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Uncle_s awful urge





CHAPTER ONE


There were numerous reasons why Drew Livingston was concerned, numerous reasons why he was willing to do his sister and brother-in-law a favor and head over to Europe to try to find their teenage daughter, seventeen-year-old Amy Mitchell.
For one, he was due for a three-week vacation anyway, and he'd planned to spend it either at Majorca or Corsica. Now, he'd have to spend much of his time running around from city to city, trying to track the girl down.
But he was far from unhappy about the prospect. For what Amy's parents didn't know was that her uncle was more than just fond of her. Ever since she was a little girl, Drew had pictured what she'd look like when she got older. And all of his dreams and expectations had blossomed into a vision of a lithe and nubile female girl-child, not yet a woman and no longer a mere child, but a combination of the two which made him fawn over her every time he saw her.
She had emerged from her cocoon to become a butterfly of his imagination, a succulent young vision of lusty sexuality. The girl was everything Drew had always wanted her to be, everything and more. And though he lusted after her, and had since she had reached puberty and had begun to sprout fur on her tender private parts, he had never been able to consummate his desires and sexual appetites.
How could he, when he rarely if ever saw Amy without the company of her parents. So he was relegated to the position of the doting bachelor uncle, the family eccentric who refused to get married and give up his independence, who led a playboy's life in New York City without the boring day-to-day responsibilities of supporting a wife and children.
But that, needless to say, didn't preclude the fact that Drew was so turned on to his teenage niece that she peopled his dreams, wet and dry, consuming him with the image of what it would be like to take her up in his arms and teach her all the things thirty-five years of virile and studly manhood had taught him.
No one, not his close friends nor his business associates, knew of Drew Livingston's secret needs, the constant letch he had for adolescent girls. Oh, he often went to bed with women his own age or women in their twenties. But it was a rare occurrence indeed when he found himself wrapped up around the lush and tender body of a teenager.
And of all the girls he had seen and known in his life, none could even begin to compare with his niece. Amy was possessed of a vitality and raw untarnished youthfulness that he found utterly and absolutely enchanting.
Many were the nights when he found himself lying awake in bed, thinking of her, picturing her in his mind, undressing her too and then planning all the countless and diverse sexual acts they would one day perform together. But seventeen years had passed, the last two or three being the most painful ones in particular for Drew.
For as she had approached sexual maturity, as she had evolved from an awkward and gangly child to a fetching teenager, he had become more and more turned on to her, barely able to control himself and keep his hands off of her whenever he went to visit her and her parents in their suburban home on the outskirts of the city.
Just before she'd gone off to Europe for Easter vacation, he had been able to arrange a little bon voyage party for the two of them. Actually, he had some of his friends, married couples as well as single men and women, over to his plush bachelor apartment for cocktails.
Amy was the guest of honor and when she had arrived he hadn't been able to believe his eyes. She wore seemingly nothing more than an ankle-length jersey sheath, a kind of polo shirt dress that clung and rustled to her body.
Her long tawny blonde hair hung down over her back and shoulders and when she walked when she laughed even, her ripe young breast jiggled back and forth and up and down beneath their flimsy and revealing jersey covering.
Even many of Drew's friends were visibly impressed by his niece's physical and sexual comeliness. But none more than her uncle, who could not keep his eyes off of her all that Sunday afternoon. When they were finally alone together, just before he took her to the train station to return home, he had the greatest of difficulty keeping his hands off of her.
And it was on that occasion, the last time in fact that he had seen his niece, that he almost felt she was on the verge of reciprocating his sexual attraction. She held onto his arm in the taxi and he felt like a kid again, out on his first date.
Her very close physical proximity to him was more than enough to get him going and just before he saw her off, as he kissed her good-bye at the train station, he was positive he had seen her glance down appreciatingly between his legs, able to see the state of bulging disarray which marked the front of his tweed trousers.
Now, she was gone. And it was up to him to find her.
What had happened was this: Amy had gone off to Europe with two of her girl friends for Easter vacation. She was a high school senior and although this was not the first time the youngster had been abroad, it marked the first occasion when she wasn't accompanied by an adult chaperone, either her parents or a tour guide, as had been the case in the past.
But somewhere along the way, Amy had disappeared.
Not exactly disappeared. She wasn't abducted, kidnapped or anything like that. But she hung out with a pretty wild crowd and it had been no hassle to get her two friends to lie for her. She'd stayed on in Paris while they'd boarded a plane to return home to the States.
This much Drew had been able to get out of Amy's parents, his distraught sister and her husband. They had received a single card, a view of the Eiffel Tower with the hastily scrawled words, "I'm fine. Have to be on my own for awhile. Love you, Amy."
That was all they had received from her in the past three weeks. Now, they weren't about to sit tight and let her come home when she was good and ready. "She has no money, nothing," Drew's sister told him when he went to her house to get all the details he could amass. "How is she going to survive, my little baby girl, the spoiled brat!"
Paris was supposedly the last city she'd been to, the place where her two friends had told her parents they had left her. Drew made all the necessary flight and hotel bookings, but before he left he had a hunch that Amy's friends had not told her parents everything they really knew about the situation.
He didn't tell the Mitchell's his suspicions, but casually mentioned that he wanted to get in touch with Amy's two girl friends, just to see about a couple of things. He left it vague, but his sister was more than eager to help him in his amateur detective hunt. The only reason they hadn't resorted to hiring a professional detective was that Drew's brother-in-law felt the expense was prohibitive. And, on top of that, he didn't feel it was warranted, either.
"She'll come back when she's good and ready, and not before. Amy's a spoiled brat, but she's not a stupid kid. If she didn't want to come home, I guess we either have to sit tight and eat our hearts out or else hope she'll open up to you, Drew… that is, if you ever find her," her father had said.
But underneath the blase phrasing, Drew was able to hear his brother-in-law's note of pain and anguish. He knew too that he would not return to the States unless Amy was in tow, even if it meant handcuffing her to his wrist. Which wasn't such a bad idea at that, he thought later, thinking of what it would be like to have her linked to him forever, eternally coupled, eternally joined and united through the best of all possible means, namely… sex to sex.
Yet there was work to be done for sure and so a few days before he had arranged to leave the country, he paid an unexpected visit to the house of Rachel Strauss, none of the two girls Amy had gone to Europe with.
He'd expected to find the door opened by the teenager's mother, for it was just about three-thirty, the middle of the afternoon. Instead, without as much as asking who was there, the doorknob turned and he presently found himself staring at the slim and fetching figure of a dark-haired youngster.
"Yes?" she asked with a quivering note in her voice. Her long black hair was fashionably frizzed, vaguely Afro-styled. She wore glad rags and antique clothes, clunky thirties wedgies. All in all, he was quite in approval of the teenager's appearance.
"Can I help you?"
"You might," he said with a good-natured laugh, wishing she'd invite him inside. "I'm Drew Livingston… your friend Amy's uncle. Her mother's my sister."
"Oh, I see," and her plucked eyebrows were drawn up in a surprised gesture. "Well, come on in, Mr. Livingston."
"Drew," he corrected with a laugh, having already decided what had to be done, the best way to handle the girl. She had a smart and inquisitive air about her. But even more than that, she was also far from unappealing, far from being a turn-off, especially sexually.
As she led him into the house he had a chance to look her over. Her jugs were larger than his niece's, firm and rounded beneath her loose-fitting blouse. But it was her ass which delighted him, a round apple which jutted out prominently and swished from side to, side as she locked the door behind her and led him into the living room.
"Uh… would you like your mother to be here when I talk to you?" he asked, using that as a ploy to find out if she was alone in the house.
Rachel fell for it, not in the least bit suspicious. "She works. Anyway, it's none of her business really, is it?"
"No, I guess not," he replied and seated himself on the couch. She kept her distance, at least in the beginning, and sat across from him, folding her hands in her lap. "You see, Amy's parents told me all they knew about what happened. But I'm leaving for Paris in two days and I wanted to know if there was anything else you… you might have forgotten to mention, that you might have remembered since you last spoke to them about Amy."
Certain that a look had come over her eyes which told him that the teenager was holding something back, Drew was now more determined than ever to get to the heart and the truth of his niece's disappearance. But he had no idea what Rachel was afraid to mention, what she had not told the Mitchell's.
"No," she said with a telltale nervous stammer in her voice. "I don't… don't think I forgot to mention anything. Amy just wanted to split before we went home, that's all. She didn't say why and I didn't ask her, man. I mean, what she wants to do with her body… I mean herself, that is, is her own business, dig it."
"I dig it," he murmured, the word "body" reverberating in his head with the sound of crashing cymbals. What she wants to do with her own body is her own business, he thought to himself. He could only think of one possibility and he didn't even like to consider it.
"That's about it, I guess," Rachel said, looking a little more relieved.
"I see," Drew replied thoughtfully. There has to be something, something else, he thought, I just know she's holding back on me.
"Come now," he told her in a soft and appealing voice. "You and I both know that I'm not stupid, Rachel. If my niece didn't want to come home, it wasn't because she missed her independence. Her folks are the last people in the world to hassle her. They let her go off to Europe with you and your other friend, didn't they?"
"Well, I guess so," Rachel murmured, turning her eyes down as he edged even closer so that now his thigh was up against her nearest leg.
Drew trembled involuntarily, able to feel the heat of her flesh permeating her skirt and the material of his trousers. Slowly as possible he slid his leg back and forth, frictioning and rubbing up against her thigh. It was all he could do to contain himself, feeling the need to reach out and embrace her, to pull her towards him and press his body hotly against her slim and nubile young figure.
But he held himself back, enjoying her covert glances, the way he was positive he kept seeing her eyes dart down to gaze with flickering pleasure at the sight of his bloated and swollen crotch. Behind the fly of his tweed trousers his cock seemed to be on fire. His crotch felt hot and clammy and already, thick pearly dribbles of pre-seminal fluid were leaking out of his piss-hole and trickling down along the trapped and imprisoned length of his boner.
"So where is she then? Jeez, if she's having a ball, if she met some stud, I'd be the last person in the world to drag her home," he announced, choosing his words carefully.
At the mention of "stud" her eyes betrayed her.
She glanced up into his eyes with another telltale expression. Drew felt he had latched onto something and he was already trying to put the pieces together in his mind.
"Sure," he continued, "I wouldn't think twice about leaving her, if she's having fun, that is. But if she's decided he's a drag, well, then she might as well come on home. Right, Rachel?"
And saying this, even as he continued to rub his leg up and down along her thigh, he slid his hand down from where it was resting possessively over her shoulders, draped there like a boa, or an ornament of flesh, bone and muscle.
He inched his fingers towards the jutting shelf that was her jugs, his fingers tingling as he felt her breath coming in sweet hot surges. Her breasts rose and fell and she held her breath, not saying a word to him as his hand moved slowly down, trying to cup the nearest of her twin rounded knockers.
"Come on, tell me," he insisted in a more forceful and demanding tone of voice. "I can keep a secret, for God sakes."
She said nothing.
"Come on," he prodded.
"I… I promised," she stammered, blushing with confusion.
And it was then, even as she hung her head down, red-cheeked and not knowing what to say or do, that his fingers made contact. The instant he touched her nearest tit, cupping it firmly in the palm of one large and hairy paw, the girl trembled almost convulsively. But what delighted Drew more than anything else was that the youngster made no move to pull away.
Girls these days were a different lot than when he was a teenager. Now, sex was as prevalent and open as the use of drugs and confident that this was just the beginning of what might very well turn into an hour or two of both revelation as well as revelry, he began to rotate the palm of his hand around in circles, pressing his fingers down against her lush succulent young boob.
Rachel stiffened, but still she made no move to pull away. Drew grew even more confident of his powers of seductive persuasion. The best way to the truth was through her twat, he quipped with an unseen grin, knowing too that he would not be satisfied until he had gained rights to both of these concepts, learning what had happened to his niece as well as learning what lay beneath the girl's loose-fitting clothes.
So he continued to palm her jug, squeezing it delicately and able to feel the way her nipple was swelling in heated response. She whimpered softly, as if she was a trapped animal in less pain than otherwise might have been the case.
But Drew Livingston had certain things going for him, and one of those – aside from his big meat – was the fact that he was the kind of man many girls, teenagers in particular, fell for, hook, line and sinker.
Possessed of raw and burly good looks, the picture of a middle-aged man in his athletic and virile prime, he had a rugged movie star quality about him, that and a general openness to new ideas. He was the kind of man who liked Bach and the Beatles, who could just as easily get stoned and wiped out on martinis as well as marijuana, the kind of well-hung stud who at the age of thirty-five was just reaching his virile peak.
So it was actually no great triumph or surprise to him that the dark-haired teenybopper was being so receptive. Despite her passivity, she wasn't stopping him and he had all the moves at his disposal, knowing exactly how to turn her on and keep her aroused until he was up there with her, the two of them enjoying the fruits of each other's physical presences.
His other hand went into action then and ever so gently and carefully, almost as if she was a china or porcelain figurine that could be easily damaged, he eased her back against the love seat and swung around, resting precariously on the edge of the cushion and using both hands to work on her tits.
Her eyes were half-closed, but that didn't matter to him at the moment. If the girl's parents were due to arrive, he was certain she would have said something to that effect. But since she had remained silent, he gathered that privacy was not something he had to worry about for the time being, at least.
With growing confidence he plied his craft, the seduction of hot-blooded adolescent girls being his stock in trade. This was his metier, his element and he knew exactly what to do and how to do it. Both hands swiveled delicately yet stimulatingly around her jugs, palming them and tweaking each stiff and turgid young nipple.
He could feel them swelling beneath her blouse and as he held onto one of her tits, he used his other hand to rapidly unbutton Rachel's blouse. Her silence was a bit unnerving, but perhaps she was more nervous than he realized.
But whatever she was thinking, whatever was going through her mind, he knew for sure that she was getting increasingly aroused, turned on by his sexual pyrotechnics. Almost without her being aware of it he had her blouse undone and at the moment he pulled it out of confinement from her skirt, peeling it open like parting the layers of a blossom, she jerked against the back of the love seat and gasped with a sound of surprise.
"Wait," she muttered half-convincingly.
"It's all right," he whispered. "If Amy can do it, why can't you?" With these words of what he hoped would be a kind of rationalization and small comfort, he opened her blouse up slowly. Her cheeks were splotched with a blush of confusion. But at the sight of her gloriously naked boobs, Drew knew that he couldn't hold back or stop himself any longer.
Her ripe tender jugs were buoyed up by their own firm resiliency, rising and falling gently in time to her labored breaths. The aureoles looked prickled with goose bumps around the perimeter and capping each of her cone-shaped beauties were stiff and ruby-red nipples, their tips rounded and smoothed off.
He plucked them between his thumb and index finger, then spit into the palm of his hand and rubbed his slobber over one nipple and then the other, lubricating them so that his hand glided over her jugs, fondling and arousing her even more.
Her whimpers grew more insistent and demanding and the moment he caught her glancing down again at his bloated crotch, the moment she seemed to instinctively and involuntarily thrust her hips forward in a demanding coital love-gesture, he knew she was his, that it was time to give her the full treatment and not hold anything back.
Hopefully, success would result in additional knowledge about Amy's whereabouts, as if he would gain her confidence through giving her physical pleasure and thus learn what had really happened to his seductive niece.
With this aim first and foremost in his mind, aside from his own sexual release that is, he kept at it, growing more confident of himself and more certain that Rachel was willing and able to do whatever he would propose.
He said nothing to her, rubbing his hands over her melons before sliding off the love seat. He knelt right between her legs, pleased when she opened her thighs so that he could edge right up against her. And then, with lowered head, he started doing a job on her knockers the likes of which he hoped she'd never enjoyed before.
An expert at tit-sucking, he worked with maddened fervor, teasing each nipple until it responded and grew even stiffer and more swollen from his oral caresses. His lips glued themselves to her jugs, one hand working on one tit while he mouthed the other hot and surging mammary.
"Oh, oh shit, oh no, shit," she kept mumbling in confusion. Yet she still made no attempt to stop him as he slobbered more aggressively, supping on her ripe tender knockers.
His lips were fastened tightly around one nipple and then the other. He frictioned down with the edges of his front teeth, using his tongue at the same time to lick and slurp across every inch of her hot young boobs. He could have gone on like this for hours, but he knew that time was of the essence, not wanting to be caught red-handed should one of Rachel's parents arrive home unexpectedly.
So once he had done justice to her girlish and succulent mounds, his tongue began to traverse her body, licking down along her chest, even as his fingers continued to pull and toy with her boobs. He tasted a thin layer of salty sweat along her skin and he could feel her heart beating rapidly, prime indicator of her rising excitement and youthful desire.
He intended to give her everything she wanted, even if she didn't know she wanted it, not yet at least. Accordingly, kneeling there between her thighs, he tongued down to the slit of her navel, probed its puckered folds and pulled her lower until she was slouching down and her skirt had risen up towards her bare and dimpled knee caps.
His hands slid down and then began to move up along her calves, inching higher, caressing her bony flat knees and then gliding up along the warm resilient flesh of her shapely thighs. Rachel panted more loudly and openly and made no move to prevent him from continuing his torrid sexual advances.
The silence was almost an additional stimulant, turning Drew on even more than ever. He rubbed his hands up her thighs and used his tongue to slide along the waistband of her skirt, actually dipping right underneath it. He couldn't feel the elastic ringing the waist of her panties, but he knew she had them on and tried sliding his tongue down even farther.
She shivered against him and he edged her skirt up, baring more and more of her olive-hued thighs. And then with a sudden savage gesture which left her relatively breathless, he hoisted her skirt like a billowing sail, pulling it up around her waist and thighs.
He didn't care that she had failed to respond, to lift her butt off the couch so that he could push her skirt completely up around her waist. For he was still able to see what he had waited for. Now, it was all he could do to contain himself.
He wasn't anxious now, unless of course Rachel Strauss was a teenage tease, a cockteaser who would put a stop to his advances just when he was ready to consummate his lusts. He hoped that wouldn't be the case for as in the past, he'd discovered that in those kind of situations he reverted to more animalistic and demanding behavior, getting his way even if his teenage sex mate was no longer interested in finishing what he had started, namely, allowing him to ball her.
Hopefully, Rachel was not of that odious adolescent breed.
Praying that things would go his way, he now stared with open-eyed delight. He had a perfect bird's-eye view of the tightly stretched slip that was her pink nylon panties, able to see the dark and arousing shadow of her tender young muff, visible behind the front of her undies.
And even more than that allusive and revealing shadow, he could see the V-shaped depression of her muff, that and the way her twin outer cunt lips seemed puffy and rounded as two tiny sausages bordering her split.
Certain as well that the crotch of her bikini briefs appeared to be damp with what he knew was cunt juice and not urine, he bent his head down and started using his tongue to lick across the front of her undies.
Her body trembled against him and he detected a slight forward motion, the way her hips trembled and the horns of her pubic mound shuddered as she pushed her pussy towards his lowered face. Delighted by the way he was succeeding in arousing her, he grew even more confident of his seductive endeavors.
His tongue was wide, raspy-edged as a fine file. He licked up and down right between the puffy sausage-shaped outlines of her labia majorum, tasting in increasing concentration the juices of her succulent young honey pot.
Her crotch was emanating an absorbing musky odor, an aroma of spice, pungent with the smell of her oily and murky vaginal secretions. It was his favorite perfume, and he inhaled deeply, sliding his tongue along the scratchy surface of her nylon undies. He could feel her pubic hairs rustling on the other side, the sound growing louder the more forcefully he plied his tongue.
Rachel was whimpering loudly then, losing her shy reserve the more he worked on her box. He pushed the tip of his probing tongue right between the outline of her puffy smooth edged cunt lips, actually digging it right inside her muff, stuffing the nylon along with his tongue, since he hadn't yet taken off her panties.
That seemed to do the trick, all right.
She let out a tremulous gasp and immediately, Drew reached up with both hands. He had been tickling the tender flesh along the insides of her thighs as he slobbered over the crotch of her briefs. But now he knew she was right there with him, just as turned on, just as eager for him to keep at it and in every way he knew how, as well.
As a result, he didn't think twice or hesitate to grab hold of the elastic waistband of her panties. And as she groaned and shuddered against him, thrusting her slim nubile hips back and forth on the love seat, he wrenched her panties down with a sudden forceful motion of his hand.



