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CHAPTER ONE


Steve feared his free-loving life would be too much for the pretty niece who came to visit. Wrong! She was too much for him-his pals as well!
Brenda gazed in awe at the apartment, unable to believe that it was actually hers. She had seen it before, of course, when she came up with the rental agent, but then she had been looking for basics such as good plumbing and a decent refrigerator. Now reality sank in. It was swinging, psychedelic and somehow wicked.
Her head turned slowly to the corner where a double bed mattress sat on the floor. It was covered with a leopard-skin spread and plump, soft pillows. She wondered what the girl who had lived here was like. How could she entertain people, men, with that sexy, inviting bed staring at them?
She jumped as the doorbell pierced the silence. She stared at the paneled door, unable to move. It couldn't be for her… she knew no one in New York… she had just arrived in town… she…
"Ginny? Are you home?"
It was a male voice, deep and authoritative, followed by another demanding blast on the bell. Forgetting everything she had heard about opening doors to strangers in big cities, Brenda hurried into the foyer. Besides, it was no stranger; he had called for "Ginny", the girl who had lived here before.
She opened the door and saw a rugged, handsome face half-lost in the shadows of the hallway. He was smiling expectantly but his smile froze in surprise as he saw her.
"Oh… Where's Ginny?"
Brenda stammered in confusion as he stepped closer. "She's… not here. I sublet the apartment yesterday."
"You mean she's moved?" he demanded. "Just gone?"
"I-I guess so. I have the place for a year's lease."
"Well, what the hell…" His perplexity vanished as he laughed shortly, then looked at her with a bold, appraising glance.
"Well, you've even pettier than she is. Can I come in since we're neighbors now?"
She stepped back, her heart pounding. As he walked through the door the impact of his maleness struck her like a blow, and she began to tremble. He wore a velveteen shirt with lacings up the front, exposing diamond-shaped patches of black, curling hair. Automatically, her eyes lowered to his trim masculine hips. He was as lithe as a tiger except… Except in front, she thought, her heart pounding and rising to her throat. Unable to help herself she stole a hungry glance at the clearly defined shape of his groin. His cock was caught proudly in the tight material of his jeans, leaving nothing to the imagination. Brenda could not believe what she saw. It was long and thick… very thick, and it seemed ready to burst the cloth.
"Well… and what's your name?" he asked huskily.
His eyes danced with amusement as she suddenly looked up and met his glance. He had caught her looking at him, there was no doubt about it. Confusion flooded her and she felt herself blushing.
"Brenda Taylor," she murmured.
"I'm Harl Garrison. Glad I decided to come up. I can help you warm the hearth, now that I'm here." His voice was silky and suggestive, making her blood course through her veins. Harl… it sounds so familiar, as if I'd heard it before somewhere. But she had never heard such a name. It was unusual, pretty in a way and yet dashing and male at the same time.
"Won't you sit down?" she asked, hating herself for the primness she heard in her tones. She felt anything but prim now. As he sank comfortably onto the sofa, slouching down and grinning at her, the lump in his pants rose up in challenge. She couldn't take her eyes away from it! It was the most beautiful thing she had ever seen, and she wanted to see more of it. She didn't know much about cocks but she had seen enough to know that this one was unlike any other. She imagined it big and dark, swollen into a smooth, hammering muscle of loving that would ram up inside of her and pound her into madness. As she continued to think about it her body fluids rushed out of her shamelessly, wetting her thighs as she felt the lips of her cunt enlarge and open for this big, beautiful stud across from her. A stranger! How could she? Yet he was no stranger. He knew this apartment, was obviously a former guest, and looked as comfortable now as though they were old friends.
He's been here before… so have I. But I haven't!
"So where are you from, Brenda?" he asked, reaching over to the teakwood cigarette box on the cocktail table. Casually he took out a cigarette and lit it with a table lighter. He had some trouble getting the wick to light.
"This damn thing. She ought to throw it out. It's never worked, even when it was new."
His familiarity with something so inconsequential drove away Brenda's shame at the fierce passion she felt for him. I know him well enough to go to bed with him, she told herself. He's familiar with everything here, and I'm – here!
"Excuse me," he grinned. "Where are you from?"
"Portland, Oregon. My company transferred me here. I put in for it," she added quickly. "I've always wanted to live in New York."
"And you looked in the paper for a sublet and found this one, huh?" As she nodded he shook his own head in perplexity. "Damn! That kooky kid! I wonder where she's off to now? I shouldn't be surprised – she's like that."
He shrugged lazily. "But as I said, you're quite an improvement. I feel as if I know you already, in fact. Same apartment, same lousy cigarette lighte…" He laughed, a free, lusty sound. "Brenda, huh? Brenda."
He seemed to be underscoring her name in his mind, because she was here in Ginny's apartment, amid Ginny's things. Brenda felt a tightness in her chest. He must feel as if she were Ginny in a way. A delicious horror crept over her. I am Ginny! I am Ginny!
His eyes flickered over her. "Honey blond, cornflower eyes. That's poetic for blue. I write poetry sometimes."
He stood up and strode over to her, smiling confidently. As though in a trance, she rose and let him mold his body to hers, pulling her up on tiptoe until they were matched thigh-to-thigh. She groaned under the force of the electrifying shock that coursed through her as her soft, wet cunt found the hard lump and pressed into it. She spread her legs and rolled her body against his, shaking as she felt the slow throb begin in her engorged cunt.
Harl backed her into the bed, his hands reaching up under her skirt and expertly unrolling her panties. As they fell down on the mattress she gave a harsh cry of joy and pulled them off. She lay with her skirt up, waiting for him as he unzipped his tight pants. She was going to get it, get that huge prick up inside of her. Black fear rose like bile in her throat – what had come over her? What was it about this apartment that had turned her into a wanton?
Her thoughts vanished in a wave of frenzied heat as he took out the most beautiful cock she had ever seen. It was as thick as her wrist and long – God, how long was it? The swollen tip fanned out, like a rubber helmet with a thick ridge that promised unbearable pleasure in every thrust. Now, as Harl moved toward her, her mouth watered with a desire to do something she had thought she hated. She wanted to suck on it, clutch it in her fist while she savored its juicy hardness, clamp her lips around that big, rubbery head and suck!
But first…
She spread her legs wide, her garters stretching askew.
"You've got a pretty cunt, you know that?" he murmured, sinking down on his knees. His fingers reached between her legs and spread the hot, weeping lips. "She's blonde… takes after you. Right now she looks like she got caught in a cum factory. You're wet for me, aren't you?"
He spread his muscular body over hers as she tensed, awaiting the slick contact of cock on ready cunt. But instead of thrusting forward and ramming it into her he teased her knowingly, his face taut with the agony of this sexy, playful delay.
He rubbed it over her belly, thrusting it at her in little jabbing promises of what was to come, until she twisted and cried out in longing.
"Oh, put it in! Ram it inside me, please, please! Fuck me, fuck me hard! It's so beautiful and big, sooooo big! I want to squeeze it hard please! Give me some cock; c'mon, give me some!"
She heard his breathy chuckle as he guided his turgid cock over the triangle of blond hair that grew across her groin. He was getting closer now, going down between her legs where the golden lips lay open in agonized excitement. But he was pushing that gorgeous cockhead into the burning flesh of her thighs now, he wasn't even touching her where she needed it most! She was more aware of his hardness now as he prodded her tantalizingly in that velvety part of her legs. If he wanted a struggle she would give him one!
"I'll show you the right place!" she growled. "It's right here!"
Her legs flew up and clutched at his hips, pulling him down between her throbbing cunt lips. The stallion cock collided with the folds of her wet, hairy cunt, sending her hips into swiveling greeting. He was hot now, too, she saw, as he forgot his tantalizing game and reached down to aim his body at hers.
Her vagina was gaping and huge… She had never felt so big in there, nor so empty. The muscular prick would stretch up, up, up into her belly, making room for all that she could ever want. She could take him, all of him, she was sure of it. I'm a big girl… a big girl! He made me big for him!
He pressed the huge head against her lubricious hole and began to insert it. Brenda gasped as she felt the size of it. It felt like a fist going in!
Her eyes flew open in surprise, and she saw his proud grin.
"Now you know why it's called screwing. I have to ease it in gently, or they start yelling. A few twists and turns ought to do it."
"Ooooh! God! Oh, it's hurting! Don't!"
She never knew anything could be so big and demanding. She moved her legs up around his waist to make herself bigger for the rampaging stud he had become. His eyes were bright and glittering with excitement as he bore into her, pushing past the first hot vise of cunt muscles. She gasped, a shudder of pain racking her, but then her body welcomed him with pulsing, sucking tremors as the walls of her vagina moved over his thrusting prick in an eager caress.
"You've got a snapping pussy, don't you? Let me feel it; squeeze me tight!"
Obediently she bore down on the bisecting rod that pushed into her. All the pain was gone now, leaving nothing but that full-cunt feeling that she had missed so much – God, how she'd missed it! She felt him slam against the sensitive thumb of flesh that was her cervix, and pound it unmercifully, sending a thrill of responsive chords into every nerve of her body. He was all the way in now, pressing against her womb but still there was a rock-hard piece of cock to spare. He put it to good use, rubbing it against her open pussy lips and easing it up to press against her begging clitoris.
"Yes! There… right there! Oooooohhhhh, rub it on me, rub it hard, uuuummmmmm! It's feels so goooood. God, it's so long! I can feel it everywhere!"
The little bud of coral flesh at the top of her cunt filled with blood and erected like a tiny cock, blossoming out of its hood, demanding attention. Brenda arched her hips until the top of her cunt could rub easily over the thick male lance that plunged in and out of her body.
She raised her head and stared down at his inflamed cock as it appeared and disappeared into her. As her hips twisted obscenely she watched the play of sunlight on the golden hairs of her pubic mound and the scattered whitish hairs on her pale flat belly. How deliciously lewd it was to watch herself being fucked! She found the mattress with her heels and lifted herself to meet his brutal thrust, her body bucking as his outsized prick dug into her quivering vaginal tunnel.
"Put 'em up!" he panted. "Wrap those beautiful legs around me."
Brenda grasped her thighs with her hands and lifted her torso to his plunging groin. For a moment the rocking rhythm stopped as he struggled with his pants, pushing them down on his hips.
"Choking my balls off… I wanta feel you all over down there," he gasped.
He came back to her in a new intimacy of warmth and hair and hard muscular thighs. She crooned in delight as she felt his swollen testicles, lightly furred with hair, bouncing against her up-ended cheeks. The slip-slap sounds of hearty fucking thrilled her, and she tightened her legs around his back and urged her dewy cunt lips into his groin.
He was nearing the peak now, grunting hoarsely in her ear and giving long, determined pulls at her cunt that left spiraling spasms of response along her inner muscles. As her cervix fluttered like a besieged punching bag. Brenda knew that she would go over the top any second now. Her copious female juices flowed faster, trickling down into the valley of her buttocks and over her palpitating rectum. He was making her cum everywhere! In her ass, in her clit, but most of all in her stretched-out, hot and heaving cunt!
"Ah! Ah! Ah! Ah! Ooooooooyesyesyesyes! Harl, oh! It's happening!"
Her eyes squeezed shut, she heard from somewhere the sound of grinding teeth and realized it was her own. Harl quivered and jerked as he shot up into her womb, his fingers pinching her soft, sweaty bottom. At last he collapsed on her with a leaden heaviness and lay with his lips at her throat.
She lay panting, savoring the softer invasion that his cock had become. Now it was fat rather than big, palpitating still and softening inside her as her muscles returned to their normal size.
God, but her pussy was sore! All of it, not just the thoroughly pummeled hole but her tender pink lips as well, from rubbing so madly against the base of his prick – and against his open zipper. But it was a warm, tingly pain. Harl felt like a fallen tree on top of her but she did not want to move and lose the delicious male weight of muscle and strength. His cock was shriveling out of her now… going, going, going – gone. Plop!
He sighed harshly and licked her throat in an animal way.
"Ginny… God, you're good. The best piece of ass…"
Ginny! Her blood turned from molten lava to icy tendrils that rushed to her brain and froze her with guilt. What had come over her? She, Brenda Taylor from Oregon, who had to go steady with a fellow before she let him into her pants! Steady or engaged. She thought numbly of Jim, good old Jim, with his respectful, grateful passions. She heard his voice now. You're a nice girl, Bren, a good girl. But she wasn't! Something had happened to her when she walked into this apartment that belonged to a faceless girl named Ginny who had disappeared. I've taken her place. Now I'm like her…
She turned her head, her cheek brushing Harl's black curls, and looked at the poster above the sofa. It showed a girl with bee-stung red lips and rosy cheeks, the picture of innocence until one noticed the slitted eyes slanting down across the bridge of her nose. Her hair was green, curving and rolling in huge swirls that became leaves and bushes and windswept flora, until she seemed to be standing in a forest.
Yet, the forest was her hair…
It was strangely threatening and abnormal, yet full of the hot throbbing of springtime and youth and love. The girl in the poster was a psychedelic love Goddess smiling down on the splayed forms on the bed. It's Ginny… and she's looking at me. Her eyes are following me.
Her guilt vanished in a dizzy awareness of her cumfilled cunt. She stretched, savoring the warm heaviness of her thighs and the wetness that glistened on them. Harl moved, rising to his knees, and grinned at her.
"Take off your clothes and let's do it right." His fingers opened the downy lips of her slit and brushed tantalizingly over the slippery inner flesh.
"This is eatin' pussy, as the lumberjacks say. I want a taste of it."
She tore off her dress until she stood before him in nothing but garter belt and dark hose. His eyes flickered over her as he tossed his wrinkled, twisted pants and shorts aside.
"Leave those on, it makes it better," he said.
As he walked to her she saw his plump balls jiggling between his long thighs and she grew hot immediately. That long, luscious prick was getting hard again, she saw, growing dark and delectable looking as it juiced up for another round. She had to have it in her mouth, she had to! I'm going cock-crazy! I've never been this way before! She knelt down in front of him, her eyes dancing with excitement.
"I want to french you."
He stepped in front of her, reaching out and twisting her nipples until chills scurried down her armpits. His cock rose in front of her and bobbed against her face. Harl held onto her nipples as he guided his shaft into her mouth.
She thrilled to the male essences that she tasted: strong, sweet, ingratiating tastes of brass and smoke and hot cum. The pulses in her ears deafened her as she heard nothing but the screams of her secret self.Suck! Suck! Suck! Oh, God, I want to suck this beautiful pecker till he shoots all over me, in my mouth, down my throat, everywhere! I want a mouth full of his cum, till it runs down my chin! I want it up my ass, between my tits, I want to drown in it!
She grasped his excited cock in her fist and squeezed against the pulsing artery, thrilling to the pumping force of blood that answered her. Her tongue licked over the head of baby-smooth skin, tracing the urethral slit and circling hungrily over the ridge. Her lips clamped around the rigid cap, pushing against the flap of loose skin until she had exposed the most sensitive part of this instrument of delight. He groaned and jiggled his hips, urging her further.
"Christ, you've got a good mouth! Where did you learn to go down on a dick so good?" he panted.
Her mind answered him in a frenzy of black confusion. But I never sucked cock before! Never! This is the first time I've had one in my mouth but it's so familiar, as if I'd done it before… But I haven't! Ginny's done it, she's a cocksucker, I know she is. A bad girl, a cocksucking whore… that's what the boys back home called girls who did it. She loves it, she did everybody… on your knees, baby!
Brenda thrust the succulent cock to the back of her throat, swabbing it in famished haste.
"Oooooohhoneeeee, I'm gonna cum, cum in your mouth. You gonna swallow my cum, baby?"
His legs spread wide as he stuffed a suffocating length of cock far back in her throat. Brenda choked and grasped his rod, guiding him into the side of her cheek, but he pulled away and rammed thickly into her mouth once more, pulling in and out just as though he were fucking her. Her tongue licked wildly to meet him, making wet sluicing noises that excited her more. The sexy, beautiful sounds of cocksucking!
"That's it… a little more now… I'm gonna give you a mouthful better'n what's running out of your cunt."
The saliva-slicked cock stiffened into iron for a second, then seemed to swell to an even larger size. Then she felt it, the welcome hot spurt of his climax as it hit the back of her palate and filled her mouth with burning, briny cum. He jerked back, moaning, then wriggled sinuously back and forth between her lips as more cum sprayed through his monstrous prick. Brenda's mouth worked over it, drawing it out until there was no more. A trickle of it ran from the side of her mouth and trailed down her neck. She swallowed thickly, thinking of cream, then swallowed again until it was gone.
Harl staggered as she released him, his eyes glazed with exhausted pleasure. As she looked at him Brenda felt a thrill of sensuality like nothing she had ever known. It was a woman's job, a real woman's job, and she had done it perfectly.
He dropped to the bed on his knees and fell over beside her, reaching a heavy arm out to her as he pulled her close.
"Jesus, baby, they grow 'em wild out in the West, don't they?"
"Harl…"
What could she say? She did not know him. How could she pose the question that was tormenting her?
"Harl, who was Ginny? What was she like?"
He laughed after a curious silence, "Ginny? I'd forgotten her. Funny, for a minute I didn't know who you meant."
A shrill voice of panic screamed deafeningly in her brain at his words. Nameless terror clutched at her throat, choking off speech.
"I-I just… wanted to know about her. You know, when you rent somebody else's apartment, you get curious."
"Oh, she was a Village character, I guess. Kept crazy hours, was always flying in and out to change her clothes. Hung around in the zodiac coffee houses, played the sitar – or played at it, anyhow."
"What did she do for a living?"
"Christ, she had a different job every week, it seemed. But basically she was a photographer. She did dogs at some nutty place down on Eighth Street. People paid a fortune for it. Then she did tinting, you know, refurbishing old photographs."
"You didn't know she was going to move?"
"Hell, no," he laughed. "I thought you were her when you opened the door."
Brenda stiffened as a tremor threatened to shake her. "Why? Just because I was here?"
"I guess it was that. When you opened the door, I expected to see her, so that must have been why…"
He broke off. She knew it was because of a touch of chivalry. He did not want to tell her that she looked like a girl he used to screw after he had just finished screwing her. She might think he was substituting, pretending to himself that she was Ginny. And she might get mad and throw him out, after he'd found a good thing.
She forced the words out of her mouth. "Do we look alike?"
"Not really. You at the door, yes, because I'd seen her at the door. And in that dark hall, your eyes play tricks on you. You looked exactly like her for a split second, then you didn't at all."
"Why do you suppose she left without telling you? Has she told anybody else, do you think?"
"How should I know? Probably not. She toots off all over the place. She went to Mexico once for six months then showed up again."
He turned over and loomed over her, grinning suggestively while looking down into her eyes.
"I said you had eatin' pussy, and I'm going to prove it."
He lowered his face to her swelling tits and sucked on their tips until she was hot again, her frightening thoughts of Ginny drowning in the tide of scurrying thrills that shot out from her nipples as his tongue lazed over their hardening circles. She arched her back and pressed the round boob into his face, forcing his teeth into a delicious bite that made her moan with pleasure. His fingers pinched her other nipple as his palm circled over the firm globe. She knew she had a mouth-watering pair of breasts and noticed with pride that he seemed almost reluctant to leave them to go lower.
His mouth opened on the flesh of her belly, sucking gently as he grazed toward the field of golden wheat that awaited him. He scooped up her creamy thighs and spread them apart as he fell between them, tracing the tendrils of wheat-colored hair that grew in the juncture of her groin. She moaned and tossed, lifting her pussy to his seeking tongue and offering him its cloven delights. He found the bud of her clitoris and circled slowly over it until it swelled with molten longing.
"Ahhhhhh… ooooo, yes, yes, that's it. Lick me, oh lick me!"
Her cunt was a glistening puddle of desire. He teased the slit until the flesh lay totally exposed to his tonguing. The probing wetness of his mouth went still lower until the tip of his tongue slithered into the entrance of her cunt.
"Mmmmmm… good pussy… aaahhh, sweet little hot pussymmmmm."
His lips smacked as he drew on the opening, sucking it hard and then flicking past its musculature with his tongue. He continued to swab her with his expert oral caress until she screamed out, her legs kicking the air over his head.
Her insanity mounted as he trailed down beneath the hairy triangle to the thicker growth that hid her anus. As his tongue revolved over the tight little hole Brenda gasped in shocked surprise. He was rimming her! No one had ever done that before… it was awful, dirty, unnatural. But the steady tickling between her buttocks soon became a crescendo of pleasure that drove all inhibitions away.
"Yes! Yes! Put your tongue in my ass… oh, I love it! Go up… way up, stick it in!More! Rim me good oh so goooood!"
She was throbbing in there, just as she throbbed in her cunt when she was ready to come. It can't be… it can't happen that way! His fingers found her slippery lips as he kept his mouth pressed tight against her ass. Suddenly her whole bottom started to pound out a ferocious orgasm such as she had never known was possible. She was coming – everywhere at once!
"awwwwh! I can't stand it! It's too much… ooooooohh, Harl!"
She fell back, wet and spent from the swell of her pubis to the valley between her creamy cheeks.
When she opened her eyes once again she saw the slitted eyes and jungle tresses of the alabaster face in the poster. As she stared at the dreamlike image she thought she saw the mouth quirk in amusement.



