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CHAPTER ONE


Claude's father. 
Irene had an image of the man, which her memory could command forth any time she wished. She wished often. It gave her a certain pleasure to see the man in her mind's eye, and in that way guess what her son might look like if…
If he had not been saved by her for something better, something else. He would be her creation, nurtured on her pleasures. She would be both father and mother, and she would enjoy both roles. What would that hard-muscled lover of one night – David; too soft a name for him. Really – what would he have thought of their son? He would wretch in agony, seeing the distorted issue of their union. She delighted in the disgust he would feel. But of course he did not know, and he never would. Claude was her son, and the tanned and too suave advertising copywriter was merely the agent of fate. She would have given herself to almost any man that night. The child had been her idea, her idea alone. She would raise him herself. He would be her creation.
She would not remember David's face, except that she saw its reflection every time she looked at Claude. And it was more out of love for Claude than anything else that she relished the memory of that night with his father. Strange, she thought, how often he came to mind…
That evening she had stared at herself in the mirror before leaving her apartment, searching for any tell-tale clues. She had not been out with a boy since she was a senior in high school, and she feared that she somehow might give herself, and her secret, away.
But no, she told herself calmly, she looked fine, even desirable. Boys had always liked her then, and even now men made passes at her frequently, though she was usually careful to avoid situations in which they could. Her hair looked good this way, the honeyed flax pouring over her shoulders. The black crepe dress fit her well; she had lost twelve pounds in two months, and now she was satisfied that she had a perfect body, though she wished her breasts weren't quite so impressive. She congratulated herself on the crowning touch – the absence of a brassiere – and wondered why someone who resented men so much could take such pleasure in arousing them. Sadism, maybe, she told herself, recalling a bit of Freud from night school; but she had never knowingly inflicted pain on any woman – or any man, for that matter.
The dress was short – two inches above the knee. Her thighs were firm now, and when she walked, only her breasts would move. Her ass was too small for a woman's really, but she liked the way she looked in jeans.
The bar was in the San Fernando Valley, a well-known singles' hangout. It was a Friday, and the narrow aisles that led from the counter to the tables were filled with flesh, male and female. The men seemed to be posing; elbows on the surface of the bar and drinks in hand, their other arms dangling at their sides, cigarettes between forefinger and index. A surprising number of the men appeared to be successful.
She was self-conscious, and so she especially noticed the eyes that stirred to focus on her when she entered. A slim middle-aged man, gray-flannel suit and Brooks Brothers shirt, retreated on his heels when his out thrust hand with burning cigarette almost brushed against her. Irene plunged through the mass of humanity and felt the heat of the bodies. She lost the scent of her perfume in the odor of sweating men and women.
There was an empty stool at the bar. She sat down, and less than a minute passed before she felt the pressure of a hand on the roundness of her shoulder. "Hello," started a young man, sandy-haired and thin, with an angular face and imperfect teeth. "Can I buy you a drink?"
She pressed her lips together, and the slightest hint of a tongue tip pushed through the folds and wet the middle of the upper lip. "Yes," she smiled, "bourbon and water." She spoke softly, and he asked her to repeat her request. He summoned a bartender and shouted the order; the attendant disappeared for a moment, then returned with a glass. The sandy-haired young man extended his American Express card, and a bill was written up, which he signed.
"Much more convenient," he explained to Irene as he replaced the credit card in his wallet, then put the wallet inside the inner pocket of his plaid sport jacket. Irene sipped on the bourbon and water. "Good?" he asked, his brows knitting, "Strong."
"Good," he smiled, resuming his Scotch and soda. "My name's Jack. What's yours?"
"Irene," she replied, turning on a soft smile she did not feel. She wondered what he did. Was he intelligent? Probably not. It did not matter, not really. He was good-looking, with strong features and a lean body. His chin was like Cary Grant's, smoothly clefted. His hairline had not receded, and he was at the age when it would already have started. If the child did turn out to be a boy, she told herself, there was no reason he should be cursed with early baldness. His hands were bony, a blue network of vein inside the thin pink of the surface skin. She liked his eyes; in some lights they were blue, sometimes the movement of his head made them seem green. Finally she asked him which they were.
"Blue," he said and offered her a cigarette. She shook her head; she did not smoke, and people who did annoyed her, but she said nothing. He lit the end of the cigarette and inhaled. She studied his face. He was wearing light pants. They were tight. He had no hips to speak of. He would do, she told herself, and again the tongue slid through the lips to wet them.
She relaxed him and let him make his pitch. She knew that it was a prelude on his part to what he was really interested in, but some perversity forced her to be passive, almost resisting his exercise of charm. She was making him work for his fuck, she thought. He bought her another bourbon and water and had the bartender bring him another Scotch, straight this time.
"What's your sign?"
The question surprised her; it seemed abrupt and obligatory, something said to create conversation and not asked out of genuine curiosity. "Gemini. You?"
"Virgo."
"Oh." She did not know what to say.
"I didn't think you were a Gemini. I would have guessed Cancer."
"Either you're not a very good judge of character, or else it doesn't mean anything." She was not a great believer in astrology. He laughed and stand at the minor opposite the counter; finding her mildly sullen face reflected back at him.
He turned his head quickly. "Listen, would you rather I left you alone? It's really all right, it you would."
She felt a glimmer of compassion for him, though she had already classified him an idiot. She already felt the effects of the two drinks, for she hardly ever indulged in alcohol. There was no use really in continuing the ruse, and besides, she was impatient with it. Jack whatever-his-name-was would do as well as any other man.
"No, I'm sorry," she said, and now her voice was soft, just loud enough for him to hear as he strained. "I guess I am being a bitch. Why don't you take me home? Maybe if we can talk, I'll calm down." Only as the heavy words poured from her mouth did she realize that she was indeed tense, that she was afraid of this man she was about to use.
He forged a path for her through the tides of festive young men and women. In the parking lot he handed his ticket and a half-dollar piece to the attendant. A late-model Plymouth was driven out, and he turned to her. "Did you drive?"
"Yes," she answered. "But you can drive me back here, after." She paused and widened her eyes as she added, "I'm a bit drunk, you see." Her escort smiled, then walked around the car and held the door open for her.
"My place all right?" he asked. She nodded silently. He turned on the car radio, found a station programmed for "easy listening" music, and relaxed behind the wheel. He seemed alert and not at all drunk, not even high. She was silent until he drove up in front of a modern apartment building. There was a glass door and a terrace beyond that, around a well-lit pool. He wrapped his arm around Irene and led her up the stairs.
He slipped the key into the lock and pushed the door in with his palm. She stepped beyond the threshold while he switched on the lamp beside the grape velveteen couch.
"Sit down," he said as he gestured. "Would you like something to drink?"
She shook her head, and the slight motion threatened her with a headache. He went to the stereo and withdrew several records from their jackets, placing them one on top of the other on the spindle. She realized that it was a studio, and that somehow this couch converted to a bed. But this would be adequate. The music began, soft jazz, uncomplicated.
A dining area adjoined the living room-bedroom, and the kitchen was next to that. He disappeared into it and she heard the refrigerator opening. When he returned there was a glass in his hand, Scotch and soda again.
"You're sure you don't want anything?" he asked her again, the smile firmly imbedded. His teeth were perfect, and she wondered if they were capped.
She asked him and he shook his head, "Doesn't matter anyway," she went on, stretching her arms over the back of the sectional, Jack put the drink on the coffee table next to the couch. He sat down beside her and faced her.
"You're very beautiful, Irene."
For some reason the compliment irritated her. "No, no I'm not."
He smiled. "All right," he said, "you're not. But I'd like to kiss you anyway." The last syllable had barely left his mouth when he brought his lips to hers. The tongue shot out through his pink-brown lips, slipped in through her compliant, widening mouth. His tongue slid lightly against her own; he pressed harder against it, and she felt herself lose her breath. He was strong. His lips were turning, straining against hers as their tongues collided wetly. The pressure of his teeth hurt her, made her wince in pain, but it was all she could do to answer the violent thrusts of his large tongue inside her. Fearing she would gag, she inhaled deeply through her nose.
She moved nervously against the cushions of the couch as he rubbed his chest against her. She felt the movement of air inside his lungs, as he began to breathe heavily. Her nipple went rigid, and she was surprised at this revelation of her own excitement.