CHAPTER TWO


Before he even could take the time out to stare at her cunt, to gaze at it with delight and sexual excitement, he pitched forward and rammed his tongue down, right between what he now caught a fleeting glimpse of, her pink and smooth-edged cunt lips.
Attacking her box with suddenness had the desired effect and she gave herself totally to him, not stopping him or preventing him from eating her out, not in the least. Immediately, his tongue dug right inside and only then, only when he tasted her pungent secretions against his taste buds, did his hands fly up to stroke her wet and slippery outer folds of vaginal tissue.
Her cunt lips were even thicker than he'd imagined and he held onto them as best he could, letting her kick her legs out tremulously so that her panties finally slid down past her knees to a fall in a crumpled heap around her ankles. He didn't even notice her kicking them completely off her legs, he was so absorbed.
But then she spread her shapely thighs even wider apart as he dug in and started slobbering like a maniac. Holding onto her juice-smeared flaps, he began to ease them back, peeling them apart like the ripe fruit of a fig, laying bare the pulpy wet secrets of her hot and shuddering vulva.
The raw naked flesh of her youthful mount consumed him and he groaned with delight, palpitating her box with the tip of his stiffened and outstretched tongue. And once he had succeeded in splaying her cunt lips as far back as her flesh would allow, he now had a chance to examine her cunny in more detail.
Even as he licked circles around the creases and wet slippery folds of her pulpy vulva, he was exploring as heatedly with his eyes, taking in each and every detail of her tender love mound. Her honey-pot was marvelously tight and girlish, the sparse triangle of black hair which adorned her mons all shiny and glistening with dewdrops of musky vaginal juice.
He lapped thirstily and swallowed her abundant and free-flowing secretions, enjoying the way she was bouncing up and down on the love seat, thrusting her hips forward and actually trying to ram her cunt right down his throat. That, needless to say, was exactly the way Drew Livingston liked his young teenage bedmates to behave, open about their pleasure, telling him what they wanted so that he would be able to give them everything their hearts desired.
But what he desired he was yet to reveal.
He had not so much as touched himself all this time, concentrating upon arousing Rachel Strauss and trying to ignore the feverish throbbing pressure of his unrelieved hard on. It tore against his fly and he leg go of one of her cunt lips and reached down, quickly rearranging his crotch so that his cock had a little more room to breathe, so to speak.
Then he reached up again and took hold of her juicy outer lip, held it as far back as its mate and examined the interior of her muff. Farther inside he could make out the gristly set of inner cunt lips, drooping down on either side right near the opening that led down into the depths of her as yet unexplored vagina.
He was more than just intrigued, for right between them, still hooded and unrevealed, lay her clitoris, a sleeping little unopened blossom. He knew how to make it unfurl and display itself though and using the tip of his tongue the way a teacher uses a pointer, he touched the prepuce of her clitoral shaft and licked up and down, eliciting from the teenager an immediate and heated response.
"Do it, do that again," she murmured and he did just that, tonguing her clit until the hood of foreskin-like flesh slid back and the shiny juice-smeared tip of her clitoris bobbed out in plain view. With a forward lunge, he threw himself against her hairy twat and pressed his parted lips around her clitoris, sucking it up into his mouth in all its lim and girlish entirety.
His teeth and tongue attacked it at once, exerting pressure and simulative friction, even as he sucked in his cheeks and held it inside of his mouth. The result of all these clitoral attentions was obvious enough.
Rachel rocked back and forth, moaning hotly, hissing between her teeth. A fresh gush of musky sap dribbled down the undulating walls of her rapidly heating muff and he let go of her clitoris at long last and rammed his tongue down into her dark and sopping wet vagina as far as it would go.
Immediately, her cunt muscles went into action, pressing down against his probing pistoning tongue, trying to clench and hold onto it as he jabbed it in and out, imitating the motions his cock would soon – so he hoped and prayed – be duplicating once he had gotten her too turned on to be able to stop him.
Eating her out had definite advantages, enabling him to judge the width of her box, realizing that he would have more than just a little difficulty housing his meaty pecker inside of her tight and narrow pussy.
He tried to loosen her up, to get her vaginal walls to expand by pressing his tongue back and forth against them. And when this didn't work, he thought nothing of sliding his middle finger right inside of her muff, alongside of his probing darting tongue.
"Ohh shit, do it, more, yes, it's so good, so fucking good," she whimpered, shaking fitfully as she felt the combined pressure of his tongue and stabbing digit.
And then, once he had gotten her accustomed to this, he eased his tongue out and pushed her butt up off the cushion of the love seat. Drew still probed her cunt with his finger, but now he eased a second one inside, scissoring his two fingers against and around her clitoris and then poking in and out of her palpitating vagina.
The two fingers opened and closed, exerting considerable tactile pressure against the walls of her vagina. They were beginning to widen as he edged his tongue down past the lowest edge of her muff, knowing exactly where he was headed next.
Satisfied that she was his for the time being, satisfied that once he had given her a kind of sexual pleasure, a kind of orgasm he could tell she had never before experienced – for he encountered no cherry barring the path of his tongue, needless to say – she would reveal what she knew about Amy's whereabouts, he kept at it, not about to stop.
His tongue dipped down past her muff, licking up the shiny trickles of cunt juice which had oozed down out of her pussy to dribble along her inner thighs. He tried to reach her asshole then, able to see and feel the beginning of her bum furrow, her ripe olive-complected buttocks as firm and juicy as the rest of her hot-blooded and lush young body.
Rachel, he thought, seemed to sense what he was up to. For even as his two fingers continued to probe and piston in and out of her tight girlish quim, trying to get her muff to expand so that eventually he would be able to house his cock inside without difficulty and with impunity, she now lifted her legs up and pushed her butt towards his sucking mouth.
He had to hold her legs up with one hand though until he made contact. Too bad I don't have a dildo or something to stuff up her snatch, he thought to himself, for it was difficult doing all these things at the same time.
Nevertheless, he was quite resourceful and managed to succeed where others might have failed and given up. His two fingers jabbed in and out of her pussy even as he now was able to gently spread her buns apart, just far enough so that his outstretched tongue could work its way right between them.
Her anal groove was damp and sweaty, exuding a slightly sour but not unpleasant odor of excrement. The gaminess of her poop only turned him on all the more and he pulled her swarthy buns farther apart as she shoved forward, finally enabling him to get at her puckered asshole.
This he could see was all tight and pink, much narrower in appearance than the conformation of her juicy quim. The slit of her unopened bottom-hole intrigued him mightily and Drew was a man who accepted life's challenges, this being a lesser one but one he was not readily able to ignore.
He stuck his tongue out, lashing it over the swirl of perianal folds which surrounded her virginal asshole. She was whimpering and mewling with delight, hissing too between her thick sensual lips. He knew she would love to get rimmed and probably hadn't enjoyed the sensation too many times in the past, if at all.
And that was what he did to her and for her, ramming his tongue forward even as his fingers continued to plunge and dart like little broncos, sliding their way in and out of her succulent box. He pushed his tongue forward and ever so slowly her anus began to loosen and eventually expand, allowing him to enter right inside her poop-shute.
He kept at it, feeling the dry slickness of her anal walls, using his tongue like a battering ram and piercing her fundament within another minute or two. And once his tongue was inside her heinie, once it was lapping and slurping in and out of her rump, tickling and stimulating her rectal walls, he knew that the moment he had waited for was nearly at hand.
He had no idea of how much time had passed since he'd rang the doorbell, how much time had passed since he had first pressed his hot and thickly sensual lips around her knockers. But she didn't seem to be in a rush or to be hassled about time, her impatience the impatience of a youngster who was no doubt more aroused and horny than she'd ever been in her young life.
Pleased with himself and his way with the youngster, delighted that she was as turned on as he was, he continued to eat out her ass and finger-fuck her cunt, even going so far as to plunge yet a third finger down into the clenching rippling depths of her overheated and itching cooze.
"Oh do that, more, please, oh anything. Shit, so fucking far out, so fucking good," she panded, corkscrewing her hips from side to side as he plunged his three fingers in and out of her cunt and ate out her ass with everything he had at his immediate physical disposal.
He refused to stop until he heard her begging and that was exactly what happened a minute or two later. Obviously, he'd gotten her to the point where she couldn't help herself, to the point when she needed what he had to offer by way of orgiastic persuasion and stimulation, namely what was most ideally suited to do the task, his cock and nothing else.
All this time his cock had remained tumescent, so much pre-come drooling out that his crotch felt slippery and damp, clammy and rather uncomfortable, at that. But now, a minute or so later, he heard the words he'd been waiting for ever since he'd started seducing the teenager.
"No, no more. I… I can't. Oh shit, I'm gonna come, Mr. Livingston," she babbled, shuddering against him as his tongue ripped in and out of her anus, able to feel the pressure of his three fingers on the other side of the taut divisional membrane, the septum which divided her vagina from her rectum.
He eased first his tongue back then until the rim of her asshole snapped shut and then he lifted his head up from between her legs, staring into her eyes. She was panting, her features contorted with excitement, almost about to lose her balance and hurtle into the pit of her climax.
But before this could happen, he ripped his fingers out of her vagina, knowing that now it was his turn to enjoy the fruits of her body and the fruits of his sexual efforts. She could tell what he had in mind, even before he got slowly to his feet.
Rachel Strauss leaned back against the love seat, her skirt bunched up around her waist, her blouse opened and her panties lying alongside of her chunky shoes. She was gasping, her tits rising and falling like a metronome as he stood in front of her and quickly removed first his shorts and then began to unbutton his oxford cloth shirt.
Her silence did not disturb him in the least.
He knew that she was quivering internally, desperately in need of a climax as a result of his heated sexual attentions, as hungry for an orgasm as a junkie was for a fix. In a sense, he was as addicted to sex in general as she was now addicted to finishing what he had started, i.e. coming and coming like she had never come before.
Of the latter there could be no doubt, for Drew was perfectly equipped to handle Rachel, perfectly suited to turn her on and satisfy her in a way she had never known before. It was an adventure of sorts, an exploration into the workings of her body she had not yet experienced until now.
Thus, he did not expect to hear her mouthing any words of objections, any platitudinous cock-teasing phrases he had occasionally and annoyingly heard in the past, such as, "I can't," or "some other time," or the like. No, he was not to meet with refusal or unsatisfied libidinal urges.
Rachel was as hot for him as he was for her and the teenager responded to his casual disrobing by pulling her blouse off and then pushing her skirt completely off. She kicked off her shoes and was now stark and completely naked, utterly at his disposal and his beck and call.
But this was a give and take, not an act of selfishness in the least. If anything, Drew had been more than giving, having never pressed his own needs upon the youngster. He hadn't, for example, forced her or even suggested that she reciprocate his cunniligual caresses by going down on him and sucking him off. He hadn't asked her to rim out his hairy asshole the way he'd so willingly rimmed out her own tight and pink little poop-shute.
So now, it was with the utmost confidence – if not calmness – that he took off his clothes. Her nudity filled his sight and his eyes were opened wide and unblinking, delighted by her lush naked body. She was as young as his niece, sixteen or seventeen years of age, still with a look of unblossomed innocence.
That was the look which aroused him most of all and he was able to picture the two of them caught up in the throes of their sexual union even before he had taken off all of his clothing. He removed his shirt and then kicked off his wingtips, his fingers moving to rapidly unbuckle his slim alligator belt.
Drew certainly was enjoying himself, enjoying as well the look of unabashed sexual excitement he saw in her eyes. He would take his pie and eat it too, as the saying goes, getting his rocks off and finding out more about his niece's whereabouts at the same time.
Nothing could have pleased him more.
Rachel sent out an aura of sexual magnetism and as she openly admired his hairy manly chest he unzipped his fly and pushed his tweed slacks down off of his waist and hips. He stepped out of them, displaying the way the front of his under shorts were swollen and tented out with the as yet unrevealed length of his massive boner.
She let out a little gasp of surprise and delight, having not expected him to be as well equipped as he obviously was. Pleased with her delight, feeling delight himself, he moved towards her, hooking his thumbs inside the waistband of his shorts so that when he was less than a foot away from where she was leaning back on the love seat, he snapped the elastic loudly and peeled his briefs down with a display of raw and savage bravado.
Like a jack-in-the-box his meaty phallus sprung out into the open, its great crimson eye unveiled, a ripe plum-shaped fist all sticky and glistening with his abundant pre-seminal secretions. The huge organ strained out at about a forty-five degree angle from his lean and hairy stomach.
Slapping from grizzly thigh to grizzly thigh were his heavy and pendulous nuts, so filled with cream that they threatened to explode like an overfilled helium balloon. "Jesus H. Christ," she murmured with incredible awe. "How the fuck am I supposed to deal with that… that baseball bat of yours, Mr. Livingston?"
"Where there's a will there's a way," he snickered merrily, delighted and determined that he would have his way with her. Accordingly, he reached out and took hold of one of her hands, gently easing her off the love seat. Six inches around and even wider at the massive blood-engorged glans, his poker was a veritable salami, standing out at exactly nine ripe meaty inches.
He had measured himself as recently as a year ago, though with all the fucking he did, one would think his tool would only grow larger as a result of its constant (or just about) use. But it had remained the same size since his eighteenth birthday, he recalled with a self satisfied grin, pleased that he had had the right combination of genes, for few girls and women he had gone to bed with in the past had ever been able to get enough of his dick once he had given them a trial run.
Unfortunately, though he would have loved to entertain Rachel at his apartment, taking his time whereas now he had to rush a little, he knew that he was leaving for Europe and would be unable to see her, at least until he returned to the States.
Make it a good one, ole boy, he told himself as he helped her down onto the living room carpet. She stretched out and because of the massive and considerably unwieldy dimensions of his phallus, he reached for a throw pillow decorating the couch, telling her to shove it under her rump as she would have done with a pillow had they made in bed together and not on the floor.
This she did without a fuss, though she seemed unable to stop staring at his huge straining dong. He was confident he would be able to house it inside of her tight and tender split, knowing that he had the technique at his disposal, that it was just a matter of timing and delicacy.
Her ass and pussy now raised up invitingly, her tender jugs flattening out somewhat as she lay on her back, he stooped down and knelt between her thighs. Then, keeping one eye on her cunt as if he was almost afraid it would vanish before he had a chance to enjoy it fully, he took hold of her legs and lifted them up, instructing her to lock her ankles as tightly as she could around his wide muscular back.
Straining forward, she managed to do this without too much difficulty. Positioned in front of her, he pulled her up a little closer so that his cock now rubbed back and forth between her legs, tickling her juicy crimson gash.
Rachel Strauss held her breath, not believing that he would be able to stuff his enormous mule-cock between her legs. But Drew was a man who always got his way in all things and he was totally convinced of the ease with which the act would be brought to fruition and success.
Now that he was ready, as was the girl, he took hold of his throbbing hardon and brought it down, directing the leaky bulbous head of his cock right up against her narrow vaginal furrow. She held her breath, all eyes to the delicate operation.
Drew pushed himself gently forward. He was resting on his knees, knowing that at least initially this position was the best one to use, the easiest one he knew whereby he would be able to horse himself completely and right up to the root.
Holding his cock as steadily as he could, feeling the way the blue veins were braiding his shaft, prominently visible and pulsating with the blood which flowed within his huge red-hot tool, he pushed himself an inch closer until his glans was rubbing back and forth against her juice-smeared vaginal furrow.
The outer lips seemed to flutter and dilate a mere inch, hardly enough room for him to ram his prong down into the depths of her tight and succulent quim. "Pull your lips back as far as you can, Rachel," he said in a hoarse and breathless voice, barely able to control himself now that he was getting so close to success.
She reached down, following his careful instructions to the letter. Her slim piano fingers caught hold of each ripe puffy red cunt lip and she peeled them back with impunity, her gesture far more confident than when he'd first taken hold of her outer cunt lips. Her vulva was glistening as was the head of his cock and once she had opened her trench for his delight, inspection and delectation, he didn't hesitate to thrust himself forward, his weight centered on his hips.
The head of his tool pushed down, cramming its way right inside of her hot wet vulva. She winced, but didn't stop him, moaning and thrusting her hips forward as he kept on exerting pressure all along the shaft of his battering ram.
Slowly the head of his cock tunneled its way forward, stuffed inside of her vulva. It pressed down against her clit, frictioning along it and making her shudder with joyous sexual delight. He let her grow accustomed to the considerable pressure, for he was certain by her actions that she had never handled a cock as large as the one that rose out from between his thickset and muscular thighs.
Swaying from side to side, he waited a few more seconds and finally she nodded her head, knowing that she was ready for more. It was as if her cunt was a mouth, gobbling down his tool, capable of swallowing only so much cock-meat at a time or else she would choke on it.
But he had the patience of a saint and he eased himself forward as slowly and gently, as carefully as he could. And as he did so, his cock began to burrow down into her pussy, pushing itself along her vaginal walls, the head of his tool sliding past her vulva and on into her snatch.
She bit down on her lower lip, but made no motion for him to stop. He could feel her cunt walls being pulled apart, stretched taut in order that his shaft might fill her box as it had never been filled before.
This he knew as certainly as he knew his name and he went at it with a vengeance, keeping his eyes directed down between his legs considerably intrigued – as well as turned on – by the sight of his penis moving deeper and deeper into her pussy. It kept inching forward disappearing by degrees.
The outer lips of her cunt, thick, smooth edged and puffy earlier, were now pressed tight and thin, changing around the rounded sides of his manly poker. She was gasping, her tits undulating up and down the deeper he moved his pecker and he didn't stop, knowing that he would make it, just as he had known before he'd even started.
"Okay?" he whispered, pleased when the nubile teenybopper nodded her head up and down with vigorous affirmation. He smiled and thrust a little more forcefully, wincing as his shaft was being rubbed raw all along the length it had traveled.
But those flickering sensations of pain meant nothing to him. It was the raw lusty pleasure of the conquest that counted and he kept at it like a man obsessed, hunching forward, sweat dripping down his sides and chest and his balls smacking back and forth between his thighs as he kept on piercing her muff to the quick.
He had almost two inches left to give her when she groaned and he felt the head of his cock tipping her womb. But now he couldn't stop and with a last and almost desperate lunge, he plowed into her until he could go no further.
His cock was just about hidden from sight, just the very base of his prong visible between his shuddering thighs. She was groaning, convulsing in front of him as if she was having a fit, her eyes opened wide and unblinking now that he had given her all that he had to offer.
"Oh God, God so much so fucking much, but do it, hurry and do it before they come home. Make me come, make me come, Livingston!" she cried out, straining and gripping his wide set and burly shoulders with both of her hands.
It was time to really let loose and confident she could handle it, confident that nothing now stood in the way between him and his orgasm, Drew began to slide his legs back so that he would be able to really hammer his battering ram of a cock in and out with the least bit of difficulty and effort.
He held himself steady, his joystick still deeply ensheathed. Despite the lack of room, the way his shaft fit her cunt like a glove, frictioning roughly along her vaginal walls, her muscles still were able to fibrillate against his pole.
He savored their lusty contractions and finally reached the new position. His palms were flat on the floor on either side of her, his legs stretched back behind him and his dong buried up to the hairy hilt, deep within her cunny.
His glans rubbed against her cervix and she was once again mew ling like a kitten, tossing about on the floor as he eased his tool almost all the way back, stopping when just his glans filled her vulva. Then, with a sudden flurry of motion, he rammed his prong home, scraping it down and hitting into her cunt with the force of a steam hammer.
The pistoning stroke set her in motion and she moaned and ranted with delight, clinging to him as he now began to do his job in earnest. He rammed in and out, one hot lightning-fast stroke after another, his balls keeping time to his rhythmic strokes as they slapped back and forth against her upraised buns, tickling her anal furrow each time he slammed his dong home.
With lowered head and extended tongue, he started working on her tits at the same time, licking them eagerly and agilely, sucking her nipples up into his hot slobbering mouth even as he kept on hammering his penis in and out of her tight and burning quim.
The fit was so exquisitely close, so fractioning and tight, that he could hardly see straight. By this time, after not more than a dozen bone jarring strokes, Rachel's skin had begun to glow, suffused with a ruddy sexual glow of excitement.
He knew she'd come in no time at all and he hurried to join her, wanting their climaxes to occur at the same time, if he could schedule it that way. "Yes, yes do it. Oh man, what a fucking pickle, give it to me, more, harder, harder, man!" she wailed, shuddering back and forth as he banged into her and hit against her pubic horns.
But cunt juice began to ooze down around his prong, coating her vaginal walls as well as his dick so that the more he hammered away, the wetter and more lubricated her twat became. It was easier to really thrust in and out and he gasped and kept at it, lost to his raging sexual excitement.
This was what he loved, what he felt his body had been meant for, to savor the tight gripping embrace of an adolescent's vagina, to feel a teenager squirming up against his rod and getting off on his manly sexual excesses. Nothing could have been more soul-satisfying and Drew went at it hot and heavy, feeling the way she was getting closer and closer to the pent-up orgasm.
He also was reaching the point of no return. His balls were churning his come like butter, rubbing and banging back and forth against the sensitive and tender flesh of her upraised buttocks. His tongue slurped greedily over her tits and he coated her boobs with so much slobber that they shone and he could almost see the reflection of his reddened face reflected on their rounded surface.
"Yes, that's it, oh shit, I can't, it's gonna… yes, now, man, oh fuck me fuck me!" she suddenly screamed, stiffening and tensing as he crammed his wong in and out, hard and fast and mean.
A gush of juice signaled her release and whatever had finally done the trick to trigger her orgasm, she couldn't stop it from running its course. With a loud and piercing scream, clinging to him and trying to pull him down against her, Rachel began to come just the way Drew Livingston had hoped.
And just the way he had hoped, she was coming as never before, so caught up in her orgiastic fervor that the room seemed to spin around her. She tossed and turned on the floor and he lifted his head after letting go of her jugs and fell crushingly against her, rubbing his hairy chest from side to side to stimulate and additionally arouse her by his tactile caresses.
"Do it, come, keep coming. Oh yeah, me too, yeah, now, fuck yes, now!" he bellowed, moaning hotly as he stiffened and felt his heavy pullet-sized testicles being pulled up high within his battering scrotal sac.
And then he too joined her in the pleasure of her ecstasy, in the pleasure of her searing orgasm. The hot gushes of thick creamy-white semen began to pour like molten lava down into the depths of her fluttering and overheated trench.
She squirmed against him as he sank down and lay on top of her, shuddering with violent sexual excitement. This was it, the moment he'd been waiting for. Now, nothing barred his way or separated him from his blissful release.
"Oh baby, feel it, feel my come, what a fucking hot load, and all for you, for you, baby!" he groaned, shaking on top of her and pressing her down to the floor.
He kept swaying from side to side, unable to stop coming. He could actually feel the muscular ejaculations that accompanied each fresh burst and volley of gism, hot gobbets of manly cream gushing plentifully down into her shuddering and burning muff.
His climax was all he had wanted it to be, all and even more, besides. It was so enervating and arousing that he couldn't stop groaning, gasping for breath as he drained his balls dry, still coming long after she had felt the last rippling wave of her own torrid climax.
He didn't stop shivering until there was nothing left in the way of come to give her. Then and only then did he too close his eyes and gasp for breath, savoring the increased lubricity of her trench, the way her cunt muscles were still fibrillating around his pole, contracting involuntarily.
The hot gushes of cream had splashed inside of her and now filled her muff to a most incredible degree. There was so much come inside of her pussy that in fact it began to ooze down, dribbling out around the gaping opening of her virginal and juicy trench. He felt it coating his dong and then sticking to the hairs of his pubic bush.
Drew lay on top of her, feeling his cock losing its stiffness and steely rigidity. Blood flowed out of it again and it began to go soft and limp inside of her pussy. He knew that all he had to do was move gently back and forth for a few minutes and he'd be able to get hard all over again.
But time was against him and the best thing to do was get dressed as quickly as possible, lest Rachel's mother or father arrive at the house. But he had to find out about Amy. After all that was perhaps his primary objective. He'd seduced and conquered Rachel Strauss, at least on a physical and sexual level.
Now, he had to achieve the same positive results mentally.
"Where is she, sweetheart?" he whispered.
Rachel opened her eyes and took a deep breath, shaking against him as he lifted the bulk of his weight off of her slim and sweaty young body. He held himself up, his palms outstretched once again, his abundant chest hairs matted down with perspiration.
"She told me you were a stud, now that I think of it. She mentioned you a couple of times, when we were on the trip, about what a great guy you were and all, how she really grooved on you. But… you know, I didn't think about it until… well, you know what I mean," she stammered, blushing once again as he stared at her with a questioning and inquisitive look on his face.
"Go on. I'm listening. I wonder what she'd say if she knew the two of us had made it together," he said, forcing out a laugh and hoping Rachel was on the verge of opening up to him and telling him the truth, telling him what she had made a point of withholding from the Mitchell's.
"If she knew, she'd probably kill me," Rachel giggled.
"Kill you?"
"Sure, she'd be jealous as hell. If you knew Amy the way I do… but I guess you do, at that. Anyway, she really thinks you're superbad, Livingston."
"And what's that supposed to mean?"
"Superbad? Means you're the best, top drawer as my dad would say. Shit, she'd probably give her right arm to do what we just did," Rachel told him.
He tried to hide his look of amazement and delight, so turned on by her words that he couldn't believe she'd actually said what he'd always hoped to hear from Amy. "Well, it's a definite possibility, what can I say," he laughed good-naturedly as his cock began to ease down along the come-smeared and still fibrillating length of her juicy little muff.
And then, with a little more prodding, he got Rachel to tell him what she really knew. By the time the girl had finished, Drew's ears were ringing with the afternoon's revelations.



