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CHAPTER ONE


I don't know about you, but when I'm trying to do a job and there's a hundred and thirty-five pounds of sex-appeal looking over my shoulder and asking a lot of questions in a deep, husky voice, I find it hard to concentrate.
"Have you hit anything yet?" she asked.
"Not yet, Mrs. Stanyon," I said, looking up at her. I was on my knees next to the toilet, running the snake down. She had called my boss an hour before and he sent me out on the job.
Suddenly the snake made a loud, grinding sound and for a few seconds stopped going down. Then it broke through and I reeled it back in.
"That oughta do it," I said, standing. "We'll give 'er a few flushes just to make sure."
As I flushed the head I looked over at her. She was leaning against the wall by the door, watching me closely. She smiled at me in a way that made me tremble all over and wonder if this was gonna be my lucky day.
I've had me a lot of lucky days since I started working for Tony's old man. Believe me when I tell you that all the stuff you hear about the milkman and the mailman is no bull. And now the plumber. Of course, to really make it with these suburban broads you gotta have looks and a way with words. And I got both up the ass. In the last year alone, I been in and out of more holes than the Roto Rooter man.
But this broad was something special. I followed her out of the john into the kitchen, with my eyes firmly planted on her big tail.
"Would you like a cup of coffee?" she asked.
"Sure, that would be just right about now," I answered, picking up the cue. She pulled a chair out for me and I slid in under the table. "Thanks, Mrs. Stanyon."
"Oh, that sounds so stuffy," she said, as she pulled down a jar of Maxwell House. "Why don't you just call me Doris?"
Beautiful. "OK, Doris," I said. "I'm Pete Novak, but you can just call me Pete."
Then I caught her looking at me funny and I knew for sure I was on the right track. I had been just checking out the kitchen sort of, letting my eyes wander while I waited, when all of a sudden I looked over at her as she put the pot on the stove. She was staring at me in the damnedest way, kind of looking me up and down with her mouth open and her tongue licking her lower lip. As soon as our eyes met she blushed and snapped out of it, smiling and making a big show of being busy, rattling stuff around, getting sugar and milk, and setting out the cups and spoons.
"Beautiful day out today, isn't it?" she said.
I looked up at her. "Yeah," I said. "It's supposed to hit near ninety by mid-day." A good day for screwing. Sometimes I like it when it's good and hot and your bodies are all sweated up and greasy-like, sticking to each other and making wet, smacking sounds.
I watched her closely as she brought the water over and poured it out. This broad had a body like nobody's business. She stood a good five-feet-eight and had long, wavy red hair. And when I say red, Charlie, I mean red. Like a Goddamn carrot. This had me turned on from the first minute I saw her. There's something about a red-headed broad that makes my blood boil. And you don't run into many of them, either. As I looked at her I noticed that her shoulders and chest were covered with freckles.
She was wearing a pair of short-shorts and a kind of form-fitting stretch halter, both light blue. Nothing else, not even shoes.
"Tell me when," she said. She was leaning over me, pouring the water into my cup and doing a very good job of pressing her tits into my back. Damn, but she smelled good. It was all I could do to keep myself from jumping up right then and there and…
"Oops." She pulled the pot away just in time to keep the water from going all over my lap. I watched her as she carried it back to the stove and then returned and sat across from me.
She had one of those hourglass figures, with a waist so small I coulda wrapped my two hands around it and a man-sized portion of goodies above and below. Her tits were big and firm and widely spaced. I could see just a hint of cleavage and freckled tit, since her halter was doing a job of covering her up. This broad was about thirty – ripe as hell, the way I like 'em – but you'd never know it from looking at her tits. I could just picture them with the halter and bra off, big and juicy and hardly no sag to them at all. Just like a girl of eighteen.
Down below, her waist filled out into a big, solid pair of hips. The short-shorts didn't leave much to the imagination. Her thighs were milky-white and just as shapely and meaty as the rest of her long legs. And from the way her pussy bulged and outlined itself against the material of her shorts, I could tell she had one hell of a big one.
"How old are you, Pete?" She looked at me and smiled; I almost blushed. From the look on her face, it was plain she knew what was on my mind.
"Twenty-three," I said.
"That's a good age," she said. "You're just coming into your own." She leaned forward to get the milk and her tits settled on the edge of the table like two big gourds. I shuddered all over and felt queasy in the balls. What a pair she had. They say all you need is a handful. True, but I got big hands.
"Would you like some doughnuts?"
"Huh? Oh, yeah, sure. Thanks, Doris."
She got up and went to the closet. I kept my eyes on her all the way. Another thing about her that got to me was her posture. She was one of these broad-shouldered, straight-backed women, healthy looking as hell. She had that look to her where you could imagine her out plowing the fields, going off in the bushes to have a baby, and then, half an hour later, going back to the plow.
She came back with the doughnuts and laid them out in front of me as she sat down. She had a wet cloth with her and suddenly, as I took a bite and looked up at her, she started rubbing her chest all around with the cloth, even going under the halter and doing the top of her tits.
"It's getting hot, isn't it?" she said, looking at me funny again, sort of smiling.
"Yeah, it sure is," I said. It was. It was just eleven and I was beginning to feel it myself. But the sun wasn't the only reason the temperature was rising.
As she wiped herself, I caught a look at her underarm. A nice red ball of hair peeped out. By now my cock was rising fast – it was time I started making my move.
"Maybe there's a cooler room we can finish the coffee," I said. "That window is turning this room into a hot house."
She didn't lose any time in getting up. "Sure, come on," she said. I followed her, coffee cup in hand, into the living room.
"This sure is a nice place you got here," I said.
"Thank you," she said. "Come on, I'll show you the rest."
She led me through the living room, stopping at a little flight of stairs. She turned around to face me.
"You want to see the upstairs?" she asked. By the way those pale, blue eyes looked up at me I knew for sure now. My cock was as hard as it ever had been and made a big bulge in my work pants. As she turned to the stairs I saw her eyes glance down and take it in.
I followed her up the stairs and wondered what the hell a hot number like this was doing married to a creep like her husband. He was a tall, skinny, middle-aged guy without much hair on his head, an IBM, white-collar type. I can't see how so many of these sharp suburban dolls get mixed up with these characters. I mean, if you were a broad and you knew you were gonna be shipwrecked on a desert island, who would you rather be with a guy who is good at shuffling papers behind a desk and bending his elbow in the bar car of the five twenty-nine out of Grand Central, or a guy like me, young, good-looking, who can take care of himself in any company and knows his way around a toolbox. But most of the inroads in these developments were married to real college-type losers. You figure it.
"Nice, real nice," I said. We were standing outside the master bedroom. I could see a few dressers and things and a huge king-size bed with these silky-looking pink sheets.
Without saying anything she went into the room and sat down on the edge of the bed. I followed her and sat next to her. The bedroom was just as hot as the kitchen, even with the blinds down. I ran my hand across my brow and as I did she put the cloth to my forehead and went back and forth with it.
Then there was a silence for a minute, with the two of us just staring into each other's eyes. She had big, round eyes and a pretty, freckled face. Her mouth was small, but the lower lip was full and heavy, giving her a kind of pouting look even when she wasn't pouting.
Finally she said, "Pete, are you ever lonely?"
"Sure," I said, "plenty of times. Isn't everybody?"
She took a deep, trembling breath that shoved her tits way out and stretched the clasps between them on the front of the halter.
"I suppose," she said, looking me right in the eye. "Pete, the reason I'm asking, I mean, there are all sorts of reasons for two people, even strangers, to… need each other. Do you know what I mean? I mean, it doesn't have to be dirty or anything if two lonely people need each other."
If she wanted to talk herself up to it, I didn't mind. In fact, now that I knew I was home free, I sort of enjoyed building up to it step by step, getting myself hotter and hotter.
"Sure," I said, putting my hand over hers as it rested on her warm thigh. "I figure if two adult people need each other, who's to say it's wrong. I mean, there's nothing wrong with love, you know? That's what makes the world go 'round."
Her knees were far apart. I looked down at her crotch and noticed a smell, dark stain beginning to form right over her spread slit. Her firm thighs were trembling.
This broad was one of the hottest I'd ever run into. She sure didn't make no bones about what she was after. By now, she was looking at me real droopy-like. Her eyes were glazed and the lids were heavy.
"I… I don't see much of my husband these days…" And then, the next thing I knew, I was on my hack on the bed with my legs over the side and Mrs. Stanyon on top of me, the heat of her body melting into mine, her firm tits drilling into my chest.
"Take me, oh, take me," she whispered. Her mouth was all over my neck and her hands were grabbing at the buttons on my shirt. Still on my back under her, I wrapped both arms around her wet back and felt her strong, animal body. She was wet with the heat of the room and passion. I brought my hands up to the back of her head, felt around in her long red hair, and then turned her face to mine.
She responded like an old pro, bringing that hot, pouting mouth down on mine and plunging her tongue between my teeth.
"Mmmmm – oh, Pete, strip me, please!"
The wet suction from her kissing, grinding lips and her free hand on my still-zippered cock made it hard as hell to pull away. But pull away I did, and sat up. I wanted to see what I was doing when I unwrapped this babe.
"OK, Doris, get ready, baby," I said. I guided her into a comfortable position for both of us on the bed. Then I sat directly opposite her. She was on her haunches, with her legs folded under and her knees a good foot-and-a-half apart. She closed her eyes and groaned as I put my hands on her big tits.
There were three clasps between her tits and I undid them one at a time, slowly. She kept up her groaning and sighing and brought one hand up to my chest, scratching it and feeling for my nipples under the shirt, which was completely unbuttoned by now.
Then I pulled the halter apart and she brought her shoulders together, letting it fall to the bed. She was wearing a white bra that gave her tits a wild uplift and didn't cover much. They were incredibly round and large, the white skin sprinkled with dark red freckles.
"Take it off," she murmured, looking at me through half-open eyes. "Play with them." A hot sheen of moisture covered her all over. By now I was half crazy from the look and smell and sound of her.
I plastered my mouth down on her damp shoulder and licked and bit as my hands went around back and fumbled at the bra clasp. She arched forward and breathed hotly in my ear. Then I had it unclasped and off; her tits pushed against my chest, free and firm. I yanked off my shirt and tossed it.
Then I leaned back to get a good look, putting both palms on her sculpted stomach and slowly working them up. Her breathing came hard and fast and when my fingers reached the white under-slopes of her tits she began to moan.
"Oh, Pete… feel them, feel them all over…"
Her naked tits were all I imagined they were, big and firm and erect, looking like two warm, fleshy, inverted ice-cream cones. The nipples were dark red, like the color of certain types of plums; they were big and made to be pinched and flicked and sucked.
I brought my hand up and took those two big tips between my fingers. They felt hard and warm as I tweaked and played with them. Doris closed her eyes and arched her back.
"Ahhh, that's it…"
The feel was out of this world. They were getting slippery from the sweat that was gathering on them. I began to lose control then. I let go of her tits and grasped clumsily at her shorts. They were buttoned on the side; in my haste at least one of the buttons went sailing across the room. In a few seconds I had them down to her knees and was staring at the juiciest pussy I had ever had the good fortune to lay my eyes on.
She fell onto her back then and I dragged the shorts down the long length of her thick and shapely flanks. She lay naked under my gaze and, looking up, brought her heels to heresy cheeks and spread her knees far apart.
"Take off your pants, please… hurry," she moaned, looking up at me hotly. I reached for my belt and worked myself naked, never taking my eyes off her beautiful, spread pussy. It wan a big, wet one, all right, and the reddest I had ever seen. She had a great tangle of hair. It looked just like a big, soft ball of copper wire, and it ran from well above the top of her gash, where it was bunched up real thick, down to below her cunt in two thick ropes on either side.
The thing that really got me was her spread cunt. Her inner lips were red, not pink, and shined up at me. I could see her clit as it peeped from between the upper folds. It was red; her pussy hole and rectum were big and red, too. I don't know what it is about all the redness, but I was about to explode.
She reached down and twisted her cunt lips around, pushing them apart, closing them up, running her fingers from the top of her bush all the way down to her ass and back again. Her tits were bunched up on her chest, pressed together by her arms, the nipples pushed real close to each other and looking like red, fried eggs.
Then she opened her eyes and got a look at me naked as I kneeled next to her prone body. I got a good-sized cock, at least that's what they tell me, a long one, plenty thick, with a fat purple head on it, plenty of curly, black hair, and a pair of fat balls. She took one look and gasped.
"I want you now!" she said, and brought her arms up to my shoulders.



CHAPTER TWO


I fell on top of her with a groan of passion and pressed my open mouth on hers. My hand grabbed up her tits one at a time, squeezing at the warm flesh, then stroking her strong stomach and going up and down her prominent ribs. If there's one thing that turns me on, it's a broad with big tits and prominent ribs.
Our mouths parted and I kissed my way down to her nipples, latching on to the first one I found, sucking it between my teeth and lashing the hard, meaty tip with my tongue.
"Ahhhh, that's sooo good," she sighed, grabbing the back of my head with one hand and clawing at my shoulder with the other. "You're so strong and powerful," she sighed, feeling my muscles in a greedy, lusty way.
As I sucked one nipple and then the other, I brought my hand down to her hairy, open cunt and ran my fingers through the damp bush. I found her hard clit and flicked it back and forth at the end of my first finger. As I did this, I played around with her fat lips with the rest of my fingers, spreading them far apart and dipping into her wet cunt, feeling the slippery membranes give and spread.
"Ohhhhh, Pete…" she cried out, clawing at my back. I had my middle finger up her wet hole and was gently thumbing her clit back and forth. I resisted the urge to shove my hand in up to the wrist in that delicious gash. I continued stroking and flicking; her hard loins began to stiffen and relax in rhythm.
There was one hell of a smell coming up to me from that spread pussy. I started kissing my way down her stomach, using my fingers to rub her up and get her good and wet as I did. I don't have to be asked. When it comes to eating pussy, I'm at the head of the line.
Just as my nose felt the tickle of her red bush, she grabbed my shoulders.
"No, don't," she moaned. "Just fuck me. I want to feel you inside me."
Once in a while you run into a broad who doesn't like her pussy sucked, or has never tried it. Well, before we broke up I was gonna taste that juice of hers or know the reason why. In the meantime, I scrambled up onto my knees between her spread legs and angled my throbbing cockhead at her big, open cunt.
I felt around awhile, just to get the lay of the land. Her bush was crisp and wet and when I inserted my finger up her cunt, she groaned loudly and arched her back. I grabbed her by the hips and brought her up onto my groin, so that her ass pressed against my thighs. Then I inserted my cock into the rim of her elastic hole. There was plenty of room in there, but not too much. I thrust forward and in one fantastic down-stroke was up to the hilt in her.
"Oh, Pete, you feel so good in me…" She was laying there at the end of my cock, squirming around and rubbing her sweaty tits with her hands, pulling at the large nipples with her delicate fingers.
"You like that, eh, Doris?" I said. I brought myself back slowly, letting my cock withdraw until just the tip was in her. Then I rammed forward again and pulled back and lunged forward. Her large body bounced around under me as I kneeled there fucking in and out. She was still pulling at her tits, her fingers stretching the dark red nipple-meat.
"Do it… do it…" She was talking to herself. Her mouth was open in a big, lusty pout and the words came dribbling out.
"I love your balls on my ass…"
They were bouncing around on her rump as I stroked in and out. I took one hand from her hips and wiped the sweat from my brow. Then I brought it down to her swollen clit and surrounded it between my thumb and first finger. I began to manipulate her, jerking her off and making small circles at the tip with the ball of my finger. She threw her cunt into me with a wild cry and tears began streaming down her cheeks.
"Oh, yes! Yes! God! Oh, it feels so gooood!" Her arms were stretched up over her head now, grabbing at the air, revealing her wet armpits and soaked clumps of hair.
"Your cunt feels so good," I said, but it was more of a grunting. I was beginning to get carried away with the feel of her ripe pussy as it ground away on my cock. She was all slippery-wet, a gripping elastic sheath for my pulsating prick. It was a terrific fit. I kept my eyes open as I went in and out, wanting to see as well as feel. On each down-stroke, my black hairy clump ground into her red bush and the hairs mingled. When we came apart, strands of red and black caught and then were separated.
"I'm gonna cum, I'm gonna cum," she cried, in a small, high-pitched voice.
The tender head of my cock began to tingle as her pussy suction worked its magic. The feeling spread the length of my shaft and gripped my entire groin. I groaned loudly and increased the stroking. Now my nuts were bouncing around on her ass cheeks like rubber balls on a trampoline.
"Ah! Ohhhh! Fuck! Fuck meee…" The big broad was twisting like crazy on the bed, throwing her wet body back and forth as she went up and down on my cock. Her face was contorted, the mouth wide open and moving, the eyes closed and still spilling tears. Either she was the hottest babe in Northridge, or the most neglected. From seeing her husband, my guess was the latter.
I continued to play with her stiff clit as I fucked her, but now it was getting harder to keep my fingers in place. She was thrashing around so much it was all I could do keeping my cock up her hole. And my own passion was becoming so wild that I couldn't think about anything but filling her wet, warm pussy with cum. I pulled my hand off her clit and grabbed her firmly on both hips. I pumped in and out like a maniac, drawing my slippery rod far out, then ramming it to the hilt, over and over until her pussy was bubbling with warm, sticky lubrication and it felt like I was stirring up an ocean of sweet glue.
"Oh, Peeeete…" she cried. She was pulling at her nipples again. They were stiff now, two rock-hard, red peaks bouncing around on the ends of her white tits.
"Oh! Oh, God! Fuck! Uh! Ohhhh!"
My balls rose in their sacs and I unloaded into her. I came in quick spurts, each one accompanied by a loud cry and sharp thrust of my cock. In just a few seconds that gripping cunt hole of hers sucked my click clean. I fell down on top of her. I could feel the warm mixture of her juices and my cum surrounding my prick. I put my cheek on one of her hard nipples, enjoying the warm pillow of her tit.
She was breathing heavily, still moaning. Her long fingers played up and down my back, her mouth on my shoulder. I got a strong whiff of underarm smell and it smelled good. She wasn't one of these dumb broads that shaved and sprayed and smelled like the deodorant counter at a drugstore. She was all animal, this one was, and I loved it.
Then she said, "Pete, let me up, baby," and I rolled off her and watched as she slowly got out of bed and stood facing me.
"Ohhhhhh," she sighed, stretching her arms way above her head, arching her back and getting up on her toes. "That was terrific." She smiled down at me.
"Yeah," I said, looking at her spread, dripping cunt. She had her feet widely planted on the floor as she stretched, making her look wild and untamed.
"I'll be right back," she said, letting her arms slap down on her wet hips. "Don't go 'way, now."
"Don't worry about me," I said, as she turned and went into the bathroom. I turned onto my back and looked up at the ceiling.
Then I heard the water running and a weird squishing sound, like she was squirting water out of a balloon. It was the sound I had heard before, many times, in my playing around.
When she came out a few minutes later and sat down on the edge of the bed, I said, "Not taking any chances, eh?"
"What do you mean?" She began snaking her fingers through the dark hair on my leg.
"The douche," I said.
"Oh. Well, I don't want to take any chances. I'm not on the pill, you know."
"Oh, no?" I said. "Why not?"
"Cancer," she said. "I don't want to take any chances. I've seen articles, like in the Digest and women's magazines. It's supposed to be dangerous. A lot of women get breast cancer from it."
I looked at her big, firm tits. The large nipples still had a semi-hardness to them.
"Baby, you don't want that to happen, not with the set you got." To emphasize my point, I reached up, palmed them, and rolled them around on her chest.
She tossed her head and laughed. "You like them, do you?" she said. She thrust her chest out and watched, smiling, as my nimble fingers pressed and pinched and pulled.
"You know it," I said. "You got one of the best sets I ever saw, you know that?" I wasn't bulling her, either.
She blushed so hard her freckles almost disappeered. "Do you think I'm… well, sexy, Pete?" Her hand was now inching up my thigh, the fingers scratching around just under my balls.
I continued to play with her tits, stretching out my fingers and palming them like two basketballs. "Are you kidding?" I asked. "You got a body on you like nobody's business. And you know how to use it, too. There are a lot of broads, they got the equipment but they don't know how to use it. Believe me, you're the best thing I've run into in many a day."
She turned even redder and smiled broadly, enjoying the hell out of my remarks. Then, suddenly, the smile went away and she looked sadly across the room.
"Well," she said, "it's nice to know somebody thinks so." Her fingers were now cupping my balls and running up and down my wilted cock, but her mind was somewhere else.
"Watta you mean?" I asked. I knew what she meant. That four-eyed beanpole of hers wasn't paying her enough attention. If I played my cards right, made her feel that here was somebody who understood and really appreciated her, I'd be setting myself up for some of the best pussy in the country, and on a regular basis. And, besides, I wasn't bulling her, I really meant it.
"Oh, it's just… nothing." She looked down at me, smiled, and shrugged her shoulders. I got up on my elbows and sucked her nipples into my mouth one at a time, then got back down on the bed.
"I understand," I said. Her hand gripped my cock. Like I said before, I got a way with women. "He's too busy with his work, right?" I asked.
"Something like that," she said softly, tears welling up in her eyes.
"What's he do, your husband?"
She brought her hand up to her eyes and wiped. "He – he's a computer programmer," she said, sniffing. I had my hands under her tits, bringing those two big jugs high on her chest, the nipples pointing up. They were large and flaccid now.
"Work in the city?" I asked.
She shook her head. "White Plains," she said. "He drives down." Her fingers snaked through my cock hair.
"He's older than you, isn't he?" I said.
She nodded. "He's thirty-six and I'm… twenty-seven. When we first got married, it was different. I mean, then, he was always bringing me things and taking me out and he couldn't wait to get me in bed. But, now…"
She looked at me and then looked away, fast. I guess she needed somebody to talk to, but was feeling awkward. After all, even though we'd just screwed, I was still a stranger, just some guy who was there to fix the toilet.
"You don't have any kids, do you, Doris?" I said.
"No," she answered. "We tried and tried and went for tests and everything and it turned out that it was Fred's fault. You should have seen the look on his face when we found out. I'll never forget it, in that doctor's office…" She sighed and twisted up a clump of my cock hair. "Ever since then, the only time he comes near me is when I beg. I mean, it's gotten to where he can't even get it up sometimes and whenever I try to get him to see a doctor he starts yelling and throwing things around and going out till all hours. This last year, I don't even try anymore. I didn't even realize how bad off I was until… I mean, when you came in, I – oh, God!"
She lowered her face and covered her eyes with her free hand, while the other pushed into my stomach. I sat up and put an arm around her.
"Doris," I said, "why don't you leave the guy?"
"I still love him. It's crazy, I know. Don't ask me to explain – I don't even understand it myself. I keep hoping he'll give in and go to a doctor and maybe also adopt a few kids. So far, whenever I mention it, he gets mad. But maybe if I keep trying…"
I couldn't figure it. Here was an exciting doll, with a body and a half, who was wasting her life on this dud. I patted her shoulder and tried to sound cheerful.
"Well," I said, "I think you're one hell of a girl and I hope I can see more of you."
"I don't know… it isn't right. I just couldn't help myself. I shouldn't have let it happen."
I couldn't let her slip away that easily. "Doris," I said, "there's nothing wrong in doing what you did. I mean, it's only natural that a young woman like you is gonna have desires and needs. If your husband can't cut the mustard, that's not your fault. I mean, why should you suffer? And, as far as you and me are concerned, it's just a physical thing. Right? Hell, who's to say it won't even help hold your marriage together, if I come over once in a while?"
"… I don't know…"
This was no time for words. I know enough about broads to understand that the best argument comes from the hands and between the legs, not the mouth. Unless it's kissing, of course. More women have been won over by a hand on a tit and six inches of cock than by all the speeches put together.
I put my hands on her shoulders and forced her down on her back. I stretched out beside her and, with my hand gently and firmly rubbing her tits, I began licking her ear, breathing into it and darting my tongue around.
"No, don't. Pete, please…" She didn't make much of an effort to stop me, though. I continued to lick her ear and brought my hand down to her bush. At the first touch of my finger on her closed lips, she squirmed restlessly and twisted her head away.
"Pete, I beg you…" There was a funny look on her face, a combination of pain and desire. Her legs were clamped tightly together.
"You're so beautiful," I whispered. "I just want to make you happy."
She let out a whimper. My finger slowly burrowed between her clamped pussy lips and suddenly, like magic, her legs slowly parted. I felt her clit, small and not so wet, begin to grow hard. She was still pleading with me to stop, but her voice told me I was winning the battle.
"I love your nipples," I whispered, as I brought my mouth down on one. "They're so big and red," I said, between wet sucks.
"Pete, please… ohhh…"
But she didn't push me away. I cupped her breast under the nipple, pushing it up and causing the nipple to swell and grow even plumper. I brought my mouth down over it, nibbling with my teeth and sucking. As I did, my finger continued to work the length of her budding clit. The first hints of moisture were on it. I slid my finger down into her cunt hole and it came up dripping. I did this over and over, taking her pussy juice and wetting her clit with it.
"Pete…"
I was wearing her down fast. I started kissing all around and between her tits as I played with her nipples and stroked her pussy. I lapped the sweet, salty layer from her warm chest skin and ran my tongue up and down her ribs and back up her tits again. Slowly but surely, I was working my way down.
"Pete, stop… ahhhh…"
I flicked the tip of her clit and grabbed up a hunk of warm nipple in my teeth. "I'm gonna make you cum like you've never cum before," I said. I brought my tongue down to her stomach in a long, wet sweep of her white, trembling torso.
"It feels so good," she sighed. She was now completely open to my desires. Her body lay stretched out, arms up over her head, legs spread and moving up and down rhythmically. I brought my mouth down on her belly button and shoved my tongue in, twisting it around. I brought both hands up and put one on each tit, gently pulling at the swollen, warm nipples.
"I love your tongue on me," she moaned. I looked up at her face. Her eyes were closed and there was a smile on her lips.
I slowly kissed and licked my way down below her firm stomach to the upper fringe of her red pussy-bush. From where my eyes were, it looked like some wild jungle. This was what I had been waiting for. Already, the smell from that tangy cunt was wafting up to my nostrils.
"What – what are you doing?" Her body stiffened somewhat and she stopped the slow, steady rhythm of her loins on the sheet.
"Shhh," I murmured. "Just leave it to me, baby."
I kissed my way through her mound and went down one side of her gaping slit, grinding my mouth and nose around in the red rope of hair between her thigh and cunt lip. Then I kissed her thighs quickly, firmly, with a wet suction that left pink marks on her.
"Don't… don't…" She began twisting and trying to close her legs. My face was caught in a fleshy vise. I couldn't understand how a hot babe like her had never been eaten before, or didn't like it. I wasn't about to stop here. I opened my mouth wide and with a darting tongue and grinding lips brought it down on her closing lips. My tongue flicked about wildly for her clit.
"Oh! Pete, stop! I don't – I never – ahhhhh – OH!"
Her legs swung apart. Her pussy opened to me and her hands came down on my head, the fingers digging into my hair. All the while she kept crying out for me to stop and at the same time she moaned and writhed at the feel. I guess she had a hangup about it, but was finding my tongue too strong and exciting to resist.
"Pete, no, no – ohhhhh, christalmighty! Ahhhhhh…"
Her clit was big and stiff and dripping now. I had my mouth around it, working the lips up and down the meaty length as I gave her all the suction I could. Both hands were still on her tits, pulling them this way and that. More than once. I lost one as she threw her body back and forth. They were big and slippery now.
"It's sooo good… stop… no, no – ohhhh…"
I let go of one of her tits and brought the hand down to her cunt. As I sucked, I wormed two fingers into the slippery red folds of cunt tissue. When I was in up to the knuckles, I started twisting the fingers around in circles and slowly pumping them in and out. Her ass jerked up, throwing her clit deep into my mouth.
"Fuck – suck me! Suck meeee!!" I looked up as I speeded up the finger-fucking. She was a sight. Her hands were over her eyebrows and she threw her head back and forth. Long strands of red hair were plastered to her wet chest and shoulders. Other strands flew back and forth on the pillow. Her lips were flecked with spit and her chest heaved.
I was working up a steaming froth in her cunt. As I lashed her clit with my tongue, I twisted my face to and fro fast, giving the entire open gash a massage. Her red, tender inner lips and membranes seemed to meet onto my cheeks.
"Oh, yes – yessss! Eat me! Suck my cunt! Do it, do it! Ahhhhhhh…" Her fingers were digging holes in the back of my head. She was guiding me in my actions now, with nothing holding her back.
As I poked her and sucked, I shifted fingers, inserting my thumb up her cunt and positioning my middle finger on the warm button of her asshole. She was wet there too, from the pussy flow, so I had no trouble piercing that wrinkled, brown hole. I slid the finger up and began fucking her two holes with every stroke of my hand.
Her entire body left the bed for a second and she screamed so loud I was afraid the neighbors might hear. Then she started making these noises that came from deep in her somewhere: low, groaning animal sounds.
"Uhhhhhummmmmm…"
She had one of the biggest, wettest cunts I had ever seen. My palm was beginning to drip from the heat and moisture that was being churned up. I left her clit for a few seconds, just long enough to give her pussy a good swabbing. I licked from the top, going down the inner lips on both sides, then worked her over around where my fingers were and then dropped under them to the space between her holes. When I went back up to her clit and surrounded it with my lips again, I looked up at her.
She was still making those weird, groaning sounds. Now her eyes were open, but I couldn't see anything but the whites. Her eyeballs were rolled up in her head, looking like some sort of spaced-out sex zombie.
Then she started cumin. For the next five minutes she screamed and went stiff all over, relaxed, groaned, screamed more, clawed at my head, cried, shuddered, relaxed and did it all again.
By now my cock was so hard it felt like it was going to drill a hole in the mattress. I could have gone for a blowjob in a big way, but I knew that in her condition there was no way. So, before she was wiped out completely, I pulled my head from her cunt and climbed on top of her. She grabbed at my cock and rammed it into her.
"Fuck me – fuck my hole! Cum in me!"
Her long legs bucked as her heels dug into the bed and her strong thighs and big ass bounced me around. As I pumped, I brought my face down on hers. My face and lips were shining with her pussy juice. Our lips met and she began sucking me wildly, going for my tongue and dragging it into her mouth.
"Mmmm, baby," I grunted. "I'm gonna fuck you dry!"
She made some more noises, high-pitched little sounds, and threw troth arms around my neck. My cock slammed in and out and once again my balls were bouncing around on her ass. This was one broad who never let up. The more she got, the more she turned it on.
I made a few nips with my mouth at her hard nipples. They were huge and shining. Then I began kissing her everywhere, including under the arms, where I chewed at her soggy clumps of red hair.
After just a few minutes of this, my balls exploded and I sent another load of warm cum into her hole. I shuddered; my whole body felt like one big goose-pimple as my twitching groin banged against hers again and again. Then I pulled back and my wilted, slippery prick flopped out of her, trailing drops of thick cum across the sheet. I fell down next to her and breathed deeply.
We lay quiet for several minutes. When I felt recovered and the sweat was beginning to evaporate, I sat up. She remained on her back, looking up at me contentedly, a warm smile on her lips and a grateful look in her eye.
"Doris," I said, "we gotta do this again, and soon."
"It was good, wasn't it?" she said. "Pete, I never had it like this before."
"I guess I showed you a few things, huh?"
She blushed, knowing what I was talking about. "I always thought it was… dirty to do that. But nothing that feels that good can be bad."
"You know it," I said. Poor broad. Old Fred, the sanitary computer man, probably sprayed her with Lysol before he even stuck a finger in.
"Listen, Doris, when can I see you again?"
She sat up and sighed. "I – I don't know. If Fred ever found out… you can't keep coming here. The neighbors will see the truck outside. I don't know, Pete." She looked at me hopefully, though, wanting me to come up with an idea. I had her hooked for sure.
"You drive, Doris?"
She nodded her head. "The Ford in the driveway."
"Well, listen. I live over by the reservoir on Pine Way. It's deserted there and you could come out once in a while, maybe. Here, I'll give you my number."
I was climbing into my work pants. I reached for the shirt, got a pen and some paper, and wrote the number down. I walked over to the bed and handed it to her.
"Call me anytime," I said. "I'm there after work and also lunch hour on most days. Can I call you?"
"I don't know," she said. "I guess so, but only between eight and five. I don't want you to call when Fred's home." She got up and went to the closet, reached in, and came out with a robe.
"Sure, I understand," I said. "Boy, lookit the time, will ya! I better get my ass in gear." The clock on the night table said almost noon. Old Carl was gonna bust a gut.
Two minutes later, after a good, long kiss and a promise to meet again soon, I was in the truck heading back to town.