CHAPTER TWO


When Harl left, Brenda automatically walked him to the door like a good hostess before she remembered that she wore nothing except the twisted garter belt and stockings. She darted back into the vestibule with a little gasp as she heard another tenant in the hallway.
Harl laughed. "Nothing would surprise the people who live in here. They're too used to Ginny."
The name struck terror in her heart and seemed to echo in the silence like the eerie whine of a demon in a nightmare. Ginny… Ginny… Ginny… where are you?
He grabbed her roughly and cupped her buttocks as he pressed her against the wall with his body, rubbing his crotch into her naked groin.
"We groove, don't we?" he whispered. "I never balled with anybody like that. God, you're a good piece of ass. I'll see you soon again, humm?"
"Yes…" Her voice was low and uncertain for a moment, then she saw, over his shoulder, the tumbled bed and its leopard-skin spread heaped like a torpid animal in a corner. The apartment… Ginny's apartment, but now hers. The thought filled her with a desperate, insatiable need for sex. Suddenly she was excited again, hot and starting to feel the slow, delicious throbs in her cunt. She ground her pelvis against Harl and stretched up against him until her moist pussy found the shape of his cock in his pants.
"Yes! Come back to me, make love to me again and again."
She was ashamed the moment she spoke. That wasn't the sort of thing you were supposed to say to a man! A girl should pretend to be disinterested, undecided. She should have said, "Oh, maybe. I don't know. Let's see… we'll see… we'll see."
But she had said none of that. She had begged him eagerly, like any pushover! No matter how much you wanted to get laid, you always pretended that you didn't. That was the definition of a nice girl to Brenda's mind. But she was mindless now as she ground her cunt against Harl's hips. There was no mind, no Brenda; nothing except the spell of the girl who used to live in the apartment. Fright invaded her passion as she felt herself floating off, as though her consciousness were drifting into another world, leaving nothing but a hot vacuum demanding to be filled.
She had to have it again! Oh, God, he's got to fuck me again!
"Hey, baby… wow, you really want it, don't you?"
She heard the trace of uncertainty in his voice. Suppose he couldn't? How many times had they screwed?
"Come here, down on the rug," he whispered hoarsely. He pulled her onto the shag rug in the vestibule, his hand seeking her parted thighs. Yes, that was good! He was going to fuck her with those long, hard fingers…
His thumb teased open her dewy cunt lips and trailed up and down through the burning folds of pink flesh. Brenda spread her legs as far out as they would go, until a cramping pain knotted the muscles at her hips. As his thumb revolved over her clitoris his fingers played lazily over her up-turned cheeks, grazing the soft skin and dipping into her crack to tickle her asshole. It was maddening! For a moment she could not tell the difference between his light touch and the feathery caress of the shaggy rug under her wiggling ass.
He was grinning at her, as though deliberately trying to torture her. She cried out in impatient pleading and lifted her legs high, until her knees were over her breasts. This would be her own private party; all she had to do was lie back and enjoy it.
"Fuck me! Hurry, hurry, hurry! Do it! Put it in!"
As his forefinger slipped into her cunt she gasped and bore down on it, eager to grasp it tightly and feel it probe deep within her. Suddenly he thrust it in hard, striking the soft neck of her womb. He wriggled it around far up at the end of her cunt until she shivered and pumped against it. The grin faded from Harl's face as his arm began a pistonlike movement; his mouth tightened and his eyes narrowed into slits as he watched her face while she received the onslaught.
"How much do you want?" he growled, panting from his effort.
"More… a lot more. Ooooooh, that feels so good! Use more…ahhh! Yesohyesyes! Mmmmmmm!"
"Three?" he challenged.
"Yes… oh, God! I can feel it so gooood! I – OHHHHH!"
Her harsh moan split the air as he shoved three tightly clasped fingers into her pussy until they would go no farther. The entrance of her cunt burned and ached with pain and pleasure as the sore muscles stretched and opened wider to take it an.
His teeth clenched in determined concentration, Harl's arm moved from the shoulder in violent pummeling thrusts, his fingers buried in hot, throbbing cunt and the base of his hand slamming against her widespread pussy lips that had changed from coral pink to fiery red.
"God, your cunt can really take a beating, can't it? You like that? Want me to stop?"
"No! Don't stop! I'm… almost there!Oooooohhhhhhmmmmm! I'm cuming!"
The inside of her cunt stretched wide, its walls growing rigid in that split second before she went over the top. Then everything was soft and wet and palpitating again as a violent pulse swept her up into a screaming, crying ecstasy of climax.
She looked up at him in triumph. His face was red, his chest heaving with excitement. He pulled his fingers from her cunt and cupped her sore pussy in his palm, pressing it into her body as she winced in pain.
"No more, please no more! I can't stand it… It's so sore." She laughed weakly, a mewing sound, and pushed his hand away. Any contact now with her clitoris felt like contact with a live wire. She shivered almost convulsively.
"Don't, darling," she murmured. "When you touch it right after I've come it's unbearable."
"No fair. Now I'm hot again."
He unzipped his pants and pulled them down on his hips as he crawled between her legs. His cock rose up, stiff and swollen and threatening. Brenda looked at the dark red skin ridged with tiny veins. She couldn't take it again! But he was on top of her, pinning her hands back behind her head while his other hand shoved his giant cock into her sore pussy.
"Oooooh, don't! Oh, it's burning, don't."
"I want another piece, sweetheart. It's limbered up now so you can give me a real snappy fuck. My back hurts so I'm going to let you do all the work. Milk me… come on, milk me dry."
It felt like a searing rod inside her, ripping through the tender flesh of her cunt like a knife. He pushed it all the way in until it pressed cruelly against her cervix, then he lay heavily against her, stretching out and smiling lazily into her eyes.
"Now, snap," he ordered. "Caress it real nice. Use your thighs and your ass and your belly. You don't have to work hard if you work right."
His words excited her suddenly, making her remember the two dogs she had seen once as a little girl. They didn't move at all; they seemed clamped together, immobile, until you saw the rolling muscles of the bitch's haunches.
Brenda tightened her thighs around Harl's outspread legs and clenched her whole lower torso into a vise of hot flesh. An answering flutter began in her belly and scurried deliciously through her body. Harl stiffened, his hands tightening on her crossed wrists.
"That's it, sweetheart, I'm reading you," he murmured.
She could do it! It had always been only a secret wish, something you giggled about with other girls, pretending that it was a big joke, all the while you were dying to be able to do it to a man. Before, it seemed to her to be something that only whores could or should do, but now she gloried in the grasping hungry convulsions of her body.
"Now it deserves to be called a snatch," Harl said, straining into her.
The cloven lips of her pussy squeezed around the base of his long cock as the muscles of her thighs rolled against his naked legs. It became automatic now, and she no longer had to think about doing it. Her vagina fluttered faster and faster around the big dick that was crammed into it, sucking it off like an expert mouth.
Harl was moaning, his eyes closed in ecstasy and his hips beginning to pump up and down as she drained him of the cum that spurted from his imprisoned cock. He grimaced, shuddering. She heard the sound of his teeth, and then he was still and heavy on top of her.
He sighed raggedly, close to her ear. "Jesus… my nuts ache like a sore tooth."
After a moment he flattened his palms on the floor and rose slowly to his knees.
"You got it all that time. Bone dry, if you'll pardon the expression."
He stood up and zipped his pants, pressed a hand into the small of his back and rubbed, shaking his head.
"I'll drop by again," he grinned. "When do you start work – Monday?"
She nodded, moving once again with automatic courtesy to the door. Always see your guests out… She felt detached, as though she were two women; one a little girl back home listening to her mother, and the other a near-naked wanton who had done a whore's job on the floor. She deliberately turned and walked back to the living room as he let himself out and closed the door behind him. The instinct to walk to the door was as strong as her animal instinct to screw him had been at the moment he first walked in.
She walked to the mirror and looked at herself in silent wonder. Tousled hair, flushed face, thighs glistening with his cum and her own. Whore… whore in a garter belt. If only she were naked! But no, she was worse than naked with this black twisted snake slung around her hips. There was something vile about a black garter belt, no matter how much pretty lace was sewn on it, no matter how many satin rosebuds dotted its diaphanous material. Girls in peep shows, girls in dirty magazines – all wore garter belts, black stockings and high heels. The trademarks of a whore.
She cried out in panic as she saw the girl in the poster in the mirror's reflection. It was as if the silent smiling temptress were standing over her shoulder. She whirled and stared directly at it, blinking dizzily.
Had the lips quirked in that mocking smile? Had the eyes narrowed a little since the last time she looked at it? When had that been? When she was on the mattress with Harl, the first time. She had looked over his shoulder and thought she saw the eyes in the poster following her.
"Ginny," she whispered, gazing at the windswept swirls of green hair. Suddenly she knew that the girl in the poster was Ginny. Somehow, somewhere; Ginny had posed for the lithograph. It was her face, her cruel, mocking eyes, her innocent yet depraved rosebud mouth. It was Ginny, and she was laughing at her!
"No, it can't be!" she whispered. Her voice was a papery rasp in the room. "I'm being silly."
Humiliation flooded her and demanded purification. A bath… she would take a bath and wash the sperm off her legs, the smell of male sweat from her skin. Suddenly it smelled hideous to her, clinging to her like grave clothes.
She ran into the bathroom, fumbling for the unfamiliar locations of light switch and faucets as she ran a hot tub. She tore off the garter belt, ripping the stockings as she yanked them down her legs, not bothering to unhook them. She threw the obscene harness into a corner and stood completely naked, shielding herself with her arms and moving one thigh across her golden-haired crotch.
Hunched and starting to cry, she asked herself why. Why had she done such a thing? It wasn't like her! Oh, sure, she got horny sometimes – what girl didn't? She had done something about it, too, as most girls did nowadays. But there had been certain old-fashioned rules just the same, like knowing a man for a little while at least, before you balled with him. She had even higher standards; she had to be "going with" someone. As for Jim, they were engaged. He never took her to bed without telling her how much he respected her! Sometimes she hated him for that – it was no time to talk about respecting a woman! But now, she felt devoid of self-respect when she thought about Harl. Engaged to another man and she had romped on the floor with a casual neighbor – all because he had a big prick that poked up through his pants and made her hot for him.
She got into the steaming tub, recoiling at the hot water but forcing herself in a kind of punishment to sit down in it. The vapor rose around her head and her breath grew short until she felt that she would faint. Sweat poured down her face and her heart pounded in protest. She would die here… die in the tub. Faint from the seering heat and then sink down… down… down.
She put her head back on the edge of the tub and rubbed her neck tiredly to and fro on the cool, curved porcelain. The bathroom was bare, stripped of any sign of occupancy. Nothing of her own was in it yet except three new but cheap white towels she had picked up at the dime store, until her family sent her trunk to the new address. No perfume bottles, no scattering of rollers and pins, no dusting powder spilled on the floor. Nothing to show that Brenda Taylor lived here, that this was her bathroom.
Nothing but white tile…
Suddenly she thought of a morgue, of the room where they do all the awful but necessary things, the room with a drain in the middle of the cement floor.
Her mind throbbed with a hideous chant: Brenda doesn't live here… Brenda doesn't live here… Brenda doesn't live here!
She sank lower in the tub until the water touched her face, unable to stop herself from the necessary immersion of her shame. Jim. What would Jim say if he knew? Good old Jim – every mother's dream of a "good man" to marry off her daughter to. Brenda had grown sick of listening to her mother's paeans of praise to his good job, steady habits good prospects for future success. Sandy-haired and square-jawed, he belonged on a recruiting poster. So decent and straight-laced that he always apologized whenever he got hot. I'm sorry, Bren, but I'm only human.
Good, good, good! It had gotten so that the word seemed like part of his name. No one ever seemed to speak of him without adding "good" somewhere along the line. But there were some things he was not very good at, she recalled.
He got hot, that she would say for him. God, how he got hot! When she sat in his lap it was never long before he started to squirm and grow red. Soon she enjoyed tormenting and teasing him, wriggling around until her rump came in contact with his stiffly rising prick. She pretended not to know what was wrong, and he believed her! "Honey, things happen to a guy when a girl sits in his lap. I-I can feel the whole shape of you… down there. It feels damn good, too. I'm only human, honey."
She simulated wide-eyed innocence. "I'll sit harder on it and mash it down. Then it'll go away," she suggested.
"Sweetheart, it-it doesn't work that way," he laughed weakly.
One night he couldn't stand it any longer and pulled her on top of him, jiggling his hips and thrusting his imprisoned cock against her crotch. Her legs opened over his lap until her skirt split a little in the seam as she bore harder against the thick ramming rod in his pants. She could feel it swell and stretch as he got hotter for her. She groaned and yanked at her skirt until it was around her waist, leaving nothing but the transparent layer of her pantyhose between her swelling pussy and his cock. It felt as though she were straddling an iron banister. The delicious feel of such rocklike power against her tender cunt lips made her forget everything, all the games and ploys, all the secretly amusing, teasing jokes she played on him.
He thrust his hand between her legs and rubbed his fingers over the wetness that had soaked through her hose. "God," he whispered, unable to believe the slick evidence of her heat, "God, honey… you're excited, aren't you?" Clumsily, he fumbled with the elastic waistband of the hose and ran his hand down the front, against her smooth, throbbing belly, then going lower until his fingers laced through the bush of kinky crotch hair.
He went wild then as he felt it, as though he couldn't believe that anyone so pure and sweet had hair on her pussy. He peeled the hose down her thighs and separated her hot engorged lips, running his finger up and down the slippery folds, rubbing the wet outer edges until she began to move against him and whisper panting instructions against his ear.
"Up top, where the little bud is, rub it there… Easy, easy, just real light… Oh, yes, yes, yes."
She lay back against him, her legs spread out over his knees and her bare ass squirming against the rough material of his tweed pants. His cock was sticking into her buttocks with a probing insistence that made her long for still another sensation – a new, strange sensation that she had never allowed herself to feel. Jim was always talking about her virginity, how he wanted to save it for their wedding night, how he respected her wish to keep it until then… Could she do something else with him? Something that had nothing to do with her cunt that he thought was cherry? The new sensations were undeniable now; his prick poked through his pants and rubbed over the crack that separated her fun white orbs. She felt rough, tickling suit material against the tight rim of her asshole. The virgin hole fluttered with excitement and a maddening itch of yearning that she had not known was possible.
Would he do it, or would he be hopelessly shocked? There was a way to get him around to it…
"Jim! Stop… I-I can't stand it. We'll do something we'll be sorry for." She pulled herself up from his lap, her cunt throbbing and dripping with excitement. Her thighs were glistening with lubrication and she saw that his pants were wet from her.
"This isn't fair, darling," she whispered. "You're not getting anything, it's all for me."
His face was florid and sweating. "Honey, let me… do something else. I-I won't make you go all the way. I know what it means to you to be a virgin when we get married, but-but there's something else that we can do."
The fool! How could he be so dumb? How could he go with her for two years and still not know anything about her, or about women in general?
"What can we do?" she asked innocently.
"It won't hurt you, I promise. I'll be gentle. Just let me… put it in you here," he rasped, reaching around to touch her plump white cheeks. His fingers dipped into the crescent-shaped valley and palpitated her rectal rim. She gasped with pleasure at the touch and squeezed her buttocks instinctively around his fingertip.
She had to play along with his Puritanism.
"Oh, that's unnatural!" she wailed.
"No, it's not, really honey, it's something that everybody enjoys. There's feeling there, too. Anything a man and woman who love each other do is natural."
He had read that, she knew, in a book he had bought for them. His voice was rote, like a child reciting an obligatory poem. She knew he did not mean it but she did not care. He would convince himself that everything was all right. Somehow, he would put it through the wringer of his middle-class mind and make it acceptable to himself.
"All right," she assented, remembering to dip her head in a convincing expression of reluctant obedience.
His mild blue eyes widened and lighted with happy astonishment. He lowered her to the rug in front of the fireplace and crawled up behind her as she lay on her stomach, wriggling against the rough nap under her naked pelvis. She heard a zipper, then felt his panting breath hot against her neck as he loomed over her. He had not undressed, even though they had the house to themselves. It would make it official to his mind if they were both naked; that would mean they had gone all the way.
He knelt behind her on all fours. Brenda felt his blood-filled cock brush the back of her thighs. God, it was big! She had to give him credit for that. She moaned as the smooth round head prodded her skin like a powerful fist.
"I'll get you wet so it won't hurt, baby," he soothed. God damn him! She wanted a cock up her ass and she wanted it fast! It would be better if it hurt a little. Something dark and thrilling pounded through her brain as she realized that she wanted the pain.
His finger swabbed into her pouting cunt lips and drew their sex fluid back into the fuzzy slit of her ass until there was a slick puddle of juice over her rectum. The fingering drove her into impatient wigglings. She could feel the rim palpitating with desire as the tight cavern demanded fulfillment.
Jim pulled her billowing cheeks apart and knelt closer. "Put your hips in the air, way up, that's it. Relax, darling, re…"
His voice broke off and changed into a low animal growl as the tip of his cock pressed against the tight, suckling hole that she offered him. The monstrous head felt like a round hot ball of lead going into her ass. A dry, burning pain wrenched through her stomach as he thrust hard against the puckered opening. Brenda bucked forward, grunting in agony. But then something happened. It was as if the jagged knife of pain had melted inside her and transformed into a flowering branch of ecstasy. His cock heaved and thrashed inside her pinched, maidenly rectum, pushing its walls open and rubbing them with voluptuous friction. She shrieked in delight and slammed back against his invading rod. She had a belly full of cock, all that she could ever want. It felt as if it were coming up through her throat!
"Uummmmmmmm! Oh, fuck my ass, fuck it hard!"
He was all the way in her, his coarse puff of hair scratching her soft rump like a bramble bush. She was going to get it, better than she had ever cum before! His mouth, burning and wet, sank into her shoulder and she felt his teeth.
Then she felt something else, and she knew the party was over. His hot spurt filled her rectum like acid, powerful and copious, streaming thickly through her tight cavern and dripping out until their slamming bodies were slick with creamy cum.
He toppled heavily on her, growing soft within her until his cock became spongy and useless in a matter of seconds. She wanted to scream and curse in frustration, strike him and kick him. For a moment she loathed him with every ounce of strength in her.
He scampered up, zipping his pants like a fireman and looking furtively around the room as though it were full of invisible inquisitors. He knelt down beside her and smoothed her hair from her forehead.
"Brenda… darling. I…" He swallowed painfully, his eyes hollow and full of remorse.
"Forgive me, Brenda? I don't know what came over me… It was a terrible thing to make you do. I just wanted you so much, but I was afraid – I mean I knew that you were a virgin so…"
He gave her no choice but to play along. She was sick of his guilt-ridden minuets! Her body ached with unfulfilled desire and every nerve screamed out for more fucking! She wanted to grab the fire tongs and clout him with them until his head looked like a smashed egg.
He helped her up like a boy scout salvaging an old woman splayed in the snow, then turned around, embarrassed, while she pulled the pantyhose up over her hips.
"I swear I'll never make you do that again," he mumbled, unable to face her.
He was true to his word. Her contempt grew as her longing for satisfaction tormented her. She wanted to do it again! For a week or so afterwards he hardly touched her, then as his guilt receded somewhat he began his old make-do dry screws. It became a challenge to her to get him to take her to bed. He did, but it wasn't quite what she had in mind. He put his cock everywhere except the two places she wanted it to be. He came as soon as he touched her; between her tightly pressed thighs, on her stomach, between her breasts. Afterwards, he always said, "I respect you, honey. I want it to be right between us."
She could hardly keep from screaming at him, "Let's get something straight between us!"
Not long after that she decided to delay their marriage while she worked for a year in New York. At first Jim didn't take it too well; he even offered to come with her to New York and get a job there himself so they could be married right away. She stood her ground, insisting upon going it alone. Deep down, she knew that she wanted something forbidden and evil, that she had to escape from Jim's cloying goodness. But just what it was that she wanted she did not know.
The bathtub water had cooled somewhat, so that it was bearable now. Brenda began to feel better. Her body was a bright lobster pink from the burning inundation but her weak trembling had stopped. Gradually, her heart ceased its slow thudding and the sweat dried on her face. That must be what hell is like, she thought. I've been in hell's river… What is it called? The river Styx, that runs through hell, bubbling with searing brine.
It had been a kind of baptism and now she felt shriven of the sins she had committed on the floor with Harl. It didn't seem so bad now. She had come to New York for just a year, and she ought to make the most of it. It would be a last fling for her, before she got married, and every woman deserved a last fling. Most of them don't get one, she thought darkly, remembering the plump, self-satisfied wives who spent their energies on clubs full of other women. She wouldn't be like that; Jim would not make a skittish clubwoman out of her. She would have her "year" in New York, like a debutante, and then she would settle down. It would be her secret, something to warm her bones when she got middle-aged and housebound.
She washed herself with a cake of perfumed soap, feeling seductive and lethargic, her body heavy with satisfied desire. She lay back and soaked for a while, watching the wet strands of her cunt hair float near the surface of the water. How different it looked when it was wet, much longer and not kinky anymore. She touched the trailing tendrils and watched the hairs make patterned swirls in the soapy water.
Suddenly her body stiffened and she sat up, trembling. Now, instead of the intense heat, she felt cold. Crawlingly, malevolently cold. The hairs reminded her of the twining, swirling mass of forest hair in the poster.
She jumped up quickly and stepped out of the tub, reaching for one of the new white towels. She dried herself with shaking hands, her mind warding off the wailing terror that she felt with a kaleidoscope of fragmented plans. She had to get out… see the neighborhood… buy some cologne and some dusting powder. She needed some toothpaste, yes, she was sure of it. And she really ought to have some Cokes or something. I'll go out… I'll enjoy that. Yes, I'll go out.
When she was dressed she hurried out the door, turning her head so that she did not see the vixenish face in the poster.



CHAPTER THREE


The neighborhood was a crazy quilt of hippies, sailors on liberty and barefoot girls in floppy hats. It was evening; Greenwich Village had awakened with a clamorous jolt. Brenda hesitated a moment in the doorway, then stepped out onto Seventh Avenue and dogged her way into the crowds. The spring air was cool and she wore a light fuzzy sweater over her shoulders. It was not long before she felt dowdy, like an old lady in a shawl.
Two chicks loped toward her, their slender, coltish legs snugly defined by skin-tight bell-bottoms. She stared in amazement at their nearly exposed breasts under the fishnet teeshirts they wore. The round globes bounced free, innocent of bras, the pink tips poking through the loosely woven material like impudent tongues.
A tall, perfectly built boy in wet-look leather pants and shirt swiveled his tiny hips as he passed a bemused sailor, who glanced guiltily at his groin before turning pointedly away. The young boy grinned knowingly and winked, tossing his head so that the earring in his right lobe danced with a saucy, mocking invitation. Brenda looked at him in wonderment and hostility. How could he stand those pants so tight, she asked herself, remembering Harl's pained gasp: "These pants are choking my balls off." She too looked at the boy's crotch and saw his nuts pinched into a huge knot of flesh. He saw her glance and curled his lip at her in disgust, his eyes raking her body. He gave a theatrical shudder and minced past.
Goddamn him! An answering surge of femininity rose in her. She had what he would love to be able to offer to another man! Memories of her afternoon with Harl came back to her now and made her hot and itchy once again in the face of the fairy's challenge.
She came to a tiny sidewalk cafe and chose a table by the railing so that she could watch the scene go by. Now that she was sitting down, out of the teeming phalanx of people, she relaxed a little. New York! She was here at last, in the midst of the excitement and anonymity for which she had longed. A diminutive black waiter in a dashiki and a cambric apron that threatened to trip him skidded to a stop and took her order for Viennese coffee. When he brought it, she made a dunking game of the blob of whipped cream and listened to the conversations around her.
"If there a spirit present, will the table please rise?"
Brenda turned and saw a powerfully built man, his back to her, leaning forward with the tips of his fingers resting on the sticky surface of the wire table. Something about the back of his head was vaguely familiar to her. Across from him sat a long-haired brunette in a denim jumpsuit, holding a Yorkshire terrier and drawing on the place mat with her left hand, her eyes closed and her lips parted and slightly moist. Her lids fluttered with a contained excitement as the pencil scrawled in aimless lines.
The dog struggled to be free and the girl opened her eyes, putting the pencil down and soothing the animal.
"You can't break the line," the man said. "That drives the spirit away." His voice lowered to a silky, suggestive note, "We'll try it again, later, when there isn't so much of a crowd around."
"We're getting bad vibrations from the subway," the brunette purred, rubbing her nose against that of the high-strung dog.
Suddenly Brenda recognized the man. It was the rental agent who leased the apartment to her. His name was Leo… something. He was about thirty-five, with satanic good looks and straight black hair that looked like a licorice cap. His face was dark and sensual, with full red lips and a deep cleft in the chin.
Just then he turned around and caught her eye. His face moved in surprised recognition, and Brenda detected a trace of secrecy as he glanced quickly at the brunette who was cooing to the yapping dog.
"Well, hi. You getting out to see your new neighborhood?" he asked.
"Yes. I-I thought I'd get some air."
She hated herself for the hesitant, unsophisticated reply as the brunette looked up and gave her a catty smile. The long, white-polished nails looked ready and willing to scratch the eyes out of any female who encroached too far onto her territory. It was obvious that Leo was staked out, Brenda thought, but even more obvious that he wished he weren't. His black eyes flickered over her in interest, making her remember the little bodily contacts he had managed to make when he showed her the apartment. A hand on the elbow, a touch on the waist to guide her through a doorway. As he nodded in attempted casualness and turned back to his date, Brenda knew that she would see him again.
A pair of hippies came in with a Siamese cat in a basket and the brunette's little dog nearly had a convulsion. She rose and Leo stood up immediately, reaching into his pocket for some change. As he turned to leave he glanced at Brenda and smiled once more, his eyes lowering to the points of her breasts.
What had they been doing? She reached over and picked up the place mat and held it so that it caught the bright glare of the street light. For a moment it made no sense; it was just a collection of scrawls interspersed with purple circles from the girl's wine glass.
Then the pencil markings took on a hideous shape.
The girl had drawn an oval. From it, spilling out like serpentine meanderings, was an erratic curving line that twisted and turned and wove back on itself until it ended in a tangled mass of scribbles.
Crawling fear dug into the back of her neck as she dropped the paper and shrank away from it. It lay still for a moment, and then fluttered in a breeze and blew off the table onto the sidewalk.
It was the face in the poster! She could not take her eyes from it as it lay on the grimy pavement. Someone stepped on it, then someone else, until at last it was kicked into the gutter. Brenda could not move. As cars and taxis crawled by in the torpid traffic she waited, barely breathing, a silent shriek throbbing through her brain. Kill her! Run over her! Take her away from me so she won't hurt me!
What was it Leo had said as he held his fingertips on the table? "If there's a spirit present, will the table please rise?" The brunette had broken the spell when she was distracted by her dog, yet…
The spirit had been present, Ginny's spirit! It was Ginny that she had drawn, just as it was Ginny in the poster.
A noisy rumble vibrated under Brenda's feet. It was a subway passing under the sidewalk. She looked at the grating by the curb and saw that the place mat had been swept up by the whoosh of air and fluttered over the grill. Suddenly it was sucked into the opening and disappeared.
She crumpled in relief. It was gone. Ginny was gone; her spirit had vanished into the grimy pit. She stood up and put some money on her check and left the cafe.