CHAPTER THREE


He decided that luck was in his favor, right from the start.
He'd seduced Rachel, Amy's friend, both physically as well as mentally, getting the girl to spill the beans and tell him what she had been holding back from Amy's parents, the real reasons surrounding Amy Mitchell's decision not to return home, but to stay on in Europe.
And furthermore, he found himself sitting right next to a girl cast out of the same mold as Amy. They'd boarded the plane together and Drew, who was used to first-class accommodations, had been forced to ride coach when he could not get the reservations he had requested.
He decided in retrospect that the airline had done him a great service. Otherwise, he might never have been able to enjoy the close-up company of young Janet Halston. He helped her stow her back-pack in the overhead rack and then, with a great show of friendliness, got her to accept his offer of a drink when the stewardess came around.
Despite the fact that Janet was not older than sixteen or so, the stew didn't hassle Drew about ordering an alcoholic beverage for the girl, wine in this case. "Gee, this is really nice of you, Mr. Livingston," she said as he clinked glasses with her, Janet sipping white wine while he had his requisite martini.
Introductions had come and gone and now he settled back in his seat, finding it next to impossible to keep his eyes off of the teenager. She was blonde and tawny the way his niece was, slim and lithe beneath her tight bellbottom jeans and baggy peasant blouse.
"I just hope the kids hanging around The Dam are going to be half as friendly," she went on.
"Amsterdam?" he said knowledgeably. "But the flight is landing in Paris."
"I know. I'm going to meet my ole man… my boy friend, that is, and then we're gonna hitch down to Amsterdam. Won't it be a gas, going off to Europe like this for the rest of the summer until September."
It was now the early part of May and Janet went on to explain that the private school she attended – Connecticut money, thought Drew with a pleasant smile… let out early, so she had nearly five months to bum around and see the continent.
Drew listened attentively. He had all the words and the moves that went along with them and he made sure to keep her wine glass constantly filled to the brim. The more she drank, the more effervescent she became, bubbly, cheerful and marvelously animated.
He turned slightly in the seat, glad that they were towards the back of the plane and out of the mainstream of chatter which echoed down the aisles. There were only two seats in a row, not three and this too pleased him to no end, for he knew he'd never be able to get to first base with the girl had there been another passenger on her other side or worse, right between the two of them.
[missing text] projection, hoping that it would intrigue Janet.
So he waited, forced to endure what seemed a non-stop hardon for the next two hours or so. His cock extended the front of his chino slacks, but he made no move to rearrange the bulky.
The wine went to her head and once they were on a closer footing, he brought up the subject of grass. She told him that she'd been warned not to try to smuggle any dope into France, but that she had one joint on her person, and would love to share it with him, though they'd have to do it separately. So right after they'd finished their dinner – Janet said it was a waste of good grass to smoke and they stuff your face – first she got up and went into the bathroom and then came back to palm him half of the remaining joint.
He had absolutely nothing against smoking it and hoped that it would turn the girl on sexually, as it usually did for him. He smoked it quickly in the lavatory, splashed some aftershave around the narrow cubicle to hide the smell and returned to his seat, already well on his way to being stoned.
Her eyes were aglow, red-rimmed and turning glassy when he sat down next to her, having made sure to turn off the light above his seat, that as well as procuring a blanket from the stewardess. He made no pretense about what he was doing, spreading the blanket, two of them actually, over their bodies as he snuggled down and sighed with contentment.
"Man, you're far-out, Drew," she said with admiration, now that they were on a first-name basis. "I mean, I bet you're as old as my dad and yet you like to get high. Shit, that's far out."
"Actually," he said, leaning over and kissing her playfully on the tip of her button nose, "I'm a dirty old man. I'm off to Paris to have an affair with a chick as young as you are. I'm," at which point he leaned closer and stared intently into her eyes, "her sugar daddy. And let me tell you, kiddo, she can't get enough of me. Know why?"
"No," Janet whispered with a stoned little giggle, amazed at what he was telling her, just as Drew had hoped.
"Because… I'm hung like a fucking horse." And as Janet's mouth dropped open and responded to his words, as she began to laugh with delight that he was so uninhibited the way she felt she was, Drew reached out with one hand under the blanket and took hold of her wrist, pulling her arm over and pressing her palm and five fingers down against the huge swollen and misshapen bulge which was still tenting up the front of his chino trousers.
He didn't expect her to pull back and sure enough, the grass and his company, his physical magnetism, had all combined to do the trick. To turn a number, as she told him she liked to call it, right there on the plane was something which appealed to her sense of mischievousness and sexual freedom.
So, it was ultimately no great coup or surprise that when he let go her fingers pressed down hotly against the bulky projection of his rampant boner. Drew smiled with contentment, glanced around and made sure that none of, the neighboring passengers knew what was going on.
But they appeared to all be asleep and he turned his back on them, swung sideways and shoved his hips forward, biting down on his lower lip to suppress a groan of pleasure.
Janet was certainly into what she was doing.
Her fingers moved back and forth, fondling and feeling him up, absolutely turned on to what he had gotten her to do. But Drew was not to be satisfied with being merely goosed. He had to have her at the same time and without telling the girl what he had in mind, he finally reached out and pressed his own horny and sweaty hand down between her shapely thighs.
A little whimper of complicity escaped her lips. But she made no move to push his hand away. Rather, she responded as pleasurably as Drew was doing, even going so far as to lean her head on his shoulder.
She closed her eyes, filled with delight and from afar anyone who might have seen them would have smiled at the sight, father and daughter half-asleep and content with each other's company. Nothing however could have been farther from the truth. Dirty old man or not, Drew Livingston knew what he wanted and he was well on his way to getting it, too.
He could feel the soft meaty pad between her legs and he rubbed his hand back and forth grew quickly impatient and sought to yank down the zipper to Janet's fly. "Let me do it for you. It'll be easier that way," she whispered, her eyes aglow with sexual excitement. "And you do it too, as much as you can, dig it?"
"Man, I dig it, all right," he snickered, letting go of her crotch as she eased her band off of his tool, her fingers having felt the entire length of his straining rod, eager to touch it in actuality, not through the covering of his chino trousers.
So as she opened her jeans and unzipped her fly, Drew did precisely the same thing under the blanket. He unbuckled his belt, pulled down the zipper to his trousers and then with a minimum of effort and without a telltale flurry of motion, managed to push his slacks down to his knees, his underpants as well.
His crotch was naked, his ass flat on the seat and when he reached over towards the girl's lap once again, he was rewarded with the bristly feel of her naked and palpitating muff. He could have screamed out with delight, right then and there, but held his excitement back, palming her naked and juicy little twat and savoring the way it felt against his trembling fingers.
The little fleecy mane of pubic hair grew up and down over her narrow split, a gash which already was leaking hot oily trickles of cunt juice. She fought to control herself, squirming back and forth on the seat as he palmed her cooze and then slowly rubbed across her paper thin labia before trying to wedge his middle finger right inside her box.
"That's it, oh shit, this is far out, Drew," she giggled under her breath, biting down on her lower lip too as he pushed his finger inquisitively forward, probing the terrain of her naked and trembling twat.
Drew couldn't have been more turned on or delighted, so aroused by what they were doing that he found it hard to believe it was actually happening. The last time he'd had sex like this, in a public place that is, had been years before, on a bus trip to college. He'd gotten a nun to allow him to masturbate her and the experience stayed with him for years.
Now, he was reliving it allover again, except that he was with a teenager, not a mature woman. He pushed his finger down and hit against the small and pulpy pea that was her virginal clitoris, causing her to shudder uncontrollably. He'd triggered the very lodestone of her sexual delight and he tweaked the swollen little morsel of cunt flesh against the tip of his finger, then pushed down until he was fully ensheathed, the entire length of his digit buried into her hot and itching box.
Her hips shoved forward and even as Drew began to finger-fuck her in earnest, Janet slid her hand back over towards his crotch. Just as Rachel had done, just as she had gasped and opened her eyes wide with excitement coupled with awe and disbelief, so did Janet Halston react when her hand came in contact with his hard and straining erection.
She grasped his cock-shaft, unable to even get her hand around it in its wide and thick entirety. "That's it, sweetheart," he murmured, "up and down, nice and easy." That she did, marveling at the strength of his huge hammer-headed dong. Her fingers slid up and down, her palm rotating over the leaking cap of his pecker and then moving down again until she was able to feel his heavy stones sliding back and forth within his hairy and wrinkled scrotal sac.
Doing this was getting her just as aroused as it was getting Drew. He was having a hard time holding still, his ass bouncing up and down in time to her clutching hand motions. And as she jerked him off, he kept moving his finger in and out, feeling how it was now coated with cunt juice, feeling too how the tight and narrow walls of her snatch were undulating and fluttering against his pistoning finger.
He slid a second finger inside a moment later, eliciting an immediate and heated response. The color had risen in her cheeks and the two of them, were finding it difficult to stop from crying out with pleasure.
Janet kept working her hand up and down, corkscrewing it around his boner so that the heat and pressure of her fingers were slowly but surely getting Drew more and more aroused. But he knew then that he really wouldn't be totally satisfied with just getting a hand-job from this sexy and uninhibited teenybopper.
What he really wanted could be had with a little ingenuity. And so even as he continued to piston and probe his two fingers in and out of her hot and narrow quim, even as she too continued to jack him off with growing expertise and excitement, he leaned over on the seat and whispered into her ear, telling her what he had in mind.
"Man, that's fantastic, sure," she replied once he'd told her the gist of his little scheme, the plan he'd just cooked up in his feverishly working brain.
"Think you really can handle it?" he whispered with a paternal twinkle in his eye.
"Bet your ass I can," she replied, saucy and coquettish as she squeezed his dong with a convulsive tremor of her clutching hand.
He could have kept her fingers glued to his cock for the rest of the flight, but he had something even more arousing on his mind. And so it was that he finally – albeit reluctantly – eased first one and then the other ensheathed and pistoning finger out into the open.
Her cunt lips snapped shut the instant he pulled both fingers free and lifting them up and out of the blanket, he quickly licked them dry, tasting her spicy and pungent vaginal secretions.
Janet finally relinquished her own tight and possessive hold on his manly weapon. She let go of his cock and he moved his hand back under the protective covering of the blanket, pulling his underpants and then his trousers back up around his waist and hips.
He buckled his belt while she attended to her own clothing. And then, once they were suitably dressed once again, he pulled the blanket back having first made sure to position his dong right up along his stomach. Actually, it reached past the waistband of his trousers, but there was no other way to arrange his boner so that it would be any more unnoticeable. As it was, anyone who had their eyes open could easily have seen the way the fly of his chinos was distended with the steely length of his mammoth poker. But the passengers near him as he walked to the rear of the plane were all fast asleep, huddled under their blankets, eyes shut and oblivious to the path he walked between the rows of seats.
Fortunately as well, the stews were in the front galleys, gossiping amongst themselves now that the bulk of their work was finished. So none of them saw the tall and distinguished looking man slip into one of the empty bathroom cubicles, only to be followed moments later by the figure of a long-haired blonde teenage girl.
Spying the occupied sign on, she rapped softly on the door and he clicked it open for her, enabling her to squeeze right inside the cubicle. Once she had gained entry, he locked the door all over again and sat down on the lowered toilet seat, having already dropped his trousers and his underpants.
She pressed her trembling back up against the door and held her breath. The situation was certainly a novel one, even for the both of them. But even more than that, was the fact that now she was able to see with the utmost clarity what she had only been able to judge by the feel of her fingers a few minutes before.
He caught her admiring glances as he tucked his shirt up around his armpits, baring half of his torso and crotch, naked for her all consuming and staring eyes. And even as she continued to gaze at his throbbing and massive mule-cock, licking her lips with a mixture of nervousness and delight, Drew reached out and rapidly unzipped the fly of her man-tailored boy-tailored, actually – bellbottoms.
He unsnapped the top fastener and pulled them down off of her narrow hips, ogling the shadow of her fleecy muff behind the front of her tight and revealing bikini briefs. These he shucked down with a flick of her wrist, barely able to contain his raging excitement when he found himself staring lustfully at her slim and naked vagina.
It looked even more tempting and appetizing than Rachel's cunt, tighter and less hirsute, a mere fleecy pony mane of straw-colored crisp and glistening pubic fur marking the twin petals that were the outer lips of her virginal twat.
"Try sitting on my lap, for starters," he whispered, knowing that silence was a virtue he had to uphold, lest any of the other passengers or the stewardesses hear what was going on in the lavatory. But the grass had done its aphrodisiacal and uninhibited job, loosening any restraints the girl might normally have felt.
Now, she seemed only all too eager to obey him and follow his instructions to the letter. Accordingly, she moved forward, her jeans tangled around her ankles and her cunt itching and gushing hot trickles of slippery cunt juice which oozed down and dripped along the insides of her thighs.
Drew held his breath, smacked his lips and felt his mouth watering and his cock leaking in response to Janet's mere physical presence, to her nudity and her lush, little muff in particular. Quickly, she bent down and straddled the tops of his hairy thighs, resting her tight and boyish butt on his lap.
She kicked off her jeans then, for they were getting in the way. Once her legs were free, her blouse suddenly pulled up high so that he could admire and suck upon her naked little boobies when he got the opportunity, Drew pulled her forward and got her into position.
She had to nearly stand on tiptoe so that when he took hold of the base of his meaty poker he was able to align the rounded cockhead with her narrow crimson gash. He pushed forward, instructing her to push down with the object of impaling herself on his dong. It was not an easy position or objective to achieve, but both of them were determined to see it through to eventual fruititon and success, or shall we coin a pun and say, "sexcess".
Sexcess, success or excess, what was the difference?
They were all one and the same to Mr. Drew Livingston and he held his breath as he gripped his penis with one firm manly hand and tried to push the mushroom-shaped glans right between the youngster's tight and narrow cunt petals.
As had been the case with Rachel Strauss, Janet was finally forced to reach down. She let go of his shoulders which she had been holding onto for support and to maintain her balance. Then, taking hold of each juice-smeared and trembling vaginal fold, she splayed them as wide as she could, displaying the ruby-red and pulpy interior of her glistening quim.
Her pea-shaped clitoris bobbed out at him like a blind and unseeing eye and he groaned and stabbed forward, thrusting eagerly with his weight centered at his hips. A convulsive tremor passed through their bodies as he tried to cram his glans right into place, stuffing it up into the vestibule of her girlish muff.
He managed with less difficulty than he would have imagined, for as soon as he exerted considerable pressure, her vulva seemed to give way, to stretch paper-thin so that within minutes the head of his penis was buried up inside of her, squashing her clitoris down and giving her rippling spasms of sexual bliss such as she had rarely if ever experienced before.
"Okay now?" he whispered and when Janet Halston nodded her head vigorously up and down, he held her tightly around the waist. She let go of her labia majorum and like elastic bands they snapped shut, clinging and sticking tightly to the neck of his throbbing boner. She was still just about standing on her feet, but he pulled down, trying to maneuver her so that she gobbled up and consumed one hard hot inch of manflesh after another, sucking his cock into her tight and gaping snatch.
A droplet of bright-red blood appeared on her lower lip. She was biting down, trying not to scream out from the frenzied excitement she was feeling as he pushed her down, inch after agonizingly thick and cumbersome inch. He kept his eyes glued between their legs, groaning under his breath as he watched what was happening, as he felt the way his cock-shaft was being rubbed and scraped raw as it traveled up into her girlish vagina.
"It's so good," she whispered, eying their laps intently, watching with disbelief as he managed to stuff his hose completely into her, right up the root. Within a few more minutes she actually was sitting firmly on his lap, engorged with so much meat that she felt as if she could taste his cock in the back of her throat, as if it was filling her entire body, not just her overstuffed cunt.
Drew felt the same kind of intensely satisfying and burning sexual stimuli and for a moment the two of them were content to remain as they were. She sat on his lap, her cuntlips stretched wide as a gaping mouth, his hairy bush matted down and tangled with her own sparse and fleecy love-nest.
His balls hung down against the lowered toilet seat, shuddering or so it felt from the exquisitely sublime and satisfying pressure of having horsed his dong into her pussy. "I can't stop it," he told her, pushing her down until his leaking glans tipped her womb and triggered a rippling surge of excitement.
His hands slid up and cupped her tender little knockers and as he squeezed and tweaked each pointy and stiff-standing young pink nipple, Janet lifted her ass off of his grizzly thighs so that his cock began to slip out into the open.
The friction thus produced gave both of them the chills, chills of sexual response and urgency that is, not of coldness. He shoved her back down and she began to get into what she was doing now that her box was adjusting to the extreme pressure of his long, wide and agonizingly thick penis.
She started moving up and down as if she was riding a pogo stick, only it was his joystick she was using to bounce with, corkscrewing her hips from side to side, even working her vaginal muscles around his thick and cumbersome boner.
Each fresh up and down motion, each swish and plunge of her narrow and bony hips, made him pant and he was having a hard time controlling himself, hardly aware of the fact that here they were in the lavatory of an airplane, fucking up a storm, unbeknownst to anyone other than themselves.
"Yes, it's unreal. Shit, you are hung like a horse, a fucking salami, Drew," she complimented him, savoring his extremely oversized and virile pecker.
He grinned and chuckled under his breath holding her securely. Then, bending his head forward, he applied the same sexual magic he was using on her cunt to her tits, lashing his wide raspy-edged tongue over one and then the other tender pear-shaped bub.
Her response was immediate. She hung onto his shoulders and moved up and down at a faster and faster rate, anticipating his own heated response, the way he thrust agilely from his hips, meeting her plunging downward strokes halfway. Her cunt rose and fell, scraping and frictioning around his penis and holding it in a secure and throbbing embrace.
Her vaginal muscles went into play then convulsing around his shaft and as he continued to suck on her jugs, loving their firmness and youthful resiliency, he could tell that Janet was well on her way to getting off, about to come in less time than he would have imagined possible.
In order to get the full benefit of her lush little cooze, a cooze his cock had managed to stretch wide as never before, he gently eased her back, pushing himself forward until he had managed to wedge her neck and shoulders against the locked bathroom door. Inclined this way, he was able to call the shots and make the moves, hunching forward and almost sliding off of the toilet seat.
"Yes, man, oh man make it good, shoot it, don't stop, just cream into me, flood me with your come, your load," she panted, begging for his gism, wanting him to drain his balls dry and fill her with what she knew would be as abundant a load as his abundantly sized penis.
Drew was all too eager to do exactly what the girl had asked.
He was now able to slug in and out, hammering his cock back and forth and ripping into her box like a maddened stallion. She was shuddering more violently by then and he sensed that any second the explosion would come and Janet Halston would go hurtling into the very maelstrom of her contagious release, for he too was about to get off, feeling his body tensing as the heat and friction permeating his cock continued to mount.
"More, oh man, fuck me blind, fuck me, pound it in," the girl whimpered, trying to whisper and trying to stop herself from crying out with delight. Her cunt muscles fibrillated around his bucking heaving joystick and when she finally began to come, when her orgasm took hold of her and knocked her just about senseless, Drew felt himself carried along on the raging tidal wave of the youngster's gloriously stimulating climax.
"Here it is," he announced with a trembling thrust, burying his massive and red-hot pecker down into the tight and searing depths of her pussy. "Oh yeah, you wanted it and here it is, feel it. Shit, yeah, feel my come. Oh Janet baby, what a load, yeah fuck, now, now!" he groaned, hunching forward and hissing between his teeth. He too was trying to hold back the savage and animalistic cries of triumph as he felt his body stiffening, his come triggering out like molten bullets of hot lusty semen.
The thick gushing wads of his rich spend poured like lava down the shuddering and overly stuffed well of her cunt, inundating her pussy with more than enough come to literally fill her twat to the brim.
He smashed his lips against her mouth and their cries of delight and ecstasy were thus muffled as more and more gism flowed into her muff, thick gooey curds of semen. His cock kept on ejaculating, one fierce volleying burst after another, so much cream pouring out that it seemed to him as if he hadn't fucked in weeks.
His balls contracted, banging now against her naked and writhing buns. The girl was beside herself, wedged up against the door, panting and shivering as the throes of her orgasm left her weak and totally fulfilled. And even after she had quieted down, experiencing the last searing rippling waves of pleasure, Drew Livingston was still going strong, unable and unwilling to hold anything back from her.
He poured his bounty into her tight and come-filled twat, loving everything about her, everything that had taken place. His hairy crotch was a shocking and startling contrast to her own relatively hairless and fleecy pubic mount and his burly body was glistening with sweat as he continued to shoot more and more rich hot come down her trench.
But finally, as it must, for all good things must come to an end, sooner or later, the last hot waves of pleasure and the last hot wads of come poured into her muff and he sank against her, gasping for breath. Her titties swayed up and down, each nipple just as stiff and turgid with trapped blood as they had been a few minutes earlier when he'd sucked on them with sexual oblivion.
Now, it was all they could do to try to calm down, catching their breaths as he gently eased her back into a sitting position. She inclined her head on his hairy chest, her heart beating as rapidly and quickly as his own.
His hands were wrapped around her back and he felt like father-lover-uncle rolled into one. Janet could easily have been his niece and he thought of that now and hoped she was still in Paris as Rachel Strauss had told him, as the girl had said she honestly believed. He couldn't bear the thought of meeting with failure. For if anything, this trip had only met with success from the start. First Rachel and now Janet, the two teenagers giving Drew more pleasure together than he knew he had really experienced in the last six months.
He held onto her as she sat on his lap and leaned against his burly chest, her eyes closed and her body glowing with an aura of rosy sexual contentment. Slowly and by degrees he was able to feel his penis losing its stiff and steely erection. It began to go limp inside of the girl's come-filled muff and even as thick warm curds of his spend oozed down around their crotches, slippery and wet, his penis too oozed down, sliding out until it finally slipped down and out into the open.
It plopped out loudly and draped over his depleted balls it was a whitish and pink sausage, long and still a goodly size. He could not have been more pleased when Janet opened her eyes, glanced down and suddenly and silently slid off of his lap to kneel between his thickset thighs. He hadn't said a word all this time, but he smiled with delight when she reached out and took hold of his limp tool, opening her mouth at the same instant.
A moment later he was shuddering, bathed in his own post-coital glow as the youngster cleansed his cock dry with her slim probing tongue, licking up the salty and viscous wads of semen which were adhering to his meat, mixed with her own musky vaginal juices.
He let her do as she pleased, no longer concerned about being discovered. But he also knew, even as the teenager continued to suck on his cock, that the best was yet to come. Namely, Amy Mitchell, his niece and hopefully, his future lover.