CHAPTER THREE


Mrs. Stanyon lived in a development on the east end of Northridge Township. I had been up there a few times before. In fact, one of the broads I'd been banging – Lois Kranz – lived a few streets over from Doris.
I pulled out of the tract of houses and onto Broad Street. It was one hell of a hot day. The sun was beating down and there wasn't a breeze in the air. The road back to town is a wide, macadam jobber, newly finished. It cuts through a big forest for a couple of miles and then you come into town. Northridge is a funny place. It's an old town with an old railroad depot and buildings like out of the Gay Nineties. But as soon as you get out of the old town a half-mile in any direction, there's all sorts of modern shopping centers, schools, and housing developments.
It all started in the late fifties, when everybody started moving up from New York. I liked it better the old way; I got plenty of good memories from when I was a kid, running around in the woods, having apple fights in the orchards, and like that. Now, most of the orchards are gone and pretty soon there won't be any woods left. On the other hand, as long as they keep coming in, I'll never have to sweat for work, being a plumber and all. And I gotta admit, putting it to middle-class, Bronx pussy is a lot better than romping in the woods with the guys.
I thought about my job as I rolled down Broad to town. Carl was gonna be pissed. It was a pain in the ass, having to answer to him all the time. Sometimes, when I think about it, I get really teed off at myself. I mean, here I am, twenty-three already, out of high school five years, and not a pot to piss in. I got no big expenses. I live with my parents still, and I don't have any payments except for the Impala. All a guy would need in a growing town like this is a stake, and he could go into business for himself. Hell, I could run my own business. The truck could say Pete Novak on it instead of C. Arlotta amp; Son, Plumbing and Contracting.
But I never was any good at saving or planning ahead.
As I got closer to town the stores and new buildings began to pop up along the road. Going by the big A amp;P center, I passed Charlie Dee, one of the local cops and a drinking buddy, and we honked at each other. A little way further down, I passed Billy Gilcher in his '68 Merc, but I didn't honk that wiseass son of a bitch.
Then I was on the main drag of the old part of town. It's a pretty narrow street with potholes up the ass and old store-fronts that are gonna be torn down by urban renewal, if they ever get around to it. Carl keeps the office down here cause the rent's cheap; in our line, you don't need to be in a fancy place in one of the shopping centers.
I hung a right and pulled into the lot we share with Al the barber and Ed's Grill. The three of us are in an old building made out of cinderblocks.
When I went inside, Carl was on the phone. He's a fat, bald guy of forty-five or so, with a big red nose on him from all the booze he puts away next door at Ed's. I flopped down in a chair across the desk from him and threw down Mrs. Stanyon's bill and her check.
"OK, Mrs. Longo, right away," Carl was saying. "I'll send up one of the boys right away." He hung up the phone and looked at me, then grabbed the bill and check.
"There was a lot of work," I said. "The pipe was clogged up good."
"An hour and a half you were gone," he said. He was pissed. "An hour and a half and all you charged her was ten bucks?" He looked at me like I was some crazy stranger.
"Yeah, well, it was just a snake-job, that's all," I said. "How could I charge her more?" I was trapped; it was a weak argument, but what could I tell him? That the job took ten minutes and the rest of the time we were banging?
"Ah, sweet Jesus!" He slammed a meaty fist down on the desk and looked up at the ceiling. Then he glared at me. "How long you been working for me? Five years? How many times I gotta tell you, it's ten dollars just to go out there and look! If to fix takes a couple minutes, OK, ten dollars. If there's a wad of toilet paper and it takes five minutes, ten dollars, OK, OK. So there's a big turd, it takes ten minutes, still OK, ten dollars. But – Jesus Christ – when it's an hour and a half, you don't charge ten dollars! You think I got time to burn? You should have charged her triple!"
"But, Carl," I said, "it was just that…"
"Never mind, never mind," he said, waving a hand in front of me. "We ain't got time. Listen, get out here and see what the story is. And don't fuck around this time, don't fuck with my business!"
He handed me the slip; he didn't know the half of it.
"Mrs. Longo," I said, reading the address. "Isn't she that fat broad on the PTA?"
"Yeah," Carl said. Then he made what was supposed to be a joke. "Probably got her fat ass stuck in the toilet seat."
I rose, unsmilingly. I wasn't about to let him smooth things over that easily. "I'll get going right away," I said. "Listen, Carl, where's Tony?"
"Next door, having lunch."
"Carl, how 'bout letting me grab a bite, OK?"
He frowned and stared up at me for several seconds. Then he wiped the sweat from his brow and was about to say no, when the phone rang. He grabbed it and brought it to his ear.
"Carl Arlotta," he said. A pause. "Oh, Mrs. Lebwohl, how are you? Trouble? Overflowing, huh? OK, Pete, but ten-minutes, you understand? Ten minutes! No, no, Mrs. Lebwohl, I was talking to one of my boys here. Yes, I'll get right on it…"
I didn't waste any time beating it out of there and ducking into Ed's. The place was empty, except for Ed behind the bar and Tony, sitting across from him on a stool. It's a small, dumpy place, narrow and dim. The fan overhead wasn't doing much. I was sweating like a bastard as I sat down next to Tony.
"Hey, Tony," I said. "Ed."
"Hey, Pete," Ed said. Tony nodded at me, his mouth stuffed with a bite of meatball hero.
"It's one hot mother out there, huh?" Ed said. He's a tall, skinny guy, about forty, with a bald spot and a lot of pock marks on his face.
"It's no better in here," I said. "When are you gonna break down and get an air conditioner?"
"Well, I don't know," he said, pouring me my usual, a glass of Rheingold. "There ain't that many bad days like this. Most of the time, you don't need it. There's no point in wasting money."
"Listen, Ed, gimme a wedge, like Tony got. I'm in a hurry."
Tony turned to me, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand. "The old man riding you?" he asked. He was a younger version of Carl, beer belly and all. Already, his hair was receding and he was only twenty-three, like me. We graduated in the same class.
"Yeah," I said. "About the job at Mrs. Stanyon's. What was he doing, bitching about it to you?"
"Yeah," Tony said. "You know the old man. Time is money and all that crap."
I took a long swallow, then another that emptied the glass. I reached over the counter and served myself, pulling down the lever and holding the glass. Ed was out back fixing my hero. I slid a quarter for the beer over toward the edge of the counter.
"I gotta go out on a job at Mrs. Longo's," I said.
"That's that fat PTA broad, right?" Tony asked, just before shoving the wedge between his fat lips and biting down with a loud smacking.
"Yeah," I said. "Listen, Tony, your old man say anything like he thought maybe I'm screwing around or something? I mean, he doesn't think I'm playing around with any of them broads, does he?"
Tony smiled and washed down his mouthful with beer. He turned his face to me. "No, he didn't say nothing like that. Why do you ask?" He looked at me with a knowing leer.
"No reason," I said. "I just wonder, because I know that's what you think, right?"
He gave me this silly grin, like we were two kids peeping through a knothole at naked ladies or something. Tony is what you'd call a loser. He has a lot of girlie mags and stuff like that, but he never seems to get any of the real thing. I don't think I ever even seen him dance with a girl, and I've known him for ten years.
He's got me figured for a real swinger, which shows he's got something on the ball. I guess he's smart enough to guess what goes on at some of these homes I visit. But I never told him anything, because pal nor not, he's the son of my boss. Anyway, we're not that close, really. I work with him and I went to school with him, but he was never one of my real close buddies. We just don't have nothing in common. Most of the guys I pal around with got something on the ball, and know how to score with the broads. Tony's not a bad guy, but he's a dud.
Then Ed came out with my wedge. I threw him a buck and started eating. After just a few bites, Tony slid his big can off the stool and headed for the door.
"See you guys later," he said.
I waved and finished off the second beer. Ed poured me another. When I finished eating, I lit a cigarette and blew a thick stream of smoke up at the ceiling.
"Just one smoke, and then I'm off," I said.
"Hey, Pete," Ed said, "anything ever come of that egg deal?" He was leaning back against the shelf where all the bottles were displayed.
"Naw," I said. "It wasn't paying like I thought. I was only making twenty cents a dozen and I couldn't sell enough. You didn't say nothing to Carl, did you?"
His face wrinkled up, like I was insulting him. "Do I ever?" he asked. "Come on, Pete."
"OK, sorry," I said. "It's just that my ass'd be in trouble if he ever found out about it."
I should have known better. Ed and I had been pals since I started drinking. He was the first guy to serve me, and I wasn't yet eighteen. We've been close ever since and have gone out raising hell on many a night. He's one of those guys who likes to keep young by hanging out with the kids. Anyway, he's known about all my little money-making schemes right along and he knows how I'm sick of taking Carl's crap, sick of working for peanuts, sick of everything in this town. Even the action, broad-wise, isn't enough to make me really satisfied in Northridge. A guy like me can get broads anywhere.
The egg action, like all the others, was a little plan to make some money on the side, save up so I could go into business for myself and be my own boss so I could travel and live good. With a big, growing town like Northridge, a guy could make plenty, then hire people to run things while he did what he wanted, where he wanted. I can't understand guys like Carl, who work all their lives like slobs even after they got enough stashed away to live it up good.
Anyway, about the eggs. One of the plumbing jobs was over at the Northridge Egg Farm, on the south end of the township. I got friendly with the owner there and we worked out this deal where I would buy eggs from him wholesale and sell them to broads on the job. There's a big demand for natural, fresh food these days, you know, with ecology and all, and it seemed like a good idea. For a month or so I was doing pretty good, giving each customer of Carl's a pitch as I fixed the drain or whatever. Most of my deliveries I made after work, in the evenings. Once in a while, I'd bring a few dozen along in Carl's truck. The fact that it never got back to Carl was due to my way with women. I asked them not to mention it, and they didn't.
Well, it was OK, but there was no real money in it. Twenty cents a dozen profit is pretty good if you're selling 'em by the truckload, but I wasn't. So I gave it up. One of these days, I'll hit on a scheme that'll get me where I want to go in a hurry.
I spent the afternoon running around on various calls for Carl, but my mind wasn't on the work. It was eating at me, the feeling I wasn't going anywhere and there wasn't much I could do about it.
Then, on Friday, two things happened that changed everything. Tony and I were out at this unfinished house, putting in the pipes from the john to the septic tank. At ten, we sat down under a tree and broke into a six-pack of Miller's.
"Hey, did you hear the latest news?" Tony asked me, wiping the sweat from his fat face and rubbing it across his tee shirt.
I took a long swallow of beer. "No," I said. "Why don't you make my day complete?" I was still in a rotten mood, and Tony's boring company didn't help any.
"Well," he said, "Johnson sold his farm to the Rossetti brothers – I found out yesterday – and they're gonna start leveling and laying out roads next month."
"No shit?" I looked at him, interested now. The Rossetti brothers were the biggest developers in the area. They had been after old man Johnson to sell for years, but he was against turning his land into a huge tract of homes.
"What made him do it?" I asked.
"Don't ask me," Tony said. "But figure what it means. Shit, in a couple years from now we'll be so busy we won't know what to do." I could see the dollar signs swimming around in his fat eyes.
It was true, all right. That tract was at least a mile square. There was gonna be a lot of stopped toilets and leaky faucets instead of cows and clover.
I felt my stomach tighten up. Christ, not only were they gonna get rich fixing the plumbing, but Carl and Tony would probably get a good hunk of the installation work. There was gonna be plenty of gravy for them, all right, but what about me?
We went back inside the house. For the rest of the morning I couldn't think right. My mind was filled with schemes, anything, just so I could get up enough to go into business for myself and tap some of that action. But it was no good. By noon I hadn't come up with anything at all that would raise me a quick couple thousand. That's how much I figured it would take for office space, my own truck on time, of course – ads in the local papers, tools of the trade – I was using Carl's – and some dough left over in case things were slow at first.
After lunch, Carl sent me out Maple Hill Estates, another big tract that had been up since '67. A Mrs. Ayres was having trouble with the sink. I went out feeling depressed as hell. When I left three hours later, thanks to Mrs. Betty Ayres, I had the answer to my problem.



CHAPTER FOUR


The house was a big, ranch-style jobber, the kind with everything on one level, kitchen on one end, bedrooms on the other, and the dining and living rooms in the middle. It only took me five minutes to unclog the sink. When I got up, I noticed for the first time that Mrs. Ayres, who was sitting at a formica counter sipping coffee, was giving me that look I know so well.
"Want some coffee?" she asked.
"Sure," I said. I sat down at the counter across from her. She filled a cup for me from the nearby percolator, talking as she did.
"… so when the sink got clogged, I remembered Lois Kranz had mentioned you, that you had done a good job for hers so I called up your boss, Arlotta, and asked for you." A wicked smile had formed on her lips and she raised her eyebrows. I didn't need no ESP to know what was going on in her mind.
Damn! So my rep was spreading. I had been balling Lois Kranz on and off, but I never dreamed she'd call a friend and tell her. No wonder Carl looked at me funny when he sent me out on the job. This Ayres broad, when she asked especially for me, must've sounded horny as hell to him. She sure sounded that way to me. I looked her up and down with interest now.
She was about forty or so, and thin, with short brown hair cut shaggy, like you see on a lot of guys these days. She wasn't really good-looking, but she had little crow's-feet around her eyes and a few lines above her lips that showed she was just beginning to dry up. I know a lot of guys'll think I'm crazy, but this turns me on. I go for the seasoned stuff.
She was wearing a pair of shorts and a white blouse. I could see her bra through it. Her tits weren't big, but they were pointy and jutted out nice. I got a look at her legs when she got up fore more milk. Nice, very thin, but well-shaped. Her hips were narrow and her ass was small but compact. All in all, a nice change of pace from the big, meaty dolls I usually go for. Once in a while I like a thin woman, one who has a small pussy I have to fight my way into. Then, once in, every stroke is an effort, but worth it, as my big cock stretches the tight cunt walls.
She sat back down. "You take milk?"
I nodded. "So Mrs. Kranz liked my work," I said, sipping the coffee.
"Yes." She looked at me hard. "Lois said you're very good."
There was gonna be no beating around the bush with this babe, like with Doris Stanyon. Already her fingers were on my arm, going up and down through the hairs. I put down the coffee cup and rested my forearm on the counter, waiting to see what was next.
"You look like you'd be good," she said.
"Mrs. Ayres…"
"Betty."
"Betty. Listen, Betty, as much as I'd like to, I can't stay around. My boss has been on my tail lately, so even though you look like one hell of a roll in the hay, I gotta be going. But maybe we can get together."
She blushed, but her fingers didn't stop walking up and down my arm. "But it isn't for me," she said. She looked at me with crazy, narrowed, twinkling eyes.
"What are you talking about?" I asked. "You mean I got you figured wrong?"
"No, not exactly," she said. She leaned forward until her nose almost touched mine, and said in a loud whisper, "You turn me on, all right, baby, but right now I'm thinking you'd be just great for somebody else I know."
This I couldn't understand. I've seen a lot of things, but never a horny broad trying to fix me up with some other broad. I smiled back at her; this was getting interesting.
"Who is this party?" I asked.
"My daughter."
Daughter? I almost fell off the stool. Now I'd heard everything.
"I don't get you," I said, in a hoarse voice that reflected my uncertainty and growing excitement.
"You look like a man of the world, Pete," she said. "What would you think if I told you I have a sixteen-year-old girl – she's in her room right now – who's dying to meet you?"
I didn't know what to say. True, my cock was swelling in my pants, but other than that I didn't feel sexy. Just amazed and even shocked at this pimping mother.
"You see, Pete, she's just a young girl and I want her to learn about sex from me, in her home. I don't want her going out with some hippies and learning about it at a pot party, or something worse. So I thought that this would be the best way. And Hope – that's my daughter – agrees. She knows all about it. In fact, she's waiting right now for an answer. What do you say? Won't you help me show my little girl about life before she goes out and learns the hard way?"
A reasonable request from a concerned mother. Shit! This broad was nuts, or something. I could tell because, on top of her crazy request she was beginning to look funny, like just the thought of me fucking her kid was really turning her on. Her eyes were glazed, sort of, and her fingers were now clutching at my arm.
"She's cherry, Pete, I know you'll like her. A cute ass on her, too – looks just like I did twenty-five years ago. Come on, Pete, please. When do you think you'll have a chance like this again, to break in a cute, young girl like Hope? Do you want to meet her. I can call her in."
As nutty as she was, and her daughter too, for that matter, I suddenly stopped thinking and worrying about the state of her mind. After all, it takes all kinds. And by now my cock had won out. I was practically drunk with the strange excitement I was feeling. Busting a cherry, and with the mother looking on. God!
"OK," I said, sliding off the stool, "let's meet her. Where's your husband, by the way?"
"Don't worry about him. He doesn't get home from the city 'till seven." Her eyes went down to my crotch, which was bulging. Again, a strange, crazy look came over her. "Follow me," she said.
We went into the living room, which was large and loaded with plush furniture, a thick green carpet, and paintings of sunsets and oceans on the walls. The large picture window looked out on the street. Betty Ayres went over to it and drew the curtain.
"Hope," she called. "Hope!" Her voice had a cracking, breathless sound to it. I watched her, hoping she didn't notice how crazy I thought she was.
Then I turned to face the far end of the room. Through a wide entranceway came Hope, dressed in a tight pair of jeans and an old, man's white shirt with the tails hanging out over the pants in front and back. She was a bit taller than her mother, five-six maybe. Her face was small and had pointy features; what I could see of it was pretty. But it was all but hidden by her hair, which was parted in the middle and so bushy it hung over the front of her face and fell down her shoulders and chest.
There was more than a little resemblance between Hope and her mother. Cut off her hair and chop off an inch or two and she was the spitting image, right down to her skinny long legs. I suddenly got a picture of both of them standing naked together and my cock throbbed. By now, all thought of Carl and his anger had vanished from my mind.
Hope walked into the room and over to us, swinging her little ass and her arms like so many young girls of her age do. She walked right up to me like she was being introduced to an uncle. She looked up and smiled like a nice, innocent little girl, but there was something in her eyes that reminded me of her mother's nutty, sexy look.
"Hi," she said.
"Hope, this is Pete," Betty said. "He's going to be real nice to you, aren't you, Pete?"
"Yeah, sure," I said, looking Hope up and down. She wasn't too big in the tit department but, like her mother, hers were pointy and had an even better tilt to them. They were actually pointing up!
Well, I could describe the next fifteen minutes but the best part came after that. Let me just say that we spent a little while just talking and warming up to each other, with Betty joining right in. Finally, after Hope had told me for the third time how she wanted to be a nurse, and I said that was nice for the third time, Betty stood up impatiently.
"Well, dear, what do you think? Do you like him? Do you want Mama to start explaining things to you?"
The young girl's eyes were fixed on my crotch. She slowly nodded her head and then, suddenly, crossed her arms in front of her and pulled the shirt up over her head. She looked at me and grinned.
"Now stand up and take off your pants, dear," said Betty. The mother had sat down again, so that she was on one side of her daughter and I was on the other.
Hope stood and unzipped the side of her jeans. As she pulled them down she kept her eyes on mine.
Then she was in just her bra and panties. She had a wild body, tall and willowy and firm and brown. She stood there, smiling and blushing slightly as she took in my greedy stare. Then she glanced at her mother.
"Go on, baby," Betty Ayres said, "take off the rest."
Hope reached around and unclasped her bra. Her small tits fell forward and they were just as nice as I had imagined, erect and firm, with small, rigid brown nipples that were aimed at the ceiling.
Then her hands played over them and went down the solid length of her abdomen to the elastic of her white panties. She hooked her thumbs under at each hip and, looking me right in the eye, slowly drew them down, stopping when just a thin line of pussy hair showed and grinned at me, then bringing them all the way down to her knees. She may have had no experience but she sure knew how to strip for a guy. This little bopper was a real natural. My cock was now a big log running down my right thigh under my pants.
"OK, Hope, now come over and kneel in front of Pete. Pete, why don't you stand up?" Betty was gonna be calling the shots, I could see that. But I didn't mind. I got up off the couch and Hope got down on her haunches in front of me. Betty leaned forward on the couch so that her face was looking around my hips at my crotch.
"Hope, unzip his fly and reach inside," the mother said. Her voice was growing more and more hoarse.
Hope reached up and took hold of the zipper and slowly pulled it down. Then she slipped her fingers in and awkwardly felt around for my cock. Her fingers went through the slit in my shorts and snaked through my hair. A confused look formed on her face.
"Where… where is it?" she asked.
I took hold of her wrist and guided her hand to my thigh. Then her fingers found the thick meat of my prick. She played up and down lightly for a second or two. There was a big grin on her face, which was somewhat red.
Betty shifted impatiently in her seat. "Come on, Hope, bring it out where we can see it," she said.
So Hope grabbed hold of my rod at the base and twisted it through the two layers of cloth and then it was out, standing hard and long and thick, with a few twists of black hair peeping out of my fly, the head dark purple.
Both mother and daughter just stared and stared, Hope with her mouth open and her eyes wide, Betty with a rough breathing and whistling sound coming from her mouth.
"Oh, wow," Hope finally said, "it's so big. Are all men this big?"
"No, honey," Betty managed, "we were really lucky."
"Do… do you think it'll fit in… me?" The young girl looked at her mother with a slight fear in her eyes.
"Sure, baby, sure," Betty said. "Why, Daddy has one about as big and it's done a lot for me. Mine is no bigger than yours, you know? If there's any trouble I'll get the Vaseline. Now, why don't you play with it – no, first pull down his pants. I want to see you feel his balls, too."
I couldn't believe my ears. I was laughing inside as the young babe pulled down my pants and underpants. I stepped out of them and unbuttoned my shirt as I did. A few seconds later I was standing there, feet a yard apart, hands on my hips, stark naked except for my shoes and socks.
"Oooo, they're nice," Hope cooed, looking up at me with an unspoken question.
"Sure, go ahead," I said. "Play with them. And handle my cock too. Why don't you tell her what to do?" I was beginning to get in the swing of things. When in Rome, right? Betty was only too glad to follow my advice. She got on her knees on the floor next to Hope.
"Why don't you take his balls in your fingers, like this?" she said to her daughter. "And do this to his cock. Men like this, don't they, Pete?"
I groaned and nodded as I looked down. Betty had the fingers of one hand gently snaking all over my hanging nuts, going around and around each egg, from top to bottom and back again, sometimes bringing one finger up between them so they hung over the sides and met again under the finger, sometimes cupping them and squeezing carefully.
At the same time, she was jerking me off, pumping on my thick cock and going all the way up to the cum hole and down to the hairy base. Everytime she hit the tip she twisted her clenched fist and squeezed down like she was trying to bring up my load right then and there.
"Ah, that's terrific," I muttered, still looking down. But I was dying to have Hope get her young, innocent hands on me. "Why don't you let Hope try now?" I said.
Betty, with a look of frustration, let go of my cock and guided her daughters hands. Then Hope was going strong on me, not as good as her mother, but with a young, instinctive know-how I found really exciting. I looked down at her through droopy eyes and began to squirm around. Then it was too much and I fell back on the couch, keeping my legs spread wide. Hope lost hold for a minute but she quickly scrambled beneath my knees and continued.
Betty kneeled beside me, running her fingers all over my chest.
"She's good for a beginner, huh, Pete?"
"You know it," I said, looking at Betty out of the corner of my eyes.
Then Betty began licking my chest and nibbling my nipples, grabbing them beneath her teeth and pulling at them. Between the two of them I was getting ready to explode.
"You like the way Hope does it, huh?" Betty whispered, with a chuckle to her voice.
"I'll say," I whispered. "I'd like it even better if you showed her how to do the same thing with her tongue and lips."
The sex-crazed mother grinned and her eyes opened wide and twinkled. She jumped off the couch and joined Hope on the floor. She gave my hairy thigh a bite and made an animal sound, then turned to Hope.
"Honey, stop a minute. Mama wants to show you something."
The girl let go of my cock and balls and sagged back on her haunches. Betty squeezed in next to her and, without hesitating, grabbed hold of my cock and speared the end of my cockhead with her tongue. She did this a few times, then brought her mouth down, pressing her lips around the corona and sucking hard.
"Ahhh, terrific," I groaned, throwing my crotch forward.
"Oooh, that's dirty," Hope said. She had a hand up to her mouth; I could tell that she was interested, though, from the look in her eye.
Betty took her mouth off my cock. "No it's not, dear," she said. "Why, everybody does it. It's natural. I know you'll like it. Why don't you try it, for Mama? You don't want to seem like a selfish, inconsiderate lover, do you? Believe me, you'll do a lot better with men if you know how to suck a cock."
"Well…" Hope was blushing slightly.
"Remember when you were a little girl," Betty continued, "and you didn't want to eat your mushrooms? And Mama forced you and from then on you loved mushrooms and always asked for them? Well, this is the same thing. Come on, honey, try it for Mama."
Hope shrugged her shoulders and bent down. She cautiously brought her lips to my cock and after just rubbing the head against her closed mouth and her cheeks, her tongue came slowly out and she made a few slow, uncertain licks around the cum hole.
"That's it, that's it," Betty said, "now lick all around, like you used to when we went to the county fair and you had a candy apple."
Hope was beginning to dig it, I guess, for her lickings got firmer and bolder and wetter. She worked and washed my head around and around and from tip to corona. Her mouth must have been open because I could feel her warm, sweet breath on my head. I couldn't see now, for I had my head thrown back on the couch. My eyes were closed and I was groaning.
For the next few minutes Betty encouraged her daughter on, step by step, until my cockhead was totally planted in the young girl's wet mouth. Again, I was amazed at her skill. For a beginner she knew her stuff. Like I said, she was a natural.
Then she was going all the way on me, sucking in my thick prick until my head banged against the back of her mouth, then pulling back until the head was the only part of me in her, sucking and licking like there was no tomorrow.
"Oh, Jesus! Ahhhhh…"
In a burst of passion, I lunged up to a sitting position and, looking down on her, grabbed the back of her head with both hands and pumped her mouth. She looked up at me wide-eyed and our eyes stayed fixed for a good few seconds. There was no blushing now. In fact, I could tell she was enjoying me watching her as she sucked on my rod.
And I enjoyed watching her. Her mouth was stuffed with my thick cock. Her thin, delicate lips were stretched out around it and her clear, pale cheeks were puffing, inflating and deflating as she sucked.
I pumped in and out harder and harder, the feel of her tongue scraping my tender cockhead, egging me on. As I did, I noticed a trickle of drool oozing out of the side of her mouth. Whatever doubts she had were long gone now. I checked out Betty. She was just sitting there, watching with big eyes and licking her lips.
Then the feel was so great I fell back on the couch and groaned loudly.
"Oh, I'm gonna cum in your mouth! Oh, baby!"
Suddenly, to my horror, Betty pulled Hope off my cock. I opened my eyes in frustration.
"What the fuck – what the hell did you do that for?"
Betty looked at me. "Sorry, babe," she said. "I don't want you to cum until you bust her. Come on, Hope, get down here and spread your legs. It's time we made a woman of you."
Hope, in a kind of daze from the sucking she'd been doing, followed her mother to a coffee table. Betty motioned to it and the girl stretched out on her back, with her ass at the edge, her legs spread wide – thanks to her mother – and her feet on the rug. Her thighs were resting on the part of the table up from the corners, so she was really exposed. The table was just a bit wider than the girl.
"Pete, comere!" This middle-aged broad was almost beside herself with excitement. She trembled all over and when I reached her she grabbed my wrist and pulled me down between her daughter's legs. I was on my knees with my cock laying like a log across Hope's lightly haired, spread pussy.
She had a nice, tight cunt, young and juicy. The thin lips were parted and I could see the tender pink inner flesh swimming in young juice, and the bud of a clit above, and the small cunt hole and asshole below, two little pink openings that were waiting for my fingers and cock.
I ran my fingers over her silky, brown mound, then parted her lips even further and gently slipped a finger into her tight hole. It felt great, firm and slippery, and as I poked it, I began to tickle her little clit.
"Ooooo, that's nice…" Hope moaned. Her ass shifted around on the end of the table.
"I'm gonna bust your cherry!" I cried, in a fit of lust. "And then I'm gonna fuck the shit out of you, blood and all. It'll hurt at first, but then you'll love it."
I grabbed my big cock, still tingling from the sucking, and positioned it at her entrance. It looked too big. Christ, the damn thing was twice as thick as her hole, or so it looked. But this only got me hotter. As I began to move the head in, with Hope gripping the sides of the table and looking up at her mother with fear, Betty suddenly cried out.
"Hold it! Just a minute! Don't do anything till I get back!" And she dashed out of the living room.
I sighed and removed my cock from Hope's opening. What now, I wondered. To pass the time, I put my palms on her breasts and rolled them around, enjoying the shit out of her hard, tiny nipples.
They were so hard that they were going up like two long needles. It was like somebody had just rubbed them with ice.
"You got nice little tits," I said. "I can hardly wait to suck them."
"Will it hurt much when you cum in me?" the girl asked. Her fear made it impossible for her to enjoy my nipple-pulling.
"Maybe a little," I said, "but I'll go slow. And after it's over it'll feel so good. And from then on you'll be able to fuck and fuck with no pain at all."
Then the hot mother came running back into the room. I could hardly believe my eyes. She was pulling at her bra as she came, the rest of her clothes being off. And she had a Polaroid camera with her!
When she got to the table she put the camera down on the floor and pulled off her panties. I looked her up and down. A pretty good body for a broad her age, I thought. Firm tits like Hope's, with a bit of droop, and a hairier cunt. She grabbed up the camera and began circling us and aiming through the sighting gizmo, twisting knobs and checking the light.
After a minute of this, she said, "OK, Pete, go to it. I'm gonna take a few shots, but don't mind me."
I shook my head and snorted. She was really out of her mind. I turned my attention to Hope and brought my head back to her entrance. As I did, I heard a click; a white flash from the first bulb lit up the room.