CHAPTER FOUR


Leo Rudd looked down at the long red shaft of his cock as it sank into the quivering lips of the brunette's equally brunette pussy. Her long, sleek body, too thin for his taste, lay spread out on its stomach side. A pillow lay under her belly, humping her compact ass high in the air. A puff of jet hair poked out from between her thighs as she offered her upturned vagina, to his rampaging cock. Her cunt was juicy and generous, but not too generous. As he thrust deep into it the walls sucked him snugly into its satiny, throbbing folds.
She groaned hoarsely and wiggled her ass, screwing him right up to the very end of her cunt, then slammed against him, quivering in delight as he fucked her in short, brutal jabs.
"Hit the end!Mmmmmmmmaaaahhhh! That's it! Make me come! Put your finger up my ass… Oh, Leo! Do it!"
Her legs spread wider, pulling her cheeks open until the most intimate part of her body lay open to his appreciative view. She had a nice, hairy ass that never failed to excite him. The valley of her buttocks was lined with black fuzz that continued under her legs to form the bushy jet diaper on her crotch. Carla was one of those pale, alabaster brunettes that had a nice, stimulating swatch without being bothered by even a trace of hair where she shouldn't have any. Her body hair was all in one place, a nice cushiony contrast to her marblesque skin.
Leo pressed his cock firmly into her cunt and left it there, not moving now. She drew on it with her clasping pussy, grunting and tossing her head as she arched her back still higher. Her gaping rectum was pink and puckered, moving in a little rhythm like a pursing mouth. He touched it with his fingertip and eased slowly into her ass.
"Yesohyesyes," she moaned. "Press it against your cock and feel yourself inside me. More More!"
She scooted back, shoving her ass at him and rubbing her cunt against his huge, swinging balls. Her widespread slit oozed out its sex honey onto his balls. She eased it into position until she was able to slide her clitoris over his aching sacks. Leo's teeth gritted as he fought against the exploding pressure in his cock. His finger shoved brutally into her asshole until his palm flattened against her cheeks. He pressed down against his cunt-trapped prick through the thin membrane, tracing his own cylindrical hardness as though it were covered only by an unusually thick rubber. God, what a fragile wall of flesh divided a woman! Her tight ass rolled over his finger in answer, pinching it like a too snug glove.
He kept his finger in place as he rammed her cunt without mercy, his balls swinging hard and slapping against her up-ended cunt until they were creamy with her lubrication.
"Your other hand," she gasped. "Tickle my clit with it. Make me cum everywhere at once. Ooooooh, yes!"
He reached around her thumping ass and delved into the thick, damp crotch, pulling her cunt open with two fingers while he used his other hand to flick the swollen bud. She had the biggest clitoris he had ever seen. It poked out like a marble when she was good and hot and ready to climax.
"Get it!" he commanded. "Get it quick, I'm going to cum in you, baby."
He did not need to encourage her now. She was soaring over the top in a burst of joy, her body rocking forward in spasms of release. Deep inside her vagina, Leo felt the sudden expansion, then a spray of fluid that met his own cum as his cock spewed out into her sucking walls.
She collapsed flat on the bed, arms and legs flying, her black hair tumbled over her face. When he pulled out of her he saw that her thighs were glistening with cum. He fell down beside her, the tip of his prick burning and sore.
Carla raised her head and smirked.
"Give me a cigarette, lover," she ordered.
As he fumbled in the pack and lit it for her, he thought that the request was the key to her personality. It was tough; the toughest, most independent and downright cocky thing a woman could do, almost on a par with pissing standing up. He had seen a girl do that once, and he would bet anything that Carla could manage it, too.
He watched her inhale, one knee raised on her outstretched arm resting stiffly on it. Jaunty and tough. Unconsciously, she reached down to her crotch and rubbed herself, making a wry face.
"God, I've got a sore cunt."
Her voice was husky and matter-of-fact. Though every line of her body was feminine she was a truck driver underneath. She was also a good, no-nonsense, no hang-ups piece of ass and no one knew that better than Leo. That was the only reason he went with her. She was a cold, unfeeling bitch who chilled his blood. He knew he could never hurt her or bend her to his will, and therein lay her basic lack of appeal for him. The only evidence of softness he had ever seen in her was her pampering obsession with that nasty little dog. He wondered why she had chosen the smallest breed she could find, but deep down he knew. Carla was just like him; she liked to lord it over things that were weaker than she was.
She worked in the garment trade and every day was kill-or-be-killed. Whether she had been lethal to begin with, and therefore drawn to such work, or whether the work had done it to her he did not know, nor much care.
She flicked the ash off the cigarette with her thumbnail and crossed her ankle over her knee. She chuckled softly.
"Well, Studs, tell me about this dead ringer for Miss Airy Fairy that we saw tonight."
Instinctively, he tried a little masculine cunning. "Who? What do you mean?"
"Oh, come on. The girl in the cafe. The blond that was huddled in mother's own hand knit sweater. She's the spitting image of Ginny. You obviously rented her some apartment in the neighborhood. I take it, it was Ginny's old pad?"
"Yeah. So what?"
"Oh, little big man, don't try to fool me. What sort of creepy gimmick are you up to now? First it's making tables rise for the spirits, now you're dabbling in reincarnation. You want to make her into another Ginny, don't you? That appeals to your wizard complex."
"Oh, for Christ's sake," Leo sighed. "I don't want to do anything with her. She needed a pad and she's got a good job. She can afford the rent. Why not?"
"Balls," Carla said flatly. "Your spiritualist craze has gotten the best of you. First it was zodiacs, when you buttonholed everybody to ask them what their birthday was. Then the tarot cards, the communing with the dead, and now we're playing Easter Sunday. Ginny is resurrected. Voila!"
Cold fear washed over him as he heard her mocking tones.
"What do you mean by that? Ginny isn't dead."
"Don't take me so literally, lover. I didn't mean she was dead. Who knows where she is? My point is that you can't forget the spacey little cunt, can you? She was the poor man's Holly Golightly and now you're fashioning another one from this new kid. Dr. Leo Frankenstein. Well listen buster all you need is another Ginny," she hissed. "You came close to having the vice squad on your neck when you started her whoring."
"I didn't start her whoring!" Leo snapped. "She asked me to introduce her to some guys. She was high on some kind of dope and she wanted to gangbang."
"Um-hmm," Carla purred, unconvinced. "You know, Leo, there was a book about a man like you. It's called Trilby. She was a sweet singer of sweet songs until she met Svengali, who got such a half-nelson on her psyche that she couldn't sing a note unless he were in the audience. You were fucking her ass off but that wasn't enough, was it? You had to own her soul."
He got up and fixed himself a drink.
"What the hell do you care about Ginny?" he demanded. "You hated her guts."
She did not answer right away. He looked at her curiously, seeing an unreadable expression steal over her face.
"No, I don't give a damn about her, and yes, I hated her guts. My point is that I think you are Rosemary's Baby."
He held the glass to his lips, motionless for a moment. Then he took a long pull at the scotch and returned to the bed.
"Oh, hell, I don't take all that stuff seriously," he scoffed. "I like to read about it… Who doesn't? But I don't believe in it. It's just a craze that got started when that woman started predicting the future. She hit a few times," he said with a shrug. "And everybody got going on psychic phenomena and ESP. You read detective stories," he challenged, somewhat lamely.
"That's slightly different. They don't get me in trouble."
The dog came in and jumped on the bed. Leo watched as Carla cuddled it to her breasts and whispered to it, blowing on its ear and laughing. He watched them, wondering. Was it possible that there was something to reincarnation? Now, that dog… it might have been a person in another life. Carla swore that he was almost human. All dog lovers said that.
Oh, hell! It wasn't possible. It was just a little hobby he had picked up. He really didn't believe any of it. It was just that it was so interesting. That's why he hung around the Village. There were so many zodiac coffee houses opening up, so many fortune tellers and spiritualist groups. It was just interesting, that's all.
As for Ginny…
He honestly did not know what had happened to her. She was spacey all right; Carla was right about that. It was odd that she had left so suddenly, since she had almost a full month's rent coming to her. Ginny never had enough money; he thought she would have stayed long enough to get her money's worth out of that last rent she had paid.
She told him to sublet the place for her, that she'd be back in a year. He remembered the day she had zoomed into the rental office in one of her zany get-ups.
"Leo, I'm going to be a California girl! Trendy!" she shrilled, her voice exploding in that breathless, almost fey mirth of hers. Her pale, almost colorless blue eyes had been wide and staring. Hopped up, he thought. There was something fragile and papery about Ginny, as if she would vanish into a misty night with a barely audible whisper, like a soul passing silently into the next world. The thing that fascinated him most was that she looked so unlike a girl who led the life that she did. Ginny had fucked and sucked half of the Village, yet she looked like a fairy spirit. Her skin was almost translucent and her golden hair had a glow about it that reminded him of a halo.
That was why he enjoyed making a whore out of her.
It made him feel powerful, magic! To take a girl like that and make her do the things he had seen her do in the apartment that night, with six men, all of them at her at once until the tangle of arms and legs looked like a thrashing, flesh-colored spider on the floor.
She had been broke, as usual, but more broke than he had ever known her to be. He had gotten in hot water with the big boss for renting too many apartments to jobless hippies. Ginny's rent was overdue, and she was on acid, which was probably where her money had gone.
Leo suggested that she entertain a few out-of-town real estate men that he knew and she had clapped her hands like a child. "Oooh, fun and games! We can party!"
He remembered her with that big cock in her mouth, swallowing cum, taking it up her cunt, in her ass, on her tits, everywhere, until her naked body had shone with it afterwards. Then they had poured champagne on her pussy and all the guys had taken turns having a long, slurping lick at it with the one who was down on her when she came declared the winner. His prize was a rimming job from Ginny. They had paid her and tipped her and paid her again, unable to believe her tireless enthusiasm. Any guy who has ever visited a whore – and all of them had – knew when a girl was putting on. It was obvious that Ginny wasn't putting on.
Then, poof! She was gone. Leo kept seeing her walking off into a milky cloud of fog, out into the night some nether world. He remembered the time she had flitted off to Mexico but it wasn't the same. That time, she had left when she told him she would, and had come back on the appointed date, to reclaim the apartment that had been sublet to, of all people, a graduate engineering student. Of course, she had neglected to notify the telephone company, the electric company and the gas company, and the bills continued to come in in her name. That irritated the precise young engineer to no end, Leo recalled with amusement. But the oversight had been typically Ginny.
This time, she had vanished on the spur of the moment with three weeks of rent down the drain. He had come back from lunch to find a message from his secretary: Ginny left town this morning. Said you can go ahead and rent the apt.
He had questioned his secretary but the woman knew nothing. "She just said she was leaving today… No, she didn't give me any details."
After she had gone, Leo felt lost. He missed the haunting quality that always surrounded her, the wild desperate look in her face that excited him because it reminded him of a spirit rising from a lake. Spacey – yes, that was a good word for her, the key word in fact. Leo felt that she had contact with another world when she left, she took the link with her.
Then Brenda Taylor had shown up in the office, asking for an apartment.
She looked like Ginny, there was no doubt about that. Not so thin, not so pale, not so wild and lost. But they looked alike. Carla, with her uncanny female intuition, had hit the nail on the head.
It was his intention to make Brenda into another Ginny.