CHAPTER FOUR


It was with a certain undeniable degree of reluctance that Drew Livingston bid Janet Halston good-bye outside of the Orly air terminal. Customs had given her a hassle but she had gone through it, nevertheless, emerging unscathed from the untoward experience. He offered to drive her into the city, but she told him she was going to hang around the airport and wait for another flight to get in.
"I'm supposed to meet this chick I know in about an hour," she told him, thanking Drew for his concern and, needless to say, their most interesting experience aboard the plane. "You made my flight, what can I tell you," she giggled naughtily.
He kissed her on the cheek, made his last good-bye and waited in line for a taxi to take him into the city. But as he drove into Paris, his heart was not with the city nor was it light by any stretch of the imagination.
It was early morning and the sky had that marvelous clarity so indigenous to Paris and so unlike New York. But the beautiful thoroughfares and streets held little magic for him that morning. It was Amy he thought about, not Paris. It was Amy who occupied his waking and sleeping dreams.
And now, he had a single name to go by, a name that Rachel Strauss had given him under pressure and considerable sexual duress. It was, Livingston knew, better than nothing.
"I don't know… she just grooved on him. Maybe she was looking for a sugar daddy… how the hell was I supposed to tell her what she could and could not do? I mean, dig it Livingston, Amy's fucking independent, a free spirit…"
That had been the gist of what Rachel had told him, explaining how a few days before they were all scheduled to return home, she'd met a man at one of the cafes they were at, how the guy had come on really strong and how Amy had agreed to go out with him – "In style," avowed Rachel – for dinner.
"The next I knew she said she was gonna move in with the cat, said he was a gas and loaded with bread, that she'd live like a princess and smoke all the dope she wanted, he had everything you could ask for," the girl had concluded.
The man's name was Rene Martinon and supposedly, he kept an apartment in the city as well as a villa outside of Paris. That was all Drew had to go by. Once he had ensconced himself in his hotel room, he had the management send up a telephone directory. With the bellboy's help he was able to narrow his choice down to two possible individuals, both of whom bore the name of Rene Martinon, both of whom, flaunted properly acceptable and prestigious addresses.
Phone calls elicited responses at both numbers. But he hung up before speaking to his party, not wanting Amy to have any idea that he was on her trail… or Rene, for that matter. But the following morning, having divested himself of jet lag, he began his amateur sleuthing by arriving at around eight in the morning in front of one of the addresses he had gotten from the telephone directory.
The man who emerged from the private house seemed far too old to fit Rachel's description of a fellow of about his own age, replete with suave Continental manners. Nevertheless, after the gentleman had hailed a cab and left the area, Drew rang the doorbell and presently a young woman dressed in a maid's costume answered the door.
Five minutes later he knew that this was not his man. The Rene Martinon he sought lived five or six blocks away and so with a determined step he headed in the right direction, hoping that he would find his niece with a minimum of effort.
Unlike the "wrong" Martinon, this one lived in a small townhouse which he shared with another tenant. He let himself into the building and climbed the flight of stairs that led to the man's suite of rooms. No sounds emanated from the other side of the door.
But that didn't stop him or goad him into turning around, retracing his steps and accepting defeat. Rather, he pulled his shoulders back as if he was prepared for an immediate man-to-man confrontation. And then he took hold of the brass lion's head knocker and brought it down with three loud and resounding knocks.
A flurry of footsteps could be heard coming from the other side of the door. And then a voice, a young female voice in fact, was heard calling out, "Rene, Rene is that you, mon cher?" The French accent was not a native one and Drew was glad he spoke the language fairly fluently, having mastered it during several business trips he had made in the past few years to Paris and Marseilles.
He held his breath and waited as the doorknob turned, a lock was unlatched and then the ornate oak door swung open to reveal the suddenly startled figure of a young Nordic looking girl dressed in absolutely nothing but her birthday suit.
"Monsieur!" she cried out with alarm, ducking back out of sight and trying to close the door in his face.
But Drew, by no little means delighted, was also one step ahead of the youngster. He stuck his foot in the doorway so that she was unable to close the door in his face. "I'm looking for Amy, Amy Mitchell," he announced in English, his voice taking on a suitably authoritarian ring.
"Let go. I know nothing. I know nobody named Amy," the girl said in fluent English.
Danish or Swedish, Drew supposed from her accent.
"Will you just let me in a second to talk to you? Jesus, I'm not going to rape you, for God sakes," he exclaimed, though the thought had certainly entered his mind.
"Just a second then. Let me get a robe," she reluctantly replied and stepped away from the door as he moved forward. He let himself in catching a glimpse of a stark white ass in contrast to the winter tan the rest of her body fashionably embraced.
She brushed back a strand of sun bleached blonde hair and moved towards him, not the least bit put off now that she had something over her naked skin. "Now," she said, as if she was determined to take control of the situation and master any difficulties he might be about to strew in her path. "What is this about an Amy person, Mr…?"
"Mr. Livingston," he said curtly, at which point he reached into his left side jacket pocket and pulled out a thin and impressive looking alligator billfold with gold corner bracings. He flipped it open and flashed it before her un-communicating blue eyes. "F.B.I., C.I.A., Interpol liaison between the White House and French intelligence," he said with matter-of-fact curtness.
The identity cards had all been provided to him by a friend and were, by no means, even copies of the real thing. But they were enough to change the girl's tune once she had seen him flash the glassine protected identification before her suddenly widened and almost frightened eyes.
"I see," she said in a more subdued tone of voice and behind the front of her hastily donned bathrobe he was able to see the way her breasts rose and fell, fluttering hotly with each breath she took.
"Now we know that M. Martinon has been seen in the company of this American teenager. She is the daughter of a wealthy industrialist and the American authorities do not take lightly to this situation, Miss…?"
"Christine," she muttered.
"Christine what?"
"Pedersen," the word coming out of her full sensual lips with a note of submission and glumness. "But I don't see what this has to do with Rene."
"Oh you don't, do you," he snickered knowledgeably, pleased that the girl had fallen for his story, that she had believed the cards to be the genuine article and not phonies. "Well suppose we sit down and have ourselves a little chat, Miss Pedersen. It would be a terrible thing if the Danish or Swedish authorities had to bring you home to face possible kidnapping charges, as well as your intake of drugs, I may add."
She nodded her head and with a weary sigh led him away from the front door and into the living room. Drew was almost having a good time, enjoying this charade, the power-plays he was exerting upon the girl.
"I'm telling you, Mr. Livingston, I don't know anything about this. Rene lets me use his apartment when I come down from Stockholm. That's all," she told him.
"A likely story," he snorted contemptuously. "And where is M. Martinon now, may I ask?"
"In… in… I don't know. I have my own set of keys to the house. He wasn't here when I arrived, hasn't been here for the past week, in fact."
"May I see your passport then? You say you've been in Paris only one week, is that correct?"
"Well… uh," and she shuddered, not knowing what to say to him.
She knows a helluva lot more, a helluva lot more than even Rachel did, Drew thought to himself, wondering if the same kind of cajolery he had used upon Amy's girl friend could work in this case. But no, despite the fact that the girls were all of about the same approximate age, Swedish Christine was a hard cookie and a tough nut to crack.
He knew he'd have to take a different course of action, for no doubt the girl was far from blocked or inhibited in terms of her sexual experience. If anything, she just might be Martinon's young mistress, or one of any young mistresses, he thought to himself.
Everything seemed to be getting heavier and more confusing with each passing second.
"Well," he said again with impatience. "Are you going to show me your passport or aren't you, Miss Pedersen?"
"I… I lost it," she announced with a sudden note of defiance. "I've already reported it to my embassy. Besides, you have no authority, no papers or search warrant to do this. In fact, I'm going to call for a gendarme, right this very minute," and she jumped up from the couch she had sitting upon and moved towards the phone to dial the police.
But she had made a big mistake by grossly underestimating Drew Livingston and his powers of persuasion. "I wouldn't advise that, Christine," he said in a cool and collected tone of voice, snatching the telephone receiver from her hand and replacing it on its cradle before she had a chance to get the operator. "This is serious business and the Surete has nothing whatsoever to do with this case, understand?"
"I understand nothing!" she yelled. "Who are you, anyway, mister? I don't believe you're anything but a liar, coming in here, flashing those cards at me like you own this place. Get out, get out before I… I…"
At that moment her voice trailed off as Drew suddenly grabbed both of her arms and pulled them tightly behind her back. "Either you shut your face, little girl, or else I'm gonna do it for you," he snarled, almost delighted to have the opportunity to put his fantasies to work.
He'd thought of countless ways of seducing the girl and winning her over, just as had been the case with Rachel. But Christine was a tough article, an international jet-setter kind of hippie chick with the body of a seventeen-year-old and the mentality of a hooker, so he thought to himself.
She had to be treated accordingly, even if that meant roughing her up a little. Drew was not a man who condoned violence, but when it was necessary, especially now when his niece's whereabouts were his total and primary concern, he knew he would stop short of nothing to find out what the voluptuous Swedish teenager knew about Amy's relationship with the mysterious Rene Martinon.
Accordingly, he pulled her arms up high until she winced with pain. And when she attempted to scream out and summon assistance in the person of the janitor or concierge, Drew didn't hesitate to clamp one hand over her mouth, stifling her cries of outrage.
"You'd best calm down, kiddo," he warned her, looking wildly about until he spied the narrow short hallway which led from the living room to the back of the apartment. He'd had it with doing numbers on living room floors and now he began to drag the unwilling teenager through the living room in the direction of the bedroom.
She was harder to handle than he would have first thought. Christine kicked up a storm, but he had her wrists in one hand, her arms pinned securely behind her back and her mouth sealed off with his other hand.
He nearly had to carry her bodily to the bedroom. Then, kicking a likely looking door open with his foot, he cursed when he saw the bathroom with its stall shower, toilet, sink and characteristically French bidet.
He kept dragging her down the hallway and the next door was partly ajar. He spied an unmade double bed, the sheets thrown back as if she had been sleeping when he'd knocked on the front door. It was to this room that he now hustled her, slamming the door shut behind him. If Rene was going to arrive, which he sincerely doubted since the girl had begun to tell him where Martinon was now to be found, it would be a perfect Livingston-style introduction.
But before that was destined to happen he'd get his way on all counts, both physically as well as in terms of information about Amy's whereabouts. So without any trouble at all he managed to throw Christine onto the large unmade bed, not in any mood to waste more time.
She rolled to the side, but he lunged down on top of her and despite her efforts to the contrary, it took little on his part to pin her down onto the bed. He was kneeling between her spread-eagled thighs, his hands securing her wrists and her arms bent and above her head, pinned down to the mattress.
"Don't you think it's time you cooperated, dear?" he whispered with a sarcastic twinkle in his eyes. "I'd hate to make things more difficult for you than they already are. Now, where's Amy Mitchell?"
"Eat shit, merde you pig," she snarled like a trapped tiger.
But her fire and spirit delighted him considerably. There was nothing as much fun as taming an unwilling chick, especially one as young and seductive as Christine Pedersen. So when she refused to answer him, he pulled her hands up higher until he's managed to hold unto both wrists at the same time.
Then, as she continued to struggle, he slid his knees over until he was pressing them down most painfully along the tops of her bronzed and shapely thighs. Her body was immobilized and with his one free hand, Drew Livingston took hold of the front of her flannel wrapper and wrenched it open, the snaps forced apart so that he suddenly was once again confronted and dumbfounded with the sight of her lush naked young body, tossing and turning, writhing on the bed as she continued to try to escape his steely and viselike grip.
"I told you that you're not going anywhere," he snickered, ogling her lush creamy-white boobs, her tan line cut so low that the bikini she must have worn couldn't have been much wider than two strips of handkerchief-sized cloth. "Now are you going to answer my questions or aren't you, Miss Pedersen?"
"I don't know shit. Ask Rene, if you can find him, sucker," she snapped, suddenly drawing her lips back and spitting out a gob of phlegm which hit him right in the face.
Her laughter was filled with scorn. But that didn't stop Drew in the least. He wiped his face dry and with the one hand he had free, managed to slip out of his tweed jacket. He threw it onto the floor and then reached for the buckle of his belt. Her eyes followed him and she suddenly stopped moving, as if she knew moments before he actually began what it was he in, tended to do to her.
"Get the picture?" he said, dead serious and not about to stop what he intended to see to its eventual completion. He unbuckled his belt and unbuttoned the top snap of his slacks, pulled his zipper down and began to push his trousers down off of his waist and hips.
"You can't be serious," she said with defiance. "What are you gonna do, big shot? Rape it out of me? Fat chance, you little faggot shithead!"
"So you know American English," he laughed, ignoring her words of anger and rage as he continued to push his trousers down, all the while holding her immobilized on the bed. And when he had gotten them down to his knees, it didn't take too much in the way of imagination for Christine to know what it was that tented up the front of his underpants, still hidden by his shirt tails as well.
With quick agile motions, as if he was borne to the task he had set out to perform, accomplished at undressing with the use of only one hand and five fingers, he unbuttoned his shirt up to the collar, glad that he wasn't wearing a tie. He pulled his arms, one and then the other, free of the sleeves, wanting to really enjoy himself and not be hassled by his clothing getting in the way of the contact of flesh against flesh, skin against skin and body against body.
And hers was, as he continued to notice, a body that could not be taken lightly or easily ignored. If anything, it was so lush and seductive that he would have wanted her under any kind of circumstances. But now he had the perfect reason to use sex as a means of getting the necessary information out of her stubborn and defiant little head.
Her sun-blonde hair was spread out, haloed around the pillow. Her aureoles, prominent and distinguishing her jugs by their tawny hue, were surrounding by prickly goose bumps, highlighting each large flaccid button-like nipple. But if Drew had anything to do about it, they wouldn't remain flaccid too much longer.
Once his shirt was off, she was able to see what his brute strength was made of, his pectoral muscles standing out boldly, taut and contracted so that his virile and hairy chest suggested the physique of a middle-aged athlete, that rare breed of man to whom age has little if any bearing.
It wasn't only vanity which kept him in good physical shape. It was also the awareness and knowledge that the girls he lusted after, the adolescent females he took delight in enjoying like young and fruity first-growth wines, looked askance at men who were fat and paunchy, who showed their age and hid their virility under layers of flab.
Flab was the last thing Christine saw now as the front of his youthful and tight-fitting cotton briefs bulged out with the hard and jutting outline of his imprisoned erection. As if she had switched off some inner mechanism inside of her mind and body, she suddenly stopped moving, gasping for breath and lying there as cold and frozen-as a statue.
But if her body was not responding to his mere physical presence, her eyes certainly betrayed what she was actually thinking. He'd seen the way she'd glanced down at the silhouette of his cock and he knew as well that she had been both intrigued and even a little frightened at the prospect of his unveiling the mysteries which lay behind the swollen crotch of his underpants.
"Well?" he said again, hooking his hand under the waistband of his shorts. "Where is she, and M. Martinon?"
"I told you that I don't know anything about any Amy, period," she said.
"Have it your way, my darling," he snickered and without another word began to make good his threat, or the threat she had assumed would be her punishment for not telling him all that she knew about his niece.
Without waiting any further, tired of playing games and getting hassled in response, he shucked off his briefs with a minimum of effort. And like a suddenly unsheathed sword his massive boner jumped out of confinement, jutting out at her like an infant's arm. A gasp tore through her lips and he smiled with delight, pleased at her apparent fear of his studly equipment.
Not even bothering to pull his trousers and undershorts off completely, too impatient now to think of doing anything but what came to him most naturally, he held onto his dick and tried to guide it down towards the narrow pink furrow of her youthful snatch.
She spit at him once again, but he had her where he wanted her, and she was in no position to get back. Pressing down on the pressure points of her thighs made her groan with pain and he pushed forward until the huge swollen head of his monstrous cock was thrusting against her narrow and fleecy gash.
The color rose in her skin, blotchy and hot and she tossed and turned from side to side. But Drew didn't give her a chance to even say another word. With a vengeful forward motion, he lunged down and managed with some difficulty to cram the head of his pecker right inside her vulva.
She screamed out with pain, shuddering against him as he eased his knees off of her thighs and thrust down with all of his might, groaning loudly as he felt his joystick tearing and ripping its way down into the depths of her amazingly tight and juicy pussy.
The narrow walls of her vagina were forced brutally apart as he tunneled down into place, shoving one hard hot inch of meat after another, not even stopping to give her a chance to grow accustomed to the savage pressure of his swollen penis. She groaned as he did, her voice betraying her pain as well as her sinister delight.
He kicked off his trousers, pulled his underpants down right after and now that he had only his shoes and socks on he was really able to work his magic. Not worrying about hurting her, for pain would serve him as much as pleasure would, Drew fell upon the teenager and crushed and pinned her down to the bed, the entire length of his body covering and nearly smothering her.
He stared into her flashing eyes and pushed forward until he could feel the head of his mushrooming tool swelling even more as it hit against her cervix and tipped her womb. A flash of pain made her features contort with agony. And then she slumped back against the pillows, shivering uncontrollably now that he had buried his dong right up to the root and hairy virile hilt.
Not an inch of cock remained out into the open, the entire nine-inch length of his cunt rammer feeling and enjoying the tight wet grip of her virginal snatch. He caught his breath and swayed from side to side, pushing gingerly down against one vaginal wall and then the other as if he was attempting to stretch her cunt out of proportion, or break right through her tender split.
Foam flecked her lips and she was more than just beside herself, groaning loudly as he held himself steady and didn't pull back, his glans burning hot against her cervix and his hairy nuts tickling the tender and as yet unexplored crack between her tight and girlish buns. "Well?" he said again, as if what he had already succeeded in doing now justified getting the truth out of the girl.
"Well what, you fucker?" she snapped, wincing when he pushed down a little more, some of his long wiry pubes actually entering her vulva and scratching the tender pulpy walls of her muff.
"Have it your way, babe," he finally replied and with those words echoing in her ears he drew his sword halfway back and then pistoned it forward again, sliding and scraping his shaft raw as he tunneled back down into the depths of her tight and burning quim. Her cunt was marvelously wet and gripping and he wished the two of them had gone to bed under different circumstances.
But since that was not out of the question, he made it a point to really let go and enjoy himself, not worrying if he was hurting her or not. If anything, a little pain would do her good, he told himself as he rubbed his hairy chest over the knockers and then bent his head down to capture one of her half-erect nipples between his teeth.
He bit down on it gently, yet hard enough to cause her to moan anew from the additional pain. But that didn't stop Drew Livingston. Chewing and biting on her nipples was just the beginning and now he really went at it, hot and heavy, hammering and lunging back and forth and tearing his way in and out of her tight and overly stretched vagina.
He could feel himself hitting against her hips, but her pussy was meaty enough to absorb the shock of his careening and crushing body. He was consuming her, covering her completely with his burly torso and she began to beg him to stop after a few more minutes of bone-jarring cockstrokes.
"Tell me where my niece is," he blurted out, cursing himself for having revealed the truth.
"Your niece, your niece!" she exclaimed, a look of relief coming over her face. It was as if she'd finally believed his story, only to discover with chagrin that she'd been made the fool of, not Drew Livingston. "Oh fuck, oh that's too much, man, your niece!"
Drew was the last person in the world to appreciate the tone in the girl's voice. Annoyed at himself for being so stupid as to tell the teenager who he really was, he reared back and began to jab and pound his penis in and out of her tight and quivering hole. The think pink lips of her blonde-haired snatch gripped the moving sides of his penis and he pulled her legs up higher until he had gotten her to bend her knees over his wide set shoulders.
Half-raised off the bed, he rose up before her, kneeling now and pulling her towards him even as he lashed out with all of his might. There was no stopping him now and he had both of her hands pinned back so that she couldn't go anywhere but where he directed her. And that was towards his sweaty and hairy crotch as he funneled his meaty rod in and out with loud and searing thrusts.
His balls smacked against her upraised buttocks like a swinging fist or a punching bag, hitting her again and again each time he drilled his hard on down between her tight and pain-racked cunt lips. "Yeah, do it, stud, do it good and hard," she said then, her nostrils flaring wide as she seemed to taunt and revile him, daring him to hurt her by what he was now doing to her body.
It was too late for him to stop or turn back and he groaned with wild sexual fervor and kept at it, hitting into her with the force of two men, not one. Yet it seemed as if his renewed attack only served to inflame her senses, to give her pleasure, not any reason for her to spill the beans.
His rage grew more pronounced with each successive bone-jarring thrust and his body swayed violently, back and forth and back and forth again, cramming his nine-inch pole in and out and not daring to stop for one single second.
Her words now became unintelligible as she strained against him, obviously getting off on his sexual pyrotechnics and angered bout of frenzied fucking. He was livid with rage by then and it suddenly flashed through his mind what he would do, even before he got off and drained his balls dry, now that the girl had proven her abilities in bed, her ability to handle his enormously oversized cock, for starters.
If she digs this, let's see how she feels about something else, he thought to himself as he suddenly ripped his burning prong all the way out into the open. It was raw and coated with her slippery vaginal secretions. The lips of her battered twat snapped shut like elastic bands and she slumped back, groaning and shaking from side to side.
But before she had a chance to try to escape, he now directed his prong down towards an even narrower and far more sensitive part of her body, namely her asshole. Christine stared at him with gaping reddened eyes and at that instant he pushed forward, sliding his shaft past the bottom edge of her juicy muff, farther still until he was wiggling the plum-shaped and leaking glans right between the jiggling cheeks of her ass.
"Oh no you don't…" she started to say as he pushed his penis down towards her as yet unseen and unviolated bottom-hole.
"Oh, but yes I do, my dear, yes I most certainly do," he hissed between clenched teeth, thrusting down with all of his considerable might and burly weight. And when he felt the puckered tender folds of her hairless and virginal asshole, he tried to cram his juice-smeared pecker right inside her rectum.