He drew his chest back and inserted his hand in the space, pressing the palm against her yielding breast. He plied the hidden nipple between thumb and forefinger, as though he were sifting it. The tit grew pebble-hard under his insistent touch; he felt the rapid stiffening. His mouth plunged into her own, and their tongues exchanged moist stroke and counter stroke. His seemed to wrap around and envelop her own. Her hand gripped the flesh of his bicep as though a vise. With his left hand he pulled her toward him; with the right he ran the zipper of the dress down her back. He brought his hand around, under the dress, and rubbed the knuckles against her bare left aureole. Catlike, Irene arched her chest underneath his searching hand. She shut her eyes tight, and any thoughts she might have had were obscured by the swelling dizziness that flowed through her brain. It was irrelevant now whether this was man or woman; the touch was warm, and her body could not help but respond. She clamped her legs tightly together; she could not decide whether the feeling of wetness in her crotch came from the warm rush of blood in her stomach or the actual moistening of her pussy walls.
His left hand cupped behind her neck and supported her as he pressed her to the couch. His mouth again invaded hers, and his lips were wet with saliva.
As she reclined, the skirt of her dress crept up; now it just barely covered the crotch of her white lace bikini panties. His fingers were tensed and stiff as he pressed the flat of the forefinger against the clitoral ridge. He rolled the pin of the fingers against the dampening furrows. He felt the thin oil even through the fabric of the undergarment. His index finger bent at the joints and made its way under the crotch of the panties. It gained an immediate berth inside the cunt itself. He jammed the length of the finger inside her; the folds inside seemed to tighten around it. He wiggled the end of the finger and tested the elasticity of the chamber. He pulled back, then drove it forward again until her cunt covered the spike to its base.
He withdrew it and then extricated it from underneath the bikini. Both hands reached for her side; the fingers jutted under the elastic waistband. She lifted her hips as he moved down her body, pulling the panties to her knees. When his head was even with the intersection of her legs, he moved down to the vertex of the angle.
His tongue was icily cool against the heat of her matted bush. When he lashed his tongue against her clitoris, an involuntary shiver coursed through the girl's pelvis, and more of her pubic hair filled the entrance to his mouth. One of the pale brown hairs caught between two of his teeth, and he tore it from her flesh as he moved his head.
"A muff-diver, are you?" she asked contemptuously, though enjoying the skillful and intricate movements of his tongue. To him she tasted salty, of hormonal secretions and sweat. His tongue pushed in between the sides and wagged back and forth. The soft meat of her cunt was wet now. His forefinger pressed against her clit, teasing the skin around it. His left hand grabbed her right buttock, straining to keep her still while the tension raced through her veins.
"Eat it, eat it," she told him, her soft voice turning to a grating rasp, "eat me, eat me!" He accelerated the manipulations of his tongue and lips and released the flesh of her ass as she squirmed beneath his mouth.
He raised his head and looked down at her cunt. Blood filled his throbbing penis, which surged out from beneath his zipper. He was kneeling on the couch with his feet just off the edge. He pulled the panties below her knees, and then Irene kicked them off.
He placed his body above her own and took her hand and led it to his cock. She held it tentatively for a moment after he had released his own hand, but then drew her hand away from it and settled it limply on the small of his back.
Awkwardly he pulled his zipper down. His cock had already worked its way out through the flaps of the cotton briefs he wore. Now it was thick and hard against her belly and crotch, flattened between their bodies. She felt his muscle and also the slight flab of his belly.
He stuck his index finger in her cunt. He pushed it in, drew it back, then re-inserted, finally adding the forefinger. He lay on his side, so that she now had no weight above her. The movements of her groin, in time to the rhythm, of the fingers' pulsing manipulations, were steady and even, quickening only when he did. But he heard in the deepening breaths she took, saw in the way she dug the edges of her upper teeth into her lower lip that she was hot and was growing more so with each inward thrust. She turned her head from side to side, as though she were being whipped while bound. Each time his fingers filled the vacuum between her legs, the whole complex of her facial muscles tightened or flexed. He leaned over her and grabbed the flesh of her neck between his teeth. The tongue was soothing as it licked the sweating skin, but the teeth were merciless, biting as his lips sucked. He drew back and saw the whiteness where his mouth had been.
His thumb kneaded the clitoral button while his fingers rammed through her hole. Her mouth opened wide to accommodate the rush of air her throat demanded. Her breasts shifted lazily with the impatient movement of her whole body. She felt the involuntary spasms of dilation and contraction of her cunt, the first warnings of approaching orgasm. The walls retreated from the axis of his two fingers; then they closed in again and smothered the injected fingers.
He released the metal clasp at the top of his trouser zipper, then stood up and hastily untied his shoes. He kicked them off rather noisily and lifted one leg and then the other to remove the legs of the pants. He quickly pulled down the jockey shorts. The enraged cock shot forth at an angle from his belly.
Irene spread her legs as far apart as she could, her right leg extending over the side of the couch so that the ball of her foot dug into the thick pile of carpeting. One of the man's knees settled, into the space of couch cushion between her separated thighs and the other knee rubbed against the edge of the couch. His palms dug into the cushion at either side of he shoulders. He was in a beginning push-up position. He flexed his body and rammed the solid staff against her pussy lips, expecting immediate entry but disappointed just as immediately.
Daintily, as though she did not like to touch him, it occurred to Jack, Irene grabbed his cock and led it to her cunt. The entrance was slippery with fluid and he slipped in easily.
She wrapped her legs around him, crossing them at her ankles and resting the heels on the backs of his calves. He attacked; in response, she drove her body upward to meet him. She tried to hold him tightly inside of her; the friction achieved indicated her success.
She began to kick her heels into the couch. He beat his cock through her with quickening strokes. She felt the slight twitching of his cock as lubricant emerged from the slit on the head. Her own buttocks rocked with each new assault. Instinctively she grabbed for the scrotal bag, twisting it.
That seemed to drive him home. He struck again and again, his chest folding in to meet hers as his penis sliced her. Her hand went to her clitoris, and she felt his stomach move in and press against the back of her hand as she flicked the narrow ridge.
All at once she felt the wild surging of his cock as he thrust into her hard. One spurt and then another of the hot white fluid shot from the slit at the bulbous head of his cock.
She felt as though all the breath had been squeezed from her lungs; it was as though she were suspended. The final battering came in quick, frantic movements. Just as she thought she had lost it, the orgasm came upon her heavily. She writhed as she came and his own strokes slowed. His body moved in slow motion; suddenly it was over. She gasped for breath, and her mouth and throat were unbearably dry.
He stayed inside her, still stiff, for a few moments, then moved back and out of her slowly, gingerly, and turned over on his back, right leg dangling from the edge of the couch.
He took her hand in his own and again led it to his deflating prick. He pressed her fist tightly around it, and the reduction was halted. When he released, she once more lifted her hand and placed it on her belly, just below the navel. Semen dripped from her cunt in pearl white strands.
He turned to her, his hand seeking her cunt. Three fingers obtained immediate entrance. He began a steady and rhythmic plugging with the straightened fingers, and she responded to each stroke with a counterthrust of her own. At fist the manipulations were mechanical and obligatory, but as the moments went on she became absorbed in the progress of the act. His left hand played with her breasts, kneading and remolding the flesh while the red-brown tits grew stiff under the pressure. His thumb soothed the outer folds of her cunt, and she was slick again with her own juices as well as from his expenditure in her.
Suddenly she began to jerk spasmodically. He mounted her quickly and gracefully and rammed his cock against the outer crease of raw pink skin. Her body surged forward and he thrust into her. She began to cum just before he started to, so that she was limp in his arms as he climaxed, squirting the heavy water up toward her stomach, now heaving with frantic breaths.
He cradled her in his arms. Cum seeped from between her legs onto the couch. He had pulled out of her immediately this time. His cock was now weak and small, suspended from his crotch like an unfilled balloon. He held her too tightly; he was obviously, she thought, trying to convey an impression of warmth the gallant thing to do in most cases, but it irritated her.