CHAPTER FIVE


There was a sharp knock at the door. Brenda froze, the hairbrush poised in mid-air and her blood turning to ice in her veins. It was a knock that could not be ignored; demanding, authoritative and somehow threatening. It was not Harl, she knew that. It came again, louder this time, and she walked slowly out of the bathroom, brush still in hand and grasped like a weapon.
No! her mind screamed. Don't answer it! You'll die if you do… something terrible will happen.
She was powerless against the force that drew her to the door. She knew who it was… she knew exactly who.
The chain was on, and she had added another. She looked at them and suddenly realized how inadequate they were if someone really wanted to come in.
"Who is it?" she called, and waited for the raucous bass voice to reply.
"Leo Rudd. You remember me?"
The chain rattled under her shaking fingers as she unhooked it. When she opened the door she saw his powerful body, rippling with hard muscles, and his dark, evil face split by white teeth as he grinned confidently at her.
"I've been meaning to come up and see how you were getting along since I saw you the other night in the cafe. May I come in? I brought you a house warmer," he added, holding up a brown bag with an obvious bottle in it.
"Oh. Thank you. Won't you come in and sit down?"
His smile mocked her and her words, as if he knew it was all a preliminary to what was going to happen between them. He looked down at her tanned thigh that peeked through her slitted skirt.
"Been getting some sun up on the roof."
"Yes… it's nice. I went up this morning – just now. I just got back," she stammered.
"Well, perfect timing, hmm?"
He looked around, an alert, unreadable smile on his face.
"Looks the same. You haven't changed anything, have you?"
She turned from the refrigerator, her hand on the ice tray.
"No," she answered quickly. "Why should I? I mean, I don't have any right. It's not really mine."
He turned from his perusal of the living room and gave her a frightening glance of intensity that made her suddenly aware of how cold the ice tray was. She tightened her fingers around its frozen edge until her hand grew numb and ached.
Leo's eyes narrowed in speculation as he leaned against the doorjamb and spoke with a chilling softness that frightened her more than if he had shouted a sudden threat.
"Why do you say that, Brenda? It's yours now. You live here, you're paying the rent."
She dropped ice cubes in two tumblers and poured a jigger of scotch over each. As she reached for the things she had found, bar tools and swizzle sticks, it terrified her that her movements were so automatic. I know where everything is… I live here. I can find things and turn on the lights in the dark because everything is so familiar now.
"Well," she began, "a sublet place…"
He interrupted her smoothly, so that it was not obvious. "You might inherit it all, you know. I think Ginny's given up the ghost."
She whirled on him and gasped.
"What do you mean? Has something happened to her?"
He laughed. "No, I didn't mean that. Forgive me if I frightened you. I wouldn't want you to think there was a hex on this place. That would make me a very bad real estate man, wouldn't it?"
He shoved himself away from the doorjamb with a lazy movement and came closer to her, leaning on his elbow on the top of the refrigerator door.
"I merely meant that Ginny is pretty kooky and might not be back. It wouldn't surprise me in the least." He shrugged. "She took off for the Coast on her broomstick and nobody's heard from her since."
Brenda stepped back, nearly overturning the filled glasses.
"Broomstick…" she murmured, as if to herself.
He laughed loudly. "You can be sure it has apehanger handles, though. Ginny's trendy. So trendy that she's probably being a real California girl now. Putting things in her mouth and doing the commune and natural foods bit. So you might fall heiress to her New York phase."
He swept a hand around the room. "You get her Village life. Leopard bedspread, posters, incense. Don't look for any old green stamps, though. The leather belt shops don't give them."
Brenda shivered. Ginny was in another world; she had exchanged one life for another, and I've got the old one. She's cast a spell on me. A trendy California girl who puts things in her mouth. Where was she now? She had to be found, so that she could come back and take her life away from me!
She reached for the glasses and saw that they were sweating, the droplets of melting frost slithering down in steady streams. Suddenly she was aware of her cunt as it began to prickle between her legs. She could feel her vaginal channel dilate with hot, demanding lust, forcing on her an awareness of its emptiness. A throbbing began high up in her stretching cunt and the lips of her pussy opened until she felt as if she held, something plump and alive squeezed between her thighs. A delicious, crawling sensation settled over her rectum. She clenched her rounded buttocks together and held her muscles tight as the delightful itching scurried through her crotch. She wanted to thrust out her hips and rub her swelling cunt against something hard; rub and twist and squirm in squalling feline heat.
Leo stepped close to her, his eyes knowing and bright, and reached for one of the glasses. She drank a sip from hers, her hand shaking as she held his glance. He swallowed quickly, his gaze locked on hers, then reached out and clicked his glass against her own.
His hand shot out and entered the slit of her skirt, clasping her rounded thigh, his strong fingers sending fire through her already burning crotch. Brenda's head lolled drunkenly on her neck as she leaned back against the counter and moved her feet wide apart. The briefest of mini slips lay under her slitted midi and Leo brushed up under it, his fingers caressing the soft inner thighs. The crotch of her pantyhose was soaked through with slick female sex juices. Through her partially opened eyes she saw him smile in triumph as he felt the gushing evidence of her horniness.
His eyes, black as jet, burned with excitement. "I knew you were the woman for me the minute I saw you," he rasped. "I'm going to make you mine, baby, all mine. You're going to belong to me, Brenda, you understand? I want you for my own, my very own!"
A thousand pinpoints of searing lust pricked at her groin as his deft fingers traced their way up the middle of her thatch, rubbing the silken material of her hose into her cloven pussy. He pulled the hose impatiently over her white belly and yanked them down to her knees as he pressed her back against his supporting hand, arching her body sharply so that her mound jutted obscenely out in a wet, begging pout. He rubbed her mound with tantalizing hardness, knitting his fingers through the bush of golden hair. Brenda felt the blood rush into her stiffly swelling, aching pussy until the gaping coral lips began a hungry suckling tremor.
He was rubbing and pressing his big brown hand into her belly, pushing his hard fingers against the rushing pulses of her pelvic arteries. She had never been so fuckhungry hot in all her life! His knowing hand, instead of wallowing in her wet cunt, tormented her by its pressure against her throbbing belly, as though he wanted to force the lust-maddened onrush of her blood to the bursting point. A's his fingertips traced the creased line that divided her thigh from her torso she jerked back, howling as he struck a sensitive nerve. He chuckled deep in his throat and continued the sadistic stroking.
"I like to take my time when I fornicate, honey. That way you'll always come back for more. A good, lazy fuck is the best, an all-night job."
He dragged her into the living room and stripped her quickly and expertly, taking the time to fold her clothes neatly over a chair. She stared at him, feeling oddly locked in place as though his precise movements exercised some kind of control over her in spite of the raging heat his touch had evoked. His valet-like neatness seemed to be a signal to her that said, "Wait… Don't move until I give the command." She suddenly thought of a confident, smiling lion tamer dangling a whip over the head of a clawing, howling cat, a dangerous feline creature whom he did not fear because it was completely in his spell.
She forgot everything as she watched him strip off his shorts and finger the long thick shaft of his vein-laced cock. God, how beautiful it was! How beautiful and how fat. Her eyes widened. It must have been five inches around, a rigid, battering rod of flesh full of hot cum, and all for her!
"How about some sixty-nine?" he said. "You want to eat some of this? I know you've got a good ass, I can tell that from the way you walk. Let's see what a good mouth you've got."
Leo lay down on the mattress on his back and reached out for her, pulling her down over his face and positioning her knees around his shoulders. He placed his palms against her glistening wet thighs and pushed them wide apart, making hungry, mouth-smacking noises as he looked up into the downy slit of her cunt.
"You've got the prettiest snatch in the world, even when it's upside-down. Rub it over my face, I want to taste it. Give me a drink, honey."
Brenda sank her widespread cunt into his mouth and pressed in ecstasy against his expert lips. His thumbs rubbed against the wet, ragged edges of hairy flesh and separated them until they would stretch no wider. As he laid open her pussy her hips twisted in delicious abandon to grind her flesh, into the burning, eager tongue.
She reached for the up thrust cock in front of her, the blood rushing to her head in an explosion of animal madness. She grasped it in her fist and squeezed her fingers around its pulsing artery. Behind her, the tickling path of his tongue had turned her crotch into a tight mass of screaming, longing nerves. His scissored fingers held open the gap of her cunt while his noisy tongue tormented the slick valley within. She strained and trembled as he lingered over her urethra, digging the tip of his tongue against the opening and sending icy chills up through her groin to meet the rampaging darts of heat that throbbed in her erect clitoris.
She jerked away from him, his prick clutched in her hand. It felt too good! She couldn't stand it, that fiendish licking over that sensitive, tormented little opening!
"Oh, stop! Leo darling, don't! I'll – ohhhh! I'm going to…"
His hot breath seared her cunt as he laughed throatily against it.
"Go ahead, that makes it better. Give me all your fluids and I'll give you all of mine. That's real mating."
The quivering tip of his tongue circled over the puckered entrance to her bladder. Her loins squirmed in agony as a cold heaviness took hold of her groin arid pressed leadenly down in an irresistible urge.
"Oh, no! I-mmmmmmmmmaahhhh!"
Her protests vanished as she gave herself up to the twin sensations of warm release that tore through her crotch. As her urine broke through the clamped muscles of her bladder her cunt throbbed out a crescendo of satisfaction. Gasps of pleasure and shocked disbelief tore from her as she swung her ass over his head and shivered uncontrollably.
He panted, his voice half laughing, half lust-driven.
"Atta baby. You're mine now, aren't you? You never did that before with any guy, but you've done it now and there's no turning back."
He took his hands from her spread thighs and slammed them resoundingly against her bare, tender ass, pounding her cheeks with lashing slaps.
"Now scoot down and suck!"
She squealed in agony at the searing pain he inflicted and pulled his fat cock into her mouth. She clamped her lips greedily over the rubbery hot head and rolled her lust-crazed tongue on the underside of the hood where she knew lay the most sensitive part of a man's anatomy. She had to have more of it than that; she wanted it all, the whole rigid pike of cock buried in her eagerly gulping throat. Her saliva poured over the satiny shaft in her ravenous need for his prick. His hips rose in little jabs, urging her on and telling her that her mouth was good for him. A victorious thrill tore through her and she moaned harshly, gurgling words that made no sense as her moving tongue met the barrier of hot prick. She reveled in cock essence as though it were the sweetest nectar, tasting the strong, smoky fluid that seeped from his tip. She sucked heavily on the little slit, drawing out more of his lubrication. Her senses whirled as if she were drinking at a magic fountain. What was that taste? How could she define it? It was heavy and powerful, brassy even, a molten taste of hot metallic power.
She swabbed out her mouth with his cock, longing to bite it, to devour it. She saw the heavy muscles in his hairy legs clasp and unclasp as his groin responded to her ferocious lips. His thighs parted as his hips began a thrusting reply to her oral vise.
A hot invasion of her anal passage made her jerk and twist over him. He was rimming her, his tongue probing into the puckered ring of her rectum as his fingertips kneaded the satiny globes of her ass. His tongue felt like a dart of flame leaping back and forth in her snug ass hole. She kept his prick clamped between her lips as she strained back and revolved her hips against his mouth.
"Mmmmmmmmmmm… good… more… lick it."
Leo raised his knees and spread them around her shoulders, jiggling his hips in a frantic hint. She curved her arm over his thigh, her hand brushing his hot, swollen balls, and probed with her finger through his tight male crevice, opening his cheeks and finding his hairy rim. She entered the powerful sling of anal muscles and sank into his hot channel. At her invasion, his cock swelled in her mouth, its ridge hardening until it seemed to be an iron ring. He thrust hard, gagging her and abrading her soft gums as his climax squirted out. His mouth fell away from her rectum and his arms tightened convulsively around her thighs as his burning cum poured into her mouth, seeped down her gulping throat and spilled from the corner of her lips.
"Honeeee, oh, Jesus! Baby, you're draining me dry!"
Brenda continued to draw on the hood that was held captive between her dripping lips. His semen coursed down her chin and neck, at first hot and then suddenly cool, drying quickly into sticky patches on her globular breasts.
At last his cock began to shrivel into spongy detumescence. She released it and struggled up, her hair tangled and spilling over her eyes.
Leo grasped roughly at her hips and pulled her down on the bed beside him, his eyes glittering with victory. He looked at her florid face, her matted hair that had been a neat shining cape when he arrived at the apartment. He nodded in slow satisfaction.
"I've made my mark on you," he said, touching the dry, flaky patch of his cum on her breast. He jiggled the rounded firmness and laughed.
Now, as sanity returned to her, Brenda sensed challenge in his words and tone. More than that, she heard an oddly mirthless mockery that frightened her.
"I made mine on you," she threw back.
His eyes narrowed. "Because I made you do it. I told you to do it, or you never would have. You'd have been too shocked, wouldn't you?"
Suddenly she realized the truth of it, and with realization came shame and fear in quick succession. Leo had humiliated her, made her do something unspeakably embarrassing. The thrill of it vanished in the face of the indefinable horror of it all.
He seemed to read her mind as he lazed beside her, propped up on one elbow and watching her face. She lay down with a tired sigh and turned her head away.
"Let's have those drinks we never finished," he said, getting up with a lithe, athletic grace. "We warmed the house in other ways. Considering the circumstances, we should both be a little thirsty, don't you agree?"
He walked naked into the kitchen, his swarthy body rippling with muscle and a line of sweat glistening down his spine. Maybe it was because he was barefoot, but she suddenly thought of a silent, stalking animal in a forest, making no sound as it drew nearer and nearer to its prey.
And of course he had slept with Ginny…
She watched him move about in the tiny kitchen, not hesitating or fumbling, and knowing where everything was, even the extra ice trays in the cabinet under the sink. The door was warped, she had discovered yesterday, but Leo had obviously known that for some time. As he bent down to it, his body tensed in expectation of the struggle that promptly ensued. He cursed softly and casually, and she knew that he had cursed that door many times in the past.
There was something contradictory in him and her mind struggled for definition. He was primitive and animal, perhaps even coarse and depraved, yet there was another very different side to the coin…
He was neat. Irritatingly neat, like an old maid. After what they had done together on the bed, it was astonishing but true. She thought of her neatly folded clothing on the chair as she watched his actions in the kitchen. He took out two fresh glasses for their now-watery drinks and washed out the old ones, putting them on the drainer rack to dry. He tore off a wad of paper towels and mopped up the melted ice, filled the new trays and picked a bottle cap off the floor and threw it into the trash can. It seemed so fussy and spinsterish, laughable when you saw his well-hung groin bobbing like a buoy throughout all his ministrations. He was…
The word froze her heart in terror.
He was thorough.
Whatever he did, he did it with a chilling efficiency. What did it mean, she wondered? What did it reveal about him? What threatening facet of his personality was exposed by that mechanical neatness?
Neatness was a form of self-control. Overly neat people were uptight, afraid of something wild and dark in themselves. What was it in Leo that was wild and dark? Suddenly she hated his name. Leo Rudd. Short and hard, like a merciless slamming fist.
He was coming back to her now, carrying two glasses in a careful way as though dreading that a single drop should accidentally splash out. How could he be so fastidious and yet have made her do what she had done in the bed? The haunting certainly that he was two people made her want to jump up, dress and escape from him into the garish Village crowds. Two people… a split personality. Madness, dangerous and deadly, lay behind that swarthy, handsome face. A schizophrenic. He handed her the glass and turned to balance himself as he lowered to the mattress. His profile looked like a sharply honed, slicing ax blade.
Suddenly she knew. He had done something to Ginny, worked some evil on her that had driven her away to some hideous fate. Ginny would never return, and Leo had therefore been right. She was the heiress to the apartment; everything in it belonged to her, but most important and most frightening of all, she belonged to it!
She had to question him about Ginny, find out what he had done so that she would know his secret and thus have some power over him.
But nothing she could do would make her voice or her questions sound natural. She spoke in an unnaturally high, strained voice, a voice filled with fear.
"What was – I mean, it's funny moving into someone else's place, seeing all their things. I've never done that before. You start to put together a picture of someone. I'm curious about Ginny. Tell me about her."
He turned eagerly to her, giving her that bright, vulpine glance.
"Are you?" he said quickly. His whole body seemed to stiffen with anticipation. "Why?"
The short little word penetrated her like a stiletto, probing into her deepest recesses.
"Just because," she answered, shrugging and trying to sound casual though her heart thudded in her chest.
"I've already told you about her, haven't I?"
"Yes, the kooky California girl. But… what did she look like? Did she…"
He waited, smiling. "Did she what?"
"Did she look like me!" The echo of her shrill voice hung in the room.
His laugh was dry and toneless. "Why does it matter to you?"
"Because…" She cast about in her mind for some excuse, something that would sound like a normal curiosity. She could not tell him of her terrifying feelings, that she was gradually becoming Ginny.
"Someone in the building, some woman, spoke to me and called me Ginny, then realized she'd made a mistake."
His eyes weighed the lie and threw it back in her face with a mocking glint.
"Why, yes, as a matter of fact, she looked a little bit like you. Same coloring." He drank off half the highball and carefully placed the glass on the floor, away from the bed.
So he won't knock it over, she thought. That would enrage him, to do something clumsy. He's smooth, so smooth…
A scraping sound distracted her. It was a dry, sliding noise from the other side of the room. In the fraction of a second that it took her mind to register it, she knew what it was even before she saw it.
The poster of the cherry-lipped girl sagged to one side as a tack popped out of a corner and fell on the floor.
"Oh! My God…"
She shrank back on the mattress, flattening herself against the wall, getting as far away from the opposite wall and from Leo as she could. Her hand went to her throat and she froze in terror as she stared wide-eyed at the crooked face.
"What's the matter?" he laughed, looking from the poster to her ashen face. His lips twitched with a cruel mischief, an amused malevolence that only made her more afraid.
Cold sweat trickled down her ribs. The slanted green eyes of the poster were still locked on her, even in the topsy-turvy position.
"It… scared me." She grasped wildly at some logical reason to give him. "I-I thought it was a bug or a mouse or… something like that."
He looked at her for a moment, then got up, stepping in a wide circle around his drink as he bent to pick up the tack. He climbed on the sofa and righted the poster, holding his hand flat against the wall as he turned to her.
His face was washed clean of the threatening evil that had been there before. It was bland and politely inquiring.
"Is it straight?" he asked impersonally.
"Yes."
"Are you sure?"
He was like a schoolmaster at the blackboard giving her a chance to prove her sums. Of course, Leo could not endure a crooked picture, and his eye would discern a fraction of discrepancy.
She looked again, "A tiny bit higher…"
He thrust the tack in with his thumb, stepped down from the couch and observed the repair carefully, then nodded, satisfied.
He came back to the bed, "Ginny probably tossed it up there one day on the spur of the moment. I'm surprised she used thumbtacks instead of a hairpin or an old heroin needle," he said dryly.
She tried to laugh but it sounded like a dry gag. "Was she – I guess she was helter-skelter, impetuous?"
"Very," he said with a sudden frown, "She stapled the curtains together, did you notice? Got them up in twenty minutes flat. Including the rods."
He rolled over on his stomach and grabbed her hand.
"What's your sign?" he asked.
It just didn't register. "What?"
"When is your birthday?"
"Oh. May twenty-second."
His smile began with a barely perceptible tremor in his full lower lip and stretched lazily across his face like that of someone watching the slow progression of a torture victim's agony.
"Gemini," he said softly, caressing the word. "The twins. You're like quicksilver, can't be captured and pinned down to one personality. First you're this… and then you're that. Is that right?"
A sickening wave of powerlessness struck her. She was Brenda and she was Ginny… Ginny and Brenda. And he knew it!
"I don't know," she said with a short laugh. "I don't believe in that stuff, do you?"
He answered too quickly. "Oh, no, of course not. But it's fun."
His hand cupped her full breast and molded over its roundness.
"But something else is more fun," he whispered. He played with her tits, rubbing them lightly at first, then concentrating on her erecting nipples as he pinched them between thumb and finger until her shoulders twisted sinuously. She forgot everything at his touch and pulled his head down to the round white orb she thrust at him.
He sucked noisily on her stiff nipple while his fingers tweaked the other. She looked down at her soft swelling flesh and watched in fascination as his hard fingers turned the pink tip into dark red. She felt the blood engorging the erectile tissue of her nipples, sending shivers over her ribs.
Brenda rolled against him and reached for the hotly rising prick that lay against her leg, pushing back the foreskin from the satiny head and squeezing it between her fingers until it grew into a throbbing steel-hard sphere. She made a cunt of her fist and moved it up and down over the fat rod until he hissed, baring his teeth in his ecstasy as he moved atop her, shoving open her parted thighs with his knee.
"Fuck me," she murmured breathlessly, her hips circling beneath him. "We haven't fucked yet, you know. Fuck into my cunt and squirt your cum in it. Oh, do it, do it, do it!"
"Put it in," he commanded. "Let's see you fuck."
His turgid shaft bobbed hotly into her crotch, dabbing against her anal crevice and brushing her gushing pussy. She reached up and grasped his prick and impaled herself on it with one sure thrust.
Brenda groaned and tossed as he sank deeper into her lust-mad pussy, wrenching her hand from the trap that their meeting bodies made. Her legs kicked up and flailed around his pummeling hips and her up-turned ass heaved against his slapping balls. Her gritted his teeth and grunted in frenzy as her insanely sucking vagina fastened its slick, fiery membranes around his throbbing penis. He screwed down into her until he struck her tender cervix and made her howl with sex-crazed delight.
"You're so thick! God, it's like a fist, a big fist slamming into my pussy! Oh, hit it hard, good and hard! I've got a belly full of cock and I love it!"
He was sunk so deep in her that his black bush of hair scratched the inside of her thighs. Her pussy was split into two, flattened pink folds of exposed slippery flesh that glistened with thick, milky sex fluid. She rubbed her sensitive vulva against the base of his jabbing prick and shivered with uncontrollable delight as she felt the answering pinpoints of fire pound through her marble-hard clitoris.
Her cunt was a flexing tunnel of spasmodic velvet, oozing the hot sauce of her excitement. The wet, slapping sounds of wild, mad, mindless fucking drove her into an obscene litany of phallic worship.
"You make my pussy talk, darling. She's sucking at that big, gorgeous, thundering cock of yours for all she's worth! Listen to her, she's getting wetter and wetter, she's drooling over that thick monster that's shoved in her."
The words made her hot, spongy channel throb in a pounding, soaring ecstasy that exploded in a grasping convulsion of a climax, a come that rocked her to and fro in its unbearable release. It was only when Leo's palm clamped over her mouth that she realized she was screaming.
His black hair hung over his forehead, wet with sweat. His body quivered and jabbed as his cock spewed out into her raining cunt.
He lay on top of her as they both gasped for breath. The open window admitted a cool spring breeze and dried their sweating bodies as they remained motionless, legs entwined. Brenda's arms tightened around his muscular shoulders, rubbing the coarse black hair that grew on them. He smelled male, pungent and strong in his sweat. When he finally rose up, their chests made a suction of wet flesh and separated with a suckling noise. I'm joined to him, she thought. I can't break away from him. Joined…
Leo smiled to himself as he felt her draw away from him and turn her head to the wall. An excitement stirred in him as he thought about the poster. Odd that it had frightened her so when it slipped down the wall. It gave him a particular pleasure to contemplate the incident because he had given the poster to Ginny. It had been a necessary gift. The lunatic fringe that she ran with had thrown an impromptu party one night to make plans for an invasion of the draft board office. Some kook had a bottle of blood in the knapsack that contained all his worldly goods and started to demonstrate how they would leave their mark on the hated induction center. They had all been high on pot when it happened, Leo recalled. The zonked boy had thrown the blood on the wall, probably thinking he was already down at the draft board.
Ginny had shown it to him, gesturing excitedly and babbling about form and depth and meaning.
"It says something," she murmured, tilting back her head and gazing at the splotch with half-closed eyes like a connoisseur in an art gallery.
"Damn right," Leo said. "Christ, Ginny, don't wreck the place, huh? That's all we need, is blood on the wall. I've got a boss to answer to, believe it or not."
"Blood on the wall!" she burst out excitedly. "What a marvelous title."
"Oh, now you're going to be a writer, hmm?"
"It reminds me of something," she said, her brow puckering. "Some expression…"
"Blood on the moon," Leo supplied. "It means somebody is going to die."
He had enjoyed the look that crept over her face. He knew she was afraid. Her fragile features seemed to crumple for a moment. She looked like a lovely, mad specter of doom. Once again he saw his favorite vision of her – a white-draped beguiling ghost rising out of a swamp mist.
To solve the immediate problem of the damage to the wall, Leo picked up the poster for her in a wacky bookstore on Greenwich Avenue. It was huge, big enough to cover the spot completely. He bought that particular one because the girl in it looked like his fantasy of Ginny as a wailing forest creature of course she had loved the poster and immediately slung it up on the wall in her haphazard, spur-of-the-moment fashion. No wonder the tack had come loose.
Now, he turned and looked at Brenda as she lay silent on the furtherest edge of the mattress. Had she seen the blood, he wondered? Something about the poster upset her, he was sure of that.
Through the open windows came the sounds of the street. It was a noisy neighborhood, with homeless, hopped-up Village types marching up and down all night long. The room seemed to echo with the tramp of feet. He thought about vibrations. Was it possible that an apartment or a house could contain the spirit of someone who had lived in it before?
Maybe there were bad vibrations in this apartment… The thought excited him. Had the sticky blood thrown by one of Ginny's depraved friends adhered to more than just the wall? Maybe a whole aura of depravity lingered in here. There was nothing more permanent than blood. You could scrub it until you dropped but it would never come clean. Even on metal… The surface of an edged weapon used for murder might look clean if you washed it, but there were invisible imperfections in the surface of any blade in which blood would stubbornly cling. As for the wall… it would never come off of that wall.
The blood bothered Leo in a way that had nothing to do with its symbolism. It bothered him because it was messy. Ginny would have ignored it and come to think of it as some kind of esoteric finger painting, but not Leo. He had to cover it up with the poster, just as he had to cover up the dark side of his personality that plagued him. Being neat and precise made him feel commonplace and part of the real world. Orderly surroundings helped him forget the disorder of his thoughts. He was afraid someone would find out just how fascinated he was with ghosts and spiritual happenings. Being fussy and neat, with a place for everything and everything in its place helped him to stay grounded in reality.
That was why…
He stopped, but the unwelcome words entered his brain in spite of him.
That was why I hated Ginny.
He hated her because she represented wildness and unleashed freedom. Because she was kooky and didn't care who knew it. Leo cared very much whether anyone thought he was kooky. Ginny latched on to every fad and talked about it to all her friends. He kept his occult interests to himself, and made open fun of horoscopes and fortune tellers and all the rest.
He thought, I hated Ginny but I envied her, too. She was my contact with whatever it is that's beyond us in this world. My girl in outer space…
But there was one way that he could get Ginny back. He turned over and reached for Brenda, closing his hand over the silken warmth of her conical tits. She stirred drowsily and rolled over to her back, her body yielding instinctively to his touch. She's mine, he thought in triumph. I've got her already. She needs a man inside her and damned often, too. She can't keep away from it… she's got cocks on the brain.
He looked down at the puckered skin of her nipple, watching it stretch and smooth out under his pinching fingers until it poked up proudly, as big as an eraser on a pencil. She shivered and stretched her arms back over her head as he continued playing with her. Her nipples were filling rapidly with blood under his stimulation.
"You really get a couple of hardons, don't you?" he laughed.
He opened his mouth to the succulent strawberry tip that she thrust tantalizingly at him, taking the whole hot dark circle of flesh into his mouth. God, they were big! As big as pas ties on the milky skin of her globes. Well, the bigger the nipples the bigger the feeling… He'd drive her nutty, as nutty as Ginny.
His long wet tongue slurped over the pointed surface of her tits, lingering over the swollen ends and revolving in rapid circles until her back arched like a cartwheel.
"Uuuummmmmmm… ooooohhhhh, lick it, bite on them! Hurt me a little, darling. Ahhhhhhh, yesyesyes, I can feel it!"
She twisted back and forth on her back like a writhing snake trapped in flames, her eyes squeezed shut and her mouth taut with a straining smile of passion. She cupped the generous creamy orbs with her palms and pushed them together in sexual offering to his eager mouth. She moved to and fro, forcing his lips first to one nipple then the other. He was excited now himself but he would make her wait for it awhile… a long while.
"Give me a tit squeeze, baby," he panted. He rose up on his knees and straddled her chest, aiming his swollen shaft of rock-hard cock into the velvety cleavage. Leo's eyes closed as the throbbing sphere of his rod pushed into the firm roundness, digging into the billowing valley of warm femaleness. It felt like no other part of a woman could feel, like marble come to life.
He pushed her hands away and grasped her tits in his palms, rubbing his thumbs over the stiff nipples as he pressed the hills tight around his thundering cock. His enormous balls were ready to burst from the hot semen within them as they bobbed over the smooth skin of her waist.
Brenda moaned and thrashed, begging him in a broken, passion-choked voice to fuck her but he only laughed.
"Not yet, sweetheart. There's more to do up top first. Like this!"
He whipped out his blood-swollen red cock and shoved its rubbery tip against her nipple. The bursting prick already had a smear of cum on it from the little slit in the head. In a moment her nipple was slick with his fluid.
"Oh, God, I can't stand it! I'm so hot, sooo hot! My pussy's aching for you, darling! Put him in her, come on, put that big bun up my pussy! Don't waste it… ooohhhhhh! Please, please fuck me!"
Her eyelids fluttered spasmodically and for a moment she looked truly insane. She was. Well, she'd come out of orbit when he was damn good and ready to bring her down. He had brought the vibrator with him tonight. Thank God for technology.
"Baby, this tit job is too good," he gasped. "This is the cushiest fuck I've had in a long time."
His body bucked in sexual fury as he rammed his cock into her soft boobs. Her cleavage was wet with cum now, so that it felt like a nice hot pussy. He scurried forward on his knees, trapping her chest with his body and squeezing her breasts into a velvety cock trap. His balls ached with boiling semen as they swung against her heaving body. He was getting it now… He'd squirt her all over with his cum, till her tits shone with it. Now… now… now!
"Ah! Oh, baby… you're… getting a wad and a half!"
He shuddered in ecstasy as he pounded his shooting cock against her slickened tits, rubbing it all over the firm globes until at last he stopped cuming.
Brenda gazed down at herself, wide-eyed and dazed with the fountain of cum that he had smeared on her. Leo laughed, falling forward and grasping her breasts, massaging the viscid fluid into them.
"That keeps 'em firm, did you know that? Chinese women used to collect sperm to use as an astringent. How do you like your beauty treatment?"
It was sexy but it was somehow contemptuous too. Deep in the recesses of his mind Leo wanted to degrade her as he had degraded Ginny. He liked to think of his come as a magic potion that would keep her young and firm and soft-fleshed forever. The fountain of youth… a triumph over death. And he was the magician!
"You ever give a tit job before?"
"Yes," she answered, stunned. "But not like that. I never felt… I mean…"
She seemed drugged, even hypnotized. He smiled excitedly at her. He'd really left his mark on her this time. A marked woman… his own.
"Now for your party," he said, rising. He picked up his coat and took the vibrator from his pocket. He couldn't get another hard-on yet but he wanted to satisfy her. If a man wanted to own a woman he could never let her go around with horns. She must think of him as a phallic God, someone whose virile power never let her down.
He grinned at her, holding up the white plastic tube.
"Know what this is?"
"Yes," she whispered. Her eyes were fixed and staring.
"Ever use once?"
"No. I've just heard about them."
It was shaped just like a big cock, except that it was bigger than any human male could possible be. Leo flicked a little switch in the base and a humming sound began, like an electric razor.
He waved it out to her, lightly touching her face with it and then trailing it down her neck. She shivered and jerked away.
"On your back, honey. Spread nice… Atta girl. Now I'm going to put this on your cunt and make you feel good. Right on this little flipper here."
He touched her clitoris with the buzzing instrument. Brenda gasped, her fists balling and clutching at handfuls of the wrinkled sheets.
"Like that? How does it feel? Tell me."
"Oh, it's so intense! It's like a live wire. I – oooohhhhhh! Keep it there, right there!"
She reached down to her crotch and spread her pussy lips back until she was an envelope of pink, wet femaleness. Her clitoris had emerged from its hood of cuntal flesh and jutted out like a tiny tongue. Leo held the pointed tip of the vibrator just barely on the budlike growth. The lighter the better with these gismos, he thought. All she needed was the lightest touch of this electrifying caress.
"Now we'll build a bee hive in your cunt. Put your legs up!"
She jackknifed her body, her legs sprawled and kicking, as he shoved the quivering instrument into her open gap. Brenda's eyes flew open in surprise as she felt the monstrous inhuman size of the buzzing artificial cock.
"Awwwww! I can't take it! I can't! Oooooooh, it's hurting… it won't go in. Ahhhh! Don't push it!"
It was up her pussy as far as it would go. Leo felt the barrier of cervical flesh and stopped, switching the snap to higher power. The buzz grew more intense and Brenda's hips swiveled wildly in answer.
"Now you work it," he said, laughing. "It's all yours, honey."
She lay on her back, her smooth white belly heaving. The white plastic handle protruded from her spread pink pussy, dividing the wet crevice and tormenting the coral valley of her sex. Leo gazed into the split crotch. Christ, she was really opened up! She looked as big as a woman about to drop a kid. That tight little hole could really expand to take anything when a chick was hot enough. She was sucking at the vibrator with her cunt, sucking as though her cunt had been a mouth. The instrument moved in and out as if he were still shoving it at her. Cunt juice ran down the shiny pink mound and smeared over the buzzing shaft. Brenda's ass was lifted high in the air as she braced her heels into the mattress. He looked up into the secret valley of her ass cheeks and saw her anal ring smeared with cum – his or hers, he did not know.
"Oh, it's wonderful! It's making me get it! I'm coming! I'm on fire… Leo!"
She rolled over, twisting and thrashing and locking her thighs to hold the slippery instrument in her cunt for the last delicious throb of her climax. It went on until her hips twitched weakly in its final throes as she lay on her side, too exhausted to remove the phallus.
"Take it out, I can't stand it," she whimpered gesturing weakly.
Leo reached out and turned off the switch. "Better not pull it out just yet," he cautioned. "Let it come out naturally… like a real prick does when it goes plop."
She collapsed on her back, her legs spread. At last it was expelled from her aching cunt. She winced as he eased it between her lips.
She had the look of a totally satisfied woman, a look of mindless and boneless relaxation. Leo thought of the expression putty in his hands. She looked that pliable now as she lay in a crumpled heap pliable and vulnerable.
Power… The word throbbed through his brain. Power!