CHAPTER FIVE


"Little girls should never be heard more than they're seen," he told her, holding himself steady so that the mushroom-shaped head of his monstrously swollen dick was wedged up tightly against her tight and narrow bottom-hole. "You should have cooperated right from the start, and then I would have added gentleness to my repertoire and we would have had a fucking ball in bed together. Now you'll just have to take your punishment, Christine."
She started cursing him, but he had her arms pinned down and no matter how hard she tried to escape, there was no way for her to remove herself from the path of his omnipresent and burning rod. He thrust down, his dick coated with cunt juice so that it was slightly lubricated, though not nearly enough to make the act of sodomizing her as painless as it might have been under other conditions.
A feverish panic-stricken cry escaped her lips as the folds of her tender little fundament were pulled back under the advancing pressure of Drew Livingston's masterful pole. He pushed forward gritting his teeth, refusing to give in and stop.
And as he thrust down his glans made its way forward, tearing open her asshole and digging slowly but confidently inside. She shuddered violently the instant she felt the way he had entered her. Her bottom hole burned feverishly, but she could do nothing to prevent Drew from easing inch after inch of hard virile meat down into place, down into the tight dry depths of her virginal rectum.
"I'm loving it," he told her with a sardonic grin, hunching forward and getting more and more aroused. He had her immobilized and pinned down and even though she continued to spastically writhe and thrash against his hairy crotch, she could no longer stop his cock from entering her poop.
He dug in, pushing forward and moaning as his hard burning shaft stretched her rectal passageway, frictioning against her dry and spongy anal walls. It was even tighter and hotter than her pussy and he loved every minute of it, thrusting agilely down until his cock was all but hidden, buried down inside of her previously rarely touched and explored fundament.
The color had drained from her face and she was groaning with genuine pain now that he had gotten his way, now that the entire length of his boner was hidden inside of her poop. His balls slapped wickedly against her upraised buns, tickling her anal furrow as he held himself steady and waited for her to come to her senses.
"Try relaxing your sphincter muscles," he said in a moment of concern. He knew he was not really damaging her physically, but his cock was of a width she no doubt had never experienced before and unless the teenager calmed down and relaxed her anal muscles, the pain would continue to mount.
She glared at him, but did as he had suggested, loosening her sphincter ring as he wiggled a bit closer, feeling the way his pubes were scratching against her bum furrow as well as the bottom edge of her naked and juice-coat muff.
That straw-hued mane of cunt fur stared him in the eye, but he had no intention of stimulating her vaginally while he worked on her asshole. Rather, he was into his own brand of pleasure, not in the least bit concerned about Christine. If anything, he really didn't want her to be enjoying herself, as she had ultimately done when he'd fucked her cunt a few minutes before.
He wanted the pain to be an inducement, a means to an end, the latter additional information she was still stubbornly withholding about his niece. So he began to really punch in and out of her shuddering poop in earnest, hammering his meaty dong back and forth with one thunderous stroke after another.
His balls ricocheted against her upraised buns and sweat poured down his chest to trickle onto her heaving jugs and dribble down towards her burning twat. Her eyes were glazed over and she kept gasping each time he stroked, moaning when he pulled searingly back and then moaning anew when he thrust eagerly forward.
Drew kept up a stead volley of pistoning motions, rocking back and forth between the girl's upraised legs. Her ass burned his meat raw, but he was loving the tightness of its all-consuming embrace, knowing that he wouldn't be able to hold out as long as he would have liked.
He was getting increasingly aroused and feverish with sexual excitement, feeling his body being propelled forward, drawn down towards the gaping and dilated opening he had made her anus become. The narrow slitted aperture was no more, replaced now by a wide gaping hole that was constantly filled with his shunting bucking dong.
Bending his head forward, he started in on her tits all over again and after half a dozen love bites, actually nibbles that were even a little bit more painful than that, Christine seemed to finally give up.
"Okay, please, just stop, no more," she gasped, having been unable to take it, unable to grow accustomed to the way her anus was being raped and savagely assaulted by his battering hammering penis.
He stopped suddenly and held himself stiff and unmoving, not about to pull out until he had gotten the truth out of the youngster. "Go on," Drew said calmly, though his heart was beating frenetically and he could feel the blood pounding hotly in his temples, not to mention his cock.
"She's… she's with Rene, that's all I know," Christine gasped, struggling to free herself from his torturous sexual hold. But her efforts were all to no avail. She could not remove herself from the searing and agonizing embrace of his cock.
He kept his pecker buried down inside of her burning and pain-filled bottom, waiting for her to tell him the rest. "She's with Rene, you say," he went on, repeating what she had just told him. "And where the hell is that supposed to be?"
"Fontenay," the girl moaned.
"Fontenay?"
"Yes, it's a suburb, right outside of the city, near the fort. Fontenay-aux-Roses it's called. Rene has a country house there. She's with him there, has been for a month, I guess," Christine told him, groaning more feverishly now as he remained rigid and unmoving, his cock horsed deep within the tight and quivering recesses of her virginal ass.
"What else?" he demanded.
"That's… that's all I know. I haven't seen Rene in weeks, not since her met her, your niece. I swear it!" He eased back then and as she collapsed on the bed he pulled his cock roughly out of the confinement of her ass and immediately replaced it in another rightful spot, back down into the depths of her wet and overheated muff.
She had, he was pleased to note, no objections to that whatsoever. Rather, she breathed a loud sigh of relief and lay there on the bed as he lowered her legs and finally let go of her hands. He was pleased when she didn't try to fight him off of her, but began to milk his pole with her vaginal muscles, squeezing and nipping at his deeply ensheathed penis.
He didn't stroke for a minute or so, not wanting to come so quickly now that he had gotten what he hoped was the information she had not given him earlier. So he leaned forward, keeping the bulk of his weight off of her, his cock down into place and her tawny pubes and petal-thin cunt lips pressed down around the bulky sides of his stiff-standing and meaty salami.
"What are they doing at Fontenay?" he asked.
"I don't know, I swear. I haven't seen or even heard from them. They went there about a week after they met, that's all I know. I wouldn't lie, not after what you did to me," she replied, her tone of voice sounding so genuine that he tried to cast any doubts or suspicions he still might have out of his mind trying instead to turn his thoughts back to the pleasure of the moment.
It was not the easiest transformation to effect, for he still thought of Amy even as he now began to hammer and thrust his pecker in and out of the teenager's tight and gripping vagina. He wondered what they were doing in the house and who this Rene character really was.
Something about the entire set-up sounded fishy, even down to the fact that if Christine hadn't lied, she was being kept in the dark just as he was. Something's happening out there, he told himself, but he knew that he couldn't or shouldn't jump to any wrong conclusions, not until he had discovered the truth for himself, seen it with his own two eyes.
So now he returned to finishing what he had started.
That, needless to say, was a most easy and enjoyable task. Instead of biting her jugs, he now licked and sucked lovingly on each firm stiff-standing young nipple, sucking them hotly into his mouth as he rammed his meaty prong in and out with short jabbing dog-like strokes.
He heaved to and fro and she met his pistoning motions, her hip corkscrewing around his pole and her body lunging back and forth as he kept at it in earnest, never stopping to catch his breath. "Yes," she muttered a few minutes later. "Oh man, do it, make it good. I don't want any more pain, I've had enough. Make me come, that's all I need, to come, to come forever!"
He laughed with delight and gave her every ounce of virile potent energy he had in his body, thrusting deeply, tipping her womb and hitting her cervix and still refusing to stop. But she didn't want him to lessen the force or momentum of his vigorous thrusts, for any second Christine was about to go off like an exploding firecracker, about to come as never before.
Drew sensed her imminent release and he tried to join her, knowing how delightful it could be if they got off at just about the same time. So with all of his energy he hit into her gaping and overly stuffed cunt, savoring the way her vaginal muscles were now palpating and fibrillating uncontrollably around his ever-moving dong.
"Yes, that's it," she groaned. "Do it, more, fuck you're unreal, what a piece of meat, give it to me, more, all of it."
Her words fed his ego and his desires and as inflamed with passion as the hot-blooded teenager, Drew Livingston made good his promise and her wish, giving her everything she had asked him for, everything and a little more, besides.
A minute or two later there was no holding her back.
As if she was being dragged along by a team of horses, she came with a volcanic burst of hot lava-like cunt gush, thick murky pools of sap oozing down and coating his plunging member, matting their pubic bushes and making their thighs and bellies wet and sticky with her abundant liquidy spend.
Her skin was the color of a pomegranate, suffused with the rest of sexual fulfillment. She whistled between her teeth and pante feverishly, shaking against him as Drew continued to batter her cunt, attacking it with renewed fervor.
He too was almost there, almost on the verge of giving in to the raging sexual demands of his tense and sweaty body. His balls felt as if they were rhythmically contracting, prepared to send out the first blasting gushes of his long pent-up load.
He rammed like a tiger attacking its prey, but suffering was the last thing in the world the youngster felt. She was buoyed up by her bliss, driven mad and incoherent by this time. And then, even as his cock pressed down against her nubby little button of a clit and triggered another orgasm, he finally joined the Swedish teenager in the searing ecstasy of his unbelievably potent orgasm.
His release came within an instant, a mere split-second in time. Suddenly he felt his body stiffening and his muscles contracting involuntarily. He dug his feet down against the mattress, cupped and pawed at her jugs as if for additional body support and then fell against her.
Come soared up the deeply buried and hidden length of his enormous mule-cock, sending out hot bullets of cream. His gism splashed again and again and he bellowed with his raging delight, pressing himself down against her and shooting more and more come down into the depths of her wet and tingling vagina.
"Yes," she whispered, barely audible and drained of energy, "more more, give it to me, more come, good strong come, I want it, I want it now!"
"You're getting it, baby," he laughed, thrusting once again and then trying to hold himself steady as his penis ejaculated like a Tommy Gun, sending its load of semen volleying and churning down into her tight and clenching twat.
He didn't stop until he was shivering and the first pearly drools of after-come, Cowper's gland fluid by its rightful name, were trickling through his urethra and out into the open. And then h leaned down and lay on top of her, crushing her against him as his penis began to slowly but surely lose its stiff and steely erection.
She was gasping, still feverish with pleasure. His cock lost its supply of trapped blood and the vessels dilated so that his meat began to grow soft between her legs. And still he made no move to pull it out into the open, to stuff it down her throat, to get her to work him up for another round.
He felt drained of energy, though he knew as well that within the space of a mere ten minutes he'd be back in shape and at the top of his form, all over again. But for the moment it was nice just to rest, to relax and feel his body quieting down, to feel his penis now limp and lolling like a beached and landed sausage, nearly floating on the puddle of come he had poured down her tight little trench.
So much come had poured out that it now began to ooze down like water flowing downstream or ice melting down a mountainside. He slid from side to side every so gently, feeling the way his crotch was getting increasingly sticky as more and more viscous and slippery gism ran down her shuddering and raw vaginal walls.
But finally he eased himself off of her until his penis plopped out into the open, trailing come along with it, a pink tube which was draped over his balls, piebald looking now that it was coated with curds and clots of his abundant spend.
"Now isn't it better to always tell your elders the truth," he joshed her as she opened her eyes and looked down between his legs, still amazed at the sight of his limp dong, amazed that she had been able to handle it and for as long as she had, as well.
"Man, after what I just went through, I'd tell the truth to you every day of the week. Shit, and you're the chick's uncle? Unreal. What she sees in Rene when she could have you…"
He was thinking exactly the same kind of thoughts and he smiled at her and slid off of the bed, taking her hand so that the two of them moved towards the bathroom together, lost in their own thoughts and post-coital reveries.
The narrow stall shower seemed a perfect place to finish out the morning's adventures. They squeezed inside together without a word and Christine adjusted the faucets so that a steady sharp needle spray of hot water streamed down on top of them.
"Let me do your back, okay," she said with a mischievous giggle.
He was all too willing to let the youngster do whatever she wanted and so he handed her the soap, though she frowned on the wash cloth he made a move to give her. The hand's much better, for sure, he thought to himself as he leaned forward and pressed him palm flat against the wet tile wall, planting his feet solidly on the floor of the stall shower.
His ass stuck out a bit, but it was to his back and shoulders that Christine Pedersen first directed her sudsy and massaging fingers. She used both of her hands at the same time, kneading his wide set shoulders as he rested his head against one outstretched arm, delighted that things were ending on such a pleasant sexual note.
He should have suspected it too, for judging from the way she'd finally gotten off in bed with him she was a girl with truly liberated sexual feelings. Now, she rubbed her hands over his back and then moved them down along his spine, giving him the chills.
He shivered and she giggled hotly, enjoying herself now that the worst was over. If Rene found out, well, she'd deal with it when the time came. But if she knew Rene the way she thought she did, he wouldn't be all that eager to get rid of her, to ask for his keys back, so to speak.
Now, all that mattered was Drew Livingston.
Drew could sense all these things, the way the teenager was getting increasingly aroused and worked up all over again. Her gentle and stimulating touch was certainly having the desired effect on him as well. For by now his cock was once gain showing sighs of hardening allover again, slowly but definitely lengthening and thickening as it hung over his hairy swaying nuts.
Her hands continued to move down, soaping up every inch of his muscular back. He didn't say a word, not wanting to spoil things. But he wondered what she had planned, knowing that this was not to be any ordinary back rub, that's for sure.
He was absolutely correct.
The last thing the girl had in mind was to loosen his muscles. His body was turning her on incredibly and even more so the longer she rubbed her hands over his back. She bent down slightly and managed to wedge her jiggling butt flush against the other wall of the shower stall, for it was that narrow.
Suitably positioned, not likely to lose her balance or slip on the wet sudsy floor, she eased her hands ever downward, wondering if he was getting off on her coolly methodical and slow sensual touch. He was all right, for even then his cock was getting bigger by the minute.
Drew tried to glance back and then turned his head away, letting Christine carryon at her own speed. And that was increasing in tempo the lower she got, now tickling the small of his back before sliding her ten trembling fingers onto the rounded muscular swell of his tense and shuddering buttocks.
"You have a nice ass, Livingston, nice and hard the way a man's butt is supposed to look," she told him as her fingers moved over the rounded contours of his manly rump.
"Thanks for the compliment," he laughed, shivering once again as he felt her fingertips tickling and arousing him. "It's nice to know, for future reference."
Christine didn't reply, getting increasingly preoccupied and turned on by what she was doing, by how she was now calling the shots, not middle-aged Drew Livingston telling her what she could and could not do. The water continued to stream down on them, stimulating his skin and only serving to make him grow acutely aware of how aroused he had fast become.
Now, even as she continued to play with his rump, fondling and toying with his buns, gently squeezing them as if she was interested in observing the play of his gluteus muscles, his cock was responding accordingly.
From the long pink and come-smeared sausage it had appeared to look like when he'd pulled it out of her twat, it had now turned back into the stiff and unwieldy organ she had suffered from when Drew had corn holed the truth out of her.
It bobbed back and forth, arching out above his tingling swaying scrotal sac. But he made no move to touch himself, to lay one finger on his dick. Rather, he was enjoying Christine's sensual touch and attentions and decided it was for her to do with as she might please, not for him to tell her what he wanted.
She couldn't have been pleased more, had he voiced those thoughts to her. Being the aggressive one delighted the hot-blooded and sexy youngster and she massaged his buttocks, marveling at their sheer muscular strength.
But it was not just his ass which intrigued her.
Before she did anything else, she moved her fingers down over his buns to where they joined up with his thighs, his grizzly legs planted before her like twin Godlike pillars of flesh, blood and muscle.
The hairs on his legs were matted down from the flowing water and she bent down a little further and with one hand on each of his legs, squeezed his thigh muscles and tickled the tender sensitive flesh of his inner thighs before moving back up towards his ass.
Only now, she concentrated upon the seductive and as yet unexplored groove between his trembling buttocks. Drew glanced back just as her fingers took hold of his nether globes and pulled them gently yet forcefully back, exposing the dark and hairy crevice between his ass cheeks.
Intrigued beyond words, she stared at his bum furrow, her eyes narrowing as she looked at the brown pitted contours of his puckered anus. Without so much as a word, she bent forward with a sudden twist of her body and Drew moaned with pleasure the instant he felt Christine's tongue sliding down from the small of his back and the top of his anal fissure, down along his furrow until she was licking and sucking on his asshole.
"Ohh baby, you've got a magic tongue. Man, I'm really gettin' into it, the way you're rimming me, eating my ass out," he muttered, thrusting his buns forward so that when they contracted his cheeks appeared to dimple and she could see the folds and creases surrounding his fundament tightening in response.
Her tongue slid down and then back up again, feasting upon his clean and hairy bottom-hole. She pushed it forward, pulled his ass cheeks, even wider apart and slowly but surely his anus began to expand.
The narrow puckered slit dilated until the tip of her tongue was right inside. It wasn't often that Drew got rimmed out, especially by a kid. And how he was totally delighted with what she had thought to do, pushing his buns back and forth and trying to egg her on all the more.
Christine needed little if any encouragement.
Intrigued incredibly, she kept at it, thrusting her tongue down even deeper, trying to wiggle it right inside of his poop. She managed to do it, too and soon enough was sliding it forward, tonguing the dry spongy walls of his manly rump.
"Oh shit, do it, baby," he groaned with delight as he felt her tongue slurping and slobbering around the inner rim of his gaping bottom hole. "Tickle my prostate too, while you're in there."
He laughed hotly and though she wasn't quite sure if she'd heard him correctly or not, she didn't hesitate to push her tongue deeper still. When she felt it sliding over a kind of nodular chestnut sized swelling, she realized that that was what he must have been talking about.
Because the instant she hit against his prostate gland and tickled it lustfully, he started groaning and hunching, pushing his buns back and forth in time to her rhythmic tongue strokes. Low-pitched moans of pleasure escaped his lips and he held himself steady as the girl kept at it.
Christine was really getting into what she was doing, hardly aware of anything else, for that matter. She ignored the way her box was once again itching and tingling, demanding to be serviced and catered to. That, she knew as surely as she knew her name, would take place soon enough.
Now, there were other and perhaps even more important things to attend to, like Drew Livingston's shuddering poop, in particular. And so she didn't hesitate to keep at it, enjoying herself tremendously, as much if not more than Drew was at that moment.
As if this was not enough, rimming him out in the shower, she wiggled and lashed her tongue from side to side and in and out and then slid one hand down between his legs, suddenly cupping his heavy weighty nuts in the palm of her hand. Her wet warm fingers made him wince with pleasure and he groaned anew as she tickled his balls, able to feel how heavy his stones were, even as she continued to eat out his bucking heaving ass.
Her tongue skidded back and forth, making his prostate swell even more. He was feeling rushes of pleasure coursing up and down his spine and his nuts were contracting, or so it felt at the moment, due to the tickling and stimulating way she continued to play with them.
From his balls her hand moved even higher until the base of his stiff-standing and jutting tool was pressed hotly against her opened palm.
She curled her fingers around his meaty shaft, amazed when she discovered for the first time that she was unable to grasp it around completely. Her fingers couldn't meet each other, for his shaft was that thick.
Nevertheless, while her tongue continued its nonstop plunging slobbering motions, rimming out his asshole as it had never been eaten out before, she slid her fingers up along the length of his stiff and rigid boner, squeezing his steely cock-shaft and loving everything that was happening.
Her fingers grazed around the bulbous head of his tool and he moaned with pleasure, able to see what her hand was doing even as he felt her hot breath fanning and blowing in and out of his shuddering poop.
"Oh too much, too fucking much," he panted, shoving his buttocks back and forth, then using his ring of sphincter muscles to milk her tongue and hold it more tightly and securely inside of his rump. She felt his anal walls contracting against her mouth and speeded up her motions, quick snakelike darting jabs which brought him to the very peak of ecstasy.
But he didn't want to come, to waste another hot strong load all over her clutching fingers. And though it nearly pained him to force the girl to stop what she was doing so that he could really give her the full benefit of his rampant and potent virility, Drew nevertheless knew that he had to stop her before it was too late, before he lost complete and total control of himself and his bodily functions.



CHAPTER SIX


The instant he turned around to face her, her eyes dropped down and stared with considerable excitement at his huge hammer-headed dong. The prospect of enjoying his studly and wonderfully thick meaty tool delighted her to no end and Christine made no bones about the fact that she was cock-struck, anxious for him to hammer the point of his lesson as well as the point of his pecker, all the way home.
Home was where the heart was, and home was right between her legs, right to the heart of the matter. Drew wondered if he'd be able to accomplish the rather difficult position of fucking her standing up, but he didn't hesitate to try it out a moment later.
Having reached the point of no return, as turned on by Christine as she was by him, he leaned forward and pressed her up against the wet tile wall. With one hand, he guided his penis down towards the wet and slightly dilated opening of her tender muff.
She was shuddering with the expectation of pleasure, with the expectation of once again being crammed up to the hilt with the entire length of his masterful penis. And he gave her the full complement of his experience as well as his dong, not about to disappoint the teenager in the lease. Nor himself, for that matter.
He was forced to crouch down slightly, though he was glad that Christine had long legs. Otherwise, he'd never be able to maneuver his cock into place. But now he was managing to do it, pushing forward so that she responded by reaching down and holding her thin puffy cunt flaps open, as if to beckon him right inside of her twitching and juicy snatch.
He thrust agilely, digging forward at the same time. His glans was swiftly crammed into place, filling her vulva and stretching her vaginal folds smooth and taut from the wide burly pressure of his cock-head.
Next, even as she whimpered and begged for more, he pushed forward a second time, easing the first hard throbbing inches of his manly organ up into the wet recesses of her pussy. He could feel come adhering to her cunt walls and the additional lubricity made this difficult position a bit easier to achieve and see to complete insertion and success.
"Oh man, you're beautiful, shit too much," she whispered, raising her hands to slide her fingers up through the thicket of wet matted chest hair which covered the upper half of his burly torso. She rotated her palm over each stiff little brown tittie and he groaned in response, still trying to work his cock even deeper inside.
He was pushing up, as if to lift her off her feet and when he could go no further he glanced down and saw that he will had nearly a third of his tool to give her. "I'm gonna lift you up and you wrap your legs around my ass or my thighs, whichever is easier or whichever you can reach. One, two, three. Now!" and he pushed her forward, pressing her up against the wall even as he shuddered and lifted her off the floor of the stall shower.
With almost gymnastic and naturally athletic grace she bounced up and managed to wrap her legs around the backs of his thighs, holding onto his shoulders for additional support. The bulk of her weight was pushed up firmly against the tile wall and it took little effort for Drew to finally finish what he had started.
With several quick eager forward motions, he managed to ram the rest of his hardon all the way into place, not satisfied until every last hot inch was enjoying the wet clinging embrace of the teenager's muff.
Christine was beside herself by then and she wiggled like a trapped and landed fish, shuddering against him as he bent his knees, held her steady or as best he could under the circumstances, and began to thrust with demonical power and delight.
She was literally and physically impaled on his great straining bar of meat, wiggling to and fro and panting loudly in response to his hard driving strokes. He beat his cock in and out, fierce and proud of his virility, wanting to come and knowing that she'd get off in no time at all, long before he had even begun to approach the moment of his own orgiastic release.
He wanted her to come as many times as was physically possible and so he worked his tool in and out, sliding it upwards and scraping it hotly all along the convulsing length of her mushy vagina. She yapped like a puppy, clinging to him, suckling on his neck and shaking with fitful muscular spasms.
"Yes, anything, oh do it some more, some more. I need it. I need so much, all of it, all of it," she kept repeating, babbling incoherently as he drilled his steely rod in and out with one flaming stroke after another.
Her tits jiggled to and fro, but he wasn't able to handle them with his fingers, so he bent his head forward and by stretching his neck down and then his tongue, managed to lick and slobber over her melons even as he plunged his hardon in and out of her juicy box.
"I… I don't believe it. I'm coming, oh shit I'm coming now, all over your meat, you fucking mule, you hairy stud, give it to me, yes, yes I'm creaming," she groaned then and flung herself against him, wrapping her arms around his neck and holding on for dear life.
The hot gushes of cunt juice he'd felt earlier now swirled down over his plunging heaving dick, coating his meat and making her muff even more juicy and lubricious. Juice dripped down his thighs and he kept at it, attacking her vagina with renewed fervor.
His nuts swung back and forth, heavy with a fresh load of come he could almost feel churning like butter inside of his scrotum. Any minute and he'd come too, but before he even had a chance to experience his own brand of sexual bliss Christine screamed out once more.
"Again, oh shit, again, again it's happening again!" she cried out with wild delight, coming a second time even as he kept ramming his meat in and out of her pussy with all of his strength.
There was no stopping either of them after that.
He lost count of what was happening to her after he'd triggered a third climax. Her multi-orgasmic response fed his sexual appetites and he was nearing his own pinnacle of release, his cock moving in and out like a sledgehammer.
Had her pussy not been coated with gism and cunt juice he knew his pecker would have been skinned raw as a peeled banana by now, for the teenager's vagina was extremely tight, the walls like gripping rubber bands which nipped and held onto his darting penis.
"Soon, soon and I'll come too," he promised her.
By now she was barely able to keep her legs locked around his back. Her head fell over his shoulder and he felt her heart beating at an incredibly fast pulsing rate. But still he couldn't stop himself from ramming his dong in and out of her snatch.
Everything seemed to be spinning around him then and he knew he was nearly exhausted. But still he kept at it, for any second it was destined to take place all over again. And finally for Drew Livingston knew the workings of his body on a most intimate and familiar level, the first sensations of his approaching climax could be felt.
First his nuts were pulled up involuntarily, high within his pendulous scrotal sac. And then his muscles stiffened and contracted and a roar of bull-like animalism flew out of the depths of his very being.
"You wanted it," he panted. "And now you've got it. Oh baby, feel Uncle Drew shooting. Feel Uncle's load, all of his come, now, yes fuck now!"
The hot bursts of gism cascaded like a geyser out of the deeply ensheathed and buried head of his ejaculating penis. Come splashed against her cervix and then due to the force of gravity slid down along her well-stuffed vaginal walls, barely able to flow, downwards, for her cunt was so amazingly filled and blocked up with the burning shuddering length of his joystick.
He leaned against her, groaning and shaking as more and more gism sprayed into her tender and battered private parts. She said nothing, too exhausted and drained of energy to move a muscle. But her vaginal walls contracted in voluntarily, responding to the pleasing soothing balm that was his hot viscous come.
How long they leaned against the wall of the stall shower he didn't know. How long it took for him to exhaust himself, to drain his hot viscous come.
How long they leaned against the wall of the stall shower he didn't know. How long it took for him to exhaust himself, to drain his balls and deplete them of their second and nearly as abundant load of semen, was something else he didn't know, either.
But that was of no ultimate importance in the scheme of things, anyway. Only pleasure was of the essence and please was most assuredly what Mr. Drew Livingston was able to experience as he and his Swedish teenybopper clung to each other, having exhausted themselves in the best possible way known to man.
When he'd managed to return to his senses and pull his head, not to mention his body, together, he gently eased back, letting her down to her feet once again. When his cock had slid out of her cunt, squishing loudly as he left he snatch and her cunt flaps snapped shut almost elastically, he turned around again and adjusted the taps.
This time they really showered and the warm and then cool water helped him clear his head and return to his senses. Ten minutes later he stood in the foyer of Rene Martinon's city apartment, dressed and ready to leave.
Christine had given him the phone number of Rene's house in Fontenay-aux-Roses but he didn't think he'd all and announce his upcoming visit, knowing as he did that surprise – in all things – was always a more successful approach to difficult situations.
"Is there anything else you want to tell me… before I leave?" he asked her as she stood near him, stark naked and just as inviting, just as much of a turn-on, as she'd been when he'd first entered the apartment.
"Yeah, there is something, Livingston. Come again, why don't you? If I'm here, I'd be more than willing to entertain, just the way you know how to entertain me," she replied with a suggestive and salacious little laugh and accompanying grin.
"Don't put it past me, either. I just might show up again, unannounced," he replied. "Esecoa, u of au osm't wjere sje's si – psed tp be. Who is this Martinon guy, anyway? What is he, a hypnotist, luring young girls into his clutches?"
"Isn't that what you like best, Mr. Livingston? Young girls, like me," Christine said with a conspiratorial wink. "As for Rene, I suggest you find out for yourself and then make your own value judgments. Anything I might say about him might be taken in evidence, against me, that is. And using his pad is so much more fun than staying in Stockholm and going to school. I'd hate to fuck up a nice cozy arrangement. So do me a favor and don't bring me up. What little Rene doesn't know, doesn't hurt him."
"My lips are sealed… until such time as I'll need to open them again." Then, with a sly chuckle, he dropped down to his knees, kissed her dry and fleecy little love crop with his lips and darting tongue and finally, though reluctantly, got back to his feet and made his goodbyes.
He cast her a last longing loving glance and then the door closed behind him. Drew made his way down the stairs and out onto the bright late morning street. He was filled with ambiguity, physically sated thanks to Christine Pedersen, but more emotionally disturbed and distraught about his niece than ever before.
For what he found most difficult to deal with was his growing awareness of his own jealousy, the fact that even if Amy was perfectly content, even if her relationship or arrangement with Martinon was completely on the up and up, he'd make sure to take her home with him and back to her parents.
Otherwise, he felt that he might not have another chance to seduce her, not for as long as she decided to remain in Paris, cared for by a man who seemed to share the same kind of sexual tastes as Drew himself. And that, when everything else was considered and all the cards stacked up and accounted for, was the most difficult thing to deal with of them all.

