




Спасибо, что скачали книгу в бесплатной электронной библиотеке BooksCafe.Net
Все книги автора
Эта же книга в других форматах

Приятного чтения!








With this ring, I thee lust



Poncho V. Ilia



CHAPTER ONE


When I was fresh out of Cape County High School, Julie asked me why I didn't enter the Miss Mackerel contest.
"Julie," I said, balancing a tray of dirty dishes, "you're shitting me." "No," she said, "it would be good business."
I was working as a waitress for Julie in Julie's Seafood Restaurant, Old Town. I was just eighteen.
"You've got the figure for it," Julie said. "Good tits. Nice ass." She was a plain spoken gal, Julie was. I liked her. She talked my language. "You were Homecoming Queen, weren't you?"
I had been, but when she said it I had to smile and then I spent the next few minutes thinking about how I became Homecoming Queen, by spreading my legs for not only my current steady but for that big, black stud who ran fullback on Cape County High's championship football team and for-well, that's a story worth telling and since this is supposed to be the true confessions of me, it's as good as any as a place to start.
One tiny bit of background, however, before we get down to the nitty gritty and talk about one of my favorite subjects, screwing. My father was and is a no good sonofabitch who then and now exists on a combination of lying, welfare, unemployment and stealing. They have a saying in Cape County. When Juby is out of jail, watch out for your water pumps. Juby special-ized in water pumps. You know, in Cape County, city water systems are limited to the County Seat, Old Town, and one of the beach towns. Elsewhere they get their water by pumping it up from the ground with an electric pump which, tank and all, costs about two hundred bucks and which, sold as hot merchandise, can bring' in about fifty bucks. Juby had a good hacksaw and he could run it in the dark of night, whip the two pipes in two with his hacksaw and be off with the water pump in less than five minutes.
Juby had another speciality, which I'll mention later. I believe in not putting the really shocking material right up front, since it might sear the pants off any ready who stumbles onto my little account.
O.K., being Juby Gore's daughter got me assigned to a particular place in Cape County, the general area of low life. I didn't give a shit at first. I once told a goddamned social worker, who was trying to get me lifted out of Juby's house, "Look why shouldn't I give the old fart a little? He feeds me don't he?" That was when I was young and innocent. And, whoops, I'm hinting at the shocking material which I was going to save.
So I was Miss Low Life of Old Town, which is as corny as it's name. An old town, indeed, with the blue-fucking-bloods to go with it, although they fall generally Ђ into the old southern catagory of being too poor to paint and too proud to whitewash. You had to be third generation Old Town to be accepted in that burg and I was white trash come in with my father's generation. Juby came in on a shrimp boat, being a Florida cracker, and found that state's unemployment payments to be great and stayed living in a tar paper shack on the beach road with my mother, who he never got around to marrying. She was a good old gal, sort of stupid, I mean, she was, like, retarded, but she didn't pass it on to me or my two brothers. Like, I think, her problem was brain damage at birth, so that she was a slow, smiling zombie in my life and I remember her best going about in a old house dress, clean but ragged, smiling and singing hymns while Juby had his hand under the dinner table finger fucking me and grinning at me across the table.
But I was going to tell you how I came to be Cape County High School's Homecoming Queen. The Queen was elected by popular vote.
I was already pretty popular with certain elements of the school. I liked 'em big and strong and the football team was a good one that year. I was going more or less steady with Bill Murphy because he was the only young stud I'd found with the staying powers to give me my whees. Most of them I'd tried would shoot off inches away from my muff and leave me stranded up there on a cloud of the hots. Bill was hung like a Shetland pony and he knew how to make a girl feel good. We'd make it every time we had a chance and once we almost got caught in the janitor's closet at the school knocking off a standing up piece between classes.
Bill was the captain of the team. He was a nice looking boy, blond, built like a champ. The team, itself, was integrated, as was the whole school. And it was not quite half spades. I'd sampled the wares of, maybe, five or six of the white players and they all called me buddy. They, at that time, didn't know that I'd spread it so freely, because I learned early that you keep it quiet if you're going to screw a little. I learned that when I popped off about my dad to the social worker and had to lie and cry like hell to get out of it. You don't tell and you make it damned sure that the stud doesn't tell, either. I had it made in that case. Once, when I was a kid, I put out for a young kid and he, icky kid that he was, started telling it all over school that Ruby Gore was a hot piece. I didn't mind the praise, but I was trying to make something of myself, made pretty good grades, and didn't want my reputation ruined, because I wanted to be in a couple of clubs and the clubs sort of frowned on what they called "bad girls." So I told my two brothers, Sam and Ruf, that this little shit was bad-mouthing me. Sam and Ruf whupped up on him a little and after that I told each of my boyfriends, "Look, if I give you a little, buddy, you'd better make damned sure it's just between you and me, for if I ever get word that you've been bragging around about screwing Ruby Gore, I'll sic Sam and Ruf on you." Sam and Ruf were both older. Sam had been in and out of the chain gang a couple of times, once for nearly killing a guy, and Ruf was built like a horse and could lift the front end of a car by himself. After they heard me say that they kept quiet.
But there was no need to tell Bill Murphy that. He loved me. Bill was a sweet guy. When I first let him screw me I pretended to be tight, holding my twat muscles in and grunting and moaning, and he thought I was a virgin and wanted to marry me. That would have been great, except that Bill, popular as he was, Old Town and all that, was just the son of a commercial fisherman and I didn't see myself getting assfat and chasing snotty' nosed kids in Old Town while Bill went fishing and made, maybe, five grand a year. But he served the purpose in High School, because he was Old Town society and he got me into a few of the clubs and got me more or less accepted, except with the snitty girls of the town, who knew rough competition when they saw it. Then, when we were seniors, Bill asked me why I didn't run for Homecoming Queen. Man, that turned me on. I'd picture myself riding the Boat at the big game, dressed in virginal white, ha ha, and looking down on those snitty bitches who wouldn't speak to me in the halls. "I can guarantee the support of the team," Bill said. Well, the way it worked, the Homecoming Queen was always the girlfriend of one of the players, usually the captain. I began to think that maybe I could make it. I said, "Yes, I'll do it." We started the campaign with posters saying RUBY GORE FOR HOMECOMING QUEEN. And the snits of Old Town came up with Selena Smith, daughter of the crooked lawyer, because the nice ladies couldn't stand the thought of Juby Gore's daughter representing their school at the big game. And the spades, who had developed the technique of block voting through their N.A.A.C.P. training, put up a nice looking black girl with a neat Afro. I saw the handwriting on the wall. The spades would vot for the black girl and the "nice" kids would vote for Selena Smith and little old Ruby would lose.
There was this great, black stud who was fullback. Jesus, he was a boss. Give that spade bastard the ball and he'd bulldoze his way through the entire opposing team. He was built like the proverbial brick shit house, strong, Jesus. I'd seen him carry three men for twenty yards without slowing down. He was built a lot like my brother, Ruf, and sometimes when I was easing Ruf's growing pains, my legs spread, his stocky, strong body on mine, I'd pretend that instead of Ruf's cock in me it was Roalt's. That was his name, Roalt Pepperdine. He went on to play fullback for one of the big pro teams, if you remember.
Roalt was as poor as we Gores. His family, consisting of two old women and his fat mother, no men, the black stud who sired him having taken off for parts unknown, lived in jigtown in a shack about as bad as ours. So I thought me and Roalt might have something in common.
But I had a devil of a time getting a chance to talk to Roalt. The spades sort of stuck together. We didn't have any knifings in the hall or like that, but the blacks and the whites didn't really integrate, they just went to the same school. But one day, when we were rehearsing for the Senior Play, I got a chance to get Roalt alone. I was playing a minor part, the society gals having glommed into the best parts, and Roalt, being black, was the butler or some such, so we didn't have much to do but sit around and wait for our one or two lines. We were sitting back in the auditorium behind the rest of the cast. There were only a couple of other spades in it, so they were up on the stage, leaving Roalt alone. I went and sat beside him.
"Roalt," I said, getting right to the subject, since I didn't know how long we'd have to talk, "are you bound and determined to vote for Chicky?" Chicky was Roalt's steady and the black gal who was running for homecoming.
"You know I am," he said, looking at me, his white eyes rolling and his face looking mean. 
"You know if all you Hack cats vote for Chicky that Miss Sweetpants Selena Smith will win, don't you?" "That's the way it looks," he admitted.
"And Selena doesn't even go to the football games," I said. "She thinks they're cruel and barbaric." I had fought my way onto the cheer leading squad and was at every game, jumping and showing my bottom through my royal red panties and urging the boys on to commit slaughter on the opposition. I cheered next to Chicky, who was not a bad looking girl and we'd talked some. "I'd rather see Chicky get it than Selena," I went on, "but you know and I know that the whites won't vote for her." 'Tuck 'em," he said.
"On the other hand," I said, "if I could get a few black votes," I looked him in the eye and gave him my best smile, his eyes meeting mine in fine black defiance, "we'd at least have a queen who is one of us." "Not one of us," he said. "You want Selena to get it?" "Shit," he said. "Couldn't make a deal?" I asked. "Sell out Chicky?"
"Talk to her, tell her how it is. I think she'd agree she'd rather see me than Selena up there." "Not a chance. We'll go down together." "You haven't heard all my offer," I said. "I don't want no^offers," he said, turning away.
What I was going to say sent little flames into my panties and made me wet down there. "Roalt," I said, leaning close so he could smell me, "I'd do anything to get elected." I put certain emphasis on the word, anything, so that he looked at me again. "I've always admired you," I said. "Gee, when you go banging into that line-" I sighed. "You're one strong bastard," I said. "I like strong men."
He was looking at me with a funny expression. "I haven't got much to offer," I said, being humble. "But what I have…"
"Shit," he said, but I could see the old devil in his eyes.
"Maybe we could get together and talk about it?" I was leaning close. It was dark in the auditorium off the stage. I put my hand on his thigh and squeezed. "When?" he asked. "Tonight?" "You shitting me?" he asked.
"Not a bit," I said. "Look, there's a dirt road goes back of my house. Right after dark I might take a walk down that road, that is if I thought there might be someone there to keep me company. I'm scared of the dark." "There might be," he said. "Right after dark."
Juby was in jail for stealing water pumps. Sam had married a slit from the beach and was living over there working at the pier. For dinner I gave Ruf beans and chicken and then I cleaned the table and Ruf went off to smoke dope over on the beach. I waited until dark. I left the house in a skirt and sweater. It was warm for October. I left my panties and bra at home. I felt my boobs swing with my steps and began to think about Roalt and all that power bottled up in his big body and wondering if I'd be able to take that strength and vitality without flipping out completely.
He was already there in an old ambulance that I'd seen him drive around. I saw it and walked up to the passenger's side and got in. He was a dark, massive blur. I said, "Hi," lightly. He grunted. "Waiting long?" 
"Naw," he said.
"We can go to the house if you like," I said. "No one's home."
He reached over and put his big, ham-like hand on my shoulder and pulled me to him and I felt that he was going to crush me. "I gave. I let my body melt into his and gave him a feel of my unbound knockers, which were, even then, something to feel, I'd guess, and he was panting and snorting like a bull. My curiosity was overwhelming. I shot down one of my lily whites and closed it over his cock and, whee, was it a stud. It felt like a club down there between his big, muscular thighs. "God, Roalt," I said, my voice going fuzzy.
I'm what is known as an easy lay. I can think myself into a state of near climax and sometimes I blast off being handled. I mean, when I feel a man's hand down there at my glory hole I feel all girl and am one huge, wet, slick, throbbing cunt of passion and just feeling all that man, his arms around me, my hand on his massive cock, made me begin to tremble.
His lips were big and demanding. They covered my whole mouth. I gave him my tongue. I like kissing. You know how it is in certain circles. People are always kissing. You kiss a casual aquaintance at a party. Sometimes you kiss him on the cheek or on the lips. A lot of people kiss other people of the same sex. It's sort of a social ritual. If you'll notice, if you're ever at a party with me, I don't kiss casually. When some dizzy broad comes at me with a kissing pout on her lips, I get the hell out of there. And I don't kiss any male I don't want to kiss. None of this smack on the cheek shit for me. If I kiss a man he knows he's been kissed even if it is just a quick thing at a party or a meeting in an office or something. I mean, I look at a man and I think, gee, I'd like to kiss him. And if I feel like that, I kiss him. I lay one on him. I give him my mouth turned inside out and he's wet from the nose to the chin and if there's a bit of time I'll drive my tongue into his mouth to taste him. I like the feeling of being sexy. It sends me. And one kiss, from a man who turns me on, makes me sexy and I'm often able to keep myself in a state of excitement just by kissing a few selected studs at some dull affair.
But about Roalt. He was the first spade I'd ever kissed. Nqw, as I've said, he was a big man, boy, then, I'd guess. But he was all spade. He had these big, wide lips and one of them made a mouthfull for me. When I gave him my tongue, my lower lip was spread all over his face and then, with a little shiver of pure satisfaction, I took his lower lip between mine and began to chew on it. It was big and meaty and all man and it made my belly start dancing with the delicious trembles. I climbed all over him, trying to make every inch of my body contact his. I rubbed my tits on him and put one leg over one of his so that I could press my twat against his hard-muscled thigh. I felt all that strength.
I turn on easy. I was wound up like an eight day clock. You'd think I'd been without it for weeks. I was shivering and trembling and when he tried to get his hand in between us I gave him space and gasped when he gave one of my knockers a squeeze, hard. He got a nipple between his fingers. There was nothing between his fingers and me but a thin summer pull-over thing and when he clamped down on it the hurt was so good I made a little crying sound. He stopped.
"Be rough," I said, my voice hard to control. "You can't hurt me." I liked 'em rough. I'd had good training. Ruf. "For a white gal, you're sure hung," he said, taking both my knockers into his hands and weighting them before he began to rub and squeeze and find the nipples, which had hardened and were pushing against the material. He pinched, hard, and I went into orbit and began to try to eat his mouth. "Jesus," he breathed, his hand going down my body, feeling its way, trying my waist for size and then finding my bulging hips and squeezing them. He wasn't the first to be awed by my wild willingness and I was pleased to think that I could make him say "Jesus" that way, for I'd always heard that spade gals were pretty wild.
His hand finally started trying to make its way into. my lap. I had my leg thrown up over his, and my skirt was hiked up. He rubbed up my bare leg to my thigh and I felt wonderfully sexy as I lifted my leg like slow and held it up and his hand went up and his fingers touched my pantiless twat. I was gooing and ready and shaking.
"Jesus," he said, for the second time, when he felt me. I laughed down inside with pleasure. He felt around, letting his fingers find my labia. I have nice fat twat lips. They're small. They serve to guide anything hard right straight into my glory hole. And I'm very, very wet. I find that men like that. They like to think that it's them and them alone who has created enough hots to make me wet my panties and, if it goes on a long time, have my slick, inner oils running down and making a slick sheen of liquid on my pudenda and my anus. Roalt found that wetness and he fingered it and played with it. He wasn't a dummy, because he knew that I lived up there in that little round thing at the top of my slippery slit. He would wet his fingers in me and then slid them up and rub my clit and I was begging and crying inside, wanting to feel something more than that. I mean, I have to have penetration to really live and I wanted to be stuck.
"Let's put our bods in the back," he said, croaking in his need. Man, I was willing. I pulled away and started to scamper over the back of the seat. I raised one leg and he froze me in that position because he shot his hand up my skirt and his big social finger gave that sign, up you, and up me it went, all the way to his third knuckle. I moaned and began to screw wildly, not even knowing what I was doing I was so hot. I screwed around on Ms finger and moaned and bis finger was shooting in and out of me.
He had me from the front and his palm was pressing hard on my clit and I was bucking and crying and he was panting and I said, "Gaaaaa," and came like a nym-pho, wildly, poundingly. I almost fainted with the goodness of it and then he was pushing me over the seat. I was so weak I just fell down on the back seat and there were quilts and an old mattress there instead of a seat. The whole back of the old bus was a queen-sized bed. I lay there on my back and watched him crawl over. He filled the whole space he was so big. He put his weight on me and I could feel his hard cock through our clothing and it didn't take much more than that to have me ready to go again. He body-fucked me. I spread my legs and he slid between them, his hard cock pressing into my softness. His mouth found mine. He was drilling me so hard that I thought he was going to push a hole right through his clothing and my skirt.
That was a beauty I had on his fingers, but that was just a warm-up. I was going to come again just dry-fucking. His cock was really hard. At that moment I didn't give a shit about being Homecoming Queen, I just wanted to be fucked. "Put that thing in me," I gasped, reaching down to seize his cock in my hand. "Get naked, mama," he said.
I sat up and lifted my pullover. He helped. It came oS and his hands found my bare tits and gave them a work out. I put my hands behind his head and pulled him down and thrust one tit into his mouth. "Bite it," I gasped, "Bite it, you bastard, bite it."
On my knees, one knocker pushed into his mouth, my hands on his head pulling him close, I reached down with one hand and did my skirt and began to push it down. He was biting me hard, so hard that the little shoots of pain were going all over my body and sending messages of whee down into my wet twat. I had my skirt pushed down as far as it would go with me kneeling and then I began to work on him. I got his shirt open and gushed my white tits up against his black chest and rubbed them and then had my hands down undoing his pants and when I had them open and went inside to feel that cock, oh, God.
He wanted to see me naked. He pushed me away and pulled the skirt off and then, in the light of the night moon, he gazed at me and rubbed me while I moaned and squirmed under his hands. I knew what he was seeing. He was seeing whiteness in skin, a nice figure, small waist, large ass, good legs, big tits.
I wanted to see and feel› too. I reached out and seized that monster as it came out of his pants and I could put both hands on it and have room left. I was so hot I had to do something. I was holding his cock in one hand, frigging it gently. I was trying to push his pants off with the other and then I made a sound and fell down and smelled him just before I kissed that big monster. He smelled like man. I opened my mouth, one hand hold ing the cock and guiding it, I took the head of it and tried to push more into me. I had just the head and maybe a half inch more and it was back at the back of my throat and I kissed and sucked and licked the cream as it oozed out of the little eye of his beautiful cock.
"You're gonna waste me, mama," he gasped, plunging his cock into and out of my mouth. I let my wet mouth run down the big vein under it, all the way to his balls. Then I fell back. "Now, Roalt," I said, "fuck me now."
He pushed his pants off and I pulled and tugged as he put his weight on me. He was no gentleman. He didn't support his weight. He just threw it on me, about a ton of man, and I didn't care. I like to be treated rough at times. He was crushing me and his cock was down there banging at my box and I squeezed one hand in between us and threw up my ass and, wow, it hit and went in and it was nice, nice, nice, the finest cock I'd ever felt, huge, throbbing already. I knew he was so close that he'd go like a house afire, but I wasn't worried. I was so dose I was throbbing up in my cunt and I ground my ass up and took all he had to give and came blindingly, the second one in a couple of minutes. I knew from the feel of it and the strength of it that it was going to be one of those great, great nights.
He was pounding me. I, feeling those sweet after feelings, made it great for him by moving just right, reaching up to take him, letting it drive all the way up to my liver as it went in. He came with a power which left me breathless, and hungry for more. He dug his fingers into my soft ass and lifted my pelvic basket to punch his cock ever deeper. He must have come a quart. I could feel his cock swell and burst and throb and I could feel his come jetting out into me and I had this secondary climax which was so sweet and it lasted and lasted and didn't stop until he'd pumped himself dry and had let his body just sag down as he relaxed.] squirmed under him from time to time, just to feel his cock. He was panting. "You're some hot mama," he said. "You're not so bad yourself," I said.
"You got my vote, mama," he said. "Any woman knows how to handle poon like that I'd elect president."
"I'm glad," I said. "But let me tell you, you spade bastard, the way you rang my chimes I'd fuck you anytime, anywhere. I mean, Jesus, Roalt, that was the best I've ever had. I mean, wow, you're great." "Don't shit me," he said. "Get off me and lay down," I said. "Huh?"
I pushed him off and started working on him. He lay there, his cock relaxed. I started kissing his mouth and eating those big, delicious lips. I had the hots again.
I ran my hands all over his naked body. I kissed him all over. I'll admit, now, that I was ignorant then. I had expected Roalt to' smell just because he was spade. You know how it is in the redneck South. They say a nigger has a peculiar smell. Well, I guess a spade who doesn't take a bath has a smell, just like whites who don't bathe smell, but Roalt, although I doubt if his shack in jig-town had indoor plumbing, was clean. I guess he took showers every day at the gym. He smelled like a good after shave lotion and clean, sexy sweat and of us. When I started kissing him around his belly I could feel, under my lips, the hard rows of muscles.
I timed it. I didn't want him to get hard, not yet. I felt his cock and it was still soft and then I went down on it. Soft, I could get almost all of it into my mouth. 
That's still one of my favorite things. And I think that was the first time I'd ever done it, I mean, taking a soft cock into my mouth and tonguing it and kissing it and sucking it until, as it grows, gets too big and hard for the space available in my mouth and pushes itself out backward.
It tasted of come and pussy juice. The taste of love. Come and pussy. I loved it.
Back in those days I was usually so eager to get laid that I didn't do much Frenching^nd I guess I really learned to love it with Roalt.
He had not been circumcised. He had this great flap of foreskin. I pulled it up and nibbled on it before he got hard, covering in his head with his foreskin and chewing on it until he squirmed. Then I pushed his soft cock all the way back into my throat and tried to swallow it. You'd be surprised, unless you're a French expert, how far down you can get a limp cock if it's long enough. I did a swallowing motion and the head of his cock slid down to my belly, it seemed. I mean, it was into my gullet. I would have thought that it would gag me, but I guess I was so hot that I didn't think about that. I just swallowed it. My teeth were pressed up against his mound, his whole soft shaft in my mouth, the head of it actually swallowed and the swallowing things in my throat working on it. That's when he started to get hard. He told me later that he had been a little scared then, afraid I was going to actually eat him, I mean, swallow the whole thing. It was soft in my throat and my throat worked every time I tried to swallow and it squeezed and he got harder and harder and it began to back its way out.
Then I worked on the head of jt, running my tongue around the rim, nibbling with my teeth and making him squirm. Then, with it hard, I licked it up and down and took his balls, one at a time, into my mouth and toyed with them ever so gently. He was getting hot and moaning and squirming. I was turning him on and did I ever get a bang out of it.
I liked it. I like anything, and I mean anything, about sex. I ate and sucked and licked and kissed that huge, black cock loved it, swelling for me and growing into a forearm-sized club which had both my hands on it and my mouth as wide as I could over the head of it sucking and then I felt his loins go tense and his hips begin to rise and fall, fucking my lips, my mouth, stretching my mouth painfully and I knew I had an opening which could better take it, so before he rammed it all the way down my throat I climbed on. I mean I threw myself astride his big, hard body and looked down and damn me if he wasn't invisible, black in black, but I could sure feel him, and I found the prong and sat on it, lowering myself, letting his cock slide in one inch at a time on the slick highway paved by his own come and my juices. I felt short.
I didn't think you'd ever see me alive again. I mean, it went on and on and my body took it, that big club frothing at the tip, inching up into me, splitting me, filling me to the point of joyful screaming. I took it all and let my weight down to drive the head of it up against my useless womb. I'd had this problem when I was a kid and they'd done something up inside me and the doc said I'd never have a kid, 50 I didn't worry about getting knocked up, ever. I had that huge black mother squeezed in my cunt and I was throwing my body around wildly, circling the thing with my hips, riding, squirming, bouncing, feeling my eyeballs pop when Roalt lifted his hips to drive it home. I was in my element, I'm Miss Sex Queen and I've never had it better than it was with Roalt. I mean, baby, he had it. He was Mr. Sex. He loved it. "Shit," he said, "you've got a sweet cunt."
He drove. He lifted. He pinched my boobs. He mauled me. He was rough and I loved it. Then he threw me off and overtopped me and lifted my legs so that my knees were against my chest and drove that third leg of his into me and I screamed with the good, good, hurting brutality of it, because I was in serial climax with that, that pain, that pounding, that brutal blow each time he hit my clit, that panting, hard, strong body of his, his clasping hands, his fingers digging. I came and came and then when he came I came again and we came for an eternity, his cock throbbing and pumping and my cunt squeezing him as it throbbed out another story of pure heaven. We lay there, his cock going soft in me. "You liked it?" he said. "Honey, I loved it." "I think you did. You like black cock." "Is it black?" I asked, laughing. "I can't see it." "White lady fucking the nigger," he sneered.
"Don't give me that nigger shit, Roalt," I said. "I don't allow it. You wanta be goddamned bigoted, you go find someone else to bigot on, because I don't like that sort of shit."
He laughed. "I'm gonna talk to the people," he said. "I don't know if it'll do any good, but I'm gonna talk to 'em."
"I'd appreciate it," I said. I kissed him. "I'd also appreciate it if you'd rub my ass just a little. I think you've bruised it." I rumpled his kinky hair and turned over. He rubbed my ass tenderly and when he bent to kiss it I said, "Unless you want to rouse the sleeping tiger, don't do that."
He went on doing that and he roused it and when we finally left that old dirt road I was oozing come and loving it. I like to keep it up inside me, feeling it, knowing how it got there and remembering every stroke of it. He left me off at the house and I went in and sat on the John and peed and felt a huge glob of it slop out and make a splash in the water and then I had a balh, but didn't wash too good inside the lips of my pussy because I liked to go to sleep with it nice and gooey.
Nothing happened for a couple of days. Then I saw Roalt at play practice. "I talked," he said. "Yes?"
"I talked to the guys on the team, the brothers. They say, what the hell. It's no skin off their ass. I mean, they don't care whether it's you or Selena."
Well, that shot me down. "We can still be friends," I said.
He looked at me. "Mama, it was good rocking, but I ain't in the mood to get hung."
"No one will know," I said, remembering that huge weapon of his.
"The guys wonder why I'm pushing for them to vote for you."
"Oh." I went up to do my three lines then and when I came off he was gone and I didn't see him for a day or so. Then I heard Selena Smith saying, "That little whore can't win. We have to stop her. I could never face the disgrace of losing to that little whore."
I cornered Roalt in the hall. "I can't accept it," I said. "I want you to get the guys on the team, the brothers, to hold a meeting. I want to talk to them." "I won't do no good," he said. 
"Tonight, at about eleven o'clock," I said, "I'll be walking down that dirt road. Now no one ever goes down that dirt road. My dad's in jail and Ruf will be off. I want to talk to all of them."
He looked at me and grinned. "You want that Queen shit bad, don't you?"
"I want it more than anything in my life," I said. "I want to be able to spit on Selena Smith." "There's ten of us," he said. "I'll be there."
I walked down the road at eleven. It was pitch dark. I was, frankly, scared shitless. I'd never had a gang bang before and there I was going to take on ten spade studs. I had the screaming willies about it, not knowing whether to be hot as a pistol or scared out of my dress. I had on a one-piece, buttoned down the front, no pants, no bra. I started to turn back. I thought they'd call it off. Then, rounding a curve, I saw the dark mass of the old ambulance and then it was too late to back out. They were standing around the old bus with their hands in their pockets. I couldn't see very well in the dark, but I picked out Roalt by his size. I went up to him and said, "Is it a deal, Roalt? Will they vote for me and have their friends to vote for me?"
"Only if you're a good rocking, mama," one of them said. There was a general laugh.
"If I do it for all of you and make it good, will you vote for me?"
"Deal," one of them said. There was a muted chorus of assent I whispered to Roalt. "You first?" He took my arm. "How come him first?" someone wanted to know.
"Because I'm bigger than you and can whup your ass," Roalt said. 
"I knew there was a good reason," the other one said, laughing.
I crawled into the back of the bus, nervous, not sexy at all, a hell of a lot scared now. I took off the dress and put it over the front seat and Roalt was playing with me, squeezing my tits, running his hand up my legs to find my twat, which was scared into an odd dry condition. "You sure you wanta do this?"
"I'm sure," I said. He put a finger into me and found some moisture and began to play with my clit, rubbing the wetness from my soft insides on it and, in spite of my nervousness, I began to feel sexy. As I said, I'm an easy lay. I fell down on my back like a bug and opened my legs and, with some of the cats outside looking in and saying, "Hurry it up, you fucker," I took Roalt in for the second night and fondled his body and found him to be as sexy as he'd been before and had a beauty before he blasted his come into me.
Up until then, I've never had the fun of having more than one man a night. I was steamed up from Roalt's good rocking and I just lay there while another stud, and it was so damned dark I couldn't recognize any of them, crawled up and drove his cock into me, sliding right in on Roalt's come and filling me up, but not as much as Roalt. He must have been an inexperienced kid, because he came just as soon as he was in me and his cock wilted away. I didn't try to push him off, because I knew they'd laugh at him if he came out too quickly, and he lay there a little while, only moving his ass as his cock dwindled and fell out and I felt a stream of come begin to ooze down my thigh.
I was looking ahead to number three and liking the idea. The quick come in me by the second kid felt good. 
I mean, I like to have a man come in me. I like the feel of his swelling cock and the tender clasping of his arms and the way his whole body comes to attention. I like it. And then there was number three and he was almost as quick, but not to quick for me to work up a good one, driving my ass up to help him, moaning with it, coming as he jetted his come into me and then four and after that it was a glorious blur.
None of them was sophisticated enough to want to share me. They came one at a time. I lost count. I went into the sex daze, my body ablaze, my cunt wet, oozing. I felt the quilt under me get wetter and wetter with escaping come and I was so like slick with it that they used my legs as a guide and sort of skidded into my waiting cunt. I was a perpetual fucking machine. My ass kept pounding and twitching and my legs kept twining up and around and my arms kept reaching for man after man and I lost count and just lived for the next one to drive into me, feeling sexier than I'd ever felt in my life, feeling like the eternal woman, the machine put on earth for man's pleasure, and I didn't care if they came and came in me, because each time I felt them grunt, heave, come, jet, I felt a new little thrill of lust and my cunt would squeeze and bite and make it good for them and I'd come and moan and cry out and sob and laugh with it it was so good. I mean, I'd had good ones before, but never, never an unending stimulation of my cunt and my ciit so that it seemed I never stopped coming and my tight pussy got looser and looser and my thighs were slick with come and it was up over my belly where one poor guy came before he got it in, wetting down my bush with it and making me smell like semen, that rich, starchy, warm odor, and guy after guy came and once I heard someone say, "It's my turn for seconds."
They were going around twice and I was in a wild, blind, lovely daze of pure sex, coming, my cunt pounding, my body trembling and crying out for more.
Finally I was dozing, weak, happy. Not thinking. I was the best fucked girl in the world and I just wanted to sleep forever. They all crowded in and held my head in someone's lap and I heard Roalt saying, "You all right, mama?" I laughed.
"We gon' have the sexiest fuckin' queenie in the world," someone said. "Wow."
You may think that I've sort of shortened the story of my gang bang. I guess I have. I mean, well, like I said, after the first down and come with Roalt and then two or three more, I really went into sort of a hazy state. I can't really remember the details. If you're a broad and wonder how it would be to be the center of a Hells Angels gang bang, I'd say, it won't hurt you, and it might do you some good, but you've got to be sort of strong. If you're one of these gals who gets tender after getting your jollies once, forget it. I don't get tender. I just get ready for more. I haven't got a tough cunt. No one has ever said that. I mean, it's not like the cunt of some old whore, with teeth in it, and when I was young it must have been even more tender than it is now, but even I was sore for a week after that wild party.
I try, now and then, to remember the details. I'd like to have living color pictures of that night, in close-up detail, so I could study the size and shape of every cock that went into me. Cocks do vary in size and shape and there was a good assortment, small, medium, long, slim, big, fat. But I missed all the fine details because I was Miss Fucking Sex Assed Queen and loving every minute of it and it was, in effect, like having one continuous man. After a while they seemed the same. They had cocks and they grunted when they came in me and their come was wet and slick and I could feel it jet out into me, because they were all young, horny studs.
I don't regret it. But I've never done it again. Oh, I'd admit, if pressed, to being four in a bed, two broads and two studs, and three in a bed, both ways, two gals and two guys, not at the same time. But as things went, I learned that quality is better than quantity, after that first wild rush of youthful lust.
Still, I'd give a couple of grand for pictures of that night. I know that if I could lie on my bed and watch myself that night, with ten young, horny studs taking turns, I'd cream without even touching myself, for when I think of it these days it takes on the aspects of being one of the sexiest nights of my whole life.
Ten studs. Not quite a whole football team. And it was me, my cunt, my body that felt every one of them and milked them and drained them so that all of them were smug and satisfied. And me floating in come. I like the story about the French girl who saved all the come she took and then put it into a bath tub and wallowed in it. I like the feel of come, like the smell of it, the taste of it. But I don't think that French thing actually happened, because come loses its white color in minutes and, if kept in a bottle, gets thin and unexciting.