CHAPTER FIVE


I leaned forward, putting my hands next to Hope's along the edges of the table. The swollen head of my cock slid past her stretched cunt lips, then hit her cherry and would go no further.
"Ahhh, it hurts…" Hope had her eyes closed tight. Her slim chest beat up and down as she breathed nervously; beads of sweat were gathering on her neck, chest, everywhere.
I kept right on ramming. "It'll he over soon, doll, don't worry," I whispered.
She had one hell of a tough little cherry. It held off my cock like a stone wall would a battering ram. Now my breath began coming in short gasps, and the sweat on my forehead started dripping into my eyes and falling on her chest in big drops.
"No, no, it hurts… Mama!"
The girl had her eyes open now and was staring up at Betty with a pleading look. At the same time she began to push at my chest and bounce her ass around on the end of the table. I held on for all I was worth, waiting for the break. But it wasn't coming as easily as I thought.
"Mama! Please!" Hope thrashed against me. There were tears in her eyes.
Then another flash blinded me for a second. I looked over at Betty, who was lowering the camera from her face. Holding it in one hand, she came over to us and kneeled down alongside her daughter's face.
"Mama told you it would hurt a little," Betty said, running her fingers through Hope's wild hair. "And remember, Hope, what I said about how it would be after? All women – that's right, Pete, keep on pumping – all women have to go through this, baby. Just trust Mama, OK?"
There was something about the tone of her voice, so horny, and the look on her face that made me realize that no matter what I did or how Hope suffered, this hot, middle-aged broad was gonna have her satisfaction and see Hope's cherry busted.
"I… I'll… try… oh, Mama… ohhh!" Hope stiffened and cried out in pain as I shoved my long cock against her barrier. Her hands were gripping the edges of the table again.
Suddenly, Betty was kneeling next to the end of the table. Still hanging onto the Polaroid, she grabbed hold of the base of my cock and as I plunged forward once again, she pulled my throbbing shaft and did her best to help me break through. But again, nothing. The tip of my cockhead was getting sore from all the battering. I was beginning to think I might have to break her with a finger.
"Come on, Pete, you can do it. Come on, baby! Go, go, you big stud! Break that thing! Ram that big prick up her hole!"
She was really wild now, using my cock like a piston as she squeezed its base. I shoved in and out, in and out.
"Oh Mama! Stop! Please!"
Betty let go of my cock then and jumped to her feet. She ran around in back of me, dropped the camera, and grabbed Hope's feet. The girl cried out even louder as her legs were wrapped around my hips and held there by Betty.
"Come on, Pete, break her! Do it! Do it!"
Then I felt something that sent a shudder through my body. Betty had her hand wrapped around my dangling balls and was squeezing them. As she did this, she held Hope's feet in place against my back with her other hand, and began against me with her body on every downstroke. I gasped at the first hard thrust and abrupt stop at the cherry-wall and, looking down at Hope, saw her eyes roll up in her head and the veins stand out purple on both sides of her sweaty neck.
"Owuuuuuuuuu!"
I thought the poor little broad was gonna pass out, but on the next withdrawal, she opened her eyes and gave me a look that made me hotter than ever – a sad, pleading look that had mercy written all over it. The end of my cock was sore and tingling.
Then Betty cursed and pushed me forward again.
"Come on Goddamnit!" the mother cried. "What's she got down there, granite?"
"I – I don't know if I can." I was puffing and sweating; Hope was crying and gasping. "Hang on, baby," I managed to say, "one more try."
Hope's body stiffened as I poised myself once again. This time, as I rammed my cock into the tender hole, Betty timed her push just right. She had let go of my nuts and had both hands on my ass. My cock plunged down and stopped momentarily. There was a loud snapping noise, and Hope's fine, brown bush mingled with mine. I was buried up to the hilt in her young pussy!
"Oh, it hurts!!!" She wasn't screaming now, but her body was still stiff and trembling.
The force of the thrust had sent us both sliding up the length of the long coffee table. We were both lying on it: me with my forearms on either side of her head and my toes hanging over the edge where her ass had been, Hope with her head and wild hair hanging over the far edge. Her legs were dangling apart, one over each side of the table. I had her pinned to the table with my cock like a butterfly.
Then there was another white flash. I looked up, panting. Betty was kneeling a couple of feet from our connected joints, staring greedily at what must have been quite a sight, judging from the feel. For my prick was warm and wet and a thick, slow stream was covering my balls. The dam had burst, or, I should say, had been broken.
Betty put down the camera and ran into the bedroom. While she was gone I made a move to get in a few strokes, show Hope a little unobstructed fucking. But she cried out and I was too pooped to fight her. Then Betty returned with a bunch of tissues and a jar of Vaseline. She got down next to us and slipped her hand between our groins.
"Don't get off, Pete," she said. "Just let me slip it out for a minute."
"Mama, it's all hot and burning in me," Hope whimpered.
"Don't worry, baby," Betty said. "Mama will fix everything."
I lifted my ass and remained in position over Hope. Betty dabbed around with the tissues for a few minutes, poking in and out of Hope's pussy and cleaning my prick and balls. Every time she got anywhere near her daughter, the girl groaned in pain.
Finally, Betty stood up and walked into the toilet with a bunch of bloody tissues.
"You sure flooded the place," Betty said, smiling as she came back in and took her position next to us.
"Mama, it hurts."
"Don't worry, sweetie, I'll fix you up right now." The considerate mother unscrewed the jar of Vaseline and scooped up a big gob with her fingers. She reached between us and a second later Hope was sighing with relief as her mother spread the soothing grease on.
"How's that? Better?"
"Yes… do my… lips more." Hope slowly undulated her body, wiggled her hips and moved her legs, sighing all the while.
"Here's a nice dab for your clit… and here's some for your lips… and here's some for your poor little cherry."
While Betty talked on like this, I watched Hope's face. She showed no sign of embarrassment that her mother was greasing up her torn, young pussy. She just closed her eyes and sighed contentedly as the older woman applied the stuff.
Then I felt a hand on my hard cock, pumping up and down, greasing it up until my balls churned at the smooth, tingling sensation.
Betty finally removed her hand and said, "OK, Pete, slip it to her."
I positioned the head of my cock and got it inside Hope's narrow lips just before she clamped her legs together and cried out in protest.
"No, no, it's too sore!" She gave me this pleading look again and pushed at my chest.
"Now, now," Betty said. "It's not going to hurt so very much. Stop being a little silly and let him slip it in." Betty was adjusting the camera and aiming at our connected joints.
Before Hope had a chance to think it over, I caught her off guard and thrust my loins forward. My hard cock went up her greased cunt easily and for the second time, our pubic hairs gathered together.
"Ow, it… ahhhhh." She had a grimace on her young face, but at the same time she was sighing with pleasure and beginning to run her fingers up and down the length of my arms as I held myself over her.
I began to pump in and out of her cunt easily, gently but firmly. Her little pussy was tight, the moist inner lips and walls gripping at the skin of my prick and working around my head like a hot mouth. I looked down for a second and took in the sight of that young, delicate pussy open and receiving my thick log of a cock as it went in and out.
"It feels so nice, Mama."
Mama, hell! I was the one she should've been telling. Another flash clued me that Betty was still busy taking pictures.
"I told you it would, baby," Betty said. She came over to the head of the table where we were fucking and squatted down just beyond Hope's dangling head. After taking the most recent shot out of the camera and tossing it to the couch, she turned her attention to us.
My cock action was now coming on strong. I was pumping my slick cock in and out of the young girl's spread snatch with force; her ass had begun to move up and down off the table in rhythm. She was moaning continuously now, tossing her head back and forth and twisting hunks of my back around in her fingers.
"Fuck… oh, do it, don't stop, don't stop, please!"
"She's going to be a hell of a hot broad, don't you think?" Betty looked at me and grinned as she aimed the camera. I didn't answer, but just kept on pumping. My balls were boiling now, and I felt queasy in the gut. I was on the verge of cuming; it was only a matter of seconds.
Just then Hope gave out with a high-pitched scream and threw her hips straight up. We joined and separated like this several times. Then the young girl let out another wild cry and her entire body trembled and went stiff. I felt a hot, wet flow surround my cock as her young pussy twitched and bucked up and down the length of my shaft. Her cunt was so tight and wet that it was the closest I've ever come to feeling that my prick was being devoured.
Then my swollen cockhead exploded and I came with a yell. A flash from the Polaroid lit the room. As I fell down panting on top of Hope and my cock began to shrink, I could hear Betty pulling the latest picture out of the camera.
I was sort of bushed by now and could have used a rest. Hope looked tired and dreamy as she lay beneath me, breathing more regularly. The sweat was slowly evaporating from her body. We both were in need of a breather.
But Betty was just beginning. She tossed the camera on the couch and stood over us with her hands on her hips.
"Pete, come on, get off her. I'm just dying for you to do me now."
"I don't think I can just yet," I said. I pushed myself up and staggered to my feet. My cock and balls were covered with wet, sticky fluid.
Betty leaned over her daughter and palmed her sticky bush. "Baby, you sure have a lot of young sap in you," she said, as her mature fingers felt and poked around the daughter's spread slit. "Come on, get up."
Hope sighed and slowly lifted her prone body from the table. When she was on her feet, she took a few hesitant steps toward the couch. She managed to wobble over and flopped down on her back, looking at Betty and me curiously.
"Come on, Pete, baby," Betty said. "I'm so hot." She was now in her daughter's place on the table, with her legs spread and her arms outstretched toward me.
I went over to her. "Betty, I need a little more time." I motioned down to my prick, which was shriveled and half hidden in my thick bush.
"But I want you now!" The woman began to twist on the table and spread her cunt lips around with her fingers. I noticed out of the corner of my eye that Hope was watching her mother with wide, intrigued eyes.
"Eat me, then," Betty moaned. "Suck me off, Pete, please!"
So I dropped to my knees at the end of the table and leaned my face down between her legs. She had a smallish pussy, like Hope's, but it was enlarged from years of fucking, with lips that drooped and hung apart and thicker hair.
I sniffed around for a few seconds, licking her thighs and rubbing my nose up and down the length of her pussy on both sides. As soon as my tongue touched her opening for the first time, down near the hole, she let out a passionate gurgle and threw both legs around my neck.
"Ahhhh, that's it! Oh, baby! Eat me! Lick my lips! Oh! Ahhhhh, that's it, that's it… chew my clit!!!"
I moved my tongue from side to side quickly, darting it back and forth from one corner of my open lips to the other. In a matter of seconds her entire pussy was covered with a wet layer of saliva. When my mouth found her small clit, the lips surrounded it and as I sucked it in, I washed it up and down with slower, wet tonguings.
Betty's ass was completely off the table as I worked. My hands were under her, pushing her up by the cheeks. I sucked at her wet pussy like a vacuum, bringing her right up off the table.
"I'm gonna cum! Oh, I'm gonna cum!!" This was uttered in a strange, high-pitched little voice.
I wanted to make her cum as quickly as I could, because I wasn't really in the mood yet and found the sucking fun but not really all that great. So I began to put even more suction and tongue action into what I was doing and began to shake my face back and forth so her entire upper pussy area – clit, lips and everything else – was massaged and vibrated. In just a few seconds she was dripping with her own juice, twitching all over and moaning in a language I couldn't make out.
Then she came, covering my lips and cheeks and nose with her juice. As she did, she gripped the back of my head and pushed so hard I thought for sure my head was going to pop completely into her snatch, leaving a kicking body on the outside.
When she settled back on the table and went limp, I got to my feet and sat down next to where Hope was sprawled on the couch. She took her eyes from her mother and looked at me. One of her hands came up to my face and traced along the lips and chin.
"You've got Mama's juice all over," she said, a little smile on her lips. "Do you like to do that?"
"Sure," I said. "I love eating pussy."
"Would you… do me?"
"Maybe later," I said. "I mean, I'd just love to stick my tongue in your pussy, but right now I want a little breather, OK?" She blushed and nodded.
"Pete, fuck me, Pete, please…"
This from Betty, who was looking over at me. She was still on her back with her legs hanging onto the floor. The horny woman was playing with her pussy as she pleaded. It was going to take more than eating her out to satisfy her.
I got up and stood over her. I was rested now, but my cock was still flaccid.
"I'd like to, Betty," I said, "but I'm not hard yet."
She reached up and cupped my balls in her palm. "I'll make you hard," she whispered, looking at me through half-open eyes.
"Go to it," I said. The touch of her hand on my nuts was enough to make me want to get hard again almost as much as this hot woman did.
"Pete, sit over my face," Betty said. The hair on the back of my neck uncurled at this hot request. I quickly climbed onto the table and positioned myself. I put one knee on either side of her upturned face and lowered myself until my balls were just an inch or two above her nose. She immediately had them in her hands, gently rolling them around and squeezing. I looked down just in time to see her get her first lick in.
"Jesus, that feels great!" I exclaimed. My cock rose just a bit.
"Hope, come on over here and help your mother. Suck me. Come on, doll, please?"
Hope blushed again at my words, but she got up and came over, getting down on the floor on her knees at the end of the table. I thrust my groin forward and my drooping prick flopped out at her. She took it in her hand and brought her mouth down to it.
"Lick the head," I said. "And – ahhhhhh!"
Down below, Betty had suddenly turned it on. Her tongue had become a wild, wet thing with a life of its own, swabbing my balls with saliva, rolling them around. It went from the delicate membranes of skin up near the crotch, down to the heavyweight of the nuts, and back up the other side. And all the while, snaking and darting and wetting until my balls were swollen with sensation and plastered with wet hairs.
Through half-closed eyes, I looked down at Hope. Her mother's hair was brushing against her stomach as the girl kneeled on the floor, sucking my cock. For she had it in her mouth all right, and was nibbling the head all over as her tongue lashed around the tingling corona. I thrust my loins forward and rammed my shaft, a good four inches of it, deep into her bulging mouth. Her thin lips were stretched like elastic around the thickness of my meat, and she made gulping, choking sounds as she struggled to keep herself from gagging.
"That's right, suck it!" I cried. "Lick my balls! I love it! Suck my cock!"
I was going crazy from the twin tongue-jobs. By now my cock was just as hard as it ever had been. I grabbed Betty by the ears as she licked my balls and looked down at her.
"I'm gonna fuck your cunt!" I cried. She groaned and lashed my balls even harder. I groaned again and again. I was on the verge of filling Hope's young mouth with my load.
"Pete, fuck me, fuck meee!" To my great frustration, Betty had stopped licking my nuts. She looked up at me pleadingly; I guess now that my cock was stiff, she wanted me to use it like she had asked.
"Hope, stop sucking on him!" The mother pushed at her daughter's chest and Hope went back. My stiff, purple-headed cock slid out of her mouth and twitched in midair.
"Ah, Christ," I groaned in frustration. The end of my cock was tingling and wet with Hope's saliva. I had been on the brink, only to be cheated at the last second.
I got off the table and kneeled at the end, anxious to shove my throbbing prick up Betty's cunt. It probably wouldn't be as good as Hope's inexperienced lips and tongue, but I was too hot to worry much.
I grabbed Betty's ankles – she was still sprawled on her back – and slid her down the table until her ass was resting on the edge and her cunt was sucking up against my cockhead.
"Stick it in me, oh, shove it up!" Betty wrapped her legs around my hips and started moaning before the head was in her. I parted her hairy cunt lips with my fingers and inserted my prick. Betty had a nice cunt, on the smallish side, but well-used and wet as hell for a broad her age. Some broads start getting dry and you gotta use Vaseline.
"That's it, all the way… mmmmmmmmm…"
I thrust forward and buried my prick to the hilt in her pussy. I grabbed her hips and began sliding her up and down the length of my hard cock. She helped by using her legs and digging her heels into the small of my back. After a few seconds, I was going strong, stroking in and out from the very tip of my cock to the bushy base.
"Ahhhh, you fuck so goooood… ohhhhh!"
The way she was acting, I guessed her husband wasn't paying her too much attention lately. She was one horny broad. She had her arms up over her head as she twisted around and moaned. I noticed two dark patches of stubble under her arms. I was dying to lick them, but in this position it was impossible.
My prick was fast returning to where it had been a few minutes earlier. Sharp jolts of pleasure ran up the length of it, as if the veins were carrying electric current from my balls to my bloated sponge of a head.
"I'm gonna cum in your pussy," I muttered.
"Not yet, not yet! Please! It's so nice!" Her wet pussy wasn't helping me hold back, though. It sucked up and down my pulsating cock, covering it with warm love juice and working it closer and closer.
So, to make it last, I slowed down until the stroking was slow and easy. Then I let go of her hips, leaving the pumping action up to her. I reached to her chest and began pulling her hard, brown nipples, twisting and stretching her tits in all directions. On her back, they were all flattened out, like two soft, spreading hills.
"You got nice nipples," I said, trying to get my mind off what was going on in my groin. "You like me to pull them?"
"Ummmmm… nice…"
She had a funny look on her face. Her eyes were closed as her head went back and forth, and she was biting her lower lip. She seemed to be concentrating like hell, almost thoughtful. She was taking it all in, not missing a sensation as I plugged her pussy and pulled her nipples.
"Oh, Jesus!" I cried out suddenly when five spread fingers reached around my balls and squeezed. Hope was kneeling behind me, reaching between my spread thighs. My balls had been swaying and bouncing as I fucked Betty. Now they were being rolled around in Hope's hand.
"Do you like this?" the girl asked.
"Yeah, yeah!" I said. "Don't stop!"
"Can I stick a finger up your ass?"
"Anything, anything," I said.
She kept playing with my balls as the fingers of her other hand wiggled between my cheeks and found the puckered brown hole.
"I love your hairy ass," Hope said. Then she rammed a finger up my asshole.
"Ahhhhh…" The sweat was pouring off my forehead. The girl sure had natural talent. I guess part of it was just plain liking what she was doing. Nobody that young could be so good otherwise.
As she worked on my balls and asshole, I began thrusting into Betty's cunt with the old piston action. I couldn't help it now. Whether she came or not, I was gonna cum and there was nothing I could do about it.
But then she began to cry out loudly, more like a bitch in heat than a woman, and for a few minutes it sounded like mating time at the zoo. Her nipples went stiff in my hand and small goose pimples covered her arms and legs.
"Peeeete! Fuck meeeee!" Her ass left the table and her heels dug in so deep I thought she was gonna break my spine. She grabbed the sides of the table and began bucking forward and back so hard I thought my cock would go clear through the far side of her womb. Her mouth dropped open and saliva dribbled down at one corner. Her eyes were closed tight.
Well, she was lucky she got it in, because just then I sent the first squirt of my hot cum up her cunt.
"Squeeze my balls! Fuck my ass! Ahhhhhh!" Hope did it perfectly, wringing out my balls and poking my hole till I thought I'd faint from the pleasure of it. When I fell forward on top of Betty, my face between her tits, Hope's finger slid out of my asshole and she let go of my wrinkled sacs.
Betty and I lay together panting for several minutes, our sweat mingling, the smell of her wet armpits wafting up to my nose. Finally, she half-opened her eyes and looked down at me. I was lapping up the sweat from one of her tits.
"Whew," she said. "I haven't had it like that for years. You sure know how to satisfy a horny woman."
"Yeah, I know," I said. "But you're not so bad yourself, you know what I mean?"
"Thanks, lover," she said. Then she looked past me to her daughter.
"He does it good, Mama, huh?"
"You know it, baby," Betty said. Then she looked at me again and smiled.
"What was she doing back there?"
"Hope, tell your mother what you were doing," I said. I was still enjoying this nutty relationship between Betty and her young daughter.
"Well, I squeezed his… well, you know. And I put a finger up into his…" She began to blush.
"So you squeezed his nuts and poked his asshole," Betty said. Then she let out a loud laugh. "Hell, this is no time to get shy, baby. It's a little late for that."
"I know," Hope said. "I can't help it."
I lifted myself up onto my hands and swung off the table. I could hardly stand, but managed to stagger the few steps over to the couch and throw myself down on my back.
"Christ," I moaned, "I don't know if I'll ever be able to walk again."
"You better, babe," Betty said. "'Cause if you don't walk out of here soon, my husband'll fix it so you get carried out."
"What time is it, anyway?" I asked.
"I don't know, but it's getting on," Betty said. "Three or four, I guess."
I sighed. "Well, it's been a ball, but I guess I better get going. My boss must be climbing the wall." I got up and grabbed at my clothes, which were still on the floor.
"Oh, just a minute, hon," Betty said. "Before you go, let's finish off the roll of film. There's still a few shots left."
I had forgotten all about the camera. I looked at the couch. The pictures she had taken were scattered on the far end.
"There's still three pictures. What do you say, Pete?"
"What the hell, why not? I'm late already. A few more minutes won't matter."
"OK, first I'll take one of you and Hope. Let's see…" She walked around slowly, sizing us up, figuring a good shot. Then she smiled and that horny, wicked look came over her face. She got down on the rug and stretched out on her back.
"Pete, this'll be a good one. Stand over my stomach and spread your legs. Good, that's it." She aimed up at me and twisted knobs.
"Quite a shot," I laughed.
"All cock and balls and hair," she agreed. "Too bad your cock is soft again. Oh, well. Hope, come here."
The daughter came over.
"Hope, kneel down next to Pete and reach up and handle his prick and balls, you know what I mean. And stay facing me."
I laughed out loud as Hope followed her mother's instructions. Hope kneeled and reached across my spread legs to my cock, taking it at the hairy base so that the head hung over the side of her fist. It must have been a sight from where Betty was, just three feet under my spread groin. Hope and I looked down and waited for the flash.
"OK, ready? Smile!" We both smiled and Betty snapped the shutter. I stepped over her and Hope let go of my prick and stood up. Betty rose also and after waiting a few seconds, unrolled the picture from the rest of the film and tore it off. She removed the covering, had a look, and put the pictures with the others.
"Let's have a look," I said.
"Did it come out good, Mama?" Hope asked.
"Terrific," Betty said. "But let's just off the last two and then we'll all look at them together. Hope, now you take one of Pete and me."
She handed the camera over to her daughter and looked at me. "How do you want to pose, babe?"
"I don't care," I said. "You set it up."
She stood in silence for several seconds, then looked at the coffee table and snapped her fingers.
"I got it!" she said. She went over and stretched out on the table with her ass on the end and her legs spread wide.
Then she had me stand over her face, my feet on the floor on either side of the table.
"Pete, now grab hold of the sides and lean down and suck my cunt."
I got into position, with my nose buried up her wet pussyhole and my mouth near her clit. My own parts were just over her face. Just before she took my cock in her mouth and took hold of my balls, she said, "OK, Hope, whenever you're ready."
Then she took my limp cock between her lips and in this sixty-nine position, we waited for Hope to snap the shot. The girl walked around us until she had a good angle that took in everything. Then there was another flash.
When that picture was with the others, I grabbed the camera. "How about one of you two?"
"Why not?" Betty said. "How do you want us?"
After a little thought, I set them up on the couch. I had them kneel with their legs spread wide. They were right next to one another and Betty put an arm around Hope's shoulder. Two spread pussies came into focus as I kneeled in front of them and snapped the shot.
"Stay there," I said. "I want to try something." I took the last picture from the camera as the two women waited. Then I kneeled on the floor in front of them.
"What are you up to?" Betty asked, grinning.
"You'll see," I said.
My cock was getting hard again. I was getting a strange pleasure out of seeing a mother and daughter next to one another with their tits exposed and their pussies gaping. I suddenly had an urge to feel them both at the same time. I reached up with both hands, putting one on Hope's erect young tit and the other on Betty's drooping one.
"There's really a lot of resemblance between you two, you know?" I said. "I mean, I can see you must have looked just like Hope when you were a girl."
Betty smiled and looked at Hope's chest, as Hope looked at her mother's. I could tell they were enjoying it as much as I was, having their tits played with together.
"Yeah," I continued, "the only difference is in the droop and the nipples." Betty's nipples were larger and more wrinkled, probably from the twenty-odd years of sucking and pulling she had on Hope. Where Hope's were two light-colored, puckered little nuggets, Betty's were pretty well flattened out and had that well-sucked look.
"Pete, you're too much," Betty said. Then she looked at Hope. "She's got a nice little pair, though, just like I used to have."
"Yours are still nice enough for me," I said. I brought my mouth up and sucked each nipple in, then went to Hope and did the same to her buds. Each woman thrust her chest forward in turn and Hope giggled.
"Our pussies are alike, too," Hope said, instantly blushing when we both looked at her.
"Well, I don't know about that," I said. "Let's check it out." I brought one hand to each snatch and rubbed up the hairy mounds.
"Hope doesn't have much hair yet," Betty said. "But don't worry, doll, you will. When I was your age I didn't have much either."
"I like it this way," I said. The truth was, I liked it both ways. Hope's thinly haired little snatch was nice because you could see her entire pussy, every little curve and smooth bit of skin. There's something sexy about an immature, unhairy cunt. But Betty's was good too. There's also something sexy about a mature, hairy cunt. I liked Betty's pussy, covered as it was with the thicker, well-curled tufts of dark hair. I kept on running my fingers through both mounds, looking from one to the other.
"Mama's is bigger than mine," Hope said, looking down at her mother's pussy.
"Wait'll you have a kid or two," Betty said, with a snort.
I began fingering their lips, comparing Hope's tight, firm and plump little lips with her mother's, which hung down somewhat, giving her pussy a crevice-like look. Both women had similar clits, small and pink, which I flicked both at once.
This fooling went on for some time, then I planted a long, wet, tongue-lapping kiss on each snatch. They both groaned and sighed. I got up to my feet then, and started putting on my clothes.
Betty sighed and rose from the couch. "Well, I guess all good things come to an end," she said.
"Aren't we going to see the pictures?" Hope asked.
"Oh, yeah," I said, "let's have a look."
We dressed and then sat down on the couch, with me in the middle. Betty had the Polaroid shots piled on her lap. We looked them over one at a time.
They were all pretty good, clear, and well lighted. Just looking at all that fucking and sucking began to make me horny again. It's really wild, seeing pictures of yourself fucking.
When we had all seen each picture, Betty gathered them up and winked at me.
"Hot stuff, huh?" she said.
"I'll say," I answered. "Listen, Betty, how about giving me a few of them? I'd like to have a little something to keep me warm on cold nights."
She laughed, but then shook her head. "Sorry, Pete, but I can't."
"Why not?"
"Come on, sweets, can't you figure it out?"
I honestly didn't know what she was getting at. I lit a cigarette and thought a minute. Then I told her I couldn't see no reason for her not to give me a pic or two.
"Well, I'll tell you, Pete," she said, putting a hand on my knee. "Don't take this the wrong way or anything – I mean, it's not that I don't trust you, but I just can't let these kind of pictures out of the house. You know what I mean? If anybody ever found out about this and it got back to my husband, well, I hate to think about it."
She looked at me seriously and for the first time the mood we had created over the previous hours changed.
"Hell, Betty, I wouldn't let anyone see them. You think I'd let anybody see them?"
She took my cigarette and dragged deeply, then handed it back. "I didn't say that. But what if you lost them? Or something else, I don't know what. I just can't, Pete. You don't know my husband. And then there's Hope to think about."
The young girl nodded her head gravely. "Daddy'd kill me," she said.
I shrugged my shoulders and rose, "OK," I said. "I guess I can figure how you feel. But listen, if you ever change your mind, you know how to reach me."
They walked me to the front door. Before we opened it and I left, I kissed them both.
"When am I going to see you again, Pete?" Betty asked. She had her arms around my neck and was grinding her pussy against my swelling prick.
"Anytime," I said. "Only not on company time. I can't keep coming out here when there's nothing to fix. As it is, Carl's gonna raise hell with me for staying out so long and billing you for so little."
I gave her my home number and we left it at that. I left the house and started up the truck. Christ, Carl was gonna kill me. I was really going too far and I knew it. But I was so unhappy with the job and my chances in general that I was doing things I never would have dreamed of a few months earlier. If only there was some way of getting out of the rut…
It came to me as I sat there warming up the engine. My body actually jerked and I heard myself gasp. I began to tremble slightly as my mind focused in on it. Was this it, at last? Did I finally have an idea that would really pay off?
My mind was in chaos all the way back to town, possibilities racing back and forth, in and out. By the time I pulled up in front of the office, one thing was certain: I didn't have all the details worked out, but one way or another I was going to get pictures of me and my many development women in the act, and convince them that these photos were a must for their collections. In other words, sell the pictures to them at low weekly installments.
It's called blackmail, I guess, but what the hell, a guy's gotta look out for himself in this world. Doesn't he?