CHAPTER SIX


The next day was a Saturday. Brenda awoke on the tumbled, twisted sheets that were dappled with dried cum. Her head ached and her body was stiff and heavy with exhaustion. She sat up, savoring the warm sunlight on her bare skin, like an animal arising from hibernation.
She remembered it all with a sinking feeling of despair. Leo had slept for an hour or so, then woke up with a start in the dark room. He had seemed irritated about something, and jumped up to take a shower, not asking her permission. He stayed in the bathroom a long time, the water dashing for a small eternity through the thumping pipes. It made her feel dirty to think that he was washing for such a long time.
Finally he came out and dressed quickly but carefully, smoothing out his tie and inspecting his shirt for wrinkles that were not there. His eyes kept going to the poster and she was suddenly terrified.
She made a sleepy promise to herself. I'll take that thing down. I can't bear it any longer.
When Leo left he pocketed the vibrator and grinned at her.
"I'll see you again. I can't keep away from you. Can you keep away from me?" he asked slowly. His eyes held her glance. He looked like a cat at a mouse hole.
"No," she said rudely.
When he was gone she felt herself falling rapidly into an exhausted sleep. She fought it, fearing some horrible nightmare about the poster, but she was powerless against the leaden fatigue that gripped her.
She did not dream. It was a black sleep, a vast pit of nothingness that frightened her more than any dream could have done. When she awoke, she was not rested at all.
She got up, noticing that she was unsteady on her feet and lightheaded. She had never had a real hangover but she knew what they were. Now, it seemed that she had one, though she had not even finished the one drink that she had had. The feeling that flooded her was worse than a hangover; it was more like being drugged. As she moved into the kitchen she might have been walking under water, so heavy and slow were her legs.
It's because I'm so satisfied, she told herself. Sex did that; it was supposed to make you feel this way. But something told her it was not that simple. It was as if she were actually drugged, coming down from some sort of high that had removed her from her self. Fear gripped her. She leaned heavily against the stove and fought down the trembling. When she reached for the coffee pot her hands were so unsteady that she knocked over a cup. It smashed to the floor and cause her to cry out, a shrill, high-pitched sound like an epileptic makes.
Leo! What had he done to her? She remembered with vivid despair his sharp black eyes boring into hers. His eyes were like obsidian magnets, locking on her glance and refusing to release her.
It was as if… as if he had somehow hypnotized her!
Was it possible? Or was it something only trained doctors could do? She tried to remember what she had read about hypnotism. There was always a prop, some kind of mechanical thing that the hypnotist used to fix the attention of…
The vibrator. She remembered the steady buzz. It was like the ticking of a watch, something that was rhythmic and rote. It went on and on, deep inside of her, until sound and sensation were one.
There was rhythm in sex itself, the steady throbbing of her cunt in climax, the rocking movements of two bodies slamming into one another, the wet slapping sounds of two crotches going at it in bed. Her whole time with Leo had been a time of rhythm. His nuts slapping against her ass, her tits quivering against his chest… and then the insistent buzz of the vibrator.
It was a spell; he had cast a spell on her, but why? No, no, she was being foolish, it was silly. It sounded like something out of a seance meeting. Wacky, unreal, just plain silly and superstitious. She was being an idiot. He was the sexiest man she had ever met – of course he had cast a spell on her! Why shouldn't he? She was a healthy, normal girl and they had a heavy bed session, that's all. As for being so draggy…
She started to smile, stretching lazily as she stood in the path of the morning sun. Naturally she was tired. What girl wouldn't be after taking what she had taken – and given!
She made a pot of coffee and enjoyed its aroma as it began to perk and waft through the tiny kitchen. It was spring! A beautiful day, and a Saturday. Could anything be better than a weekend in spring after a night such as she had had? It was wonderful to be young and free…
Brenda walked to the window and looked down on the alley at the back. Above the rooftops she could see the white scuttling clouds in the blue sky, but when she looked down, the narrow brick-lined passage reminded her of the pictures of purgatory in Dante's poem. No light reached those dank stones.
Was Ginny in California? It was sunny there… Brenda imagined her lying on a beach, turning a coppery brown like the girls in the sun tan lotion ads. She would have a big floppy hat and raccoon sunglasses and…
What was she like?
She had to find out, she had to. Maybe she could turn up some of Ginny's old friends and find someone who had heard from her. Surely she had sent a few postcards. Any girl with all those friends would have written to somebody. She could get Ginny's new address and drop her a line, tell her how much she liked the apartment, start up a kind of pen-pal relationship. There would be nothing wrong with that; it was the most natural thing in the world to do. Ginny obviously collected people, which meant she liked them. She would probably be completely nonchalant about adding another to her long list.
She had worked in… what was it? She turned the coffee off, poured out a cup and stirred it slowly, trying to remember what Harl had said about some place in the Village where Ginny had…
The dog photo studio on Eighth Street. That was it. She could go in there.
She showered and dressed. As she splashed cologne on her bare skin she paused and touched the collection of bottles, taking a strange comfort in the disorder. She remembered her fear that day, that first day in the apartment when she had bathed in the cold-looking empty bathroom. Now it was hers, undeniably hers, with her scents, her make-up, her stockings hanging up to dry.
Ginny doesn't live here anymore. Brenda lives here. I am Brenda, Brenda Taylor.
"I am Brenda…"
She looked in the mirror, studying her reflection. She did not look like the girl in the poster. Her fingers came up and touched her mouth. It was a different mouth full and sensual, not like the pursed; bee-stung lips of the forest girl. Her eyes were blue, startling and vividly blue, not green. They were large and wide, not slanted in cruel lines. There was no resemblance, none whatsoever.
The girl in the poster is Ginny… I don't look like her so I am not Ginny.
She walked out of the bathroom and picked up her purse, checking for keys before she left. They were not in her bag. Her glance swept around the room, lingering over tables, until she saw them on the cocktail table in front of the sofa. She crossed the room and picked them up, her eyes going to the poster.
I'll take it down right now, she thought. Take it down and rip it up and toss it in the garbage on my way out. She stepped behind the table and reached awkwardly to the wall her knees colliding with the front of the sofa. But she couldn't do it. The poster belonged to Ginny; she couldn't destroy it.
I'll roll it up and put it away.
She kicked off her shoes and stood in the billowing cushions, losing her balance a little as the spongy softness gave with her weight. She steadied herself, palms flat against the wall, and dug her thumb and forefinger under the tack that Leo had replaced the night before.
It was another example of his neat thoroughness. The tack was deep in the wall, its head flat against the plaster. Brenda worked her nails under it, trying to dislodge his efficient repair work.
The neatly filed oval of her thumbnail split and broke off.
"Damn!" she cried out in annoyance, inspecting the damage. There was no saving the nail; it had broken off close to the quick. She peeled the rest of it away, wincing as it cut too close to the flesh. Well that ruined her manicure, she thought irritably. Oh, to hell with the poster! She'd take it down some other time. She did not feel like fooling with a knife or a screw driver now, and risk doing something to the wall that would scatter plaster dust over her clothes. Save it for some other time. She jumped down from the sofa and put on her shoes. There was a thin line of blood on her thumb from the torn nail and she put it in her mouth for a moment, then put her keys in her purse and left the apartment.
The mailman had come. The row of crumbling, corroded boxes threatened to come loose from the cracked plaster and clatter to the tiled floor. Brenda saw a cluster of envelopes in her slot and fished for the key she had just put away. Just below the lock was a fresh white slip of paper with her own name on it. She had affixed it immediately, the first day she had lived in the building, after reading about mail thefts in New York. Sometimes her parents sent her a check and she did not want them left stuck in the wall or tossed on the table in front of the row of boxes.
The sight of her name was reassuring and she looked at it a moment, then opened the box and took out the mail.
A letter from Jim, one from her mother, an announcement of an old girl friend's wedding in a thick creamy envelope. Miss Brenda Taylor… Miss Brenda Taylor… Miss Brenda Taylor.
Then she saw the others. Phone, gas and electric. Miss Virginia Walters.
She dropped them and stepped back, her body stiff and poised in fear, and stared at the fan of envelopes at her feet as she would stare, transfixed, at a roach.
A football behind her made her whirl around. It was Harl on the stairs. The intimate grin on his face froze in perplexity.
"Hi. What's the matter?" he asked, frowning. He looked from her fear-widened eyes to the letters on the floor.
"Your bills can't be that high," he said with a short laugh. "You haven't lived here long enough."
Her voice shook as she answered him. "They're not my bills, they're – they're hers! Ginny's! They were in my mailbox… But she's gone, hasn't she?" Her voice scaled up into a wail of terror. Had blinked in surprise, then, seeming to catch on, he spread his hands in amused resignation.
"So she left you with 'em, hmm? Christ, I can imagine how big the phone bill is. She was probably calling Biafra."
He stooped down to pick up the envelopes and turned them over, looking at the backs for a moment, then up to her face, his frown appearing once more.
"But you haven't even opened them," he said.
She backed away from him. "No, I won't open them! They're not mine, I'm not Ginny! Why should I open her mail? I'm not Ginny!"
Harl sprang up, surveying her twisted features with a mixture of bafflement and humor…
"Take it easy, take it easy. Shh… Somebody'll think I'm a mugger or something. Look, open the damn things before you start screaming fraud, will you? Come on," he urged, handing them to her. "We'll keep it nice and legal. They were in your box so you open them."
He was laughing at her!
"I won't touch them! I told you they weren't mine!"
"What the hell is the matter with you? Come on, baby. Okay, I'll open them for you, don't go into orbit."
His long hard fingers slit the flats and took out the computerized cards. She watched his eyes flicker expertly to the place where the totals were recorded.
"Well, I'll be damned, it's hardly anything at all. See? All your worries for nothing. Only one LD, and that only to Philadelphia. A buck-sixty." He shrugged. "The others aren't much. Ginny never cooked and she burned up more candles than light bulbs."
He shoved the bills at her.
"Pay 'em, it's simpler that way. Take my word for it. Once you start writing letters to the company things get in an awful snarl."
"I won't touch them," she mumbled. "If I pay her bills I'll be… her! I'll be Ginny… Ginny."
"What do you mean you'll be Ginny?" He frowned at her a moment, his eyes appraising. Then he lowered his voice after a quick look behind him.
"Are you turned on?"
She met his eyes and shook her head dumbly.
"I don't take pot. I'm not like her. I know she did, but I don't. I don't do any of the things she did because I'm me."
"That makes a nice testimonial," he said dryly.
"Sounds like show-and-tell at the camp meeting. What are you so uptight about, baby? You weren't this way when I last saw you."
His voice turned suggestive and he stepped closer to her. For a moment she hated him because he had witnessed her stark fear just now over the mail. She had been able to hide it before, but now the haunting spirit of Ginny was closing in, and her nerves were beginning to crack.
She gripped the bills in her fist and stepped back against the wall as Harl drew closer.
"You called me Ginny that first time," she said in a quivering voice. "You started it. That day you came in… You called me Ginny in the hallway and later on, when we were…"
"Oh, for God's sake. Can't you be cool about it? I thought you were a swinging chick, now you're making noises like the girl next door." He chuckled and made a casual move. "Which you practically are, I suppose, but… Come on, baby, let's take it from the top again. I've missed you."
He put his hand on her arm. She looked down at the long sun-browned fingers and remembered them plowing into her body that day. She hesitated a moment, then drew back.
"I want to find her," she whispered. "I've got to. I want to write to her… something." Her voice sounded far off; for a moment the light-headed feeling returned, until she felt part of herself floating away and observing the scene in the lobby, as if she had suddenly become some kind of twin.
Twins… Gemini. And now it was spring, her birthday time. Leo's sharp, watchful face rose in her mind as she stared at Harl.
"Tell me," she said urgently. "Tell me the names of some of her friends. You must know who they were! You were one of them, you have to know who the others were."
His eyes narrowed appraisingly and she saw his mouth quirk at the corners.
"You just have to step out on the street," he said with a shrug. "You're bound to meet one of Ginny's crowd. The law of averages…" He trailed off, then smiled brightly. She was too upset to see the mischief in his expression.
"Why don't you ask Sonya at the dog shop? She was probably Ginny's best friend. Yeah… I almost forgot about Sonya. They were real close."
"Sonya," she murmured. "Is she there today?"
"Should be. If she's not in the shop, look in the bar next door. It's called Sappho's. Little Greek place she hangs out in."
As Brenda hurried out, Harl watched her go with a big grin on his face. It looked as if Brenda were more interested in Ginny than she was in him. He was disappointed; he wanted to ball with her again. He was also mad. If she figured a girl was more interesting than he was… well, then, fine.
He started to laugh. Sonya was the most famous lesbo in the Village, a lethal man-hater with enough sexual know-how to get Jane away from Tarzan. She had had Ginny, lots of times. If he knew Sonya, she wouldn't be able to keep her hands off of Brenda.
He got his mail and went back upstairs, still laughing.