***

The only way to find out if Amy was till in Paris, still at Martinon's suburban retreat, was to go there and look for himself. A phone call certainly wouldn't have done the trick, though out of curiosity he did place a call, wondering if Amy would pick up the phone at the other end.
The voice he heard belonged to a man, though he couldn't tell if it was the voice of an adolescent or an adult. And he didn't wait around to ask, either. He hung up just as quickly, stepped out of the cafe where'd he gone to buy a jetton and place his call, and hailed the first taxi he could get.
"Fontenay-aux-Roses," he said briskly, giving the driver the remainder of the address once he had settled himself into the back seat of the cab.
The driver began to argue in French, bemoaning his fate, telling Drew that it was too far to go and that he'd never pick up a return fare. Reaching into his inside jacket pocket, Drew pulled out a thick and no doubt impressive roll of French franc notes.
He waved them at the driver and with a muttered oath about rich Americans, the man sped out into the noontime traffic. Drew alternately dozed and looked out the window and about thirty to forty minutes later he stopped the driver just before the man began to pull the cab up a narrow gravel driveway.
An old and handsome looking house stood at the end of the drive, surrounded by well-landscaped bushes and shrubs. Not wanting to make a grand entrance, he paid the driver for his efforts tipped him handsomely and stood off in the shadows of an overhanging tree until the taxi had disappeared from sight around a bend in the road.
Then, he moved down the drive towards the front of the house, not able to detect any sounds, or any signs of life, for that matter. Yet he knew someone had to be hole, for there were two cars in the adjoining garage, a recent addition, for the house looked as if it dated from back around the turn of the century.
There was a low sleek sports car of a type he'd never seen in the States, as well as a more commonly seen Mercedes four-door hardtop. He lives well, that's for sure, he told himself once again, for there could be no doubt in his mind now that Rene Martinon was indeed quite well off able to afford two cars – if they were both his and Drew saw no reason not to believe they weren't – if they were both his, and Drew saw no reason not to believe they weren't – as well as two residences. An apartment in the city with its resident blonde-haired teenage seductress, as well as a handsome small estate in the country, perhaps still being occupied by a certain young American girl by the name of Amy Mitchell.
Needless to say, he hoped that was still the case.
He waited a moment in front of the old oak door and then lifted the knocker when he failed to see a doorbell. A moment later footsteps could be heard echoing from the other side of the door and the knob turned and the door swung open.
He found himself staring into the officious looking eyes of a young Frenchman, a man in his early twenties. "Yes?" he said in French asking Drew what his business was.
"I'm looking for M. Martinon," he replied, keeping a cool head, though he had an urge to knock the young man aside and storm into the house unannounced, thence to search every room until he found his niece.
"I'm looking for Mr. M. Martinon," he replied, keeping a cool head, though he had an urge to knock the young man aside and storm into the house unannounced, thence to search every room until he found his niece.
"M. Martinon is not here," the man said brusquely.
"In that case I'd like to have a few words with a friend of his, a certain young American girl by the name of Amy Mitchell," Drew went on, taking hope from the fact that the young man's eyes narrowed with a telltale motion as if the name indeed had meaning for him.
"I know of no one of that name," he finally replied, making a move to slam the door in Drew's face.
"The fuck you don't," Drew hissed, pushing the fellow aside and making his way into the house. But no sooner had he gained admittance when he suddenly felt himself careening forward, the back of his head seemingly crushed as one would break an eggshell. He threw up his arms, blinded with pain and the last thing he'd remembered was hearing a snicker, a nasty smirking laugh echoing painfully in his head.
How long he had remained unconscious was something he couldn't tell, for the crystal of his watch had smashed from the fall and the time stood at 12:47. He groaned and tried to sit up, not knowing where he was or what had happened.
And as his eyes adjusted to the light he stopped himself from moving, freezing as he found himself staring at the seated figure of a man, a man he knew without a shadow of a doubt to be none other than the mysterious Rene Martinon.
"Good evening, Mr. Livingston, so unfortunate that you didn't get a more hearty welcome," the man said in French-accented but otherwise flawless and precise English. "But my man is very suspicious about robbers and the like, hanging around this neighborhood. He had no choice, you see…"
"So I gather," Drew said ruefully, rubbing his hand over the back of his head and feeling the lump the other young man had given him. He still felt a little dizzy, but now he lifted himself and swung his legs over the side of the old canopy bed upon which he had been lying.
"Yes, most unfortunate accident it was. But I trust you've recovered," the man went on.
Drew pursed his lips together, not knowing if Martinon was being serious or sarcastic. He didn't like the looks of the man from head to toe, though he could see at a glance what his niece had found attractive. Martinon was the very figure of a playboy, down to the loosely tied silk cravat he wore around his neck.
Well-groomed to the extreme, he was nevertheless slimmer and far less burly than Drew, lighter on his feet perhaps, though certainly not lacking in physical strength. There was a wiriness about him that put Drew on his guard and Rene Martinon continued to sit across from him in a brocaded wing chair, idly tipping the ashes of his cigarette into a rose medallion tray.
"Where's my niece, Mr. Martinon?" Obviously, I didn't come all this distance for my health. It would seem that Paris, Fontenay especially, is not very therapeutic for my nerves, to and he rubbed his hand over the swelling on his head, trying to clear the cobwebs out of his brain.
"She's resting at the moment, Mr. Livingston. But I can assure you that at the earliest possible convenience you'll be able to see her once again today."
"And when would that be, may I be so bold as to inquire?" he snapped, wondering too at the same time how Martinon knew his name. Either they checked my wallet, or Amy saw what happened, or saw me when I was unconscious, he decided, waiting for the Frenchman to answer his last question.
"Shortly, at dinner in fact," Rene said at last, laughing good-naturedly. "But perhaps now you'd like to rest a little longer, until you've regained your strength, Mr. Livingston."
"I've regained it," Drew said sharply. "And I don't intend to wait around until you decide to let the canary out of the cage, if indeed she is in a cage, if this entire house is a cage, for that matter."
"A cage? Why my good man, your niece has never been more well cared for, I can promise you. But it would be most inopportune for her to be disturbed at the moment. So I've taken the liberty of preparing a little entertainment for you, to help pass the time away, as it were. I understand so many of you Americans are so impatient. You haven't learned our Gallic way of doing things, of taking one's time, of each thing in its place."
"No, I haven't," Drew replied, at a further loss for words. But before he could say anything else, Rene Martinon turned his angular and fox-like smooth-shaven face towards the door across from where Drew was sitting up on the bed. "Francoise!" he called out and Drew expected him to clap his hands like a sultan calling for his harem girls.
Instead, at the mention of that single name, the door swung open noiselessly and Drew's eyes opened wide as he found himself staring with obvious and immediate interest at the slim and fetching figure of a young French girl, dressed in what he thought was a traditional black and white-aproned changer or parlor-maid's uniform.
"Francoise will be most willing to amuse you for the next hour or sop, while your niece rests and then prepares herself for this… how shall I put it, gala family reunion," Rene told him as he got to his feet and the girl moved towards the foot of the bed, her eyes lowered and her ripe creamy-white bosom rising and falling with rhythmic and fluid surges.
Either I beat the shit out of him or get the shit beaten out of me, or else I grin and bear it and go along with him, Drew thought to himself. It entered his mind that even now Amy might be being hustled out of the house but he decided to take his chances, knowing as he did that if he'd gotten this far, he could still go further if need be.
"The girl is going to amuse me, you said?" Drew asked, though he certainly didn't have to be told.
"Anyway you think most proper, or interesting, or diverting. She's yours to do with as you wish. Francoise is very accommodating, in every way imaginable. So until dinner, Mr. Livingston," and he got up from his chair and moved towards the door. He said something under his breath and in rapid French to the girl, but Drew unfortunately was unable to hear a word of it.
The next thing he knew the door had once again closed shut and he found himself alone in the bedroom with the young and exquisitely proportioned parlor-maid. For a few minutes he said nothing, watching her as she waited at the foot of the bed, as if she was an android or a robot, waiting to be put to work and set into motion by the very sound of his gruff manly voice.
He felt his quiet was disturbing her and that pleased him. More confused than ever, he couldn't figure out what the fuck was going on, why he was being given Francoise to enjoy, why his niece hadn't been brought to him or he brought to her. And now he had no choice but to make the most of the situation, as uncertain of Martinon's real motives as he was about his own immediate future.
"So you are Francoise," he said in French. The girl nodded her head and the flash of her creamy-white decolletage delighted him to no end.
Despite all that he had gone through, he was still quite prepared to handle the girl, especially when he recalled Martinon's words, the fact that Francoise was most willing to accommodate him in every way imaginable.
"How old are you?" he asked.
"J'ai dix-sept ans," she said in French.
"Seventeen, how perfect," he muttered aloud, pleased with that, doubly pleased because she looked even younger, a slim frail and almost waif-like creature with short curly black hair and almond-shaped dark and penetrating eyes.
Her narrow waist, the tender flare of her hips and the smooth lines of her calves and part of her thighs that he could see, all combined to make him grin, growing more relaxed and thus more aroused with each passing second.
Having waited for what she no doubt felt was a long enough period of time, Francoise now moved around to the side of the bed where Drew's legs hung over. He remained in a sitting position, not moving a muscle. But he didn't have to do anything, either, as he quickly discovered.
No sooner had she moved around to face him, when she dropped down onto her knees. With lowered head and lowered eyes, she reached out with both hands and untied his shoes and then gently eased them off of his feet, reaching under the cuffs of his trousers to pull down his wool socks.
I feel like I'm with a Geisha girl, he thought to himself, though he certainly wasn't turned off by what the young girl was doing. Rather, he found it considerably arousing, for never before – except that incident in the shower – had he had sex with a teenager who had been just as aggressive, if not more so, than himself.
Now, assuming the passive role, as if it was her job to give him pleasure and not the other way around, he watched her intently, his eyes boring down to gaze at the expanse of her breasts, seemingly all but the nipples and aureoles which capped her jugs still hidden from his sight.
His shoes and socks removed, she leaned forward and still holding her tongue, reached for the buckle of his belt. Drew noticed his jacket hung over a chair near the bed and as the girl unbuckled his belt and then quickly and dexterously unzipped his fly, he responded by rapidly unbuttoning his shirt and pulling his arms out of the sleeves.
He tossed it behind him and tensed, watching Francoise as she now began to pull his trousers right off of him, tugging at the cuffs so that he lifted himself up an inch or two so that his slacks could be pulled down off of his hips and ass.
She kept her eyes guarded, still not looking up at his face. His trousers were soon enough crumpled around his ankles and she pulled them completely free and got back to her feet, not giving his crotch a single glance.
Methodically, she smoothed them out and then hung them over the back of the chair where his jacket had been placed. By this time, Drew was getting more and more turned on, both to the girl as well as to this unique and novel situation he was being forced to enjoy. It didn't take much on his part to get into it, that's for sure and now he swung his legs back up on the bed and propped his head and shoulders against the pillows, watching her as she turned back and moved towards him once again.
All this had been done in silence, but it was not silence which greeted him when she happened to glance down at his crotch. For by this time the front of his tight-fitting undershorts were bulging out hotly. The outline of his rigid and amazingly proportioned hardon could be seen in all its grossly swollen entirety and she stopped short and muttered something inaudible in French, her eyes opening wide and her mouth dropping open at the same time.
Needless to say, her reaction delighted him to no end.
He detected the way she was now trembling, almost as if she was in fear. Perhaps the girl wasn't all that experienced after all, he mused, though when he looked up at her and told her to get undressed, she nodded her head and immediately did as he had said.
He was all eyes as she rapidly disrobed, having become increasingly savate in his passions with each passing second. The bump on his head, the way he had been treated up to now, all goaded him into taking a kind of revenge on Francoise and he knew that he wouldn't hesitate to get his way and enjoy himself to the full, even if she had any objections to the contrary.
But for the time being she said nothing in the way of a refusal, pulling the bodice of her uniform down off of her tits so that he was suddenly rewarded with the dangling swaying display of her hot naked jugs, straining out at him and causing Drew to drool with feverish sexual hunger.
You bet your ass I'm gonna make the most of this, buddy boy, he thought to himself, as if Mattinon was still in the room.
Now, as he ogled Francoise's tawny knockers, loving the way her jugs bore the fruit of wide dark-pink aureoles and long turgid nipples he couldn't wait to savor for his very own, she pushed her uniform all the way down and stepped out of it.