CHAPTER SIX


For the next week I was in a sort of daze. All I could think about was my scheme. On several jobs together Tony asked me what was going on with me, but I always snapped back to reality just enough to get him off my back.
I had most of it figured out pretty well. I'd buy a cheap Polaroid, like Betty's, take the pictures without the broads knowing, and then threaten to expose these women to their husbands if they didn't pay off. I'd get a post office box in town and have the broads mail me what they could each week. Most of them didn't have much, but five or ten bucks each a week from five or ten broads would put me where I wanted to be within a year. Then I'd give them the pictures and they'd be free of me. I'm not unreasonable.
But the big hitch was that I hadn't figured how I was gonna get the pictures without the women knowing. I thought and thought and drew blank after blank. Then, one week to the day I first got the idea, I solved the problem. Tony and I were working out at another unfinished house. When we sat down for lunch on the hardwood floor in the living room, I started to make my move.
"Getting much lately?" I asked, between bites of my wedge.
He blushed and grinned uncomfortably. "Aw, cut it out, Pete," he said quietly.
I hated to embarrass him that way; he knew that I knew he was a loser when it came to broads. But it was for the cause.
"Listen, Tony," I said. "You know me – I don't beat around the bush. When something's on my mind I say it, right?"
"Yeah," he said, looking at me curiously.
"Well, I got a wild idea, see, but I need somebody I can trust, somebody who wants a little fun and can keep his mouth shut."
He stopped eating and scratched his fat belly. Now he looked more interested.
"What is it?" he asked.
I gave it to him then, but I changed a few of the details. I knew he'd be innocent enough to believe that I wanted to start a collection of my conquests but the women I was balling didn't go for the picture bit, so I had to take them on the sly. That's where he came in. He could take the shots from the closet in my room and the broads would never know the difference.
"Jesus!" His eyes were wide as he looked at me. "That sounds wild… but won't they see the flash?"
"No sweat," I said. "My room's got plenty light – I already got the camera and tried it out."
He ran his fingers through his thin hair. "But what are you gonna do with the pictures?"
"I don't know, make a scrapbook for my old age. I just got this wild urge to do this, Tony. You know me when it comes to sex. Anything can happen."
"Yeah!" he said, grinning. He was so caught up in the thought of seeing nude women, poor bastard, that he didn't even stop to wonder why I was asking him instead of one of my swinging buddies.
"The first broad I got lined up, she's got tits on her like this." I held my hands two feet out from my chest.
"No shit!" He took a big bite of his wedge, his big eyes staring into mine. "I know'er?" he asked between chews.
"Don't think so," I said. "Her name's Lois Kranz – she lives up in one of them new developments."
Tony swallowed and said, "When are we gonna do it?"
"Well, I figure we can take any lunch hour we feel like. We'll just go on out to my place before the women show up and get set. I was figuring on Monday, maybe, for the first go-round."
"Monday? Oh, yeah? Jesus!" He took another bite, ripping the bread and ham off the wedge. The poor bastard probably had a hardon just thinking about it.
"Yeah, it'll be a lot of laughs," I said, crumpling my beer can and reaching for my cigs. "Wait'll you see the knockers on Lois. I just hope you can control yourself long enough to get in a few clear pictures." I laughed.
"Don't worry about me," he said quickly, wiping his bare arm across his mouth. Then a puzzled look came over his face. "But what if she hears me or something? Or sees me? Does the camera make any noise?"
"A little," I said. "But look, don't sweat it, OK? I'll keep the record player on. And she won't see you either. We'll leave the closet door open just a crack. You won't have trouble – the bed's only four or five feet away."
"She got big ones, huh?" His fat eyes twinkled.
"Yeah," I said.
"How old is she?"
"Oh, thirty-some, I'd say. But she don't look it – she keeps in shape with these exercises. She's a yogi or something. Lots of times, when we go at it, she gets into these wild positions. You oughta get some hot shots, all right." I winked at him and raised my eyebrows.
"Oh, yeah? No shit!" He leaned forward.
"Yeah," I said. "The last time we did it Indian style, with me flat out on my back and her sitting on my cock. And you know what she did then?"
"What!"
"With my cock right up to the hilt in her and everything, she crossed her legs and put one foot on the opposite knee and the other foot on the other knee. She said it was a big thing, all the yogis do it that way. I forget what she called it, locus or something, but lemme tell you, it was wild. She went up and down my prick like that for half an hour."
"No shit!"
I felt sorry for Tony in a way. I mean, it must be rough never getting any and listening to other guys tell about all their wild times.
"Boy, that's really wild," Tony said. He ran his hand through his hair. "What else did she do?"
"Well, she got my cock between her tits – I was standing and she was on her knees – and jerked me off. She pressed them together and jerked them up and down against me till I shot my load all over her chest."
His mouth was hanging open now. "Christ! That's too much! Is that another thing yogis do?"
"I don't think so," I said. "But lemme tell you, it was wild. She's always coming up with something, that Lois. Yeah, you'll get an eyeful, all right."
We sat without talking for a few minutes. I could tell Tony was going nuts just thinking about it. After a while I stood up.
"Well, we got a job to do," I said. "Your old man's been on my ass all week. I don't want him to come out here and find me sitting around."
Tony hauled his big hulk up off the floor. "Pete," he said, kind of slow and nervous, "do you think – I mean, maybe could I get a little of that stuff?"
I looked at him and he blushed like crazy. I hated to say anything that would piss him off and maybe change his mind. And I really didn't want to hurt the guy either. But Lois wouldn't want nothing to do with a guy like him. She was big on health and keeping in shape and she liked strong, well-built young guys like me. One look at Tony's fat gut and she'd either run for it or laugh him out of the room.
"Do you think she'd mind, Pete? Maybe you can ask her." The horny bastard! If eyes were cockheads, his cheeks woulda been covered with cum.
"Well… I don't know, Tony. I mean, she just doesn't do it with every stranger, you know? I can ask her if you want, but don't count on anything. Anyway, you're not even there, as far as she's concerned. How am I gonna get the pictures if you're there and she knows it?"
His brow wrinkled for a minute. Then he said, "Maybe you can just tell her you want some pictures and she'll go for the idea. Then I wouldn't have to hide."
He had me. For a minute I didn't say anything. "I once tried to take some shots of her," I said, when I had an answer. "But she didn't go for it. She's gotta be careful in a small town like this, you know? She wouldn't go for it, Tony."
"Well, what if I take the shots and all and then you can ask her over the next day and introduce me?" The poor guy was almost pleading.
"Well… we'll see," I said. "I can't promise anything. Why don't we just go ahead with the plan and I'll see how things work out? OK?"
He shrugged his shoulders. "I guess so," he said.
"Let's get back to work," I said.
We went back into the bathroom and continued installing the pipes for the sink. After five minutes or so, Tony headed out the door.
"Too much beer," he said. "Be right back." A few seconds later I heard the living-room door slam.
He didn't return for ten minutes. It was the longest piss on record. I didn't say anything, though. I knew damn well what he was up to, and I felt sorry for him. Imagine, a guy in his twenties still beating off.
I used all my spare time planning and setting up the project. By Friday I had a box down at the post office and a list of the broads I was gonna tap. There was Lois and Doris Stanyon and Betty Ayres and Hope, two more I hadn't seen for a while, and a pair of nurses, Annie and Jo, who lived together above the stationery store in town. These two are a story in themselves. They're AC-DC and more than once we've had a hell of a threesome.
I used to go with Annie. It doesn't matter how I found out about her and Jo, but I did. Anyway, for a year after that we messed around a lot, but then Jo started getting jealous so we cooled it a bit. But every once in a while Annie still calls me up and Jo isn't unfriendly when I run into her around town. So they were naturals. I could get some hot pictures of them and I wouldn't even need Tony, since they weren't as cautious as the other, older broads. They were young and didn't care much about anything. But they'd care plenty about those pics, probably at least ten bucks' worth a week each.
I also had Lois lined up by Friday. When I stopped by her place she threw her arms around me and asked why I hadn't been around. She was all set to go at it then and there – said she had a new position to show me – but I reminded her that it was dangerous for me to keep hanging around with the truck outside all the time, so she agreed to come up to my place on Pine Way on Monday at noon.
Friday evening, after work, I went down to Grant's and got a few more rolls of film for the Polaroid. I had used up the film I had by experimenting and testing out the light in my room.
After I had the film, I went up to Ed's to spend a few hours drinking beer and shooting pool with some of the boys. Everybody was there, and, as usual, they spent a good part of the time bitching about their jobs, wives, you name it. When I left that evening, I was even more sure that what I was about to do was right. I wasn't about to sit still and let myself become like them, trapped, with no hope for the future. No, I had another route mapped out for my life, another trip. The tickets were bulging in my jacket pocket and said Polaroid on them.



CHAPTER SEVEN


Monday morning was hot and humid. I went out on a few jobs and headed back into town at eleven-thirty. When I pulled into the lot by the office, Tony was leaning against his Impala.
"You all set?" I asked, as I got out of the truck.
"Yeah," he said. He had a pair of shades on. I couldn't see his eyes, but I could see how excited he was. Beads of sweat covered his face; of course, the heat had a lot to do with it, but there was also an inner heat that was working on him.
"Any static from your old man?" I asked.
"New, I told him we were going to eat at your place and he said to be back by one."
"OK," I said, "let's get going. Your car or mine?"
"I don't care – Jesus, Pete, if she sees my car in the drive she'll know something's up."
I banged my palm against my hip. "Damn! I'm so anxious for a little of that yogi action I don't even know what the hell I'm doing."
We drove out to the house in my car. My folks live out on Pine Way, a lonely street up near the lake. There's nobody within a half-mile of us, which was fine as far as I was concerned. I guess you might say we had a pretty good deal compared to most of the people in town. I mean, the house had two acres and privacy and all. On the other hand, both my old man and mother have to work to keep it up. That's where they were now, as we pulled into the drive, down in White Plains working. My old man's a foreman for a construction company – the old lady works in a department store.
"We only got a few minutes," I said, as we went down to my room. The house is all on one level, with my room on the west end. At this hour, the room was flooded with light from the two large windows over the bed, one at the head and the other over the length.
"Let's see." I went quickly over to the closet, which was built into the wall opposite the end of the bed. "Let's try it on for size."
I opened the door and Tony stepped in.
"This is wild!" he exclaimed, with a nervous giggle.
"Yeah," I said, closing the door until it came to within a couple of inches of the frame. I stepped back and walked all around, checking from every angle.
"Can you see anything?" Tony asked. His voice was muffled.
"Nope, just a dark crack," I said. "Let's see if you got enough room to operate."
He came out and I handed him the camera. "You know how to work one of these things?" I asked.
"Sure," he said. "Last summer I got one on sale at Grant's."
"OK, it's loaded and ready for action. Get in the closet and take a picture of me." I stretched out on the bed.
Tony got back to his post. When I heard the loud click of the shutter a few seconds later, it reminded me to turn on the record player.
Then he came out again, fumbling with the strip of film and looking at his watch.
"Don't sweat the noise," I said. I was already whipping out a few albums, Herb Alpert and Tom Jones, and putting them on the turntable. When I had the music going, I turned to Tony. He was ripping the picture off the camera and looking at it.
"Well?" I asked.
"Take a look yourself," he said, handing over the shot with a grin on his puss.
It was perfect: clear, well-lit, everything. "Tony," I said, "you're a true artist." I crumpled up the shot and dropped it in the wastebasket.
Tony laughed nervously. "Yeah. I just hope the others come out as good."
"They will," I said, "don't worry. Just do me a favor and try not to fall out of the closet or anything. I…"
I was interrupted by the sound of a car pulling into the drive. Tony's breath caught in his throat and he made a dash for the closet, slamming the door behind him. I walked over and adjusted the size of the crack.
"Take it easy, will ya?" I said.
His voice came back soft and uneven. "OK, Pete."
Then the bell rang and I went out to let Lois in. In a few seconds I was leading her, with one arm around her thin waist, into the bedroom.
"Oh, what a nice room," she said. "It's so sunny and cheerful looking."
"Yeah, that it is," I said. We sat down on the bed.
"Music and everything," she said, bobbing her head up and down to a Tom Jones song. "Where's the drinks, Pete? I mean, did you go to all this trouble and forget the drinks?"
She smiled. I knew she was only kidding, because she didn't drink anything but orange juice and distilled water – that was the natural way, she said.
"Well," I said, going along with her joke, "I'd like to do it up proper and all, but we only got till a quarter of one. So unfortunately, you'll have to just take my music and my cock, and like it."
I threw an arm around her neck and kissed her on the mouth, squeezing one of her huge tits at the same time. A heat rose up and mixed with the humidity of the room.
"Pete, you want me to strip for you?" This was whispered in my ear.
"And how!" I said. That's what I loved about Lois. She had done a tease for me before; she had a real sexy way of thinking. In fact, she even told me that the only reason she was so big on yogi stuff was because she wanted to keep in shape for sex. The broad was in her thirties and she said she planned to screw her way into the twenty-first century.
She got up and began to do a little step to the music, shaking her ass this way and that and smiling at me as her fingers went up to the top button on her white blouse.
The thing that turned me on most about Lois was the size of her tits compared to the rest of her body. She was a tall woman, five eight or nine, and thin all over. Her tits were so big that it seemed a wonder she didn't have to walk around bent over ninety degrees at the waist.
She had long, muscular legs that I liked too. In fact, every part of her was solid, rippling muscle, from the yogi stuff. And her skin was dark olive in color, darker than most of the broads I made it with. I dug this too; it was a nice change of pace.
As for her looks, she was OK. Her eyes were round and big, dark globes surrounded in blue-white. Her mouth was big, the lips full and covering a big set of perfect teeth. Her hair was jet black and straight, hanging down to her shoulders.
My cock hardened as I watched her strip. She now had the last button undone and pulled the shirt open. Her huge breasts, enclosed in the bra, pushed their way out as she danced around. They flopped up and down and from side to side.
"Wow! I just never get tired of seeing those beautiful tits," I cried. I began pulling my clothes off.
In a few more seconds she was down to her bra and panties. I could see the thick black jungle of her snatch hair sprouting out from under the crotch material along her thighs. A good bunch also was curling along the elastic strip at the top of the panties.
Then she brought her hands around back and unclasped the bra, smiling at me all the while.
"Jesus, they're so big!" I exclaimed as the bra hit the floor. Her tits bounced around as she danced to the music. They hung way down, not drooping, but big and full and round. Two dark brown nipples the size of silver dollars looked up at me. I was dying to get one of them into my mouth.
"Take off your panties and get over here!" I said. The last of my clothes were on the floor and I fell down on the bed on my back, with my head toward the closet.
"You like these, huh?" she said, cupping her tits on the underslopes and lifting them forward.
"Come on, quit fooling around!"
She grinned and, still dancing, pulled her panties down and stepped out of them. Her bushy black cunt was wet with perspiration. Her entire body, in fact, was shining now. The room was hot as hell.
I held out my arms and she came bouncing over, falling on top of me with a giggle. She positioned herself on her forearms so that one of her warm tits hung down on my face. I grabbed the big nipple between my teeth and began sucking and nibbling. As I did, she brought her body down until my face was buried under her breast, soft waves of tit-flesh dripping over both ears.
"That's it, honey," she said softly, "chew it. Suck it like a baby."
As I did, she began lifting her upper torso and pulling and stretching her tit this way and that. She went so far up that at one point her tit was like a long, stretched-out piece of rubber, with me hanging onto the brown end with my teeth.
"Mmmmmmm, now do the other." I did the other and as I did, I remembered Tony and hoped he was getting this one.
As I continued sucking I felt around until my fingers snaked over her hairy mound and found her wet, juicy cunt lips. She had a big cunt, with fat, dripping lips to match. I worked a couple of fingers between them and began poking her hole and bringing the juice up to her clit area. She had a warm, sticky pool of juice in her hole; in just a few seconds of dipping. I had her clit and everything else wet and ready. Then I sniffed the first scent of her spicy hole as it wafted up to my nose.
"Oh, God, I'm gonna suck you dry!" I cried.
"Oh, baby!" She sunk her teeth into my sweaty shoulder and made a grab for my cock. For a few seconds she manipulated it wildly, twisting the head around and jerking her fist up and down the hard shaft.
Without saying a word, we got into position – she on her back with her face between my knees and under my cock and hanging balls, me on top with my forearms resting on either side of her hips and my mouth just over her spread cunt.
"Ahhhhhhhh!" She didn't waste any time wrapping her lips around my cockhead, and I groaned over and over. At the same time she was gently pinching my nuts between her thumb and first finger, and with the other hand, parting my asscheeks and feeling around for my hole.
"Ummmmmm," she groaned as she sucked my cock, for I now had my mouth and nose buried deep between her hairy lips. I found her hard clit and began lashing it with my tongue, taking time between lashings to swab out her entire pussy with long, wet licks.
We kept this up for several minutes, but when I felt I couldn't hold out much longer I removed my face from her snatch. No matter how hot I was to cum, I had to get a lot of positions in for Tony. So I wiped my sticky face on the sheet and said, "Lois, let up for a minute."
She took her mouth off my cock. "What is it?"
"I want you to sit on my cock now, like last time?" I said. "OK?"
"All right," she sighed. "Boy, you sure know how to fuck things up."
I guess she was frustrated because I had been eating her out real good. I stretched out on my back, again with my head down toward the closet and Tony's camera. Lois pushed her palms down on my chest and, with a lazy grin, climbed on top of my groin. Then she grabbed my cock and slid the head between her gaping cunt lips. With a grunt, she pushed forward and my prick vanished up into her hole.
"Uh – ohhh…" she murmured. I looked down and noticed that she was on her knees as she fucked my cock up and down.
"Lois, how 'bout a little locus action?"
"Mmmmm?" she asked, as she kept her eyes on our connected joints in action.
"Come on," I said, "you know, do the locus position."
"All right," she said. "And it's lotus, not locus."
I didn't care how it was pronounced, just as long as the feeling didn't change.
"God, but it's hot!" she said, as she grabbed one ankle and twisted her leg around until it rested just above the opposite knee. The sweat was running down her dark body; big, salty droplets gathered on her nipples and splashed down on my cock bush.
When she had herself in the position, with her feet on opposite knees, all twisted in the legs, she began to move up and down on my cock, using just the muscles in her hips and stomach. It was wild. There she was, sitting cross-legged on my crotch, with her cunt going up and down on my prick. She had her arms folded across her big tits.
"You like this, eh?" She gave me a twisted, passionate grin. She could tell from the look on my face how much I did like it. I don't know why exactly, maybe it's the angle, but in this position her pussy did wonders for my cock. The head was tingling and every bit of skin, from bush to tip, was numb from the warm, wet friction of her inner flesh rubbing against my own.
"Ahhhh, Jesus," I groaned, "where do you sign up to be a yogi?"
She laughed between groans. We were both huffing and puffing from the heat and the rising passion. I grabbed her by the hips and began pumping her roughly up and down the length of my long prick. She loved it.
"Oh, Pete! Oh, Peeeete!" She began pulling and pinching her dripping nipples with her fingers. She threw her head from side to side and her long black hair flew in all directions, sending little drops of sweat all over the room.
It was a pain in the ass, having to worry about Tony and the damn pictures. I was on the verge of cumin again but I forced myself to stop pumping her. I pushed down on her wet hips until she was just sitting there, with my long shaft planted deep up her cunt.
"What's the matter?" she asked, coming around and opening her eyes.
"What about that new position?"
"Now? Come on, Pete, I'm so hot to have you cum in me." She looked down at me and began going up and down my cock again. But I grabbed her and held her still.
"Come on, Lois, please? It'll just take a minute and then we'll going strong again."
She sighed and slowly lifted her feet, one at a time, from her knees. When she was kneeling again, she rose up slowly and my thick cock oozed out of her open pussy inch by inch.
"We have to do it off the bed," she said.
"OK, sure," I replied, stepping onto the floor.
"And we need a wall." She sat on the edge of the bed now, with her eyes half closed and her fingers still playing with her nipples. She spoke and acted like a woman still in a daze from a wild roll in the hay.
I walked between the end of the bed and the closet. "How 'bout here?"
"OK," she said. She stood up and came over to me, falling against me with a wet smack as her rubbery body and big tits hit my skin. We were only a couple of feet from the crack in the closet.
Lois kneeled down with her head brushing against the wall. "I thought of this the other day," she said. "I've been doing shoulder stands for years but I never connected it with sex before."
She put her head down flat on the floor and brought her legs up to her body until her entire torso, from shoulders to ass, was plastered against the wall.
"Help me up with my legs," she said. I grabbed them and lifted. After another few seconds for adjustment, she was resting on her shoulders, with the back of her head on the floor, and the rest of her body against the wall.
"Now, you bastard, making me work in this heat, come over here and stick it in." Her legs were spread wide apart, the ankles at least three feet apart on the wall. She was a wild sight, upside down as she was. Her huge tits were laying on the floor, on each side of her face.
I couldn't resist. I dropped to my knees and pulled the big nipples. When I lifted her boobs clear off the floor by those brown ends, she squealed and spread her legs even more. Her upside-down cunt looked like a hairy pyramid with a pink gash in it.
"Come on," she moaned, "stand over it and fuck me."
I got to my feet and went up against her. I spread her pussy even wider and inserted the end of my cock by getting up on my toes and guiding my prick with one hand and holding the back of her ass with the other. For a few seconds we struggled, then with a sudden inspiration she brought her ass off the wall toward me and twisted her legs around my hips. My cock slid right up her cunt and I wrapped both arms around her ass and began to pump.
"Ahhhhh, it's as good as I thought," she moaned from below. It felt good as hell to me, but I couldn't imagine how she was enjoying it, being upside down as she was, her head resting on the floor, her shoulders and back against the wall, and her hips and legs against and around me. But she was going strong, groaning and pumping away.
"You – you like it this way?" she asked, between short breaths.
"Yeah," I grunted. It was good, I gotta admit. The penetration was the best I'd had and I felt like I was really in the driver's seat, standing there with her hips in my hands and her cunt right below my eyes, going up and down my thick cock at my command.
"Uh – oh!" This time I was gonna cum in her no matter what, pictures or no pictures. My cock was tingling all over again and my head was beginning to swim.
"Oh, shit!" I cried. "If I only had two cocks I could fuck your asshole too!" It was wide open and peeping up at me, her wrinkled button, as I fucked her.
"Ohhhhhhhhh!" The suggestion really got to her. "Stick a finger up!" she cried.
As I continued to pump her up and down my cock, I let go of one of her hips and stuck my first finger up her ass, pressing it against the tight circle of pink for just a second, then plunging it in right up to the knuckle. Her hole was wet with pussy juice that was dripping all over her, so my finger went in easily.
"… it feels so gooood…" Lois was talking and groaning to herself. I began to fuck in and out of her cunt and poke her asshole in rhythm, so that when my prick was coming out of her pussy my finger was ramming up her ass, and when my cock was slamming up her cunt my finger was coming out of her ass. After a few short strokes to get in the pattern, I was going like a sonofabitch, stroking her twin holes like a machine.
"Uh! Oh! Ah! Pete! Ah! Fuck! Ahhhh!" Her fists were around my ankles now, and I thought she was gonna twist the skin clear off.
"I'm gonna fuck your cunt till you cum!" I cried. My cock was at the bursting point.
"Ahhh," Lois groaned. "Pete, stick it up my ass! Fuck my asshole! Play with my clit!"
I was crazy enough for anything at this point. I pulled my dripping finger from her asshole and my prick from her pussy, then rammed the fat cockhead between her spread ass cheeks. When I could feel her wrinkled anus against my throbbing tip, I pushed forward with all my might. My thick, long cock went up her tight, wet ass. I reached under and began flicking her clit wildly.
"Eeeeeeeee!" She let out a high-pitched wail that sounded like an air-raid siren. As I stroked in and out of her asshole she continued to wail and make grunting, slobbering sounds whenever I hit a good spot around her clit area.
"I'm gonna fill your asshole!" I cried. My balls were on fire, sending out sparks all over my body, making me weak in the knees and queasy in the stomach. If I didn't cum soon, I was gonna have the worst case of blue balls on record.
"Peeeete!" Her body stiffened and a flood of warm juice covered my fingers as I massaged her clit. Her ass jerked up and down my cock like a machine.
Then I came. My balls seemed to rise in the sacs and turn over as my cockhead gushed my milky cum up her ass. That wrinkled anus sucked every drop out of me as I went in and out. It squeezed my tip and corona like no cunt had ever done.
Just then the record went off and I heard a click and a groan from the closet. But I wasn't worried because Lois was so far gone she wouldn't have noticed it if there was a band behind the door.
When I removed my soft, dripping prick from her hole a few seconds later, she groaned and fell toward me as I stepped back. Then she was flat on her back on the floor, with her eyes glazed and her legs spread and her tits hanging over either side of her chest. I had never seen such a wet, sweaty, wiped-out broad. She looked like somebody had just dipped her in a vat of oil: her body shined all over, her large nipples looked like round splats of chocolate pudding, and her hairy pussy was matted and tangled.
After five minutes at least she managed to get to her feet. "God," she said, "I feel like I've been through the wringer. Where's the bathroom?"
She went with me out into the hall, big tits jiggling and swaying back and forth. We were both still soaked and the air was filled with the smell of evaporating sweat. Lois' hair was stuck to her head and neck, soaked through, looking like she had soaked her head in a bucket. I was still scattering drops of water from my chest and even the ends of my fingers.
She went into the john with her clothes rolled up in her hand. When I heard the water run, I went back into the bedroom. Tony had his head out of the closet; he pulled it back in when I entered, then swung the door open again when he saw I was alone.
"Where is she?" he whispered, half stepping out.
"In the john," I said, softly. I noticed a huge lump under his slacks. "How are the pics?"
He grinned and handed me one. It was a perfect shot of Lois sitting on my cock, all tits and cunt, with a clear image of her face. She could be recognized from that shot easily.
"Beautiful, beautiful," I said, staring at it happily. "Let's see some more."
He handed over a stack; one was better than the next. He had all the positions clear and perfect. The only trouble was that in some of them you couldn't see her face. But that didn't matter. In nine of the twelve she was identifiable.
"God, these are great!" I exclaimed. "You musta gone to Famous Photographer School or something."
Tony grinned. "Yeah," he said. "And lemme tell you, it wasn't easy, the way you two were going at it. I had to wait for just the right second, know what I mean?"
"Yeah," I said. "Listen, I think she's coming back. I'll get rid of her soon as I can."
Tony ducked back in the closet just before Lois came back into the room. She was dressed again and looking dry, but her face was swollen, her eyes puffy.
"It's going to take me the rest of the day to lose this," she said, pointing at her face. "I get this way if I let myself go. God! I haven't had such good climaxes since Herb and I were first married."
"Yeah, it was good, all right," I said. "Listen, I gotta get back to work soon." I was jumping into my pants.
"When are we going to get together again?" She looked at me with open desire.
"I don't know," I said. "Soon. I'll call you."
"Good. If only Herb would exercise and keep in shape, I…" She broke off, but I knew what she meant. Her husband was pushing forty; I had seen him once doing yard work; he was a short, kind of fat guy with a red nose.
When I was dressed I walked Lois out to her car. When she was behind the wheel, she looked up at me seriously.
"Call me, honey. Don't forget."
She was so anxious for me to call her. If she only knew.
"Give me a couple of days and I'll get in touch," I said.
"OK," she said. Blowing me a kiss, she dropped the shift into drive and took off. She waved and I waved back. When the car was gone, I turned and walked back into the house. Tony was waiting for me in the living room.
"Here are the shots," he said, handing them over. "Pete, when do you think you'll ask her? I sure wouldn't mind getting a little of that stuff myself."
I took the pictures and thumbed through, counting them to myself. I didn't want him sneaking off with any evidence. All twelve were there.
"Oh, pretty soon now, maybe," I said. "You gotta be patient. It's not just something I can pull off overnight."
He sighed and shrugged. I stashed the pictures in my room and we headed back to work.
"When are we gonna set up the next one?" he asked, as we drove through town.
"Oh, pretty soon now," I said. "Pretty soon."