CHAPTER TWO


"You were Homecoming Queen, weren't you?" Julie asked.
"Yeah," I said, dumping the dirty dishes into the sink, "but that was done by popular vote."
"You don't want to spend the rest of your life slinging hash, do you?" Julie asked
"It hasn't done bad by you," I said. Julie had a nice house overlooking the Marina and she wore nice clothes and drove a new bad Buick.
"I didn't do it slinging hash," she said. "These big spenders here think a nickel tip is generous. I did it with my first husband's insurance money, honey."
"Well, there's that," I said. "I guess I can get married." "Shit, to one of these local yokles?" "What else?" "You could go to college." "Shit," I said. "Sure," she said. Old man Worths put up a thousand dollars scholarship for the Mackerel Queen." She put out her cigarette and looked at me. "And you and I both know that who old man Worth says is Mackerel Queen is Queen."
"Yeah," I said. "And this year it's going to be Selena Smith."
She was still haunting me. Jesus, I lorded it over her. I rode that fucking float and looked down. I'd made my dress. I started working as a waitress in Julie's place when I was fourteen and had enough money to buy a few things and look pretty good, so I bought material and made the dress and I thought I looked good, and looking at the pictures, I know I looked good. Virginal. With all the black studs on the football team standing around grinning. But you know, not one of them ever talked it, as far as I know. I heard that Roalt put the fear of God into them, threatening to whup their asses if any one of them talked.
"Maybe, she said, grinning. "Doesn't your brother work for old man Worth?" I nodded. Ruf had gone to work for the Worth fishing fleet and was running a commercial fishing boat for old man Worth. "Gets along all right with Worth, doesn't he?" "I guess so," I said.
"Let's see what we can do," she said. I forgot all about it and begin to think about, maybe, taking off. I had a few dollars saved. I wasn't bad to look at. I thought about maybe New Orleans. Or New York.
I was still dating Bill Murphy. He picked me up and I went out to his place, his parents were away, and had a shower to get the smell of trench fries out of my hair. Then I put on a bathing suit I kept in Bill's car and we went to the beach and had a couple of beers. I didn't drink much, because, at eighteen, I was at the peak of my figure. I mean, when a girl matures early, she has to start watching the calories. Then when I went into work the next day there was Julie grinning at me.
"Honey, if I'm wrong, tell me," she said, "but I get the idea that you're not above using certain feminine weapons to advance yourself, huh?"
I thought I knew what she meant. "I don't sell it, Julie," I said.
"O.K." She was grinning like a possum. "I talked to old man Worth last night."
She wouldn't say any more, but at mid-afternoon old man Worth came in. He was the daddy rabbit of the fishing industry in Old Town, and fishing was all Old Town had going for it. He owned a fleet of boats, shrimpers, trappers and charter boats. He was the cat who lived in the big white house on the top of the hill, the richest man in Old Town. He owned stores and houses and the docks and what he said went. I served him, doing my best smile and waiting for either him or Julie to say something. It was Julie who said it.
"Go clean up a little, honey," she said. "Mr. Worth wants to take you for a boat ride.
I looked at her. The evening business was coming up and she'd be rushed without me, but I shrugged and went back, washed, brushed my hair and came out. Mr. Worth was standing at the door. He was short, thin, grey. He had never been known to smile in public. He had the reputation of being a shrewd man, a man who'd cut your throat for a dollar. He wore clean work pants and a light blue shirt all the time. He was, probably, in his sixties, although I didn't know for sure. He was spry, active. He could work with the best of them.
Julie caught me by the arm as I walked out. "Play it right, kid, and you're in." 
I followed Worth to the docks, across the street from the restaurant, and he stood back to let me board his big old cabin cruiser first. I'd seen it and looked at it and had never been on it. He unlocked the hatch, still without having spoken a word to me directly. I looked in and saw a cabin with carpets and all sorts of fancy fittings. There was a set of twin bunks forward, neatly made. Worth was starting the engines and throwing off lines. I stood and watched. He backed her out expertly, wheeled her out of the Marina and headed for the inlet.
"You're Juby Gore's girl," he said as the lovely old boat began to pitch with the first of the bar breakers. "Sorry sonofabitch." "You know him," I said. "Your brother's a good man."
"Yeah," I said, thinking of Ruf in a different way and laughing to myself, wondering what old man Worth would think if he knew how I knew Ruf was a good man.
"We'll have to send you shopping for some clothes," he said. I gulped. Hell, he was sounding as if he owned me. "Our Queen is sexy but proper."
• "Surer* I said, gulping again. I'd attended some of the Mackerel Festival doings in the past and the beauty contest was run like all others, with the girls parading in bathing suits and gowns and the judges making notes. Now it seemed that I was Mackerel Queel even before the Festival started.
"I'll give Julie the money and Pearl Phelps will go with you to do the shopping."
1 knew Pearl. She ran a little shop in town. She was a single girl, about thirty-five, I'd guess, good looking in a sort of way, big, blond, brassy. She was always advising the girls who entered beauty contests from Old Town and once had carried an Old Town girl all the way to the state pageant I felt a little strange, as if I'd waked into a dream or something. It was all too easy.
Old man Worth wasn't talking. He stood at the wheel, taking the old cruiser offshore at about twenty knots. The fishing fleet would be working well off and the shrimpers were down the beach. Ahead of us was a stretch of ocean which was not often traversed by boats, since there was no good bottom there for shrimping or fishing. We were about four miles off and the ocean was rolling gently and we were all alone when Worth cut the engines, pushed a pully which dropped anchor and the old boat swung to the chain.
"You don't have to undress fully," he said, looking at me unsmiling. "Come down when I call you."
I stood on the deck looking around, getting myself psyched for screwing an old man. I was thinking of Selena Smith's face when the master of ceremonies at the Mackerel Queen Beauty Parade said, "And the winner is…" Then I heard Worth calling my name. "Ruby. Ruby."
I opened the hatch and walked into the bad cabin, wild, soft carpet, curtains at the windows. The door to the forward bunk cabin was also closed. I opened it. He was lying on the port side cot, buck neeeked, except for one ladies shoe. It was an old fashioned thing they used to call a pump, thin, high heels, arched sole. He was wearing it on his cock,
I mean, it was over his cock and he was holding it with both hands. His cock was big enough to fill it and as I walked in he drove his hips up and punched his cock into the shoe, pushing the head of it all the way up into the pointed toe. I didn't know what to say, so I didn't say anything. 
He looked up and said, "1 think this will fit you."
I stood there sort of thunderstruck and he made an impatient sound, threw the shoe at me and said, "Put it on."
I kicked off my waitress clodhoppers and tried the pump. It was tight, but O.K. He tossed the other. His cock was big enough. It was hard and blue-veined and the head of it was sort of purple. It looked as hard as his body. He was a well preserved old fart.
I was in my waitress white with the pumps making my feet fee! swollen, standing beside the bunk. He sat up, bent, began to rub the shoes on my feet. He guided rae to the other bunk and I lay back and he picked up my feet and started rubbing his cheeks on the shoes. He kissed the soles of them. All this time he didn't touch me at all, just the shoes.
After a few minutes of that, he sighed, fell onto the other bunk, and motioned to me. I started to take off my clothes. "No," he said. "Up here." He indicated that I was to stand on the bunk. I took my position, thinking that he wanted to look up my dress, but he didn't. He put his hands on my feet and lifted one foot and placed it on his cock. He had the shoe's insole cradled over the bulge of his cock and he rolled it around. "Stand on it," he said.
"Honey, I weigh a hundred and twenty pounds," I said. "Just do as you're told."
"Well," I said, standing with part of my weight on his cock. He began to squirm and moan. "Let all your weight on it," he said.
I stood on one foot, holding onto things. I was crushing his poor cock under the shoe. The sharp heel was digging into his groin. He was moaning as if in pain. He began to make blubbering sounds and I eased off. He opened his eyes and said, very cool, "I want you to walk on me. All over. Don't be afraid you'll hurt me."
So I walked. I put my weight on the fucking shoes and the sharp, heels dug in and left bruises and red spots and he guided me with his hands on the shoes up and down his chest, making the sharp heels bite into his hard little male tits and then down until I was standing with both feet on his hard cock, the shoes hurting him like hell and he was blubbering and saying, "No, mama, no, mama, please, mama." And all of a sudden he came and white come squished up, held back by the weight of the damned shoes with me behind them, caught in the vein of his cock, oozing out slowly, his cock pumping and him blubbering and crying out, "Oh, no moma." I eased off and the come gushed out and he cried and then he used his hands on my ankles to ease me off. His body was a mass of red spots from the heels. He sat up.
"Thank you," he said. "Now, please leave me alone for a few minutes."
When he came out he was composed. He was dressed in the work clothes. He did not speak or smile. I went back to work. I was one puzzled chick. That night Julie handed me four hundred dollars and said, "Hi, Miss Queen."
I went out and made Bill fuck me in the back seat of his car before it got dark, parked on the river road. He gave me a good ride and I had a nice one, but I couldn't forget that poor bastard wanting me to mutilate him with those fucking sharp shoes and standing on his cock and all.
But old man Worth was not my last surprise in the great and glorious Mackerel Festival. Next day I was given the day off and Pearl Phelps picked me up in her GTO and we drove to the big town and went shopping. We started with underwear and Pearl bought things which I'd never been able to afford, fancy pants, the most expensive bras which felt like no bra at all. Then we started on outfits and I was out of my head with joy when we drove back to Old Town with not just four hundred bucks worth of finery, but about six hundred, for Pearl had had a few bucks stashed for me, too, just in case the four wasn't enough.
We went to Pearl's place, a nice old house on the river. She had me strip and began to try on things. She helped and at first I didn't think much when her hand would brush my tit or my fanny when I was taking on and off the glamorous outfits we'd picked out. Then I began to notice that she was breathing hard. It was funny. She was acting like a stud who hadn't had any for a year, looking at my bod in bikini panties with the lust in her eyes so unmistakable that even though I'd never seen a real live lesbian before I knew what was on her mind.
Now me, I'm always interested in learning something new, and after a while, when nothing developed, I was wondering what she was going to do, just stand there and tremble and snort through her nose or make a play for me. She had me in a bathing suit and was fingering the bra and the fit and brushing my exposed skin and about to burn up, I damned well knew.
Her hands were trembling. She was flushed. She pulled out the bra and peeked down at my dark, hard nipple snuggled inside the bra. "Is it comfortable?" she asked. She almost choked on the words. "Is there anything wrong?" I asked. "Oh, no," she said. "It's just that…" She'd been so nice to me during the shopping, giving me tips all along on how to walk and talk and hold myself. She knew what she was doing. I felt sorry for her. I pulled off the bathing.suit and stood there in the buff. "I'm worried about my hips," I said. "Are they too big?"
She looked at them with hunger in her eyes. She had to feel them before she gave an opinion and her hands were warm and so very, very tender. "No," she gasped. "No They're… they're beautiful." "And my breasts?" I asked. "Are they firm enough?"
Wow. She almost went through the ceiling. She looked at them. I turned, thrust out my chest. I put one hand under my left breast and held it up. "Does it need support?" She swallowed. "Feel it," I said. "See if it's firm enough."
"Oh," she said, eyeing the boob, reaching out a trembling hand. "Oh," she gasped, as her hand cupped it, fondled it, held it with such tender, loving care that I felt it all the way to my ovaries. "Oh, God, Ruby," she cried. "Honey," I said, "it's all right. It's all right."
"Do you know what you're saying?" she asked, her hand still on boob left.
"Yes," I whispered. I put my hand up and put it over hers and squeezed, cupping hers more firmly over my tit. "I don't know what you want, but it's all right."
"Oh God," she moaned, moving toward me, pushing her warm, clothed body against my nakedness, her arms going around me. "Oh, Ruby, if I do anything, say anything… just tell me… oh, God, she was moaning and then her hands were soft and caressing my back, going down to cup rny buttocks, smooth their way up.
I was feeling sort of groovy. She knew how a woman likes to be felt up, and she was doing it beautifully. I just stood there, eyes closed, taking It all la. She had a tantalizing, tickling touch. When she fingered my boobs and my belly I felt a trembling want creep into me and I licked my lips and opened my eyes to see her face just an inch away and then, without thinking much about it, I went after it, pushing my mouth to hers to have a very sweet, lingering kiss.
"It doesn't offend you?" she whispered, her lips close to mine. "It's kind of fun," I said, "but I don't know how."
"I'll show you, darling," she whispered, kissing me again, her hands going up to cup my boobs and squeeze the nipples tenderly. "Oh, yes, Pearl will show you."
She guided me into her bedroom and pushed me down. I lay on my back and watched her undress. She had a nice womanly body, all plush. She had great tits. She came to me and instead of pouncing me like a guy would have done she began to tease me with her finger tips, feeling every curve of my body, sending the most delicious tickling sensations all over me. That woman knew about nerves that I didn't even know existed and she went to work on every, one of them, finding them in my arms, my tunny, on my thighs, on my legs, even on my feet. Then she started working on me with her soft, hot, damp lips and it was like fire and ice all over me as she kissed my shoulders, my breasts, my belly, my thighs, my knee-backs, my instep. Then she rolled me over.
It wasn't like being with a guy. With a guy, I'd have been stabbed long before and would have worked off one or two climaxes by the time she rolled me over and began to show me that a girl's backside, from top to bottom, can make one mass of nerves which send signals to the little ball of nerves down there at the top of the slit. I mean, that woman had me crawling the walls. I mean, it was the sexiest thing that had ever happened to me. She kissed every inch of my back and then began to work on my ass and when she bit it gently I moaned and drove my clit into the bed to get a feeling and then she was pushing her face down between my cheeks and her tongue found my little brown anus and sent me writhing. I'd had no idea that the anus was a sexy spot, but the way Pearl worked on it, it definitely was. I went ape. I bucked and fought and then she reached down with her tongue, between my legs, and punched the softness of my vulva and suddenly I wanted something there. I rolled over and said, "Jesus, Pearl," and my ass was doing a wild little dance and I was getting a bit paniced because I'd been hot before, but never that hot and Pearl didn't have an inch of cock for me. Only that same equipment I had, a pussy. But she soon showed me there were more ways than one to skin a cat as the old saying goes. I was humping and moaning, my legs coming open, begging for something, and I got it. I got Pearl's nice face down there between my legs.
Would you believe that I'd never been eaten before? I mean Juby and Ruf were hardly the sophisticates. They joked about eating pussy but they thought it was something only queers or something did and they were whim-wham-thank-you-mam types who knew only one thing, get that cock in there as fast as possible. And the boys I'd known were young and just about the same way, so I'd never been eaten before until sweet Pearl went down on me, burying her face in my nest, crying out in joy as her mouth opened wide and sucked labia and all into it and tiny teeth began to devour my labia and then that wonderous tongue went out and flicked my clit and I cried out and she left me coming and kissed me real hard, her lips pushing down as I humped and fucked her sweet mouth and had a glorious one. "Good, darling?" she asked. "Ow, wow," I said. "Don't stop now."
She giggled and went to work. She had the most educated tongue. It could whip back and forth a thousand times a minute, lashing my clit into wild, swollen orgasms and then driving hard and long into my cunt to make me feel as if I were being eaten and flicked at the same time and when she was through with me I was panting and weak.
I said, "Whooo, you've done me in." Then I looked at her. She had this sweet smile on her face. She'd made it so good for me I began to wonder what she'd gotten out of it. She had her hand lightly on my curved hip and was rubbing softly. "This is the first time I've done it with a girl," I said. "Did you like it?"
"I thought it was great," I said honestly, "but I'm wondering what you got out of it." "Oh, darling," she said sort of swooning.
"No, really, you didn't get anything, just a lot of making me say oh, eeee, ah."
She smiled. I liked her smile. She didn't look so brassy after I'd had her lips all over my bod. She looked sort of sweet and soft. "I had mine." she said.
"How?" I was genuinely curious. "I mean, if a guy had been doing those things to me he wouldn't have come. I mean, he'd have had to put it in me."
"Don't you remember when I did this?" She rolled up beside me and pressed her pussy on my thigh. I remembered, then, that she'd pressed it against me at the height of my fun. "Remember?" "Is that all?" I giggled. You must be some hot gal." 
She kissed my left tit and the little begger responded, the nipple rising. "There are better ways, but I didn't know if you'd like them." Her hand had gone down and where I thought there was only a dead thing, there at the top of my slit, her lovely little fingers made life, causing the clit to swell up with blood and get tingly again. "Tell me," I said.
"You could, ah, do to me what, ah, I did to you," she said in a small, scared little voice.
Hell, I was game. I'd never done it. In fact, never having had any real friends among the female sex, I didn't know much about girls except by examining myself, and even at that age I knew that I wasn't typical. "You'll have to tell me how," I said.
She was about to swoon out of her hide. I mean, when I put my hands out and tentatively felt of her boobs she began to tremble and make little sounds in her throat.
Now I've always liked the female body. I mean, I'd look at the nudies in the magazines Ruf and Sam would have around, and if the gal was well glommed together I'd thinkj wow, what a beautiful thing. I've found, since, that I'm a little inclined to what they call narcissusism, which means that I like myself and think I've got a great bod. I don't see anything wrong with that. I mean, if you don't like yourself, then who the hell is going to? Well, Pearl was a grown woman, full, maybe a teeny little bit too plush, but she had this great set of knockers, making up two great, soft mounds on her chest. She had nipples which would have fit into a thirty-two A cup bra, I mean they were huge. And when I fingered them they swelled up and became little pointed knobs on the huge, white mounds of her tits and I got curious. Every boy I'd ever been out with had liked to do a little titty chewing and I felt, then, that they couldn't be all wrong about it, so I went down and took a taste.
She tasted of clean skin and a mild nice little perfume and the tits had this nice texture and I tried it all ways. I mean, I knew how I liked to have mine treated, so I gave her what I'd always wanted. First, after just nipping the nipples into swelling life with my teeth, I ran my tongue, flat, all over the big boobs and paid special attention to the dark circles and the nipples and all of a sudden she was flopping around on the bed like a fish. I sucked all I could into my mouth, and since I like to have mine treated a little rough now and then, I treated hers rough, biting and sucking and pulling. She began to moan and I started feeling her up, running my hand over her lush woman's body and thinking how much fun mean old men must have, feeling all that sweet goodness.
She got so wild I had to sort of put my body on hers to hold her down and, wow, when I did that, she scooted under me and pressed her pelvic mound on mine and started fucking like a mink. She was reaching for my mouth with hers and I kissed her and it was a sweet, very wet kiss. All that action down there rubbing against my mound and my clit had me making sounds, too, and the first thing I knew we were coming together and laughing and clinging and then lying there, sweet and warm.
"You're an easy lay," I giggled. "You went so fast I didn't even get a chance to feel this up." I put my hand down onto her pussy and it was soft and hot and wet.
"Ohhhh," she moaned, lifting her hips to drive the cup of her cunt into my hand.
I don't remember a time in my life when I wasn't making it. I mean, I guess I was born with the ability to get my rocks off. You know, the faead-shrinkers have determined that babies, especially girl babies, are bom with sexual awareness. If you don't believe me try this. I'm not advising you to corrupt a baby, but to conduct a scientific experiment. If you have a girl baby or change diapers for someone else's girl baby, just take your finger and gently, ever so gently, play with that tiny little twat. I've seen it. The baby will be kicking and cooing and wiggling around and looking all over the place and when you put your finger down there and rub gently she'll get ever so still.
I started so early I don't remember the first time I made myself come with a wet, soapy washcloth in the bath water, or with a pillow thrust between my legs and, later, with my own hands. I took a while to discover screwing, but after my operation, sort of complicated D.N.C. with extras, which made me permanently sterile, juby found out and knew that he'd never have to worry about making me a baby and he and RuЈ gave me my education. After that I didn't have to play with myself. If I got randy, all I had to do was twitch my butt in front of either my father or my brother and I was going to be serviced.
Oh, I still played with myself a little, but a lot of the time I was just doing it to get my interest up so that when one of them topped me I'd be sure to get mine before they, being typical unsophisticated men and not concerned with a girl's pleasure, came like a rocket in a matter of seconds.
I knew how I was built. I'd spend a few hours looking at myself in mirrors. I'd lie on a bed and hold a hand mirror down between my legs and study my twat and wonder at its complicated structure. I experimented with putting things into it. I tried a candle and found it too hard. I tried a fresh cucumber, with the warts peeled off, and found it to be sort of fun, but nothing like having the real article in there. Once I saved my money, to order an artificial cock from one of Ruf's dirty books, but I never got around to it. I have had some experience with dildos and will tell you about them later, but there's nothing like a real cock.
I'm sidetracked. I was talking about twats. My own twat, up to that day, was the only one I'd ever seen. I didn't know anything about twats in general. I was surprised to see that Pearl didn't have the fat, nice labia that I had. Her twat had little mounds on each side of the hole. I was fingering it and she was working up a head of steam again and I got really curious and put my head down so that I could see up close. I looked at the first twat I'd ever seen and it was an odd, sort of nice thing all dark and red and wet and I continued to feel it with my fingers. I traced the outline of the slit and found her clit and toyed with it, just feeling and getting to know how other women were built. Her lips were writhing and she was saying, "Oh, darling, Oh, Ruby."
I ran my index finger up and felt inside. It had a hot, wet, mushy feel. The sides of it were spongy and had little imperfections. When I pressed around inside I could make the vaginal cavity expand. I could see, feeling it, how a cunt can expand and take the biggest cock available if you're careful.
As I felt around inside, she began to hump. I gave her the social finger, because it coujd go in deeper. She was getting so hot and I was getting hot watching her get hot. She had told me to do to her what she'd done to me. Well, I'd eaten a couple of boys and I'd tasted my own pussy juice on them. So it was no new thing, pussy taste, except that hers was so clean and sweet. There wasn't a hint of come there. I leaned in, put my mouth down, stuck out my tongue. I licked the clit and she tasted nice. There was woman taste and something else. "You taste funny," I said. "It's the feminine spray," she said. I said, "Huh?" "The feminine hygiene spray." "You mean a cunt deodorant?" I asked, giggling. "Yes. Don't you use one?" "We're sounding like a T.V. commercial," I giggled.
"If you don't like the taste," she gasped, "I'll go wash."
"Naw," I said, licking and feeling around with my tongue and making her ass twitch. I played with her for a while, using my tongue, and then, when she was gasping for air and making strangled sounds, I pressed my whole mouth into the cunt and gave it a huge kiss and put my tongue out and tried to run it up her hole. She screamed and a huge shudder went through her body. I had~ my tongue thrust in as far as I would go. I felt the inner muscles throb and pound and I knew she'd gone. Then she was tugging and pulling on me and I was sort of on my hands and knees over her, my behind up into her face and her gone tongue working on my anus, my slit, my pudenda.
I kept on eating her, sort of liking it. Kissing a twat is sort of nice. It just sits there and lets you kiss it any way you want to. I mean, you can turn your mouth inside out and rub it on it, you can tongue it, you can lick it, and it just takes it and likes it and mine was really liking it with Pearl's educated mouth working and I came and went into a spasm it was so good and 'she moaned and yelled and came again and I came and then we were sort of exhausted. We lay there and I had a nice little nap. When I woke up, Pearl was leaning on an elbow looking at mei
"Oh, darling," she whispered. "I want to tell you how wonderful it was." "It wasn't bad," I agreed.
"Better than with a man?" she asked, looking at me with a sort of heartbreak in her eyes.
Well, I'm not much on lying. "I can't say that, Pearl," I told her. "It was fine and I really grooved on it, but there's something to be said for having a cock in here." I rubbed my twat and grinned.
She shuddered and looked as if she were going to vomit. "I'm sorry, I said. "That's just the way it is."
"All right, darling," she whispered. She got up. "We have work to do."
We spent the evening learning how to walk. That is I learned how to walk. I thought I knew how, but Pearl said walking in a beauty contest or on a public appearance is something different. You walk proudly, briskly. You swing your arms just so. I walked up and down Pearl's living room until I was tired and when she was finally satisfied she started on my smile.
Now smiling is easy. It just comes naturally. Unless you're standing in one place for twenty minutes, your back killing you, your shoes too tight, a million people out front staring at you. Then smiling can become damned hard work. I found out that, although I was a natural smiler, when I had to force a smile I looked sort of sick.
She had me stand in one place, as if I were on a stage with the judges looking at me. She had me smile into a mirror and I saw what she was talking about. "Think of something pleasant," she said, "And smile with the eyes, first. If the eyes look as if they're smiling, then the rest of the face is all right."
I thought of Bill Murphy and being in the back seat of his car with my legs wide open, that first lovely moment of eniry when you're so hot your head is dizzy and your lungs can't get enough air and the whole body is trembling and iny eyes smiled. And then I thought of Roalt Fepperdine and the first time I'd opened my legs for him and how his cock was so huge and lovely and Pearl said, "Honey, you're a natural."
So, baby, when you see me smile, when you see one of the T.V. commercials I've done, or see me on the stage, or signing autographs, just remember what I'm thinking. I'm thinking, maybe not of Bill or Roalt, because that's been a long time ago, but I'm thinking of cock. Cock in me. Cock lifting me into that nice, heavenly haze of sensuality. I'm turned on when I'm slyly smiling. And think what you're missing, huh? 