Still, she reasoned, who was using whom? This Jack was just a man she picked up at her most fertile time, the father of her child. Was the child conceived tonight? She hoped so. She didn't want to do this again, to go through this again. To be with a man – that was too degrading.
She had closed her eyes. She heard sounds of stirring, then felt the cushions of the couch move with his weight. She opened her eyes to see him kneeling by the couch; his head leaning forward, perpendicular to her body. His head blocked her crotch from view, and in a moment she felt the cool lapping of his tongue over her mound. He was sucking on the thin filament, his tongue tip teasing the clitoral range. His thumbs dug into the hollows of her inner thighs and pushed the soft meat inward toward the bone, the fingernails scratching at the skin ever so slightly.
He tasted the semen he had sprayed inside her, her cunt wet and thick with the fluid. His lips pressed into her clit, pressured by his front teeth. He dug hard at her, and friction was increased by the thick pubic net. At first she lay there passive, but after a while she turned her hips from side to side, as if nervous.
She brought one knee up closer toward her stomach and then bent the leg. That leg kicked out, and now she bent her other leg. She rubbed the soles of both feet into the couch, as if she were bicycling.
Now she began to participate in earnest. She pressed both hands over his sandy-haired head and pulled him toward her. His head bobbed up and down, wildly. Her own body pulsed in violent reaction. Her right leg curled around his neck, and both legs were unsteady, threatening to shoot out into the air. Her nails dug into his neck and sent him almost biting into her cunt. With that she let herself go and came in a half-dozen slow and draining bumps and rinds.
He had assumed she would stay the night, but she asked him afterwards to take her home. He seemed surprised, and she apologized. Poor bastard, she said to herself, doesn't know he's the one who's been had.
He walked her upstairs to her apartment, but she did not invite him in. He kissed her good-night, and she felt his rod enlarge as he pressed against her. She did not want to do it again. Twice was enough. He asked her for her phone number. She hedged and hawed. "Well, if you don't want to…" he began, expecting her to jump in to fill the void.
"I just don't think it would work out," she said, extending her hand. He did not seem overly disappointed, but in the next week he came by twice. One time she was there, the other time he left a note. Finally she managed to discourage him, however, and she was left alone.
Six weeks later she found out for sure that she was pregnant.



CHAPTER TWO


Claude tensed his body. He listened as the mattress springs squeaked out the progress of lust in the next room, then heard her moan in time to her own writhings. Oh, Elaine… Elaine… it's so good, yeah, so good. The voice trailed off. Claude shut his eyes. "Oh, yeah, fuck me," she moaned. "Fuck me, fuck me good!"
The twelve-year-old's hand traveled from where it rested on the mattress to his crotch. HIS boyish penis poked out stiff and straight from the folds of the flannel pajamas. He nestled the small bird in his fist, his wrist brushing the few pubic hairs that had begun to sprout on the skin surrounding the rod. His thumb pushed at the rounder side of the organ, while his index finger grasped the skin on the shaft's flattened side. His finger bent, and the knuckle rustled against the purplish ridge. He felt the blood surge inside. His testes, ached with mounting fire as they pumped blood through his cock.
His pinky nudged into the soft folds of the scrotal bag. The almonds inside bobbed as his fingertip sought out the buried stalk and jabbed it, causing his penis to twitch from its base.
The rhythm of his mother's bed springs was slow but steady, like a grinding march. She was coming closer to the the nightly completion that would end the coupling. The noises would then fade and then be replaced only by the snoring of Irene Parkins' dyke lover.
He thought of Elaine, of her body. The form of it became clear in his mind once again, as it did every time he masturbated. She was not unfeminine, no matter how hard she tried to be. Her hair was short, cut sharply with thin bangs. But she was slim, tall, and her dress – at least when she would come from work at the insurance agency – would be modern and attractive. Her hair was the same color – deep chestnut – as her eyes. Her face was unmarked by lines, and as far as Claude could tell when he was twelve, she appeared to be younger than other women of her age, which was thirty-five.
He imagined his mother under the assault of Elaine's manipulations. He imagined her finger crawling into the cuntal opening through the small forest of pubic hair. His thumb pressed down on the few strands above the rising of his childish phallus.
"Suck me, suck me," he heard his mother cry, her voice frantic. She bumped her buttocks against the mattress, which thumped under her. The frame of the bed slid closer against the dividing wall.
Sometimes he could hear the slurping of his mother's tongue on Elaine or Elaine's tonguing of his mother's pussy. Tonight he just heard the sighing that became a high-pitched squeal, almost electronic to his ears, as Elaine stationed her head between his mother's sprawled limbs and applied her lips and tongue to her sex.
"Hmmnn…" His mother's voice again. He saw the back of Elaine's head as if from overview. Her head covered the patchwork of hair as she dove down. In his mind's eye, she rolled her mouth and teeth back and forth upon his mother, the tongue half out and half in her mouth as it licked the folds of labial skin. He had never seen his mother nude, but Elaine made a practice of walking naked past the door of his room when he had left it ajar. He heard them argue about it sometimes.
His major knowledge of female anatomy came from the pornographic magazines that were always strewn about the house. There was a stack of them in the corner of their room. Endless close-ups in color of the female genitalia. Women with their mouths inches away from and upon the lips of the gash…
Irene Parkins drilled the fingertips of both her hands into Elaine's skull, so that her lover's agile tongue jammed into her, and she felt the pressure of Elaine's teeth as they rammed into her lips. The other woman twisted her lips and now pressed enamel and gum over the raw-pink flesh. Her forefinger edged under her mouth and she rolled its tip over the inflated clitoris. At first the touch was light, but the pressure became rougher with each forward thrust of Irene's pelvis. Her hipbone jabbed the side of Elaine's mouth. Her buttocks stiffened, the muscles of the ass cheeks compacting and moving closer together, hiding the crack between.
Elaine pulled herself away from Irene's cunt. Her lips dragged over the smooth terrain of Irene's body. The younger woman's flesh was pale, the color of cream. Her hips were broad, but they curved in sharply at the waist. Her breasts were large, the red-brown nipples sharply erected even before Elaine set her open mouth down on one, then the other.
Elaine blew down softly on the first tit, and the cool air over her drying saliva burned Irene pleasurably. She raised her ass from the bed, then let her firm muscles sag into the mattress. She spread her legs further apart and dug her heels down as she braced herself for the fingering that Elaine so much enjoyed giving her. The older woman's index finger combed through the pubic garden, sliding down over the button until it pushed into the yielding cleft. The walls were soft and wet. She forced the finger in until the lips closed in at the base.
She pulled the finger out and wiped the lubricating mist over the labial folds. She pushed down hard on the clitoral ridge, bending her finger at the knuckle and rolling it back and forth, pressing it into the soft meat of Irene's inner thighs. She gripped Irene's ass and lifted her lover's hips, then pushed her own legs under Irene's cunt, so that her thighs touched the hemispheres of Irene's buttocks, which she let rest upon her legs. Leaning forward to take Irene's left nipple in her mouth, she pushed up on the breast with the back of her hand. Her tongue lashed the aureole into pebble-hard erection. Irene's bush covered her own clit and Irene was stroking her back. Her fingers started at Elaine's shoulder, then traced the curve of her body, passed the cones of her breasts, zeroed in to the small of her back. Elaine thrust out her pelvis and rolled her belly against Irene's. She jammed her stomach hard, and her labial folds rubbed through the tuft of hair. Irene's right hand moved to the crack of her ass, and she separated the two hillocks. Elaine winced as the skin above the division almost tore.
Irene caught the cheeks of Elaine's ass in her hands. Her fingers folded and her nails bit down on the flesh, now relaxed and un-muscled. She then repositioned herself so that she was on her knees, and bent down so that her breasts swayed above and onto Irene's. She took her right breast in her two hands and aimed the stiffened nipple at the center of Irene's aureole. Tiny buds formed inside the ruby circle as the tits collided. Irene smiled as she looked down and saw the small jewel, inside of which beads had formed.
Elaine drew her body up on the bed, her cunt just below Irene's. Irene wrapped her hands around Elaine's upper thighs, the thumbs hooked into her cunt. She tugged at the moist lips, which spread easily, and began to rub at the clitoris.