CHAPTER SEVEN


Nothing could have been more therapeutic for the pain in the back of his head than to be able to stare with open delight and lusty excitement at the girl's naked pussy. Bordered by the black satin of her garter belt and black mesh stockings, it was a fitting jewel set in an ebony-hued crown and he intended to take advantage of everything it had to offer.
Even as she unsnapped her garter belt and began to peel down her nylons, still maintaining her silence, he was all eyes to her cooze, the black-haired vaginal triangle making his eyes bug out with frantic pleasure.
Her slim carriage and youthful appearance, coupled with her marvelously arousing box, all combined to get his blood boiling and he felt his cock straining anew, pushing out at the crotch of his undershorts so that the waistband of his briefs were actually pulled away from his body, his hairy pubic thicket now made visible as the young French girl peeled down one black mesh stocking and then the other.
Drew could just about see the narrow pink flaps which bordered her trench. Her mossy triangle was thick, though cropped small. Yet its very luxuriant growth, her pubic hairs all curly and thickly sown, pleased him to no end.
Her skin was tawny, not quite olive-toned with alabaster highlights which seemed to gleam as her flesh caught the light. And as she bent over her tits swung down, ripe young melons he was eager to pick and fondle and have for his very own.
That what he fully intended to do with Francoise had not been in his scheme of things no longer seemed of any importance. If he was to be ordered about by Martinon, if he was told that he had to wait before seeing his niece, then there was now no reason in the world why he shouldn't take advantage of his "host's" hospitality.
And what, of all the things in the world, could be more hospitable for a man like Drew Livingston than to be presented with a slim teenage morsel, a succulent adolescent girl-child whose slender and virginal figure called out to him with ever-increasing excitement and hot sexual delight.
The stockings soon discarded, they were followed by her plain black leather pumps. And then she hooked her thumbs under the top edge of her garter belt, rather than unsnapping it. She pulled it down until he could see Francoise in all her lush naked beauty, divested of every last article of clothing.
She turned to face him once again, her eyes returning to his most treasured of bodily possessions. Thick hot drools of pre-come had stained the crotch of his briefs and his cock moved noticeably, swaying back and forth, trapped in its tight and confining cotton pouch.
He wondered what she was going to do, but he held his tongue, the silence nearly as provocative, as mood-setting, as everything else she had done since first she had entered the room. And as he watched her with wide and staring eyes she moved back to the bed and nimbly climbed up onto the mattress, moving around on all fours to end up in a kneeling position between his spread-eagled and thickset thighs.
Drew kept staring, all eyes to the plump and inviting triangle of black pubic hair which adorned her mossy twat. He was eager to explore every inch of her juicy little muff, but before he could even tell her what he wanted, she bent down and took hold of the waistband of his briefs.
He stiffened the instant she touched his shorts and as he kept his eyes down she peeled them deftly off. But the instant his swollen pecker jerked out of confinement and arched out at her she seemed to shudder internally, murmuring once again under her breath and opening her eyes even wider than before.
A look of frightened awe and bewilderment passed across her flawless and youthful features. But then she seemed to come to grips with herself and an instant later he was the fond recipient of the girl's hot mouthing grip.
For no sooner had she pulled his underpants all the way down so that at long last the two of them were stark and invitingly naked, when he had seen her head swoop down like a falcon on the prize of his stiff-standing and throbbing member.
Her lips had opened wide and not even using her fingers to clutch onto his hose and guide it between her lips, she had aimed deftly and had managed to stuff his leaking cock-head right into her mouth. He moaned as she gurgled loudly, her lips glued tightly around the bulbous crown of his enormous virile mule-cock.
Despite the way her lips were being stretched, he was totally delighted to note how she accepted his cock as if it was the tastiest object in the world, trying to suck in inch after hot turgid inch of manflesh between her gaping and well stretched lips.
And as she pushed her face down, consuming more and more of his meaty prong, he shivered voluptuously as her tongue skidded up and down, paddling along the entire length of his joystick. She didn't seem to have gag reflex and when the head of his tool, for his cock you must remember was a solid and sturdy nine inches long, as well as a good six in circumference, hit against the back of her throat and bent her tonsils back, she was still able to continue sucking it down.
It passed the back of her mouth and down her gullet and was so far down into her deep throat by the time she was finished that he just couldn't believe it was possible, as if the girl had her clitoris in her throat, able to get sexually aroused just by sucking him off.
A master at fellatio, or a mistress of mouth on his tool she held onto his dick while her nose nuzzled his thick and wiry pubic forest. And as he felt the rushes of warm air fanning his hairy crop, she pulled her head back, dragging her tongue and the bare edges of her teeth all along his tingling shaft.
"Oh shit that's unreal," he murmured, groaning with rising pleasure as she bent her naked body over his crotch, pumping her face up and down and sucking him off as he had never been blown before in his entire life.
It was, he knew, the best blow-job he'd ever received and he thrust his hips eagerly forward, feeling his tool leaking and his glans sliding back and forth down her throat. She didn't even gurgle or pull back, but kept at it with such expertise that he knew what had to be done next.
The moment her fingers took hold of his balls, tickling them with such rare sensuality that his entire body seemed covered with goose bumps of response, he made a move to pull her around, wanting to ravish her twat with the same degree of sexual expertise.
She glanced up and he thought he saw a smile of relief and gratitude cross over her gaping lips. Then, even as she continued to lash her tongue up and down his meaty prong, even as her fingers juggled his balls and tickled his scrotal sac so that he could not help but tremble as if he had the chills or fever, he gently urged her around onto her side.
Her lithe and shapely little body delighted him to no end. Drew could hardly control himself and he grew more impatient with each passing second. Francoise kept at it all this time, sucking and slobbering hotly, seemingly growing more aroused by what she was doing to him.
Finally, he had her body swiveled around so that they were inclined towards each other on their sides, head to toe and toe to head. Lifting up her top thigh, he draped it lovingly over his neck, the warmth of her flesh making his body tingle with heated response.
Immediately, a split-second before he began to plunder her cunt as if he was a bear pawing for honey, the odor of her muff assailed his senses. It was the best perfume in all the world, a honeysuckle scent of musk and spice, pungent and heavy.
Inhaling deeply, he sucked up the attar of her honey pot and thrust out his own long raspy tongue, lashing it eagerly over the hairy crop that adorned her mossy bank. Her body trembled eagerly and he was delighted that she was enjoying his slurping caresses.
Unable to speak, he could only respond to what she was still doing to him by groaning and whimpering, hunching himself back and forth again and again. She never stopped to catch her breath but held his balls prisoner in her clutching fingers while all the while her lips and teeth and tongue frictioned and worked on his darting member.
In and out it went, nearly as arousing as if he was fucking cunt, instead of her mouth. He buried his face down between her thighs and smacked his lips, able to taste the first. Hot drools of vaginal sap which now began to, trickle down in hot profusion.
He drank her cunt juice thirstily and then took hold of the puffy outer flaps of meat which bordered her split. She quivered like an arrow about to be released, slamming her juicy muff right against his burning mouth.
He had waited for just that kind of heated response and now, he didn't waste any time giving her everything he had to offer in the way of oral manipulations and sexual pyrotechnics. Splaying each puffy red lobe of delicious meat back as far as the flesh would stretch, he examined the convoluted folds and creases of pulpy vaginal tissue right inside her vulva.
Farther in, between the familiar and delicate little gristly appendages known as nymphae or labia minorum, the object of his attentions could be seen, un-hooded from its prepuce and straining forward like a narrow little pointing finger.
It was, needless to say, her clitoris.
And it was, also needless to say, pointing right at his gaping slavering mouth. One look was all he needed. He sucked down and tried to gobble her luscious little clit right down his throat, tonguing it briskly and nibbling on it with wild passion.
Francoise let loose thick murky drools of cunt juice, lashing her hips to and fro in time to the rhythmic tempo of his darting sucking lips and tongue. He played with her clit the way a kitten plays with a spring of catnip, chewing on it and sucking down again and again.
And each fresh oral caress brought her ever closer to her first climax. Drew was so completely involved with what he was doing, holding her hairy outer folds wide apart, digging his tongue down now past her clit and on into the tight wet reaches of her cunt, that he had almost forgotten what she was doing to him.
"Don't make me come, Goddamn it!" he said, suddenly pulling his head back when he realized he was on the verge of going off and shooting his load.
Immediately, without a moment of hesitation Francoise did as she had been told. Abruptly, she opened her mouth even more and lifted her face off of his sweaty and rutting crotch, releasing his cock so that it jerked out of her mouth and jutted up against his hairy stomach.
He gasped, thankful that he had stopped her, and in just the nick of time. He didn't want to go pouring his load down her throat, not when he was yet to explore the recesses and depths of her cunny with his hard and bristling organ.
But at the same time, he hadn't finished eating her out, at least not to his own satisfaction. "You can rim out my ass for awhile, tickle my prostate," he said nonchalantly, though he was actually gasping, his chest rising and falling hotly and his breath coming in short sweet spasms of sexual bliss. He hadn't expected her to object and she did not, nodding her head, taking a deep breath and moving as if she was going underwater. He watched her for a minute, turning his head over his shoulder as she buried her face down between his thighs, lifting them up and swinging her head down so that she could get at his buns and his horny bottom hole.
Her experienced fingers eased his muscular orbs far apart and as he strained to watch, her cunt rubbing against one cheek, he saw and felt her tongue lapping down along his anal crevice. He thrilled to her touch and sank back against her parsley bed, her fleecy cleft luring him forward once again.
Drew kept eating her out, sponging down her muff and thrusting his tongue in and out of her juice-filled hole as he felt Francoise licking hot lashing circles around his pitted anus. And then, a moment later, his bottom suitably lubricated with her abundant saliva, she pushed her tongue forward and sought to penetrate his fundament with deft agile caresses.
This, he noted, was accomplished in no time at all. With blissful ease and a sense of great accomplishment and confidence, she was able to insert the tip of her tongue down into the slick pink depths of his trembling rectum.
He thrilled to the tips of his fingers and toes as her tongue began to enter his fundament tickling his shuddering anal walls, responding to the heated muscular contractions of his sphincter ring. He thrust his buns against her trapped face and demanded and received even more and more of her hot lashing tongue, not content until her bps were flat and crushed down against his bum furrow and the entire length of her bristling probing tongue was inserted into his overheated rump.
His own tongue sped in and out of her cunt again and again and a moment later she had accomplished what he had ordered her to do, all of her tongue thrust inside and now tickling the modular swelling of his trigger-like chestnut-sized prostate gland. His balls seemed to quiver in ticklish response and he groaned madly and began to clench and unclench his buns and thus his sphincter muscles, nipping at her tongue and holding it down in place within his butt.
Nothing could have been more delightful for Drew Livingston.
He was so consumed by the raw and potent sexuality of the moment that he had completely forgotten the reason he was in this house, the reason he was now in bed with young Francoise. All that seemed of importance was sex and the more sex he had, the better he liked it.
He was getting his fill all right and Francoise seemed to know as much about turning on a man as he did about turning on a girl. Her hips corkscrewed and strummed violently back and forth against his face and though she never announced it, he could tell that any second she could come.
He worked for that moment and that moment alone, knowing that soon after he'd fuck her blind. But first, he wanted to feel the power of his own tongue. Her lips and tongue continued to surge and piston in and out of his poop shute and he was getting hotter and homier with each successive stroke of her tongue.
His cock seemed to be sliding between her tits and he hunched his hips more forcefully and dug his tongue and then two fingers right inside her trembling pussy. But when the tip of his thumb, for he was now palming her muff and holding onto her asshole for support, palpitated the pink and hairless rim of her bottom-hole. It seemed to trigger her own considerably exciting release.
Without any words issuing out of her throat, he could nevertheless feel her coming and she thumped up and down like a yo-yo, hissing between her teeth and ravishing his anus with her fast bucking tongue. Every part of her body seemed to be moving and convulsing, her muscles contracting and hot gobbets of cunt juice streaming down the palpitating walls of her muff.
He lapped them up as if he was drinking nectar, trying to drain her dry as he hoped she would soon be doing for his own delight. And at the same time, he continued to rub the tip of his thumb over the tight little folds and pitted creases of her asshole, stimulating her anally as well as vaginally.
The two fingers which moved in tempo with the lashing strokes of his tongue were soon coated with sap and he rubbed them in and out, scissoring them around her clit as well. Her little bud thus trapped, he was able to squeeze it and the pressure he exerted aroused her all the more.
He was loving the way she was getting off, the way she was responding so heatedly and openly. Nothing could have pleased him more and he kept at it until he had drained the last flicker of pleasure from her limp and exhausted young body. Only then did he remove first his two fingers and then his tongue.
He eased them back and she fell over, her own tongue slipping out of his wet and over heated rump. But if the girl was exhausted, Drew was just catching his second wind. All this time his cock had been rubbing and frictioning between her tits and now he was ready to show her his own brand of hedonistic revelry.
Accordingly, he let her lay there on her back as he swung quickly around, getting into position so that he was kneeling between her spread-eagled thighs. Her eyes were opened wide, even then and she glanced down with a murmur of appreciation at the sight of his huge and monstrously swollen joystick.
He laughed with glee, braced himself with his hands outstretched in front of him and his palms pressed flat on the bed, rose up so that his toes dug into the bedding and with one hand, took hold of his mammoth organ and pressed its leaking fist-like head right down against her narrow and gaping cunt fissure.
Exhausted though she might have seemed to be, Francoise nevertheless didn't remain passive a moment longer. The instant his glans made contact with her juice-smeared pubes, tickling the outer lips of her muff and arousing her all over again, she swung up and hooked her knees over his wide set and burly shoulders.
She was thus inclined towards him at a most provocative angle, her ass raised inches off the bed and her pussy angled up towards his quivering and potent joystick. He didn't need an engraved invitation and without hesitating a single second, thrust eagerly down, guiding his prong right between her gaping outer flaps of meat.
Her entire body seemed buoyed up by the pressure of his unrelieved dick. It was stuffed right inside of her vulva and though he wasn't about to stop, no matter what, Drew was nevertheless pleased that the youngster was not experiencing any pain.
Her features displayed her considerable ecstasy and encouraged all the more, he smashed down with a wild groan of savage delight. His cock surged forward, the glans like the head of a worm, a thick worm at that, tunneling deeper and deeper into her juicy little twat.
"Yes watch it moving, watch it being stuffed all the way inside," he panted, hammering forward at the same time. He stared down between his legs, her spread-eagled legs as well, delighted with the visual stimuli of his cock moving into her gaping trench. By now, her outer lips were pulled even farther back than he'd been able to stretch them with his fingers.
And yet she did not seem to be in the least bit of pain. On the contrary, for her features were contorted with unbelievable adolescent lust and she pushed her hips forward, meeting him halfway as he continued to slide forward, not many strikes but one long continuous glide down into her luscious and succulent little honey pot.
He was beside himself, consumed by passion, unable to stop. He kept at it, shunting his meat into her trench until his entire shaft was hidden from sight. He could feel every inch of her clinging vaginal walls embracing his pole and his cock was rubbed briskly, though not raw, thanks to the abundant amount of juice which coated her walls, as well as the spittle which adhered to his pole.
Once he had ensheathed himself as far as nature and the length of his cock would allow though he was yet to feel the head of his rod tipping her womb, he held himself steady and caught his breath. Her cunt, it would seem, so he decided, was amazingly long, for he still hadn't reached the end of it.
He was glad that he didn't have to take any extra pains to avoid banging against her cervix painfully and with his balls hanging down over the stuffed rim of her cunt, tickling her upraised buns, he waited a moment longer, basking in the glow of his own considerable ecstasy.
And then, a second later, he really started giving it to her.
With a banshee wail of savage sexual fervor, he ripped almost the entire length of his penis out into the open. Her hip bones jarred against his crotch and she shuddered and thrashed on the bed. He groaned and rammed down again, keeping his eyes glued between her legs.
The sight of his penis stuffed inside of her muff, the way it was now being shunted in and out as he stroked with long even motions, pleased him incredibly. And the heat, the juicy heat and clinging embrace of her girlish twat could not have been more arousing.
Nothing but the moment was of any consequence. Drew was lost to pleasure and he didn't even bother to express himself verbally, for the girl knew how he was feeling and she was responding just as heatedly. Her eyes were glazed over and her tits twitched against her chest, rolling hotly from side to side in time to his rhythmic pistoning and lunging strokes.
He bucked and heaved, his gluteus muscles tightening and causing his buns to dimple each time he slugged his potent rod down into place. He couldn't stop, as if he was on a merry-go-round that went around and around for eternity.
His balls tattooed against her bum furrow, tickling the sensitive flesh of her perianus. And then she started babbling to him in French, a rough equivalent being, "Do it, fuck me, mister, fuck me more, more you bull, you big hard bull."
He laughed, her girlish entreaties for him to surrender his cock to her possession could not have pleased him more. And he responded accordingly, giving the girl-child what she wanted, her tender young body now glistening with sweat and flushed with the ardor of her exhausting performance.
But he was performing just as heatedly, no doubt about that.
"Feel it," he kept repeating. "And watch it. Isn't it the biggest fuckin' cock you've ever seen, mon cheri?" he asked, panting loudly as he felt himself approaching his long-awaited climax.
It was the moment he had waited for, everything prior to it just a foretaste of what was eventually to take place. And so now he didn't hesitate to hurry towards that blinding flash of fulfillment and sexual satisfaction and release.
He thumped vigorously, shortening his strokes so that he was jabbing at her cunt like a fencer, one hot lunge followed on the heels of yet another, an endless – or seemingly – succession of stimulating and frictioning cock-strokes which brought the two of them right back to the brink of sensual ecstasy.
Come on, come, shoot it, now, he kept telling himself, watching the way her face was contorting, each ruby-red nipple standing at stiff attention. But though he could easily have bent his head forward and lashed his tongue over her succulent little nubs, he held his head high and began to bellow a triumphant jungle call, a matting cry that rang out in the air and echoed loud and shrill in their ears.
It was time, time for the moment to reach its just and apt conclusions. And so it did, moments later when his balls were pulled up and he felt his body stiffening. And then the glorious ejaculating contractions began all over again, sending him hurtling against her, crushing her down on the bed as hot gobbets of come began to pour down the well that was her stuffed and burning twat.
She came with him, a second or two later, their orgasm simultaneous or just about. It was this twin release that made it all the more arousing, for as he shot his hot potent load of gism down into her pussy, she was sending streams of cunt juice down the walls of her fluttering muff, their liquids mingling together until it seemed as if his cock was literally floating inside of her cunt.
"Yes, come, keep coming, oh shit it's so good, so fucking tight and hot," he panted, rubbing his hairy sweaty chest over her tits, moving from side to side so that his ejaculating shaft hit against one vaginal wall and then the other, exerting a kind of molten steely pressure which filled her with additional sexual pleasure.
She moaned and whimpered, writhing against him, babbling incoherently in French as he emptied his balls and discharged hot wads of semen which flooded her muff. Nothing could stop either of them, nothing at all.
But as he continued to shudder, as his body rolled and pitched like a ship caught in a storm, the bedroom door noiselessly opened and someone stepped into the room, standing there and able to see his naked body smothering Francoise and crushing her down on the bed, his heavy weighty nuts swinging volcanically between his thighs and his buns opening and closing to display his hairy bum furrow and the dark-brown slit of his stimulated asshole.
All these things could be seen by the person who stood by the door, the two sets of kicking thrashing legs, the hairy male body consuming the flesh of the tender young Francoise. "Perhaps there is no better kind of reunion than this, Uncle Drew," the voice suddenly rang out.
He didn't have to turn his head over his shoulder to identify the voice. He would not have mistaken it for any other in the world and he stopped short and raised himself up, though he didn't as yet remove his cock from the shuddering come-filled depths of Francoise's muff.
As for the young French girl, she didn't seem surprised or embarrassed in the least. Rather, she gave a weary sigh, as if to say she had done her job and had enjoyed herself more than she'd reckoned upon.
She closed her eyes and sank back on the bed, not in the least bit put off or concerned about this strange confrontation. As for Drew, embarrassment was not exactly the emotion he was experiencing at the moment.
He wondered how long she had stood there, how long she had watched them. He didn't think for very long, or she would have spoken earlier. Now, determined to make his sexual appetites known to her and as soon as possible, for he was not about to play games any longer, he eased his half-hard pecker out into the open, trading come and cunt juice onto the wrinkled damp bedding.
Then, he swung around and got shakily to his feet, holding onto one of the posts of the canopy bed. His long limp dong hung over his balls, come still dripping out of the head of his tool and splashing onto the floor at his feet.
His chest rose and fell and he stared at her with open and questioning eyes, pleased that she was not blushing, that she made no move to turn her eyes away from the sight of his naked and lusty body. "You look older," he said in a soft and gentle voice. "Last time I saw you, you seemed more like a child. Now… you've been through a lot, I guess," he stammered, suddenly at a loss for words.
"And so have you, I gather, tracking me all over the place. I heard you met Christine this morning. You get around, Uncle Drew, to say the least."
"Yeah, this morning," he said and smiled ruefully. "Seems like I've been hunting for you for months. Actually, I just got into Paris yesterday morning. Two days isn't too bad for an amateur detective, wouldn't you say."
"I guess," she replied and then dropped her eyes.
He waited for her to say something to him, all eyes to her slim and fetching body. She wore, he was delighted to see, the same long sheath jersey dress she'd worn at the cocktail party he'd given in her honor.
Her narrow and tender waist and hips made him smile with pleasure and her unaltered tits rose and fell as she breathed seemingly as deeply as she was thinking. Her long blonde hair was a gold-spun halo which cascaded over her shoulders. And as he watched her, still tired but already realizing that his body was beginning to respond all over again to her mere presence, Francoise silently got off the bed, collected her things and disappeared out of the room, her twitching little butt the last thing he saw as she closed the door silently behind her.
Alone in the room with his niece, it was all he could do to reach out and beckon her towards him, to move forward and press her tender and arousing young body against his sweaty and naked torso. But he held himself steady and unmoving, waiting for her to speak.
Finally, a minute or so after Francoise had left the room, his niece lifted her face to him and he could see the barest trace of twin tears welling up under each mascaraed eyelid. "You look better without make-up though," he commented. "All that shit on your face makes you look hard."
"I am hard, a real tough cookie," she said with a trace of self-pity. "What has it been? A month I guess, since I've been here with Rene. He's a good teacher."
"I wouldn't doubt it. He also trains his servants and retainers quite expertly. Francoise is a most accomplished cockteaser. She'd command high prices in New York."
"This is stupid, isn't it? I mean, there you are and here I am and what's the point, anyway? I'm not leaving, Uncle Drew. I know you came to Paris to find me and take me home. But let's get one thing straight. I'm not leaving."
"Who's asked you to," he replied without the slightest trace of emotion in his voice. "Your parents asked me to find you, but before I left I knew I wasn't the person to drag you home. I've always told you that, remember."
"What?"
"You're a free agent, seventeen years old or not, you still have the right – in my book, at least – to make of your life what you want to. I just want to have a chance to spend a few days with you. Alone, the two of us together, the way we've never done before. You know how fond I am of you and, well… I can see that you're not a baby," and he swept his hand over his body as if to indicate that she was not ashamed to stare at her uncle when he was stark naked and in the raw.
"I've seen a lot of bodies since I got here," she replied. "Anyway, you've got a nice one. I've always thought that. So what's to be ashamed about? Too bad you're my uncle," at which point she threw back her head and giggled sardonically and a chill of fear and apprehension for her well-being swept over him.
"So? Will you come back to Paris with me, just for a day or two?" he asked her once again.
"Rene won't like it."
"Fuck Rene! What is it between you two? He's old enough to be your father, but it seems to me he treats you more like you're his prisoner than his mistress," Drew snapped at her.
For a seventeen-year-old adolescent, he knew she had been through quite a lot, but he still couldn't figure out the nature of the relationship she shared with Rene Martinon. And he couldn't understand why the whole business with Francoise had been set up. If anything, it had just given him an ideal opportunity to display his considerably arousing male body to his niece's wide and staring eyes, rather than serving to put her off.
"I… I can't explain," she whispered, hanging her head down once again as if she was filled with shame.
"You see, Monsieur Livingston, your niece is now… how do they call it in America? A junkie, yes? Is that the term, my sweet frail little Amy?" Rene Martinon said with a nasty smirk, standing now by the opened door, still dressed as he had been when Drew had awakened after being knocked unconscious.
He cast Drew a malignant glance, his eyes traveling up and down his naked body with a flicker of contempt before turning back to stare at Amy. "What's he saying, Amy? What does he mean?" Drew demanded. And then he moved towards Martinon, "What the fuck is going on around here, mister! A junkie? Who's a junkie?"
"I am, Uncle Drew. I am," Amy whispered, shuddering with anguish and seemingly insurmountable horror and fear.