CHAPTER SEVEN


The noise from four record shops poured out into the street, fighting the sound of horn blasts and the curses of taxi drivers. The narrow sidewalk was nearly impassable for the crowds of garishly dressed young people with bandanas tied about their foreheads and leather necklaces swinging as they jostled through the dense throng.
Where was the photo studio? Could she ever find it in this hanging garden of fire escapes and jutting placards? Sonya… Sonya. The name was exotic and foreign. Ginny's best friend, her closest friend. The name scurried along her veins like hot acid each time she repeated it to herself.
So many of the shops were basement affairs, tucked down into the teeming sidewalk so that she almost missed them as she passed by. She didn't know the name of the studio; maybe someone could tell her, but who? Each time she slowed her pace, thinking to ask a likely looking stroller, the people walking behind her bumped into her.
Finally she made her way down the steps of a basement book store and stepped into its cool recess. Taped acid rock blared through the premises, coming from four speakers, one in each corner of the room. She had never been in such a noisy bookstore but the browsing customers seemed oblivious to anything except the paperbacks they riffled.
A tall blond boy with mutton chop sideburns looked up from a huge catalog and let his eyes trail down her body.
"Ciao," he said, smiling. "Can I help you?"
She couldn't very well ask him where the dog studio was; it sounded so silly to her. The bar… Sappho's. That was more sophisticated.
"Do you happen to know where Sappho's bar is?"
His eyes flickered momentarily, then dulled.
"What a waste," he sighed. "Yeah, second from the next corner on the other side of the street."
She could not fathom his seeming hostility after the appreciative glance he had given her when she came in. She turned uncertainly and left the store, crossing the street to the opposite sidewalk. A greasy smell of chili struck her nostrils from a raucous parlor. Brenda broke out in a sudden crawling sweat that made her head swim as if she were going to be sick. Something was wrong, very wrong, but she did not know what it was. The street was hateful and evil even in the holiday glow of the warm Saturday sun. She hurried as best she could through the crowds until she neared the end of the block. She saw the bar, and next to it, a tiny store with photographs of poodles and schnauzers in the window.
She went in. No one was around but she heard voices from a back room. A shrill-sounding matron cooing to a yapping animal. "Poopoo, now sit still for the nice lady. She loves you just like Mama does, yes she does."
Brenda sat down in a rococo chair made of gilded wood and purple velvet and looked in tired amazement at the price list posted on the wall. How could people pay such amounts for a picture of a dog? She settled back as best she could in the uncomfortable chair and looked at the exquisite shop, remembering something from a novel she had read, about the waiting-room of a whorehouse. That's what it looked like.
The yapping dog had quieted. Someone turned a bright light on behind the draperies that hid the studio from the front of the store. She heard a series of clicks and saw a shadow move. Then a low, sultry voice spoke.
"There. That should do it. I'll have the negatives for you next week."
Footsteps came closer and Brenda turned in expectation. The dog-owner appeared, looking very much like the puffy-haired Maltese terrier she had on a leash. Both had snowy coiffures and mincing, nervous movements. The woman gathered up the dog and bustled out, and Brenda turned to the willowy figure that had appeared in the parted draperies.
"Good morning. May I help you?"
Brenda had never seen anyone so chicly beautiful and so thoroughly New York. It had to be Sonya; no other name could fit such a girl.
She wore a plum-colored satin shirt with matching knickers that followed faithfully every well-turned line of her long, gorgeous legs. The pants seamed snugly up into her crotch and plastered over her flat belly, fastening on the side in an invisible, beltless waistline that emphasized her svelte body. Brenda gazed at the flawless features of her face. Honey-toned skin and limpid hazel eyes with brushstroke brows as black as jet. Her hair was gathered simply at the ears and fell in a long cape to the middle of her back. It was a dark, dark auburn that gleamed like mahogany-colored satin.
As cool and contained as she looked, the girl did a double-take when she saw Brenda. Her thick lashes fluttered for a moment and the bronzed lips parted as if she had been about to gasp, only to catch herself just in time.
Brenda rose and walked over to the counter, her pulse beating thickly in her throat. Something about the girl unnerved her and yet captivated her at the same time. Instinctively she glanced furtively at the girl's small pointed breasts, then raised her eyes as she felt a flush stealing over her face.
"Are you Sonya?" she asked.
"Yes, I am."
The girl's mouth curved into an enigmatic smile and her perfectly glossed bronze lips parted and looked moist. She must use that new finger-paint lipstick, Brenda thought. The pearly brownish-pink color followed her natural lines in theatrical perfection.
Brenda rushed into an explanation in the face of this cool, self-possessed beauty.
"I sublet Ginny's apartment not long ago and I thought it would be fun if I dropped her a line. She sounds awfully nice, I'd love to meet her when she gets back. Do you have her new address?"
Sonya leaned on the counter, drawing closer in an intimate body gesture. The top of her unbuttoned blouse fell open to reveal two small mounds of flesh.
"I don't have it. She didn't tell me where she was going, except she said something about California. I haven't heard from her, though." She smiled confidently. "Though I'm sure I will."
A sugary scent rose from the open blouse. It was too powerful for perfume; it must be sachet or bath oil. Brenda met the hazel eyes head-on and saw their pupils widen with a repressed excitement.
"What's your name?"
Brenda told her. Sonya nodded slowly as she studied her.
"What a coincidence," she said. "You look so much like her, and now you have her apartment."
The terror that her words evoked in Brenda was mixed with an odd sort of relief. At last, someone had come right out and said it! This time, she would not have to beat around the bush to find out; would not have to blurt out the question as she had done with Leo and Harl.
She tried to be matter-of-fact, and found suddenly that she was.
"A couple of other people have said that. Yes, it is a coincidence, isn't it?"
"It's a groovy apartment," Sonya said. "Or it could be if Ginny had been home long enough to do anything with it. Are you doing anything interesting to it?"
"No, I haven't changed a thing." Brenda breathed deeply, her fear vanishing. "I like it this way. In fact, the reason I wanted to write to Ginny and eventually meet her is that I feel we're exactly alike. I feel as if I'd lived there all along." How easy it was now! The fear was gone, the panic, the sense of splitting off from the world. She was happy now. She had screwed two of Ginny's men, and now this exotic friend was gazing at her with bright, watchful eyes. She felt as if she had always been a New York girl; all of her provincial past was falling away under the hazel gaze. She knew a warm, sun-drenched comfort as though she had shed an old skin for a new one, like a snake in the hot, bright desert. I don't care anymore… it doesn't matter now.
Sonya leaned over further, pushing her small breasts together as she clasped her elbows on the counter. A line of flesh, deeper this time, appeared in the slitted opening of the blouse. She had a pair of neat little tits, the kind that appeal to men who say, "More than a handful is a waste."
Men and women, Brenda thought suddenly, shocked. She too was admiring the perky mounds of the girl's chest, trying to see more. Her nipples would be brown instead of pink.
"My partner is due in a minute," Sonya was saying. "How about joining me for a drink next door? My favorite neighborhood bar?"
"Sappho's?" Brenda asked.
The sultry, lean face smiled broadly, showing teeth that were startlingly white against the honied skin.
"Do you go there often? I haven't seen you. And I doubt that I would have missed you."
In that instant, Brenda knew in her mind what her senses had known the minute she had seen Sonya. She was a lesbian. A lesbian… she had Ginny and now she wants me. And I want her. A rush of excitement and abandon struck her, followed by a sense of freedom. How easily the admission came! She wasn't horrified at all, as she would have been last year, or last month, or even yesterday. Voluptuous awareness flowed hotly in her veins. What would it be like to cup another girl's tits in her hand, to run her finger up and down the slit of another girl's pussy? She would soon find out… She trembled with hot lust as she smelled the strong sachet.
Sonya looked at her watch. "Hell be in any minute unless he's picked up a trick." She sat down opposite Brenda, stretching out her long model's legs in casual awareness of their exquisite shape. The tight seam bisected her firm crotch mound, dividing it into two succulent lips that left only the taste to the imagination.
"Yes, you look very much like Ginny – only healthier," Sonya said with a knowing smile. Her eyes lingered on the jutting points of Brenda's bosom.
Before she could reply, the door opened and a modish young man entered in a rush; his prick on public view as much as the law would allow. She looked at the baby-blue suede pants he wore and wondered how he could stand the pain. His cock was pulled up toward his stomach and mashed against his body in a plump cylinder.
He looked casually at Brenda, then turned and looked quickly again. She thought, he noticed it too.
"Hi, dear, I'm here," he called to Sonya, clucking her under the chin. "What's for supper, how're the children?"
"Still a gleam in their mother's eye thanks to your gland problem. I'm taking off for a while. Hold the dog house."
"Hmmm. Have fun."
Sonya picked up the most enormous shoulder bag Brenda had ever seen and hoisted it. The strap cut across her chest like a bandolier and pulled the satin material snugly around one pointed boob. They looked so hard and firm now, but how soft and inviting they had been when she leaned over the counter.
Outside, the noontime sun was hot over their heads.
"This way," Sonya instructed, cupping her elbow as a man might do. The gesture contained a commanding masculinity but the touch was so light and fragile and completely feminine. It's two things at once, and so am I, Brenda thought feverishly. She walked woodenly into the bar with Sonya, her thighs weak with desire.
The place was practically empty except for a butchy bartender who grinned knowingly as Sonya escorted them to a dark back table.
"What'll you have?" she asked.
"A rum Coke."
Sonya called out the orders, with a martini for herself, and in a moment the butch brought them.
They toasted silently, their eyes meeting over the rims of their glasses. Sonya sipped her cocktail and put it down on the table with a little clicking sound.
"Yes, you're much healthier looking," she murmured. Her hand reached out and began to unbutton the top of Brenda's dress with slow expertise. It was almost pitch black where they sat, and the bartender was busy washing glasses, her back to them. It was going to happen right here! Sonya meant business and was showing it in an unmistakable way.
The cool slender fingers pulled the bra strap down and reached into the lacy cup for the round orb that blossomed out of it. The thumb found the prickling nipple and rolled lightly over it until Brenda sighed sharply and leaned back, thrusting her shoulder out in encouraging little jabs as Sonya squeezed her hot flesh.
Brenda looked down at her naked breast. Sonya had it completely exposed, a swelling, quivering sphere of white in the black corner of the room.
"Beautiful," Sonya whispered, her own breasts rising and falling rapidly. She flicked at the stiff nipple with her forefinger, making it quiver until the spirals of response ran through Brenda's ribs like cold chills. She groaned and thrust her hand into Sonya's lap, digging between the slender thighs and rubbing the divided mound. How hot it was!
Sonya's head lowered. Brenda felt her hot breath, "I want to nurse on this a long time. It sure beats a martini."
She enclosed the thrusting nipple in the hot, glistening moisture of her mouth and took a long, painful sucking pull on it.
"Uuuummmmmm… what a sweet… mmmmm… pair of tits you've got."
Sonya's mouth was spread out like a suction cup over the tip of Brenda's breast, pulling for all she was worth as her tongue flicked hotly over the trapped nipple. Brenda jerked and twisted as the small white teeth clamped down without mercy over the sensitive tissue. Sonya's hands slipped up under her skirt and found the crotch of her pants and dug into it, touching the dense fuzzy hair of her cuntal lips. The little booth was cramped and uncomfortable; Brenda tried to move her legs apart to welcome the digging, eager fingers but she could not. They twisted together in hot seeking, hands wandering over each other's soft bodies as they moaned and whimpered in passion.
"We're getting rather public," Sonya panted, drawing away with reluctance. "I've got a better idea. Drink up."
They finished their drinks and stood up. Sonya tossed a couple of bills on the table as Brenda quickly buttoned her dress. Her thighs shook as though they had turned to rubber and her sex fluid seeped from between her swollen thatch as she started to walk.
"There's a back room in the photo shop that we can get to from the back door of this place. Come on," Sonya ordered.
They went out through a dark passageway, past the rest room and kitchen of the bar, and exited through a door that led into a narrow alley. Sonya took out a key and opened a peeling greenish door to the left of the bar.
"I should have brought us in here in the first place, but one always tries to do the right thing, I suppose," she said, sighing in a mock fashion. "It's always polite to have a drink first, isn't it? Shit!"
The room was little more than a large closet, containing tripods, extra lenses and shutters and a couple of broken benches and background murals. There was a chaise lounge pad in a corner with a blanket over it. Brenda wondered how many girls Sonya brought back here – or how many tricks the boy had enjoyed in this tiny room.
"Now," said Sonya, smiling brightly arid unbuttoning the plum-colored blouse. "We'll give Teddy his no-no signal." She knocked on the door, a complicated tattoo that reminded Brenda of a sorority initiation secret. From within the shop, they heard the boy's laugh and his voice calling out, "Okay, I read you!"
Sonya stood with her long slender legs spread wide, her deft fingers working quickly over the line of tiny pearl buttons on the bell sleeves she wore.
"We mustn't shock Teddy. He's never seen a naked woman before; he'd have a stroke if he saw two wouldn't he?"
Brenda could not take her eves off the body that was being slowly revealed to her. First the blouse with its seeming hundreds of buttons, then the tight knickers. Sonya stood in flesh-colored bikini pants and a scrap of lace that was her bra, both lighter than her honied skin. Under the near-transparent pants Brenda saw a dark swatch of hair, like a black G-string under the creamy lace. She tossed the bra aside, exposing small, firm breasts with tiny nipples, almost like a little girl's. They quivered and fell forward as she bent to shuck off the narrow pants.
Brenda trembled as she saw the thick bush of crotch hair and the dark pink lips that poked through it, open and moist with desire. Sonya saw the direction of her eyes and stood proudly, letting her have her fill. Her hands rested lightly on her hips as her legs parted enticingly. She thrust her crotch forward and revolved her hips in a circle, slow and lazy yet full of tireless passion.
Brenda tore off her clothes until she stood naked a few feet from the tall, dark temptress. How different they were, one so dark and the other so white and pink.
Sonya drew close, passing her hand in a curving caress about Brenda's rounded ass as she reached for the mattress and blanket. The touch burned with only a hint of what was to come. They sank to the floor and molded their bodies together in a twisting knot of arms and legs and soft bellies.
"Let me," Brenda gasped. "I want to eat you."
She had to do it, she had to! Never had she seen anything so succulent as that pink slit surrounded by all that curly black hair. What had happened to her! It should have repelled her but instead her mouth watered for pussy. I'm changed now… different… I'm Ginny now.
She lay on her back as Sonya knelt over her face, leaning forward on all fours as she thrust her swollen brunette mound into Brenda's mouth. Brenda's arms curved around the lithe thighs and her tongue shot out, aiming for the slit.
It was delicious! Like nothing she ever expected! It opened like a flower slickened with dew and drenched her tongue with its fresh, salty tang. In an unbelieving ecstasy, she reached back and squeezed Sonya's trim cheeks and drew her closer, until her lips flattened against the fragrant cunt.
Sonya shrieked in delight and jabbed her hips forward, rubbing her pussy hard against Brenda's face. The coarse black hair burned her mouth but it was a heavenly torture.
"God, you lick so gooood! Oh, yes! Do it like that, just like that!"
The self-possessed cool of the slim dark girl vanished as vixen lust took over. She threw back her head and tossed it to and fro, the mahogany hair whipping about her face. Her thighs trembled in the vise of Brenda's arms as she gave herself up to the noisily slurping tongue.
Brenda gasped for breath and dove in once again to the coral folds of the sweet pussy in her mouth. Her mind swam with a hundred fragments of this new and delightful knowledge. This was just like her – she had one, too, yet what a discovery it was! She thought of all the times men had gone down on her and realized with proud joy that this is what she had given them. How wet it was. So many secret folds… how many? It felt like dozens, and all of them led up to the hard little clitoris. She licked in a circle over it, prodding it with the tip of her tongue until Sonya's hips jerked in automatic response.
"There! Right there… Ooooooooommmmmmmm. God! God! You're making me get it! Uuuuummmmm, God, am I getting it!"
Sonya's hand grappled for Brenda's, drawing it under her body.
"Go inside me while I come! Hurry!"
Brenda found the entrance to her cunt and jammed her fingers against it, striking a sling of muscles that locked for a moment, then opened in sucking eagerness, grabbing at her fingers like a hungry mouth. She shoved two in, as deeply as she could, scissoring them inside the cunt tunnel until Sonya grunted and strained in delight.
"Oh, now! Now!"
The torso that straddled Brenda began to snap and heave like a whip. For a second it was almost frightening to see what she was doing to this svelte, sculptured body as the climax wracked it in the dizzy, heady aroma of salt and femaleness Brenda thought. She's like a bitch in season… and so am I, so are all women. She had never been aware of a woman's passion like this. This was herself, sameness, a mirror image of her own capacity for lust.
"Ooooohhhhhhh, I'm cuming! Fuck my cunt, fuck it hard!"
Brenda's arm came up under the spread thighs in a massive thrust, sending her fingers hard against the flesh of the cervix at the very top of the swollen vagina. Something happened in there, something that felt like a sudden spring shower. The pussy walls fluttered and pounded out the rhythms of sex as Brenda's fingers rammed in and out.
Sonya, her eyes closed, wove dizzily over her and then rolled in a tired heap across her body, still trembling and rubbing her legs weakly against Brenda's.
"God, you're good," she murmured. "You really know what to do with these little things, don't you?" She brushed a hand over Brenda's cunt.
Brenda's ready slit ached at the touch. "I… I never did this before. With a girl I never did."
Sonya rose up on an elbow and searched her face, her mouth quirking in amusement.
"Oh, come on."
"Really. You've got to believe me."
The brushstroke eyebrows rose inquiringly. "Well… I suppose I have to, don't I? Let's say, then, that you're a quick student."
No, it's just that I learned from Ginny, "Why…" she began haltingly, "What made you… spray like that inside? I never knew…"
She was interrupted by Sonya's earthy laugh. "Now I really do believe you. That's always the big surprise the first time you have your hand inside a girl. We cream ourselves, too, just like men. It's a shock the first time, I know. But a nice shock."
Brenda smiled slowly. "Have you ever slept with a man?"
"Hah! Now I'm two hundred percent convinced about you. Only new recruits ask that. Of course I've slept with men. I enjoyed it physically, but I prefer women for a lot of reasons. Namely, I just plain like them and respect them more than I do men." Her voice lowered to the old sultry note. "Enough talking. Now for some action. I'm recovered."
Brenda spread her legs eagerly and wrapped them about Sonya's slender warmth. Her golden thatch touched Sonya's face as the brunette rubbed her mouth sinuously over the dense growth of hair.
Suddenly the long pink tongue shot out and bisected the downy cunt lips. Sonya emitted a low growl of pleasure and reached around the tops of the milky thighs to spread the hot pussy wide, holding back the hairy lips while her mouth sank into the glistening folds. The tips of her thumbs pulled the wet vulva apart until it was flattened into a gaping, lust-tormented crevice.
Brenda arched her back and shoved her hungry mound into Sonya's face. The tongue slathered up and down through the split lips making famished sounds, causing a million needle points of heat to come prickling through the open gap of Brenda's cunt. She felt the warmth of Sonya's long tapering fingers scooping under her buttocks and raised herself to the new caress, moaning as the fingers opened her ass crack and trailed through the hot secret crevice.
"Aaaaaawwwww! Yes, inside, that's it! Yes, do it!"
As Sonya's tongue flicked madly through the burning pussy, her hands were busy at the tormented rectum. Brenda gasped as a finger entered the tight hot cavern. It probed deep into her bowels, palpitating and searching as it rammed further and further up her ass. She twisted against its impaling strength and cried out for more of the same.
Sonya's mouth spoke against the wet hair of her pussy. "Now we'll give you something up your cunt." She jabbed her thumb into the sucking vagina, pushing it hard against the thin wall of flesh. When Brenda felt what was happening she wanted to scream out in ecstasy. The finger and thumb pinched together inside her body so that she could feel them meet with nothing but a membranous layer of flesh between them. She tossed and heaved, throwing her legs high in the air and hammering her hips against the twin invasion. The juice from her fiercely lubricating pussy ran down into her split cheeks as the unbearable pleasure drew glistening come from her cloven femaleness.
As she looked down her body she saw Sonya's shoulder moving steadily as she worked her fingers in the clutch of the hot flesh in which they were trapped.
"Uuuuummmmmmmm… fuck me, lick me, give it to me everywhere," she moaned. "Give me an assful and a cuntful! Oh, hard! Ram it up hard, make it hurt!"
The arm moved like a piston, pummeling into her tender folds as the mouth clamped over her stiff clitoris. Her body turned into three burning pleasure points that met in a rising crescendo of cuming… cuming… cuming.
"Oh, baby, fuck it, suck it, ram it!Oooohhhh, it's so gooooood!"
They ended up sprawled over the bare floor, the mattress sliding away from them as their bodies twitched in unending ecstasy. Sonya kept her fingers deep in pussy and ass until Brenda's head moved from side to side in weak supplication.
"No more, no more…"
Sonya rose to her knees, her palm clutching her own pussy. "Roll over on your stomach," she panted. "I'm hot for some more."
She obeyed, sprawling out in passive readiness, as Sonya mounted her back and began rubbing her hot, wet cunt over Brenda's sore ass. She lifted her hips against the circling weight as the scratchy hair pounded against the curves of her white cheeks. Sonya's tongue licked at her neck and shoulders as she grunted in abandon, bringing herself off quickly and powerfully against the tender flesh.
"Ummmmmm, you've got a good ass in more ways than one!"
When it was over, she clasped her wet thighs around Brenda's ass and lay on her with a long sigh of contentment. How heavy she was now, in spite of her lithe slenderness. Heavy with the weight of satisfaction.
They were still for several moments, then Sonya whispered against her ear.
"That's known as grass on the ass. I had to have another one after what I was doing to you. It got me hot all over again."
"Do you suppose anybody heard us yelling?" Brenda murmured.
Sonya climbed off and got shakily to her feet. "I don't hear any dogs barking, do you? I think it would stir them up quicker than it would Teddy."
She leaned back against a table and stretched, spreading her legs and tensing the muscles in her thighs until they rippled softly. Her lips parted in a sexy smile and she rubbed her fingers lightly over her curly crotch.
"Happy pussy… real happy. So is yours?"
"Yes, oh, yes." She got up and looked blankly around the tiny room for her clothes, found them and began to struggle with shaking fingers with hooks and eyes and buttons.
Sonya drew on her panties and shook out the knickers raising her leg in a graceful bend as she stepped into them.
"We've got to get together again. Ginny's place? I mean, your place, excuse me."
Brenda brushed back her hair and kept her palms flattened against the side of her face.
"My place… yes, my place." She began to smile dreamily, then a short, excited laugh bubbled to her lips. Sonya looked at her strangely for a moment, then smiled. She looked at her watch.
"Well, that was a nice lunch, wasn't it?"
Brenda looked dubiously at the door to the shop, then to the one that led to the alley.
"Back door or front?" she asked.
Sonya gave another one of her earthy laughs, so at variance with the sleek, regal appearance she made.
"Since you obviously like both, it doesn't really matter, does it?"
She went out the back, as they heard a customer enter the studio. It was much hotter outside now; a searing summer sun had replaced the perfect spring morning. She walked in a daze down the street, heading back home. Now, the crowds did not seem so close or nerve-wracking, nor the noises so piercing. Everything seemed muted to her now as the torpid aftermath of sex rendered her body heavy and nerveless. The world no longer came at her with unsheathed threats. A hazy peace enveloped her as she made her way back to the apartment. Ginny's place… my place… our place!
Her footsteps kept time with the litany that spun through her brain. Brenda Taylor… Virginia Walters… Brenda Taylor… Virginia Walters. Soon the words marched together and ran amuck in a meaningless pudding of sound, with no separation between one name and the other.
She came to the apartment building and let herself in the front door. No one was in sight. She dreaded meeting Harl. Now he seemed like something from the past. The thought of him and his body repelled her because they reminded her of her first tortuous day in the apartment. Now the torture was over.
When she stepped into the apartment it was uncomfortably hot, a preview of the summer to come. She walked in and put her keys in her bag, noticing as she did the letters she had received from her mother and Jim.
A leaden reluctance to answer them struck her. She had not even read them. Twenty-four hours ago she would have ripped open mail from home in her frenzy to escape from Ginny but now there was no desire or need to escape.
Tiredly, like a child determined to get his homework over with, she sat down and read them both. Her mother's was a skittish rondo of incompleted, gossipy thoughts and inchoate warnings about life in the big city. It was Jim's letter that gave her cause for alarm:
I guess all girls want to work in the big city but I wish you had chosen L.A. instead. I miss the living hell out of you. How about if I flew in for a weekend and we painted the town?
No! her mind screamed. He couldn't come here, not now. He would change her back into the frightened girl she had been. She turned the page with shaking fingers and went on reading:
I don't want you to change and be some New York girl. Remember you're still my Brenda, and I want you to stay as sweet as you are.
She balled the letter up and threw it across the room, a dry hard sob rising in her throat. With an effort at calm, she got up, smoothed out the letter and prepared to answer it immediately. If I don't he might show up out of the blue, she thought with desperation.
She wrote slowly, weighing each sentence… Now darling, think of how we're going to need that money when we're married. Don't go throwing it away on a trip here. I haven't changed at all and I have no intention of doing so. This year will pass very fast and then we'll be together for good.
She stopped and read it over, rubbing her wrist absently. Suddenly she was fully aware of the dull ache that throbbed through her whole hand. She looked at it in puzzlement, then back at the letter. Her handwriting had undergone a subtle change. Instead of her sprawling forward slant the letters were vertical and neatly formed. Her hand hurt from the change in the way she held her arm and the pen. She flexed the fingers and tried to remember how she had formerly held the pen, feeling foolish that she was practicing something that was so second-nature.
Or should have been…
Jim's letter lay on the table and she turned over a sheet and began to write on it, consciously attempting her old style of penmanship.
Ginny Walters… Virginia Walters…
She dropped the pen and stared at the scrawled name, a tiny smile forming at the corners of her mouth.
There was nothing wrong. She had done the most natural thing, in the world. Whenever anyone practices with a new pen or plays handwriting games, what does he write? Nearly always, what is the first thing that occurs to him to write? His name…
She laughed to herself, a light fluttery sound. Well, she had fooled Jim once; he thought she was a virgin. Now she would have to fool him again. It didn't matter… it didn't matter a damn bit. It was just a game.
She picked up the pen and signed Brenda in neat, vertical letters that came naturally to her. As she addressed the envelope she glanced up and saw his letter.
"…I don't want you to change and be some New York girl…"
She wrote a quick, dutiful letter to her mother containing the usual number of lies and sealed it. When she rose from the table she looked calmly at the poster, standing stiffly in front of it for a long time before she shrugged and laughed. She wasn't afraid of it anymore. Let it stay up on the wall. In fact, she liked it there now. Liked it very much.



CHAPTER EIGHT


Sonya knew that Carla was a switch-hitter even without being told. But she did not care; there was something tough and mannish about the beautiful brunette that thrilled her in a way that a feminine woman could not. She watched Carla now as she admired the new photograph of Yorky.
"Perfect," Carla proclaimed: "His little soul shines right through in this one. I think it's going to be my favorite of all the ones you took."
Sonya looked around the bedroom at the other photos of the feisty little terrier that she had taken.
"He brought us together," she sighed, laughing a little.
"Yes, but we have to keep him out of the bedroom when we screw," Carla replied. "He might be little but he's still a man, and it excites him… all that woman-smell all over the place."
Sonya smiled to herself. Carla always had to emphasize some way or other the fact that she was a woman. She took her lesbianism on the sly, the way some people drink and gamble. Oh, well… what difference did it make, as long as she was willing? And Carla was willing, damn willing.
When she put the picture down, Sonya rolled over and rubbed her hand lightly over the flat belly, down into the bushy thatch of Carla's well-covered pussy. It no longer bothered Sonya to think that there had been yea-many pricks stuck in it. She knew that there were damn few lesbians who didn't or hadn't slept with guys. In fact several of her best lays were married.
Carla responded immediately, turning to her with bright eyes. She rolled over on top of Sonya and pressed her hips hard against the twisting groin under her. Sonya's legs parted eagerly as her back arched to mold her cunt into the mound of black hair on Carla's crotch. They grappled together, panting, their legs twining about each other like burning snakes.
Sonya's cunt ran heavy with slick lubrication. Goddamnit! Why this kid stuff? If you can't fuck you can't fuck… But it thrilled her just the same to have a woman on top of her, thrusting at her like a man. She rammed her knee between Carla's thighs and forced her over to her side.
"Come on, let's scissor."
She lay on her back with her legs spread as Carla slipped between them until their twats were pressed snugly together like the apexes of two pairs of scissors meeting between their widespread blades.
"Oooooohhhhhhh, I can feel your pussy now!" Sonya cried out. She pressed forward, grabbing Carla's hands and pulled hard, swiveling her streaming cunt against Carla's. Their arm muscles grew taut as they jerked and pulled on one another, driving cunt against cunt in a wet, rhythmic collision. The glistening lips slid against each other, making sucking, slapping sounds as they pounded harder. Sonya's breasts, pushed together by her straining arms, shivered and bounced as she ground herself into the cum-smeared pussy. It was rough – God, was it rough, but it was thrilling too. The two cunts sucked at each other with each impact like two hungry mouths in a sexy, watery french kiss. Sonya felt the slick dew pour out of her vagina and roll like sweat into her ass cheeks. She was almost ready to cum… almost… almost…
Carla stopped suddenly, rearing up on her knees, her face flushed and eyes glittering like hard bright gems.
"I want to cunt-fuck you. Get on your back and take the pillows for your ass. Hurry!"
Goddamn her, stopping when I was almost there! But her cunt was too needy to argue now; she knew that Carla had to imitate toe male-female screw job somehow or other, even if it meant taking the masculine position, which she was now doing.
She shoved three plump pillows under Sonya's ass, until the slender torso was humped in the air at the hips. Sonya lifted her knees and spread her legs as wide as she could, until they were almost parallel with her shoulders. The blood rushed to her head as it rested, pillowless, on the bottom edge of the mattress.
Carla's pale white body knelt between the open thighs. She looked down into Sonya's pussy and saw the glistening whitish fluid that had formed a little puddle at the entrance to her vagina. She reached out and spread the flanges with her fingers, holding them wide with one hand while the other opened her own pussy. Her body lowered over Sonya's and the gaping pink cuntal lips met.
Sonya's back arched as though she had been touched by a live wire.
"Ooommmmmmmmmaaaahhh! I can feel your clit on mine! Oh, it's right on it! We're so hot and gooey, aren't we? God, it's good. Rub it nice, nice and easy," Carla gasped. "Nice and easy but not for long. We really got them together this time. Ooooooh, baby, you feel so nice and cummy… so hot, such a hot little twat that's kissing mine. Your clit feels like a fingertip, it's so hard. Don't move your legs! Keep them wide so your pussy will stay wide like this."
They held their bodies stiff as they wriggled their pelvises together. Panting changed to gasping cries as, pinpoints of fiery feeling dove through their bellies and exploded in a mutual, exhausting climax.
"Ahhhhhh! Oh… it's the most wonderful feeling in the world," Carla crooned. "I fucked you, I fucked you real good: didn't I? Your pussy is still palpitating. It's like a heart, a throbbing heart…"
She fell heavily on Sonya's humped body and nuzzled her ear. A vague, sense of irritation filled Sonya as she listened to the descriptive murmurings of the other woman. Going to bed with Carla always reminded her of the kind of talkative man who describes everything he does feels and thinks while he's screwing. She grew angry. Why in the hell couldn't Carla do what they had just done without all the dialogue? I'm fucking you… I'm going to fuck you… I fucked you.
Sonya had met and gone to bed with every variety of lesbian, neo-lesbian, and part-time lesbian. It was not hard to analyze Carla. Rather than admit to herself that she's with a woman, performing a lesbian act, she would rather pretend that she's the man performing a normal act! That was certainly an odd way to protect one's feminine image…
She could not stand hypocrisy. As much as Sonya disliked men for many personal reasons, she never tried to lie about her experiences with them. She admitted freely and simply that she liked to be in bed with men – she just preferred not to be any longer. Carla was tippy-toeing through the pansy garden and it was too dishonest a path for Sonya's taste. If you can't stand the heat, stay out of the cunt…
The idea came to her in a flash. She smiled as she thought about it. It was a practical joke of sorts, with elements of revenge, but it wouldn't hurt anyone. It would merely serve Carla right. If it bothered her to be in bed with one woman, how would she feel about two?
She eased out from under Carla's sprawled nakedness and reached for a cigarette.
"Have you heard from your friend Leo Rudd about whatever happened to Ginny Walters?" she asked, studying the burned-out match as she waited for Carla's reply.
"Ginny? No…" Carla said slowly. "She's flipped off somewhere I suppose. Why?"
"I could have sworn I saw her the other day. A girl came into the studio who looked just like her. Then it turned out that she's the one who's rented Ginny's old apartment. Isn't that funny?"
Carla's face was tense. "I know. I saw her in a cafe not long ago." She turned quickly and looked at Sonya. "Did you happen to get her into the sack by any chance?" she questioned accusingly.
"Um-hmm," Sonya admitted, smiling. "She's good, too. Like a well-upholstered Ginny. Interested?"
"In making it with her?" Carla said.
"Exactly. Knowing Leo Rudd, you know as well as I do that he couldn't keep his hands off something like that. Since you and he are in a constant struggle for domination, I thought you'd like to invade what he thinks is his latest territory. Wouldn't that thrill your little soul?"
She watched Carla's face settle into grim lines of challenge. She was rising to the bait easier than Sonya had expected.
"So he's balling her, is he? I thought so," Carla said with a shrug. "What's that got to do with me?"
"Excuse my dirty Freudian mind," Sonya began, "but I always had a theory about this. Here it is. You were attracted to Ginny, whom you knew Leo was screwing. You started screwing Leo, thinking to yourself, 'Mmmm, that cocks been inside of Ginny, where I'd like to be.' It turned you on, didn't it, to know that Leo was a kind of sexual bridge between you and her?"
Carla shook her head fiercely, as though to clear it. "Wow, that's pretty deep, isn't it?"
"No," Sonya laughed. "It's very simple. Why do you think the other woman in a triangle is often the wife's best friend? Sometimes the wife knows about it and gets a secret pleasure out of the idea. People are funny."
"Why are you trying to match me up with this new chick?" Carla asked. "What's in it for you?"
"Fun. I want to be in the middle. You know – lucky Pierre? We could have a threesome some night. Want to."
Carla turned, smiling. "Yes, I do."
"I'll arrange it."