CHAPTER EIGHT


I've always considered myself a pretty gutsy guy. I mean, there's not many guys I wouldn't stand up to in a fight and I've done a lot of brave things in my time. But now I had a new problem and for the week following the action with Lois and Tony I grew more and more uncertain.
It was just that I didn't know how to approach her with the pictures and scheme. What I mean is, I knew what I was doing was a rotten thing. I could never have even thought of it if I wasn't so unhappy and desperate to better myself.
I knew that nothing could happen; the most she would do would be to scream and cry and hate me. But that was what I dreaded: the look she was gonna give me and the disgust she'd feel for me. I mean, I may have been doing a lousy thing, but I got a conscience just the same.
So for the next week I brooded and tried to figure how I'd work it. I thought of mailing one of the pics to her with a note, but decided not to. I didn't want to take the chance of having it fall into the wrong hands – like Herb's, for instance. Then I thought of stopping by her place when Herb was at work, leaving the picture and note with her in an envelope to open after I was gone. But I dropped that; it was too chickenshit. I still had to live with myself.
After a full week of brooding and thinking and not sleeping, I called Lois and set up a meeting at her place on Tuesday afternoon. Nothing could be worse than what I had been putting myself through.
On Tuesday morning, before leaving for work, I took one of the pictures – a good, clear one of her face – and carefully cut my own face out of the shot. In case she figured I wouldn't go through with it for fear of getting myself mixed up in anything, this would let her know I meant business.
Then I slipped the photo into my wallet and went out. The morning was a total loss. I didn't get much of anything done and was glad Tony and I were on separate jobs. For the whole week, he had been pestering me about when I would set him up and so on. This morning I just wanted to be alone. When I finished up the work on this lady's stopped kitchen sink, it was twelve-fifteen and time to head for Lois'. She was probably fixing me lunch and everything. I hoped not, because her being nice would only make it harder, but knowing Lois, she was probably fixing me lunch.
When I stepped out of the truck in front of her house the sun was directly overhead, beating down like a bastard. I squashed my butt under my heel on the drive and walked slowly toward the front door. Before I was halfway there, she opened it and smiled out at me.
"You're really dragging," she said. "It's hot out, isn't it?"
"Yeah," I said.
"Well, come on in. I've got the air conditioning on and I've fixed us a nice salad and ice tea."
I almost winced at the words. She was so damn nice!
"Great," I said, half-heartedly. I went into the house.
As soon as the door was closed behind me, Lois threw her arms around my neck and started licking my ear. "Ummmm," she sighed. "We're gonna have a good lunch, aren't we?"
She pushed her big tits into my chest and writhed around against me. I took her by the shoulders and pushed her back from me.
"I, uh – I don't feel too good today," I mumbled, avoiding her eyes.
She stepped back and looked at me closely. She was wearing a pair of tight white shorts and a green halter, and was looking sexy as hell. But that was the last thing on my mind.
She ran a hand through her black hair. "What's wrong?" she asked.
"Nothing, nothing," I said. "I've been working my ass off all morning, that's all."
Then she laughed and skipped her arm through mine. "Sure," she said, leading me toward the kitchen. "And it's hot, isn't it? You'll feel better after you eat."
The kitchen was a bright, modern room filled with shining chrome and green plants. I sat down at the counter on a high stool. The Formica table already had two servings of salad and two tall glasses filled with ice.
"Just start," Lois said, "and I'll get the tea."
I didn't have any appetite but I managed to fork up a mouthful of greens as I watched her take the teapot from the stove.
"Good?" She smiled at me, flashing those big, perfect teeth, as she sat down across from where I was and poured out the tea.
"Huh? Oh, yeah, real good," I said. I forced myself to fork up a big bunch of lettuce and sliced ham and an anchovy. All I could think of was that picture in my pocket.
Lois, still smiling, dug into her bowl with the fork. "I feel great today," she said. "In fact, I've been feeling great all week, ever since we got together. Sex is wonderful, isn't it? I wish I could get Herb into shape. Then I wouldn't have to rely on you so much." She opened her mouth and chomped down on her fork.
I guess I must have had a funny look on my face, because she looked at me and quickly continued, "Not that I mind, of course. You're always welcome around these parts, honey." She winked at me and I tried to smile.
"Pete, what is the matter? You're acting very funny today."
I took a deep breath and put my fork down. "Lois," I said, this time looking her right in the eye, "let's say you were trapped somehow. I mean, in a situation you couldn't stand and there didn't seem to be any way out. Wouldn't you do anything you had to, to get out of it?"
She raised her eyebrows and looked at me closely. "I don't understand," she said. "Are you in trouble of some kind?"
"Yes, in a way," I said. "But, look, answer my question. If you were in a bad situation that was driving you nuts, wouldn't you do just about anything to escape?"
"I guess so. Pete, what is it?" She had an expression of such genuine concern that it took all I had to keep looking into her eyes.
"Well," I said. "I don't know how to explain exactly, but I feel trapped. I mean, I hate working for my boss – there's no future in it and I don't want to wind up like all the town jerks down at Ed's with years of work and boredom with nothing to show for it. Hell, I'm already pushing twenty-five and where am I? Nowhere."
She was all sympathy as she looked across the table at me. "I never knew you felt that way," she said. "You always seemed so happy and content with your lot, just another…"
The words trailed off. "Just another town jerk, with no ambition or interests other than drinking and screwing," I said.
"Pete, I…"
"No, no, it's all right, Lois. It's not your fault, thinking like that. Hell, if I were you I'd think the same thing. What am I, anyway, judging from my job and the guys I hang around with? No, it's OK, I understand. But can you understand that even though I seem like one kind of guy, deep down I'm another and this life is beginning to get to me?"
"Yes." Oh, was she ever solemn and serious and understanding. I was beginning to feel a bit better. Maybe she would understand and not mind so much after all. Right at the moment, she was stroking my forearm with her fingers.
"What do you want to do about it, Pete?"
"Well, like I was saying, wouldn't you do just about anything to get out of a situation like that?"
"Well, I don't know about anything," she said. "But, well, yes, I'd do an awful lot."
Then I had a brainstorm. "Like sleeping with me all the time," I said. "Like cheating on Herb." This was a bit strong, but it would drive home my point and maybe she wouldn't feel so used and betrayed if she realized she had used her husband in the same way, in a way. I mean, my blackmailing her was no worse than her cheating on poor Herb, was it?
At my last remark she flushed slightly and her hand froze on my arm. Then she resumed stroking. "I guess I understand what you mean," she said slowly. "But you're leading up to something, aren't you? What is it, Pete? What are you going to do?"
My heart began beating faster and I felt my skin begin to tingle all over. "Well, I want to save up enough money to go into the plumbing business myself. But it'll take too long getting the money I need through normal means. I mean, I can't save enough in less than a couple years time and then it'll be too late. The town's growing like crazy now and I want to get in on it."
"So you have a plan for raising the money in less time," she said. "And this plan is not exactly legit. Is that it?"
"Something like that," I said. My voice was cracking and I let my eyes drop momentarily. One thing, though, she was certainly making it easier for me.
"What's your plan, Pete?" she asked.
I looked right into her eyes and reached for my pocket. This was it. I found myself going through the motions mechanically, opening the wallet, slipping the picture out, and laying it in front of her on the counter. Her hand froze again. This time she removed it from my arm.
After looking at the photo for a long while, she raised her eyes and looked at me. Whatever understanding she had shown before was gone now. Her eyes were cold.
"Where was he hiding, Pete? In the closet? One of your young buddies, no doubt."
"That doesn't matter," I said. And with a burst of guts, I blurted the rest out, glad to be rid of it. "What matters is that I got eleven more just like this one and they'll stay under wraps if you just do me a favor."
"Yes." The way that word hissed out of her, you'd have thought she was a snake.
"I'm gonna be needing some money," I said, still with the nervous cracking to my voice. "Now, I know you ain't rich, so I don't expect a fortune. Just whatever amount you can manage each week. And you don't have to worry that I'll soak you because I got other women on my list. So if you can handle ten or fifteen a week until I got what I need, I'll give you the pictures back in a year or so."
Her eyes were narrow slits of hate. She pushed herself away from the counter and stood. "And if I don't?" she asked.
"Look, Lois, why be like that? I'm not asking for so much, a lousy ten or fifteen a week. Hell, you can manage that; just cut down on a six-pack here and a magazine there and you got it. And if things go the way I hope, hell, in a couple of years I'll even pay you back. Why don't you just figure it's a loan, that's all?"
She had her hands on her hips and was looking at me like I was some kind of lower life or something. "And if I don't?" she said. Her voice trembled.
"Lois, shit, don't talk like that. Why wouldn't you want to help me out? I'm not asking so much, really. Be reasonable. I mean, once I make it big you and me, we'll live it up good. I'll take you to the best places. Come on, will ya?"
"For the last time," she said. "And if I won't?"
"But why wouldn't you, Lois?" I said. "I mean, what's a lousy fifteen a week compared to all this?" I waved my arm around the room. "Do you want to give all this up? Maybe you'd have to, Lois, if Herb got a look at the pictures. I mean, from what I know about him, he's a pretty simple, old-fashioned type guy who would get real upset knowing his wife was playing around."
Once the threat was out, I felt relief. The worst was over. And I didn't feel so guilty anymore. Hell, didn't I offer to show her the best once I made it big? And I meant it, too. I liked Lois. I wasn't blackmailing her, exactly, just hitting her up for a loan.
But she didn't figure it that way. Her face was dark and mean now, and she stared at me with eyes that dripped hate.
"You sonofabitch! You dirty pig bastard mother-fucker! You…"
"Take it easy, will ya?" Christ, she was wild. I never thought Lois could talk like that; she was such a nice, even-tempered woman. I took a step around the counter and made for her, to try and calm her down but she backed away.
"Keep away from me, you prick! Get away!" She was in the corner now, with her ass against the edge of the stove.
"Lois, please, be reasonable, I…"
"You dirty snake!" she hissed in almost a whisper. "And to think I thought you were a good guy. You've got some nerve, coming around here with your sob stories. Why don't you go out and better yourself like a man? What kind of a man are you, anyway? God, how I've misjudged you! All the time we were making love I thought it was for fun and you, you dirty, filthy, unspeakable bastard, you were planning to…"
"That's not true!" I broke in hotly. "I didn't even think of this till a few weeks ago. Before then, I was loving you for yourself. Why can't you see…"
She took a step forward. "Fuck yourself! That's right, Goddamn you! Fuck yourself. You rotten bastard, oh, I can't believe…"
She burst into tears and sagged against the stove. I went to her to calm her down and make her understand, but as soon as I touched her she screamed and started swinging and scratching. I beat a retreat.
"You keep away from me!" she cried through her tears. "Don't touch me!"
"Lois," I said, "keep it down, will ya? You want the neighbors over here?"
"I don't care!" She wiped her eyes on a paper towel hanging from a roll next to the stove. "Why don't you just get the hell out of here?"
"What about our deal?" I asked.
"There's no deal!" she hollered. "Get out, get out!"
She wasn't thinking right. I knew that after she calmed down she might change her mind. So I grabbed up a pencil and slip of paper and wrote down my box number at the post office.
"I'm leaving this for you," I said, dropping the paper on the counter, "in case you change your mind. I think…"
"Get out!" she hollered again, turning her face away.
Now I was getting pissed. I had tried to be reasonable and she had no call to yell at me like that.
"Listen," I said, "think it over. I want ten a week mailed to me or I'll make sure Herb gets an eyeful, you understand? And let me tell you, I could have asked for fifteen but since we're friends, I'll let it go for ten. But don't think I won't get the pictures to your husband if I have to, I will. Think it over. You don't wanna lose everything just for a lousy ten a week. And I guarantee…"
"Get out of here! I don't want to hear it!" She glared at me.
"And I guarantee that when I get enough money saved up I'll give you the pictures or burn 'em, whatever you want."
Once that was out and finished, I turned and walked quickly through the kitchen door and through the living room. Just as I put my hand on the knob of the front door, she screamed again.
"Bastaaaaaard!"
I ducked out and made a dash for the truck. There was no telling what she'd do in her state. I wasn't in the mood for a big scene right there in the drive where all the neighbors could see and hear.
I was in a bad mood for the next few days. I got a conscience, no matter what anybody might think, and it bothered me. I mean, I was sorry Lois got that shook and, in a way, I guess I could understand. But I had to do what I had to do.
Every lunch hour I went down to the post office and checked my box. On Friday there was still nothing there and I started getting nervous. Lois was a test case; if she didn't come through, maybe the others wouldn't. Tony was pestering me like crazy to set up another session, but until I knew whether this was gonna work or not, I held him off with excuses.
By the following Monday I was really depressed. I was beginning to give up all hope. So when I opened the box and there was the envelope. I made a loud noise of glee and several people looked at me. But I didn't care.
I ran out to the truck and when I was behind the wheel, I ripped open the envelope. There was a ten dollar bill and a note inside. The note was typed; there was no date or Dear Pete, just the following:
You could have asked me for a loan. I would have managed it and we'd have kept our relationship going. Now, I don't want anything to do with you. You say you want to better yourself and become something more than the other townies. Well, I've got news for you. You're worse than the worst of any of them and no amount of money will ever change that. And to think I actually made it with you. My flesh crawls at the thought.
I didn't like it, what she said, but I was so happy at getting the money that by the time I finished opening a savings account at Chemical, I had forgotten all about her words. Before I went back to work I called Betty Ayres. She and Hope were next on my list.