CHAPTER EIGHT


In retrospect, Drew likened his experiences at Fontenay-aux-Roses to scenes out of a detective movie or a television series about gangsters and the like. It had all happened so quickly that he had hardly been aware of what he was doing.
When Rene Martinon had announced with considerable delight that the reason his niece refused to leave his company was because she was now hooked on drugs, thanks to him of course, who supplied her daily with all she would need to sustain her habit, he'd grabbed Amy's arms and examined them for needle tracks.
These he had found without a single second of difficulty, the telltale needle marks on her arms telling him everything he had to know. Suddenly he had snapped inside and his temper had turned into a rage, a rage which had caused him to thrust his niece aside and seize Rene Martinon by the throat as if the man was a devil in disguise, a Satanmanque who had lured his niece down paths of horror and addiction.
Before Martinon had had a chance to defend himself, it was Drew who had knocked him unconscious this time, pounding his fists down against the back of the man's skull with all of his considerable might. Amy had screamed out for an instant, but then she'd realized what was happening and she'd slammed her hand over her mouth, stifling and muffling her cries of fear and horror.
Drew was totally in control now and once Rene had been knocked unconscious, he swiftly closed the bedroom door behind him and dragged the man to a closet he had spied at the other end of the room. Stripping off the bedcovers, he fashioned lengths of rag out of them and these he used to rapidly tie up Martinon's arms and legs, fashioning a gag which was stuffed down the Frenchman's throat and tied around his head.
Still unconscious, Martinon was dragged to the closet and stuffed inside. And once that was accomplished, Drew hurried into his clothes and warned his niece that if she didn't cooperate with him, he wouldn't think twice about knocking her over the head and taking her away bodily and with force, if necessary.
"What are you going to do?" she'd asked.
"Get you into a sanitarium so you won't go cold turkey when you're detoxified. But right now I'm getting you out of here. All you need is your passport."
"It's in my room," she'd replied, going along with him. They'd slipped out of the bedroom and down the narrow hallway that led to her room.
Fortunately, neither Francoise nor the young man who'd opened the door for Drew earlier, were anywhere to be seen. Rapidly, Amy stuffed a few things she wanted to take with her into a canvas tote bag and then, by the back stairs, the two of them crept out of the house as silently and stealthily as possible.
But by the time they'd gotten back to his hotel room, she was already experiencing the first symptoms of drug withdrawal. It was thus that Drew once again demonstrated his quick thinking. Contacting an old friend he'd known through business dealings, he was recommended to a private sanitarium less than an hour's drive outside of Paris.
Amy was nearly wild and beside herself by the time they arrived at dusk, but a sedative was quickly administered and the necessary formalities taken care of. He then placed an overseas call to his sister and brother-in-law, not telling them of the drug problem but explaining that all was well and that he'd be returning to the States with Amy at the end of the month, giving as an excuse the fact that he felt she needed a little more time to pull her head together, so that he was going to take her on a tour of Italy prior to returning home.
Had his niece been on heroin for longer than the three weeks or so Rene had given her the drug, the cure would have taken that much longer. But she was yet to build up a tolerance to high dosages and so her habit was not as heavy as Drew had first feared when he'd seen the needle marks on her arms.
Thus, a little more than three weeks later he picked her up at the sanatorium, took care of the bill and helped her into the front seat of the car he had rented during his European stay. She looked worn and tired, but other than that he had great confidence that the worst was over.
He drove south, knowing that a week in the Mediterranean sun would do both of them good after their long and grueling ordeal. It was on this drive that he was able to piece together the parts of the story he as yet hadn't figured out.
Much he knew already, how Amy had met Rene in Paris, how he had wined and dined her and ultimately seduced her, how she had turned on with him, then snorted coke and then had had her first intravenous hit of heroin. After that, she said it was all a blur, that she'd stayed at Fontenay with him, that he provided her with the drug while she provided him – as well as the young man who had hit Drew over the head – with as much sex as they demanded of her and at all hours of the day.
Instead of shying away, she shoved her buns down so that he could feel the strong muscular contraction of her sphincter ring against the tip of his index finger. Thus, he palpitated her anus even as he ate out her cunt, slowly but surely loosening her muscular restraint until her perianus was totally loose and relaxed.
And when that was accomplished, he thought nothing of gently inserting his index finger right inside her tight and boyish ass. Ever so slowly, taking care not to hurt her with his fingernail, he pushed forward and her anus began to expand, the folds loosening and opening under the insistent pistoning pressure of his trembling digit.
He kept at it, not stopping until he had managed to cram the entire length of his finger right up her tight dry poop. The spongy yet resilient walls of her virginal asshole twitched against his finger and he eased it back and forth, never all the way out, listening to her groans of joyous and delirious sexual bliss.
His tongue and finger made contact along the taut divisional membrane, that narrow septum which separated her anus from her vagina. He licked her cooze and finger-fucked her ass until his mouth was filled with more juice than he could swallow in one gulp. He'd held himself back until he had collected a goodly amount of her delicious juices and now, with three eager gulps, he swallowed the reservoir of musky fluid he had collected inside of his mouth.
Content to continue at this pace for as long as necessary, Drew was thus doubly pleased when a few minutes later his niece began to beg him to fuck her, or to at least allow her to return the favor by sucking on his huge and throbbing member.
"Oh please, please, do it, do it and I'll come. I'll make you come forever, I swear it, Drew," she grunted, shuddering more violently against his face, her legs kicking out and her thighs scissoring around his thick bull neck.
It was all he needed to hear.
He was not about to take his time any further, for any second and his body would have its way and he'd have wasted an abundant hot load of gismo Drew hadn't jerked off for the past week, saving up his come for the night when he and Amy would have it out together.
And that night had now arrived, their passions making each of them bum with an ungodly fire. So delirious was he as well as Amy by this time that he ripped his finger out of her asshole in a flash. And then he almost reluctantly removed his tongue from the wet surging cavern that was her youthful muff.
She wanted him now and he was not about to deny her anything in the world, especially the gift of his straining and oversized penis. So he finally eased his head away from her overheated box, shaking with pleasure as he rose up before her wide and staring eyes.
The sight of his massive boner got her going all over again and in a flash she had pulled her legs up over the side of the bed, stuffing the pillows under her ass and waiting for him with her thighs spread-eagled and her box lifted up at a fetching and penetrable angle.
He couldn't have done it better himself and told her so, even as he moved up onto the bed, consumed by passions which knew no bounds. No words were needed now to express what both of them were feeling.
Their flesh burned and they shuddered before each other, naked and waiting. Drew crouched before her tawny thighs and held his cock as one would hold an offering, that or a dagger suddenly unsheathed. It was aimed at her golden-haired vagina and one second he was unmoving and the next second he was bustling with activity.
He held his cock down and thrust agilely forward, not needing a map to guide him down to the very source of his long-wanted pleasures. The mushroom cap that was in reality the need of his enormous pole pressed down against her dilated split. Inside, her vulva seemed to widen and expand involuntarily, her body needing this as much on a conscious mental level as it did unconsciously. Amy was frozen with anticipation, all eyes to this uniquely unprecedented display of virility.
###
Drew was her uncle. And Drew was also the kind of man she'd always dreamed of having an affair with, of being lovers with. And Drew was also a guy who had the biggest fucking cock she had ever seen in her entire life, either in books or skin-flicks or in actuality.
Nothing about him was disappointing, not in the least. And so she was avid with expectation, squirming like a trapped fish as he pushed his leaking blood-engorged glans down against the opening of her cunt. Her outer flaps gave way under the considerable battering pressure of his arm of manflesh.
Amy didn't even have to splay them wide, for his glans did the trick her fingers might have also performed. They were pulled apart so that without too much difficulty, her cunt more elastic than he'd first imagined, he was soon enough able to fit the head of his rampant and straining organ right down into her vulva.
He stopped short for a fleeting second, allowing her to grow accustomed to the dimensions of his massive nine-inch cunt-rammer. Her box was marvelously wet and clinging and he rubbed his glans over the tender morsel that was her clit, eliciting an immediate and heated response on both their parts.
Cunt juice squirted suddenly up around the engorged opening of her vagina and she pushed forward, wanting more and telling him exactly that. Not a man to deny Amy pleasure, as has already been stated on numerous occasions, he pushed forward, easing his meaty rod down into the one place he had always felt it most rightfully belonged, the place designed for it and it alone.
It was her cunt he thought of in this way and on the verge of totally possessing it in all its succulent glory, he didn't hesitate to wield his own brand of masculine potency, ramming down so that his penis scraped roughly along her burning cunt walls, stuffing itself deeper and deeper into her tender little girl-cunt.
He couldn't speak, nor did he know of any words which would aptly express the kind of intense emotional and sexual feelings he was experiencing at that moment. So he let his actions speak louder than his words, hammering down as more and more cock was fed into the gaping mouth that was her pussy.
"More," she moaned. "All of it, every bit of it. I want it all, all of you!"
He laughed with wild lust and pounded even more savagely, knowing then that she could handle his thick and cumbersome weapon of pleasure. Handle it she most certainly did, not content until he had stuffed the last hard throbbing inches of his penis into place.
Then and only then did she sigh with relief and sink back down against the mattress. He was ensheathed as far as he could, his nuts tickling her upraised bum furrow and his dark and hairy pubic bush completely obscuring her own narrow and fleecy golden growth.
The wide base of his penis was touched as if by licking fingers or tongues of fire, her cunt flaps tightly stretched around it and seemingly holding it down in place. And then her vaginal muscles fluttered and went into action, seconds before he eased back, withdrawing the entire length of his cock, right up to the head.
This he did with swiftness and ease, and with as much fluidity of motion he jerked forward and crammed his hardon back into place. Thus it was he began the work he had set out to perform, pistoning his massive and flaming rod of manflesh in and out of his niece's ripe and juicy little twat.
"I want you this way forever, for always," she moaned then, glancing down as if she still found it hard to believe that she had been able to effortlessly accommodate her uncle's mule-cock, that as well as the fact that it was Drew who had mounted her, who was now fucking her into a state of sexual delirium.
The nightmare of the past month was fading away, never to be remembered again. And in its place, for nature abhors a vacuum in all things, from empty cunts to forgotten memories, her thoughts were filled with the joy of the moment, the pleasure she was experiencing, the wild lusty passions Drew had succeeded in awakening inside of her. Drew smiled and kept at it, hammering in and out with one swift darting stroke of his meaty tool after another. His balls whacked and swung like a fist between his thighs, hitting her ass so that she didn't hesitate to reach down and spread her buns a little farther apart, thus able to soon enough feel his balls actually touching and stimulating her naked asshole.
She did this for a few minutes and then let go, only to slide her hands down along his chest until she was just about able to grab hold of his bucking heaving buns. Drew hunched forward, drawing her up against his crotch and even as he continued to jab away like mad, he was loving the way she fondled his muscular ass cheeks.
Her fingers kneaded his buttocks and she tried to slide down to the hot sweaty groove between his buns. This too was accomplished as he wiggled up closer until he was nearly squatting, resting on the backs of his legs and pulling her cunt down against his meat, even as he continued to lunge back and forth.
"You're doing fine, but this is only the beginning," he told her with a rare smile of complete and total bliss. Everything he had wanted to happen, everything he had wanted from her, she was now giving him and he couldn't have been more aroused or delighted.
So while he kept thrusting his cock in and out of her juicy quim, her cunt muscles lashing again and again in heated fibrillating response, Amy was sliding her eager fingers down along his anal groove, able to feel the tuft of hair at the top of his furrow, that and the wet and wiry pubes which lined his crevice.
She was not content until she was diddling with his asshole and since he was now kneeling, rather than being stretched out on top of her, she was soon able to accomplish what she had set out to do. Her hands pulled his buns apart and the tip of one middle finger rubbed hotly along his puckered bottom-hole.
She couldn't stretch far enough to actually finger-fuck his ass and thus stimulate and tickle his prostate gland, but what she was now doing was even more than Drew had expected. And so his niece continued to palpitate the tip of her inquisitive little finger against the folds and creases which marked his asshole while he, in turn, kept hammering his dong in and out of her quivering twat.
It didn't take very much more of his agile sexual gymnastics for Drew to get her over the hump. Her orgasm came upon her almost as an unannounced guest might arrive at one's home, suddenly there so that she gasped and her eyes bugged out a split-second before the rippling tidal wave of crushing sexuality descended upon her entire body.
She raged like a tigress, her jugs rising and falling as he pressed his lips around them and stuffed as much of her tits into his mouth as he possibly could. Unable to speak, to goad her on, he could only show his response by quickening the tempo of his raging cock-strokes, thus drilling his meat so swiftly that any second it seemed as if the unending friction would cause her box to ignite like two sticks sparking at an Indian campfire.
Her body jolted again and again and she clung to him as best she could, moaning and ranting incoherently, her words of fiery lust igniting his own trigger-like sexual appetites. He too was almost there and he gave in to the needs of his body, wanting to join her and be one with his niece's wild orgasmic response.
And so that too happened a minute or so later.
There was no stopping Drew Livingston and at the moment of release he flung his legs back and crushed her down to the bed, pressing the entire length of his body over her squirming shuddering figure. Forced to relinquish her palpitating grip on his bottom-hole, she now clung to his shoulders as if for dear life.
And then they were joined as never before, the hot gushes of his manly spend soaring out of the flaming head of his deeply buried and ensheathed pecker. The hot gobbets of foamy cream splashed and flooded her twat and she could feel the muscular ejaculations of his pole as easily as he felt the way her cunt muscles quivered and contracted against the entire length of his boner.
The heat of his body flooded her as well and there they were on the bed in a hotel room, in Capri, experiencing the kind of lusty and delirious ecstasy that both of them, uncle and niece. Drew Livingston and Amy Mitchell, had only imagined possible in their wildest erotic dreams.
All that had happened since Amy's encounter with Rene Martinon and Drew's involvement in his niece's affairs, now seemed to be fading into the background, replaced by the wild throbbing job that they were now both experiencing, giving to each other and getting much more than either of them had ever expected in return.
Drew didn't stop to think about what would happen afterwards, now that he had consummated his letch for his lusty and succulent teenage niece. What would happen was no doubt destined, for that, he had always thought, was the way life was.
He couldn't change the shame of things, the tapestry of their mutual fates. But he could certainly try to make sure that the weave of their lives would be joined together, just as they were joined and linked in wild sexual union, unable to stop themselves from screaming out with joyous and triumphant incestuous delight.
She even admitted to participating in four-way group orgies with Rene, the young man whose name was Claude, and Francoise, the four of them engaging in every manner of sexual activities including being lured (or forced, decided Drew) into performing before the men with Francoise.
As far as Drew's own designs upon his niece, he kept them out of the discussion, at least for the time being. Even the first night on the road, for it was a two-day trip to the Riviera, he checked into a hotel and requested adjoining rooms.
She was still on edge, still confused by her experiences and he didn't want to exert any undue pressures upon her until he felt the moment was exactly right. But that moment took place soon enough, four days later after she had already begun to lose her pallor and the color of youth had returned to her cheeks.
As in the other hotel, they were staying in adjoining rooms with a bath to be shared between the two of them. Four days after first checking his niece out of the private sanatorium, Drew had put on one two many martinis at lunch and now felt a glow of warmth and self-satisfaction settling like a soothing balm over his body.
He too had gotten over the worst of the experience and none the worse was wear, was once again his horny and virile self. During the three weeks he'd waited in Paris while Amy was at the sanatorium, he'd had a chance to see Christine Pedersen, though the meeting was arranged at his hotel, lest Rene decide to use the girl as a foil to lure him back into his clutches and take his revenge.
But Christine seemingly knew nothing of what had taken place at Fontenay. Thus, Drew had been able to spend a torrid afternoon and evening with the Swedish teenager, even going so far as to take her to Orly in a rented limousine when she arrived with her luggage and the announcement that she was returning to Stockholm on the midnight flight.
But other than that one time, he'd gone without sex for far longer than he felt was both natural and comfortable for a man of his considerable physical appetites. The drink had given him an edge of horniness and that evening, still aglow and buzzing with pleasure, he'd showered and then returned to his room with a towel wrapped around his waist, intent upon consummating his incestuous desires for his niece.
He waited for her to disrobe and take off her beach apparel before stepping into the tub. The drone of the shower spray aroused his senses and he knew that it was either now or never. He took comfort from the fact that she had openly admired his body, both at Fontenay when she'd caught him in the act of coming as he fucked Francoise, as well as here at Capri, where she'd seen him cavorting on the beach in the skimpiest and most revealing of French swimming shells, the kind that once wet clung to his crotch and enabled her to see the formidable outline of his cock, even when limp and detumescent.
He'd steered the conversation away from sex on all occasions, even when it had appeared that she was interested in discussing such things with him. But he took heart from the abovementioned reactions, as well as the often remembered words of Rachel Strauss, Amy's friend.
He recalled how the black-haired teenager had seemed to indicate that his niece had a letch for him and even Amy, back at Fontenay-aux-Roses, had said that it was too bad he was her uncle, too bad that they were related to each other.
Bad or not, incest a taboo and a societal sin, he nevertheless was intent upon doing what he felt he had denied himself for far too long. And now was the perfect opportunity. He waited until he heard her turning off the shower faucets and then stepping out of the tub to dry herself off.
By this time, his cock had grown huge behind the loosely draped towel that was wrapped around his waist. Just picturing what it would be like to go to bed with his niece had gotten him good and hard and pre-come was already dribbling hotly out of the head of his monstrously swollen and oversized pecker.
The front of the towel thus tented out, despite the fact that he pulled his cock straight up towards his waist and stomach, he nevertheless strode right into the bathroom, not even bothering to knock upon the door.
"Oh, I thought you were finished," he said, lying through his teeth as he found himself staring with obvious excitement at the sight of her highly arousing body.
She was still naked, drying her long blonde hair with a towel. It pleased him to no end when she didn't blush or jump back with embarrassment, or even make a move to wrap the towel around her naked and glistening body. Rather, she just laughed and continued to dry her hair while he moved to the toilet and made no bones about lifting up his towel to pull his cock out into the open.
"Nature calls," he said, glancing over his shoulder to where she was still standing on the bath mat. And even as he pretended to urinate though it was quite impossible to do so now that he sported a huge and flagrant hardon, he was pleased to notice the way she was glancing back at him, staring and almost trying to slide around as she casually dried her hair. It was as if she was now more than just curious, wanting to sneak a peek at his cock before he stuck it back behind the front of the towel.
And Drew was the kind of man who gave Amy every opportunity to satisfy her girlish whims and curiosities. Ignoring her blatant sexual stare, or so he hoped it was meant to be, he flushed the toilet and then turned sideways, whistling nonchalantly as he made a public display – Amy being his captured audience of stuffing his meat back into place.
Everything seemed to be going in his favor.
He was not placed in the position of trying to win her over, for it had become increasing apparent to him that all of his suspicions, all of the vibes she had sent off to use her term for them, were not projections of his imagination.
For his niece now stared at his unveiled hardon with considerable interest. It seemed to him, as he took his time stuffing it away, glancing out of the corner of his eye and pleased to note she was still wide-eyed and open-mouthed, that Amy was itching to get her hands, or her mouth, or hopefully her twat, on his meat.
And, what was more, he was just as eager to get a hold of her, in all her lush adolescent splendor. For the first time he was able to see her without a single thing on, the towel now wrapped like a turban around her hair.
They said nothing, uncle and niece, and he slowly turned to face her even as she backed away to the door. Her eyes were still drawn down between his legs and he had tied the towel loosely and purposely so. For now it slipped down as he made a move, falling off of his waist so that his cock jumped out of confinement.
Her eyes opened even wider and the silence was almost ominous, but also wildly arousing. Drew's mouth was watering as he ogled the spun gold of his niece's tender muff, her fleecy love-nest still damp with water and possibly even the first fresh discharges of the juice of her obvious sexual excitement.
It was a narrow swath between her slim golden-toned thighs and her jugs, so small and tender, seemed to swell and perk up, each ruby-red nipple hardening and growing taut as his eyes slid up and down the length of her naked body.
No appropriate words came to mind. He didn't know whether to remain where he was and let his niece make the first move or if he should do what came naturally, forcing her to surrender to his burly virility.
A minute passed, sixty silent watchful seconds, during which time he felt himself fast losing control of his senses. Her body called out to him and he wanted to devour her with caresses, to show her what love-making was really all about, not just the unemotional animal sex she had been forced to endure with Francoise, Claude and the odious Rene Martinon.
So when she didn't make a move, when she didn't respond as Christine had done in the shower, dropping to her knees in adoration before his horny and potent body, Drew knew that it was time for him to take a chance – a good chance, at that – and do what he had kept putting off since he had found Amy at Fontenay.
"Your friend Rachel told me that you've always thought I was a hump," he whispered, dry-mouthed and eager to get started.
Amy looked up into his eyes with a start, as if she had been hypnotized, as if his cock was mesmerizing her the way a snake can charm a bird into immobility. "You are," she whispered, dry-mouthed and eager to get started.
Amy looked up into his eyes with a start, as if she had been hypnotized, as if his cock was mesmerizing her the way a snake can shhhhhh charm a bird into immobility. "You are," she whispered. "I mean, I've always thought so. But you're my uncle, so…"
"So what," he said, completing the sentence. "Rachel knew a good thing when she saw one. And so do you. And you know what? So do I, Amy, and I've known it for a long, long time, longer than you'd even believe." And saying this, seeing the way a blush of confusion had suddenly suffused her cheeks, he moved towards her, ignoring the way she continued to back off into her room. He followed her, for she made no move to slam the door in his face, to callout words of disapproval.
She seemed fearful but wildly aroused at the same time, the forbidden and incestuous nature of their imminent bodily contact confusing her so that it would appear that she didn't know what to say or do. But Drew didn't have to hear her flattering him. She could have been mute and he wouldn't have cared less, for he knew what he wanted and what must be done.
She backed away from her, all eyes to his hairy crotch, to the grossly swollen projection of horny manflesh which rose out at her like an instrument of devilish pleasure. His body called out to her as much if not more than she called out to him and when her legs hit against the side of her bed, it was time for Drew to make good all the things he'd promised himself.
He lunged forward, his eyes blazing and his fingers trembling to grab hold of her. She gave a startled girlish yelp of fear and fell back onto the bed as he sprung at her like panther attacking its prey.
"Oh God no, say no," she moaned.
But it was too late for Drew to stop himself. He knew that what he'd always dreamed about was on the verge of becoming real and actual and so even as she trembled, his hands grabbed hold of her tawny thighs and he wrenched them almost brutally apart, dropping down onto his knees and the backs of his legs so that he was kneeling right in front of her.
See if she'll want me to stop now, he thought to himself as he held her steady and despite her fearful thrashing motions, lowered his head down towards the golden fleecy spot between her thighs. His tongue, long wide and raspy edged as a fine file, thrust out of his mouth like the hissing flickering tongue of an asp and a split-second later her body gave a convulsive shudder as she saw and felt the way it was now lashing over her golden little honey pot.
He slurped like a wild man, as if he had never sucked or seen cunt in all of his life. For though he'd had more than his share of girls and women, far more than most men had in their entire lifetimes, never before had he been as aroused and turned on as he was at this moment. His niece's box called out to him like the Sirens, beckoning him forward.
His tongue rose and fell, lapping hotly up and down across her fleecy pubic mane. She shuddered against him, but her motions grew less anxious the more he licked and tongued her delicious little box. He could see as well as feel the twin narrow smooth-edged lips which bordered her gash.
It was to these he now worked his oral magic, sucking on them, pressing his lips along each smooth length of cunt flesh and loving the way she now pushed her hips forward, her moans the moans of a teenager caught in the grips of sexual pleasure which knew no bounds.
That was just the way he wanted her to react. She was not disappointing him in the least and intent upon giving her pleasure she had been yet to enjoy in her young life, he worked his tongue in circles around hex muff, covering every inch of her tender and meaty little twat.
Her golden pubes darkened with spittle and were soon flattened down, matted around her fleecy hillock. Her cunt lips grew more prominent as a result, tempting him beyond belief. He even chewed on them delicately and all this time, all the while he had been licking the outside of her pubic mound, she had been moaning and writhing hotly against him, no longer capable of stopping her uncle from doing what came most naturally to a man of his adolescent oriented sexual appetites.
Drew could barely think straight as a result.
Consumed with raging passions, his blood boiling and his cock feeling so hard and throbbing that it threatened to explode in a shower of prematurely released semen, he continued to lavish all manner of attention upon Amy Mitchell's tight little quim.
Once he had licked the entire outer surface of her gloriously succulent mount, he slid his fingers up, tickling the tender and sensitive inner flesh of her voluptuous young thighs. She shivered hotly in response as he moved his hands ever higher, not stopping their upward journey until they had reached their goal.
His fingertips rubbed back and forth along each tingling and swelling major cunt lip. Then, he took hold of them as gently and delicately as possible, listening to her girlish and plaintive moans of sexual excitement.
Her plaintive whimpers were music to his ears and as she continued to shudder and writhe back and forth on the bed, her legs kicking out spasmodically, he gripped her cunt flaps securely, one in each hand. He pushed her legs up at the same time, pleased when she openly responded to his suggestive gesturing.
Amy lifted them up and rested them over his burly shoulders as he leaned still closer and now began to exert considerable pressure along her cunt lobes. He began to ease them back, farther and farther apart, the fetching and arousing mysteries of her vulva now revealed to his wide and glaring eyes.
Pulpy and glistening with cunt dew, puckered and creased and red with the rich supply of blood that suffused her vagina, her vaginal vestibule was a narrow little chamber the likes of which it seemed he had never gazed upon in all of his life. He continued to splay her folds apart, their youthful elasticity and resiliency enabling him to stretch them until they resembled smooth-edged rounded butterfly wings adorning her pubic mound.
Inside her vulva he caught the first faint stirrings of activity. He knew exactly what was causing the flicker of motion and his tongue swooped down like a bird of prey, ignoring the drooping inner numphae in its quest for the bud of erectile tissue that was her unveiled clitoris.
The narrow appendage wiggled on its tender stalk of cunt-flesh. The shiny juice-covered tip of her reddened clit was seen and then devoured as he clamped his choppers around it and sucked it right up into his slobbering mouth.
And the instant he sucked it into his mouth, pulling his cheeks in to create a partial vacuum and thus additional frictioning pressure, Amy was his and in every way possible. She gave into her desires as never before, thrusting her slim agile hips forward, ramming her cunt over his face and now openly demanding him to eat her out.
"Oh do it, oh shit, it's okay, I want it, I've always wanted it this way, with you, with you Drew," she called out.
Her words enchanted him and now that he had heard her give her okay, though he'd never really doubted it wouldn't be forthcoming, he began to his work with renewed confidence. He licked and tongued her trapped and stubby clit, his lips now smeared with the wild spicy ichor of her muff. Her juices flowed down in greater and greater abundance, coating his lips and tongue so that he could taste her murky and pungent fluids.
If it was at all possible, he would relish the opportunity to collect her spicy discharges, to trap them in a mason jar so that he could sip upon her musky secretions even when she was not physically present.
So aroused was he by his time that his tongue was moving at a maddeningly quick pace. He released her clit, only to ram his tongue all the way down into the narrow well of her shuddering pussy, licking more spicy juice off of her palpitating vaginal walls.
And as he did this, he let go of one of her cunt lips and slid his index finger in circles around her vulva, coating it with her oily juices. Once this was accomplished, the rest came easily. His finger suitably lubricated and his tongue doing a fantastic job of arousing every inch of her trembling snatch, he pushed her up a little off the edge of the bed so that he was able to wiggle and then insert his index finger right between the overhanging cheeks of her tight and rounded butt.
He didn't pull her nether globes apart but slid his probing finger up along her bum furrow until he was tickling the tender unblossomed folds and creases which swirled around her naked and hairless bottom-hole. Her response was all that he had hoped it would be.
Instead of shying away, she shoved her buns down so that he could feel the strong muscular contraction of her sphincter ring against the tip of his index finger. Thus, he palpitated her anus even as he ate out her cunt, slowly but surely loosening her muscular restraint until her perianus was totally loose and relaxed.
And when that was accomplished, he thought nothing of gently inserting his index finger right inside her tight and boyish ass. Ever so slowly, taking care not to hurt her with his fingernail he pushed forward and her anus began to expand, the folds loosening and opening under the insistent pistoning pressure of his trembling digit.
He kept at it, not stopping until he had managed to cram the entire length of his finger right up her tight dry poop. The spongy yet resilient walls of her virginal asshole twitched against his finger and he eased it back and forth, never all the way out, listening to her groans of joyous and delirious sexual bliss.
His tongue and finger made contact along the taut divisional membrane, that narrow septum which separated her anus from her vagina. He licked her cooze and finger-fucked her ass until his mouth was filled with more juice than he could swallow in one gulp. He'd held himself back until he had collected a goodly amount of her delicious juices and now, with three eager gulps, he swallowed the reservoir of musky fluid he had collected inside of his mouth.
Content to continue at this pace for as long as necessary, Drew was thus doubly pleased when a few minutes later his niece began to beg him to fuck her, or to at least allow her to return the favor by sucking on his huge and throbbing member.
"Oh please, please, do it, do it and I'll come. I'll make you come forever, I swear it, Drew," she grunted, shuddering more violently against his face, her legs kicking out and her thighs scissoring around his thick bull neck.
It was all he needed to hear.
He was not about to take his time any further, for any second and his body would have its way and he'd have wasted an abundant hot load of gismo Drew hadn't jerked off for the past week, saving up his come for the night when he and Amy would have it out together.
And that night had now arrived, their passions making each of them bum with an ungodly fire. So delirious was he as well as Amy by this time that he ripped his finger out of her asshole in a flash. And then he almost reluctantly removed his tongue from the wet surging cavern.
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