Elaine lowered her head and sunk her mouth onto Irene's pubic mound. Reflexively her tongue's tip wagged over the labial skin, and she sought out the clitoral button. When Irene's whispered "Oh!" told her she had found it, she circled the ridge with the end of her tongue. At last she began to flag her tongue from side to side. The slight pressure drove pleasure through Irene in spasms. She reached for her left breast and squeezed her own tit. Her body was in a fetal position as she relaxed for Elaine's continued sucking.
Her left hand moved slowly toward her crotch, while her thumb pressed inside the inverted cone of her navel. She ground her hips, pushing her pelvis deeper and then pulling it away from Irene's mouth. Irene covered the edges of her teeth with her lips, cushioning them. Now she sucked in at the folds and the clit and even at the gap itself.
Elaine reached down under her thighs and took Irene's head in her hands. She forced her so hard against her pubic arch that the fragile cartilage there ached with the pressure. Irene's tongue moved inside the cleft itself, which was salty with the hormonal sweat. Her own saliva mixed with the vaginal lubrication. She poked the first two joints of her forefinger inside the box and flexed it against the walls. Her second finger crawled behind, under the arch, and peeked inside the rear passageway. Elaine bucked her pelvis forward as she felt Irene's finger press at her anus. The nail dug into the constricted sphincter.
Irene opened her hands and jammed the bases of her fingers against her lover's jagged hipbones. Elaine moved back at the signal, and Irene inhaled, heaving her breasts up against the hairy crotch. Irene turned her body so that her left breast forced its tit inside the hole. She arched her spine, and the tit moved inside the first inch of Elaine's hole. The aureole retreated, now covered with lubrication.
Elaine pushed up on her knees and began to roll her hips in Irene's face. Irene licked at the juicy puckered vaginal lips. She knew Elaine was close to cuming. She turned her cheek against the moist cunt. "No, Elaine, not yet, please, not yet… Let's use the dick." She waited as Elaine's fingertips dug hard against her head, as she tried to stop the almost automatic swaying of her hips and rubbing of her sex.
Elaine got up and walked quickly to the bureau and pulled out the bottom drawer. The plastic dildo scratched against the wood as she took it out. She handled it as though awed. She offered it to Irene, who stood and wrapped the belt around herself. The erection pointed up at a forty-five-degree angle. It was thick, almost an inch in diameter, and the ringed plastic was pulled back from the bottom of the bell. It was colored an unlifelike pink.
Elaine clutched the bedposts at either side of her, readying herself for the assault, her arms stretched wide, her crotch exposed. Irene raised one knee to the bed and then fell forward. The long artificial phallus brushed over Elaine's breasts, then slid up and jammed into the side of her neck.
Elaine knew what was coming next. Irene reached forward and grasped her head. Elaine opened her mouth wide and took the head of the instrument in her mouth. Her tongue swirled around the plastic dome, and she almost chipped her upper front teeth as she bit down hard upon what was supposed to be the foreskin. A rubber sac with two small balls hung from the root. The hard billiards inside the scrotum bobbed as Elaine sifted the rubber sheath between her forefinger and thumb.
Elaine pushed her mouth up on the instrument, and half of it filled her mouth. The plastic had no taste but that of her own saliva. Her tongue hesitated in the slight grooves that represented the rings that spiral up a penile shaft.
Irene moved back and spread her legs around her lover's, her knees implanted outside and just above Elaine's. She sampled her lover's wetness with her hand, then stretched the lips apart and coated the clitoris once again with her pussy juice.
The head was, too large for Elaine's cunt, even when her legs spread wider and Irene's finger stretched the opening for the attack. She lunged forward into the hole, but the plastic just smashed at the lips. Elaine grimaced. She raised her hips off the mattress as Irene pushed forward again, and this time the phallus spread the folds and slipped inside to the glans line.
Irene reached behind herself and pulled at the elastic belt that kept the weapon fastened. The rubber snapped back to her rear and she pushed forward, deeper inside Elaine. "Oh… ah!" Elaine exclaimed as the penetration continued. She felt as though she were exploding from the center. The massive hunk of plastic plowed through, widening the hollow. She was dry inside. Only when the dildo started to pull back toward the opening did the walls begin to moisten, covering the tissue with a soft, sweet rain.
Irene surged forward, and this time she was deeper inside of Elaine with the tool than she had ever been before. This was only the fourth time she had used it on her partner; before they had always used a smaller rubber phallus. She reached below and pushed the tip of her forefinger inside the cunt, and she felt the grease that covered the inner walls as they sought to fold in on the hulk of the dildo.
Now the coupling began in earnest. Elaine's fingers pressed into the hollow at the small of Irene's back. Elaine waited while the plastic prick filled her. The way was easier with each heavy stroke of rod through sheath Elaine was stuffed with the thickness of the instrument.
Her body began to reel with the force of each thrust. As she brought her back down again to the mattress, the dildo almost slid out of the hole, but Irene wrenched forward and crammed her almost to the womb.
Elaine forced her stomach up against the rod, which dove deep through the tunnel. Irene pushed herself up on the palms of her hands. She shot forward again, and each time she moved inside Elaine, the intervals separating the penetrations were shorter, until the rhythm was a frenetic tango. Elaine reared her head to bite at Irene's shoulder as she plunged forward with the first of the climactic bursts that drove Elaine's frenzy to completion. Irene's legs shot out, and under her Elaine raised her limbs off the bed and bounced them against the mattress. The walls of her cunt dilated, leaving the plastic tube uncovered inside her until they dosed in again, this time tighter than before. Irene's thumbs pushed into the fleshy sides of Elaine's breasts, and her own bosom pushed out to touch and then cover them.
Her rear shook convulsively. She bit her lower lip. "Uh… uh…" she grunted as she forced herself further and further inside.
"Get me my cigarettes, will ya, hon." Elaine said softly in the aftermath. Irene rose off the bed, for a moment covering her breasts with the edge of the white sheet, but then dropping the pose as she reached forward into Elaine's bag and retrieved a pack of Chesterfields.
Claude could feel the pulse of the blood inside his penis. A torrent seemed to circulate up to the head. He yanked on the shaft, and the bottom of his closed fist pushed down on the wrinkled scrotum. He was pushing up and pulling down so fast now that he jammed the delicate testes, and he felt a slow ache in the pit of his stomach.
A droplet of semen had formed on the tip of the dome, and a sticky white streak now covered the tiny slit. The inside of the covering skin caught some of the moisture and, as he brought the skin down the shaft, the goo intensified the friction of the glans against skin.
At last he felt the swelling below the stalk, inside the bag, and he knew he was going to cum. He lifted his hips off the bed and pushed the flannel pajama bottoms toward his thighs. They were at his knees when he relaxed his buttocks. His hand, aching with fatigue, grabbed the pole midway and began again. The covers were off, and he looked down at his sparse growth of hair that surrounded the instrument's base, feeling admiration for his new manhood.
The whole of his crotch went ticklish for a fraction of an instant before the gummy fluid started to shoot out, and now splotches of white beat began to land on his belly, his thighs, and on the sheets by his body. A glob of cum flew onto the back of his right hand as it pumped furiously. He heard his breathing, a sore rasp, over the sounds in his mother's room. In his brain he saw his mother sending the huge fake penis into Elaine, the enormous dildo he bad seen when he went through her drawers. The last strokes of hand over phallus were slow, longing, as if to draw out his childish orgasm. He sank back into the bed, and the twisted sheet cooled the small of his back.
Awake, he heard only voices in the next room. Elaine was speaking in a normal tone, but his mother whispered. He heard his name mentioned, but he could not decipher the sentence into which it fit. The reference frightened him. He stiffened and relaxed only a few minutes later. Images formed in his mind. He thought of the humiliations of the afternoon. He saw Elaine, her tongue crawling from the corner of her mouth to wipe the lower lip glossy with saliva. His whole mind was sucked into the outline of the image, then drowned in her eyes, themselves surrounded by heavy blue-black mascara circles…
Soundlessly he had entered the apartment by the front door. Five-thirty, read the wall clock. He had sat reading in the library until five, when it closed, in order to postpone the inevitable.
Elaine was already home, reading the newspaper on the couch in the front room. Her working clothes were already discarded, and she was clad only in a bra and bikini panties. A few strands of pubic hair peeked out of the vee of the underpants. Claude cursed himself for his susceptibility to her partial nudity, and he wondered if she noticed the small erection straining at the fabric of his trousers.