CHAPTER NINE


By Labor Day, I had six broads on the list and six hundred in the bank. They were averaging out ten bucks a week each, some a little more, some less, and I was kicking in fifteen of my own to round it out to a nice seventy-five a week.
Doris Stanyon had been no trouble. She did a lot of crying at first but she came through. The worst had been Betty Ayres. I was lucky to get out of her place in one piece, the way she was cursing me and throwing things. She refused at first, so I gave her a week to think it over. When I didn't hear from her, I stopped by one Saturday morning when she and her husband were out in the yard. I made believe I was asking for directions. I just wanted an excuse to be with both of them, to remind Betty I was serious and her husband could be wised up very easily. Well, it worked. She got so pale as I chatted with Mr. Ayres on the front lawn that I thought she'd need a transfusion. Two days later I got the first payment in the mail.
The other two, Jean Donaldson and Marsha Katz, were pushovers. Of course, all the while Tony had been pestering me but I kept putting him off and he was pretty well trained. He realized he wasn't gonna be getting any through me and he'd just have to be satisfied with taking the pictures every so often.
As for me, I had run out of housewives and was scouting around for more. I figured I needed at least a hundred a week to keep on schedule; I wanted to be in business by spring.
I added twenty-five a week to the fund on the last Sunday in September.
It started at the Grange Fair. Every year, when autumn rolls around, Northridge has this big outdoor fair where all the farmers and manufacturers and private people display their wares. For three days, the field in back of the police station is filled with farm machinery, home-grown flowers and produce, livestock, booths with wheels of chance, amusement park rides, hot dog stands and a lot more. Everywhere you turn, some guy is making a pitch to play this game to help out the auxiliary police get new uniforms, or buy that chance on a new Caddy to support the volunteer fire department.
It was a perfect afternoon to be out looking at stuff. The sky was deep blue, with puffy white clouds; a good breeze was blowing and sending the colored leaves all over, and the smell of burning leaves and fresh hay blew with the wind. It was a crisp day, maybe sixty or so. I was wearing a pair of old chinos and a wind breaker, and was standing over in the parking area just behind the merry-go-round, talking to an old high school buddy, Bob Jonas.
"I'll be getting a new one next March or April," he was saying. "Of course, I'll be trading this one in then. I figure they should give me around a thousand for it."
We were talking about his '67 Chevy van. I had been walking around it, checking it out.
"Well, like I was saying, Bob, I'm gonna need a truck about then, so if this one's still in good shape, I'd pay you cash for whatever the dealer offers in trade."
"Sure, that'll be fine with me. Might as well help an old buddy out," Bob said. He was a tall, gangly guy, in the roofing line. His truck had his name on it, but that wouldn't be much trouble to change.
Just then a strong gust of wind swept across the lot, kicking up a cloud of dust and leaves. We both brought our hands up to our collars and turned our backs to the wind.
"Well, I gotta get going," Bob shouted. "Listen, I'll see you around." He climbed into the truck.
"Yeah," I said. "Don't forget, you got a customer."
I walked back into the fair grounds. Just as I was passing the ticket booth at the merry-go-round and wondering where to go, there was a knock on my back from something heavy. I turned around and there was Annie, my ex-girl, swinging her big leather bag. And with her was Jo.
"Hey, stranger," Annie said.
"Well, what do you know?" I said. "What are you two doing down here?"
"Same thing you are, I guess," Jo said, with a smile. I hadn't seen them in months and had almost forgotten about them. But now I quickly sized up the possibilities.
"How's the nursing game?" I asked. "Save any lives lately?"
"One or two," Annie said. "Listen, why don't we walk around and see what there is to see?"
So the three of us took in the fair, going from booth to booth and stopping off here and there for a ride or some eats. All the while my mind was racing. These two were perfect; if it ever got out about them they'd lose their jobs at the hospital at the least.
But, my plans aside, I was getting horny as hell as we walked around. It had been a long time since we had had a threesome and looking at them brought back old times. Before long, I was going all out, trying to scheme my way into their apartment above the stationery store.
For the next two hours I kept guiding them over to the cider booth and buying eiders for the three of us. It was plenty powerful stuff. By four o'clock, I had one girl on each arm. They were both giggling like crazy and using my shoulders for a pillow. Annie had a small, stuffed animal I had won in her hand.
"Hey, what do you say we clear out of here?" I asked, real casual.
"Where you wanna go?" Jo asked, leaning against me and bringing her extra weight down on my arm.
"I don't know," I said. "Let's just get in my car and go."
They were both for it. Ten minutes later we were cruising through town. It was deserted, everybody being at the fair. Long shadows from the dying sun gave the place a spooky look. I pulled up in the parking lot behind the stationery store. Just beyond the car was the long flight of wooden steps that led up to their apartment.
"Well, what do you know," Jo said, laughing and looking at me through blurry eyes. "We're home."
"Yeah, how 'bout that," I said. I had my arm around her broad shoulders. Annie, sitting by the door, put her hand on Jo's knee and gave me a horny grin.
"Wanna come up for a drink?" She raised her brows and motioned toward the stairs with her head.
"For old time's sake?" Jo said.
We piled out of the car, laughing and staggering. Just before we hit the stairs, I ran back to the car and unlocked the trunk. I now kept all my equipment – camera, film, and most important, the brown envelope of pictures – in the trunk. I figured it was safer than leaving them around the house where my mother might find them. I was never more glad of my choice. I had lucked out, all right. A perfect opportunity had come along and I was prepared to take advantage of it.
"Wha's that?" Annie asked, not really caring as she looked at the case.
"Oh, my camera," I said. "I don't want to leave it in the car – it cost a lot."
"No, you wouldn't wanna do that," Annie said, then burst out giggling again.
We climbed the long flight, holding onto one another. I was high, but not that high. I was faking it and now that I think about it, maybe they were too.
Then we were inside the small, dim living room. I flopped down on the sofa with a loud sigh. Annie sat down beside me.
"Be right back," Jo said.
"Just like old times," I said, putting my arm around Annie.
"Ummmm." Annie snuggled in next to me, resting her face against my armpit.
She still got me hot. Annie was a real pretty thing; she had dark hair and green eyes for starters, lots of freckles around her little nose, and a thin but perfect mouth. Her body was thin – not skinny – thin, but graceful and long like a model. Just thinking about it was getting me worked up; I was dying to take off her sweater and skirt and kiss her all over.
Then Jo came back in with a tray of drinks. She put them down on the coffee table and sat on my free side.
"You two look mighty cozy," she said. Her smile gave her away. She was still jealous of me and Annie, even though there was nothing between us anymore.
"Well, why don't you join us?" I lifted my arm. With a shrug and grin, she scrunched in under my arm.
"Now this is really like old times," I said. I looked at Jo. She wasn't pretty, but she appealed to me anyway. She was big all over, built like a football player, with broad shoulders and a pair of hips a yard wide. She had a big, drooping set of knockers, too. I could tell from the droop that there was no bra under the sweater.
I ran my hand through her short blond hair; she wore it hutch, swept back over both ears and coming together at the back of her head.
"Jo, tell Pete what happened at the show the other night." Annie passed out the drinks as she said this, still nestled up against me, reaching down for them one at a time.
I looked at Jo, who blushed. "Oh, hell, why do you make such a big thing of it?" she said.
"Jo's embarrassed," Annie said. "She protected me the other night, for the umpteenth time."
"What happened?" I asked, sipping my drink.
"We were at the movies and during intermission she went for popcorn. When she got back, there was Jack Metzger trying to pick me up."
"Yeah," Jo said, "it wasn't my fault. The bastard had his arm around her and everything – you know how docile Annie is, she wasn't even doing anything about it. So I said to him, 'Take your hand off her, numb nut, before you lose it!' And we almost got into a big fight right there in front of everybody. I was all set to deck him when the lights went back down. Imagine! I guess I really lost my head. I mean, there's no point letting the whole town know about Annie and me. But I can't help it, that's all."
She spilled the story out fast, looking at Annie most of the time. It was true love.
"She's become very jealous," Annie said. "Everywhere we go, if anybody looks at me twice, there's bound to be trouble. That's why we've been going out in other towns lately. It's better for us to party where we're not known."
"You still jealous of me?" I asked Jo.
She didn't say anything at first, then blurted, "Hell, no. You're one of the family." There was some sincerity there, but I could also feel the caution and uncertainty in her attitude.
We spent the next half-hour drinking and talking over old times. And while we did, getting drunker and drunker, our hands began wandering and pretty soon it was hard to tell who was feeling whom. Ten minutes later we were in the bedroom undressing.
"Come on, Pete." Annie held her arms up to me. She and Jo were stretched out on the bed; I was sitting on the edge looking down at them.
"Let me watch you two for a while, then I'll join you… just like we used to do it." I whispered the words and they nodded. Either Jo was too drunk to care or she didn't feel I was a threat, for she smiled up at me and spread her legs in unashamed delight.
Jo had a nice, dirty-blond triangle of cunt hair between two fat thighs and under a substantial, round gut that was topped by a large, deep belly button. Her large tits were drooping over the sides of her chest; two juicy, pink nipples sat on the ends.
I looked at Annie, so delicate next to her large lover. Annie had a small, crisp thatch of black pussy hair. She had small breasts; tiny, in fact. Her chest looked like a boy's with the exception of the nipples, two brown little points that were exactly like two raisins standing on end.
I pulled off my underpants and wrapped my fist around my cock. I wasn't going to be able to keep away from them for long. Long enough to get some pictures, though.
Already Jo and Annie had positioned themselves. The slim young nurse lay on her back with her legs spread and hanging over the bed. Her eyes were half open, looking down her chest to her cunt, which Jo was fingering as she kneeled on the floor and hovered over Annie's midsection.
The big dyke gently pried Annie's hairy cunt lips apart until I could see everything, from the small pink clit to the slippery hole that was meant for cock but often received tongue and clit instead.
"Ummmmm." Annie closed her eyes and smiled as Jo massaged her pussy. The heavy nurse was running her fingers up and down the flesh surrounding Annie's clit area, rubbing up the puffy, well-haired lips with the other hand. I guess she was saving the clit for last because she didn't touch it at all. One of the reasons I liked watching them was because it was a blast seeing how a woman made love to another woman. You can really learn how to turn on a broad this way, believe me.
"Stick your finger in me…" Annie raised her hips and her cunt spread even wider as it went up toward Jo's face. Jo slid her middle finger up Annie's cunt and started stroking in and out. On each stroke, when her finger was out for a second, I could see the slippery pussy moisture all over it.
Then Jo bent her face down and her tongue came darting out of her mouth. Still poking in and out of Annie's tender hole, she began to flick the stiff little clit, rapidly lashing her tongue back and forth from one corner of her mouth to the other. In just a few seconds Annie's clit was covered with saliva and seemed to glow and blush a deeper red than the surrounding parts of her spread pussy.
"Oh, darling, do it, do it!" Annie brought her small hands down on Jo's head and dug the fingers into her scalp, twisting the blond hair as she did. Egged on, Jo buried her face in Annie's little snatch and began sucking and chewing on her clit, twisting her face around between the pussy lips and going up and down the length. Whenever she came up for air, I got a look at her plump cheeks; her nose and mouth was covered with a slippery coating of juice.
"It feels soo good! Ahhhh!!!" Annie had her legs wrapped around Jo's neck and was jerking her forward, deeper into her wet pussy. I watched with growing desire. It was time to get the camera, and be done with it so I could join in the fun. Just as I stood, Annie opened her eyes and turned her head toward me. I was watching Jo and squeezing my big cock.
"Ohhhhh!!!" Annie let out a loud groan when she caught me watching. This always turned her on, having me watch while she was being eaten out. As I went into the living room for the Polaroid I hoped taking pictures would turn her on even more.
When I had it loaded and the flash set up, I returned to the bedroom. Now Annie had her hands under her thighs, holding her legs up and apart. Her knees were almost as high as her ears.
"I love the way you suck me," Annie sighed. Her head was to one side and her eyes were closed. Jo pressed her mouth down harder and began making loud, wet, gobbling noises. From where I stood, it looked like she was chewing on that wet, open slit. Then she started pulling her mouth away and making this loud vacuum noise, sucking out Annie's inner flesh until it looked like her pussy would be inside out if she kept it up.
"Ohhhhhh, darliiinng!" Annie rubbed her pussy around on Jo's mouth as her entire body quivered and tears began to trickle from her eyes. The big blonde spread her lover's lips even wider, if that was possible, as she licked up and down the walls of the exposed pussy.
I held the camera up to my eye and snapped the first shot. At once, Jo raised her face and turned to me.
"What's going on?" she asked in a foggy voice. Annie was oblivious to it all and just lay there twisting.
"Nothing," I said. "Just thought I'd take a few shots for laughs. We'll look them over later."
"Just so long as they don't leave this apartment," Jo said. She turned her face back to Annie's squirming pussy and planted her mouth on the clit.
Jo continued sucking Annie's pussy for a few minutes and I took another shot. Then Annie opened her eyes.
"Fuck me," she whispered, "shove that fat clit up my pussy."
Jo groaned and started licking her way up Annie's body. When she got to the chest she spent several long seconds lapping each hard nipple.
Then she was over Annie, her big, soft tits flopping down onto the slender girl's chest, the large, rubbery pink nipples pressing down over Annie's. Annie spread her legs wide and Jo brought her blond bush down. I could see her large pink clit peeping through the yellowish tangle of hair.
"Kiss me," Annie sighed.
Jo brought her fat lips down over Annie's. Their tongues darted out of their mouths and intertwined. As they kissed, Jo moved her ass around for a minute, then brought it forward in a stabbing, grinding motion.
"Mmmph – oh, it feels so nice." Annie pulled her mouth from her lover's and bit into her soft shoulder. Jo began to groan and thrust her ass forward and back even harder. I got down on my knees at the side of the bed and took a peek at those two connected pussies.
There's like watching two women go at it. I don't know why, but it really turns me on. Annie's black pussy hair ground into Jo's light thatch. Everywhere it was wet and slippery. Both girls were flooding their thighs with juice; Jo's clit, as it went in and out, shined and twinkled. I took a shot from close range, making sure to get their faces in the frame.
This time they didn't even notice it. They were both panting and kissing and rubbing their cunts together.
"I want you to cum…" This from Jo, who pumped in and out heavily. She was all sweaty now, and her big body squeaked whenever she rubbed up against Annie.
"I'm gonna, I'm gonnahhh…" Annie threw her slender arms around Jo's broad, wet back and kneaded it, grabbing hunks of pink flesh and twisting. Then she slid her palms down and slapped one on each of Jo's ass cheeks. The slim girl began squeezing them, pumping them forward and back in rhythm to Jo's fucking.
I took another shot, and another.
"Ahhhh, darling!!!" Annie started tossing her head from side to side; her face was screwed up, contorted in pleasure.
"I'm cuming! I'm – Ohhhh!" Her slender hips left the bed and she went stiff. Jo pressed forward, throwing her fat ass at Annie, huffing and puffing and thrusting her clit deep up her lover's dripping snatch.
"That's it, baby! That's it!" Jo said.
"Ahhhhhhhhhh!!!" Annie squirmed and panted underneath Jo for another minute, then went limp. She lay there with her eyes closed and a smile on her lips. Jo sat up, breathing hard, her wet tits rising and falling.
Before I could say anything, Annie opened her eyes and changed position on the bed. She turned around so that her head and shoulders hung over the foot of the bed, then, looking up at Jo, extended her arms.
"Come on, Jo, now it's your turn."
I guess they had done this many a time, for Jo walked around to the foot of the bed and took her position, without a word. She rested her big ass cheeks on Annie's tits and stood on the floor in a wide stance. In this position, Annie's face was between Jo's thighs and just under her spread cunt. Annie's head was off the bed, the rest of her body on it.
Just then Jo looked at me and blushed. Annie turned her face toward me and smiled.
"You never saw us do this, Pete, did you?" she said.
"No," I said, in a husky voice. "Go on… don't mind me."
Jo, with a smile and still pink-faced, looked down at her lover. She took the back of her head in her hands and brought it up closer to her spread pussy. As she did, she began to squat down lower and lower. Her spread lips and Annie's open mouth were now almost touching.
"I'm gonna make you cum like you did me," Annie murmured. Then her mouth lips touched Jo's cunt lips and both women groaned, Jo with the greater passion.
"Suck me all over," she said, bringing her large hulk down even more. Her knees were now pointing out at extreme angles from each other and her fat, hairy pussy was split wide open and plastered over Annie's mouth and nose. Annie's arms were pinned down somewhat by Jo's ass, but she still managed to get her hands on those fat globes and squeeze them as she sucked.
"That's right, it's sooo good!!" Jo was beginning to squirm, her large tits swaying. Her fingers dug into the back of Annie's head as she pushed it up into her gaping cunt. The plump, long outer lips now covered Annie's face to the ears. Her nose, lips, cheeks, chin – everything – was hidden in the hairy pink gash.
"Oooooooo, you suck so gooood!!" Big Jo's forehead was all wrinkled in concentration and her eyes were closed. She had her head thrown back as she squatted on Annie's face. All I could see between her legs was the upper fringe of her bush. Below it was Annie's closed eyes and lower still, more hair and a buried face.
"Eat it! Oh, darling…" Jo began getting worked up. She started grinding her pussy around and using her hands to move Annie's face up and down the length of her cunt. The thin girl chewed and licked and sucked mightily, pressing her face deep into her partner's large crack.
I took another few shots and they went unnoticed. I think I could have set off a stick of dynamite and they wouldn't have noticed.
I was getting anxious to join in the fun, so as Jo had her pussy sucked, I finished off the roll of film.
When I had all the shots in hand, I slipped three of them into my pants pocket and hung the pants back over the chair. I figured they'd never notice a few pictures missing. If I tried to openly leave with any they would have made too much of a stink.
They didn't even know I was alive anymore, so I had no trouble doing all this. When I finished and the nine remaining shots were on the night table, I sat down on the edge of the bed next to where Jo was, and watched her and Annie go at it.
Annie was now concentrating on Jo's fat clit. She had her lips around it, tongue-lapping it and nibbling. Her face wasn't so buried now and I could see how covered it was with Jo's thick love juice.
"I love your tongue on my clit," Jo whispered. Her heavy thighs trembled and the vibration went all the way up to her big, sagging tits. I noticed that her pink nipples were becoming stiff, the juicy, round tips getting larger and harder.
Then her entire body suddenly began to shake. "Ah, God, I'm cuming! Suck it! Suck me dry!" Jo pushed Annie's face up her snatch again and shoved her bushy cunt up and down, thrusting her ass forward and back in sharp, repeated jerks. It was all Annie could do to keep her mouth on Jo's stiff bud.
I watched and stroked my cock. The head of it felt tender and bloated; I was dying to get in there and make it a threesome.
"Suck ahhhhh!!!" Jo started cuming with great passion. Squatting over Annie's face like a madwoman and pushing her open pussy down and grinding it around, she gushed her juice into her lover's mouth and over her nose and cheeks. When her passion subsided and she stood and hobbled a few steps, her thighs were covered with slippery love juice, as was Annie's face.
"Oh, Mama!" Jo exclaimed, falling onto the bed. She lay there panting, one of her big tits sagging over her chest and rubbing against my hip.
Annie remained flat on her back with her head hanging over the side. "Pete?" she said.
"Yeah?"
"Pete, you never saw us do that before."
"No," I said. "I guess you two have really gone at it since my time."
"We're in love," Jo said, looking up at me. Her head was at my end of the bed; Annie lay next to her, with her head at the other end.
"Yeah, I can see that, all right," I said. "But I hope you got a little feeling for me left."
Jo took the hint and rubbed my cock. "Sure we do," she said. "Just let me catch my breath."
So for the next few minutes we just sat around. I passed out the pictures and we all had a good time looking at them. Jo kept her hand on my cock all the while and Annie lightly stroked my leg. When we finished with them, Jo gathered them up and put them in the night-table drawer.
"We just can't take any chances," she said. "I'm sorry we can't let you have any, but you understand, don't you?"
"Oh, sure," I said. "You wouldn't want them to fall into the wrong hands."
She came down the bed and put her head on my thigh. Still holding my cock, she brought it to her lips and kissed the cockhead.
"I knew you'd understand," she said.
"Kiss it again," I said. I had my hand against the back of Jo's blond head and I nudged her forward. She brought her lips to me and opened them wide. My cock slipped into her mouth and she began to suck and tickle the end with her tongue.
Annie sat tip and crawled over on her hands and knees, stopping when her face was just above Jo's.
"What should I do?" she asked, and she put one of her hands on my knee.
"I'll think of something," I said. Already, my hips were moving in rhythm, thrusting my long cock deep into Jo's mouth. It was wet all over from her saliva. Annie and I watched it go in and out, me groaning, Annie with a faint smile on her lips.
"It feels good, I bet," she said. "Jo really knows how to use her mouth."
"Yeah," I answered. It felt better than good. I felt for Jo's big tits and found them wet and slippery. I squeezed the pink nipples as she sucked me off. She was on her side, with her face still resting on my thigh. I ran my hand from her tits down her big gut and over her bush. It was warm end sticky and felt good as I pried the lips apart and slipped around inside.
"What about me?" Annie looked almost hurt.
"Go get the dildo," Jo said, pulling her mouth off my cock. Annie went over to a closet and came back to the bed with a large rubber cock attached to a belt.
"What the…"
Jo interrupted me. "You ever seen one of these?"
"Only ads," I said. "You use it on each other?"
"I'll tell you the truth, Pete, it's better than cock." Jo looked at me and nodded her head. "Isn't it, Annie?"
"Yes," Annie said. "It feels just like cock but it lasts much longer. We've gone for hours…" She broke off, blushing.
The three of us now sat at the edge of the bed, me in the middle. I had the device in my hand. All it was was a long, hard rubber prick with the base attached to a rubber belt. I put the cock next to mine; it was about as long, but somewhat less thick.
Jo leaned over and put her mouth to my ear. "You ever been fucked up the ass?" she asked.
"What, me? No!" I was slightly shocked, but I gotta say that the idea sort of turned me on. The most I ever had up my ass was a finger. I wondered what it would feel like.
"We do it like that," Annie said. She looked at me, half blushing.
"You'll love it, Pete," Jo said. "You wanna try it?"
"It won't hurt?" I asked, still not sure.
"Hell, no!" Jo said. "Maybe just a little, but once it gets going you'll love it."
"Come on, Pete," Annie said. "Jo does it so good. And I'll take care of you here while she does it." She took hold of my cock and squeezed.
Well, I ask you, what could I do but say yes? Jo stood up and strapped the belt around her hips. After a few seconds of fiddling, she had the cock right over her bushy mound. She pulled the strap tight and notched it. Then she put her hands on her hips and took a few steps back and forth.
"Wild, huh?" she said.
"I'll say! Jesus!" What a sight she was, a big, meaty dyke with a fat ass, two drooping tits, and a rubber cock coming out from where her clit should have been.
I couldn't resist. I reached out, grabbed the head of the prick, pulled, and let it snap back.
"Ow! Why, you sonofabitch, you can't get away with that! Get him, Annie!"
The two of them jumped me, laughing and giggling as I shouted for mercy. We struggled around for several minutes. I enjoyed the shit out of it. Finally, I let Jo flop down on top of me and throw her meaty arms around my body. I was flat on my stomach and she was right on top, with the rubber pecker smacking against my hip.
"I'm gonna ream your hole!" she said, hoarsely. "I'll teach you to snap my wang!"
"Ah, shit!" I cried. "You ain't gonna ream shit!" I put up a bit of a struggle, but not enough to stop her. It was fun, in a weird way, making believe I was at her mercy.
"Annie, sit on his head! Hold him down!"
"OK," Annie said, with a giggle. She jumped on top of me and her ass pushed my face into the sheet. Then I felt Jo push my legs and pull my hips around until I was kneeling with my rear up in the air. She forced my knees apart and then gave my balls a good squeezing.
"Now, if you know what's good for you, you'll stay like that!" She got off the bed and went to the night table.
"All right, master," I said, twisting my face so I could talk. Annie's rump was keeping me down pretty well.
When she came back, I heard a jar unscrew; she stood on the floor at the end of the bed. My ass cheeks were spread wide for her, right there at the edge.
"Ahhhhh! Holy Christ!" Two of Jo's fingers were up my rectum to the hilt!
"Ha, ha, that's nothing," she yelled. "Wait'll you feel what I got next." She twisted her fingers around and pushed them in and out. My hole became slippery, sticky-wet from whatever goo she was greasing me with.
I groaned in pleasure. Now that I was lubed, it felt downright good!
"You like it, Pete?" Annie looked down at my face, which was still pressed to the bed by her ass.
"Yeah," I grunted. "Hey, grease up the cock, too, OK?"
"Which one," Jo asked, "yours or mine?" She let out a loud guffaw and rammed her fingers deep up my passage.
"Oh! Yours," I said.
"OK, don't worry about a thing." Then I felt her hands on my cheeks, spreading them even wider, if that were possible. The hard, rubber head slid in, banging against my rectum.
"Just take it easy," I said. I was feeling slightly panicky.
"Sure, don't worry," Jo said. And then she shoved that long, hard cock up my ass all the way and her legs slammed against the end of the bed.
"Ahhhh, Christ! Take it easy, will ya!"
What a feeling. It felt good, in a new, strange way. The shaft had my insides stretched out and burning, yet tingling at the same time. As she pulled back and rammed forward again, my tight rectum expanded and felt stimulated and massaged. I threw my ass higher and groaned, wondering if this was the way it felt for a girl to have her cunt fucked.
"You like having your asshole plugged?" Jo asked this in a breathless voice as she worked the rod in and out of me.
"Uh – yeah, it's – ahhh – it's wild – ohhhh!!!" I was dying to cum, to shoot my load while all this was happening.
"Annie," I said. "Annie, suck – ohhh – suck me – uhhh… off."
Annie climbed off my face and, lying on her back, wiggled her way under the bridge formed by my back, ass, and legs. Then she raised herself up on her forearms and took my cockhead into her mouth. She bit down gently around the corona and started licking the tip.
"That's it, that's right, lick it, suck… ahhhhhh!" She had to hold on like anything, for Jo was beginning to pound in and out with a frenzy. I suddenly noticed the mirror over the bureau against a wall across the room. There, in the reflection, I could see a side view of everything!
And what a wild sight it was, seeing Jo standing at the end of the bed, throwing her big hips forward and back, shaking and sweating all over. She had a crazy look now, like she was getting some sadistic pleasure out of it.
As for my image, there I was, ass in the air with that tool going in and out, head flat on the sheet, with Annie under me sucking my cock.
"This is wild!" I groaned. I was beginning to suck in air, gasping for breath as my cock was sucked closer to cuming and my hole was rammed by that hot rubber. It was hotter than hell now, from friction I guess.
"I'm gonna ram this thing out your mouth!" Jo was holding onto my hips, pulling and pushing as she fucked.
"Whaaaa…" was all I could say. I kept my eyes glued to that mirror; I wanted to see it all, especially when I shot my load in Annie's mouth.
"You like it, Pete? You like having your hole fucked and your cock sucked?"
I just grunted. Jo was having the time of her life, I guess. From her expression in the mirror, it was hard to say just what she was feeling – half anger and half pleasure, perhaps. She did like me, but she didn't like men. So it was a case of mixed emotions for her.
But there was no confusion for me. I loved it one-hundred percent. Now I could understand why some people are so big on enemas.
"Uh! Oh! I – uh – I'm gonna cum! I'm gonna – ahhhhhhhhh!!!"
My heated cock head could hold out no longer. It was set slippery from Annie's saliva, so sensitive all over from her lickings, that when I shot my cum into her mouth it felt like a thousand tiny mouths were all over it, nibbling.
"Suck it up! Swallow it! Every drop! Ohhhh!!!"
When my prick was hanging limp and Annie wiped some flecks of cum from her chin and slid out, I pulled myself forward and fell flat on the bed. The rubber cock came out like a long turd and my stretched rectum closed. Jo held onto my hips for a second, then let go.
"Boy, you sure are easy to make cum," she said, with some annoyance to her voice. "I was just getting going and you poop out on me."
"Don't blame me," I sighed. "It was her doing, her and that mouth." Annie smiled and blushed.
"She's the best," Jo said. She unstrapped the rubber belt and threw it down on the bed. "Just so long's she saves it for me, that's all."
The two girls exchanged knowing looks.
"Don't sweat it, Jo," I said. "This was just for old time's sake, remember?" I put my hands behind my head and looked up at her.
"Yeah, I remember," she said. "I just hope you don't decide to come back for more, now that you remember how good it was in the old times."
I laughed and told her again that she didn't have to worry. Hell, they didn't know it now but in a short while they were gonna see red at the thought of me. No, there was no chance of us ever making it again.
"Well," I said, "I guess I oughta be going. I gotta get home and get ready for work. Tomorrow's Monday, you know."
"Yeah, we gotta be at the hospital at eight," Jo said.
"It's been great seeing you again, Pete," Annie said. "Why don't you stop over once in a while?"
"Why not?" I said. "If it's all right with Jo."
"It's all right with me," she said. "Just don't make it a habit."
We got dressed and said our good-byes. Then I went down to my car. It was a chilly evening, with a wind and leaves blowing all over. I turned up the heater on the way home, and thought about my next step.
I just hadn't the heart to spring my trap on them right after such a good reunion. It wasn't right. What I would do, though, was drop in for supper during the week and lay it on the line. This would be the hardest showdown yet, but it had to be done. And with winter coming on, there wasn't all that much time till spring and the breaking of ground for all them new houses.