CHAPTER THREE


I, Kitsy McRae, known to you, the reader, so far, as Ruby Gore, am basically a sexual bteing. As I write this, I am twenty-eight. I weigh what I weighed when I was eighteen, entering my first "beauty" contest at Old Town. I measure 36-24-36. My hair is my own. My skin is smooth, tans well. I'm writing this while seated on the balcony of a fancy resort hotel in Barbados, where I've come with a man who could buy and sell my first benefactor, old man Worth, a million times over. I don't look a day over twenty.
It's funny. In these few days, when I've been resting and thinking I remember things I haven't thought about for years. My current lover is down in the bar, making a dollar, talking about buying this hotel and half a dozen others over martinis. In my bank account, my checking account, there's just under fifty thousand dollars and I'll have to make a deposit soon, for I don't like it to get below fifty. My stock portfolio, managed by another friend, is valued in six figures and that, duckies, means that I have over a million bucks. And to this date I've never done a real trick. I mean, I've never laid my old bod down and said, "The price is X number oЈ dollars."
I like to think of myself as a modern courtesan. I'm not alone in this field. Throughout history there have been women who have traded their bodies for things and have not been called whore because the things they were trading for were like castles and empires and money of such considerable amounts that mere whoring cannot cover it. I mean women like Madame Pora-padour and a couple of blond bombshells who have been active in our society recently, whose names I won't mention, because the nice man who is going to market this book says I should not name names lest we get sued, but you've seen them on T.V. and in the movies and you know who I'm talking about, Modern courtesans. That's me, too.
You might ask, now that I'm independent as far as money is concerned, why I continue my career. Why do I, in effect, sell my body to the highest bidder? Well, it isn't quite like that. Not exactly. I've said, and have demonstrated with a few examples from my early life, that I am a sexual being. I like men. I do not, in fact, offer myself to the highest bidder. Oh, the bid has to be high, but-1 also have to be, attracted to the man. That is one luxury I can afford. Fortunately, those who can afford me seern to have that extra something which makes a man a man. I mean, in this day and time, no one makes it without having something on the ball, and quite often, that fantastic drive which makes a man a power in his field, also makes him something else in bed. I've had, tightly held in my body, the organs of men who have made it and men who haven't made it. A man doesn't have to be rich to be good in bed and not all rich men are good in bed, but I've found that a man has to have something to be good. I mean, well, take my old friend Roalt Pepperdine. He had a fierce drive to be good on the football field and that drive was also evident in his love making.
I look back over my life, and \. certainly don't consider it to be over at twenty-eight, not by a shitpan full, and I find that it was the failures in life who were also just pieces of meat in bed. Take Ruf. Poor Ruf didn't even learn how to screw a woman and give her a little fun, too, until I forced him out of Old Town, got him to quit smoking dope and take an interest in looking good, making a dollar and all.
But philosophical observations aside, writing this book is serving a lot of purposes. First, I'm promised, in writing, with a very good contract, that I'll make a minimum of thirty thousand dollars and probably more, since one of my old flames is already reading the first chapters with the idea of making it into a movie. Aside from the money, which I love, writing it is giving me a chance to look at myself and discover myself. It's bringing home to me the contrast between the Kitsy McRae you see in the commercials, on the covers of magazines, in the movies, and the little girl from Old Town called Ruby Gore who once bought the Crown of Queen of the Mackerel Festival by walking in high heels over the body of an old man.
There are those in our society who use me, Kitsy McRae, as an example of decadence. I am damned in certain quarters as being completely amoral. Hell, I'll admit that. At least where sex is concerned. But, you see, I don't consider sex to be in the field of morality. I consider sex to be in the area of personal choice and, although I didn't have much of a choice in the beginning, I've certainly learned enough to know that I have a choice now and I choose to let my body enjoy itself. I choose to have sex when and where I please so long as it doesn't hurt… too badly. Some pain can add.
Admittedly, I was trained early that my body was good for just one thing, giving a man pleasure. Perhaps it would serve a purpose, before telling you about the great Mackerel Festival and all the other events which followed, to go back to my formative years and show you how I developed sexually.
Incest is a shuddery word. I think incest is bad in the minds of most people for one damned simple reason. I think it's gotten in bad because women of age, say of forty, fat, sloppy, just couldn't stand the competition from teen-age daughters. I mean, take an average household, an average family. There's a sixteen year old girl with slim hips, nice, tight little breasts, a cute face. And there's mama, over forty, letting herself go to pot, having a big belly, fat, doughy thighs, her hair stringy and unwashed half the time. She doesn't give a shit. She looks like hell. And papa, although he, too, might be over the hill, is still a man who can see the cute little figure of his daughter and think it's great and maybe get a little dreamy about the time when he was screwing girls just like that. Then he goes to bed with mama and has to fight his way through rolls of fat to find her unwashed cunt.
I mean, given a choice, mama would be exiled to the kitchen and the man would be sleeping with daughter all the time. So mama, through the centuries, shows that incest is evil, perverted and sinful. Like, incest doesn't always produce idiots. Take the Egyptians. They, the rulers, had an incestuous society and they kept a damned fine civilization going for six thousand years.
So I don't cringe and call myself evil because I used to screw my father and my brother. Shit, I loved every minute of it. I remember well the first time Ruf and I were able to complete the act. We'd been' playing around for a long time and no one thought anything of our sleeping together. Hell, we had to. There weren't enough beds in the house. And we took baths together because we had to heat the water on the stove and by taking a bath together we saved on water and wood and labor. So I knew from the time I was a baby that Ruf and I were different. I resented it for a long time, because he seemed to have so much fun with his weenie. That's what he-called it. When we started becoming aware of sex-he was aware of it first, of course, his weenie was a little worm of a thing and I paid no attention to it most of the time. Then someone taught him that there were things to do with it and he started educating me. We'd go to bed at night and I'd feel him moving and I'd tell him to stop it so I could go to sleep. Finally, I realized that he was doing something to his weenie.
I guess he felt guilty, because the first time I reached over and felt his hand on his weenie, which had changed from a little worm into a hard little stick, he made me move over and he stopped. But it didn't take long for me to know when he was playing with himself and I'd lie there and listen and wonder why he was doing it. I asked and he said it felt good and that if I told mama he'd whup me. I said I wouldn't tell if he'd let me do it. He sort of snickered. So I put my hand on his hard little stick and fumbled around and he showed me how to do it, moving the foreskin up and down, holding it just so in my hand and moving my hand slow and then fast and when I made him come for the first time and the little stick throbbed in my hand and lie made grunting sounds, I didn't know what was going on.
Out behind the outhouse, he made me, asked me, he didn't have to make me, take down my panties and show him my "thing." He fingered it and played with it and told me that if he could put his weenie in me that we'd both feel good. Hell, the way he enjoyed it when I played with his weenie, I was willing to try anything to feel the way he seemed to feel. We tried it standing up against the side of the outhouse and he couldn't get it in. I had my legs close together, not knowing anything about how to do it and he didn't know much more. We played around and couldn't do anything and then I ended it by playing with his weenie until it throbbed.
I must have been about seven when I started masturbating Ruf. And that went on, oh, a couple or three years before Ruf, all excited, with a hard on, got me into the bedroom one afternoon with no one else in the house. He had one of the old fashioned cartoon pora booklets showing Popeye and Olive cutting it. He said, "See, this is the way they do it." Olive was on her back, her legs thrown up to the ceiling, and Popeye was thrusting a huge cock into her and grinning happily.
"I guess I have to- take all my clothes off, huh?" I asked. "I reckon so," he agreed. "Me too."
So we skinned out and I lay down on the bed, threw my legs up in the air and Ruf crawled between them with his erection and started trying to punch into my little girl's twat. I, of course, was completely dry and tight as hell and he couldn't find the hole. He tried to put it into my belly, into the pudenda and into my anus. I balked at that.
We must have been backassward, because it took us about two weeks, even after seeing how it was done, before, one day, Ruf punched and used his hips and I felt his weenie slip in and push hard and I yelled, because it hurt, I was so dry, but he, feeling his cock in me, wouldn't let me up and so, about ten, I was no longer virgin, having been penetrated by my brother.
I felt him throb in me and I kept waiting for that good, good feeling he'd promised me. He kept talking about how great fucking was and I didn't get the first thrill. He went so fast that I felt nothing. I was game, however, and the next time he wanted me to take all my clothes off I did. I stuck my feet pointed-toed up in the air, like in the fucking cartoons, and he went at it. Nothing. "Shit," I said. "I ain't gonna let you do it any more."
He fussed and fumed and tried, for a long time, to do it again, but I wasn't having any of it. I could get my good feeling from rubbing myself with a soapy wash cloth or by rubbing myself, after having put some butter on my twat. I wasn't going to let Ruf have fun when I didn't just because he wanted to. We had some grand fights and he tried to rape me a couple of times, but when you're about the same size, Ruf was still just a kid and didn't do his growing until later, it's hard for a boy to rape a girl, especially when her twat is dry and tight.
I was wondering, at this'stage of my life, if I hadn't been cheated by being made a girl. Ruf told me about screwing a girl down the road and how much fun it was, but I wouldn't believe him when he said she enjoyed it, too. All I ever felt with Ruf was stuffed. I went on for a few years doing my thing. I mean, I'd play with myself until I was panting and shivery and then I'd come and feel good and lie there and doze for a while and do it again.
The next thing I remember about Ruf was his pride when he reached puberty. By that time we were not sleeping together. My mother, bless her fuddled head, had heard in church that it wasn't nice for young kids to sleep together, so she put a cot into the room and made Ruf sleep on it. When it was cold he'd come and get in bed with me and feel me up and cuddle for warmth, but he'd given up on screwing me, for I steadfastly refused. But when he discovered that he'd become a man he came up to me one day and said, "I've got something to show you."
Mother was out in the kitchen. We went into our room and he sat down on the edge of my bed and took out his cock. "Shit, I've seen that thing," I said. "Just look," he said. "Jack it off."
"I'm not gonna let you do it to me," I said. "You don't know how or something." "Naw, just jack it off."
I put my hands on it and began to masturbate him. "Matter of fact," he said, "we can't ever do it again." "Why?" I asked, relieved, but curious, "I'm gonna show you why."
I worked on him and he began to move his hips, thrusting into my hands. He came and I gasped, because instead of just throbbing the way it always did, the sonofabitch reared back and spit at me. It spit out a white, thick fluid which got all over my hands and arm. I took his shirt tail and began to wipe it off. "That's come," he said proudly. "So?" 

"That's why I can't fuck you ever again." "Well, that's no skin pff my ass," I said. "That's what makes girls have babies," he said. I was interested. "You're shitting me," I said.
"No," he said. "If I fucked you and pumped that come into you you'd swell up and have a baby."
I couldn't believe it. I went into the school library and couldn't find a thing about having babies and then I went to the public library and found out that sure enough it's come that makes girls have babies and I was a little envious about it, because I couldn't do anything like that. All I could do was rub myself and throb inside. But I also learned that I couldn't have a baby until something happened inside to me, and I thought seriously about trying it again with Ruf, just to feel how it felt when the come came out. But I didn't.
I came into womanhood late, about thirteen, I'd guess. It scared the shit out of me to start bleeding like a stuck "pig, but I talked to the school nurse and she straightened me out and gave me a box of Kotex. She also told me how girls get in trouble and she said, "Don't ever let a boy have intercourse with you." She said, "They'll tell you that it will be safe with contraceptives, but they've been known to break."
I knew what she meant. Ruf carried a three pack of rubbers in his pocket all the time. He always was willing to tell me about his sexual adventures. He was getting it regularly from the girl down the road and one time he sweated blood for a while, because, in the heat of action, the rubber broke and he unloaded about a quart right up his girl friend's old kazoo and until she came around with the red flag there was one worried stud carrying a new three pack of rubbers and cursing them every time he saw them. 
So, I was almost sixteen before I had my first load of come, before I found out that fucking is one of life's most pleasurable items.
I got sick when I was fourteen and we had to go on the welfare, because Juby was off in jail again. The welfare people sent me to a doctor and he poked around in me and said I needed an operation. I told my mother and she said, "Pray, Ruby, and the Lord will heal you." He didn't, but I didn't pray too much. I spent about two years of pure hell, with irregular periods, thinking maybe I was pregnant from a cucumber, being just miserable. Then the welfare people sent me to the hospital and the doctor didn't even have to remove the whole works, but he left me a helluva playpen. He told me, sadly, that I'd never know the joy of motherhood, because I'd been born messed up and had not had early treatment, but all I was thinking was, hey, now I can do it and not have to worry about getting pregnant like other girls.
It took a helluva long time to heal. And I was sore, Jesus. I couldn't even play with myself. I worked up a real lust and was wondering if it wasn't time to try it again with a boy. There was this boy in school. He rode our bus. He was a nice looking stud and I flirted with him and he with me. I kept hinting that he should come and see me, but he must have been shy.
I'd lie in my bed and dream of him while I was healing up. I imagined him doing all the things I'd read about, all the things Ruf told me he did to his girls. I'd get the delicious trembles thinking about it, and that little bastard, who could have had a willing piece for the asking, didn't have the guts to even hold my hand.
I tell you, it was a time of frustration. Cut off from my regular masturbation, feeling sorry for myself, I dreamed of him and wanted him and must have worked myself into womanhood, because the night I got my first; load oЈ come it was wild. It made me come. I felt that cock swell up and then burst in me and, wow, I was a woman. I felt that wonderful splash of come up inside of me, against my harmless womb. I mean, I could feel his come driving out into me. I'd seen him come and knew that he could shoot about five feet on the first throb and that first jet of it was something else going into me. I went wild and came and giggled as he emptied into me.
But I'm getting ahead of myself. It wasn't the boy down the road, not the boy I dreamed about. I couldn't get him to come to my house or pick me up or anything. I was ready to give him what was probably his first piece and couldn't get him interested enough to come and get it, so that left good old Ruf.
Ruf was spending about half his nights off somewhere about that time. He had an older woman on the beach, divorced, who liked young cock and he was making it with her regularly. He was telling me about it one night. It had been seven weeks since my operation. I was feeling all right and my cunt hair had grown back into a prickly, short beard.
When Ruf was home he slept in the room with me. He and I were used to each other and didn't do much in the way of preserving modesty. I slept in a tattered old pair of pajamas from the welfare grab bag and he slept in Ruf and I was not ignorant about the way a nearly grown man is built, because I'd seen Ruf plenty of times. I'd seen him soft and I'd seen him hard. He'd grown a sizeable tally whacker and he was growing as a man. He was a big bastard and tough as nails and I didn't mind having him for a brother. 
That night when Ruf opened a whole new world for me he came in about half drunk. I was»reading in my bed. He undressed and fell into his cot. I looked over. His cock was limp and hanging off to one side. "That goddamned woman doesn't know when a man needs a little rest," he said. "I thought you were a stud," I said.
"A man gets tired of old cunt," he said. "I'm going out with JeanJtomorrow night."
"Jean won't buy you a new suit," I said. His divorcee was buying muchly loud clothes for Ruf. "I want me a nice, young, tight cunt," Ruf said.
My muff, growing out, itched me. I reached down and scratched. I saw Ruf's eyes following my hand. "Damned stuff itches," I said.
He laughed. "I don't see how a man can stand a beard," I said. "That's the way my muff is, all short and wire-haired and itchy."
"Let me see," he said, getting up. There was just the one light, beside my bed.
"They say whores keep it shaved," I said, opening my pajamas, they were men's pajamas, to show him my short-haired mound. He looked at it gravely. "I can see where it'd itch," he said, matter of factly.
I gave it a good scratch. He laughed and said, "Need any help?" He put his hand down and scratched my mound. "I don't see why he had to shave it," I said.
"Keep germs out, I guess," he said. "What did they do to you anyway?" "Same thing they did to mama," I said. "I guess." "What did they do to her?" "I don't know. Some kind of operation. Juby wanted it because he didn't want any more kids. They did it because they said mama was mentally defective." "Shit."
"It was the same doctor," I said. "I talked to him. I asked him if he was going to do the same thing to me he'd done to mama." I was remembering it, then, and it made me angry all over.
"What do you know about such things?" the old bastard asked me.
I'd been waiting for a long time to tell that old bastard off. My mama had few pleasures in life, but she loved little babies and if it had been up to her she would have had a dozen. But they took that pleasure away from her, my father and the doctor.
"I know you fixed my mama so she couldn't have kids and you knew all along that she couldn't pass along her feeble-mindedness, because it was some pill pusher like you who did it to her in the first place, yanking her out of the womb with a pair of pliers or something and doing brain damage." "You're a sassy little snit," he said, all insulted.
"And you're one of those bigoted bastards who goes around yelling about welfare and how we welfare people should be forced to get off our asses and go to work. You're the kind who says sterilize the welfare people to stop welfare from becoming a way of life. Well, you silly sonofabitch, here's your chance. Fix me. Then you can be sure I won't be bringing any little bastards into the world for you to have to lay welfare on."
He punched a needle into me and I yelped, because I knew the bastard hurt me deliberately. He said, "Unless it is absolutely necessary it would be illegal for me to sterilize you. It could be that your condition has already done the job." 
As it turned out, my condition had. I came out permanently free of the worry of ever having a baby. In the hospital, I thought about it, and regretted it a little. I felt I'd lost something. I didn't crave any babies then, but you never know. But then, as I healed, I began to think that if there really was something to this screwing thing that I might be better off the way I was. I got hot just days after the operation, when I was still in the hospital, and I couldn't even play with myself.
The doctor didn't see any of my family. No one bothered to come into the hospital, except my mother on the morning of the operation and he didn't see her then. She just found out that I was still alive and would be all right and went back home, so no one knew that I'd been fixed so that I'd never get pregnant.
I remember how the doctor put on this pious act about being sorry and I laughed at him. Then he told me that I couldn't do anything strenuous, like sweeping, for six weeks. That suited me. I don't know if his examination showed him that I wasn't virgin or if he merely assumed that I wasn't since I was just white trash. I don't think he'd have been able to tell, really, because Ruf had just fucked me twice when I was a kid and that had been years, so I assume he just thought that Juby Gore's girl would not be. At any rate, he said, "And no sexual intercourse. Do you know what that means?"
"You mean I can't get laid," I said, trying to shock him. He had a shit of a daughter in school. She was just a year older than I and she was one of the queen bees and I hated her guts, so I said and did everything I could to shock him. Well, I was remembering all that with old Ruf scratching my muff and grinning and then his fingers went down and felt my twat.
"They didn't take the most important part," he said.
As I've said, Ruf was big for his age. He'd dropped out of school and was working for a bulldozer man, and he did a lot of muscular things in his work which had built up his already good body. That night, when he came in, I'd already had my bath. By that time Juby had gotten prosperous stealing waterpumps. He had installed a waterpump for us and for the first time we had running water in the house and even a John. So I was clean. Rubbing his fingers around my twat, Ruf grinned down at me. Then he did a sexy thing. It was the sexiest thing he'd ever done and one of the sexiest I'll ever see. He took his finger, wetted by my twat, and smelled it. He closed his eyes and sniffed and said, "Ah," and then he looked at me and grinned.
There was the light by my bed. He was buck naked. And he was built. I looked and saw that his cock had begun to throb and was lifting itself. It was one helluva lot bigger than it had been back in the days when he had me play with it for him. "Too bad," he said.
"What's too bad?" I asked, this funny feeling all over me. I was lying with my legs apart, the men's pajamas open to show my mowed mound. "Too bad you're my sister," he said. "Didn't bother you once," I said.
"That was before old John Henry got loaded," he said, grinning. Old John Henry was now fully hard, standing up arrogantly against his belly just about even with my face. "He's loaded now and I'm not going to risk knocking up my own sister." 
He was still plaving with my twat and Miss Twat was feeling it. She was gooing for him. Remember, I hadn't even so much as played with myself for seven weeks. I had night dreams now and then and had a climax in my sleep, but that was not for real. That was just nature's way of keeping down the sexual tension.
"Ruf," I said, my heart pounding, "you wouldn't have to worry."
"Huh?" His hand was down there, his finger easing into my slit. I did nothing to stop him. Jesus, it felt good, his finger going in, lubricated by all my flowing juice.
"I told you they did the damned same thing to me that they did to mama. I can't have kids."
I saw his eyes take on a gleam. He cupped his hand and drove his finger all the way up my cunt to my ovaries and rubbed his palm on my clit and my hips, knowing what to do even if I didn't, lit up and lifted and pushed and squirmed. "You sure?" he asked.
"Lead pipe cinch," I said. I wanted him to do it some more, run his finger up me. I'd run my own finger up me and I knew that if he kept it up for a while I'd blow my fuse.
"You ever done it, Ruby?" He was working on me and my hips were dancing. "I mean with anyone but me?" "Never," I said.
"I know I used to promise you it'd be good, but you were too young. It'd be different now." "O.K.," I said.
He flushed and shivered and threw-himself down onto the bed. He still had his finger up me. He put his nose and mouth on one of my knockers and chewed it through the pajama top. His entire body was quivering. 
I don't remember Ruf ever kissing me. He would guide one tit into his mouth and chew on it and he'd cup the other and squeeze it. That night I had my tits chewed for the first time and, wow, I found out that they were something else, those mounds on my chest. I found out they were for something other than to hold the front of a sweater out. I was moaning and groaning and wiggling and his finger was up me and giving me a wild ass. I made him switch and chew the other. He'd opened the pa jama top and was going at them good.
I've talked about my wetness. Some women are dry. Some are wet. The wet ones have a liberal flow of juices when they're hot. The dry ones are usually tender and sensitive. The wet ones are more apt to like having fingers and other objects tucked up into their twats. I'm one of them. I'm a wet one. I can ruin a pair of panties and, if the condition isn't fixed, I mean, if I get hot and don't have a chance to cool off in bed, I'm apt to flood my panties and have the hot juice working all the way through my dress.
I was a wet one that nigh,t with Ruf's finger up me. I was ready. I loved Ruf s big finger. It was much better than having my own finger up me. It was wild. His hand cupped, his social finger reaching up inside me, his palm on my dit. I fucked his hand and finger with all my might, discovering ways to sling my ass that I hadn't known existed but which came naturally for a sexy girl.
Then he claimed me. He went between my legs, having worked the pajamas off. He fell on me. I felt his wildness. I felt his weight. It was Ruf, I guess, who made me like rough men, men who don't worry about supporting their weight on their elbows. I want a man all over roe, his weight smothering me, his weight helping his cock drive into me. I want to feel all of him.' 
Old Ruf threw his body on mine as if he were going to absorb rne right into him. Long, hard cock thrust and searched. It wanted me. It wanted my cunt. It used its hard length to rub its head all over my wet pussy and then it found the hole and wham it pushed and my breath was driven out of my body and I let my ass lift up and it was going, getting bigger and harder, driving, searching now for my most secret inside spots and I was panting, trembling, jerking my ass fast and hard and making his cock go into me deeper with each stroke. I felt that hard, fat, cocky cylinder slide into home and, whee, I gave him a few jerks and bumps and grinds, all of it coming naturally to me, and then we settled down to long, hard rhythm and I came just as Ruf came and pumped his come into me, making me all soft and warm and wet inside. We moaned and ground together and he didn't even stop, just kept right on fucking into his own come.
The second time was ever greater. I blacked out for a moment after the goodness was over. I came and my pussy clutched at Ruf's cock and he felt it and held it hard up in me, just a little movement to make it good for me. "You're fast," he said. "You're not going to stop now?" I wailed.
He didn't. He began to pump and my twat came alive again in three strokes. He came. I felt that sudden gush of come and he grunted and pumped and I said, "If you stop now, Ruf Gore, I'll let you rot in hell before I ever give you any again."
"Damn," he moaned, moving his relaxing cock tenderly.
"Goddamriit, Ruf," I said. "You can't stop now just when it's good." 
He fell off and lay on his back and breathed heavily. I looked at his useless cock. It was shriveling up and it was coated with his come and my juices and I wanted that thing hard again and in me. It had been a long life without being laid and now that I'd found out how wonderful it was I wanted more, more. I wanted it pumping load after load into me. But Ruf was shot down.
But I'd been reading his books and I thought of a way, although I'd never tried it, to get him interested again. I gave my first blow job. I fell down and before I could take much time to think about it I took that lax cock into my mouth, tasting his come and my juices and I was so hot and so eager that I loved it immediately. I sucked and tasted and licked and the first thing I knew I'd created my first miracle. I resurrected Ruf's lax cock and he was pumping into my mouth, making fucking motions. "No you don't," I said, jerking away. I mounted him and sat on that stiff joint and sank it up into my body and began to dance on it. He just lay there, his back stiff, his hips lifted, and I used him. I mean, it was the first time in my life I'd ever screwed just for me and it was one wild experience. I danced and twisted and lifted and sank and bounced and moaned and came twice before Ruf got interested and came into me, pushing it up until it moved my liver aside and blasted out white joy into my thirsty womb. I said, "Ruf, that was just lovely."
And we slept side by side until we woke up, hearing my mother in the kitchen singing hymns, and he crawled on me with a morning piss hard and we went wild with a quickie and went out to breakfast, me holding a load of his come, and Ruf looking smug and happy. Shit, why not? We didn't have much. We ate fish and grits and wore hand-me-down clothing. We had nothing, we Gores, so why shouldn't a good Gore boy enjoy the body of his good Gore sister?
Well, it was just a couple of months after that that good old Juby began to see me as a woman, I'd guess, because he started reaching out to rub a tit when I'd get close. We'd never been an affectionate family, at least not between parents and children. So Juby's sudden fondness for putting his arm around me and for patting me on the ass came through just for what it was, lust. It got more and more obvious that my dear old pump stealing papa was thinking of more than father-daughter love and I began to try to decide what I'd do. I decided, since Juby always seemed to have an extra dollar for a bottle of Thunderbird wine, that I'd get something out of it besides a jazzing if he ever worked up enough nerve to punch me.
It came on a Sunday morning when Ma had gone off to church and Ruf was off somewhere and Sam was on the chain gang for nearly killing a guy in a bar. We were sacked out and I heard Juby get up and go to the used refrigerator. He drank all weekend long.
Ruf had been gone all weekend and I hadn't had any. I was lying there, warm and a little hot, toying with my clit. I'd long since stopped sleeping in anything. I was getting well rounded by that time, a girl reaching for a nice figure. I listened to Juby bumble around. When he opened the door I closed my eyes and pretended sleep.
"You 'wake, Ruby?" he asked. I grunted. He came in and stood beside the bed. I had the sheet over me, but I knew that he could see my nipples sticking up through it. "Wanna cook me somethin'?" "Ah, Pa," I moaned. "I don't wanta get up." He stood there and I could hear him breathing. Something in me, I don't know what, made me stretch. I arched my body-and the sheet clung to it, outlining my boobs and clinging to my mound, which stuck out nicely. I opened my eyes and say, he was taking it all in, his eyes wide, his mouth open. "Honey," he said, "you're going to be a woman soon." "I already am, Pop," I said.
"I mean, you're growing up." He sat down on the side of the bed. "Pretty soon the boys are going to be after you." "I hope so," I said, giggling.
"Poor little gal," he said, his voice almost on the weepy side. "No mama. Look, you ever have any questions, you come to your pappy, you hear." "Sure, pop," I said.
"I mean your poor old Ma can't help you, there," he said. "Like, she don't know nothing about such things. And boys will be boys." He paused. "Ain't no boy tried anything with you, have they?" "What do you mean, pa?" "I mean, like feeling you up and all."
"Oh, no." I was laughing at the old fart. I decided to have some fun with him. "What do they do to you, pa?"
He swallowed and gulped and got red and his hands jerked as he said, "Well, they try to play with your boobs."
"Why would they want to do that?" I asked. "They're just boobs. Only thing they're good for is suckling kids, and these won't ever do that." I arched my chest and stuck them out at him. I looked down at them. He was ogling them through the sheet. "Well, boys are like that," he said. "They like it."
"Do you like It?" I asked. "Do you play with mama's boobs?" 
He grunted and got red and cleared his throat. "I want you to be a good girl, Ruby," he said. "I am," I said. "What else do-boys try to do to you?" "Oh, they try to feel between your legs," he managed.
"You mean where I pee?" I asked, really giving the old bastard a ride. "Yes," he gulped. "Boys must be crazy," I said.
"Well, it ain't all one way," he said. "You'll be wanting things like that, too."
"Not me," I said. "I can't imagine it. I mean, why would I want to have a boy feel my boobs and between my legs?" "You just will."
"I don't believe it. If they try am I supposed to let them?" "No sir," he said. "I want you to be a good girl."
I decided to see just how hypocritical he was, because all this time his eyes were eating up my boobs and my mound and my body through the sheet. 1 let the sheet slip and show most of one tit and the beginning of a nipple and his eyes widened and he gulped. "I think I should know what it's like," I said. "I mean, if I'm going to know what jto do and what not to do, and if I can't talk to ma, better you show me what I should watch out for, huh?"
"Well," he said, wondering about it. I could see the lust in his eyes.
Now don\ get the idea that I was lusting for my father. Juby wasn't the fine figure of the man. Years of cheap wine and no work had put a pot on him and he was a short, chubby little man in the first place. But I was just playing a game,with him. "I mean, if a boy tries something and 1 like it I might 70 not be able to stop if it felt good, like you say." I looked up and gave him a smile and forced a yawn which uncovered both my boobs and I just left them out for him to ogle. I looked down and the old fart had a hard on and I thought, "why you old hypocrite" and decided to see just what he'd do, given the chance.
"Since you're my father, it seems right that you'd show me those things," I said. "I mean, show me how a boy would play with my boobs, so I'll know and will be able to head him off."
That did it. He gulped and swallowed and his hands reached out. "I reckon it might be a good idea," he said. And his hands glommed down onto my exposed booby mounds and squeezed and his body started trembling. I thrust them up into his hands and lay there looking at him.
"They'll do this," he said, squeezing them and playing with them. "Then they'll do this." He pinched my nipples and the little bastards felt wonderful. They swelled and got big and I could see that thrilled him. He sat there playing with my boobs for a long time. "How does it feel?" he asked, looking at me.
"I see what you mean," I said. "It does begin to feel sort of fine after a while. Do it some more so I'll know for sure."
He was panting and gasping. I let him play with my boobs until it sent the juices swirling down into my twat. I closed my eyes and pretended he was that good looking boy in my home room and I got hotter than a firecracker. "Do they do anything else?" I asked. "I mean, I heard some of the girls saying they sometimes sucked them, like babies." "They do that," he said. "Show me," says I. 
He bent, whistling and panting and sank his face into my boobs. He needed a shave. His rough beard made a tingling sensation all over me. His mouth was like any mouth, only a little more experienced, him being older. He sucked me into a blazing hot and I was threshing around on the bed and jamming my tits up for his mouth and teeth and I wanted more, much more. I didn't care who it was, by now. I was just hot. "Show me how they feel between your legs," I said.
I kicked off the sheet. He quit chewing my tits long enough to look at my whole body, his own body atrem-ble. Then he went back to my tits and his hand went down my flat tummy and found my wetness. When he felt it wet and hot, he must have been surprised. He began to shake and gasp while he did his work on my tits and I began to lift my ass as he rubbed and felt and I almost came when he finally put a finger into me. 'This is what they'll try to do," he gasped. "Do it feel good?"
"Sort of good," I said, "but do it some more so I'll be sure."
"I reckon I oughta show you," he said, fucking me with his finger and lifting me closer and closer to coming. "How do it feel?" "Your finger in me?" I asked. "Yeah."
"Well, it feels like you're putting something up my pee hole," I said.
"That ain't your pee hole," he said. "That's where babies come from."
"I can't have babies," I said. He went stiff for a moment. I could almost hear his mind working. I was getting hotter and hotter and I wanted something more than just a finger in that hole where babies came from. 
"Pop," I asked, "do boys put their things in there where you've got your finger?" "They'll try to," he said.
"Maybe you'd better show me what they'll try to do," I said, wanting cock, cock, and it didn't matter whose.
"That's a mortal sin," he said. "I can't show you that."
I tried a different tact. "I've never seen a boy's thing, except Ruf's when we were little," I said. "Will you show me yours?"
He thought about it for a little while. "I guess that would be all right," he said. He got up and slipped down his pants. "Now, Ruby, it may be a bit of a shock, but I'm doing this so's when you get married you won't be scared the first time you see your husband with a hard on." "Good idea," I said.
He took it out. Wow. My old man may have been a little guy, but he made up for it in the right place. He had a whacker on him, did old Juby. It was a huge, purple headed, long, thick monster which made Ruf's look like the cock of a teenage boy, which it was.
"That's what they look like when they try to put it in you?" "That's it," he said, holding his cock.
"It doesn't look so bad," I said. "Can I feel it? Just to know what it feels like?" He was gasping for air. "I guess so."
I put my hand on it and caressed it just the way Ruf liked it. If Juby wondered how I'd learned to play with a cock he didn't mention it. He closed his eyes and moved his loins and enjoyed it. "Does it feel good?" I asked. "It sure do," he said. 
"Pop, how does a girl get anything out of it?" I asked. "Does the boy have all the fun?" "No, the girl gets some fun, too." "How?"
"Well," he said, reaching for my pussy, finding it and my clit, "doesn't that feel good?" He was rubbing my clit hard. I squirmed and moved the skin up and down on his big, hard cock and wanted to just pull him on top of me and ram it home. "Does it?" he asked.
"Oh, wow," I said. "Do it some more. Make me feel good, pop." "God, I can't," he said. "It's a sin."
"Put your finger in me again," I said. He inched it in. I began to frig him good, but I don't want him to come, so when he got to close I'd stop and he was fingering me good and I couldn't come, I wanted that huge thing in me so badly I just couldn't waste it on his finger.
"Pop," I moaned, "since it's an educational demonstration, it can't be a sin. I mean, what's the harm in you showing me what I have to avoid in order to be a good girl?" "Oh, honey," he moaned. "Oh, honey."
"Show me, pop. Show me." I was milking his cock, making the seminal fluid come out of it, then smearing it on the head of it to make it slick. "It won't be a sin."
"If I do it, you have to swear on your blood you'll never tell," he said. "I swear."
It happened so fast, then, that I couldn't have stopped it if I'd wanted to. He was up and out of his pants in a flat second and throwing himself down on my slim, teenager's body with a hunger which almost scared me. He guided his huge, purple-headed cock in and, wow, I was filled up for the first time in my life. I even forgot to pretend that it hurt, but the stupid old fart didn't even notice he was so hot. He rammed that thing home in me and it pushed up against my eyeballs and I was moaning and coming with the first penetration, and I guess he thought that was my virgin's pain. "Hurt, honey?" he asked. "Oh, yes," I moaned. "But it's all right."
"That's what boys will do, hurt you," he said, pumping and filling my cunt with each movement of his hips. I began to work at it, hoping for another one before he came, and I learned the value of older men that day. I'd had only young boys to then and they went like fire crackers, giving me a hard time having one climax before they were finished, but my Pop, the old darling, with his huge rod, and his fat little body, pounded me and rooted up there next to my sterile womb and made long, sliding entry strokes for a full fifteen minutes and I had one, two, three great ones before he began to grunt with each stroke and pumped me full.
Well, I'd determined in advance that I was going to make him pay, but I'd ended up begging for it and almost forcing him to fuck me. I had to wait to get paid. After that first time, pop made me swear again and again that I wouldn't tell. He said if I toki they'd put him in jail and send me to the girl's reform school where they had an electric whipping machine. They strapped you in a bed, bottom up, and turned on the electric whipping machine and it wore out four razor straps before it cut off. I said, "Listen, I won't tell, but I think you'd better plan to do it again now and then-to keep me from being a bad gir! with boys."
"You're a sensible girl," he said. "It's better to do it at home than out there where you can get into trouble." My pop wasn't a great lover. He just liked to crawl on, after a little titty chewing, and put it in. Well, that suited me. But he also liked to do it from the rear. The second or third time we did it he turned me over and put my legs together. Then he rammed his huge, long cock into me from the rear, him on his knees, his thighs holding my little ass between them. I got nothing out of it and told him so. After that, I had my way of picking up a quarter now and then. When he'd want to screw I was ready, but I told him I wanted something out of it, too. So I'd balk at letting him do me from the rear. We arrived at a compromise. He'd get my rocks off once and then he'd do it from the rear, after me crying and making him promise me a quarter.


