avoiding the Huns was the wisest thing to do. But, oh, how her pussy ached for adventure!

***

Back at Traci's home Hilda spent an equally restless night. All the gin in the world couldn't blot out the act she'd committed with the animal. As she lay half drunk in her bedroom watching television until two in the morning she kept thinking of that Doberman lying downstairs, his wonderful tongue licking his fur, that strange knobby cock soft between his hindquarters. She'd sip more gin and groan, feeling her pussy burning, crossing her legs and trying to blot the sensation from her mind. No, she wasn't going to do this again. Twice, twice she'd let the animal have his way with her! What kind of slut was she turning into? Most of the whores on Santa Monica Boulevard wouldn't dream of doing what she'd done for money! And she'd done it willingly, freely!
The broken dreams she had all night were terribly erotic and perverted. Men with cocks of all sizes and shapes were fucking her, forcing her to suck them off. And then in the middle of it all a pack of dogs would surround her, their jowls dripping with saliva, their eyes rolling with sexual frenzy while their knobby cocks stuck out long, strong and red.
Hilda awoke with a start at seven. She was sitting straight up in bed, her gown clinging damply to her flesh. Her nipples were erect, poking against her sheen gown while her cunt burned achingly. She put one hand to her forehead and rubbed it comfortingly, closing her eyes and sucking in a deep breath. How long was this going to last? How long could she keep going on like this before she broke?
Swinging her legs over the edge of the bed, Hilda glanced at her clock, wondering when Traci was going to come home. It sounded as if the girls were probably going to have an all-night gab session. That usually meant her daughter would be in around noon. Well, that would give her time for… for what? Her life was a desert, empty, barren, a complete void. The dog was the only thing that had added something colorful to it.
Hilda stopped, staring at herself in the mirror. Her gown was opened down the front, revealing her lithe, attractive body. Why shouldn't she be attractive? She'd done her best to keep up, although God only knows why. Her tits were firm, high-riding, not at all sagging or marred by purple stretch marks. Tracing her fingers over her belly and firm thighs, Hilda felt suddenly terribly alone and abandoned. A dog. Was that going to be her one big fling in life?
"Oh!"
It was Rex, scratching at the door. He's sensing my restlessness, she thought to herself, running her fingers through her hair. A feeling akin to desperation ran through her mind.
"No, I can't… I won't!" she said, holding her head with both hands. It was awful, terrible. She couldn't do this a third time. No, no, she couldn't.
But the gown was sliding off her shoulders, fanning around her feet as she stretched out one hand and opened the door.
"God help me!" she whispered, backing away as the big Doberman sprang in, his tongue hanging invitingly out one corner of his mouth.
Hilda backed away, backed to the bed where she knew the animal was going to take her again. How could she be doing this again and again? Now there was encouragement on her part as she sat on the edge of the bed, her cunt so hot and excited that it was wetting down the mattress.
"Good dog," she gasped, ruffling his fur with her shaking fingers.
Hilda moved her fingers over her drenched cuntlips, feeling her hot juices dripping down her ass. Rex lurched forward and started eating her pussy. His nose moved up and down through her slit, forcing the inner petals apart, stretching her cunt mouth. It was what she'd been wanting for all these years… a lover doing this sort of thing. Of course, she had no idea that her lover would be a Doberman!
"Ohhhhhh…"
Hilda moaned loudly, writhing her shoulders now against the mattress. She was draped across the bed, the soles of her feet shuffling over the carpeting while her thighs hunched up to the big dog. She felt his paws moving against her thighs. It was last night all over again. Only this time she was stone sober. She knew what she was doing, encouraged it!
"Yesss…"
The animal growled, letting his teeth nip along the puffed, slick outer lips of her pussy. The feeling nearly knocked her unconscious. It hurt her a little, hurt in a way that made Hilda grind her ass up for more. The tug of fear and embarrassment she'd felt earlier wasn't enough to make her push the dog away. She humped her back for him, encouraging the animal, making him growl for more. His neck hairs bristled with the wildness both of them felt. Once again he growled, tossing his head.
"Fuck… fuck…"
Her body responded fast to the sloppy, hurried friction of the big dog. Rex rolled his eyes up, studying Hilda's reaction. He knew when his tonguing became too frenzied, when it threatened to drive her over the brink of orgasm too quickly. Oh, it was just like having a human lover. Hilda's mind blurred, the difference between dog and man melting away.
Oh, what was he doing? Her eyelids fluttered open as she raised her head and saw the animal taking hold of her cuntmound and shaking it gently between his powerful jaws. The fangs barely sank in… just enough for her to raise her ass off the mattress and scream for more.
More? Did she dare? Could she possibly let him do more for her? Glancing up heavy-lidded at the animal she saw a photo of herself and Traci. Her daughter, her only daughter. What would the girl think of her stiff, super-moral mom now? Hilda laughed, her laughter quickly turning to a groan as another shot of sexual delight tore through her clit.
"Oh hell…"
Her head was spinning. She knew she'd entered a new world only a few hours ago. But she'd done it so fast, without any regrets. Could she let the animal… fuck her?
The thought brought a whimpery gasp from her throat. She grabbed the dog's fur tightly. Yes, she wanted a cock, a real cock inside her.