CHAPTER TEN


I don't want to go into all the gory details of what happened when I lowered the boom on Jo and Annie. Let me just say that after a big scene they came through, kicking in twelve-fifty each and sending it in the mail.
So now I was up to a hundred a week, counting the fifteen I was saving of my own money.
It felt great, seeing the bank book get fatter and fatter. Already I could see myself set up in a plush office with a fleet of trucks, each one with a CB radio in it and me giving orders from a mike at my desk.
Carl continued to ride my ass and I guess I couldn't blame him. I was so busy keeping track of my new sideline that I fucked up on the job more than once. As for Tony, he gave up all hope of ever taking any more pictures. All he ever heard from me was no and when he asked why, I told him I was tired of having all these broads calling me and I needed a rest.
The first snow came the weekend before Thanksgiving. That Monday, with a couple of inches on the ground, I went into Ed's for lunch after finishing up a snake job for this broad. I took off my coat and stomped my boots on the floor, then took a stool. The place was empty except for me and Ed, who had a beer set up before I even hit the seat.
"How goes it?" he asked.
"Damn snow's been slowing me up some – went into a skid coming down offa Cherry Hill. Some shit, huh?"
"Yeah," Ed agreed. "Had to get salt for the front this morning. This is the first year I can recall spreading it before December."
"Yeah," I said. "Listen, what's good today?"
"Well, I got a roast beef just out of the oven."
"Sounds good," I said. "Lemme have it on a wedge. And a side of macaroni salad."
"Right." He pushed through the door to the kitchen.
Halfway through the wedge Tony came in, blowing and snorting and beating his arms against his chest.
"It's colder than a witch's tit out there," he said. He hung his coat and sat down next to me. After putting in his order with Ed, he turned to me.
"I got a message for you," he said. "This broad just called the old man and asked him to send you out on a job at her place."
"Oh, yeah?" I said, wiping my mouth and looking at him. "Who was it?" I didn't like the sound of this; Carl didn't go for women calling up and asking for me by name.
"I don't know," he said. "A Mrs. Greer. Ever heard of her? I never did."
He gave me this shit-eating grin like he figured I had a new one lined up. But I didn't have any idea who the hell she was.
"Carl pissed?" I asked.
"Yeah, a little," Tony said. "But he says for you to get out there after lunch. Here's the slip." He pulled it out of his hip pocket and handed it to me.
So, right after lunch I headed out to see Mrs. Greer, whoever she was. She lived down in the southernmost part of the township, an area of woods and narrow, winding roads and few houses. If there was any part of town that was exclusive, this was it.
When I turned onto Quaker Church Road and passed the old gray building and graveyard, I could see that the town hadn't been up here yet with the plows. Two inches of crusty snow covered the winding road. So I took it slow and thought about just who this mystery woman could be.
She was obviously somebody I didn't know. But she knew me, or of me. Maybe she heard of me from some other broad. That was possible. I have a pretty big name with a lot of broads in Northridge and one of them might have put this Greer woman onto a good thing. But most of the women were now on my list, so it wasn't likely they'd let a friend fall into the same trap.
By the time I pulled into the broad's driveway, I had given up; I'd know in just a few minutes, so there was no point driving myself nuts.
Whoever she was, she lived in some fancy house. The drive curved through pine trees for a quarter of a mile before I saw the big, long building off to the left. It was two or three stories high, with plenty of windows and doors, and seemed to stretch at least fifty yards. And there were chimneys up the ass, sending up smoke into the gray sky. The place looked like a big ship on a sea of white, surrounded as it was by acres of snow-covered lawn.
I pulled up in front of the main door, a big thing seven feet high that looked like it was made for holding off Indians, and banged the heavy brass knocker. I waited for a minute in the cold, my breath making clouds in the air. Then the door opened and I almost dropped when I saw what was standing there.
"Pete Novak? Come ins please."
I stepped into the place, unable to unglue my eyes from her. This was the most beautiful doll I'd ever seen. One look and you could tell she musta been an actress or model or something. She was so out of place in a town like Northridge. I mean, sure, there's a lot of Grade A stuff around here – I oughta know since I've banged a lot of it. But the broads I know are beautiful in an average, housewife way, if you know what I mean. They're attractive, but not perfect.
That's what this Mrs. Greer was like. My balls ached just looking at her. She stood about five-eight and had long, straight blond hair, very blond. Her face was beautiful, with every feature like something out of a beauty school. Perfect eyebrows, full, sexy mouth, high cheekbones, a strong chin with a bit of a cleft, a long, slender neck, and two of the biggest, bluest eyes I've ever seen.
From the neck down, she was even better, if that's possible. What a body! Big, firm tits, a narrow waist, big hips and two golden legs, long and smooth and plump in the right places. She was wearing a plaid miniskirt, a cream colored heavy sweater, and a pair of brown pointy shoes. And around her neck was this chain with a shiny black stone resting between her big tits.
"Pete. Pete?"
"Oh, yeah. Sorry. I guess I was staring, but you must be used to that."
She flashed me this big smile and led the way into a huge room, filled with plush furniture and fancy paintings, the works. We took a seat on a big sofa in front of the fire.
"Would you like something to drink?" she asked, still smiling at me.
This was the damnedest thing. Here I was, a plumber to fix the pipes, and she was offering me a drink! I was too bowled over to do anything but go along with her. She had some reason for all this and would get to it in time.
"Sure," I said. "Scotch if you got it. On the rocks."
She got up and went over to the fireplace. She pressed this button on the wall and my eyes almost popped out of my head. The bricks above the mantle started sliding up into the ceiling. It was a fake. As they went up into the ceiling, this shelf of booze and glasses and a small sink and freezer came down and out, resting on the mantle.
"Geez!" I said. "What movie'd you get that from?"
She laughed and began mixing the drinks. "My husband goes in for things like this."
"Oh, yeah?" I wondered what line her husband was in.
She came back and handed me my Scotch. When we were both sitting and sipping and looking at the fire, she stretched an arm along the top of the sofa and turned to me.
"Well, I guess you're wondering how I got your name and why I called you."
"I guess you might say that." My cock was throbbing as I looked at her. What tits! What a face!
"I'll come right to the point, then," she said. "Now, I know this is going to sound strange to you, a bit unbelievable, but hear me out. You see, in the world I'm part of, things happen that you might think of as rather unusual, even shocking, but they happen nevertheless."
This bugged me. "Yeah," I said, "I'm just a small-town square, but I'll try and follow you."
She leaned toward me and put her hand on mine. "I'm sorry. I didn't mean it that way. If I thought that about you, I wouldn't have even called." She squeezed my hand and then drew hers back. Just her touch was enough to make me forgive her anything; if my balls could talk, they woulda shouted "Baby, baby!"
"Sure, sure, that's OK," I said. "Go on with what you were saying." I edged toward her a little; I don't think I was ever so intrigued in my life.
"OK, I'll lay it on the line, Pete. I've got a friend here – I don't want to mention her name just now – who told me about you, oh, a good six months ago. We weren't up here then; we just took the house last month. Anyway, when I told this friend we were thinking of buying the house and moving up from New York she was excited and wanted to do anything to convince us it was the right move. We weren't quite sure, my husband and I, since we're used to the city and all the… well, activities."
"What kind of activities?" I asked.
She looked me right in the eye. "Swinging activities, Pete," she said. "We're swingers. Does that shock you?"
I swallowed. "Me? Hell, no. I've done some swinging in my time."
"I know," she said, "and that's why I called you. You see, this friend of mine just happened to drop your name. She was trying to convince us to move up and she used you to point out that things were happening up here. She didn't really make a big issue of it, just said in passing that there was one hell of a guy she knew that could show us city slickers a few things."
I guess I blushed then, for my face felt like you could use it to ignite paper. She smiled at me.
"Sandy's my name, by the way. Does it sound too much to believe so far?"
"I don't know," I said. "It is wild, but like you said, there's a lot of wild things in the world today." I couldn't help but believe her. Imagine, somebody clued this doll in to the fact that I was big-time action!
"Anyway," she continued, "now that we're here we want to start making contacts and we figured you could help us. And, Pete, my friend wasn't wrong about you." She put her hand on mine again and looked me up and down. I'm sure she saw my cock lump at the crotch of my jeans.
I was feeling crazy-dirty and was dying to jump on her right then and there. By way of keeping myself under control, I started talking fast.
"I don't understand a few things," I said. "Who's your husband and what's his line? And another thing. If you're making it in the city why do you need to get with the action up here? I mean, can't you bring your friends up and go down there?"
"Sure we can and we will," she said. "But let's face it, New York is over an hour away, two if you count parking and all the other hassles. Sure, we'll still hit the city, but we also want some action close by." She leaned toward me and grinned real sexy. "We like it and we like it all the time. We can't rely on friends fifty miles away."
My balls churned. Christ, what a hot, beautiful broad. And what a sexy voice! She was talking me into a weak ball of passion, and if she kept it up I was sure I was gonna start melting right there on the couch.
"What about your husband?" I whispered, my voice cracking.
She leaned even closer and I got a strong whiff of some great perfume. "He's a TV director," she said. "Commercials. Maybe you've seen some of his work – that's how we met, by the way. I'm an actress. There's one on now that you might have seen, for House of Paris Bath Oil Beads, with me in the tub rubbing myself and smiling while the announcer gives the pitch. Have you seen it?"
"No," I said, "I don't watch TV much. But I will from now on, all right."
She laughed and it sounded beautiful and sexy, high-pitched and musical and animal, like lusty bells.
"Listen," I said, "why'd you ever leave the city, anyway?"
"Oh, it was getting too rough down there," she said. "All the crowding and crime and noise. There was no need to stay there. My agent does all the running around for me and all I have to do is make a trip in once in a while when there's a job. That's where Dave is now, filming a commercial. Another reason we moved up here is that Dave has a lot of money saved and he wants to live for a year or more where it's quiet and do writing and thinking. He's trying to get out of the commercial end of things and break into real movie-making. He's got a great idea for a script."
"Oh," I said. I was getting more excited by the minute. I was gonna be running with some fast company if my luck held out.
Then Sandy freshened our drinks and sat back down, this time closer to me. I could feel her long silk strands of hair rubbing against my forearm, that's how close she was.
"Pete, what are you doing tonight?" She said this in a soft, sexy tone that hinted of fun.
"Nothing much," I said. "Why?"
"Dave is coming up from New York with a good friend of ours and I'd like her to meet you. We've made it together, the three of us, plenty of times. I think she'd like you." Sandy's eyebrows arched up and her blue eyes twinkled as she looked at me.
I took a gulp of the drink. "If she looks anything like you, you don't have to ask me twice," I said.
Then my cock jerked in my pants. Sandy had a hand on my knee, her long, manicured fingers squeezing gently.
"Thank you," she said. "I'm sure you'll find her more than adequate. And I'll tell you something else…"
"Yes, yes!"
"You won't be only with her. We're swingers, remember? Swingers and swappers." Her fingers slowly moved up my leg until they rested on my thigh, just under the long bulge of my cock. I was dying to grab her and rip her clothes off but something held me back. She was so beautiful and classy, I gotta admit I felt a bit out of my league.
But she pressed her hand over my cock then and I leaned her face to mine, planting those heavenly lips on my mouth. After a long kiss, she pulled back and took her hand from my throbbing cock.
"That's just a sample," she whispered. "Can you come by at eight?"
"Yeah," I said. I was red in the face from the glory of it all. I always knew I was a sharp young stud, but to turn on a classy doll like this? I never dreamed it would happen, yet here I was, drinking and kissing this Sandy, an actress! And she had her hand on my cock!
Then she got up and took our empty glasses to the bar. She pressed the button and the thing went back into the wall.
"Well, I've got some things to do," she said. "So I'll see you at eight, all right?"
I got up to leave. "Eight," I said. She showed me to the door and the last thing I noticed as she closed it was that her expression changed. It went blank at the last second, when she thought I was no longer looking. I didn't think about it then, because I was worried about what I was gonna tell Carl. All this time and no money.
When I think about this meeting now, I kick myself over and over for being so stupid. Only a jerk could of fallen for it. I mean, what a wild, unbelievable story she gave me. But I'm like most guys; when a beautiful doll like Sandy tells you things about yourself and acts like she thinks you're hot stuff, you want to believe her and you do believe her.
I drove back to town with my head in the clouds.



CHAPTER ELEVEN


At eight sharp I was back, pulling up in front of the big house. My cock was hard before I even knocked. Just thinking about what I was in for had kept it hard all afternoon and into the evening. Now, as I waited, all I could think about was what Sandy Greer's naked body was gonna feel like writhing on the end of my long cock.
The door opened and a tall, powerful-looking stud of thirty or so smiled out at me. He had blond hair and blue eyes and shoulders a yard wide.
"Pete?" he asked.
"That's me," I said.
"Come on in," he said, stepping back to let me by. I walked past him.
"Let me have your coat," he said. "I'm Dave." He extended his hand and I took it while handing him my coat with the other. He had a hell of a grip; for a second or so, as we shook, our eyes met in silent, knowing sizing-up action and our hands tightened. Then he let go and hung my coat in a hall closet.
"I've heard a lot about you from my wife, Pete," he said, as he led the way into the same room Sandy and I had spent the afternoon.
"Nothing bad, I hope," I said.
"Want a drink?" he asked. The bar over the mantle was out of the wall. He went to it and poured us two Scotch and sodas as I sat down on the sofa. The fireplace was still going strong.
"So, how's the plumbing game?" Dave said, bringing me my drink and sitting himself where Sandy had been earlier.
I felt a little awkward. After all, here he was, a big TV director, and me just a lousy plumber.
"Oh, it's OK, I guess. Nothing like your line, but it keeps meat on the table."
"Yeah, well, that's what counts," Dave said. "But I hear that you do all right for yourself up here." He gave me this wink and ran a hand casually through his shoulder-length hair.
"Sure," I said, "but it's nothing like your scene." I sipped the drink. One thing about Dave I liked right off; he sure knew how to make a stiff drink.
"Well, I've had some action down in the big town, that's for sure," Dave said. "But I'll bet you're going to turn out to be a good guy to know up here. And I'll tell you something. Sandy was right about you."
"What do you mean?" I asked.
"She told me you were our kind of guy, know what I mean?" He looked me up and down. I was wearing my best outfit, a pair of twenty-buck brown slacks, a tweed jacket, silk tie, the works. "Yes," he said, "you'll fit right in, a handsome young stud like you."
I grinned and took another swallow of the drink.
"Thanks," I said. "Listen, where's your wife? And wasn't she supposed to have a friend here?"
"They're upstairs," Dave said. "They'll be down in a few minutes." He winked at me. "Wait'll you see the friend."
My cock twitched. It sounded intriguing; I'd be happy, though, with just a few rounds with Sandy.
"Your wife told me you got a lotta commercials on TV," I said.
"That's right," he answered.
"Maybe I seen some of them," I said. "Name off a few."
He started naming them off and I had seen more than one. I felt like a real jerk next to this Dave. He was only a few years older than me, but look where he was. He was big time, a man of the world, with beautiful broads up the ass. Well, things were looking up for me now. And in a few months they'd be looking even better.
Dave and I talked for about ten minutes, and then Sandy came into the room with the wildest broad I ever saw. This broad was the color of light milk chocolate and stood at least six feet tall. She looked skinny as hell, but I couldn't be sure exactly, because whatever it was she was wearing covered her down to the knees. It looked like a bunch of green and blue and silver silk scarves all hung together and thrown over her. She came fluttering into the room like a big butterfly.
Her hair was long and black, bushy and straight at the same time. It was frizzy but not quite kinky. She was a sharp, cold-looking doll. Her thin face looked colored to me, the lips and nose and all. But her eyes were slanty and had lashes a foot long on them. I guess the best way to sum her up is to say she looked like a beautiful colored broad with chink blood in her.
Whatever she was, I wanted her! My poor prick was bending itself out of joint as I looked up. I had never made it with black stuff and I had wanted to. But there just wasn't no black pussy in Northridge. As she and Sandy took seats between me and Dave on the long sofa, I wondered what it would be like sucking on her black tits and planting my cock up to the hilt in her furry, kinky dark hole.
"Well, I see you two are getting acquainted," Sandy said, smiling at Dave, then me. "Larhonda, I'd like you to meet Pete Novak. Pete, this is Larhonda Chang."
Larhonda Chang!
"Hello, there, Pete," she said. "I've heard a lot about you from Dave and Sandy." She spread her broad lips in a smile.
My cock twitched. "How's it going?" I said.
"Fine," she said, smiling at me in a funny way.
"Well," Dave said, rising. "Sandy, why don't we go on downstairs and let Pete and Larhonda get better acquainted? Larhonda, you two come on down whenever you're ready. And keep Pete's glass going."
He winked at me and Sandy smiled. Then they disappeared through a door at the far end of the room.
"What's downstairs?" I asked, when they were gone.
"Oh, lots of things," Larhonda said. "The pool, sauna, gym equipment, bar… lots of things."
"They do a lot of exercising, huh?" I said.
"Yes," she replied, "Dave used to be a gymnast – he was on the Olympic team in nineteen sixty-three."
"And what do you do?" I asked, feeling my oats. The strong drink was giving me a bit of a buzz.
"I'm a model," Larhonda said. "But I don't do much television, like Sandy. I do mostly print."
"What's that, print?" I asked. I got up and gave my glass a good refilling; Larhonda didn't seem to be drinking much. Her glass was still full and she just held it without putting her lips to it. I returned to the couch.
"Print is magazines, newspapers, printed media," Larhonda said.
"Listen, can I ask you something? What kind of a name is Larhonda? And is it one or two words, or what? I mean, is it La Rhonda or Larhonda?"
"I don't know what kind of a name it is," she said, laughing. "I made it up myself. My real name is Elizabeth Chang. But I thought I needed something more exotic. As for the spelling, it's one word, L-a-r-h-o-n-d-a."
"Well, it's different, all right," I said. By now the booze was really loosening me up. "Listen," I said, edging closer to her, "do you go in for the same thing they do? You know what I mean."
"Money, what do you think I'm here for?" she said, leaning toward me. Her dark face was only inches from mine.
"You wanna make it with me?" I asked.
"Yes," she said. Then she had her head on my chest and the rest of her body stretched down the length of the couch. I kissed her lips and held my arms around her back. The big amazon began to twist and groan.
"I never made it with a black woman before," I whispered, as I licked all around her neck and ear.
"Half black," she sighed.
"Oh, yeah?" I said, tonguing her lips. "Watta you mean?"
"My father's Chinese."
"How'd that happen?" I licked and kissed her flat nose and my hands went down to her long, muscular thighs and began squeezing and rubbing.
"I don't know, they met in New York and got married, that's all. I guess you never saw anybody like me before."
"Never," I said, running my hand up her thighs to just below her crack. It felt like an oven in there between her black folds of flesh. I was dying to strip her down and get to it.
"Listen," I said, "you wanna make it right here and now?"
"Ummmmmm," she sighed, pressing me closer. "But why don't we go on down and join Dave and Sandy? We can make it down there with them. You'll love all the stuff they've got down there."
It was OK with me. I was dying to see Sandy naked anyway. I stood up and pulled Larhonda up after me.
"Finish your drink," she said, and I did. Here was one hot, considerate broad. Some women just know how to treat a man, to cater to his every desire. This Larhonda was one of them.
Well, I'd thought I'd seen some things in my time, but when we got downstairs I almost crapped right then and there. What a layout!
Larhonda led me into a long, wood-paneled room that was almost as big as the house, at least seventy or eighty feet long and maybe forty feet wide, with a high ceiling. The place was lit by these spots coming out of the ceiling, spots of every color. I looked up at them through boozy eyes.
"Dave does a lot of photography down here," Larhonda said, noticing my glance.
"Oh, yeah?" I said. We stood there at the entranceway as I took it all in.
The room was divided into two sections, not by any walls or partitions, but by placement of stuff. The half we were standing in was filled with gym and exercise junk, including a rowing machine, a set of weights on a mat, and like that. The one thing that especially caught my eye was the two ropes coming down from the ceiling. They had two round, thick rings at the ends and hung maybe a foot apart. At the ceiling, the ropes went through this pulley device and angled off to the wall where they were tied around a big hook. I had used these kind of ropes in gym class lots of times, but never before had I imagined that they could be used in sex. Now, as I looked at them, all sorts of images hit me, like Larhonda swinging with the rings up to her thighs and me standing there under her eating her out.
The far half of the room had a large pool; against the wall at the end of the pool was a long, fancy bar, mirrors and all. I took all this in sort of on the run because what I couldn't help but stare and gape at from the time we entered the room, was Sandy and Dave in the pool. They were splashing around and climbing out to dive and both were naked!
"Hey, come on in!" Dave waved to us as he swam around.
We walked over to the edge of the pool, then along the side toward the bar at the other end. Just as we reached the end Sandy walked out onto the low diving board and put her hands on her hips.
"Pour yourself a drink, Pete, then join us," she said. She smiled at me and I knew she could tell how turned on I was. She didn't dive, but stood there letting me take in her beautiful body. And she was built! She was firm and golden all over the length of her long body. Her tits were big and firm and jutted out from her obvious ribs, the brown nipples hard and pointy and dripping water.
She had a beautiful bush, light and silky, a perfect triangle sloping down and covering her puffy cunt lips. I could make out the pink of her gash as she stood with her legs slightly spread. She was really too much, so beautiful, something out of a movie. If ever I wanted a broad, it was her.
Then she dove back in and Larhonda and I went to the bar. I poured out two Scotch and sodas and noticed that as I chugged mine, the black babe just nursed hers.
Then, as I drank another, Larhonda began pulling off her dress, or whatever it was. When she was down to her white bra and panties, she faced me at the edge of the pool as I sat at the bar drinking. In the background Dave and Sandy were wrestling around in the water.
"I think I'd better distract you," Larhonda said, taking a few steps toward me and reaching behind her to the bra clasp. "You'll get a chance with Sandy. But first…"
She tossed the bra aside and stood there, her thumbs hooked in the elastic of her panties, a sexy grin on her black lips. My cock throbbed as I looked her over and when her panties were on the floor next to the bra I had forgotten Sandy. What a body on this one! She was tall and muscular all over, like she had been lifting weights all her life. But it was exciting, her hard body, not like a man's at all. Her tits were small, but the nipples were big and black, like lumps of coal. Below her flat, rippling stomach was a neat, black clump of cunt hair, just as thick and kinky as I thought.
She took another step forward. Her long legs excited me. They shined so. In fact, her whole body was shining in the bright light. She lifted her arms and ran her fingers through her long, dark hair. I got a good look at the two black tangles of Brillo covering her armpits.
I swigged down the rest of my drink and started pulling off my clothes. Larhonda watched closely, with her eyes on my crotch. When I pulled down my shorts and my big, hard cock sprang out she came over and put her fist around it.
"You've got a nice big one for a white man," she said.
"Thanks," I said. "It's all yours."
She laughed. "Let's dive in, honey, and then I'll let you do whatever you want." She gave my cock a squeeze and turned from me. A second later her long, black body cut the water like a knife, leaving hardly a ripple. I dived in after her and we both came up near where Dave was feeling Sandy's tits.
Larhonda and I watched for a minute. Sandy had such nice, round, firm ones; they didn't sag, even out of the water. In the water, they floated up to the surface as she treaded with her hands and feet, keeping in place for Dave as he pulled her tits this way and that, gripping the brown nipples between his thumb and first finger.
"Hey, you two," he said, "where the hell have you been?"
"We're only passing through," I said. Sandy looked at me curiously and I motioned with my eyes to the hanging ropes. Yes, I was hot to try them, to have this black amazon swinging around with her cunt split wide open. I could hardly wait to hoist her up to the level of my nose and start eating.
Sandy chuckled as Dave continued on her beautiful tits. "Oh, you'll have a ball on those," she said. "Larhonda knows all the tricks."
Larhonda laughed and swam past Dave and Sandy to the far edge of the pool. I followed and we both pulled ourselves out and walked hand in hand to the ropes. We were dripping water all over. I looked at Larhonda's black bush. It was dripping, hairy and wet.
"I wanna suck your hairy cunt!" I said, grabbing her ass. I was well on my way to being bombed now, the Scotch was really turning me on.
"Yeah, baby!" Larhonda said. She gave my balls a good feel and then lowered the ropes at the hook. When the steel rings were on the floor, she went over and stepped into them, pulling them up above her knees.
She took hold of the ropes, one in each hand. "OK, honey, now pull me up."
I let out a yell and ran over to the wall. It took all my strength to hoist her off the floor but I did. When her hanging ass looked about the right height for my mouth, I tied up the rope on the hook and ran back to her.
She was a sight! Her ass hung way down as she swayed back and forth. Her hands were holding the ropes just above the rings, so her hands were right over her knees, holding the upper part of her body aloft. Her ass and pussy hung down, spread wide, as her knees were far apart.
I went right up to her and spread her knees even wider. Her cunt just the right height. With a greedy groan, I spread the already split lips with my fingers, playing with her cunt hair and rubbing her up all over.
"That's sooo fine!" she exclaimed, when I stuck my thumb up her pussy. A second later I slid my middle finger up her asshole. She was hovering over my upturned face; this was the easiest position I'd ever come across for eating out a broad and poking her holes at the same time.
"Oh, I'm gonna eat you!" I buried my face in her wet cunt, sniffing up the tangy aroma and licking like there was no tomorrow. As my tongue found her hard, pink clit her body tensed and she shook wildly overhead.
"Eat it!!!" She was jerking around on the ends of the ropes, doing a dance of lust in the air. I grabbed hold of her ass with my free hand and held her shaking, black bush to my face. Then I pulled my fingers from her cunt and asshole and slapped a palm on each slippery ass cheek. I pressed her cunt forward as hard as I could and sucked loudly, licking and chewing her tender pink inner flesh from top to bottom.
"It's soooo good!" She began to thrash above me and swing around. For a few seconds I staggered all over the floor as her body jerked and swayed. I managed to hold on, though, and suck down on her stiff clit, rubbing my nose in her thick pussy tangle as I did.
Then she began to really pour out the juice. In our position, it only took seconds for my face to be covered. The thick, strong-smelling secretion ran down my chin and onto my chest. I pulled my face back for a second to get a look at her gaping, wet pussy. It was so exposed, so wide and open. The black hair was plastered down all around it, dripping saliva and juice, and the long, fat lips were puffy and crimson on the inner edge. It made a wild contrast to her dark skin and black hair all around.
Excited by the sight, I brought my mouth down on it again, sucking like a vacuum and pulling at her ample ass cheeks. She cried out as I bit down around her clit and my teeth ground gently into the flesh.
"Oooooooooo!!!" As I sucked, I glanced up. I could see her tits, but not her face. Her head was hanging over the other side. I could see her arms though, straining as they extended over her head and gripped the ropes. Her armpits were soaking and rivers of sweat ran down her sides from the black jungles of hair.
"You do it the bes'… ah loves the way you do it!!!" In her passion, Larhonda was losing some of the sophisticated, New York model sound she had and was turning into what she really was, a half-black woman with her roots in Harlem, not Vogue.
Her words excited me so that for a few minutes I didn't notice Dave and Sandy standing a few feet away watching. When I came out for a breath, I noticed them and I guess I blushed.
"Don't mind us, Peter," Dave said. "Go on, keep going. We've seen this before."
They were so cool about the whole thing that I had to be too. I spread Larhonda's slit apart with my fingers and buried my mouth in it once more.
I continued sucking for I don't know how long. I would have kept going but finally the black woman begged to be let down. When I stepped away from her, she went down at once. Dave was by the wall, lowering her.
Larhonda sat with her legs spread, pulling the rings off. "Whew," she said, "those rings get me every time. You're out; of sight, honey, you know that?"
She was looking up at me; her entire body, every black inch of it, was shining with sweat.
"Thanks," I said, then looked down at my throbbing prick. Reading my mind, Sandy came forward.
"You go up now, Pete," she said, smiling. "I'll show you the time of your life." She ran the tips of her fingers over my chest.
I looked at Dave, who was by the hook on the wall.
"Go ahead, Pete," he said, "I'll pull you up. Sandy really knows how to turn you on."
I stepped into the rings, trembling with excitement. When I had them just over my knees, Sandy said it was high enough and I grabbed the ropes and waited. Then Dave pulled me up a few feet, then a little more. The bastard was strong as hell. I watched his muscles bulge as he hauled. Then he lowered a little. When my ass was only a couple of feet off the floor he tied the rope up. The way he did it, so exact, I knew they had something in mind. I looked down at Sandy in anticipation.
My ass was hanging the way Larhonda's did, with my knees and feet high and spread. I looked down and saw my balls swinging free a good five inches lower than my cheeks.
Sandy got to he; knees and looked up. Her face was at cock level.
"You're going to love this, Pete," she said, giving my nuts a rub. "Just wait."
Then, to my surprise, she put one hand on each of my hips and started twisting me around. I looked up; the ropes were tangling together and I could feel myself rising. After about ten complete twists she stopped. I looked down.
Now my balls were higher, hanging an inch or two over her upturned face. She was kneeling directly under me and Larhonda was holding me in place, keeping me from spinning. I suddenly realized what she was up to.
"You're gonna lick my balls!" I shouted. "You're gonna lick my spinning nuts! AHHHHHH!" Just the thought was enough. She wasn't even doing anything yet and I was going clear out of my horny mind.
"I'm going to lather them up first," she said. She started licking them all over and actually spitting on them. Her tongue covered each one, rolling them around and spearing them. It felt so good; I only hoped I could keep from cumin' before the big moment.
When she had my balls fully covered with saliva and I could feel the hairs sticking all over them, it began.
"Larhonda, let him go," I heard her say. I looked at the black woman excitedly.
"Larhonda, let me go," I said, babbling in a drunk voice. The spinning had pushed me even more over the edge.
"Sure, honey, here goes!" And she gave me a push that started me whirling around like a top as the ropes untangled and my body lowered. Then I felt Sandy's wet tongue on my spinning balls and I howled.
"Ohhhh! Lick! Fuck! Ahhhh!" On each turn my balls were that much lower, so that on the final one they were lying in a soggy mound on her mouth. Her tongue still lapped them.
When the movement stopped altogether, Sandy got up and whispered in Dave's ear. He disappeared for a minute. While he was gone, Sandy came up to me and rubbed her cunt all over my chest. My cock was only a foot or so off the ground.
"I'll have Dave raise you," she said, leaning down and kissing my neck. "I'm going to fuck you. Would you like that?"
"Yeah, yeah!" I cried. "Fuck me!"
Then Dave came back with a drink in his hand. He gave it to Larhonda when Sandy told him to adjust the ropes. He lifted me higher, with Sandy standing right next to me. When my cock was high enough for her pussy, Dave tied up the hoist and returned.
"Grab hold of him," Sandy said. Dave went around back of me and held me up, so that the rings weren't supporting nice and the ropes went slack. Sandy then pushed the rings as far up my thighs as they would go. Then Dave released me. Now my ass didn't hang so much. I had more support and was in sort of a sitting position.
Sandy walked in between my legs. My cock was pointed up at her snatch, in perfect position for the humping.
She took the hairy base and angled the head between her golden, beautiful lips. My legs were sticking straight out, one brushing against each of her hips. She took hold of them and began pushing and pulling on them, using them as a kind of handle as she poked herself with my throbbing prick.
"You like it, Pete?" she asked. She looked up at me with a little smile. I noticed the sweat beginning to break out on her forehead.
"Uh! Yeah," I said.
Her cunt felt warm and tight around my prick. I looked down and watched it go in and out. Her fine blond hair mingled with my own dark hair. She was standing with her strong legs spread, her pussy split wide by my thick slab of a prick.
I groaned again and looked up just in time to see Larhonda pass the drink back to Dave and kneel down next to Sandy. Five long, black fingers snaked around my nuts and began wringing them out as I fucked.
"Ah, baby!" I said, throwing my head back. "Fuck! Oh, shit! Squeeze my balls!"
I was panting like a bastard. My eyes were closed and the sweat was running all over my face. I opened my eyes again just in time to see Dave come up behind me with the drink.
"How's it feel, buddy?" he asked.
"Great – ohhhh," was my answer. The fucking and squeezing was almost too good. I was reaching new highs in pleasure.
"How 'bout a little snort?" He was right behind me, holding his arm around my face with the glass up to my lips. This was kind of odd, I thought, but I was too drunk to care. I figured he was just being a good host and I didn't want to insult him, so I opened my mouth and let him pour the drink down my throat. It was distracting; I didn't really want to take it. But I did, and then turned my attention back to my groin.
The two broads were working on my cock and balls with pussy and fingers going a mile a minute. The beautiful Sandy had my body swinging back and forth as she fucked herself with my prick. And my nuts would have been swinging wildly had it not been for Larhonda's hot, black fingers. They were playing with my balls in ways I had never even imagined.
Then I could no longer hold back the flood. My entire body tensed and my stiff legs began to kick and thrust wildly. Sandy held onto them and poked my cock in and out even harder, as she saw I was cumin'.
"Ahhh, cum! Fuck, I'm cummmming!!" The hot cum shot out of my prick in thick spurts and went deep up her hole.
"Ummmm, it feels good." I heard her words and groaned louder. Below, Larhonda was making sure every drop of cum was wrung out of my balls. She had both hands on them now, squeezing each nut till I thought I'd pass out from the pleasure of it.
When it was over, Sandy stepped back and let my wilting prick slip from her open pussy. She let go of my legs and I swung free. By this time Larhonda was over standing with Dave. Sandy joined them and they whispered for a few seconds. Probably planning more fun and games, I thought.
"Hey, somebody, cut me down!"
"Sure, pal," Dave said. He left the group and went to the wall. In a few seconds I was on my ass fumbling with the rings. They were beginning to hurt. I had them off in a few minutes and joined the group. I could hardly stand I was so high.
"Wha's happining?" I babbled.
"Nothing much, Pete," Dave said. "Sandy and I are going to go a few rounds on the ropes. Want to watch?"
"You know it!" I said. "I'll just sit myself down here and…" I flopped down onto the floor and landed with my back against the wall. I stayed in that position, waving at Sandy and Dave.
"Where's Larhona?" I said. "No, no, I mean Larhon-da!"
"She'll be right back," Sandy said. "She's just over at the bar getting you another drink."
"Tha's awful nice of her," I said. Dave and Sandy were getting blurry; they each had two heads.
Larhonda returned with two drinks and sat down next to me. "Here you are, honey," she said, passing me a glass.
"Thanks," I said. I took the drink and threw my free arm around her black shoulders. "Hey, look what they're doin'!" I pointed to Dave and Sandy.
"You just watch and you're going to see something," the black broad said.
So I watched and drank. I was drunk, all right, but not too drunk to miss out on any action. My cock was still limp, though.
Dave had slid a small, padded table out from the side. It looked like an exercise table of some kind, or a thing you would lay on while getting a massage. Anyway, it was long enough for him, stood about a yard off the floor, and was covered with this fake leather material.
When the table was under the ropes, Sandy slipped the rings over her knees and he hoisted her up so her ass hung about six inches above the table. Then he twisted her the way she had done me. When the rope was all tangled and her ass was a foot higher, he stopped twisting and, holding her in place, slid under. He stretched out on his back and held her by the hips so that her pussy was over his cock.
For the first time I took notice of Dave's cock. Even in my condition I could tell it was a beaus. The thing was at least nine inches long, thick and veiny, with a great bulb of a purple head and a healthy growth of hair at the base.
Dave let Sandy spin around a few times, then caught her and stopped her with his hands. Now her ass was hanging lower and her exposed, open gash was just touching the tip of his head. He arched his back and his head went up between her lips. It was an awkward position, but he was so muscular and in such great shape that it didn't seem to bother him.
"Ready, hon?" he asked.
"Let her rip!" Sandy cried.
Just before he did I let out a howl. What an idea! I had to give them credit. He was going to screw her, all right! He was going to be screwed right up her cunt! I grabbed Larhonda's arm and squeezed.
"Holy Christ!" I exclaimed. "He's gonna screw her cunt!"
"Yeah, baby," Larhonda said. She had her black fingers around my cock, which was getting hard slowly.
Then Dave let go of Sandy's hips and she began to spin down. She didn't turn as quickly as I had because Dave's cock was slowing her. What a sight it was! On each turn I could see his prick go up her just a little bit more. Her lips were all stretched out around the thickness of his prick.
"Ahhhhh, my pussy! It feels wild!"
"My cock feels all twisted around!" Dave cried. He gave her ass a slap that sent her spinning faster.
"Oooooo… so goood!"
"Ohhhhhhhhh!" This from Dave. I could imagine how it musta felt, having his prick going up a rotating, wet cunt. I was hard again.
"Twist my cock in your hand!" I looked at Larhonda, then back at Dave and Sandy. The black babe didn't take long. She started twisting the shaft in one hand and with the other made a fist over the bulging head and twisted it. Sharp jolts of pleasure shot down to my balls.
"Ahhhh, do it, do it," I moaned.
"It's good, huh, Pete?"
"Ohhh, you big black piece of ass! You know it!" I reached for her pussy and found it wet and open. I began twisting her hairy cunt lips around in my fingers.
"That's right, play with it. Ummmm…"
While Larhonda and I handled each other on the floor, Dave and Sandy continued to go at it on the table. She finished her final turn and her pussy was still nibbling his shaft two inches above the base. He had a long one and she was stuck on it.
He reached up and, taking her by the hips, brought her down the rest of the way. His shaft vanished up her hole and their blond pubic hair mixed.
"Ohhhhh! It feels good! Fuck me up and down your cock!"
Dave pumped her up and down the long length of his prick. As he did she mouthed a string of words that almost shocked me. Not that I'm a prude. It was just that hearing those words coming from such a beautiful woman was kind of shocking.
But I didn't take my eyes off them.
Dave came a few minutes later, thrusting and bucking his hips so hard that Sandy slid up his pole and almost off, then came shooting down again, landing on his bush with her own with a wet smack. I could see all sorts of pussy juice and cum from his cock oozing from between her stretched lips and the skin of his hard shaft.
"Ah, you cum so nice! Shoot it up my hole! Ahhhh!"
"Oh, Sandy! Ahhhh! I love your pussy! Ahhhhh…"
The way they carried on, you'd have thought they never made it before. They were a hot, sexy pair for sure.
Then I felt myself on the brink. I fell onto my back. "Londa, or whatever your name is! I wanna cum in your mouth! And eat your black cunt!"
She did just what I wanted. She climbed on top of me in the sixty-nine position and pasted her long, wet gash down on my mouth. As she did, she took my prickhead between her lips and bit down carefully, mopping the head all over with her tongue, darting it into the cum hole, washing out the corona, sucking the way I liked.
I chewed on her clit and sucked it until it came clear out of her cunt, sticking through the two furrows of hair. I was ready to suck up her juices and have my cum sucked. That scene between Sandy and Dave was still on my mind as the two of us mouthed one another with wet, smacking noises.
In just a few minutes I couldn't hold back any longer. My bloated sponge of a cockhead was throbbing and tingling. Just before I came Larhonda's legs went stiff and I felt a warm flow cover my mouth and nose. It smelled like exotic spice; I lapped her pussy all over, greedy to drink it all down.
Then I came and she sucked me with just as much effort. Her thick lips sucked the end of my cock until I cried out again and again.
"Again, again!" I yelled, pulling my lips from her pussy. "Do it like that again! That's it, that's it! Ah, good! Ahhh!!!"
I heard her drinking down my hot cum, swallowing the thick liquid with loud gulps, smacking her lips and making groaning sounds as the last of my load coated her mouth and throat.
Finally, she rolled off me and I somehow got up in a sitting position. I bent over her and brought my mouth down on her shining, black nipples, sucking them one at a time and licking all the way to her kinky armpits. The thick black hair was sweat-soaked, but I didn't care. I sucked both underarms dry, swallowing with great relish.
When I sat up again, Dave was standing over us.
Suddenly he pulled me to my feet. I could hardly stand; I was weak from all the activity and very, very drunk.
"Wha – wha's happening, Dave?"
"Nothing, pal, I just want to see how you're doing." The big strong stud threw my arm over his shoulder and walked me to this spot on the floor under one of the bright yellow lights. We were in a pool of light between the ropes and a set of dumbbells.
"What're we doing, Dave, buddy?" I asked. "Where are the broads?"
"They'll be right back, Pete," he said. "They wanted to leave us alone for a while."
"No shit!" I said. "Why?"
"Pete, get down on your knees."
I wasn't sure why he wanted me to do this, but I was too drunk to care. I dropped to my knees. Dave then positioned himself right in front of me, his limp cock inches from my nose. I looked up at him.
"What are you – what's going on?"
Then he smiled down at me. I didn't like the look of that smile. It was mean. He put a hand on each side of my head, grabbing up a handful of hair. His hands were powerful, strong. I couldn't do anything but stay there and look up at him.
"Pete, how'd you like to suck my cock for a while?"
I was turned off to this of course, but I must say that in my drunk condition it didn't seem to matter that much.
"Are you… are you that way?" I asked.
"I swing both ways, Pete," he said, still holding onto my head. "Come on, you'll love it."
"I don't know… I don't go for this kinda shit."
"You don't have any choice," Dave said. "Now, if you don't want to have a lousy end to a beautiful evening, suck!"
His face scared me now. He wasn't smiling anymore. And I felt a tension in his entire body that told me something was wrong. What was it? Why was he making me do this?
I knew I couldn't take him sober, let alone in my present condition. So, reluctantly, I took his limp cock in my hand and brought it up to my mouth. It wasn't half bad, really, the thought of sucking his prick. Not that I'm gay or anything, but somehow I didn't seem to mind that much. I guess it was because I was so damn drunk.
I took the soft head into my mouth and just held it there, not doing anything.
"Now suck me hard," Dave said. "Suck me hard."
I began to suck it like I've felt broads do to me. It was a new experience but I did it good because almost at once Dave's prick began to swell. In a minute or less it was big as ever, a muscular pole with a warm, throbbing head that was almost choking me as my tongue washed around it.
"You give pretty good head for a beginner," Dave said, holding me in place.
Then all kinds of things happened that I didn't understand. There was a flash of bright light, then another a minute later. I looked around but was too blinded to see anything. For the next five minutes the flashes continued, coming from the shadows just a few feet away. And for some reason Dave kept on changing positions. It seemed like after each new position there would be a flash and then Dave would come up with another. He even had me get on my hands and knees on his table while he shoved his cock up my ass. He didn't really shove it up, just made it look that way.
After the last flash of light, he let me go. A few minutes later I found myself being dressed by Sandy and Larhonda. Then I was sitting in a kitchen, a well-lighted, bright room, having black coffee poured down my throat.
When the fourth cup was forced down by Dave, I suddenly realized what those white flashes had been. They were camera flashbulbs, of course. What was going on?