"Oh, hello, Claude…" Elaine turned her head and looked into the kitchen, where Irene was already fixing dinner. "Claude's home," she said loudly, making herself heard over the full force of the tap water.
Irene's eyebrows flexed questioningly as she turned the faucet off, but her query was answered when Claude moved into the kitchen and into her sight. She dropped her dishrag into a sinkful of water and opened her arms. The boy blinked as she crushed him inside the embrace. "Dinner will be ready in a few minutes," she said over his shoulder, addressing her son and her lover.
The screen of the dream distorted, bent, and now, later in the evening – outside, past the curtains, the sun was gone – he tightened his muscles, and his buttock cheeks rustled against the sheet below him. Rivulets of sweat beaded down his slender arms, and his breathing was strained…
He stood in the middle of the living room, separated from Elaine by the mosaic coffee table, his mother at his side. "Don't you want us to see you, Claude? There might be something wrong with your wee-wee, and if there is, you want us to take you to a doctor, don't you?" Elaine's voice was honey-sweet and honey-soft.
"But there's nothing wrong…" began the objection inside his brain, but his lips only squirmed in movement, and he heard no speech from them.
"I'll tell you what I'll do, Claudie." She looked down at the neck of the terry-cloth robe into which she had changed after her shower. Claude knew she had nothing on beneath the garment, and from the side he had even seen a flash of the cone as it ended in a round red tit, jutting sharply. Even now he could see the outline of the taut circle. "I'll take off my clothes, and you'll take yours off. O.K.?" He looked uncertainly at his mother, but he could not read from her facial expression the content of her mood. He knew, instinctively, that she was totally dependent upon Elaine for approval.
"You help him, Irene."
His mother's fingers were slow as she pulled at the collar button of his shirt, then at the row even with it. Nervously she drew on the belt, tugging the snake from inside the metal clasp. She unhooked the small silver apparatus at the top of the zipper. "Get the zipper, love," directed Elaine, and now Irene slid the hook down over the obstruction of Claude's small, now frozen penis. The slender stick pushed out through the folds of the cotton, and Elaine bit sensuously into her lower lip. Now his mother hooked her thumbs under the waist of the slacks, and she pushed the pants toward his knees in one sweep, almost stumbling to the carpeted floor as she did.
His mother's hands were gentle as she moved his undershirt against his narrow chest, over his shoulders, and then his face. She was sweating. It was compounded by a second odor that mingled with the first, a salty, tangy sweat.
He was naked. True to her promise, Elaine rose, letting the sides of the robe open on her generous nudity. He saw the melons pour out, and his eyes widened when he saw the aureoles, erected into stiffness. She turned her hands toward her shoulders and brushed the fabric against them. She hunched her arms, and the robe slid off. He noticed his mother inhale deeply, almost sigh, at Elaine's nakedness.
Elaine pushed up on the undersides of her full breasts with her open palms. She raised the slopes of the breasts and made them larger against her chest. She inhaled, and her ribs were prominent. She spread her legs, and the tawny down of pubic hair barely covered the slick folds of her cunt. Her right hand moved from her right breast, the wrist grazing the curve of her body as she drove past the spreading hips inside to her crotch. Now the fingertips danced through the hair, combing it, until her forefinger seized hold of a sliver of raw-pink flesh, moistened by lubrication she drew from her cunt with her fingertip.
She stroked the front of her belly above the overturned base of the triangle, and the pale skin between the navel and pubic hair was streaked with moisture. She threaded a few silk strands on the spool of her index finger. The legs were planted firmly apart. She thrust her pelvis forward invitingly.
"See?" She moved closer. She kneeled to his side, and the flat of her hand pushed against Irene's thigh motioning her backward. "Now… let's see your stick." He was hard. She pressed her thumb against it halfway down its length. The blood pumped with force against the pressure. She dug her nail into the ringed flesh, drawing it down from the phallic head. Claude sighed deeply. She let her thumb slide down the underside of the prick until it jammed into the scrotal sac between the two balls. A low groan escaped the boy's throat, and he looked down to see Elaine staring up at him, her face transformed to an eerie, beauty by a satisfied smile.
Her fingers clamped on his cock. She ground her thumb against the base, twining the few strands that laced the skin. He knew what would come. He shut his eyes, but all he could see was the image of the nudity his lids had just shut out his sight zoomed close-up on a diamond tit, grainy pin-sized erections within the larger red circle…
Her other hand moved around his hips. She clenched the firm but un-muscled cheek in her hand and squeezed hard. Her fingernails scratched and drew blood from the flesh, but all he could feel was the surging tide inside his cock. He pushed his stomach forward and almost lost his balance, but her hand tightened on the cheek. He wrenched back and forth as the cream squirted out of the rip on the head, and her fingers were merciless as they squeezed it out. He blinked and looked down at her face. Her eyes glowed as the spurts of semen jumped into the air. A glob of the hot milk landed on her lower lip, and her teeth closed in on the lip, and her tongue licked greedily at the fluid, now hidden…
The sound of his own bedsprings woke Claude. He twisted his pillow. His hips forced themselves deep into the pliant rubber flesh of the mattress as they bounced. New juice covered the flaps of the pajama crotch. He was half-awake, and his hands had not touched the organ. Dreamily he pulled himself into consciousness. With wonder his forefinger touched the puddle of white liquid that obscured his pubic hairs. He knew his chest vibrated with heavy breathing. He wondered how he had cum. Slowly he remembered the dream. Slowly, his head aching with fantasy become sudden reality, he remembered the afternoon, Elaine wiping the drying sperm off his skin with toilet paper…



CHAPTER THREE


Waiting for breakfast, Elaine ran her thick, rough fingers over the metal lunch pail. Her face, as Irene read it, was sulky. Elaine's was a tough face to begin with. Her lips were puffy and colorless, her neck short and thick. Still, it amused Irene, when she could think about her lover with something like irony, that Elaine's shoulders, beneath the faded blue work shirt, were narrow and even frail no matter how she hunched them to make them more masculine.
Elaine's fingers undid the metal clasp of the pail. "Irene, I can't begin to tell you how sick and tired I am of white bread. How many times…" she stopped herself, surprised at the stress on that word rather than any other… "have I asked you to get whole wheat, or rye, or anything, for God's sake?"
Irene did not realize at first that the question was more than rhetorical. Her fork weaved through the eggs she was scrambling for the three of them. By the time she looked up, Elaine's features were tightened with anger. "Well?" she asked again. Claude's stomach buckled with fatigue at yet another acrimonious episode.
"The wheat bread wasn't any too fresh, and they were out of rye, and you hate sourdough bread. So I thought you'd rather have white this time."
Having no reasonable response to Irene's explanation, Elaine seethed. Her nostrils twitched at the smell of tuna between the spongy white slices of bread. "This apple looks rotten," she said loud enough for Claude, just next to her, to hear, but too soft for Irene, whose fork scraped the bottom of the steel frying pan.
The three ate in silence, except for the rattling of silverware. Elaine scowled less after the first cup of coffee, and even less after the second. Irene's eyes were shifted downward, to the plate, to the end of her fork, and occasionally across the table to Claude. His body was tense with pretending there was no tension in the room.
Elaine left first. She bent down to graze Irene's cheek with a kiss. Irene instinctively moved her mouth against Elaine's, and Claude watched, fascinated, while their tongues slid back and forth over each other for a few seconds before Elaine reared back and announced again that she was off to work. She nodded to Claude. "Bye, Claudine," she laughed, and she turned before his expression could change.
She was out of the house by the time it did. When he heard the door slam, Claude cried out to his mother. "Must I always do what she says? I hate pretending to be a girl. If the kids at school ever found out…" He broke, a shiver in his throat.
"They won't, dear," Irene soothed, getting up and sitting down in the chair that had separated them, her arm curled around Claude's shoulders. She squeezed the beginning of his small chest with her fingertips. "I'll talk to Elaine, dear. She really likes you – you mustn't get the idea she doesn't. It's just that her ways of showing it are… strange, that's all," she said, seizing upon the word, rolling it on her tongue with pleasure, as though it solved the equation.