Then the quarters started cutting into his wine money and he stopped and it made me mad. Meanwhile, I was getting out and around more and more, having a little now and then with nice boys, and pop was a little jealous, although he was convinced that he was keeping me virgin by screwing me once or twice a week. He started trying to make me get home by ten o'clock and I revolted and he beat me. I told the welfare worker who came to check on us that my pop had "taken advantage" of me. She, willing to believe anything of a degenerate like Juby, went ape and called in her superior and, meanwhile, I thought about Juby going to jail, me going off to a home, my poor old mom left alone.
I cried and told them I had just been mad at pop and that he was a good, Christian man who always told me to be a good girl and, although it was harder to make them believe that he hadn't screwed me than it had been to make them believe that he had, they finally give up, sort of pissed off because incest would have been a feather in their cap. I mean, if they could have proved incest, they'd have got their names in the papers and all and they were sorely disappointed when I wouldn't admit that Pop had been throwing it to me. I told them I was a virgin and didn't really know what I'd said that first time.
But the incident put the fear of God into Juby. He stopped laying me, except now and then when he'd be drunk and out of his skull, and when he was like that I'd pick his pockets afterwards, while he slept it off, and he got wise to that and decided, I guess, that it wasn't worth it. Meanwhile, Ruf was finding his own girls and I was going up into high school. I was soon a good girl at home, except on rare occasions, and getting mine from my boyfriends.
I screwed more boys and men before I was seventeen than I did between seventeen and eighteen. I mean, in high school, I discovered the value of reputation, and although a Gore couldn't have much reputation around Old Town, I went to work and got nice clothes and began to act like the Ail-American girl.
Up to this time, I discover, having reread what I've written, I haven't described myself. I matured early. I don't know how I did it without getting fat on our diet, but I did. And, in high school, I was five-six tall, weighed about one-twenty or twenty-five, had my figure, by the time I was sixteen, and grew up to that perfect figure of the glamour girl. I had dark hair, almost black. Ever noticed, when watching hillbilly shows, how the hillbilly girls always have a shock of hair like a horses mane? Well, that's the way mine is. I have a great head of hair. It's full and I can do anything with it. Any do comes easily to me. And once in place, it's so thick and heavy it'll hold anything.
At eighteen, and I have not added a pound or an inch since then, I was a real brunette, I mean, dark, dark. I had wide, big, surprised eyes. I learned to accentuate them with make up. My eyes give me a look of innocence. My nose is classic and trim. My face is rather like Natalie Woods's in shape, and I have the same delicateness of feature. My lips are nicer than hers, bigger and softer. And I'm naturally dark. My mother had some Indian in her and, probably, since most southern tribes were touched by the tar brush, maybe a little bit of Negro. At any rate, I tan beautifully and am often mistaken for. Italian, or Black Irish. My blue eyes help there.
I started learning how to handle myself under the tender instructions of Pearl Phelps, the Beauty Queen's friend and lover. And I've never stopped learning. Talk about body language, I make it a career. I mean, I can move and men almost come in their pants.
So I'm a blue eyed, delicate featured, dark haired knock-out. Why be modest? In recent years I've made up for the lack of a good diet in my youth by eating only the healthiest of foods, limiting my intake of sweets, alcohol, starches. I like organic foods when I can get them. (A lot of my intake is organic in another sense, ha.)
So that's me, and my background, I'd guess that the odds of Ruby Gore making something of herself must have been five billion to one. Poor, white trashy, incestuous, amoral, you name it. That was me. And then I bribed the football team into making me Home Coming Queen, walked on old man Worth's cock and made him come and got to be Miss Mackerel, for Christ's sake, met Pearl Phelps and found out that a girl can almost make a career of entering beauty contests.
But let's get back to the Miss Mackerel contest, where it all began.



CHAPTER FOUR


Since old man Worth was Selena Smith's uncle, the smart money was on Selena. Old man Worth ran the Mackerel Festival and almost hand-picked his Queen, although they went through the motions of having judges. Of course, if anyone had stopped to think that Pearl Phelps was helping me, they might have realized something was up, because Pearl always picked winners.
The festival wasn't much. Girls from all over the country were elegible to enter and we had a field of about fifteen, including miss Sweet Pants Selena. There wasn't any talent contest, because most of those country chicks had none and my talent wasn't suitable for public display. We walked onto the stage and turned around in gowns, bathing suits and business suits and the judges picked a girl from up country as second runner-up and Selena as first runner-up and, wow, me as Miss Mackerel and I went parading out the ramp in my gown with real tears in rny eyes, because that was me, Ruby Gore, up there with the people clapping and whistling and the flash bulbs going off and Pearl, back stage, hugging me after it was over and me in a crown with a few gilded fish on.it and then riding the float in the parade and being at the head chair at the banquet for wheels, which included His Honor, the Congressman, a little man with a nice smile and a shock of grey hair, He was about sixty, I'd guess, and he sat on my left while Old man Worth sat on my right. His Honor the Congressman couldn't keep his eyes off me and after the banquet there was a small party at old man Worth's nice house and Pearl came up to me, after everyone was feeling no pain and said, "Honey, you don't have to do this." "What?"
"Him." She pointed to His Honor the Congressman. "Mr. Worth has hinted that it would be great for Old Town and the ashing industry and for him if you'd, uh, be nice to the Congressman." "What's in it for me?" I asked.
"No more than the Queen usually gets." The Queen got a couple of trips, a thousand dollar scholarship and the clothes she'd been given. I shrugged.
He looked nice enough. He was thin. His gray hair was wavy in an old fashioned style. He had laugh wrinkles around his eyes and his mouth. "Shit," I said, "I don't mind." He looked a lot like the father I dreamed about when I imagined myself a different person living in a big house on the hill with automobiles and all the nice dresses I would want and people looking at me as I walked by and saying, there's Miss McRae, the rich man's daughter. You see, even then, I was getting away from being just plain Ruby Gore. I'd picked out this great name for myself, Kitsy McRae. I liked the sound of it It sounded like some movie star or model or some member of the jet set, you know? 
I was seated next to the Congressman. He had been given the seat of honor, at the head of the table at a dinner for all the^festival big wheels. Old man Worth was on Ms right and I was on his left. His Honor smiled at me and complimented me on my winning and said that I was, indeed, a truly representative fiower of the old South, He was very polite during the talk and the meal, not doting on me or paying me undue attention, except once he put his hand down under the table and squeezed my thigh. I smiled back at him, to let him know it was all right.
Now you might think that running into two kinky old men when I was young and impressionable would have had an adverse effect on me. There was old man Worth, with his shoe fetish and me walking all over him and crushing his cock under all my hundred and twenty pounds. You know, that didn't shake me up at alL I guess it was my background,
I was hardly the average young chick, you know, having started being a sexual being as soon as I discovered that I could coax feeling out of my clit with a variety of instruments plus my hand, being educated to sex by my own loving family. I guess I thought that people were people and that if they had these little kinks when it came to getting their jollies, well, that was the way it was. At any rate, neither old man Worth nor the Congressman had any traumatic effect on me. In fact, His Honor sort of added to my education and opened up a lot of doors for me in the field of self expression and enjoying myself at those odd times when there wasn't a suitable man around.
Ah, that banquet. I was in my glory. Pearl had done a beautiful job on me and I was looking better than or at least as good as I'd ever look in this world that night, that first night of my glory. The photographers took picture after picture and my face and body were in newspapers all over the state the next day and I spent long, glorious hours clipping them and pasting them into a scrapbook which was one of the little gifts which came with being Miss Mackerel. And Sweet Pants Selena, way down the table, couldn't keep her jealous eyes off me and I looked at her now and then and smiled innocently, acting the true queen, with no malice in my eyes, but gloating in my heart at having done her in again.
That night, following rny victory as homecoming queen, made up in large part for all the slights I'd received over the years from little bitches like Selena.
I've often wondered if they would have asked Selena to entertain His Honor the Congressman if she'd won. The odds against Selena being pure and virgin were high, for she'd been going steady for years with a jerk from Old Town and when you went steady in Old Town it was like being married. So she probably knew what a dick was for, but I wonder if she'd have made herself available to the congressman. I guess not. She had what I wanted, after ail, money, position. She had it and didn't have to work to get it, whereas I had nothing and had to do everything I could to get something. I didn't see myself, for example, going back into Julie's Seafood Restaurant after being Miss Mackerel.
So, call me whore if you like, but, as I've said previously, I prefer to be considered a modern courtesan who used the weapons she had to become a success.
My career really began while walking in high heels on old man Worth's belly, and it had it's second installment, not the night of the banquet, as I had expected, but the next night. I expected to be hauled off to a motel or something and screwed by his Gray Haired Honor, but instead, I received an invitation.
"Perhaps," His Honor said, when things were breaking up and there was no one left but me, Pearl, old man Worth and His Honor, "this lovely young lady could use a quick vacation."
"She's certainly, ha ha, earned it," old man Worth said, and I wondered if I'd earned it by walking on his cock or being queen. "What did you have in mind. Congressman?"
"As part of my duties," said His Honor, "I am about to make an inspection tour of American military installations in Puerto Rico. There is space available on my plane for this young lady and a suitable escort, if she would kindly agree to honor us with her beautiful presence."
"I'm sure that Miss Gore's advisor, Miss Phelps, would go along to provide the proper escort," old man Worth said. I saw him wink at Pearl and she told me later that he paid her well to take the trip.
So, goddamn, there I was, little Ruby Gore, crawling up the steps into a slinky, wild, executive jet. I've been on just about every kind of passenger plane there is and once I was given a ride in a F-4 Phantom by a nice Air Force one star General, but there's been nothing to match the thrill of that, my first airplane ride. There were just the three of us aboard, plus the crew, a young spade who served drinks and two pilots. We left old Cape County early the next morning and were basking in the sun, Pearl and I, beside a luxurious world-sized swimming pool, by late afternoon. It was an experience. "Pearl," I said, "this is what I want."
"Play your cards right, honey," she said, "and it's all yours." 
The card game started that night after dinner. We ate together, the three of us, and had our pictures snapped a few times and then Pearl and I went to the adjoining rooms we had in this fantastic hotel and I said, "I thought I was supposed to do something." "It's all arranged," she said. "Just cool it."
We had a drink. I wasn't much on drinking, having had only beer in my life, with a shot or two of white lightening now and then when Juby had some around the house, and I didn't really like drinking until I found champagne, and then I found that, after the first glass, I liked it rather well. In fact, during those early years I may have overdone it a little, until the night in front of my mirror when I saw that all that bubbly and all those steak and lobster dinners were putting a little too much me on my ass and then I began to notice that sex is not quite so great when you're drinking and I started limiting myself to a glass a night or so. But that night in Puerto Rico, the country girl out on the world for the first time, I drank bubbly while we waited and then the telephone rang and Pearl answered. She came over to me and put her hand on my shoulder.
"If there's anyone in the hall when you go to his room, keep right on walking. Don't let anyone see you go in and don't let anyone see you come out. Have fun and I'll see you in the morning."
I was a little tipsy and the wine had gone right straight to the seat of my pants and I was looking forward to it. I walked down the hall and there was no one around, so I knocked on His Honor's door and he opened it quickly as if he'd been standing in front of it waiting for me. He was dressed in this real nice maroon lounging jacket with some kind of light colored slacks and he didn't look bad at all, not old, I mean. I expected him to grab me and I was ready. Instead, he put his hand on my arm and guided me into this wild pad and didn't stop until he'd gone through the plush sitting room into the bedroom.
"May I help you, my dear?" he asked, his hands gentle and steady as he turned me and zipped the zipper on the snazzy black dress I'd worn for dinner. I said, "Sure, honey."
"That is an expression of the uneducated," he said, in his kind voice. "A young lady would say nothing, or she would smile and say, in a soft voice, just yes, or perhaps, if you'd like."
What the fuck, I thought. Is this a grammar class or a bedroom? But I didn't say anything. I let him undo my fine dress arid then he slipped it off the shoulders and let it fall. It went all the way and puddled around my feet and left me standing there in a low-slung bra and bikini panties. I struck the bathing suit pose and gave him my beauty queen smile.
"Indeed, a queen," he said. He walked around me. I swiveled my neck to see what the crazy old fucker was doing and all he was doing was just looking. Well, I let him look until I got tired standing there.
"Want I should take the rest of these do-dads off?" I asked. "A lady almost never undresses herself," he said. Shit.
Well, to get down to the nitty-gritty, the old fart ogled me for what seemed like an hour. Then he guided me gently to the king sized bed and laid me out like a size-double-a side of beef and looked at me some more. When he finally came to the bed he knelt on the foot of it, looking up my body. I arched my mound at him. It stuck up good through the panties and he could see the black hair through the thin material and I knew that the reinforced crotch of them was wet, because crazy or not, he was a man and I was getting hot, laying there in my scandes waiting for him to grab a handful of tit or something.
Well, kiddies, he started. 1$ was the Goddamnedest thing I'd ever seen. He began at my feet. He bent down and started licking my instep. It was a warm, tickly feeling. I'd done the tickling bit with Pearl and I knew that it wasn't bad, but I wanted the real thing. But he started tickling me with his rough tongue and going up to my ankle and then licking and kissing his way up to my knee. And, by Gawd, as he kissed and licked, he began to make sounds so much like the old hound dogs Ruf and Sam used to keep for fox hunting that I almost giggled. He was sniffling and whining and growling in his throat. But my legs were getting a workout and the good feeling of being stimulated somewhere was moving all the way through my seven acre body and concentrating in my cunt.
I began to wiggle a little. He went on kissing and growling and licking and whining and worked all the way up u› my business end and then, oh, shit, he switched to the other leg and went all the way down it, licking and growling and kissing and sending me righ up the wall with the hots.
I thought he'd never get tired of kissing my legs and feet. Finally, after a long, long time, when I was moaning I was so hot, he skipped past my bikini panties and worked on my tummy and then skipped my bra and worked on my neck and shoulders and then, when I felt sure he'd rip my clothes off, because he was panting and moaning himself now, he flipped me over and started on my back. Jesus. My back is sensitive. I mean, you can take a feather and run up and down it and make me so hot I'd screw all night,
His tongue worked and licked and kissed and tickled and covered all of me and even went under my arms and licked and kissed there and I was glad I'd had a bath and used the scentless deodorant Pearl had. That's sort of kicky, being kissed in the underarms. It was a first, and it sent sensation all over me. I mean, wow, I was steaming. And it must have got to him, too, because, with a great growl, he ripped my bra part way off with his teeth and let it hang while he growled and whined his way to my suffering boobs and began to suck and chew them like they'd never been sucked and chewed before, I mean rough, leaving teeth marks and making me cry out with the goodness of it.
I was lifting my hips, making fucking motions. I wanted it. God, I wanted that cock. I moaned and said, "Do it to me now, honey."
He growled and went down and attacked my panties with his teeth. They were made of stronger stuff than the bra strap and, although he managed to bite and jerk little holes in them, he finally had to just tug and jerk them off, never touching the panties with his hands, but doing it all with his teeth. Then I was naked and he was looking and panting and then, all of a sudden, he fell down and, wow, did His Honor know how to French.
He bit me. He put his whole mouth over my wet, seeping twat and bit down and collected all my excess flesh, labia, clit, hair and all, and he nipped and nibbled and his front teeth were biting into my clit and I screamed once, real loud, and hoped in the back of my mind that the room was soundproof. I screamed and he bit harder and rolled my clit and, wow, I shot. I mean I came like a tornado, steaming and whirling and bucking my ass and then I lay back and sort of tried to get my breath.
He was kneeling, still dressed. "Let's do it good now," I said.
"Yes," he said. "Yes, of course." But instead of getting on, he got off. He went to a suitcase on a rack and opened it and came back to the bed with a little box and then he opened it and there was an assortment of things which opened my eyes. He had an electric vibrator and a huge cock made of pink, soft rubber. He had brush attachments for the vibrator. He plugged it in, with the brush on, and began to work on me with it. I was still steaming. One shot while being eaten wasn't going to hold me that night. The vibrator made the little sable brush work fast and it sent thousands of shivers up and down everywhere it touched and I was back on cloud nine soon. I let him work me, thinking that sooner or later I had to get fucked. But he went down between my legs with that thing and put the brush right on my clit, holding back the hair and flesh from it with the fingers of his own hand. The brush was moving a mile a minute and it was whipping back and forth on my clit with the weight of a butterfly's wing and I started fucking and bucking and, wow, before I knew it I had come again and he smiled down at me and said, "Nice?" "Wow," I said.
"That's not a proper form of expression," he said. "A lady would say, oh, yes, or, very nice."
I was getting pissed. "Well, shit," I said, "it was O.K., but aren't you gonna fuck me?" "Patience," he said.
Next he put the rubber head on the vibrator. It had little soft teeth and when he used it on my skin and all it made a different sensation. It was nice and restful and I just relaxed. But then the old sonofabitch attacked my pussy with that thing. I mean, he brushed it by, let it just touch something, a lip, the clit. The thousands of little vibrating sensations went right to work and I was hot in minutes and then he drove that thing, vibrating a mile a minute, right down over my clit, covering it, and the big trembles hit me. The vibrations went all the way through me, and my clit swelled up and came and I said, "Ah," and like that and tried to push it away, but he kept tingling my cunt with the vibrator until I had another and then I was wild, coming and bucking and panting and screaming.
I pushed his hands away before he could get to work again. He smiled and put the huge, pink, artificial cock on the vibrator. It had a place on the base of it where it plugged onto the shaft of the vibrator and then, with my eyes getting wider and wider, he put the head of it at the soft, wet, steaming entrance to my cunt.
"That sonofabitch is too big," I gasped, just as he shoved and the head spread me wider than I'd ever been spread.
"The female vagina is capable of taking objects of immense size," he said wisely, and.1 was wiggling my hips, because that huge mother was going into me a quarter inch at a time and it was riding on all the good goo I'd created with my climaxes and my hots.
It felt good. I mean, there I was, having been milked a couple or three times, having had my jollies without even having a cock in me, and an artificial one was better than no cock at all. But the bastard was splitting me. It was about two inches thick and about nine inches long. I felt it pushing ai my bones down there in my crotch, spreading them. I spread my legs. I felt the head of it push hard on my womb and push in more. I felt as if my entire body was one huge twat and it was being filled with the biggest cock in the world.
I made sounds through my nose. I wept a little. And all the time my greedy cunt was gobbling up that monster. And then it was in. I felt this little ring around the base of it press up against me. It pushed into my softness around my widely split cunt. It pushed against my dit. I worked my hips experimentally. Jesus, it felt good. It was the biggest thing I'd ever had in me. I began to fuck it. He was holding it in, fully dressed, smiling, not a hair out of place. And I was working my ass and feeling that huge monster in me and then, oh, Jesus, he flipped the switch and a million vibrations bounced through that cock and sent my whole insides into a quiver and I didn't think I could stand it it was so good. I mean, the vibrator sent that cock trembling and shaking and the whole movement seemed to go right to my dit.and I came and screamed, because he wouldn't stop. It was tremendous.
I came and he pressed the thing in and out of me, fucking me with his huge artificial cock, driving it deep and pulling it out and all the time it was vibrating a mile a minute and the vibrations went into my bones and my gut and I came again and screamed it was so wild and he wouldn't quit. I went into serial orgasms, one come right after the other, and he was panting and moaning and whining as he fucked me with the machine and then I must have fainted. I came out of it and he was naked.
Oh, wow. I didn't think I could ever fuck again. I mean, I was like wasted. I'd lost time and I'd lost count of the number of comes I'd had. They had been coming right on top of each other, my cunt never stopping its throbbing and clutching at the hard, rubber cock. And now he was naked and I was going to get more. Except that he didn't have a hard on.
Since then I've met a lot of men who were impotent, either permanently or temporarily. I've cured some of them. Some of them, like the congressman, are just incapable of getting a hard on. At that time I'd never seen a cock I couldn't make hard one way or the other, and I was grateful to the congressman for hi amp; having brought me to wonderful Puerto Rico and for the wildest set of comes I'd ever had. So I was willing.
"As you can see," he said sadly, "I have this problem. As the old saying goes, the spirit is willing, but the flesh is weak."
I put my hand on it and paid it a lot of attention, expecting it to swell inside my fingers. He seemed to enjoy it, but nothing happened. So I went down in a flash and sucked the whole thing into my mouth. At one time the congressman must have been -well hung, for even lax, his cock was big. But it stayed soft. I gave it my best, tonguing it, sucking it, kissing it, rolling it all over my tits, which he seemed to enjoy. But no go. "Ain't there no way?" I asked. "Don't say ain't," he said. "Yes, there is a way."
He pushed me onto my back. I let him raise my legs until my knees were on my tits and then he crawled between them and began to rub his soft little cock on me. It felt nice. He would rub it all over my cunt, and was I ever wet, then he'd rub it on my clit. Finally, he took two fingers and stuffed it into my cunt. It was like trying to push a piece of wet spaghetti through a needle, but he managed to get it in, just the head of it, and I moved gently for him and it slid out. He seemed to be enjoying it, so I let Mm play. I just lay still. He'd shove it in, stuffing it, and then he'd pinch it between his fingers to make the head swell just a tiny bit and move a little and moan and sigh and he was getting all wet around it, all his hairs and everything. I began to get a little hot again, believe it or not, with his cock rubbing me and going into me just a little ways, but even when I squeezed my cunt muscles, I couldn't hold him in.
Then he turned me over. I lay on my stomach and he crawled up on me. He sat on my thighs and held my hips between his thighs and stuffed his cock down between my legs and pushed it into the wetness around my twat. Then he started working on a different hole. I mean I was so wet that my goo had run down all over my ass and my^ anus was well oiled by it. He started trying to stuff it in there and that was my first experience there, and I jerked'my ass. "It won't hurt," he said. "That's dirty," I said. "Nothing which gives pleasure is dirty," he said.
Well, I owed him. He'd made a night for me. So I let him stuff and push and wet my anus with juice and then he said, "Relax, push down as if you're going to the bathroom."
I did. He pushed and stuffed his soft cock and I felt the head and a little bit of it slide into my ass. "Now close and pull up," he said.
I worked my muscles and, I'll be damned, his cock sort of got sucked up into my rear channel and I had more of him in me back there than I'd been able to get in front. It wasn't bad, either. I mean, his cock was soft and it felt like I was going to the bathroom, not unpleasant. "Suck it up some more," he said, in a hoarse voice. 
I worked my muscles and got the hang of it. By working them as if I were cutting off a turd while taking a shit, I was able to suck all of it into me so that it felt like it was maybe three inches up into my anus and then he began to wiggle a little. "Keep doing it," he said.
So I did my muscles. He'd pull out a little bit, just a little bit, and I'd suck him back and then he got all excited and I began to feel real good, because his excitement was transferring itself to me. He put his hands down under my waist and worked one of them down until he was fingering my clit. I was pulling his soft cock up into my anus and he was pulling it out and his fingers were milking my clit and all of a sudden I felt myself begin to really enjoy it. Having a soft cock in the ass isn't bad. Having a hard one there, after you learn how, isn't bad, but that was my first and I'm glad it was the way it was, because it taught me that I had two holes for a cock in my bottom without the initial pain of taking a hard one in the ass.
"Come, my beautiful little girl," he whispered. "Come for me."
"Oh, ah," I said, and came, and while my cunt was throbbing he could feel it in my anus, and he gave a couple of grunts and I felt his soft cock throb and he came in me, giving me my first load of come in my ass.
We stayed in Puerto Rico for three nights. All were fine.