CHAPTER TWELVE


They stood watching me as I gradually became sober again. Sandy and Larhonda were leaning against the sink and stove; Dave was sitting across the table from me. His face was no longer a double image.
"What's going on?" I asked, rubbing my eyes.
He slid a picture across to me. "What's this?" I asked, picking it up. It was a shot of me on my knees with his prick in my mouth.
I looked at it for a split second, the images coming back to me. I felt disgust with myself and with Dave. What kind of guy was he, anyway? I slammed the photo face down on the table.
"What the hell's the idea?" I asked. I looked from Dave to the women. Larhonda had a slight smile on her face and I blushed when our eyes met. She must have been watching when Dave made me do all those things.
"Pete," Dave began, "we've got ten more just like that one. Now, we've got a little agreement we want you to go along with. If you don't, well, I'd hate to think about your life in this town if these pictures start falling into the wrong hands, say, your boss, your parents, friends, and so on."
I looked at him in horror, astonished at what he was saying. I was beginning to feel sick. "What is this?" I asked. "I didn't know what I was doing. I was drunk… and what do you have against me, anyway? I never did anything to you."
"But you did something to a friend of ours." Sandy stepped forward, arms folded across her chest. She no longer had a friendly, come-on kind of smile when she looked at me. Now she was frowning and her eyes told me that she didn't think much of me after all.
"What?" I exclaimed. "Who?"
"Lois Kranz," Sandy said. "We were friends for years in New York. Then she got married and moved up here. But we've always kept in touch and when we moved up here awhile ago we had her over for dinner one night. She broke down and told us everything."
I swallowed. I felt like just getting up and running out. The whole thing was like a bad dream. All my plans, everything – what was going to happen?
"So, you've been blackmailing her," Dave said. "That's pretty low, isn't it?"
I didn't say anything, just scowled at him.
"You're a real loser, pal," Dave said. "Christ, girls, imagine this jerk falling for it. Pal, you've got such a big ego for a little man. Did you really think we needed you for our fun and games? Did you really believe you were so terrific that we had to make it with you right away or die of frustration? God, what a creep. What a…"
"Shut up, will ya!" I half rose in my seat, but sat down again when Dave stood up and glared down at me. He was too big to tangle with. I knew that if I tried anything, like getting the pictures and running, I'd come out the loser.
I sank down in the seat, miserable. Sandy came over and smiled like some kind of a sadist.
"Big time," she said. "Ha! You're nothing my friend. I wouldn't look twice at you, you know that? What I can't understand is how Lois ever made it with you. I guess when you live in a small town you can't be choosy."
"That's the truth," Larhonda said. "If this cat's an example of what's happening in these parts, look out! I'm beating a trail back to New York!"
"Why don't you both just shut up!" I hollered. My face was hot. "Downstairs, you both loved it! I didn't hear no complaints downstairs!"
"We love sex, Pete," Sandy said. "That's why we loved it, not because of you." Then she came right behind me and put a hand on my shoulder and her mouth to my ear. "Hell, Pete," she whispered, "I've had broom handles that were better than you."
All three of them burst out laughing at that. I rose and put my hands on my hips.
"Listen, I'm getting out of here. I don't have to take this shit from you."
"Yes you do!" Dave snapped, coming out of his laughter. "Sit down if you don't want to have to leave this town for good."
Glumly, I resumed my position on the chair. I had a good idea what he was up to and there didn't seem much I could do about it. My blackmailing days were over. It's funny, but at the moment I wasn't so upset by the end of my plans. What was really getting me was the truth about the broads and their reaction to me. They had only been using me. Sandy didn't like me after all.
This depressed me more than anything. Here I thought I was turning on actresses and models and all the time they were scheming, using me.
"Now, are you ready to hand over the pictures?" Dave asked.
"If I don't, I guess you'll do what you say," I said.
"That you can be sure of," he said.
"All right," I said, "you can have them."
The three of them looked at each other. "We didn't expect you to be so cooperative, Pete," Sandy said. "Why are you being so nice about it?"
"Well, I don't have no choice, do I?" I snapped. But the truth was, I figured that even if the jig was up with Lois, they didn't have to know about the other broads and I'd still be able to work my plan.
"We want the money back too," Dave said. "Lois told us she's sent you two hundred and ten dollars."
"Yeah, that's right," I said. "But I can't give you the money until tomorrow when the bank opens."
"That's all right, but we want the pictures right now." Dave looked at me, waiting for an answer.
I paused for a few seconds. "Right now? I can't do that," I said. "I'll have to go home for them – I'll tell you what, I'll go home and bring them back here right away."
What I was afraid of was Dave finding any of the other shots of the different women. Then he would really be on to me. And all the stuff was in the trunk of my car, even the bank book. I couldn't have him nosing around.
I rose and looked at him to see if he would go for it. He rose too.
"I'm coming with you," he said.
"But – why?"
"I don't want you holding out any of the shots. I want them all. If I go with you and am there when you go to your hiding place, I'll get all the shots. It's not likely you'd have more than one stash."
"But – but why would I hold out on you? I mean, with you having those… shots." I pointed to the bunch of pictures of me in his shirt pocket.
"I don't know, Pete," he said, "I just don't want any loose pictures of Lois around. You figure it. It's dangerous for her and her life here. So, if you're ready, I'll come along."
I didn't know what to do. Here was a spot. If I didn't use my head fast, my whole scheme was gonna be out the window.
"But, Dave, the shots are hidden in my room and at this hour my folks are asleep. They're light sleepers, Dave. What if they wake up and find me and you in the house at this hour?"
"Just tell them I'm an old drinking buddy come home for a little chat. Tell them anything, I don't care."
"But, Dave, they wouldn't believe…"
"Look, I don't give a shit!" he snapped. "All I want is the pictures. Now, let's go!"
There was no way out of it. We put on our coats and stepped out to my car. Just as we got there I stopped, thinking like a bastard. This was it. I had to tell him the truth and hope he'd keep out of my business. I knew there was no way to fool him; he was dead set on being there when I broke out the shots. And I knew what would happen if I didn't play ball with him. I could never live with the shame of everyone knowing and seeing what I had done.
"Uh, Dave, we don't have to go to my place."
"No?" He stood there breathing out puffs of frost, looking at me for an answer.
"No," I said. I paused, not wanting to do it, then forced myself to unlock the trunk and pull out the large brown envelope. I saw it was hopeless, but it was still torture handing the envelope over to him. He held out his hand as I slammed the trunk down. I faced him, hesitated a second, then handed it over.
"Aw, shit," I mumbled.
"Well, well," he said. "So we don't have to go to your place after all." He turned and went back to the house. I followed, hoping he wouldn't give me a hard time about the bank book and all the other stuff.
When we were back in the kitchen, Dave opened the envelope. He and the two broads were sitting around the table, I was standing glumly by, leaning against the refrigerator. I was in a sweat as the pictures tumbled out, followed by the book, and a sheet of paper I used to keep track of all the broads and their weekly payments.
Dave let out a long, low whistle. "How'd you take these? You have an accomplice or something?"
"Not exactly," I muttered.
"Look at this one!" Sandy passed a pic to Larhonda. "I'm getting horny just looking at them."
Dave was flipping through a stack of shots and passing them on. "There's some nice stuff up here," he said, turning to me. "I'll give you credit for good tastes anyway."
"It's too bad he had to do this," Sandy said to her husband. Then to me, "You know, sex isn't something you should use like a knife or a gun to hold people up. Sex should be enjoyed for its own sake. Anybody who'd do a thing like this has gotta be sick!"
She seemed pissed. I didn't say anything.
"Pete, it looks like you have a regular business going here," Dave said. He had finished with the pictures and was looking at the list of names and the bank book. "Christ, almost two thousand dollars in here."
I swallowed uncomfortably. "Listen, those other broads, you don't have to worry about them, do you? I mean, it's only Lois you're worried about."
Dave looked at me and shook his head. "Are you kidding? Do you think I could sleep nights knowing you were ripping these poor women off? These women who just wanted a little good fun out of life?"
"We're going to destroy the pictures and return all the money to every one of them," Sandy said. She had such a look of hate on her pretty face that I couldn't face her. I looked down at the floor. I could see it was impossible, that no amount of pleading was gonna change their minds.
"Are you gonna give me the pictures you took of me?" I asked. "That's only right."
Dave and Sandy looked at one another for a minute; it was obvious they hadn't even thought of this. Then Dave said, "Maybe sometime, Pete, but not just now. I think we ought to let you worry about it for a while. Just in case you get any ideas later on, about revenge or some such thing. If you behave yourself for a couple of years, well, who knows?"
Christ! I didn't want them pictures falling into the wrong hands. The thought of friends or my parents seeing me sucking cock and having my ass reamed was really frightening me. If those pictures ever got around I'd have no other choice but to leave Northridge. My ruined plan was secondary in my mind now.
"Pete, are there any other women not on this list that we ought to know about?"
I looked at him. "No," I said uncomfortably. "Why?"
"Tomorrow morning," he answered, "at nine, you and I are going to meet at the bank and you're going to withdraw every cent that's in here and give it to me." He held the book up and shook it. "We're going to return the money to these poor dolls."
"How do I know you won't keep it yourself!" I was pissed and my words shot out of my mouth.
But Dave only laughed. "You don't know," he said. "For all you know, Sandy and I might use it to go on a trip or throw a party. But there's nothing you can do about it. You have no choice. It doesn't matter to me what you think, but I'll tell you, we really are going to return it. These women have suffered enough."
"You know, Pete, you really have been a help to us, in a way," Sandy said. "Who knows, maybe we'll make some new friends." She ran her fingers over the pile of pictures. "There are a few in here I wouldn't mind meeting."
So she was bi. She plucked out a picture of Annie and Jo and held it up to me. "Who's the slim one?"
I told her and she took another look at the list of names. "Oh, yes, here she is. She and I are going to have to get together one of these days."
Not if Jo had anything to say about it, I thought.
Dave sighed, yawned, and rose. "Well, we've had a busy night," he said. "I'm ready for some sleep. Why don't you just get lost now? I'll be waiting for you in front of the bank at nine sharp." He looked at me and then turned to the two women.
"Ready for bed?"
They both said yes. The three of them followed me to the door, one on each of Dave's arms. As I went through it Sandy said, "Good night!" Then she and Larhonda giggled.
When I was out at the car unlocking the door, Larhonda stuck her head out a nearby window.
"Drive careful, now," she said. I could hear Dave and Sandy guffawing inside.
I turned to face Larhonda and gave her the finger. Black bitch! She laughed even louder and then disappeared. I couldn't understand how she could tease me and laugh at me after all the sex we'd enjoyed together.
I tore down the drive to the main road. It was slippery but I didn't care. The last few hours had been almost dreamlike, but now as I left the house behind me, the reality of my position was coming on strong. I was now cold sober and beginning to really understand what had happened. I was wiped out! All my plans were up the creek! No business in the spring, no fleet of vans with my name on them, just more of Carl's crap and the boys down at Ed's playing pool for the next fifty years.
"Oh, Geeee-zuz!" I almost ran into a tree then, but I got control and forced myself to slow down. I have to admit that more than once on that ride home, as I passed big trees and telephone poles, the thought crossed my mind. It would be easy, over in a second, and my troubles would be over for good.
But I didn't do it. I drove on home and went to bed. I didn't sleep at all. The next morning I showed up at the bank at nine. Dave was waiting for me in front. He was alone.
"Here," he said, handing over the book. We went in and I withdrew the money and handed it and the book to Dave when we were outside again. Not a word had passed between us since we went in. I turned to leave.
"Just a minute," he said. "Come with me to my car."
I followed him reluctantly and when we were sitting in his Corvette, he took out the list of names and a pen.
"Now, there's two thousand here," he said, patting his pocket. "I want you to go down this list and indicate how much each woman has paid you. Otherwise, I'll have no way of knowing who gets how much."
He gave me an almost-friendly smile as he handed me the pen and paper. I didn't say anything.
An hour later I was sitting in Ed's having a beer, out of a job. It seems Carl had gotten three calls between nine and ten from three women who each asked for me and made bold sexual cracks about my plumbing. This was all Carl needed to hear.
"… you been goofing off for weeks now and I can't take no more of it. This one broad, she says, 'Send Pete out right away, I just love the way he fills my pipe.' What is that? She sounded weird, like a colored broad or something with a load on. No, I'm sorry, Pete, you go screw around on somebody else's time."
I didn't need to wrack my brain to figure who the broads were. Larhonda and Sandy, of course, and probably Lois.
I sat in Ed's all afternoon, drinking and sulking. What a dirty thing to do, get me fired. I mean, they had the pictures and the money, wasn't that enough? If I had to think for a year, I'd get even. Oh, yeah, they hadn't heard the last from Pete Novak.
In the meantime, I was out of a job. Owning my own business seemed like such a luxury. I didn't even have a job! What the hell would I tell my folks? And jobs were hard to come by this time of the year. Maybe I'd have to wait months for something to open up.
"Hey, Ed, you hear if they're doing any hiring down at the highway department? You know, plowing and like that?"
"I don't know, Pete," he said. He was down the other end talking to a customer. "Why don't you try them?"
"Yeah," I said. Christ, me a snow shoveler!
I stayed there drinking into the night. About ten Tony came in for a sandwich. He spotted me and sat down, put in his order, and took a swallow of beer.
"I sure am sorry," he said, avoiding my eyes. "I've been trying to talk the old man into changing his mind, but so far he's not listening."
"Thanks anyway," I mumbled. "Aw, shit."
"Who were those broads?" he asked. I shook my head as if to say I didn't know. "Do you think they were some of the ones we were fooling around with?"
"Shit, I don't know," I said. "They had no cause to fuck me, those broads you're talking about. I don't know who did it."
I just wanted him to leave; I wasn't in the mood for lying or even talking to him. He did leave after his eats and I breathed a sigh of relief.
"Ed, gimme another beer."
At midnight I was stoned, sitting there with my head drooping and a cigarette dangling from my lips. Over in the next room I could hear some of the boys playing pool. They had been playing for at least an hour and for the same amount of time I'd debated with myself whether or not to go in and join them. I wanted to, to get my mind off my troubles, but something held me back. Those guys represented everything I had tried to rise above. Now I was with them again, with no hope of ever escaping. I didn't even want to go in there.
"Hey, Pete, wanna game?" It was Joe Azzari, sticking his head through the door.
"Yeah, all right." I swung off the stool and took a few shaky steps toward the pool room.
What the hell!
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