"Rex, here…"
Hilda was on her hands and knees now, her nostrils flared wide, her mind wild in rut. The bed groaned under their dual weight. Hilda looked over one shoulder, wiggling her ass, strings of drool hanging from her mouth. Yes, yes, to have a cock – a good, hard, long cock sliding in and out of her cunt. It was what she needed, what she lusted after. What did it matter if it belonged to a dog?
"Here, Rex, here…"
She felt paws scratching at her ass, a tongue lapping up and down her slot. Didn't he know what she wanted, her ass riding high in the air, prancing for his cock?
Then she felt him mounting her, his forelegs sliding along her sides, finally wrapping around her belly. Turning her face to the left, she saw the two of them in the dresser mirror. It was grotesquely exciting. The two of them – woman in heat, on hands and knees, her tits hanging so far down they touched the wrinkled topsheet while the dog covered her body like a fur coat. His black forelegs tightened around her chest, contrasting with her white flesh. Behind her legs his hindquarters pranced nervously, moving around so he could get better leverage. Hilda felt something terribly hot and slick rubbing up against her thighs. His cock! The thought raced through her mind, bleaching out all thoughts except fucking. She babbled, crooning to the animal as if he could understand. She had her back arched down, her ass thrust out to make it easier for the dog to fuck her. A thrill filled her chest, making her mouth dry. Her long, blonde hair hung down, splashing over her knuckles. Her shapely ass moved and dipped. Yes, fucking, fucking, that was what the two of them were going to be doing!
"Ughhhhh…"
She sobbed, wondering for a moment if she could go this far. As she gasped and gagged, Hilda felt something slip into her cunt. She felt the dog's forelegs tighten, his hindquarters tremble while he let out a long, low growl and nestled his head in the valley between her shoulder blades. He was fucking her, actually fucking her! That dark, red cock was entering her.
"Ohhhhh!"
He was in, driving his cock all the way into her cunthole. Her mouth opened, drool oozing out in long strings. He whimpered, pumping his narrow doggie hips up and down rapidly, all those spikes and knobs touching every aroused nerve ending in her cunt, it seemed. Her seepy, velvety lining oozed more juice, wetting down the Doberman's hairy, tight little balls.
Hilda gasped, feeling wild, free, a slut, loving the sensation of being a slut. She tossed her head back and forth, her hair tangling luxuriously around her neck.
"Fuck me, fuck me…"
Humping her ass back she growled as loudly as the dog fucking her. Her arms trembled, threatened to collapse, then finally let go. Her ass was still high, prancing for more as the dog fucked deeper and deeper. He was climbing her, his cock making squishy, sexy noises as it trenched deep into her steamy wet cunthole. Oh, it had been so long since she'd been fucked. Oh, what had she been missing! Chilly flashes of sexual heat tore through her body. She was soaked, frothing with butter. She'd never been so wet. Her mind was a kaleidoscope of sexy images. She wanted to fuck every way there was to fuck with every man she could get hold of. Oh, how swollen and hot her clit was!
"Nooo!"
The dog howled, holding tightly onto her while he shot his wad into her. Hilda cried out, her mind blowing apart as a core of white-hot delight shot through her cunt. Cumming, cumming with a dog! The two of them yelped and wailed as the bed rocked and groaned.
When it was over Hilda managed to scramble off the bed, leaving the dog curled up on the mattress and licking himself.
"A dog…" she said, staggering into the bathroom, holding her head with one hand as she turned on the shower. "Oh, Lord, Lord…" Hilda sat on the toilet seat as she turned on the shower. What had all her careful plans driven her to? She was a dog's mistress! The thought didn't sicken her. It only made the woman realize that something terrible was wrong with her life. I'm going to go out, she said firmly to herself as she flipped on the shower control and stepped under the rushing warm water. Her cunt slackened under her careful soapy massage as she turned and let the spray wash her body clean. Hilda had sacrificed enough for Traci. She'd given her daughter too much already, perhaps. Well, now it was her turn to live. No, she wasn't going to keep this up, taking on some animal when… when there were men out there. The thought excited her as she worked soap into her pussy, feeling those same hollows and bumps Rex's tongue had washed over earlier.
"Go to hell," she shouted above the shower as she heard the dog scratching against the bathroom door. It was going to be a different life for her now.
Just outside the home Emily and Traci were walking up the drive.
"You think your mom's going to be upset?" Emily asked, her bravado from the previous night having softened considerably.
"Naw, I don't think so. But I'd better get in and get washed up."
"Remember, we decided to tell Don and the others about those bikers. I don't think…"
"I know, I know," Traci said, biting her lower lip. They had both decided that the Huns should be avoided. The girls thought they could convince the boys to try "different" things with them, thus experimenting without running the risk of danger.
"I'll see you later," Emily said, waving her hand and moving away.
Traci watched as her friend disappeared around the corner. Yes, it was going to be a whole different life for her now. Staring up at the house she wondered if she could keep it from her mother. Well, she'd give it a shot.
"Oh!"
It was the far away sound of motorcycles speeding up the main street two blocks up. Could it be the Huns? Her flesh crawled – but was it with terror or excitement? Traci rubbed her arms briskly, almost running into the house. Oh, it was going to be so hard to keep her activities secret from her mother. Hilda was so stodgy, so damned moral. Well, maybe she could train her mother to accept a more liberal outlook on life.
"I'm home, Mother," Traci called out as she skipped into the living room.
Yes, she'd have to train her mother. But surely, having Hilda even talk about sex would be hard. Well, she'd give it a try!
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