CHAPTER FIVE


In three nights in Puerto Rico I learned a few valuable lessons. I quit saying ain't, for example. I learned that if a girl can give a man what he wants, he'll do almost everything for her. The Congressman offered me a job in Washington. I talked to Pearl about it.
"Honey," she said, "you know I want the best for you. I won't tell you that I'm selfish not wanting you to go away just yet." You see, me and Pearl made it right regularly, and I was getting to sort of like it. I mean, hell, why should a girl reject over fifty-percent of the population of the world as potential sex partners just because they don't have cocks? When we did it it was fun and slow and lovely and sweet and there was always my old boyfriend, Bill, for real cock.
"You could make a good career in Washington," Pearl said, "but maybe there's a better way to get what we both want for you."
What Pearl had in mind was more beauty contests. I think she was a little bit influenced by my being the hottest lover she'd ever had, but she said I was the only really natural beauty she'd ever seen. Well, I was natural, all right.
We went upstate, me wearing my Miss Mackerel crown, and entered the Miss Blueberry contest. I. won. I didn't even have to screw a judge, although there was a nice looking one on the judges panel which I wouldn't have minded screwing, although I found out later that he was a fag.
In that summer I took three more crowns, all local contests. I was a star guest at several other contests, and I was getting a name around my state. Ruby Gore, beauty girl. Pearl started talking about college. I wasn't so sure about that shit, because I felt I'd done my stint in school and wanted something better than listening to dusty old farts talk about the rise and fall of the Roman Empire or something.
Actually, my sex life that summer was not too exciting. Mainly I made it with Pearl and Bill, There was one pretty good night in a mountain town where I was going to get the Miss Mountain Flower Festival crown. We had the poop on it and it looked as if we were wasting our time. It was, first of all, a small time thing, even smaller than my first crown, the Miss Mackerel contest.
This dinky little old mountain town always selected one of its own for Miss Mountain Flower and that was the way it was, just like old Man Worth picking Ms own queen all the time down in my home town. But by this time the J.C.'s of Old Town had discovered that I brought them a few newspaper stories everytime I went out on the beauty contest trail. I guess I got Old Town more publicity than anything since the time the British burned it down in 1777 or something like that. I'm not very good at history. So the J.C,'s offered to foot the bill for me and Pearl to drive the new convertible which I was using for one year as the winner of the Miss Long Leaf Tobacco contest. Off we went to the mountains.
"Even if you don't win we'll have a nice trip," Pearl said.
I wasn't going up there not to win. I'd accumulated quite a nice wardrobe as part of my prizes. That's about all I got out of being the winningest beauty queen in the state, some nice clothes, the loan of a new car for one year and a couple of college scholarships. I couldn't cash in the scholarships for money and I couldn't transfer them and all the time Pearl and my old employer, Julie, kept telling me I should plan to use the scholarships to go to school in the fall.
Anyhow, we set out in this nice new car and I was driving. I got stopped up around Charlotte by a highway fuzz and when I pulled off the road I was thinking like crazy. I didn't want a traffic ticket. So when the fuzz came up and said, in his oh, so original way, "Where's the fire, little lady?" I burst into tears. I'd decided on that route instead of trying to vamp him. It would be awkward, on that well traveled highway, to offer to bribe the fuzz with my bod, so I decided, quickly, on the tears and helplessness routine. I start wailing, with real tears, and telling the poor sonofabitch how I was off in the big world, just a country girl, trying to help my poor old hometown by winning beauty contests and how I'd just not noticed that I was going so damned fast and begging and asking him, "Oh, what can I do, what can I do?"
He said, "There, there." He flushed and shifted from one foot to the other and ended up, although I'd been doing ninety-five in a sixty mile zone, lending me his handkerchief and wishing us the best of luck and telling me, rather gently, to hold it down.
"You should be an actress," Pearl said, as we drove away, and I changed my tears to laughter. Doing!
An actress. Why the hell not? I had the looks for it and there were girls on the screen who didn't act,worth a shit.
"Is this a dagger I see before me?" I hammed it up, laughing. Why the hell not? So I was thinking of that as we drove on into the mountains and came into this little town and checked into the one hotel. In my room I stood in front of the mirror and looked at myself and that was it. I was going to be an actress. I didn't know exactly how, but I was going to do it.
We went to a reception for the queen contestants and the judges and town wheels. There we saw the competition and I almost laughed. I was the only outsider. The rest were locals. There were fat ones and skinny ones and not a damned one of them could come close to me. I circulated and met the judges. There were three men and two women. All were from out of town, but after a little talking with them I found out that two of them, the women, had been local girls and married into the nearby communities, therefore they'd be all for the home folks.
One of the men was local, the organizer of the beauty thing. The other one was a fag decorator from Raleigh and the fifth, the one I started to court, was a country-western singer of small fame, but maybe on his way up, who had grown up in the hills around this little town. He had his own T.V. show and it was syndicated and seen all over the country, although it wasn't on a regular network. He was going to be on the Grand Ole Opry, he said, someday. He'd just been married, but his wife couldn't make the trip. He was full of himself. He was not a bad looking guy. He had this big, manly voice, like on a Marlboro commercial, and he talked western and slow, although he was a southern hillbilly boy.
He had an eye for a girl, I could tell. And he was putting away the drinks. There was a non-alcoholic punch there for everyone, but he was sweetening it with his own pocket flask. His hair was long, but not hippy, his clothing was rugged, but tailor made and expensive and he had a fine, manly bod.
These receptions are something else. They're for the birds. You stand around with this painted smile on your face, being nice to everyone. You stay on your toes all the time because the judges are looking at you. At least they are when the results of the contest are not predetermined. I knew that this contest was over before it started and I'd picked out the local belle who would win. She was a stringy-haired little blond with big shoulders and a. bigger ass. She was as out of proportion as a smashed beer can, but the judges were fawning all over her. While I was courting this.hilly singer, whose name was Rod Hensley, Pearl pulled me aside and told me that I was right, that the smart money was on the big-assed blond. I went back to Rod. Everyone kept calling him Junior. I smiled my best and asked him why.
"Wall," he drawled, giving me his lop-sided smile, "I changed muh name."
"From what?" I asked, pretending to be really interested. "I'm tryin' to ferget," he said.
"I'm good at keeping secrets," I told him, giving him a bit of hip as we stood side by side to let him know I could keep that secret, too. He was looking down the neck of my dress and I didn't have on a bra.
"Yew ever tell I'll put the black hex of the mountains on you," he said.
"Cross my heart." I crossed it, letting my finger brush a nipple so that it stood up and saluted him. His eyes I went to it right away and stayed there. I could almost feel them, because he was quite a man and I'd been exposed to things like His Honor and his lax cock, to,f old man Worth and his shoes and to Pearl's feminine, lovemaking with just little old fast-going inexperienced, Bill Murphy to do the raw and real man thing to me. I t was ready for some mature, manly cock and I had eyes for this Rod Hensley as much as he had for me. You know how it is when two people meet and have this thing for each other. I mean, you can feel the sparks fly. They were shooting out from me and Rod like spar- (klers. "Junior Albercrombie," he said. He laughed.
I laughed with him, not at him. "God, I know how you feel. I'm hung with the tag of Ruby Gore." "Ruby ain't bad."
"It's going to be Kitsy," I said. "When I'm ready to › blow the dust of this state off my ass. Kitsy McRae." "Has real class," he said.
"I got plans, Rod," I said. "And among them is winning this dinky little high country shit-fest of a beauty pageant." He frowned. "Wall."
"I know," I said. "They've got the little country girl with the big ass all dressed up for the part and they've indicated to you that you should look at her twice." "You been around, huh?" He grinned at me. "Not as much as I'm going to," I said. 100 "Youlnow how it is, then."
"What do you owe them?" I asked. I was looking into his eyes and giving him all my charge right through the eyeballs.
He killed his drink, eyes squinted. "Come to think of it, Ruby," he said, dropping his Walt Disney animal story narrator voice, "I don't owe these bastards a fucking thing."
I thought I knew the boy then. I took a long shot. "When you were going to school here were you elected class president?" He looked at me. "Nope."
"Who was?" He didn't answer. I looked over at the big assed little blond who was sucking around the women judges. "Was it her? I don't mean her, herself, but someone like her? Her big brother? The son or daughter of the banker or the newspaper editor or the town's rich man?"
He was pouring himself a shot into the non-alcoholic punch. "They shit on you all your life, didn't they, Junior?" I used his old name deliberately. "And now that you've made it all by yourself… look, how did you learn to play the guitar? I'll bet it was sitting all alone in a mountain cabin because they shit on you and you couldn't buy your butt into their little social circles with a pair of ragged-assed jeans and bare feet."
He grinned. "You're a smart gal, Ruby Gore. You sayin' let's us poor folks unite against them fancy folks?"
I didn't know if I was winning or not, but I went ahead. "I'm saying something else. I'm saying we're alike. I'm saying we're both trying to lift ourselves by our own bootstraps. I'm saying let's pull together. You give me a lift and I'll give you a lift." "I'd be one against four." 
"They'd listen to you."
He grinned again. "So I can give you'a boost, honey, but what can you do for me?"
"Well, I damned sure can't get you a contract with the Grand Ole Opry," I said, smiling and standing so close he could stand there and look down and see my nipples. "But I can make you feel like a tiger, buddyHE can make you eat raw meat and go out there and fight the fucking world."
"I'll bet you could at that," he said, thinking about it. Then someone came up and I didn't get a chance, although I tried, to talk with him again.
"How'd it go?" Pearl asked, when we were back in my room.
"I don't know. If the phone rings in the next few minutes we're in." "Nothing definite?"
"He was interested," I said. "But he spent the last part of the evening with the locals. I saw the big-ass belle trying to vamp him."
"Ruby," she said. "I don't think the phone is going to ring. I think we've made a useless trip."
We sat around for thirty minutes and it seemed that she was right. I was getting mad. I told Pearl to go to bed. I went down to the,desk and asked if Mr. Hensley was in his room. I was carrying a manila envelope containing my pictures and press clippings. I told the clerk, who wasn't too swift, that it belonged to Mr. Hensley and that it was very important to get it to him that very night. He said he'd give it to him. I said no go, that I was going to put it in his room personally, since it was valuable original sheet music Mr. Hensley had written. The clerk fumed and fussed a little, but in the end he went up with me and unlocked the door to Rod's room. I went in and put the envelope on the dresser and came out, being careful to leave the door unlocked.
"Did you lock the door?" the clerk asked. I wiggled the doorknob and said I'd locked it, thanked the old fart and went off down the hall. He got in the elevator and went down and I went back to Rod's room, stripped to the buff and made myself comfortable on his bed. Now I just hoped that he'd come in half sober and alone. I thought it would be funny if he came back with some girl he'd picked up, maybe the big-assed little blond, and I was prepared for anything. I was not going to give up without a fight.
I was dozing when I heard the door. I woke up, fully alert. He was alone and he was sober. He was loosening his tie when he turned around after closing the door and turned on the light and all of me hit him right in the face.
"Jesus H. God," he said. I stretched, making my boobs stand out.
"I've waited for a long time," I said. He was frozen in his tracks, both his hands up on his tie. "We didn't get a chance to finish our conversation."
"Ruby Gore," he said, his eyes locked onto my boobs for a few seconds and then dropping to the quite openly displayed goodie between my legs, "I think it would be best for all concerned if you got your ass out of here."
I got up on my knees. I knew that the position accentuated my hips and made my tits stick up nicely. I held out my arms. "Come over here and say that." "Honey, you can't bribe your way through the world."
"That's funny. A congressman told me just a while ago that if the price is right you can buy anything in this world." "You're just a kid," he said. 
"If you're worried about statutory rape I'm past the age of consent," I said.
"Why don't you be a good girl and'go on back to your own room?" he said, picking up my dress and throwing it at me.
"Because I've seen you looking at me," I said. "Because I can make it very, very good for you, Junior Rod Hensley Albercrombie." "You done much of this?" he asked.
"I'm not virgin^ If I were I'd be a lousy lay. I'm not used up, either. This fable about a woman being used up is shit. A woman improves with experience and if you don't know that it sure is time you learned."
"Honey," he said. "I'm going in to take a shower. When you hear me come out you'd better be gone."
I waited until I heard the water running. Then I went into the bath and there was just a curtain on the shower. I could see his shadow through it and he was right up under the shower head with the water running over his hair and face. I opened the curtain quietly and stepped in behind him. I let him wash the soap off his face and out of his eyes and then I stepped forward and put my arms around him and pressed my hot tits, my belly, my hard mound up against him.
"Jesus Christ," he gasped, trying to displace my arms. He was all slick with soap and the feeling of my skin sliding on his was delicious. He turned in my arms and pushed at me and I slid down, holding my arms around him, until I was kneeling with the water running over both of us and my arms around his knees and his cock against my cheek. I was holding on for dear life and was feeling the delicious trembles, because he had a nice cock, all tight and clean looking, even when it was not hard. I clung and turned my face and sucked it into my mouth and he was pushing on my head and saying, "Stop it, Ruby. Stop it."
He pushed me away and lifted me. He was a strong man. He tore down the curtain getting out. I was clinging and calling his name and running my hands over his body and reaching for his cock. He said, "Now I asked you to get out of here." "I ain't going," I said. "You're going." "No."
He sat on the John and pulled me down. I thought for a minute that he was going to pull me into his lap and start the festivities, but instead, before I knew what he was doing, he had me across his knees and, Jesus God, he was pounding on my ass with his palm saying, "Now you're going to get out of here."
I hadn't been spanked since I was a bubble-gummer. I was spread out over his knees, our bodies sliding because we were all soapy, and I felt his hand slap, whap, flam and felt the sharp blows and I yelped and cried and tried to escape, because he was hurting, leaving red marks on my fanny, but he wouldn't stop. Slap, whap, flam. And all of a sudden this tremendous heat started generating in my smarting ass and blew like a storm through my entire body and centered in my glory hole and I was moaning as I cried and squirming now in a different way.
It was my first experience with being spanked and it was the sexiest thing that had ever happened to me. I mean, I'd known before that a little pain is nice sometimes. Later, I ran into a real nut in Rome, Italy, who wanted the pain to be severe and that's for the shits, I mean, really being hurt, but titty biting and pinching and love marks, that's all a part of the game and can be nice.
And under the proper circumstances a good spanking can add spice to life. I was being spanked good and his hands were stinging and leaving these red marks on my white fanny and I was moaning and squirming and my mound was against his thigh and the first thing I knew I was coming like a fire, blazing, my cunt throbbing and pulsing and pounding and me moaning in a different way and he stopped and said, "Holy smoke." "Rod," I whispered. "Oh, God, Rod." "You came," he said.
"Ummmm," I said. His hands were not spanking anymore. Instead, they were rubbing. They were feeling my smarting, tingling ass.
"Did \ hurt you?" His voice was soft, hoarse. His hands were fondling my ass. He let one finger track down into the sweet little grove at the top of my crack and it was hot in there and he breathed a jerky little breath and I felt his cock getting hard as steel against my side.
Hot? I hadn't known the meaning of the word till then. I mean, I was hot. I was steaming. I was crying inside for cock. I pushed myself off and knelt beside the John on which he was sitting and I put out my hands and felt of his hard cock.
"God, it's beautiful," I whispered, and it was. It was the most beautifully proportioned cock I'd ever seen. "I love it, Rod. It's so beautiful." And I wanted it. Oh, how I wanted it. I wanted it with every fiber of my body, all my soul. I couldn't wait. I straddled him, stood over him. I eyed that cock down there between my legs and reached down and held it and guided it up as I lowered myself, facing him, seated astride his legs. 
I guided it to me. I was hot and loose. I'd come. I was slick and hot and juicy and wonderful. I guided it into me and drove if into me with my own weight and he was holding me with his hands around my back and his mouth went down and he gasped and sucked and chewed a tit and I whispered, as I buried his cock up to the hairy hilt in hot female cunt, "This one is for you, honey."
He had his arms low, at the base of my spine, and he was' squeezing me. His face was buried in my titties, kissing and chewing one after the other. He began to hunch up and drive his nice cock into me and I lifted and fell, sucked with my vaginal muscles, twisted, making it as good for him as I could.
I've often tried to describe the wonderful feeling of being fucked, but I suppose that only a woman can ever really know the true feeling. It's much more than just having something stuck into your cunt. It's a state of being. I mean, you've a different entity when you're filled, lovingly, with cock. You're more than a woman. You're something else. A man just extends a part of himself and puts it into a hole and I've heard men say that an animal's cunt, like the cunt of a cow, is just as good as a woman's cunt. They say that.a cow's cunt is even hotter and slicker. Well, with a woman there are substitutes, but nothing to match a good, well shaped, big cock. It comes into her and becomes a part of her. I wouldn't be a man for anything in the world. I mean, I'm a girl and I love it. I like being used. Possessed.
Think of any word that has ever been laid on the act of fucking and it has meaning. My guess is that the word, fuck, was first invented as the grunt of a very hot cave man getting his rocks off. I've heard men grunt as they came, Unkkk, ufffg, all manners of sounds. I like the word. Fuck. It has a pretty sound to me. And I like all the other words describing the act. I've done some research on it. Some people think it came from the Greek jutueva, which means to sow or plant seeds. Well, a man plants seeds when he fucks. Others say it came from the Latin futuere, meaning to strike. Well, a man strikes the body of a woman with his, making the main point of impact the meaty, protruding mounds under which, in the case of the woman, rests the little jewel which contains all of it, the clit. The Latin word, pun-gere, means to prick and a man pricks the body of his partner, driving his cock into her like a thorn going into flesh. Ficken, in German, means to strike, same thing.
I like the common odd words, too. Screw. When your body is wild and your hips are switching and swishing as you're being ficky-ficked, you're screwing your hips all around in circles. When you're familiar with a man, and have lived with him for a while, and the fucking comes peacefully and often, you're copulating.
I don't dislike the coarse things men say about it. Getting a piece. A piece of ass. That's quite literal. A piece of tail. A piece of meat. There's this, nothing is more meaty than the business end of a woman. She's all ass and a man can bury his fingers into the softness of that ass and drive one finger up her anus and feel nothing but meat all around and drive his cock up and feel nothing but the best prime meat and, well, shit, I like fucking and all about it and the words used about it.
And on that John in that hotel in that little mountain town, Rod Hensley and I fucked. He got a piece of ass. I rode him. His cock pierced me, took me, was stiff and proud and demanding up inside me, knowing all the folds and crevices of my cunt. His arms squeezed me and his mouth ate my tits and, when he came with a great roar and a wild grunt and frantic movements of his loins, pumping his glorious come deep into me, he kissed me.
I had a nice one with his cock pumping into me. I moaned and chewed on his lips and clurig and moved my ass and milked the last sweet drop of semen from his cock and then we got up and, laughing, feeling happy and smug, went back into the shower. He washed me lovingly, paying attention to my tits and my twat. His hand down there roused the napping beast in me and I washed him, feeling his nice body. I washed his cock. It had gone almost soft, but my hands on it brought it back to half life.
"I started to do this a while back," I said, dropping to my knees and taking his member into my mouth.
He held my head, my hair wet, with his hands, and I licked and laved and sucked. He pulled me up and thrust his great cock into my belly and said, "I want to be on top of you."
While he dried me, he kissed me on the back and the shoulders. He couldn't ever get enough of my tits, and he spent a long time drying and kissing them and then he dried my muff and I dried him, and licked his balls and sucked his cock and then he made this growling sound and lifted me and tossed me onto the bed.
One of the sexiest pictures I have of me is a color enlargement from a movie I made. In it, I'm on a satin sheet, naked, my tits standing nicely, my eyes closed. I have one arm lying loosely at my side and the other goes down between my outflung legs to seize a hard cock and guide it, with just the head of it already in me. I have on a jeweled bracelet on my right arm, the one I'm guiding the cock with. My stomach is indrawn, with the expectation of being fucked, my mouth open in a sensuous gasp.
That's the way I must have looked with Rod. He tossed me onto the bed and I fell onto my back, my legs opening automatically. He got between them, on his knees. He looked down at my cunt. He felt it I felt his loving fingers explore my twat and I was creaming almost immediately, even if I had just been washed good in the shower. Then he moved closer, still on his knees. I looked down the length of my body, seeing my breasts, my mound, my pubic hair, his beautiful cock.
I cpuldn't stand 'it. I reached down and took it and tugged and guided and when it hit my cunt, I closed my eyes in ecstasy and fed the whole length of it into me. He drove it in, still on his knees. He was a big man and his cock was nice and big and I felt that wonderful feeling of completion and I just lay there and let him play with me a little. He drove it up and held it and then he started pinching my tits and I began to writhe and moan and he pulled my legs together. This way, both my legs were between his. He was kneeling astride me. His cock was hilt deep in me. He squeezed my hips between his knees and began to rock back and forth. In that position he couldn't go all the way in and out, but the movement was great. He was pushed up way high and his cock was pressing my clit very hard and I was out of it. "Good?" he asked.
"Beautiful," I whispered, giving him a twist and a grind, making my cunt suck and chew and squeeze on bis cock.
Rod was my first really sensuous man. He liked everything about sex. I thought he would go ahead and screw me, since he was in me, but he pulled out and eyed my body and felt it and then he started kissing my belly and I put my hands down and held his head. He was going to eat me. I knew that. And I yearned for the feel of his lips on my cunt. He took a tantalizingly long time doing it, and when he finally took my cunt in a quick movement, driving his mouth down into it, sticking his tongue into the hole and smearing his lips all over it, his oddly soft top lip on my clit, I cried out in delight and began to fuck his mouth and came almost like lightning. Then he crawled on and worked slow and long. I threw my legs up over his back and pulled him deeper, rolled up on niy shoulders. He drove it in so hard that I was rocking up and down on the bed and I came in that position, with my body bent up into a ball, his cock driving deep, his balls bouncing on my pudenda and ass cheeks. I came and cried with the joy of it, real tears. "God, don't stop," I whispered. "Don't ever stop."
He rolled over and held me on top, pulled one of my legs up alongside his chest. His finger went down and started playing with my anus, which was soaked with our juices. He was fucking very hard, getting hot. He put his head under and bit the hell out of my tit and I moaned with it. Then I was coming again and just before I went he drove his finger into my anus and I screamed, because the entry of it was like being fucked again, in a different place, and I went wild and came and he said, "I feel your cunt throbbing on my finger." He could feel it throbbing on his cock, too, and on his finger, and I was trying to bite both of them off with my spasms of goodness and then I lay still for a minute. "Can you go again?" he asked. "I don't know, but it feels so good." "I want you on your stomach," he said. I rolled over. He crawled on me from the rear and drove his cock down between my ass cheeks and found my well used cunt. "He went in about a mile. That position, from the rear, allows a man to go deep. And he gets the sensation oЈHbeing even deeper, because the base of his cock, which never really gets into a cunt, is held between the meaty flesh of the lower ass. You take a guy with a seven-inch dick. About three inches of it goes in in an ordinary position. In some of the better ones, like with the girls legs pulled up against her chest, you can get about four or five inches of the seven actually into the cunt. But in that one, with the girl flat on her stomach, her legs tight together, the man gets this sensation, since his whole cock is either in the cunt or held between those lower cheeks, that he's all in and they love it. A girl has to get a kick out of penetration or play with her clit or have the man play with it. But I was feeling so smooth and smug and done in and all that I was loving it just feeling Rod drive in and out of my cunt from the rear.
He was kneeling, holding my ass tight between his knees. And then he put his hands down and caught me right above the thigh joints in that soft place with both hands and lifted my ass up and that made it drive in even deeper. He began to really throw it to me. I began to buck and suck with my cunt muscles to make it good for him and, goddamn, I began to get hot and when he came in me, I came out of sympathy, without even having my clit stimulated, a real, banging good, throbbing chewing pussy come with his cock emptying itself deep into me, so deep that my whole womb was washing in cunt and come.
He rolled me over and quickly drove it into me, after he'd quit pumping, and we just lay there, his cock going lax in me, both of us drowsy and being loving and dose. 
He woke me in the middle of the night eating me, I had a beauty like that and then we just fucked gently and without too much fire for about a half hour before we both got wild and had a climax together and then he did me in again in the morning, after we'd had coffee and cakes in bed. The morning one was just a quickie. We were both hot and he just crawled on and we pounded and jerked and moaned and he came first and I came just as his best shot of come jetted into me.
"Ruby," he said, "would you like to see me again, even when I'm not a beauty contest judge?"
"If you weren't already married," I said, "I'd carry you ofL Anytime you want to see me, Rod. Anytime."
As I went through the next few years, marriage was offered to me, but Rod Hensley, a couhtry western singer, was the only man I would have married, and that was because he was such a tender lover, because he was nice dear through and because we sent each other. We continued to send each other for years.
So, you see, Rod Hensley isn't really his name, and you'd surely recognize it if I told you, because he did make it big. But once I screwed him in his dressing room backstage just before he went on for a big concert. We fucked quickly, both of us hot, me leaning back on his dressing table, my long, formal skirt hiked to expose my cunt, he without removing his trousers. When he'd come and I'd come he pulled out and grinned at me. "I ain't gonna wash," he said. "I'm goin' out there with our love juices still on it and maybe the people will smell it and think that Rod Hensley is a sexy sonofa-bitch."
"And I'll keep yours in me," I said. "All through the program I'll be sitting there with your come in me." That's the kind of friends Rod and I were. We could 113 get a kick out of a five minute quickie standing up or we could give each other the delicious trembles for a whole week. We had a week together once, after he'd left his first wife, in the mountains of Colorado, and it was wild, great, beautiful. We thought ab@ut getting married then, but I was in the middle of my first big movie and he was on a contract to do a nationwide tour and we decided we wouldn't spoil a beautiful love affair with marriage.
But that morning we lay there soaking in each other, my tits hot on his chest, his weight on me, his cock going soft until it finally fell out of me and his come ran down the inside of my thigh. "Ruby," he said, "I guess you've bribed me."
"I meant it to be that way," I said "but now that I know you I don't give a shit about this pissy little contest. You vote the way you want to. I'll make it without being Miss Mountain Flower."
"Ah'm glad yew said that, gal," he said, giving me the western accent shit. "Because all along I was going to vote for the best girl." Which, of course, was me.