"When she makes me wear dresses and girl's clothing…" The child's voice was crushed in his throat, and unreleased tears glazed his eyes.
Irene squeezed his neck, and the boy rubbed against the palm of her hand with a catlike sigh. Like an unhappy wife, his mother was already comforting herself with memories of what she had lost. When Terry had gone… It was Terry she thought of as Claude's father, not the man who had planted the seed in her. He had been a mere device. It was Terry who suggested she let herself become pregnant with the child. "So we can raise it, darling," she had said. Now she knew that Terry had failed her, but then she was all bright hopes. They were all bright hopes and aspirations, both of them; both wanted a "family", children, Terry had fussed over her during pregnancy like a nervous father.
It was Claude's arrival that had made the difference. (Could it have been – she always dismissed the thought as quickly as it came, came persistently into her mind – because the child was a boy?)
The biological fact of motherhood had taken her, filled her. She had wanted the child because Terry had wanted her to have it, and Terry was her lover. But Claude – named for Terry's grandfather – was the center of her world now, even her body regulated to his timetable.
And Terry loved the child. And Terry, she knew, loved her. But "that wasn't the point," as her lover told her each time a new argument began. Half an hour or an hour later, Irene had backed her into a corner, and there was the new discovery that there was no point. Still, the right side of the argument made no difference; the earful concessions were Irene's, and her logic did not weaken Terry, because Terry was stronger than she was to begin with – end finally, at the end.
The point, such as it was, was this: Terry had become jealous of Claude, of the infant's power, of Irene's attention. She could not sense that there was no division, no redistribution of love, that more love had been created with the birth, that, as far as attention went, the baby pulled its mother's concern toward it like a magnet. Like a father, thought Irene, as she watched her lover drift away.
Terry had not even really known what to do with the child. Her jealousy was like that of the male parent, but her love was not. She had been disappointed almost immediately; she did not feel like a father, she did not feel like the head of a family.
She had not known that that last night was the end, though she must have known that it was one of the last times. Her mind could summon, was summoning now, still photograph I in sequence. Some of them were of the scene as she'd known it; all there was of her was a smudge of pink nose, the rims of her reading glasses when she had them on to took closer into Terry's eyes.
The smell could easily be re-created. Beer and vodka alternated throughout the evening Terry had spent in the gay bar. Then the alcohol scent mixed with the mustiness of the room, even with the air that came in through cracks around the window's wood frame.
"Please," she hushed, "Claude is sleeping."
A wave of sadness passed over Terry's eyes, a wave of sad fatigue. "Sorry," She hiccupped and laughed.
She was in bra and panties. The full white cotton of the underpants that came almost to her navel could not conceal the round swell of her hips. Though the white blocked out the color of her pubic hair, Terry's bush was thick, and the tangle pushed up against the crotch. A few long strands snaked out from the insides of her legs.
The legs were strong. The thighs were hard with exercise though the calves were thin, not much more than the long bone. She was breathing heavily now; with difficulty, it seemed, and her big breasts, coming not to points but curving bends, heaved with each sigh. The tits were enormous red circles, larger than proportion would have allowed, and Irene could read their color even through the starchy white of the brassiere. Her knee bones rolled against the tight skin as she bent to draw the panties down her legs. She tightened her fingers around the discarded garment, and Irene sniffed involuntarily, thinking about the odor that would adhere to the cotton crotch. Terry always removed her pants first, as though to indicate her part was that of a male. The undressing of her breasts was an afterthought almost.
They drooped, heavy, even the nipples pointing downward, sagging toward the belly as if disappointed. She arched her shoulder as she reached down to scratch the surface of her belly, and the inside of her forearm covered the scarlet tit. The boobs bounced without grace as she moved across the room. Her steps were unsteady. She paused, her finger on the light switch. (Why did she want me to see her face when she asked me the question? Irene had wondered a thousand times.) "Can you, tonight?"
There was something impressive about the weariness in Terry's eyes, in the muscles of her face, in her voice. It was sexless and ageless. "Yes," said Irene, folding the top sheet inside her fingers as they flexed. "I want you."
Claude had not burnt out the drive. She was not sure whether it was the time without sex or something about giving birth, but she looked forward to bed more each night. She had even begun to masturbate in the daytime, when Terry was away at work, something she'd never done before.
Still, the new excitement she felt could not make itself known to her lover. Terry's touch was sad, this night especially so, as if she were stroking and fondling a memory.
When her hand reached hungrily for Irene's cunt, grown now to a bristle months after Claude's delivery, Irene held the wrist tight with the flesh of her suddenly muscular thighs. Steadily Terry's fingers stretched the labia, stroked the furrows, dipped inside and wiped the fluid over the raw-pink tissue. Terry's index pushed inside, and the walls, too, were tight around it as the nail rolled against the moistened muscle. Terry's thumb rolled over the clit until it was like a small frozen bubble, purple and puffy. Her pubic hair was greasy now with her lubrication, and she smelled herself, smelled the odor Terry's fingers had drawn from her.
She held Terry's large breast in her hand; rather, she balanced it, pushing the large tit into the billowing flesh until the aureole was the texture of tapioca pudding, tiny beads erected into hard granules. She squeezed the boob until Terry groaned and moved back, out of her reach.
Terry had spread her legs wide. Her knees were even with Irene's, planted outside Irene's already sprawled legs as she kneeled. Her legs folded. She pushed up and her breasts moved a moment after she did, like conclusions to a wave. She sat down, and her soft buttocks brushed Irene's upper legs, and her pubic tuft was no more than an inch away from Irene's lighter down.
At first her hand was selfish. Her fingers rubbed her own stomach until the shapes of fingertips were blush marks on the paleness of her belly. She started to gather the flesh, and she was rougher, rougher with herself than she had ever been with Irene. She scratched the flesh and her tongue poured from between her lips, coating them and moving as slippery as an eel. She hit into her lower lip and the lip discolored just as she pushed forward and rolled her pubic hair against Irene's sopping cunt. She reached under her own leg and found the entrance to the cavity, stretched by Claude's birth. Two fingers wiggled as they made their way inside; the movement seemed playful to Irene, and it surprised and saddened her to see that her lover was not smiling.
Terry's breathing, however, signaled passion. It was like the scraping of satin against silk. Her tongue was as loose as if it had been severed from her throat. She was pushing Irene's clitoris down against the bed of thick, coarse hair. She took the tiny bead between her thumb and forefinger and teased it until the fire began in Irene's groin.
Irene stretched her arms and pressed her fingers into Terry's broad shoulders. She had let the hair grow beneath her arms. Irene loved the touch of the long hair, moist with perspiration. The smell that stayed on her fingertips did not give a clue to sex; it was a nameless sweat. Irene felt her throat go dry just as, somehow, her lips seemed most moist. "Kiss me, please," she whispered, though there was no need to whisper – the baby slept soundly in the next room. "Kiss me," and the words were stopped by the stroking of a wet tongue against her lips. Their tongues moved against each other until Irene was overwhelmed with the soft force of Terry's mouth, which seemed to invade and overpower her own.
Her fingers traveled from the armpits to the massive breasts, and Terry clenched her eyelids and tightened her ups as Irene's hands molded and remolded the flesh with the wonder that filled her each time she took them into her hand. They seemed gigantic, like mountains, and yet they were so soft. And though they were soft, they responded so well to her touch. Irene was conscious of her power. "You love me so good." Terry sighed, her breasts moving against Irene's smaller tits.
Irene noticed the tears that escaped Terry's eyes. Catching her breath, she lifted Terry's face with her hands. Her thumbs were hooked under the girl's jaw and her longer fingers framed the face as they stroked the high cheekbones. "What's wrong?"
"I just love you so much, that's all," and choking on the last two words, Terry moved down her body until she felt a sweet wetness on her mound. The large tongue drenched her pubic hair with saliva and battered the clit into fresh erection. Terry's thumbs were pulling at the sides of her hole, drawing the tissue apart just as it tried to press together to obscure the cavity. Her tongue dipped inside and wagged against the first inch of the walls, already covered with a thin veneer of juice. Her upper lip twisted and turned against the hair and the labia and the button, swelling and burning her deep into her stomach.