CHAPTER NINE


Brenda sat stiffly at her desk in the office, her back like a ramrod, reluctant to touch the back of her chair. Her knees were pressed primly together and her eyes lowered demurely to the work that lay in front of her. It was coffee break time, but she did not join in the relaxed banter around her.
A shadow fell across her desk and she sensed a presence beside her. She pretended not to notice as the man moved to a chair and sat down, wafting a scent of shaving soap in her direction.
No longer able to avoid it, Brenda looked up at the grinning square face of Nick Eubanks, president of Eubanks Contractors whose offices were across the hall from her own. They shared the same coffee caterer, but it was well-known that Nick came over to drink in the sights of pretty girls more than anything else. His father ran the family firm and had kept a bevy of old hens for the office staff, cranky women who had been working for him for some thirty years. There wasn't a woman under fifty in the entire place, and Nick never missed an opportunity to escape to greener pastures. He had a weight-lifter's build and wore his hair short in a two-inch crew cut that made his face look even squarer than it was.
"Honey, you must be anti-social or something," he said, grinning and leaning forward to rest his elbows on her desk. His muscular legs sat open, exposing a fat bulge at the crotch and hairy calves below his cuffs. His eyes were bright and expectant, sparkling with interest as she drew back and stiffened her spine even more.
"I'm not much of a coffee drinker," she said coldly. Her total lack of interest only encouraged him, she saw.
"You'd like something stronger, eh? Well, I can't blame you, but working hours, you know… Of course that doesn't go for later. How about having a drink with me after work?"
"No, I have other plans, thanks." If he would only go away!
But he hitched the chair up closer and lowered his voice.
"You know, I've been studying you. You're a fascinating girl, you know that? And do you know why? Because you're so prim and ladylike and touch-me-not. That always makes a man wonder what the other girl is."
She turned slowly and seemed to acknowledge his presence for the first time.
"What do you mean, the other girl?" she said tonelessly.
"The split personality, kid. You know, Jekyll and Hyde, only they were guys." He paused, trying to say what he meant. "Did you see that movie, The Three Faces of Eve? Man, that was great. You're like the chick in the movie – a good girl at work and a bad girl at night, huh? So how's about a little drink along about sunset?"
Her heart froze for a moment. It was true. Something had happened to her in these past weeks. Everyone in the office thought she was a prim, puritanical virgin, she knew. They didn't like her; they called her a wet blanket and a square. Their eyes told her even if they lowered their voices when she walked by. She had become Miss Goody Two Shoes in the office. But when she got home, a change came over her. In the apartment I'm Ginny, but here I'm Brenda.
She looked at the square, grinning face of Nick Eubanks. He knew her secret… he was the enemy now. She hated him!
Her eyes narrowed into cruel slits.
"I don't want to have a drink with you, and I don't want to go to bed with you either. Leave me alone!"
His confident grin remained set for a moment, then slowly vanished into a recalcitrant line.
"Well… I guess I get the picture," he said. "You must like to ride sidesaddle."
For a moment she didn't understand. Then her face flamed as comprehension flooded her. Tonight she was going to see Sonya again, and she was bringing another girl, the brunette named Carla who had been with Leo that night in the cafe.
Eubanks winked sardonically at her and walked away, stopping and leaning over the desk of a cuddly redhead across the room. He said something in her ear and she laughed loudly, clapping her hand over her mouth and glancing slyly at Brenda.
He told her! Fear washed over her. He would spread it all around, and it wasn't true. Or was it? It wasn't true of one girl, but it was of the other. Not of Brenda, but of Ginny. Her mouth went dry and a dull buzzing sensation made her feel light-headed. She began to perspire and grew conscious of her thudding heartbeats; they were slow and thick, so intense that she felt nauseated. She looked at the clock. Only three-fifteen! She had to get out of here and back to the apartment. Back to the Village and her true self.
At five she literally ran out of the office, forcing herself into a crowded elevator and hurrying off before it came to a full stop. The heat was intense as she stepped out the door of the building. It was June, and a hot one. Everyone was complaining about how quickly summer had come. Her birthday had passed Gemini, the twins… twins… twins. She rushed into the subway and pushed rudely past the crowds, ignoring the curses that she evoked. The train she took was an old one, unairconditioned; with gouged-out wicker seats. She stood mashed into the packed bodies, hanging from a strap as the hot, sooty air blew into the open windows and struck her face. It was like standing in the path of a sandblast; she felt the tiny particles of soot embed themselves in her perspiring skin. A bath… she must have a bath and wash the dirt off. Just the way she did that first day in the apartment. A hot bath, so hot it hurt; that searing torture that she remembered so well. It would cleanse her… cleanse her… cleanse her. The words kept time to the clacking subway wheels as the train hurled through the tunnel.
She got off at Eighth Avenue and Fourteenth Street. As soon as she emerged onto the sidewalk her panic receded. The neighborhood swept her into its downtown casualness. Hippies caroused by, one of them strumming a guitar. There was no one with an attache case or a business suit. She could be herself down here, released from the steel cage of primness. She hurried down the street until she reached her building and stood looking up at it, panting.
She stripped off her clothes as soon as she was in the apartment. She was about to run a bath, then turned on the shower full blast and stepped under its needle-like spray. No bath this time! What did she need a bath for? For punishment? But now there was no reason to punish herself; she was home, and she was Ginny again. How could she punish Brenda if there were no Brenda?
She was swaddled in a terrycloth robe when the knock came at the door. Sonya! She ran to answer it, flinging it open with lewd eagerness as she thought of the voluptuous orgy of femaleness that Sonya had promised her.
The mahogany-haired beauty smiled hotly, her hazel eyes taking in the damp robe. She walked in, her willowy tanned legs exposed to perfection in a pair of hot pants. Behind her came another brunette, the same one Brenda remembered from the cafe, but this time she did not have her dog with her.
Sonya inhaled delicately. "Sugar and spice and everything nice," she recited. "This is Carla, whom I think you remember."
Carla was gazing at Brenda, her mouth parted and her eyes narrowed appraisingly. She turned to Sonya and nodded.
"You were right. Only she's much healthier looking."
Sonya laughed and turned to the kitchen. "This is gin and tonic weather. Why don't I fix while you two get acquainted?"
"Good idea," said Carla, her eyes never leaving Brenda's face. She stepped close and thrust her hand audaciously into the opening of the bathrobe, just below the belt. Brenda gasped at the suddenness of the caress, shivering as the tapering fingers rubbed her quivering belly. A hot shaft of excitement spiraled through Brenda entrails as the hand fell lower. She's actually playing with my cunt and we've just met! Her clitoris started to prickle with delight as a slender probing finger was inserted between her damp lips.
"Well," Sonya said with a grin, returning with the drinks, "it didn't take you long to get acquainted. I'll let you finish this while I watch. But first let me get out of these Buster Brown pants."
Without removing her finger from Brenda's pussy, Carla took the preferred drink and downed a generous swallow of it. Brenda held hers with a shaking hand and drank, casting a surreptitious glance at Sonya who was unzipping the fly in the abbreviated shorts. The V-shaped opening parted wide and her bushy black mass of pubic hair appeared. She had nothing under them!
"That's an idea," Sonya said, reluctantly drawing away. "Let's all get naked – and cool."
She stripped off her jersey blouse and tossed it aside, her round white boobs bouncing with the motion. As she peeled her bell-bottoms down her pale legs Brenda's eyes widened in amazement. Carla too was naked under her outer clothes, but more than that was the greater revelation at the base of her belly. What a swatch! It was the hairiest pussy she had ever seen! It looked like a black bikini! Brenda's mouth watered for it as she saw the excited cuntal lips open around the erecting clitoris that poked out of the jet curls.
Brenda tore off her robe and lay down on the mattress, spreading her legs to reveal the glory of her golden-haired pussy to Carla's obscene, glittering eyes. The brunette got down on the mattress and crawled between the milky thighs, kneeling in their angle and pushing the knees still wider apart. She swabbed her finger up and down the bearded little slit and shook with lust.
"God, who wants a gin and tonic when your pussy smells just like a lemonade bath. This is an old-fashioned treat on a hot night."
Brenda lifted her hips in a vulgar thrusting gesture as the cool hands slid up her naked thighs and curved around them. She felt Carla's hot breath on her exposed hair-covered lips as the brunette dove down to feast on the slippery pink flesh.
"For amber waves of grain," Carla murmured. "Only her muff-diver knows for sure. Honey, you are the most natural, natural blond I've ever gone down on!"
Her tongue flicked out and moistly wove over the hairy slit as her fingers reached around the top of Brenda's thighs to pull open the vulva wider. Sonya, an eager smile on her face, put down her drink and ran to the top of the mattress, to kneel behind Brenda and massage her quivering breasts. At the touch of her knowing fingers on her stiffening nipples Brenda's body writhed in double ecstasy.
"Did you ever see such big nipples in your life, Carla? Look, they're three inches wide. Suckable as her pussy, aren't they?"
As if to demonstrate, Sonya lay across the bed and thrust one of the pink circles into her wet mouth. Her stomach was pressed against Brenda's face. She wriggled the flat planes in suggestive seeking until her throbbing mound slid against Brenda's ear. Brenda moaned and twisted her head around, her tongue shooting out to eat the dark mound that was so close to her face.
"Want some pussy while you're getting your cookies? Eat up, here it is."
She knelt over Brenda's head, lowering the hairy crescent over the exploring tongue. Brenda gasped and wormed her deftly stroking tongue into the bearded cunt hole, breathing deeply and quickly each time Sonya's responding hips rose off her face in their lascivious wiggling.
Carla moaned and stroked harder with her hungry tongue, licking noisily up and down the vulval slit from the throbbing clit to the seeping vagina. Brenda felt her whole cunt growing into a wet, swollen erection, ballooning between her legs as the tongue lapped.
Sonya's fingers tightened around the huge nipples.
"Oooooohhhhhh, your tongue feels so goooood in there! God, you're in so deep! Ummmmmmmm, my cunt's throbbing so haaaarrrd! Take a deep breath, honey, and stay in! That's it! Eeeeeeeeeee oooooowwww! Oh! Oh! Yesssssssssss!"
Breanda drew the seeping fluid into her mouth as her lips clamped over the fluttering vaginal entrance. Sonya ground her ass over her face, slathering her with sticky musk. The thundering climax of the girl over her brought on her own as Carla licked far up into her pussy tunnel and then whipped out her long tongue to circle it over her asshole. The pounding started high up in her womb and tore through her entire sex, sending endless sparks of feeling into her exploding clitoris. She pumped her hips hard against Carla's mouth as the cum reached its screaming apex.
"now! Oh that's it! I'mgetting it everywhere!"
Sonya sprawled over the bed, her legs twined around Brenda's head as they both gasped in exhaustion. Carla scurried to her knees, her black oval split now by the gaping lips of her own lust Brenda looked at the sexy diaper of hair and saw a hard red clitoris poking up through the wiry curls.
"All right, you two, take a drink and pull yourselves together. It's my turn. I'm so hot I could blow up!"
She remained kneeling, spreading her legs wide and jutting her hips forward in an obscene invitation. Brenda drank greedily from her glass, savoring the cool smoothness of the gin after the tangy sea-taste of cunt. Now she would plow through that black forest and lick that impudent little clitoris!
"Let's give it to her in both places," Sonya laughed. She cupped Carla's round buttock and shoved her over Brenda's face, crawling up behind the blossoming cheeks on all fours.
Brenda reached around and pulled open the wriggling buttocks, and Sonya came forward, drawing her tongue through the ass slit with delight. Carla shivered and groaned as she shoved her hairy pussy down on Brenda's waiting mouth.
"Uuummmmmm… you taste so gooood… sweet… Aaahhhhhhhhummmm!"
She buried her mouth in the sweet-scented hair that almost covered her face. Carla's clitoris was huge under her tongue. She dabbed at it, flicking its bud around in the clamping circle of her lips, sucked on it and pressed it back against the cuntal flesh from which it came.
"Ooooooohhh! Mmmmmmmmmmmm, french it good, honey. Suck, suck, suck, I loved it!"
She squirmed harder over Brenda's face as her cunt began to palpitate. The smooth moist tissues oozed inside the bushy beard of hair until Brenda's face glistened with female slickness.
Behind her, Sonya worked hard over the furiously revolving ass, digging deeply into its hairy valley to seek the puckered anal slit. She stuck her face close against the hot, clenching flesh and inserted the tip of her tongue into the tight rubbery channel. Carla squealed in delight and pushed her ass back hard, circling over the probing tongue. Her cheeks spread wide under the assault, stretching to reveal the fuzzy growth that lined them so enticingly.
"Ahhh! Yes! Both at once," she gasped, tossing her long black hair to and fro. "You're both bringing me off! Now… now… now. Now! Oooooooooooooo, it's throbbing so goooood!"
She jacknifed forward, tumbling across the floor. The three luscious bodies sprawled in a tangle of arms and legs. Brenda turned her head weakly to the window as a breeze fluttered in and cooled her scraped, burning face.
Sonya drew up beside her and laughed softly. "She had a beard before they became popular, don't you think?"
Carla took it good-naturedly. "Nobody'd ever think I was under the age of consent, anyhow."
Brenda rolled over on her back and held the cold glass of gin against her face. As sanity returned she knew a chilling sense of unreality. The voices of the other two women seemed very loud for a moment, then faint and far away. Her eves drifted to the poster. In the gathering dusk they played tricks on her. Was it true? Could it be?
She sat up and gazed hard at the wall, straining forward. The powerful glare of the streetlight just outside the window struck the poster. There seemed to be a cloud about the girl's head, something dark growing up under the swirling hair. She squeezed her eves shut and turned over. To hell with the poster, you remember you said that the other day? So say it again: to hell with the poster!
A shiver passed over her and she gritted her teeth against it. Some body's walking over your grave… No, no, don't be silly! Don't be superstitious. The poster is nothing, do you hear, nothing. It's just some psychedelic fad, everybody's got one.
She got up quickly and turned on a light. As the yellow glow struck the wall by the sofa the dark cloud behind the girl's head vanished.
Carla and Sonya looked up at her.
"You like to see as well as feel?" Sonya said, laughing, "That's a good idea. We've got something to show you, if you've recovered." She stood up and tweaked Brenda's nipples. "I have."
From her purse she drew out a long pink rubbery-looking tool. Brenda's eyes widened in disbelief. It couldn't be! Were they going to…
But they were. There was no doubt about that. She saw the straps that fastened around the hips and thighs. It was a dildo, but it was bigger than anything she could imagine! It must have been… twelve inches long and as big around as her fist!
Carla reached for her own handbag. "And this is my contribution to your fun. Ever use a french tickler?"
She held up a wicked, evil-looking rubber decorated with bright red devil's horns and prickly red bumps. Sonya fastened the imitation cock around her slender hips, adjusting the huge thrusting pole so that it rested against the exact place where her own clitoris grew.
"Only two can play at this game," she explained. "You're got too much to concentrate on when you're getting a whang like this to do much for anyone else."
She took the french tickler from Carla and put it on the end of the enormous phallus, rolling it up over the endless shaft. Brenda looked past her to the poster and felt a wild thrill as she saw the eyes of the forest girl. It was going to be a human sacrifice to the cruel-eyed Goddess in the poster! A dark wave of delight throbbed through her body and made her grow hot for the thrusting cock. Sonya walked toward her, the prick bouncing evilly between her thighs. She's going to fuck me with that! She's really going to do it! She's going to ram it up my cunt and rip me to pieces right here!
She stretched out with abandon, opening her legs and exposing her yearning pussy to the oncoming torture. Sonya fell between the wildly spread thighs and took the unbelievable cock in her fist and pressed it against the opening of her vagina.
"Uuuuuuuuuughghghgh! It won't go in! Oh, don't dooooo it!Awwwwww!"
"Yes, it will," Sonya panted, "and when it does you'll think you've died and gone to heaven. Nobody, man or woman could make you feel what this is going to make you feel. You're going to have the happiest, purringest pussy in the world!"
The pronged devil's head was as big as an apple. Her tender cunt lips wouldn't stretch wide enough to enclose it and it was pinching the softly-furred edges of her slit. She howled in pain as the hair pulled.
"I'm fucking you," Sonya whispered, jerking her body forward. "And you love it. Put your legs up and take it, come on!"
Brenda lifted her feet off the mattress and strained against the oncoming fury of the giant dick. The prickly rubber head wormed its way into her velvety pussy, tantalizing her as the thick tip thrust past the surging muscles at the entrance.
"Oooooooohhhhhh! Oh, God, it's in! It's really in my cunt! Can I take it all, can I really?"
Sonya gritted her teeth and jiggled her hips in a screwing motion as she bored further up the pulsating twat.
"You bet you can. Take it from us, you never knew what a full snatch was before this."
She continued to push upward, forcing the slow, steady act of penetration to its finish. Brenda's belly heaved. It was like being fucked by a cannon! She couldn't stand it, she would tear under this terrible stretching. Sonya rocked back and forth, fucking steadily and rhythmically until she could go no further.
"All but two inches. You're a big girl, honey. Now the fun begins!"
She jiggled her hips with as much real pleasure as if she really had a hot, juicy cock sticking out in front of her. Brenda instinctively wagged her bottom as her walls sucked the monster inside her. Those prickly little horns and bumps were starting to feel good – damn good.And it was tight! God how tight it was!
Her pussy began contracting and pumping against the merciless pike as she hungrily swallowed it. She began to clutch at the thickness, thrusting back at it and pushing her straining flanges against its base.
Now she wanted all of it! Her legs kicked wildly in the air as Sonya rose over her, balanced on her palms. The tantalizing hot thuds deep within her cunt were beautiful, the most beautiful thing she had ever felt!
Suddenly her pussy became a fiery pit of flame-licked passion. Her mouth opened and she gasped out rhythmic grunts each time the horrendous cock slammed against her womb. Oh, it was up there all right! It was rammed up as far as it would go! Sonya labored over her, fucking for all she was worth into the convulsively twisting loins.
"That's it! Shove it in! Oooooooooooooo oooooooooooooo, yes! Yes! Yes!"
Molten pain pounded out its pleasure as her cunt gushed its passion. Brenda cried out in anguish as her cuntal walls fluttered in their final spasm around the magnificent rod.



CHAPTER TEN


The bed had a female smell of heat to it as she went to sleep. Her dreams were fragmented recalls of the evening that had just passed; she saw Sonya and Carla, heard their voices, moaned in her sleep as she felt again the touch of their hands and bodies. Over it all, as a threatening chaperonage, she saw the girl in the poster. Her swirling hair wind-whipped and somehow deadly, flying madly in bright green ropes, reaching out to capture her like a deadly Venus fly trap.
… The hair whipped out to catch her, like a tentacle. There was so much of it… The wind was blowing through the forest and sending the green strands closer and closer.
"No! No! Don't!"
She had awakened with a start to a dark room and a howling electric storm. Water splashed on the sill and the soaked curtains fluttered wildly. Brenda got up from the mattress and closed the window, her chest rising and falling with breathless fear.
The light from the street lamp was almost white. Slowly, she turned her head and looked at the poster.
It was there again! That dark cloud behind the girl's head, like a black mist rising behind her and penetrating her creamy skin. What was it? A great dark circle behind the evil-looking face. She turned on the table lamp, blinking against the sudden illumination. A nail file lay on the coffee table; she took it and stood on the sofa and pried loose the two thumbtacks in the top of the poster.
When she saw the blood stain she screamed. The sound tore through the empty room and ended in a mindless babbling as she shrank away from the brownish smear.
Blood on the moon… someone walking over your grave…
She jumped down from the sofa and backed away, bumping into a chair and hitting her shin cruelly on its base. It was blood, there was no doubt about that, but how did it get there? Someone has been murdered here… someone has died. But who?
"Ginny," she whispered. "Ginny, that's you. Part of you. Your blood."
She stood naked, her hands roving over her own body to touch its warmth. A dead body wasn't warm; she had to reassure herself that she was still alive. She cupped her breasts and rubbed her thumbs over the nipples, watching them rise up and darken as the blood from her body flowed into the erectile tissue.
Her own hands were cold, clammy and cold. The coldness of death was already starting in her hands, and then it would spread and take possession of the rest of her body, slowly but surely she would turn to cold marble… stiff, hard to the touch, repulsive.
Where was Ginny's body, who had killed her? No one had heard from her, no one would tell her where she was… They all knew! They knew she was dead, and they knew who had killed her. Perhaps they had all killed her, a conspiracy. And now they were coming for her.
She sank down on the floor and buddled against the opposite wall, hugging her knees against her chest. The splotch of blood was an oval shape, the size of a woman's head. Where it had splashed there were long strands of it going out in all different directions until it resembled a clumsy multi-pointed star or… or a woman with long, tangled and steaming hair!
She cried out hoarsely, then ran to the sofa and tacked the poster back into place. The face stared back at her with its unfathomable smile and its evil eyes. She would never escape that smile or those eyes now. The poster had to stay up to cover the blood. That hair… what was it you always heard about corpses? That their hair and fingernails continue to grow long after death… The girl had been dead a long time. Ginny had been dead a long time! Else why would the hair be so long and wild?
She went back to bed, not daring to turn out the light now. She lay on her back for a moment, then realized with horror what that meant and rolled over, burying her head in the pillow and trembling each time the lightning struck. She did not sleep; in the morning she got up automatically at her usual time. Her bones felt like bars of lead in her body as she went through the instinctive motions of washing and dressing for work.
That afternoon, Leo called her.
"I want to bring some friends by this evening," he said. It was not a question but a command. His tone was flat and metallic and dreadful.
"Yes… that's fine," she answered blankly. She could not fight back any more; the evil face on the wall would not let her go. If she tried to escape it there was only blood waiting for her behind its slanting green eyes.
I'm going to be a whore, she thought. It's going to be a real party, and I'm going to be fucked by all of them.
She left work early and went to a tiny store on the West Side whose window was full of sleazy lace lingerie. She stood for a long time staring at the display. Black garter belts – a necessary whore's item but she already had one. Black stockings with arrows that pointed up the leg… yes, a pair of those. She saw a bra made of flimsy scraps of red lace with holes cut out for the nipples. Definitely! The pants were perfect – they had no crotch-piece. She bought the lingerie from a grinning old man who wore a gravy-stained tie. When he showed her the pants he put his hand through the crotch hole and waggled a finger at her.
"Nice, huh? You don't even need to take 'em off. The fellas love 'em. Lotsa fellas come here and shop for their girls, you know what I mean?"
She went home and took a bubble bath. As she lay back in the tub she looked at the new things laid out on a bench, ready to be put on. She dried herself and rubbed cologne in the puff of golden hair at the base of her belly, then dabbed some on her inner thighs.
When she was dressed in the new lingerie she slipped on a black linen sleeveless muumuu and had a drink. Her hands shook as she raised the glass to her lips. Slut… slut… slut… slut! Drinking by herself before the customers showed up. Perfume on her pussy. She moved her shoulders inside the loose dress and savored the rough brushing of the linen material over her bare, protruding nipples. The cut-out holes in the bra were tight, pinching her teats in two lacy little vises that excited her. It was like a mouth biting her there… two mouths. She would have that tonight, she would have a lot more. They would all work over her at once.
She looked down at her shoes. Already her feet hurt but what of it? Surely sore feet were part and parcel of a whore's life – a streetwalking whore anyway. Cops and streetwalkers… they shouldn't be enemies. People who suffer from sore feet have a bond between them, they understand each other.
The knock came at the door and she went to open it. Leo stood there with four men. A chorus of appreciation went up from them as they saw her, but she was only looking at one of them.
It was Nick Eubanks, his square face wiped clean for once of his cocky grin. He did not recover from his surprise until Leo had put a drink in his hand. Then his eyes glittered with revenge.