CHAPTER SIX


Yep, as I went through the next few years I'd watch Rod's career and now and then our paths would cross and there'd be a hot time in the old town, whatever town or city it was. Ever get fucked in a New York taxi? It's wild, especially if you do it on the day before Christmas Eve, with the streets a true madhouse, cars blowing and honking and having fender benders all around and people screaming and banging on the sides of the cab at pedestrian crossings and big trucks passing in the other lane and the drivers doing double takes as they look down and see two people naked from the waist down screwing like minks in the back seat. And the driver saying, through his mugger guard, "You fuckers get me busted you pay the fine," and Rod yelling, "Drive fast, Mac."
"Drive where?" he yelled back. A nice Jamacian boy, with that beautiful sing-song accent.
"Anywhere," Rod yelled. "Just drive and give us a few thrills." 
"If I were in that back seat I'd be getting enough thrills," the driver said, almost rear-ending a car as he watched me do my thing with one leg hanging off the edge of the seat and the other thrown up along the top of the back of the seat and me full, stuffed with cock and champagne.
"It's Christmas," Rod giggled, drunk out of his skull. "Let's let him smell my finger for a thrill."
"Since it's Christmas, let's let him come into the back seat," I said.
"Ruby Gore," he said, using my old name, "you're rotten clean through. You're a pervert."
I closed my cunt muscles, bent my body and almost broke his hard cock. "And you love it."
"Arrrrrrrrg," he yelled, coming and jerking and pumping as I laughed and let the goodness flow and had my come. I was dressed in a gold lame dress with a simple upswept hairdo and a set of earrings which had set someone, and I'll get to that later, back a few grand. They dangled and banged against my cheeks just like Rod's balls dangled and banged against my ass.
Whenever I met a man who would make me a good husband, he already was. Rod was married again, to a tobacco heiress. She was down in the islands screwing rich buddies and Rod was doing his thing in Madison Square Garden, packing them in. I was in New York for a week of guest shots on the biggest talk show and wowing them. The network vice-presidents were going crazy because no matter what I said it came out sexy. Well, you know me. "Let's give him a Christmas present," I said.
"Hey, buddy," Rod called, through the little speak-window, "the lady wants tb give you a Christmas present." 
"You're Kitsy McRae, aren't you?" he asked, looting at me in the rear view mirror.
"He didn't recognize you until you took your clothes off," Rod yelped, sending himself into a convulsion of laughter. "You want sloppy seconds, Mac?" "You're kidding," the driver said. "Pull over and let me have the wheel," Rod said.
"Oh, shit." I could tell the driver was torn between lust and sanity. Putting a mad man like Rod, drunk out of his mind, behind the wheel was crazy. But it had become a challenge to me. I purred and arched a little and he almost ran into the sidewalk in his haste to park. Cars blew and honked and pulled around with a roar of engines and Rod was waving them on and playing bull fighter with them, waving his red jacket at them. He got in the front seat and this nice Jamacian boy, about twenty, I'd guess, got in the back seat and went suddenly shy. I was reclining. My dress was up around my waist. My working end was exposed, my cunt wet with Rod's come.
Rod jerked the taxi away from the-curb and gave a wild cowboy yell as he forced drivers to slam on brakes and yell. I said, "Merry Christmas." The driver looked at me and gulped and reached out and put his hand on my leg. "Miss McRae…" he gulped.
"You'd better hurry, before that sonofabitch wrecks your cab," I said, reaching out and starting to do his pants, finding a weapon of good size and admirable hardness inside there.
Rod swerved and threw the driver atop me. I latched onto him, one arm around him, the other down between us, fingers clasping his hard cock, guiding it to the general area of my cunt where, because things were so slick and because a woman is bulk that way, It just naturally found its way to the glory hole and drove in, "Do you dance the samba?" I asked the driver.
He grunted as he lunged and pinned me to the seat. I had to repeat the question. He looked at me, shook up thinking I was either crazy drunk or cold to ask a social question ^at a time like that. The car was jerking and banging along, engine roaring fearful clashes of gears, shouts and horns from all sides as Rod hogged the street and dared the fates and New York's maniac driver population. "Yes, Miss McRae," he said, finally, pulling Ms cock out and driving it into me. "Fuck me in samba time, then," I said.
"Ah," he said, grinning. He began to twist his ass and hum and I matched and we did a dance of pure lust on the back seat, with my legs wide open to take his rather nice cock and my body loving all of it and the car jerking and stopping with a screech of tires which threw us into the floorboard. Then the car was moving again.
"You missed a beat," I whispered, driving my ass up to get his cock seated again. He moaned, close, wild, his cock sliding in and out on the leavings of Rod's come. He took up the rhythm, but forgot to hum. I took up the tune and we came together in rhythm to music and as I was squeezing the last drop of come out of him and loving the feeling in my cunt, having had a nice one, I said, "Merry Christmas," and the car banged into a new Lincoln from the rear, throwing us hard against the front seat and banging Rod's head on the windshield to leave a neat little dent there with fracture cracks radiating out all around the point of impact.
"Madre mia," the driver yelped, plucking up his pants as he leaped out, buttoning the waist as he tugged Rod out of the driver's seat and laid him full length on the pavement. He did it so fast no one saw that Rod was driving. I let my dress drop into place, felt come ooze out of me, wet the inside of my thighs delightfully, and I put on an act of frantic concern for poor Rod.
Well, we split the bill, not repair-a new cab for our friend-and he was happy and I told him, "Shit, I don't care if you brag about screwing Kitsy McRae, darling." I told Rod I thought it was good public relations. I was building my reputation as America's sex queen, and I didn't think it would hurt to let it be known, although Rod was sure that only fools would believe the driver, that Kitsy wasn't too proud to put out for the common man.
Frankly, he was a lousy lay, that cab driver. No imagination. Hung up. I've had people take seconds and be so turned on that they'd fall down and eat the leavings, I mean, clean the come out of my cunt and sent me into heaven with some inspired eating, but that cab driver, all he did was crawl on, go wham wham and come in me.
Carlo was one of them. One of those who liked taking seconds because he said that a woman's cunt is creamier and nicer when it's lubricated by semen. I met Carlo in Rome.
Now here's how I got to Rome. I mean Rome, Italy. Not Rome, Georgia or some shit.
After I met Rod at the Miss Mountain Flower Festival, I went back home. The summer was nearly over. All the little local beauty contests had been held. There was the official Miss America thing coming up and I was working on a talent, with Pearl's help. Meanwhile, I was doing the hash slinging bit at the seafood cafe and telling my friend, Julie, all about how it was to fuck Rod Hensley, who was on her jukebox and whom she loved.
Believe me, old chums, it was a comedown. I mean, you try going from head of the table and a loaned convertible and bugging around over the state being ogled and oohed at and walking like a real queen down the victory ramp with the spotlights on you and then come back and start slinging hash for quarter tips. But a girl has to eat, and as I've said, those contests paid off in a few nice clothes, a loaned convertible and college scholarships.
But we had lots of time for work, Pearl and me. And there was good old Bill, who was getting so that he could actually fuck for two minutes without coming. Bill had his shortcomings, and to me shortcomings in a man are premature ejaculations, but he was all I had except for Pearl and I got a little tired of her cockless body and her playthings.
I got so bored that I actually went up to college to look it over. I took the college test thing and just barely passed it, I mean, I couldn't have gotten into a big state school I was so low in score, but I could get into a couple of smaller schools. But I looked around and saw teeny-boppers. Shit. Boys who thought the big deal was to have long hair and look like refugees from a Salvation Army grab bag and who thought that smoking grass was the ultimate in sophistication. Shit.
Not for me. I kissed the idea of college goodbye, went back to work with Julie and practiced my dramatic recitation for the talent part of the official Miss Cape County thing.
Now I'm going ^o skip over this very rapidly, because I don't like to dwell on failure. I mean, you get into the real establishment when you start with that fucking Miss America thing. You're up against gals who have had singing and piano and dancing all their lives. Our big mistake was that Pearl thought I'd gained enough poise to take the fucking thing honestly. I mean, she said, "Look, I don't think you can screw your way to this one, honey." So we played it straight, I went to the county contest and did my thing, read my dramatic recitation, won the bathing suit division and wasn't even a-runner-up. I mean, I bombed out. Well, you know what Miss America looks like. Miss Sweet Pants of any year. Sometimes not even pretty, just glowingly healthy, with more ass and legs than I'd like to have. I'm the trim type and Miss America is full blown. I'm the slinky type and Miss America is straight forward and All American girl shit. It was a mistake from the beginning.
And I felt like doing the suicide bit. I even considered, as that fucking, endless winter dragged on, marrying Bill Murphy and trying to teach him to come inside me instead of on my muff in eagerness. I considered college again. Then, with Spring coming, I decided against another year of campaigning in local contests around the state. I'd had that. I wrote to Rod and he said he'd help me get a job in Nashville. Nashville? Oh, shit. Who wants to go to Nashville? I'd been to Puerto Rico and seen the jet set at play. I wanted New York, Paris, and all the goodies. I was holding a few hundred bucks I'd saved and I was packing for New York when the Congressman called.
"Ruby," Julie gasped, dragging me away from a table where I was clearing dirty dishes. "It's the Congressman."
I went to the telephone. "Little lady," His Honor said, "I've been thinking about you." Oh, shit. I wasn't in the mood for a man who couldn't get it up. "How ' would you like to go to Rome, Italy?" "I might like that fine," I said.
"You're going to represent our great state in Rome, Italy," he said, giving it the campaign speech treatment "I don't doubt for a minute that you'll bring us honor."
Well, he talked on and I got more and more hot about it, because the bastard was serious. There was this new beauty contest, going into competition with Miss World and all those others. It was called, he told me, Miss One World and, although it was a true international effort, he said the Reds were trying to take over and use it for propaganda purposes. He said the Communist countries were sending all their best, movie star? who weren't internationally known and like that, and he wanted me to go over, win and show the world that true beauty was a capitalist monopoly or something. Shit, I didn't care about the fucking politics.
I quit my job right then, leaving poor Julie to clean up. I drove like fury, I still had the loaned convertible, and dashed into Pearl's and yelled, "We're going to Rome, Italy."
His Honor was sending a member of his staff to help us, to tell us what it was all about, and to go along with us to help the country girls in the big city. She arrived the next day, bearing cash for a new wardrobe. She was over forty, well preserved but severe looking, her hair pulled back in a simple bun, her clothes sensible, her Phd. degree from our state's largest university. Her name was Ms. Vivian Maples. She used the power of the Congressman's office to put a real crowd of state reporters into the city hall for a press conference and she made a speech about this little girl, from humble beginnings, fulfilling the great American dream by rising to the heights of beauty and talent. She laid it on and the reporters took pictures and there I was, in all the papers and on T.V.: Miss Mackerel, Miss Mountain Flower, Miss Long Leaf Tobacco, etc. etc. And soon to be Miss One World. She sounded so stuffy and cold that I didn't think I was going to like her until, after the press conference, she grinned at me and said, "I also have a B.S. degree. B.S. for bullshit."
She wanted to know all about me. I reluctantly took her to my humble beginnings, my home. Juby was out of jail and Ruf was home trying to get rid of some bad flashbacks from some Florida Sunshine, an inferior grade of LSD. He saw Ms. Vivian Maples and said, "God, Ruby, you've brought Vanessa Redgrave!" He was flashing and out of his skull, but Ms. Viv, as we began to call her later, thought that was real cute and took a shine to old Ruf. He was laying around in a tight bathing suit and showing off all his muscles.
"That wonderful boy is your brother?" she whispered to me. "That's old Ruf," I agreed, "He must accompany us," she said.
I shrugged. "You wanta go to Rome, Italy, Ruf?" I asked. "Why not?" he said.
"It will show that it's a down to earth, grass roots family effort," Ms. Viv explained. "He's so, uh, earthy. Know what I mean?" "You got the hots for him," I said.
"Ruby," she gasped. "One of the first th'ngs you must learn is that a lady doesn't use vulgar language."
"So you don't have the hots for him," I said. "No matter to me. He might come in handy to carry luggage or something." 
You talk about a wild scene. Wow. We flew over on one of those 707's? You know, the big ones before the really big ones, which I don't like. I mean, if I'm going to die in a plane crash, I'd like to have my pieces mixed with, like, maybe eighty people instead of a couple of hundred, so I don't fly the jumbo jets a-tall. Bnt that one from Washington city to Rome was a nice one, and Ms. Viv let me and Pearl sit together while she sat with Ruf, who had been hand dressed by Ms. Viv, I mean, she'd bought all his clothes. He looked great with a shave and a haircut and neat clothing and he wowed Ms. Viv with an imitation of Gary Grant from an old movie saying, "Vivian, Vivian," like Gary Grant used to say, "Judy, Judy." But Ms. Viv didn't have the hots for my brother.
We had this suite of rooms, four of them, in a regular palace. I mean it had marble floors and-gold facets in the king-sized bathrooms and all this old, beautiful furniture and old pictures on the walls and connecting doors. Ms. Viv didn't have the hots for old Ruf, but she put him on the end, then her, then me and then Pearl. I took a nap, tired from the plane ride, and woke up to hear old Ruf sounding off in the adjoining room. I knew those sounds, snorts, grunts. He was fucking and he was in Ms. Viv's room. I giggled and went to sneak a peek through this big, old fashioned keyhole and saw that Ms. Viv finally had the hots for old Ruf, fore and aft, because she was kneeling over him sixty-nine, his big old cock in her mouth, and she was sucking it like an ice cream cone and Ruf was doing his bit by gobbling her cunt and I had a good view and they were so interesfed in each other and it was night and there was not much light, just a little one by the bed, that I opened the door and went in and watched. 
I got the delicious trembles watching, because Ruf had learned a lot since I'd tried him. He was no longer just a wham bam thank you mam lover, but liked eating and all that. I sat down in a big soft chair and felt like playing with myself, but didn't. They got tired of eating each other and Ms. Viv crawled on Ruf and rode him. I had a beautiful view of Ruf's cock stitching up and down into Ms. Viv's ample bottom, and when she fell down on him, moaning and crying, and I saw Ruf's cock burst and pump into her, I clapped my hands and they sat up like a shot and said, "Who, who?"
"Don't mind me," I said. "I was just curious about who was killing who. You two are noisy fuckers." "Ruby?" Ruf said. "Kitsy," Ms. Viv said. "I was just auditioning Ruf." "Is that what you call it?"
She very calmly took up a corner of the sheet and wiped her cunt. "I happen to know that one of the female judges from Norway like dark, strong, young men."
"Ms. Viv," I said. "You're not suggesting that we cheat to win this contest."
"Darling," she said, smiling sweetly and toying with Ruf's lax man pole with one hand, "we're going to do anything necessary to win this contest. It wasn't just for your looks that the Congressman picked you."
"Well," I said, "now that we understand each other, I'll leave you two alone."
"Thank you, dear," Ms. Viv said, and I went out, looking over my shoulder to see her fall down and start to put new life in Ruf's member with her expert tongue. "Don't use him all up," I said. "Save some for that judge from Norway." 
"Don't sweat it," Ruf said. "There's plenty to go around."
God, those Italian men. I mean, like wow. Some girls talk about Frenchmen being sexy, but give me the Wops every time. They know how to eye a girl. They can fuck you with their eyes better than any men in the world and when one of them gives you a love pinch you know you've been pinched. We went out walking and I got a few looks and a pinch or two in crowded places and then we went over to the-hall where the contest was to be held and it was a big mother.
There we met Carlo. I didn't know until later that it had all been arranged in advance by Ms. Viv. Carlo was a minor figure in the Italian movie industry and one of the judges. He was about thirty, darkly handsome, tall, very smooth. He spoke English with only a trace of an accent and his hand on my arm spoke another language. It waited on nothing else, that message. Even wlbile we were doing the polite chit-chat bit he was rubbing my arm and telling me he was going to bed me. I was willing.
'To know you better, as a contestant," he said, "may I take you to dinner?" "Sure," I said.
We ate in a little place which Carlo said tourists didn't know about. He said it served the real food of Italy, not the fancy Americanized dishes like pizza and that shit. I ate some cheese pasta at his suggestion and it was great and had a few snorts of a good red wine and then you can bet we didn't waste any time. "I will show you my home," he said. "Suits," I said.
It was on a river and it was a wild pad and smallish. But rich. He was apparently making a dollar, and I found out how later. I was wearing something slinky and one piece without underwear. My hair was up. I had on a pair of cheap earrings. I mean, just onyx and pearls. Nothing fancy. I was wearing the natural look, little make-up. Inside his big main room there were soft lights and music, and they started as if automatically when "we went in. He served me a frozen thing with rum in it and sat next to me.
"You are my first choice of all the contestants," he said. "Why, thank you, Carlo. I'm so pleased."
"It is not, however that simple," he said. He was leering at me and I took the ball. I don't believe in beating around the bush.
"Carlo," I said, smiling at him. ''I'm a simple girl. If you Want something in exchange for your vote for me, just name it." "Ah," he said. "A realist."
"I guess I am," I said. "I'm going to be an actress, you know, and I need a start. I figure this Miss One World thing will do it. So I'm willing to pay any price." "Any price?"
"Yes," I said. "You wanta start now?" I was ready. He turned me on something fierce and I was dying to find out if the Italians were as sexy as they seemed. "Where's the bed, honey?"
"Ah," he said, rising. I stood up, too. He reached out suddenly and grabbed the front of my dress and like to tore my shoulders off ripping it down.
"Goddamn, you stupid bastard," I yelled, the dress falling to the floor to leave little Kitsy standing in the buff. "That dress cost five hundred dollars."
"Poof," he said, shrugging off five bills just like that. He reached for me. I guessed it was worth it, because I was going to have one sure vote and there'd be others who'd listen to this big movie man. Then the bastard hit me. I mean, he hit me in the gut, his fist doubled. He didn't give it the full treatment, because if he had he'd have ruptured my spleen or something, because he was a strong bastard. I gasped and yelled and doubled up and he slapped me and my head rang and then he grabbed my arm and twisted up behind me and I stood on tiptoe because the bastard was about to break it. Oh,.shit, I was hurting. I mean, he hurt me bad. I was screaming and cursing and trying to stand tall enough to not hurt and he pushed and shoved me toward the bed and threw me down and slapped me and then I got mad. I mean, I don't mind a little rough stuff. I've told you that, but this was going too far.
"You don't have to be so goddamned rough," I shouted. "Don't worry, I will not bruise me."
"You touch me again, you dumb wop sonofabitch and I'm going to kill you," I said, my arm aching and my gut hurting like hell.
He slung his hand at me, trying to connect with my face and I ducked. I mean, I grew up with two rough boys. I mean, if you'd put this wop movie maker and old Ruf in a room and say sic 'em, you'd have nothing left of the wop but a little greasy spot and I'd learned to defend myself a little. I ducked his slap and rolled off the bed, landing on my hands and knees and scurrying away from a kick he aimed at my ass and then I was on my feet and I surprised him. Instead of moving away, I moved in. I moved in fast and low and then, when I was right up to him and he was about to shove me, I brought up my knee, hard. Wham. Right in the jewels. The wop doubled up and grunted and his face was white and he was straining and then he started crying and I was hurting so bad I kicked him in the face with my foot, turning it sideways so I wouldn't break a toe. I had on fancy, heavy high heels and he went over backward, his nose smashed and bleeding.
I guess I went a-little crazy, because I'd never had a man treat me that way before. I started kicking and hitting him as he cowered there and he was sobbing and moaning and holding his ruined jewels and not offering to defend himself.
I tired myself out and hurt my fists hitting him. I stopped and stood back, breathing hard and sobbing. He sat up and looked at me. There was a smear of blood on, his upper lip. He smiled. "In the closet, darling."
Jesus Christ. I'd just ruined him and he was calling me darling. "I'm getting out of here, you crazy sonofabitch."
"I've hurt you," he said, "you must hurt me in return. It is the law of the jungle."
I couldn't figure that one. "Look in the closet," he said.
Well, I'm just a country girl in Rome, Italy. These wops have strange ways. I went to the closet and opened the door and saw the goddamnedest assortment of things I've ever seen. There were whips and big belts and like that. There were switches and handcuffs and ropes and like that.
"I like the big belt with the studs," he said, limping over, taking off his clothing. He kissed me tenderly on the shoulder. I was a little leery of him, but he didn't offer to hurt me. "Let me get this straight," I said. "You knocked me 129 around so that you'd make me mad enough to beat you with this fucking belt?" "Ah," he said.
"You're nuts," I said. The belt was leather and it was studded with soft little tufts of suede. It was sort of heavy, but big and fiat so that it wouldn't leave cuts or anything. "You want me to beat your ass with this?" I asked.
He nodded, and he was panting. He was naked now and I hadn't ruined him after all. I decided then and there that I'd practice more, because the knee lift I had for him should have smashed his balls, but they were intact and his cock, a good, big one, was hard.
"I don't dig this shit," I said. "You try to lay one lick on me again and you'll lose your balls for sure."
"Come," he said. He fell down onto the bed. I stood beside it. What the hell. Ms. Viv said do anything to slick the judges and win. I gave him a whop with the belt and he squirmed. It was wierd. I let him have another and he cried out, but not in pain. The sonofa-bitch was lying on his stomach and screwing his hard cock into the bed with each lick. I shrugged mentally and laid it on him and he started moaning and crying and saying, "Oh, mama, please, mama."
It takes all kinds. Those were about the same words old man Worth used when I was walking on him with needle sharp high heels. So I figured that Carlo was just a crazy old man like Worth and I did my bit, beating the shit out of him, all over his ass and his back and his legs and when he rolled over his cock was hard and it was oozing passion juice.
"Once or twice, lightly, here," he said, indicating the soft flat skin over his hip joints. I hit him there a few times and he was moaning and saying, "Oh, please, mama."
"Look," I said, because I was getting sort of hot, looking at him all heated up, even if it was from being whipped, "are you gonna fuck me at all?"
"Ah," he moaned, reaching for me. He pulled and guided me. I straddled him. His belly and legs were red from the whipping. His cock was creaming and hard. He wanted it in me and I wanted it in me and I sat on it, driving it damned near up to my liver the first sitting, taking it with one swift, downward, hard plunge. I was cockfull, I used him. I ground my cunt on him and felt his hardness way up inside and I came like a rocket.
He rolled me off and crawled on, his cock still hard. He put the fallen belt back into my hands. I didn't know what he wanted. He made motions, showing me. So while he topped me, I reached up over his shoulder and beat his ass with the belt. I discovered that the harder I hit the harder he fucked me and I was steaming and hot and I didn't think I could ever get enough of his cock. I beat the shit out of him and with each stroke he'd sob and cry and moan and then drive two or three quick, hard thrusts right into my throbbing, fire-hot cunt.
We started down the home stretch and I was beating him as fast as I could to make hilt-deep and lightening fast raids into my soft cunt by his cock and he screamed and moaned when I went, starting a come which lasted about five minutes and was the sexiest thing that had ever happened to me. I mean, when I came, my whole body came, and my cunt almost bit his cock off throbbing and biting it and then he cried out again as I struck him and the point of the belt went down on some of the licks and hit my thighs and the pain made my climax peak and peak again and then I deliberately started hitting myself and him together and his come was flushing out and filling me and we were sobbing and crying and fighting and coming like the world was going to end and this was the last glorious fuck. I mean, whee.
I still don't like much pain, but that was a wild one. And we were both completely spent when it ended. And I rubbed him with soothing stuff and he cooed and then he did something which sent me up the wall. He was feeling better, his red patches fading where I'd whipped him, and we were lying side by side.
"Now I will clean you," he said. I thought he was going to go get a wash cloth or something, but he went down between my legs and began to lick the come which had run out of my twat, and he'd come a quart or so. I thought that was sexy, because it'd never happened before, I mean, a man cleaning my cunt after he'd fucked me with his mouth. I lay there and soaked it up and he licked and sucked and then I tightened my muscles inside and sent out a little flood of come and he lapped and licked it up and begged for more. I came.
Then I went home, success one judge closer. And that was not the last I was to see of Carlo.



CHAPTER SEVEN


Lately the head shrinkers and some M.D.'s liave gotten onto this kick that screwing keeps you thin. Hell, I formed that theory before any of the college types even thought oЈ it. I was making love, not fat, when I was in Rome, Italy, as a contestant in the Miss One World Contest. Now I'll be the first to say that merely screwing a lot won't keep you thin unless you use a bit of common, sense. They had this delicious food in Rome and I went for it in a big way. Carlo liked to eat. He said the secret was to eat Italian food all the time. He said, "Eat pasta dishes all the time, not just one or two times a week, you won't gain weight." He was trim and nice, so maybe he had something, but I suspect he just had one of these marvelous metabolisms which doesn't store fat but burns It off. I tried eating the Italian foods and in the first week I began to put on weight. It was just a pound or so, but it showed in the shape of my hips and on the scales which Pearl and 5- carried everywhere with us. I started cutting my portions by one half and then by 
two-thirds. I limited myself to one glass of champagne a night. It worked. And I lost the three pounds I put on by screwing.
A really active girl can burn up a lot of calories screwing, and Carlo gave me opportunity to use up a few. Then he put me onto the English judge, a nice, middle-aged Lord Something or Other, who was staid, except when he got in bed, and then he was a wild man who liked to have his male nipples pinched like hell. That put two judges into my bag. And, with me taking care of both Carlo and Lord What's His Name, I burned off about two hundred calories each time we crawled into a bed. Not a lot, but every little bit helped.
Meanwhile, old Ruf was having the time of his life. Ms. Viv introduced him to the blond viking from Norway. He told me about her. She liked to be on top, he said, pretending that she was the man. It wasn't bad, he said, since she did all the work and really knew how to throw her ass. That was three judges out of fifteen in the bag.
I was assured by Ms. Viv that the American judge would vote for me if I had a hare-lip and warts. Four. The judge from Iceland was leaning toward me, Ms. Viv said, because Iceland hadn't sent a contestant. Five.
The commies had five sure votes on their side. The U.S.S.R., East Germany, Poland, Mongolia, which had entered this really beautiful Eurasian chick, and Hungary. There were contestants from all the Iron Curtain countries, but Ms. Viv thought they'd all decide, after casting a vote for the home town girl, to put their weight behind one Iron Curtain maiden, probably, just to show that Russia wasn't calling the tune, to the Mongolian chick. With five block votes for the Reds and five for me that left five uncommitted: France, West Germany, Brazil, Canada and Japan. The Frenchman would die with his French girl, West Germany was unpredictable. We had to work on Brazil, Canada and Japan.
The Canadian judge was a nice looking man who ran a model agency with New York connections. His name was Frank. He had wild assed socialist political beliefs, according to Ms. Viv, and was expected to go with the Iron Curtain judges. But Ms. Viv also had other information on him. He was a frustrated cock hound. He had the reputation of being a lousy lover. Ms. Viv had had someone talk to models working in his agency. He chased all of them, caught some of them, frustrated them and then had a hell of a time catching them again, because when a girl gets laid she wants to get her jollies out of it.
Carlo and I were spending a lot of time together. There were official functions, of course, but they ended at some hour or the other and left the rest of the night If it wasn't Carlo it was Lord England. Meanwhile, Ms. Viv was trying to gain the Canadian's interest and not doing too well. I was getting to know Carlo pretty well and I asked him, one night, after one of our nutty bouts with whips and things, if he knew this Canadian Frank, He laughed. "Ah, it is not assured for you yet, eh? You want to bribe one more judge?" "It take? one to know one," I said.
"Little one," Carlo said. "I have plans for you whether or not you win." He'd made hints like that before, and I kept begging him to tell me what he meant, but he wasn't talking. His time, he said, was being taken up by the Miss One World gig and until he finished with it he would not make plans, "But I want to win," I said. 135
"It would be better for both of us if you won," he said. "O.K.," I said, "help me get to this Canadian."
"We are brothers, comrades, for we are both members of the Communist Party," Carlo said. "You're a Red?"
"I am what it is profitable to be," he said. "At the moment, certain people think that having a member in the movie industry is worth a lot of money." "And this Canadian?"
"I have talked with him. I am not sure why, but he is an unhappy man. I get the most, how you say, clear impression that he is fighting himself, but thinking that he is fighting the world." "I don't get it," I said. "I think he is a latent homo," Carlo said.
"That would explain his lack of success with girls," I said.
"He talks a great fuck," Carlo said, "saying how would you like to dick that one and how would you like to eat that and other things." He shrugged expressively. "But all the time he talks he looks at my crotch. I think, he, himself, does not know what is eating on him."
"Makes it sound hard to get him into a case of hots over me," I said.
"I have thought," Carlo said. "Why not get him a case of hots over us?"
So, with a couple of slick maneuvers, Carlo got Frank into his pad the night before the actual competition was to begin. There's been almost two weeks of preliminary things, public appearances, rehearsals, posing for pictures. Now the real thing was about to get under way and, try as he might, Ruf had been unable to lure the cute little Jap judge into bed to get her on our side. She told him, "My son, you are too huge. Although my body craves you, I have enough intelligence to know that you would hurt me. Besides, I am married woman." So it was vital that we convert this Canadian.
He was a nice looking guy, blond, tall, well built. He had deep green eyes and shaggy eyebrows. He was very sophisticated. He spoke perfect English and handled himself very well. Carlo fed us and wined us. He'd picked out.my dress, a naked-look thing which showed all of my back to the crease in my butt and most of my chest down to the brown circles of the nipples. He, himself, wore tight double-knit pants and I swear the crazy wop didn't have on any-underwear. His cock and balls showed through. And old Frank couldn't keep his eyes off them. I saw him eyeball Carlo every time Carlo crossed the room to mix a drink or something.
Well, it got drunk out for Carlo and the Canadian. I limited myself, counting calories. I waited for Carlo. Oh, I vamped the Canadian all evening, batting my eyes and arching my back at him to thrust out my un-braed tits. He looked and seemed to be interested at times.
Long about eleven, with both of the men feeling no pain, Carlo started talking about the movie industry and he said, "I have a little hobby which might interest you." We were interested. He pushed buttons and a screen came down over the bar and a hole opened in the wall and a projector came out. He said, "Not many people know about this side of my business, so I trust I am among friends who will not talk."
We assured him that we'd keep quiet. He dimmed lights and started the goddamedest film that I'd ever seen. It was my first fuck movie. The first one was a good looking, heavy assed dark girl and a slim, strong stud who ate and screwed with a certain verve. 
I got the delicious trembles, watching the girl have a huge weiner put into her bun and apparently loving it. Then there was another and this time there were two men and one girl. They took turns..One ate and one screwed. Then they sandwiched the girl and one had her in the cunt and the other in the ass. When it was over Frank was breathing hard. "I say," he whispered, "that was rather interesting."
Then Carlo put on the killer. It was a homo film. Two pretty boys, who were hung with truly unbelievable cocks, played with each other and ate each other and then, with wild contortions and evident enjoyment, browned each other with those huge cocks.
Old Frank was figeting and breathing hard and his face was flushed and he could hardly talk. Carlo looked at me, with the lights back on low, and winked. "I must ask you to excuse me," he said, going off in the direction of the bathroom. That was my cue, I guessed. I rose, stretched. I arched my boobs at Frank and he licked his lips.
"Whee," I said, "is a girl supposed to watch that stuff and remain perfectly calm?"
"I would think not," he drawled, "depending on the girl, of course."
"Well, this girl found it very exciting," I said, moving closer. "I mean well, I guess it's natural, seeing all those sexy people, to feel the way I feel."
He looked at me musingly, licking his lips, "How do you feel?"
"Honey," I said, moving to stand beside his chair and push my hip against his arm, "if I had on panties they'd be scorched."
He swallowed a gagging sound and leaped at me, crushed me into his arms and his mouth found mine. I went limp, let my body mold to his, felt his cock all hard and demanding pressing into my belly. I raised myself on tiptoe and let the hard cock slide below my mound and then I went to work, for myself, for him, moving my hips, rubbing my cunt all over his cock. I knew that I was oozing and that there was a wet spot on the back of my dress where I'd creamed, because watching those films really turned me on. He was digging his fingers into my nice ass, lifting me, pressing his cock hard into my softness.
"There's a bedroom right over there," I said, "and this dress comes off real easy."
He moaned and started to carry me off. About half way there Carlo came back in and said, "Ah, you were going to start without me."
"I say, old boy," the Canadian said, "we didn't expect you back so soon."
"I'm selfish," Carlo grinned, "if there's to be fun and games I don't want to be left out."
1 could see the speculation in Frank's face. I said, "The way I feel, three can play,"
"Sounds like fun," Carlo sighed, coming over to put a hand on my shoulder. Frank was still holding me in a bear hug. "What do you say, sport? Shall we make it a threesome?"
"Might be interesting," Frank said, his face very flushed.
We went into the bedroom and I loosened my gown and dropped it. I stood there naked, posing for them, my two judges. I could see the Miss One World Title shining in their eyes. I moved to Frank and started to undress him, I said, "To play the game right we have to get rid of these." He started to protest but Carlo was shucking out of his clothes. Carlo's prod was hard and Frank looked at it with hunger in his eyes.
All three of us naked, we went to the bed. I threw myself down in the middle and rolled my hips and shoulders in a tantalizing way. Frank uncertain of himself, was on my right. Carlo went right to work, bending to plant a kiss on my left breast and then biting it lovingly. "The feast is here before us," he told Frank.
Frank, with a sigh, bent and tentatively chewed on my right tit. He didn't seem to have his heart in it, so I reached out and put my hand around his cock and played with it. Right then it ceased to be business for me and became pleasure, because I reached out and got another cock and this was the first time I'd ever had two cocks in my hands at the same time and my mind leaped ahead to what those cocks could do for me and I went ape. I mean, it was the sexiest thing that had ever happened to me.
With my hand frigging them gently, Frank got more interested and let his hands get to know the rest of my body. Once his hand went down on my creaming twat and Carlo put his hand over Frank's hand and held it there for a while and I noticed a decided increase in Frank's interest. I felt Frank's finger go up me and I went wild on it, throwing ray hips around, loving the thrust, the penetration of it.
Then Carlo went down on me and ages of delightful eating. Later I came and moaned and put on a great show. Frank, who was able to see both my passion and Carlo's long, hard cock, ate me and got me right to the verge of a come and then Carlo sort of pushed him into the saddle. I spread my legs for him, ail weak and wild with ye olde lust. Frank made a stab at rny cunt and almost pushed a hole in the softness on one side of it. 
Then Carlo reached down and seized Frank's cock and said, "Let me be your bombadier." He took longer than necessary to guide Frank's cock into me, but meantime, Frank had this male hand on his cock and he was going wild, making fucking motions and stabbing me all around my pussy with the head of his dick.
Then it hit dead center and I wanted it. I lunged up, threw my legs around his back, took him in, swallowed him into my creamy, slick, silken maw. He was snorting and moaning. I looked down and saw one reason. Carlo had not removed his hand. He was rubbing the base of Frank's cock, making tentative incursions into Frank's anus with a finger, feeling the slickness of the point of entry and rubbing and teasing and I knew Frank was going to come like a rocket, but I, too, was close from his eating and I put on a show, letting myself go and humping wildly. I came and my cunt started to close and pound on Frank's cock and he yelled as Carlo ran one finger into his ass and buried it to the hilt and checked out, blew, exploded. It must have been his first half-way satisfying come, because he had a man's finger up his ass and a man's hand playing with the exposed base of his cock, the big, thick part which wouldn't go into me.
Carlo let Frank fall into a relaxed position and lay there, with me moving slowly, feeling his cock go soft, liking the little afterfeelings of fucking. Then when Frank rolled off with a sigh, Carlo said, "I hope that I didn't offend you by joining in your pleasure." "Not at all," Frank said. "I found it rather nice."
"I don't think anything people can do together is wrong, as long as all are willing," Carlo said. "Does that offend you?" "I, ah, agree completely," Frank said. 141
Then that nut Carlo went down on me. He had a twat which was full of come. It was oozing out. He licked the sides of it, taking off the oozing come. He cleaned the outside and then he latched onto it and sucked and got more and all this time Frank was watching, his lax cock coming back to attention. He was thinking, I'll bet, that man is eating my come. He was panting and wild when Carlo crawled on, having brought life back into my little rose down there. Carlo's big cock slid in and he winked at Frank and said, "Three can play."
With a grunt of pure release, Frank let his hand down and felt Carlo's cock going in and out and then he truly went ape. He tried to thrust his fingers into my pussy with Carlo's cock and that was the sexiest thing, his fingers pushing in alongside that wonderful, huge cock.
Frank got down there around our working ends and put his face up close. He could smell the scent of pure sex, mixed come and juices and a bit of honest sweat. He toyed with Carlo's balls and his anus. He put a finger into Carlo experimentally. I could tell Carlo was close. I wondered why he was holding back. He pulled out of me and came, on his knees, to thrust his cock into my mouth from the side. I took it, all I could, and gave it a good sucking.
"A pretty sight, no?" Carlo said, "a nice cock in a mouth."
Frank made a wild, grunting sound and, in desperation, he was so hot and wanted Carlo's cock so badly, he dived into me, fell atop me, drove his cock into me. I winged it, with one huge cock in my mouth and another working desperately in my well-oiled pussy. Frank's face was right up there next to my head, where I was eating Carlo with evident pleasure and I could see the look of envy on his face. I let Carlo's cock slip out and kissed Frank. I gave him my mouth with Carlo's cock out of it only a split second and he must have realized that. He went wild. And Carlo, seeing his chance, slid his cock between our faces and I Mked it, I licked the cock and bit it, closing my mouth around the baYfel of it with the head sticking out against my cheek.
Frank made a moaning sound and put his mouth down on it and I grinned inside, because we were sharing Carlo's cock between us, Frank's lips closed over it just as mine were, our lips making contact now and then as Frank threw his body into mine hard, hard. I moved my head and took the round, hot head of Carlo's cock into my mouth and sucked and licked. Then I let it go and said, "It's nice, try it."
He hesitated only a moment. Then, with a wild cry, he opened his mouth and took Carlo's cock. He gobbled it as far as he could and then, experimentally, let it slide in and out. Then he was gone. He went wild and didn't care. He had a cock in his mouth for the first time and his own cock was buried in a woman's twat and he was all sex, all, sex, all sex.
Carlo started fucking his mouth and he took it, letting the huge cock slide all the way back to his throat. I kissed around it, kissing Carlo's balls and the barrel of his cock and Frank's lips as they were extended around the cock. I knew Carlo was close and I wondered if it would be wise to get his rocks oS in Frank's mouth the first time, but they didn't stop. I helped by kissing the base of it -and the balls and then I felt Carlo go tense and there was a wild sort of look on Frank's face as the first jet of come went into his mouth. Then he hit me wildly a few times as Carlo pumped into him. I was working myself, being near that heavenly re-143 lease, and I started coming just as Frank's mouth overflowed, thick come oozing out around Carlo's cock. I was so hot I started kissing and licking it up and that inspired Frank, because he swallowed and took the come down his throat and some of it leaked for me and I was coming and then Frank came and pumped a load deep into me and we were licking and sucking Carlo's cock, cleaning the come from it. I got the last little drop. I ran my fingers up his cock, milking him down, pushing that last drop up the big vein and out the eye and I licked it off and smiled at Frank, who was collapsed on me, his full weight on me.
"I hope you don't think…" Frank said, a little later. "I mean, I hope you don't think…"
"My friend," Carlo said, "nothing about sex is bad. We are three friends. There is nothing evil in liking the feel of a well-turned cock." To show he meant it, he fell next to Frank and took Frank's lax cock into his mouth and ate it until it began to come up again. "You see," Carlo said. "I can enjoy that, and yet I can enjoy the body of a beautiful girl like Kitsy. It is the best of all possible worlds, no? I mean, I feel sorry for those who are hopelessly heterosexual. They miss out on a lot."
"Yes," Frank said. Then, more positively, "Yes. Of course." You could see this new world up there in his eyes. "Yes, of course." He smiled at us. "I am very grateful."
"There are more games, if you're interested," Carlo said, and I was afraid he would bring out the whips and gadgets and that, I was sure, would be moving Frank along too fast, but that wasn't what he had in mind. Instead, he browned Frank. He thrust his cock into Frank's backside, while Frank moaned and said, "Oh, God it hurts." 
"Relax," Carlo said. "Here, let me show you." He assumed the position and, with eagerness, Frank mounted him, drove his cock into Carlo's anus. "You see," Carlo said. "You relax, so. And then you suck, so."
I was being left out. I slid down under Carlo, who was on his hands and knees. I got my well-used cunt under his hard cock and lifted myself until I could feel the thing there at the door to my happiness. "Wait/' Carlo said. He moved and wiggled and was lying atop me, his cock sliding in as he lowered his body, Frank's cock still in his rear entrance. And in that position, with Carlo sandwiched between us, his cock deep in me, Frank's deep in him, we spent a lovely ten minutes, all getting hot and wild at the same time, bucking, humping, grunting and moaning and coming wildly one after the other.
"It has been a delightful evening," Frank said, after he'd showered and dressed. I'd just slipped into my gown. Carlo was in a fancy dressing gown. "Perhaps we can do it again?"
"Yes," Carlo said. "After Kitsy is named Miss One World." Frank frowned. 'Tes, I see."
"Look, comrade," Carlo said. "Is friendship worth anything?" "You have done much for me," Frank admitted.
"The Party wants glory," Carlo said. "You and I are practical men. We know that glory for the Party puts nothing into our pockets, no?" "What do you mean?" Frank asked. *'I mean that I want Kitsy to be Miss One World because I have plans for her. Plans which could include you." "1 was told…" Frank began. 145
"To vote for a comrade, I know," Carlo said. "But if voting in a certain way meant a considerable amount oЈ money to you, personally, and I am not talking about a bribe, but about something much more substantial, would you consider it?" "I'm listening."
"Kitsy, remove your sweet ass," Carlo said. "I am not yet ready for you to know."
I pouted and fussed a little, but in the end I went into the bath and had a shower while they talked. When I came out they were having a drink. "Here's to Miss One World," Frank said, waving his glass at me. "I love you both," I said. "With all my heart."
The contest was a typical thing. Bathing suit competition, gowns, street clothes, talent. I did my thing in a bikini and won the bathing suit competition. Ttie judges gave points based on a ten point system. The higher the impression, the higher the point count. Ten was perfect. Nine-point-something was great. I had, in the bathing suit thing, four tens, one nine-point-nine- the American judge said later he didn't want to make his vote look suspicious by giving me a perfect ten-and one nine-point-seven. That put me a few points ahead of Miss Monoglia, who had five perfect tens from the Iron Curtain judges. The four other judges split the vote among other contestants.
In evening gowns, the American had seen that the Soviet Bloc was trying to stack the points by giving Miss Mongolia perfect scores and he gave me a ten. Carlo, who had been talking around gave me an eight-point-five, because he knew that West Germany had swung to me. I squeeked past, because France seeing that his chick didn't have a chance, got piqued and joined the Soviet Bloc. And then it was evident that it was going to 
be me or Miss Mongolia and Japan swung to me in street clothes and then everyone gave Miss England, who was a helluva dancer, the talent contest prize, with me placing second.
Here she is, Miss One World, walking down a huge ramp in Rome, by God, Italy and smiling and crying a few happy tears as if she'd won the contest by pure beauty and talent and not by screwing two judges and turning another one on to A.C./D.C. sex and by siccing her brother onto another judge. Shit, I didn't care. I had what I wanted and I had fun getting it. I wasn't the only one who bribed judges. That sonofabitch Carlo told me later that he and Frank had balled Miss West Germany and promised to vote for her and Miss Mongolia had taken on all five of the Iron Curtain judges, one of whom was a butch dyke.
Miss One World. As Queen of Peace, I made a tour which covered fifty countries. I was on T.V. and in papers all over the world. I was given the royal treatment everywhere I went. I was escorted by good old Pearl and she found some nice lovers in France and I got laid in England, Germany, Japan, and in Russia by a huge, bearded Party official who roared like a bear when he came.
I officiated at political things and social things and I cut ribbons on bridges and put a shovel of sand from here to here when new buildings were being dedicated and I made little speeches for peace and understanding, written for me by the committee which had organized the contest and maybe I did some good. I don't know. The world is a big, hairy place and I don't think one little beauty queen is going to stop nations from wanting the property of other nations, but I did my thing and got a little out of it for myself, for I met some interesting men and got laid a lot.
My reign as Miss One World was one year. When that year ended I was almost twenty-one years old, famous in, my own right, but with no money of my own. In Paris, where the second annual Miss One World contest was held, I put the crown on a girl from Finland and stepped back into the shadows to let her have her moment of glory.
Next day I had an appointment with Carlo at his studio in Rome. I was a private citizen again, no driver, no escort, Pearl having flown tearfully back to good old Old Town. I told her when I made it I'd send for her, and I meant it. I told her that Carlo had plans for me and that I thought those plans were concerning making movies. Carlo, as the result of his contacts as the chief ramrod of the first Miss One World thing, was getting some backing from money people and his movies, two of them during my year as Miss One World, had been getting some publicity and making a small dollar. I saw myself starring in his next production. I was absolutely right. I was the star. I was in the movies.
But I didn't know the extent of Carlo's movie operation. When I found out, I was really pissed, but I was broke, the Finn was getting the pictures in the papers and doing the T.V. interviews now, and I was a has been.
"It is a start," Carlo said. "There will be other times, other things. You must begin somewhere."
"All right, you filthy sonofabitch," I said. "Let us begin."