"Touch me… touch me there…" Irene sighed, but Terry teased her. The long, thick fingers played with the hollows of her thighs, moved to her belly, stretched the skin of her waist tight, dug into the curve of the pelvic bones. Then they were under her, squeezing the buttocks. Irene arched her spine and offered her cunt in spasms of movement. She felt Terry's teeth scrape the exposed flesh, and Terry's breath rustled through the hair.
Her fingers combed frantically through Terry's hair, rubbing the perspiring scalp. She tried to pull her legs even farther apart, and her ass left the bed as she attempted to jam the whole of her cunt into. Terry's mouth. Terry was breathing hard, and her tongue worked like a whip over the hairy surface. Her finger wiggled inside while the tip of her tongue concentrated on the button. Her index poked between the ass cheeks until she felt Irene's warm hole. The nail pushed open the sphincter, and she buried her finger inside to the first two joints. The walls of the rectum were dry and tense.
Irene knew that Terry liked it when she raised her legs and rested them on her shoulders. Her thighs pressed against her lover's neck, and Terry's thumbs jabbed the center of each cheek as she lifted Irene's ass from the bed, sucking her. The taste of Irene's cunt was like bitter salt, a tangy sweat. Saliva dribbled from the corners of her mouth, wetting the flaps with spit that cooled the surface of the hole just as the lining became hotter and hotter.
Wet with perspiration, Terry's palms slid up Irene's body until they closed in on her breasts. The tits became rigid against the center of the hand, and the fingers twisted the creamy flesh until it seemed to Irene that she was swelling with pleasure. The walls of her cunt opened in a convulsive spasm, contracting just as quickly and just as violently. Irene reached under her ass as she arched her spine and dug her heels into the mattress. She separated her ass cheeks as she left the bed and came closer against the other woman's mouth. Terry turned her head and sucked the labia between her front teeth, rolling her tongue over the tissue, gentle with the edges of her teeth. Her thumbs pressed against the insides of the globes as they joined, and she felt Irene's wrist push down on her, forcing her to slide with her wet mouth to her asshole. Irene had drawn her legs up, and she was rocking anxiously. "Suck me, suck me… Fuck… Oh, yeah, fuck me…"
The flat flesh of Terry's tongue was nevertheless like a moistened dart as it grazed the soft, almost pouting circumference of the rectal hole. The small cavity radiated fiery heat. Terry's nose jammed into the underside of the pubic bonework just as she forced her stiffened tongue inside the ass.
"That's so good," her lover exclaimed. Irene felt helpless now. She could not direct her senses, she could not control her body. Her arms flailed irregularly at her sides. Her upper body twisted and turned just as she tried to staple her cunt to Terry's face and her asshole to Terry's mouth. She pushed her hands, palms down, into the mattress, and she raised herself up, watching Terry's head as the woman sucked her off. A burning sensation went all the way up the rectal hole, and her cunt was itching for want of the attention that had been diverted to the anus.
Terry solved the problem by rolling her mouth, half-closed, the tongue hanging now limply from between her lips, up and down, touching in one second the primary hole and in the next the almost hairless tighter cavity.
Irene's fingers curled her hair and pulled at it until Terry gasped with the pain. Irene wiggled under the assault of her mouth, drooling uncontrollably. Saliva poured from the insides of her cheeks, but her throat was dry, and her lungs were sore from the air she was breathing in so excitedly.
Irene started to rub her breasts with her own hands. The moist palms massaged the aureoles until the nipples pointed up like needles, sharp and dangerous. She grabbed the breast flesh, squeezing it. Her muscles were taut as stretched rubber bands, and she was waiting for the release that only Terry's tongue could give her.
One hand moved down to her crotch, which a mixture of cunt oil and spittle had made soft and damp. She pulled the labia apart and dared Terry to enter with her tongue. The sides of her cunt closed on the tongue when it came, and Terry pushed the knuckle of her index finger down hard on the erect clitoris.
Irene bit into her lower lip, hard and painfully, just as she started to deliver. Two of Terry's fingers had grabbed the clit and were pulling at it, teasing it, while her tongue moved side to side against the walls, glistening with fluid.
Irene's hips still propelled the orgasm, but it was building toward an even greater one, and this was only the first of a wave of violent cumings. Terry's mouth went wild with her passion for the taste of the cunt, and the tip of the tongue spread the sweet-scented juice all over the hair and onto the skin of her belly, the insides of the thighs – until Irene, pumping frantically, moaned for her to drill her with her tongue, mash her, drown her in the spit, make her cum, cum, cum, until the climax had emptied her body of every emotion, of every tremor of excitement.
When she was done, though, her muscles were filled not with calm, but with a strange anxiety, as though no series of climaxes could really satisfy her. And Terry did not stop; she only moved slower, her tongue running over the cunt and between the ass cheeks, over the rectum, like the ghost of the previous pleasure.
Irene stirred. She forced her stomach harder against Terry's mouth and chin. She wished the two fingers that were circling over the globe of her butt would force their way inside the cunt. Her walls, in the aftermath of the climax, clamped shut.
They drew open again, like flabby wet muscle. Terry's lips puckered, and Irene groaned as her lover blew cool wind from between them to chill the lining. Her thumbs massaged the moist, fuzzy armpits and she tried to pull Terry on top of her.
Terry mounted her, but only after making her wait. She rubbed her cunt over Irene's slicked-down, matted pubic hair. Irene felt the stirring, the tension, working up from her heels through her limbs, spreading out like arrows of intense tingling through her ass cheeks. "Make love to me," she whimpered. "Don't just fuck me, please… make love to me… Show me you mean it…"
Terry's eyes widened as she watched the tears streak over the other woman's cheekbones. Softly she kneaded Irene's belly with the inside of her sweaty hand. "I'm sorry," she whispered into Irene's ear, and a pang of sympathy touched her, making her blood rush as Irene smiled, her lips parting as she breathed through her mouth.
"I like it when you do that," Irene said, her voice gentle and even childlike when Terry's hand rested over the mound of her breast. Blood seemed to swirl inside the hillock, making the tit freeze solid. Only the point of the nipple grazed the palm, but pinpricks of erection surrounded it. She squeezed her legs together, and her thighs touched as the bristle of her sexual hair curled into a tighter mop. She stretched her legs and felt a chill in the base of her spine as her lover moved from kissing her neck with her tongue down to her breast, where she forced the whole of the tit inside her mouth. The edges of her teeth moved gingerly against the pale flesh, while the aureole scraped the dry roof of her mouth.
Terry pushed down on the breast with her full hand, drawing her mouth away. The soft tissue and muscle compacted against the breastbone, making it smaller, flatter. She ran her tongue around it, then made designs of saliva on her skin with the tip of her tongue. Her fingertips prodded the muscle when she drew her head away. Irene, impatient for friction in her groin, raised her right leg off the bed and curled it around Terry's left.
Terry knew what she wanted. She knew the slight smile, the willing glance, that told her how much Irene wanted it – it being what she always called sex, having an aversion even to euphemisms. Gently Terry flexed her right leg and jabbed the knee against the cunt while Irene writhed against the pressure, as if set in motion by an electric shock. She brought her right hand to Irene's thigh, and her fingers poked into the hollow below the cunt hair. She rolled the tip of her finger over Irene's clit until it was harder and even larger. Terry winced as Irene, kicking her leg out involuntarily with the excitement that was filling her, hit her hipbone. She felt Irene's open mouth swirl around her neck, and her own breasts heaved as the warm breath enveloped her shoulders.
She was not as excited as Irene seemed to be, and she wondered why. Was it the guilt she felt? As she was trying to understand, she felt Irene's hand rubbing her cunt and she was drawn into the movement. A small amount of lubricating fluid was released from the tight walls of her cunt. She brought her right knee closer into the fork between Irene's legs, and she drew her other leg up the side of Irene's body until she was crouched over her lover, kneeling, with her torso curled over Irene, their tits almost touching. She rammed her pussy up against Irene's hand. She had taught Irene most of what the other knew about making love to a woman. And now Irene's fingers were as expert as her own. It was the way she liked to be touched. She had trained a lover for herself, and now she was leaving her creation…
The fingers, bending at the knuckles in quick spasms, pushed inside the cunt and poked the wet meat until both were slippery. Irene pulled out and smeared the glossy sweat over the cunt's surface. The remaining moisture she wiped off on the rims of the buttock cheeks.