CHAPTER ELEVEN


It made sense to her after a few minutes why Eubanks was there. All of the men were in construction or real estate, and naturally Leo knew them. Brenda wondered if he had planned it that way. He knew where she worked, and that Eubanks Construction was right across the hall. He's going to destroy me, and I can't do anything! Oh, hell, it doesn't matter…
Leo whispered to her in the kitchen. "I thought it would be better if they didn't know your real name – you know," he said conspiratorially. "So I made one up. I told them you were Ginny."
The glass slipped from her hand and rolled across the counter. His eyes waited like those of a fox for prey. Behind their swarthy depths she saw a bright sparkle of malevolent glee. When she returned to the living room Nick Eubanks stood up and pulled her to him.
"We drew straws, Ginny," he said, emphasizing her name sarcastically. "Or I should say, we drew swizzle sticks. I got the prize – you. Me first, eh, you guys?"
"Go ahead and fuck her, then, and stop yapping," one of them said.
Nick grinned and pulled her down on the mattress.
"With pleasure!" He pulled off the loose dress and tossed it aside as the drunken men whistled and cheered as they saw the red and black lingerie she wore. Nick stood up and ripped off his clothes until he was naked, his short, thick cock bobbing as he walked to the bed. He looked down into the crotch-less pants.
"Now that's what I call a real split. Spread it wide baby and give us a good view."
Brenda opened her legs with abandon, stretching her thighs wildly and wriggling her exposed pelvis at their lust-crazed faces. Nick Eubanks licked his lips as he stared down into her dewy, hair-lined pussy. Quickly, he knelt between her gaping thighs and slathered his tongue through the glistening droplets of nectar that moistened her.
"Man, that's good pussy! The best I ever ate, but right now I want to fuck it, honey."
He held his throbbing cock in his hand, squeezing it until the heavy, loose foreskin slipped back, leaving the gigantic sensitive head moist and ready to screw into her cunt. He loomed over her body and guided his cock into the wet, fleshy heat of her nibbling snatch.
He grinned in triumph as he looked down at her passion-warped face.
"I was right," he whispered. "I was right, wasn't I? Virgin in the daytime and cock-struck at night!"
His rigid pecker was pressed against her pussy's hole. He lifted his body, poised his weight, and jabbed down into her slippery channel with a merciless powerful thrust that made her hips writhe with pain, shock and delight. Brenda twisted under him as her hot, sticky channel sucked at his rampaging dick, drawing him further and further into its folds.
"Give it to her, Nick, she loves it! Christ, look at her ass move, will you! She really knows what to do with it."
"Don't slip out, Nicky boy, she won't like you for that!"
They were stripping off their shirts, standing around the mattress in a circle rubbing their hardening cocks as they watched the lusty mating. Brenda opened her eyes and saw a flash of bare chests, thick mats of hair, and jutting, desire-reddened cocks standing up for her.
Nick fucked her with rapid, hard-hitting strokes, rubbing his smooth, boyish chest against her stiff, pointy nipples. His cock split her pussy wide as he rammed it deep, his belly making a sucking noise with hers as they met and pulled away.
She quivered and wiggled under him as his rigid cock grew more swollen inside of her grasping cunt. Her thighs wrapped high up around his back as she lifted her ass to his fat, wildly bouncing balls.
"Nick… oooooooohhhh, Nicky! You fuck so good, give it to me hard, ram it in hard, darling!"
He clamped his thick wet mouth on hers and sucked her tongue until she growled in pain, her nails digging at his face as she sought to escape his gagging kiss. Her struggle excited him, making him stab down into her like a bludgeon, ripping through her cunt and pounding her fluttering cervix.
Nick ripped his mouth from hers and grinned at her as his buttocks jiggled up and down between her kicking legs.
"I don't know why I wasted my time trying to make it with Brenda when Ginny was here all the time," he gasped. "All right, Ginny baby, you're gonna get a cunt full of hot cum!"
He throbbed his deeply buried cock hard within her as her cunt opened and closed around him. Through the fragmented horror of his words she felt her pussy tingle with ecstasy. She was going to come from it, she was going to gush out on that thick, gorgeous cock that belonged to the man she feared and hated! Her face twisted in a grimace of oncoming bliss as a mad craving filled her loins.
"Hit me hard, hard!" she screamed. "Fill me up with cum. Oooooooouuummmmmmmm, what a rod you've got, big boy! Fuck me faster, come on, faster!"
She thrust her hips up, slamming her golden pussy against the base of his cock and rubbing herself over his hairy crotch. His pelvis moved from side to side as he dug into her velvety wetness with his blood-inflamed member. Brenda held her legs around his ass as she slid up and down on his slick spike, feeling its enormous head swell to unbelievable proportions as he got ready to empty it in her.
"Shoot, fella, for Chrissake!" yelled one of the men. "We can't wait much longer. Look at that ass go!"
The words drove her into a mad fury of lust. It's all I've got left, her mind cried. This is me… the only part of me that's still here. I can fuck, fuck, fuck! It's alive! Fucking is alive and I've got to do it!
"Give it to me, stud! I'm cuming! Let's do it together!"
Her legs rose wide around his hips as she gave him the full depth of her lust-stretched pussy. Her stockinged feet rubbed into his ass and down his thighs as the pounding and devouring vaginal muscles exploded into a licentious crescendo.
"Oooooooohhhhhh! I can feel your cum splashing inside me! God, it's soooo hot! Yes, yes, give me all of it! Nicky, Nicky, fill me full."
When his buttocks sank heavily down on her spread crotch the men applauded. She quivered as he pulled out of her and stood up, his cock fat and flaccid and wet from their combined juices.
He turned, grinning proudly. "Okay, now who gets sloppy seconds?"
A man named Quint shucked out of his jockeys and stepped up to the top of the mattress, lifting his long cock up and rubbing his balls.
"I'm carrying such a load I'm gonna bust my nuts in a minute. There's only one thing that I want when I'm like this and that's french. Lick it baby, suck it hard and taste what I've got to give you."
He knelt in front of her, taking her by the shoulders and flipping her over on her belly.
"Two for the price of one, huh? Somebody fuck her from the rear. No point in wasting a beautiful slit like that."
He stuck the long prick into her face and rubbed it over her lips, easing it between them. When her tongue rolled over the smooth tip and caressed the hard ridge of flesh, his face contorted into a grimace of delight.
"They called it the big bamboo when I was in Viet Nam," he breathed. "I could knock the back of your throat out with it. Suck, sweetheart, suck my cock. You'll never get another one like it!"
He pried her mouth open with the hard shaft just as another cock split her upended pussy. Rough hands grasped her hips and pushed them high in the air while other hands pulled her raised knees far apart. A great, stone-like prick rammed swiftly into her and plowed through the slick recesses of her cunt tunnel as a burst of laughter and cheers broke out.
"You're in her, right up to the hilt!" Quint yelled. "Throw it to her hard so she'll swallow my prick!"
Brenda jerked forward, gagging herself on the stiff tool in her mouth as it hit the end of her tongue. Quint groaned in ecstasy and screwed his groin in and out of her mouth, dragging the dripping cock out until its head rubbed against her lips. Behind her, a cock slid far up into her vagina and jerked hotly against her womb, digging into the tender, well-fucked membranes. She felt a sweaty bush of coarse jock hair like hot flames against her upturned cheeks as the grinding cock sank into her stretching pussy.
"You gonna swallow it, honey? If I'm good enough to make it, you're good enough to take it!"
His balls swung against her chin as he drove his jerking cock into her mouth. She was buffeted between the two men like a buoy as they screwed and ground their penises into her body. Suddenly, she began sucking hard with slavering, drooling lips at the great cock that thundered through her mouth, unable to stop herself from capitulating to the final shame. Her humped ass swung enticingly against the fucking rod up her cunt, driving it further up into her. Her mouth clamped into a pursed vise as she expertly stroked the sliding cock and flicked its tip with her hungry tongue. The slapping sounds she made as she sucked the burning cylinder of flesh thrilled her.
Quint threw back his head and yowled like a mad dog.
"What a good mouth! You're the best french whore ever! Drain it dry, baby! Suck it all out!"
She made a trap of her flexing lips, exploring each ridge and throbbing vein on the saliva-slicked shaft, maddened by the smoky prick taste each time she licked at the drops of oozing cum that bubbled from his tiny slit. It's life! Life-giving and I want it! I want to be flooded with cum, washed out with it, I want to swallow it when it's hot and briny, choke on it, suck it up into my pussy until it runs back out again!
Quint didn't have to force her to french him now. He was her victim now and she tortured him with her warm mouth. His teeth ground together in agony as she took him deep into her throat, working her palate in a fluttering pulse against his trapped cock.
Suddenly she heard a hoarse grunt of pleasure behind her as she felt the battering cock inside her cunt jerk with a final spasm of fucking. She uttered a sputtering, choking moan against the rod of stiff flesh in her mouth as the man behind her emptied into her. She bounced her buttocks in frantic acceptance and worked her thighs like a rutting bitch to milk him dry.
Her renewed motions brought Quint off in her mouth almost simultaneously. His great prick-head expanded like a cobra's hood, and then the gushing force of released cum filled her throat with its creamy heat. She gagged and choked, swallowing in spasmodic gulps, her lips tight around the quivering head. She felt him pull against her clasping lips as his relieved body sank down on its haunches, but still she would not let go. Her tongue licked away the last drops of cum as they dribbled out of his little slit before she opened her mouth and let his softening prick fall out. Long bands of cum still joined them as he eased away from her.
The last man who had not had her jumped forward, his face red and his long, thick cock jutting out stiffly at a right angle to his body. Brenda rolled over onto her back, staring at the big veins that laced through the rigid flesh. His whole body was covered with curly black hair, including his pendulous swinging balls.
"By God, if I'm going to bring up the rear, I might as well bring up the rear, huh? Roll back over, honey, I'm going to bunghole the living shit out of you!"
He was tall and powerfully built, with thick long arms. He looked like a gorilla as he swung forward and reached out for her. His big hands crunched down on her pelvis and flipped her to her belly as effortlessly as though he had turned the page of a magazine.
"Now, you just get up on your knees like you were, and spread those cheeks wide, cause they're gonna have to be as wide as you can make 'em."
Rough fingers spread her ass cheeks far apart. In some separate, lingering part of herself, Brenda experienced a crushing humiliation as she heard the oohing and ahhing of the men who watched this shameful performance. The man behind her knelt down with cracking knee joints and put his face close to her billowing, exposed crack and blew his hot breath into her anal opening.
"Mmmmmm, what a sweet little rim you've got. Nice and tight and puckered, good for fucking. Yessir, that's a real fucking ass all right."
He prodded his finger into the hot crack and pressed it against her hole. She jerked and twisted away from him as his nail struck the sensitive place. Suddenly a hot, dry pain shot up through her belly as he shoved his thick, dry finger into her slit.
"Uuuuuuuuuhhhhhhh! Oh, don't!" she cried. Her stomach heaved threateningly and spots flew in front of her eyes. At the head of the bed, Leo, still dressed, leaned down and hissed at her.
"Shut up! Relax and take it."
The man worked his finger up her anal passage, twisting his wrist to and fro as he probed far up into her bowels, sliding back and forth through the tight, dry channel with obscene digging movements.
"Aaaaa Wwwwwgggh! I… oh, that feels… wonderful," she cried weakly. She saw Leo's warning face above her and renewed her pretended ecstasy but the man behind her only laughed.
"Now I got my bearings," he growled. "You got plenty of room up there, sweetheart, what are you yelling for? Nobody expected you to have a loose ass."
He scuttled closer to her upturned hips until she felt the rough, wiry hair of his belly and crotch against her thighs. His prick dabbed against her pussy, rubbing back and forth in her cuntal slit to garner its slickish fluid for lubrication. Maybe it wouldn't hurt so much… after all, she had ass-fucked before and it didn't hurt. It had felt wonderful! Maybe… maybe… But her frantic reassurances did not work. She knew the man behind her wanted to hurt her, that it wouldn't mean anything to him if he didn't.
He was panting and heaving behind her; she felt his sweat drip down on her bare back as his huge body hunched over her defenseless widespread cheeks. The hot round head of his prick eased between her creamy buttocks relentlessly. He slid it up and down through her downy crack, chuckling and muttering salacious compliments to her nether charms.
"It's all puckered up nice and ready for me, looks like she's ready to eat it right up… pretty little blond crack."
The agony began when his wheedling voice broke off and changed into a guttural growl of animal pleasure as the swollen tip of his cock shoved into her asshole. Brenda wanted to scream and struggle but his left arm was wrapped around her belly like a vise. He wriggled and screwed his veiny rod further up the unyielding hole, dragging searing pain behind it.
"A nice virgin ass, just like a fresh young cunt, only better!" he laughed.
His prick surged further up the tormented passage until she felt that she would split from the hideous stretching. The worst was yet to come when he actually started screwing her! Oh, God… God, I want to die! No! No, I didn't mean it! I don't want to die, I…
"I'm almost there, baby, and I got nine inches to give you," he panted. "This is gonna be the best fuck of your life. These other bastards don't know what a cock is for, do they?"
He sent a vicious jab into her entrails, then pulled back in a tearing retreat that burned her as surely as if he had rammed her with a red-hot poker. Bitter bile filled her throat as he slammed hard into her once more and began working his hips like a bull mounting a cow. He jiggled obscenely, wriggling and fucking and bouncing behind her as he savored the full delight of her tightly clenched rectum.
Her head spun and the sounds of male laughter and cheers receded until they all seemed to be far away. She was drifting off… off… off into a nothing world, a nobody world. There was no one in this new world, not even herself. It was empty and green and windswept, silent and wailing with echos of voices that did not exist, had never existed.
The man behind her bounced obscenely, thudding his cock into her trapped and burning ass. Suddenly she was surrounded by naked hairy legs as all of the men gathered close, shoving their erect rods into her soft flesh, swabbing them against her swinging tits and into her mouth. The man behind her let out a shrill yahoo of climaxing lust and spilled into her aching rectum, flooding it without end as his nails dug into her belly. At last she felt his stony prick wither and soften in her ass, until it slithered out of her tortured passage with a wet plucking sound.
"Don't go 'way, honey, we're not through yet!"
They came at her, three of them, came at her with hot red spears. They're stabbing me… they're going to kill me…
"Awgggrh…"
Nick Eubanks held her jaws open, jerking on her head until a sharp pain wrenched down her spine. His thick cock worked in a rocking motion between her lips, pounding against the back of her throat.
"Suck it off, Ginny! Let's see how Miss Goody Two Shoes gives a blowjob."
He shot into her mouth as his hands worked her head to and fro over his dripping prick, grasping her throat to make her swallow his briny fluid.
She did not know how long she lay there. She heard them pouring more drinks, the rattle of ice cubes the wheezing voice of the man who had bungholed her growling with churlish lewdness as he told a story about a fourteen-year-old Saigon girl.
"She put a coil of plastic wire up my ass and van ked it out when I came. Man, that was the sweetest thing this side of heaven!"
She turned stiffly over and looked at their naked, sprawling bodies. Leo pulled her to her feet and thrust a drink in her hand.
"Look alive. You can't go to sleep now. You think this party's over? They paid for more than they've got so far."
Before she could register his words, a knock came at the door. Conversation stopped as they all turned and looked at Leo.
"Who the hell is that!" he rasped, his eyes growing wide with fear.
"Jesus, the cops!" Nick burst out, reaching automatically for his pants.
Leo waved him down. "Shut up! Just…"
"Brenda! Are you home? Let me in, I hear you in there!"
It was Jim! Suddenly a deeply welling finality came over her at the sound of his voice calling her name. A fiend stirred in her brain, prodding her consciousness with a vicious pitchfork. She leaped forward, feeling the collected cum of four men running down her legs. It was like a baptism, all that cum dripping on her flesh. It was finished now, she had come the full circle to her new self. She would never be called Brenda again!
She dodged Leo's grasping arm and ran into the foyer and threw open the door.
His face moved; all of his features twitched and moved in surprise. She nearly laughed in his wholesome American-boy face!
"Come in, darling, and meet the gang," she laughed, her voice sailing up into a shrill, broken cry. She backed into the room, garters twisted and bruised nipples poking out from the cut-out bra. Jim recovered and stormed in after her, skidding to a stop as he saw the four naked men and the statue-like Leo standing in the middle of the living room.
The men sat like a frozen tableau, gazing at the newcomer in stunned silence, glasses poised at lips. Jim blinked almost sleepily at them, unable to speak.
"Who the hell are you?" Leo demanded. He whipped around and yanked Brenda to him by the wrist. "You little…" He stopped abruptly.
"Finish it!" Jim burst out. "Go ahead. You little slut! That's what she is, obviously."
He raised a shaking hand and, wiped the sweat off his upper lip. "Don't worry, I'm not the fuzz," he said to Leo. "Since you're the only one dressed you must be the pimp. I can't arrest you so go ahead and beat her up if you want. That's what pimps do, isn't it?"
He turned to Brenda.
"I figured there was something wrong from your letters so I came to New York to find you and bring you back home. I thought…"
He faltered in spite of himself, and she saw his eyes fill with tears as his mouth twisted in an effort to hide its trembling.
"Boy, have I been taken… My fiancee!" he spat out turning on the men with balled fists. "She told me she was a virgin and I believed her, good old dumb me." His eyes raked her without quarter. "Some virgin! The only thing you've got left that's all in one piece is an eardrum."
His attempt at biting sarcasm failed abruptly as he emitted a hoarse sob. The men on the sofa shifted uncomfortably, moving for the first time as they glanced at one another.
His face wrinkled up like a new baby's. "Brenda… Brenda… how could you…"
She backed away sharply. "Don't call me that! I'm not Brenda! I'm Ginny! Do you hear me? All of you. My name is Ginny Walters and I've lived here for a long time. See that poster?" she cried, pointing to the wall. "That's me. I posed for that. You sniveling bastard!" she shouted at Jim. "I never knew you! I'm not your sweet, nice Brenda and now we both know it!"
Leo stepped back as though he had been struck and eyed her with naked fear. He opened his mouth to speak but no sound came out. Jim turned on his heel, his hand rising to wipe his eyes, and stumbled out.
The men started to dress quickly, draining drinks and stubbing out cigarettes after taking one last drag on them. They looked like people hurrying back to work after a coffee break.
Nick Eubanks spoke first as he tucked his shirt into his belt.
"Try it again, Leo baby, next time without a kook, huh?" He left, shrugging into his jacket. The others hurried by like commuters trying to get to the subway exit. The one who had bungholed her paused and gave her a whithering look of contempt.
"You littlecunt! A nice boy like that… I never felt like such a heel in my life."
When they were gone Leo turned slowly to her.
"You be out of here tomorrow, you understand? I want you gone from this place."
Her head trembled as she gazed at him with bright, feverish eyes.
"But I already left, months ago. Don't you remember? The trendy California girl, putting things in her mouth." Her laugh was coarse and lewd. "Cocks, cunts, you name it."
He stared at her as though to weigh her seriousness. Something in her face made him swallow heavily and look away.
"You're putting me on," he mumbled. "Come off that Ginny crap…" But his voice gave him away. Under his swarthy tan there was a greenish pallor of fear.
"Tomorrow!" he ground out. "Understand? I know plenty of cops in this neighborhood. I could get you on a lot of things, all, I have to do is plant the first little seed of suspicion and they'll do the rest. If that doesn't work, don't forget I have keys. I'll plant a little pot or some H in here instead of a seed."
He grabbed his jacket and walked out slamming the door behind him.



CHAPTER TWELVE


Even the slamming doors sounded far away. She wandered about the empty apartment picking up empty glasses and looking at the melting ice, touching the dirty ashtrays. There was no need to clean it up if she were going to leave. Not tomorrow but tonight… tonight.
She packed a suitcase, carefully laying away the twisted lacy garments she took off. There was nothing she wanted to take with her, really, nothing that mattered except the poster. She had to have it. It was her self-portrait.
The tacks came off easily this time. She tossed them carelessly behind the sofa and rolled up the poster into a long tube, then snapped a rubber band around it. When she was ready she walked out, not bothering to close the door behind her.
As she stepped into the lobby she saw Harl enter the front door, a newspaper under his arm. He looked at her suitcase and frowned in puzzlement.
"Brenda? Where're you going?"
She smiled softly at him. "I'm not Brenda, I'm Ginny. Don't you know your own neighbors?"
He stared at her, his mouth working as his fingers gripped the newspaper.
"What?" he murmured.
"You heard me? I'm Ginny. I'm tired of people forgetting my name."
"Did you see this?" he said, holding the paper out to her. She sighed and tried to pass him but he blocked her way.
"Let me go!"
"Read this! Look at it."
His finger jabbed at a short article, barely more than a filler, at the bottom of a news column. Brenda blinked heavily and read the headline: BODY OF NY GIRL IDENTIFIED.
"The body of a twenty-two year old woman missing here since April 1 has been identified as being that of a Virginia Walters, a former New York City resident who was last seen in this area in the company of four men. Nebraska police have attempted without success to notify her next of kin. The body of Miss Walters was found in a hollow grave on a farm nearby."
Brenda looked up at Harl with blank, disinterested eyes.
"Well?"
"Don't you… don't you understand? It's Ginny. She's dead."
She eased past him. "Oh, Harl, don't be silly. Goodbye, I'm taking a groovy trip to California."
He turned to stare at her as she went out the heavy front door. She did not look back as she made her way down the crowded Village Street. It's a good thing she remembered to wear flat shoes, so her feet would not hurt, she thought. As she passed a policeman she gave him a stealthy glance, then lowered her eyes quickly to the pavement. She walked on, her footsteps tapping out the date: April 1… April 1.
It was the day she had taken the apartment.
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