CHAPTER EIGHT


Carlo gave me the red carpet treatment. Jesus, I felt like a star when he escorted me around his studio and introduced me. "This is Kitsy McRae," he would say. "We have big plans for her."
Then, in his wide, carpeted office, he had his lawyer there with a stack of papers an inch thick. I wished for the Congressman or someone who knew that lead-weighted legal shit, but I was on my own. I trusted Carlo. Oh, well, I would probably have done it even if he hadn't used a bit of trickery.
There I was. I had in my pocketbook a plane ticket from Paris to New York and then back to the nearest airport to Old Town. That was from the Miss One World Organization. I had a few bucks in expense money from the same place. Back home in the Old Town bank I had about five hundred bucks, which I'd carefully saved. But during the year of being Miss One World I'd lived high on expense account money and my tastes had developed accordingly. I couldn't quite see Kitsy McRae, Miss One World and the toast of fifty countries, going back to Julie's Seafood Restaurant. So I would have done it.
But Carlo, the bastard, acted like a man with a paper asshole and shoved me into signing the contracts before I knew what was going on. The plum was a big part in a production which was tentatively scheduled for the next winter. It was great. He let me read part of it there in the office.
"The part is very demanding," he said. "You will have to work very, very hard. That is one reason why we are delaying the start oЈ it for so long. You must take dramatic lessons and work very, very hard." "Sure," I said. "That's nice."
I signed. But what was I going to do in the meantime? I said, "Hey, Carlo, can you get me some kind of a job?"
"You have a job," he said, grinning at the lawyer. That worthy blushed and made himself scarce.
"You mean you pay me while we're waiting for the picture to begin?"
"Of course." He grinned at me again. "You did not read all of the contract."
"Maybe you'd just better tell me," I said. "I'm not too good at fine print."
"Tomorrow on the dot of eight, you will report to this address." He gave me a slip of paper, "Then you will go to work."
I stayed in Carlo's house that first night and it was like old times. We had a ball. He had a new kick which turned me on. He'd push seedless grapes up my twat and then suck them out and chew them with wild relish. He knocked off early, however, saying that we both had to be at work early. He woke me at seven and we threw together a small breakfast and he didn't even take time for a morning quickie. I was sort of eager to see what was in store for me, thinking and hoping that I was going into training for my new career as an actress. Well, I was.
This place was on the outside of Rome in a tiny little village. We drove there and arrived at just after eight and it was an old, barn-like building with a few cars parked outside and no windows at all. Every chink was boarded up so no one could see in or out. Inside, there were flats, I mean like stages, and every damned one of them wa§ some kind of bedroom. There were about a half dozen and the lights were all around, with big cables for power running everywhere. All but one of the flats were dark and in that one which was lighted there was a scene which just about curled my carefully made up hair.
These two big-dicked studs were lying naked on a bed grinning at each other and a little man with a red face was shouting at them as cameramen stood around and stared. I couldn't understand Italian then, so Carlo said, "He's telling them that it's time to go to work and that they'll have to get them up." He meant the huge cocks of those two studs. They started laying it on each other, frigging each other's cocks, and one of them got hard and the director said, "Ah," and began to shout instructions. The one with the hard-on began to rub his cock all over the face of the other, who lay there, an ecstatic expression on his face, soaking it all up. The lights were bright and the cameras were running. "Goddamn, Carlo," I said, "what the fuck is this?"
"Don't be stupid," he said. "You knew that I am the premier maker of sex films in all of Europe."
"You made those things we saw at your house with Frank that night." I was beginning to see the light. 
"Look, baby, I've got a future. I'm not going to shit it away making fuck pictures."
"Ah, once again, I must remind you that you didn't read your contract."
"I signed up to make a legit movie," I said. "Contract or no contract these things are illegal and you couldn't force me to do something which could get me tossed into jail." "You are right, of course," he said. "Too bad." "What do you mean, too bad?"
"I had some hope for you," he said sadly. "I was sure that your appearance in my production of Passion's Queen would establish you as an instant star." "You're saying no fuck, no legit film?"
"It is a brutal world, little Kitsy. The, as you call them, legit films have not made the nut. I am sure that with Passion's Queen 1 will break into the black and establish myself as one of the industry's bright young men, but I can as easily do it with another girl. The new Miss One World, for example. She is already blond and the part calls for a blond.".
"You sonofabitch," I said, "you're putting the shuck on me. "You know as well as I that if I starred in one of these fuck films I'd be ruined. Someone would be sure to recognize me once I'd made the legit film and then all hell would break loose. The picture would be banned everywhere in the world." "Come," he said. "I show you."
I followed, seething inside. He led me to a dressing room. "Sit," he ordered. I sat at a dressing table and he fitted me with a flaming red wig. Then he did a few deft things with makeup and then he added a cute little mask. I looked at myself in the mirror and saw a different girl. "Now, do you see? We have scripts written around you. The Mystery Girl, Who is she? No one will be able to tell."
"Well," I said, beginning to think about it.
"I envision a time, my Kitsy, when the world will be ready for a revelation. Suppose we do make a tremendous hit of Passion's Queen. Then, when you are firmly established and I am in an unassialable position in the movie industry, we will break the news. The masked Mystery Girl of the hottest set of stag films ever made, is none other than Kitsy McRae, the first unabashed sex queen the world has ever known." "The world is ready for that?" I asked, doubtful.
"Not yet. But think of it. Already, the codes in movies are breaking down. Think of the realistic sex which is being published in book form. Think of what has already been on the screen in artistic movies. And in the X rated movies. Soon, I am sure, we will be able to show the entire act with all of its embelishments and then we will draw millions to the theaters. I assure you that I will not be premature. I have my own reputation to consider as well as yours. We will make standard things for the trade and we will make a dollar. Your contract, which you didn't read, gives you not only a guarantee, but a cut of the net profit from the sale of the short sex films. And while we are shooting, we will do a feature length film with a plot. Not much plot, but some, enough to patch together all the sex scenes we will shoot."
"I don't know whether or not I can turn on with people watching and with the lights," I said.
"That Kitsy, is why I choose you. You are the most passionate girl of my knowledge. You are turned on easier than any girl I've ever seen. You are completely uninhibited. I have every confidence that you will do well under the lights. I am sure, that you will not only give a good performance, but an authentic performance. I mean, you will, when the script calls for you to have a climax, have a genuine climax. And the look you get on your beautiful face when you are having a climax is going to make both of us a lot of money."
He put his hand on my shoulder. "We have for the queen, the most beautiful sex star, the most handsome young men in Rome. We have saved them, forcing them to be celibate. They have seen your photos. They have watched you in the public appearances. They are yearning for you. We will shoot genuine passion, not soft-dicked play acting. We will revolutionize the industry. You will become the most famous girl of sex films. Once an American strip teaser did a stag film and it must have netted a million dollars, but she was fat, had artificial tits filled with plastic and was a very poor actress. You will make her look like Mother Goose playing at sex."
After that build-up what could I say? And I had no choice, really. "Lights, camera, action," I said, shrugging.
My director was an Englishman. His face was florid and he nipped on a vodka bottle during work hours. But he knew the business. And the set up was entirely professional. Carlo wasn't shooting anything legit at the time, so we had the finest equipment from his main studio and the cast of characters made me glad I had agreed. There were three of them. They were the flower of Roman youth, tall, strong, dark, devilishly handsome. None of this dopie, druggie, alkie trash which you see in American sex films. And they were hung. I joked a lot about them being the three stooges, because they were named Gino, Angela and Marco. None spoke English. They spoke sex.
We were shooting in lengths of fifteen minutes. That's a standard roll for home movie projectors. The English director, Dirk, talked to us, me and the three stooges. "We will begin simply, kiddies," he said, nipping a shot of vodka, "for those who want the most for their money when they buy our films. There are those who want a plot, however simple. Fuck them. We'll get to them later. Right now we're shooting for those who want crotch shots, those who want to see, from beginning to end, acres of genitals, minutes of eating, more minutes of close-ups of a cock going in and out of a cunt."
My three stooges were in robes. They looked so much alike that I never quite got to the point where I could tell them apart, so I'm just going to call them, inter-changably, Romeo, that being a good Italian name and it not making one fuck's worth of difference who was on the bed with me. They were stamped from identical molds, had cocks so near the same size that I couldn't tell the difference there and they responded to me in that wild Italian style of panting, mooning and then frenzied lovemaking.
"Miss McRae, if you will prepare?" Dirk said courteously. I stepped out of my robe and walked into the stage, sat on the edge of the bed. "Look, gentlemen," Dirk said. "Who is ready?" The three stooges tried to push each other out of the way. Dirk screamed at them in Italian and they halted sullenly and dropped their robes. One stooge was intimidated by the cameramen, the director, Carlo and the other technicians and was limp as a dishrag. Dirk made a face and pushed him aside. Stooge two was playing with himself wildly, trying to get it up, but stooge three was ready, ramrod ready. 
Dirk smiled, looking down at the pole which was standing arrogantly up against his belly and said, "You."
I was wearing my,naming red wig and my mask and my makeup. Dirk issued orders to the stooge in Italian. He came onto the set and seated himself in a chair, a wide,, armless thing. "Now, Miss McRae," Dirk said.
"I don't want to tell you your business, D"irk," Carlo broke in, "but I must remind you that Miss McRae's main value is her genuineness. She has not been prepared."
"Oh, sure, boss. Forgot." Dirk shrugged. "I'm used to working with those damned Lesbian whores." He turned. "One of you stooges want to work on Miss McRae?"
Neither of the stooges understood. "I'll help," Carlo said. He came to the bed and pushed my legs open. He grinned up at me. "I'm a man who believes in doing his part." He went into my nest with his face and although I was a little nervous, doing my thing in front of all the people, it felt good to have his mouth, his familiar, knowledgeable mouth, bite and chew at me. He worked on me with his tongue and I began to feel the flow of juices, wetting my cunt, giving him something to lick and suck.
"Might as well not waste this," Carlo said, speaking over his shoulder. "Put it on film."
A camera came in and began to roll. He positioned himself so that the camera could come in close and take his face between my legs. I went cold when the camera started to hum, but Carlo took care of that quickly and the first thing I knew I had forgotten that I was on camera, under lights, with an audience of men behind the cameras and the lights. I began to feel it and my body started to respond with motions of my hips and 
loins and ass and I put my hands down and the director yelled at me to move them that I was hiding the action. I put them behind my head, fell over backward, and began to writhe to Carlo's inspired eating. His gone tongue was working a mile a minute at my clit and now and then going down to thrust into my cunt. I started humping. "Great, great," Dirk yelled. "Just great."
Shit, I didn't care. I was reaching and loving it. Carlo knew my every sensitive spot and he was working them wildly. He brought me to the edge and then jerked away. "Now," he said.
"Go to Romeo and kneel beside his left leg," Dirk said.
"Think sexy," Carlo said. "Think about getting that cock into you."
I looked at Romeo's cock and I was so hot I could have fallen down on it and wiggled for a minute and blown my stack. I knelt beside his left leg and he was told to slide down so that just the edge of his ass was on the chair. His cock was standing up. "Now," Dirk said, "I want you to make love to that cock as if you'd never had any in your life. I want to see every movement, so keep your face up and into the camera. You can put your hand on it, but don't hide it."
I gasped and reached down with one hand. I have the greatest respect for a beautiful cock and this one was a winner. It showed in the curve of it, in the proud, hard head of it, in the length and width of it. And my passion, my love for a nice cock, came across nicely with the way my hand touched it almost worshipfully. "Good, good," Dirk yelled. I fondled it for about a minute with the camera coming in to show my face and the cock right in front of it, for I was down to within inches of it. "Now," Dirk said. "Make love to it."
I stuck out my tongue and touched the head of Romeo's cock. It jerked with interest. "Good," Dirk yelped. I licked it. It was clean and sweet. I ran my lips up and down the length of it, wetting it with my saliva. I licked. I kissed lightly. Romeo was going wild, moaning and jerking with real passion. I could believe that they'd starved him for sex for weeks. I licked. I sucked the sides of it and then I put the head of it into my mouth and Romeo began to buck and fuck me. I liked it. He was so hot it was transfering itself to me and I was already boiling from Carlo's eating. I was beside myself, wanting that cock in my hole. I was not aware of anything. I was pure sex. I ate it as if it were the most delicious bit of food in the world and I'd been starved for a month. And then Romeo bucked and plunged and came. I felt his come jet into my mouth, my pussy began to throb in empathy, but I didn't come. I was screaming with passion and I let his come jet in and then Dirk yelled, "Let a little run out."
I let it run out onto his cock. It rolled down the shaft of it in a white, thick mass. Then, wild with passion, I licked it off, like a child licking ice cream running down his ice cream cone. "Oh, Jesus," Dirk yelped. "You were right, Carlo."
I lapped it, licked it, sucked. I wanted it in me. I cleaned the last little drop by squeezing his cock with my hands and itty bitty kissing the last white drop which oozed out, lapping it up.
"Cut," Dirk said. "Get in there," he said in Italian to stooge two, who had gotten gloriously hard by watching. 
"We've got about three minutes, Miss McRae. We need seven and a half minutes of you eating him."
Stooge two sat in the chair. "Get back into the same position, Miss McRae, and take it up where you left off before Angelo came." I saw another cock, a hard cock, looking so much like the first that no one would be able to tell the difference. I was eating it royally, I remembered, when the first one came. I put my mouth over it, tried to drive it down my throat. Romeo number two sat back and enjoyed. "Try to make it last four and a half minutes, Marko/' Dirk yelled. "Hold back if you feel it coming."
I was already working hard, loving the taste of a new cock, taking it all into my mouth, all I could get. I felt it cram back against my soft palate. I liked. I licked and liked and I sucked and liked and I was boiling, boiling, boiling in my steaming twat and wishing that I could get it in rne. I began to really milk it'and Romeo Two began to hump and fuck and grunt and Dirk said, "Hold it for another minute and a half and then let 'er rip."
I licked up and down the length. I could feel the come bottled up in his fine balls. I knew that I could get him in thirty seconds. I killed a minute licking the barrel of it and biting his balls gently and then I drove it home and Dirk began a countdown. "Thirty seconds. Twenty. Fifteen."
I sucked. I milked that beautiful cock. And, as Dirk said, "Five," I felt it began to swell and then I bit it and sucked it and it burst into my mouth and he was humping and moaning and coming a quart and I swallowed most of it, let some ooze out onto the shaft of his cock, licked it off. "Great," Dirk said. "Cut." 
"Oh, God," I moaned, as Romeo Two left me. But there was Romeo Three in the chair, sitting with his cock thrust up, his legs stuck out in front of him.
"All right, Miss McRae," Dirk said. "I want about thirty secdnds of you eating Gino while you play with yourself. The camera will switch from your face and his cock to your box and I want you to really give it a workout."
I took cock number three and I was still boiling. I spread my legs in my kneeling position and put my hands up and found my clit and toyed with it. The camera shifted down and I ran a finger into my creaming hole, kept my mouth going on, Romeo Three's cock, fucked myself wildly. I almost came.
"O.K.," Dirk yelled. "Now get up, Miss McRae, nice and easy. Sit on his legs with your face out. Take your left hand and guide his cock into you."
Oh, wow. Was I ready! I rose, turned quickly, threw one of my shapely legs over his and sat, that high pointing cock jabbing me into heaven as it centered right on my gooy glory hole and punched. I guided it into me with my hand and let my weight drive it into me. I began to writhe and moan, completely forgetting my audience, the lights, the cameras. I wanted pressure on my clit, but penetration was better than nothing.
I had to keep my hands out of the way, because the camera was in close, centered on Romeo's cock plunging in and out as I lifted and fell. Time stood still for me as I enjoyed a good cock in me, as I lifted, plunged, wiggled, moaned. Another camera was in on my face and it was getting the look of lust and ecstasy. But the main center of attention was where Romeo's cock was sliding in and out on my generous wetness. I felt it plunge up and hit my womb each tirae I went down. I felt on the verge of coming. I wanted to turn, get face to face with the owner of that cock, wanted to feel it drive in from the front and give my quivering clit a good blow, but it went on and on and then Romeo Three couldn't stand it any longer. With a wild cry, he squeezed my hips with his hands, moved wildly, pumped up and down, ran his cock in and out fast, fast, and then, burst inside me. I felt his cock swell and burst and then the nice, hot jets of come and I went wild, wiggling and fighting, but I couldn't get a climax. "Cut," Dirk yelled.
Romeo One came in, sat. He was half hard. "Get him worked up," Dirk said. I sat on him, fed his half-soft cock into me. The nice cock felt the slickness, the heat, and it obligingly got hard and then I was working and working as I'd been working on the first cock. I was panting and gasping and putting on a great show and Dirk began his countdown and just at the most beautiful time, just as I was about to climax regardless of lack of clitoral stimulation, Romeo One came. I mean, I had two loads of come pumped into me in the space of seven minutes. "Great stuff," Dirk said. "Now we shoot the ending."
I thought that would be me coming. But Romeo Two came in, his cock revitalized by frigging and watching, and I sat on him.
"Now when you come," Dirk said, "remember to pull out. And you lean back, Miss McRae, so that his come will shoot up onto your titties and belly. Kid, you put come onto her tits and you get a five thousand lira bonus."
It was more of the same. Me squirming and fighting to reach a non-clitoral climax, hot as hot, wild with passion. 
"Is he close yet?" Dirk kept asking. "Remember, the customers want to see that come shoot out. They can't see it in your cunt. We want it to shoot out onto your belly."
I felt, after a short while, his cock swell and he began to plunge and I made myself ready. I was selfish, however, I kept him in me for his first jet of come and felt it shoot out into my screaming pussy and then I jerked and fell back. His cock came out and jerked up against my belly and the second jet of come landed directly on my right nipple and the men cheered. The rest shot out and dribbled down my belly and the camera came in dose and took shots of his cock emptying his come onto my white, smooth skin and then Dirk said, "Cut." "What about me?" I wailed.
"I told you," Carlo said, laughing. "Look, let's not waste it." Get the blond."
"On the bed, Kitsy," Carlo said. I staggered to the bed and fell onto my back, opening my legs, begging for something to fill the aching void in me. Carlo took a warm, wet cloth and wiped the accumulated come from me and I had to fight to keep from fucking the hand and the cloth as he wiped.
"Honey, I've got a great one saved.' Come to bed with me. Come and put it in me," I was begging Carlo, wanting his cock. "Hold on," he said.
A cute little blond girl came out. "Doris," Dirk said, "this little girl is in dire need. We're planning to shoot a whole thing with you and her, but right now we'll do a few minutes of eating just so she won't expire." "Oh, shit," I said.
But a girl was better than nothing. I opened my legs and when she went down air rushed out of my lungs with the thrill of it. I drove my hands down, pushed her head deep, deep, felt her expert mouth on my cunt. I began to fuck her unmercifully. I mean, with her lips pressed hard on my clit, I fucked and humped and the cameras were going and I was not giving a shit, because I'd been teased past endurance and I wanted it. I fucked and humped and there were cameras on my face and cameras all over and a camera down where Doris' mouth was giving me release and then I popped and screamed and writhed and moaned and her tongue shot up me and felt the contractions of my cunt and when it was over and Dirk had said "Cut," she looked at me and said, "Honey, I'm looking forward to working with you."
We made about fifty fifteen-minute films. Before we finished shooting Carlo was selling the first products. He had cleaning houses in Scandinavia, Germany and the United States. The man who bought a few thousand copies from New York was a Maffia fellow, nice, whom Carlo asked me to entertain. He was funny. I was introduced to him as one of the clerical help and I found out why. He was moralistic. He told me, while he was lying atop me with his cock going soft after giving me an inexpert but rather vigorous ride, "You know, those chicks that do the movies, I wouldn't like going to bed with one of them." "Why not?" I asked, all innocence.
"Well, you know," he said. "Too many ruts in that road for me."
He meant he didn't want merchandise which had been used too mu.ch. He told me that I was a sweet girl and I told him, "I hope you don't think I do this sort of thing all the time." "Oh, no," he said. 
"I mean, you're the first man I've been to bed with since my poor husband died two years ago."
And the poor stoop believed me. He said that he could believe it because I was so passionate.
I liked watching my films. I have to this day a complete set of them. My favorite is the one in which I am lying on a satin sheet, my left arm at my side, my eyes closed, my mouth open in an expression of sex, my right hand guiding this beautiful, long, hard, big cock into my busy pen. That's the shot I had blown up and hanged on my bedroom wall. I mean, my private bedroom, where I go alone. There's another one for company. I think it shows me as I truly am, a beautiful girl who was made for sex.
In other films I was played with, with shots of big, male hands on my cunt, fingers thrusting into me. I was kissed, chewed, eaten. I ale, kissed, chewed. I was fucked from the top, from the bottom, from the back, from the sides, from any angle which gave the cameras a good view of cock going into cunt. That's the main rule in ordinary sex films, give the paying customer a lot of shots of cock going into cunt. That's what it's all about.
I've seen some of the competition. Some of them are very, very lousy. You don't get good views of the cock-cunt bit. All you get is pissy little pots on the men and the women trying to look sexy with some ungodly kind of underwear and in stripping off their clothes. All you've got to do to make a dollar in the stag film business is show cocks going into cunts. We proved that. My cut of the business, over a five-year period, was around a hundred thousand bucks. Our films were such a success because they had clean-cut people in them. Me, and I'm beautiful, trim, clean, healthy, wholesome. Others perhaps not quite so attractive, but no pigs and no druggies and bums. Every man in our films had a hard-on. None of this stuffing a soft cock up against a cunt and calling it sex.
Our Lesbian films were fantastically successful because little Doris and I used all our charms and turned each other on. When you see a close-up of our faces when we're supposed to be coming, we are. That's true about any of it. And that seemed to be the main thing that impressed everyone about me. I mean, when I come, my face gets this expression which can be pain or joy, but it's a strained, intense, beautiful, odd look which goes on and grows as I get closer and then, when I come, you could tell, even if you didn't know what I was doing, because my look when I come is eternal woman.
We did a few gang-bang things, which were O.K., but my favorites were the ones we shot with the three stooges. That way I had a hard cock available all the time. While I was working on one, the other two were taking vitamin E and frigging and thinking sexy thoughts to get hard again. So we shot everything which featured a woman and one or more men with dispatch and I got my rocks off with regularity. I had a thousand comes there under the lights of Carlo's studio, I'd guess, and every one was a beauty and every one was recorded for posterity.'And one of them came in very handy after Carlo, bless his heart, got shot by an irate Roman husband who caught him in bed with both wife and daughter, eating one and frigging the other wildly with his lovely, now dead cock.
I'll always remember Carlo. He started me on my real career, acting. It was a humble beginning, I'll admit, making stag films, but it got me my gilt-edged break.
I have something to remember Carlo by, too. It's a specialty film we did with the whip and boots bit I was spectacular in black leather and high heeled boots and I beat old Carlo's ass royally for the cameras and he came like mount Versuvious for the sado buyers of a film which sold for one thousand bucks a Super-8 color copy. Poor Carlo. He got done in just as things were picking up for him. A victim of what he said was his last remaining sexual ambition, to diddle a mother and a daughter at the same time. The mother wasn't even sexy, fat and dumpy, and the kid was just tiny, about fifteen, I'd guess. I got the details from a friendly Roman policeman who'd investigated the case and he said that the irate husband came in just as Carlo had done in the daughter, after leaving pecker tracks in the fat mama's cunt. So he'd pumped out two loads of come just before he died and he died happy, I guess.



CHAPTER NINE


I keep a sexual diary. I started it during my year as Miss One World. There were times when we'd be traveling and there's nothing more boring than riding from, say, Japan to England on even the most luxurious jet It's just long hours of doing nothing, so I started keeping the journal to pass the time. I'd stopped drinking by that time, finding that it added unwanted ounces, so I couldn't do the martini bit all the way across the oceans and the continents.
I began by trying to remember my early life. Went back to the days when I played with myself. Days when I lost my virginity, found the joy of sex with Ruf, did the incest bit with poor old Juby. Oh, incidentally, I sent Juby a letter when I started getting my money from the films we did in Rome and told him that if he'd take care of my mdrn and be good to her I'd send him enough money so that he wouldn't have to steal water pumps anymore. I started with a couple of hundred a month and then, later on, I had more to send, so Juby and my mother moved into a new twelve-foot wide mobile home with air conditioning, and the last time I went down Juby had gone mod, buying those flare slacks and shaving regularly and I'll be damned if the old sonofabitch wasn't out chasing young chicks.
My big brother Sam got into a fight in a honky-tonk in the next county and got shot seven times. It did him in. Six he could have taken, because the first six were in non-vital places, but the seventh got him in the liver and he didn't make it. I didn't mind Juby chasing chicks, so long as he chased the ones who liked being caught. But I told him if he got into trouble he was on his own, that I'd put mother in a home and stop his allowance, so he was careful.
The real kick was when I went home and found him shagging around in turtle-necks and bell bottoms and was a pissed young lady until I went home one day in the middle of the afternoon when I was supposed to be in the next town and caught my dear, chubby old mom in bed with this nice elderly gentleman from down the road. She was put out and ashamed until I said, "Mom, do you enjoy it?"
She smiled sheepishly and said, "Honey, he does the naughtiest things and it makes me feel just wonderful. You know, with your daddy, I didn't really know what sex was."
So Juby was getting his kicks and my mom was getting hers with this nice elderly gentleman and old Ruf had latched onto an Italian countessa or some shit and was living the life of a playboy flitting all over Europe.
Those years get all mixed up in my mind. Things began to move fast after Carlo got killed. It looked bad for a while, because Carlo's main movie studio was all in debt and it was taken over by the Italian movie establishment and the man who moved in was a cold-hearted sonofabitch. His name was Roberto Cartechelli. He was forty-five, dapper, a conservative in view, both financially and politically, and he looked at me as if I were just so much meat when I went to him and asked him if he were going to live up to Carlo's contract with me and star me in Passion's Queen.
I was twenty-one years old. With the money I had been earning from the sex films I'd bought a knock-out wardrobe, took drama lessons, kept myself in shape by going regularly to a health farm for exercise and organic foods. I was a regular customer at the finest hairdresser's in Rome. I was a girl with obvious class, for I'd taken Italian lessons and English lessons. (You might not think so from the style of my writing, but I've taken pains to write as I used to think.) I was ready for Passion's Queen.
"Ah, Miss McRae," Cartechelli said, "as you know, this picture is an ambitious undertaking. The sets alone would cost much money. And we, frankly, hesitate to risk such a large investment on an unknown actress."
I knew that I could handle the part. But I could see that merely talking to Cartechelli would not do the trick. I'd read and reread the lines of the screen play and I knew them by heart
The picture was about Marie Antoinette. But it was not just another historical show piece, it was an adult study of Marie's life, and as you probably know, Marie Antoinette was a sexual being. That was why I was sure that I could play the part better than any actress living, for I was also a sexual being.
"We will let you know," Cartechelli said. "Please have patience." I waited around for a couple of weeks and the trades 169 printed rumors of Cartechelli trying to get Loren for the part. I breathed a sigh of relief when she stated publi-cally that she would not take it. Then I decided it was time for me to do something. I called Cartechelli. "Look," I said, "I've spent a year getting ready for this part, the least you can do is give me a shot at it." "Of course," he said.
"There's one scene I'd like to do for you. In fact, it's already on film. May I show it to you?"
"I didn't know any of the picture had been filmed," he said. '
"It was just a rush," I said. "But I'd like to show it to you."
I went into Carlo's old office, missing that wop sonofa-bitch something terrible. Roberto Cartechelli was seated behind Carlo's desk. I had the film in my bag. I knew the set-up, so I went into the adjoining room, loaded the film in the projector, cocked it for automatic start from the desk and went back into the room to lower the lights and close the drapes. Cartechelli sat glumly behind the desk. I sat on the corner of it, swinging my leg.
"Mr. Cartechelli, as you know, the intent of this film is to show the human side of those who were riding the crest of that wave of revolution which began to change the world. The author seems to be asking the question, why could not Louis and the members of his court see the discontent of the people? Why did they not realize that things would soon be out of control and institute simple reforms. Historians agree that it would have 4aken very little action on the part of the rulers to avert the Revolution. One important part of the puzzle was the character of Marie Antoinette. And our author has chosen to treat her as a totally sexual being, selfish, 
spoiled. Seeing her in this light is important to the overall message of the film." "Yes, yes," he said impatiently.
"Antoinette's mind was between her legs, if you'll excuse the vulgarity," I went on, "and because she was rather indiscrete, she gave the Jacobians much ammunition for their propaganda. They told the people that while the people starved, Antoinette ate caviar and committed adultery with the king's own brother. It was Antoinette's behaviour which helped to precipitate the Revolution and we try, in this movie, to understand her. Thus," I said, getting him ready, "there is one key scene in the first reel. This is the scene which sets the mood for the entire picture, which presents Antoinette as she was."
I pressed the button. The leader I had spliced onto a certain scene began to run through the projector. "She has found that her new husband, the King to be, is not at all, interested in sex because of his deformed penis. She, on the other hand, has been looking forward to marriage. Disappointed, she turns to the Count Carlo was not yet certain just how implicit he could or would be in this scene, but he was definite on one thing. At the moment of Antoinette's satisfaction, there was to be a close-up pf her face, and it was first and foremost in his mind to have that close-up show how much Antoinette enjoyed sex, how much it meant to her."
I paused. "Here she is at the moment of her fulfillment. She has been to a masked ball. She has not removed her mask." This bit was necessary because, of course, what I was showing Cartechelli was shots of me making it with the three stooges.
I came on the screen. I had my eyes closed. My mouth was twisted in a sneer of ecstatic lust. My head rolled from side to side. My teeth showed, held tightly tightly together. My sex showed on my face. The moment went on for a long minute and I felt a twinge, because I knew how I'd been feeling at that glorious moment. It wasn't acting. It was for real. I had one of the three stooges firmly planted in my cunt and I'd been teased by hours of film making into a super case of the hots. I was really climaxing and it was awesome, if I do say so myself. I've told you that when I'm coming the look on my face is eternal woman, eternal sex.
"We shot several takes," I said, as a second scene came on, the same, close-up, my face in bliss.
I sneaked a look at Cartechelli's face. He was frozen. His mouth was open. His eyes were wide, unblinking. He held that pose through three more climaxes, spliced together. There was no other thing on the screen, no man, no indication that I was actually being fucked.
When it was over, I turned on the lights. "If you can find anyone who can play that scene better, I step down. I withdraw from my contract without contest."
He swallowed and cleared his throat. "I must admit, Miss McRae, that I am impressed."
He was impressed enough to call me to the studio for an interview with his hot-shot director. Poor old Dirk had been phased out because of his drinking, but he came out smelling like a rose, because Carlo had done the wise thing, he'd kept his porno film firm separate from the main operation. Dirk got his hands on the contracts, the inventory and he'd made enough loot to buy some equipment, so he was still in business and if the thing didn't go through with Cartechelli I could always go with Dirk and make my living with stag films, But there I was in the main studios, with this fop of a director, and he was talking to me and making me walk 
and then I read a few scenes from the screenplay, impressing him because I knew my lines by heart. He told me to go into a dressing room and put on one of the thin, revealing gowns in which Marie Antoinette met with her lovers in the film. I came out. The thing was so thin that you could see all of me, and not hardly leave anything to the imagination. I was just twenty-one years old but I'd been around enough to know when to try to bribe a guy with me. I'd known, for example, that such an attempt would have backfired with Roberto Car-techelli, but in the eyes of my director, Michel Giorelli, I could see the lust which told me that I could influence his thinking with my bod. "Ah," he said, "very nice."
"You be the Count," I said, "and I'll run through the seduction scene in the first reel." "Ah," he said. "I am no actor."
Antoinette, having been rebuffed by Louis, who was going off on a hunting trip, had come to the Count's bedroom in tears. I stood there for a moment and thought all the sad things I could and my eyes began to blink and the tears began to seep out and then, psyched up, I burst into the scene. It went something like, "I hate him, oh, how I hate him," and like that and then the Count tried to soothe her and their bodies came into contact and woops, there was a different feel then.
I stormed through the anger and then, clinging to Michel, I changed and my bare, or almost bare, boobs were up against him and my mound, which was nicely protuberant, was rubbing on his cock and I sent soft and sexy and when I kissed him I knew that I had his interest "You do that well," he said. "Act or kiss?" I asked. 
"Both, darling." "I enjoy doing both for the right man," I said.
"Ah," he whispered, and I felt his'cock go hard against me. He put his arms around me. Me and generations of down-trodden women put all we had into the act.
"Michel," I whispered, "I must confess that I find you very attractive."
"Perhaps," he said, looking around, "we should go into the dressing room and talk."
He grabbed me the minute we were inside and laid his mouth on mine and lost no time at all in fumbling his way up to seize my right boob. I laid against him and gave him my tongue and felt his cock. It seemed to be rather small. For my taste I'd have preferred one of the stooges, but this was business. "Kitsy, Kitsy," he said.
"Michel, Michel," I said, trying to sound like an early Loren.
He was about to demolish the gown. I said, "We shouldn't destroy studio property." I shucked out of it and posed for him and his eyes popped. He rushed me and enclosed me in his arms and I gave.
I sidled over to a bed. "Michel, darling, aren't you just awfully hot in those clothes?"
He broke records getting out of them and his cock was small. It was not much -bigger than a good man's ring finger. But he was hard and ready and when he came to me I fell down and took every inch of it, all four of them, into my mouth and gave him a super job and he was crying and moaning and tossing his hips to drive his little cock into my mouth. When he was getting really wild, I pulled away, lay down and held out my arms to him. He gasped and fell atop me. I guided his cock into me. I had worked up a heat, it doesn't take much for me, and I was eager to have in me even that tiny little member, and it felt good and by working my ass wildly I could get a feel out of it. He worked and pumped and then he stopped. "What?" I whispered. "Ah, Miss McRae…" "Gail me Kitsy." "Kitsy, there is, ah, I mean…"
"You want to do it a different way?" I asked. "Anything, Michel, darling."
He rolled me over onto my stomach. I was thinking that with his four inches he'd have trouble getting it in from that angle, but he took his fingers and lubed my anus with our juices and I knew that he had something different in mind. If he'd been a big stud I'd have said no go, because a huge cock can tear a girl's ass out, but his was small and not much bigger hard than the Congressman's cock had been soft. I relaxed and pushed on it as he tried to get it in and I felt it pop past my spincter muscles and then I felt a hard cock, for the first time, go up into my bowels and it was the sexiest thing that had ever happened to me. I mean, if you're lucky enough to have loose muscles and can take a huge cock, it must be great, and if you're not the best is to have a small cock" there. I love anything new. And this was new. It was my first hard-cock reaming from the rear and I felt it push up into the heat and odd softness of my anus and then Michel was bucking and lunging and I was swirling my ass and it seemed that he was reaching far, far up inside me. "You like?" he gasped.
"Oh, God, I love it," I said, meaning it. "Hit me hard, darling. Drive it in hard." He obliged. Then, knowing girls, I guess, he put one
hand under me and began to play with my clit and I boomed and gave him a swift ride, making my ass go in circles, sucking with my muscles to give him a feel there, trying to cut off his cock with my strong spincters. He worked mightily and drove his cock into me as fast as lightening and when I was coming he came into me and felt this vat of come jet into my warm ass and I moaned and wiggled and sucked on his cock with my anus and he groaned and jerked and then was still. "You came?" he asked. "Oh, wow," I said. "I sure did. That was great."
"The look you had when you were climaxing," he said. "I want to achieve that in that scene in the first reel." "You've got it, darling," I said.



CHAPTER TEN


Michel was a good director. He was moody and tem-permental, but I knew how to handle him. Once, when he was really put of sorts, and we couldn't get a scene right, I said, "Michel, can we take a break? I'd like to talk to you."
He fumed and fussed, but he did. We went into my dressing room, the star's dressing room, and I smiled at him, tossed up the empire dress I was wearing and bared my butt. For coolness, I was not wearing underwear. I leaned over a table and wiggled my butt at him. "Work off your frustrations, darling," I said.
He went silent, then he grinned. He smeared cold cream on my anus to give it lubrication and, without removing his pants, he took out his cock and drove it into my anus from the rear, with me bending over the dressing table. He grasped my hips in his hands and pulled my ass to him with each lick and he drove and drove and then, very quickly, came into me with his hard, surprising jets of come and I almost came by empathy. Then he said, "Thank you, Kitsy," wiped his cock on a tissue, wiped my butt for me and I let the empire gown fall into place, strode regally back to the set and we went through the scene without a goof.
My leading man was an up and coming French actor. Rene was a young Tony Curtis. As the Count, he helped make the picture the success it was. But he had trouble with the seduction scenes." "I just can't seem to get into the mood with all these people," he kept saying, when we were shooting the most important scene, the first love bout between Antoinette and the Count.
"Michel," I said, "could you clear the set except for one cameraman and one light technician?"
He nodded. The Count was in his night clothes when I, as Antoinette, burst into his bed chamber. I lifted the old fashioned night shirt and saw that Rene had on underclothing. "No wonder you can't get in the mood," I said.
I, made him remove them. He was shy and went around behind a siding to do it, but when he came back I could see his limp cock banging against the night shirt. "Now, Michel, if you and the techs will go away for five minutes," I said. Michel was getting impatient But he did want to get the scene right and he'd learned to have confidence in me. He went, taking the others with him. "All right, Rene," I said. "Get your ass over here on this bed." "He came, sheepishly. "We're going to get you in the mood," I said, reaching under his night shirt to seize his nice cock. I was pleased with it. It was huge, even in repose. I playecbwith it.
"I am not a queer," he said fretfully, "but I can't perform private acts before people."
"The secret is to forget they're there," I said, playing with his cock, which stubbornly refused to get hard. 
Well, I'd fix that I pushed him back and knelt over him, throwing the nightshirt, up over his chest. I went down and took his sweet cock into my mouth. He had a fit, but I wouldn't let him get up. When he tried to pull his cock out of my mouth I bit it hard and he cried out, but the biting did it. It began to get hard and then it swelled and pushed its way out of my mouth and I laved it and kissed it and then I crawled onto him and kissed him and thrust my breasts into his mouth until he was steaming and squeezing my ass and trying to move me on top of him to get it into me. I said, "You see?" He laughed.
"When we have the cameras going, think of this and nothing else," I said. "I'll see to it that you're interested."
We called Michel and the two techs back and I told Michel we were ready for a take. We started standing. Rene, with an audience, had lost his erection. I rubbed my soft body on his and we went through the dialog and the kisses and the camera got his hand on my breast. We had, that is the powers had decided to make it an X-rated movie with some real sexual action, going about as far as anyone had gone. You know, a hand on a breast, a quick shot of a naked boob, the man's head and the woman's head with the woman's head bobbing up and down as if she were being pounded from below, the strength of the blows moving her entire body.
On the bed, we went through the prescribed activity and the dialog with the Count protesting that he could not take advantage of his brother's wife and the future Queen of France. Antoinette, me, said, "You can't say no."
The honorable count tried. But the honorable me put my hand down and out of the camera range raised his night shirt and squeezed his cock. I whispered, during a cut while the camera was being moved, "Think of nothing but me."
Action. He was lying atop me. We were supposed to be fucking. "Cut," Michel yelled. "Rene, you're not showing it. You're a passionate man having the sweet body of a beautiful young girl for the first time. Put something into it." "I cannot," Rene yelled.
"Goddamnit, Rene," I said, "lie down on top of me and shut the fuck up and let me do the work."
Michel gave me a minute. I reached down and pulled my gown up around my waist, exposing my thighs, my bush, my twat. I had Rene's cock in my hand. It was half-soft. I put the head of it at the soft, wet entrance to my vagina and stuffed and Rene's eyes popped. "Not here," he said. "Here, damnit," I said. "This is where it counts."
I was moving my ass. I felt his cock, in spite of himself, get hard. There's not many young men who cannot get a hard-on if the head of their cocks are placed inside a warm, wet, ready female cunt. He got hard and I got this lovely slide as it pushed itself into me. "O.K., Michel," I said.
Michel was saying incredulous things in Italian, but he had the good sense to start the camera. "Fuck me," I said. "Fuck me as if you meant it. I want to feel you come in me when you're supposed to. I want to have a climax when I'm supposed to. I want this to be the most authentic sex scene ever filmed."
Well, with his cock in me, he was willing. We went through the dialog and then, when we were supposed to be fucking, we were, and I mean that Rene was a stud. 
He banged into me and I gave it back to him, camera taking it all, but only our heads and shoulders of course. Close-ups of Rene's face, in the throes of passion. Close-ups of me with that sensuous lovely sneer and then he was pounding, forgetting all of them, knowing my sweet cunt, taking it, possessing it, owning it, reaming it all the way up to my womb and I was reaching, reaching, crying out his name, flinging my head from side to side in true ecstasy and then I felt his cock swell and drive deep and I came and cried out and he moaned and grunted and the camera came to my face as I had a beauty and then we lay there, panting and gasping and grinning.
It was a take. It was the scene they talked about. It was the scene which established me as an actress. It was the scene which attracted Hollywood to me and put me in my first big Hollywood film and it was a scene which was repeated in private several times before Rene went back to France at the end of the picture.
But before he went there was one other moment to be remembered. I suggested a private party to celebrate the completion. I served fine foods and fine wines and there was just me and Michel and Rene. I got slightly tipsy and told them both that I LOVED THEM.
Rene, slightly tipsy, too, said, "One at a time or both together?" "Anytime, anywhere, anyway," I said.
To make it short. We ended up on the bed. There was some good natured kidding about the size of Michel's cock, but I told Rene that it was a specialist's cock. I ate both of them lovingly. I churned them up and got myself churned up.
"Now, darlings," I said, "the star wants to please both her director and her leading man." I pushed Rene onto his back. He was huge and hard. I gloated and enjoyed his cock with one last loving kiss. Then I crawled on, hoisted one leg, guided his hard cock into my ready cockpit. I lay full length on him. I felt Michel's hands down there, playing with Rene's cock and my twat as they came together. Then he smeared juices on my anus and came. I mean, he came into me. I felt his cock drive past my tight muscle, pop in. I wiggled my ass.
I was twenty-one. I'd completed my first picture. I was happy. And I was a sandwich for the first time in my life and it was glorious. I mean, any woman who hasn't felt two cocks in her, one in her twat and one in her anus, hasn't lived. I felt so luxurious I cried with happiness. Rene, understanding, kissed my tears away and screwed me gently. He was lifting his loins and just moving his cock in me and Michel was moving his in my rear. I could feel the two of them meet up inside, with just a thin membrane of body flesh to keep them from coming together to rub heads. I felt so gloriously full.
"You two are in for a long night," I said, beginning to swirl my ass, making it good for both of them. The rhythm was difficult to work out. We finally achieved it. I would hold fairly still, except for circular movements of my ass and spasms of my internal muscles, both in my vagina and my anus, and they would both drive into me at once. Rene's cock would fill me from, the front and Michel's would drive into me from the rear and when they both were in full length I'd sob with pleasure.
They began to work on me hard and regularly and I felt my first one coming. I kissed Rene and tried to swallow his tongue. I put one hand between us and pinched one of his male nipples hard to make him hit me harder and then I came. My body exploded. My cunt pounded. They could both feel it. My muscles tightened and loosened and spasmed and grabbed and loosened and grabbed and Michel said, "Who came?"
"Me," I whispered weakly. "Don't stop. Don't ever stop. This is the sexiest thing that has ever happened to me."
I found that I could control the action by the pressures of my internal muscles. I could move them well by that time, since I'd been working on them for years, training them. I could squeeze Rene's cock until he moaned with pleasure and I could almost bite Michel's off with my tight anus. "I want you both to come in me at once," I said.
We worked. We toyed. We played. We fucked and fucked and fucked and my ass was a perpetual motion machine, weaving, circling, sucking, biting, soothing. I felt Rene begin to go harder and Michel followed close behind. I milked them with my muscles. I gave them exquisite pleasure. I moaned and came again and it inspired them. Rene was pumping, pumping, lifting me and Michel both with his strength. Michel was driving hard.
"Now," Rene yelled, pushing it hard and deep into my cunt. "Now," Michel moaned, reaming me, pushing it far, far up, so far it straightened out the first bend in my intestine and made it seem to me that I was all cunt and ass and full up to my mouth. "Now," I screamed, and we all three exploded at once and gouts of come filled me in both holes and their cocks pounded into my pulsing holes and I cried and sobbed and laughed with the goodness of it.
"Let me try," Rene said, after a rest. "If it hurts I'll stop."
My ass was gooey with Michel's come and it was loosened by his cock. I relaxed and felt this perfectly huge thing battering at my anus, trying to push past the initial resistance. I was sexy again. I made shitting motions and, open sesame, the thing popped its huge head into me, almost slicing me open. "Hurt?" Rene asked.
"Don't stop now," I gasped, the worst of it over, the lovely feeling of his cock sliding into my come-greased hole filling me with lust. He drove it in and I felt as if I were impaled on a huge pole. I wiggled. It was lovely. I crawled, with Rene's cock in me, atop Michel and put his lovely, small cock into my used cunt. And it was encore, encore, with Michel coming just behind Rene and Rene's huge cock making a pain which added to my overall sexiness. I do remember that night.
However, Rene's was the last full sized cock I've allowed in my anus, because my doctor told me that old queers, the kind who go for browning, destroy their spincter muscles by being holed by huge cocks and can't control their bowels, so I didn't want that to happen to me, no matter how lovely it is to be browned by a huge cock. I've managed to find some small ones since, and that's good enough for me. And there's no shortage of Huge cocks for my front entrance.



CHAPTER ELEVEN


After my first big Hollywood movie, for which I received an Oscar, as you may recall, Dirk, my old sex film director, came to wild America. I saw him, of course. I was on top of the heap and he was down. He'd been having a rough time. He wanted to release the stags we'd made, making my identity known. He said we could make a million. I said I'd already made a million and that I was not going to do it, not right now. The world wasn't ready for it. Dirk threatened to do it on his own and I called my lawyer and we had a three-way discussion. My lawyer came up with this idea.
"Your image was built on sex Kitsy. Passion's Queen was pure sex and the whole industry knows how you achieved that climax scene. The world is changing. People don't condemn you for being sexy, they envy you. Now, while it isn't a good idea to release those films and say, definitely, that it's Kitsy McRae doing all those things, I think we could get away with asking, Is This Kitsy McRae? See what I mean?" 
"I got it," Dirk said.
"We, of course, deny it and file a huge suit against Dirk." "Hey," Dirk yelled.
"Which, of course, will be dropped- after bleeding it for all the publicity we can get," I said. "I get the drift." Exactly.
So underground theaters began to show the long, feature film we put together out of my many and varied sex scenes shot under Carlo and the question was raised. It caused a furor. Me, the Oscar winner, a paid fucker? Heavens. It hit every newspaper in the world and then we hit our own company, which we'd formed with Dirk, with a huge suit and got even more publicity and then we started selling copies of the short things I'd done and the gross from the feature and the shorts was four point four million. And then Dirk made a public confession, that he'd deliberately chosen a girl who looked somewhat like me, and we proved that I couldn't have made the films because^! was in Pakistan or some sort of shit and Dirk, with a half million in cash, went back to jolly old to drink himself into happy oblivion; I pocketed my share of the loot, went off on a cruise with, well, never mind his name, his wife might be reading, and came back to ink a contract for the biggest spectacular movie since Cecil Bee. I was twenty-three.
After that movie, which was filmed in Africa, I was tired. I had offers from everywhere. I wanted some time off. I took it and flew in a nice man's private jet to Aruba, where he had this wild layout, and fucked myself into relaxation and then spent some time wondering where to go next. I had a share of the gross on my latest movie and it was going to outpull anything since Gone With The Wind. I decided not to do a movie for a year or so and called old Ruf, who was still in Europe, and he flew over and we went back down to Cape County and, once, we fucked in the old shack where we'd grown up, mean and quick, me leaning against a wall.
"We've come a long way, huh Ruby?" he asked, wiping his cock on his handkerchief.
As I sit here now, rereading this, my first book, I have to agree. We'd come a long way and fucking there in that tumble down shack, standing up, was sort of a symbol of coming full circle. Ruby Gore, starting out playing with herself and dreaming dreams, fucking her family, then making it big'and coming back to fuck her brother against a wall for the last time. Ruf was getting married.
Maybe, someday, I will, too. Get married, I mean. But not now. I'm leaving this lovely place with my completed manuscript, and then there's another movie, and some commercials to be shot up jn New York. And the head of the agency where I do the commercials is a nice man with a desire to tickle my body with feathers before he makes wild love to me.
I rested. I've told you about me, about Ruby Gore or Kitsy McRae. I think I owe it to the world, because, somewhere there's some small girl with dreams and I'd like for her to know that she doesn't have to settle for marrying the local undertaker or a service station mechanic, not that there's anything wrong with that, but the Great American Dream still lives. I think I've proven that If I can do it, then this little girl with dreams can do it.
Good looking chick, good luck to you. You were given certain equipment. You have as much of it as I do, tits, body, ass, hips, belly, face. Use it wisely.
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