"Let me do it to you," Irene whispered, and Terry knew what this ft was. She pushed up on her hands and waited on her knees while Terry squirmed from under her. In a moment, Irene was at her side, and in another second she was behind Terry, pushing her toward the bed. Terry's legs were limp, and she did not pull them apart. Instead she waited for Irene's hands to push her thighs out so that her sex was exposed. Irene's fingertips swirled lightly through the network of pubic hair, though her fingers did not touch the delicate skin itself. Suddenly Terry felt the pressure of fingertips on the raw-pink labial flesh, and she felt the lips drawn open. She closed her eyes and waited for the wetness of Irene's tongue.
Irene pressed her lip to the clit. It grew larger, like a soft pearl. Her finger slipped inside the cunt and wiggled against the walls until they opened in a convulsive spasm, only to slam shut again, the wet skin forcing itself into one tight muscle. Irene's tongue waved over the exterior flesh of the pussy until the tongue tip touched the first inch of salty tissue inside.
Terry sat up in bed. Her ass moved under her, but Irene's mouth followed her cunt with her lips and tongue. Terry's hands slipped from the other woman's shoulders to the small of Irene's back, where she pressed on the base of her spine. Irene's breathing grew faster as one finger moved inside the crevice between her ass cheeks. She could not pry apart the tiny muscles of the sphincter, but Irene's hips pumped out a quick rhythm in response to the mere probing. Terry's finger traveled up between the hillocks and rubbed the place where the butt separated, just beneath the spine. She leaned forward; her breasts ramming into Irene's face and neck, and started to bite and lick the folds of her neck and shoulders. She spread her legs and brought them in tight around Irene's body, while her own cunt squirmed against Irene's mouth.
Irene was squeezing one butt inside her hand, twisting her fingers around the flabby meat and tearing her nails into the cheek, while the other hand was playing with Terry's wet cunt, separating the sides so that her tongue could fall inside easily and caress the walls, oiled with fluid.
Exhausted, Terry lay back and let her limbs fly apart, opening the space between her legs wider so that Irene could move her face up and down, side to side, more wildly. Terry's fingernails dug into the mattress. Her hips bucked and she slipped her sex out of Irene's mouth, moaning as Irene's tongue rolled over her soft naked belly rather than the thirsty clitoris. But Irene's lips pressed down inside the matting of hair, and she found the button again, while her two fingers smashed inside and rubbed the walls, gooey with female sweat.
Her shoulders twisted against the bed linen, her head snapped from side to side, and her jaw flexed like the mouth of a marionette. Her tongue slid over the rims of her lips and made the deep pink shine with moisture. A low moan escaped from her throat like the rustle of wind.
In a moment Irene's body had straightened, and she was on top of her lover, kissing her, stroking her lips with her tongue. Terry tasted her own juices in Irene's mouth, and her lips twisted, sliding to the cheeks, to the neck, while she squeezed Irene's breast, bloated by motherhood, until the tit was diamond-hard again.
Irene was in control this time; Terry was too hot. Irene sat and curled her legs around Terry, folding them behind and forcing her heels into the girl's buttocks. She prodded the underside of Terry's knees with her thumbs, and Terry lifted her limbs off the bed and curled them around Irene until they faced each other, their breasts sliding against one another with each new straining breath. The muffs almost touched. When Irene stuck her hand between the two nearly joined crotches, Terry was not sure until she felt the pressure of moving fingertips that the gesture was directed at her. For a moment she arched her spine and rested her weight on her hands, thrusting her pubic region up and into Irene's anxious hand. But now she came forward and found the pouting flesh around Irene's hole. Her fingers bent and straightened until two fingers made their way inside the cavity, which was dry now. The muscles were tight, and Irene groaned.
"Jesus, I don't know," she sighed. "…I don't know what happened…" Her hand went to the crotch; her eyes were apologetic. She was graceful, but Terry knew what she was doing. She pressed the clitoris down, and down again, and then she drew her hand relaxed a little. It now was covered with a thin veneer of away, leading Terry's hand to the opening, which had dampness.
One of Irene's hands was in her hole, but the other hand was playing with the slight layer of flesh that covered her back, kneading the un-muscled, tissue against the spine. This brought her breast closer, and Terry gasped as her own hard tit was caressed – as if accidentally – by Irene's aureole, hard as stone. Her hand moved from the girl's diaphragm to the breast itself, and she held the palm open, scooping the boob up in her hand before she squeezed down and pressed the loose flesh together.
Terry jammed her ass down into the mattress, and the bed squeaked. Irene was writhing under the slow, circular rubbing of her mound. Her eyes were shut, and her ups were drawn inside her mouth, discolored by the pressure Irene brought to bear as she tensed her body for the coming climax.
Terry forced the tit against her own, rubbing them together until both were stiffer. She let go of the breast, and then her arms tightened around Irene until both were locked in embrace. Both tried to force their cunts together, imitating coital friction, but the clits did not touch, lost inside the nestle of pubic hair.
Irene felt Terry's knuckles press into the back of her hand, and in another second she felt three fingers force her cunt wide as they rammed almost to the womb, straining the wet skin around the outside of the hole, already stretched from childbirth.
Her own fingers dipped deep inside Terry's cunt, which began to vibrate with orgasm. The large girl's ass began to bump the bed. The mattress springs moaned out a swift rhythm, a squalling wheeze, overwhelmed only by their own breathing, like waves of the same incredible force. "Oh, yeah… oh, yes, oh… oh…" Terry's voice was an agonized plea for each stroke. With each new jab some incomprehensible syllable was forced from her mouth, her throat dry and rasping. Irene was silent. Her own vagina was so wet that Terry's fingering made a low, gushing sound.
When it was over, Terry leaned back. Her body was so sensitive in the aftermath of orgasm that she felt every wrinkle in the sheet that touched her back. She shivered with delight, and her spine curved as she dug her rear into the bed, separating the cheeks slightly with her movement. She felt wet all over, not just in her cunt, but under her arms, even in her asshole.
Irene was so tired that she could not even move. Her legs were still parted, and she was still sitting on her butt. She leaned a little to the right, and her palm, drilled to the bed, supported most of her weight. She was stiff, as if posing. Her body, though, was moving with her stilt heavy breathing. Her eyes were closed, and she felt half asleep already.
Terry moved off of the bed. She stood behind Irene and pushed her gently down on the bed, then covered her with the sheet and blanket. She fluffed the pillow under the young mother's bead.
When she came back from the bathroom, Irene was asleep. She sat at the desk for the next hour, composing the note.
When Irene woke the next morning, she realized intuitively that Terry was gone, that she had not even spent the night after the two had made love. Her eyes darted around the room. She did not know what she was looking for until she saw the long envelope on the desk.
Irene
It just is not good anymore. You know that, don't you? Last night I realized again how much I cared for you. I love you. I've never told another woman that. But all the time we're not making love, I feel jealous. I feel annoyed. And, I guess, I feel guilt, because I was the one who made you have Claude. You don't need me now. You need him, and he needs you. I'm even a little jealous I didn't have the baby.
I'm trying to make sense out of this, I really am. And I know I'm not succeeding. Forgive me. I know I'll want to see you again, but don't wait for me. You have a new life now, whether either of us planned it that way or not.
I love you, Irene. Please believe that.
Terry
And she had never seen Terry again.



CHAPTER FOUR


"Why not?" Elaine's voice showed her irritation. She looked at Claude, who balanced a half-dozen peas on his fork. She did not want to look at Irene. She knew the expression on her face without having to look. It was almost pathetic, a kind of tentative appeal, as if the woman were afraid her knuckles would be rapped.
"Look at me, for Christ sake, Elaine."
"All right. So just tell me why."
"That's just it. I don't want to talk about it now. Later."
"I've been trying to talk to you about this for days. And every time it's later. I've been talking to those girls at work, and they're having a party Friday night. Now, we're invited. I want to know if I can accept. It just isn't worth you giving me this hard a time, is it, Irene?"
"I guess not." Irene was not quite contrite. She was beginning to feel more assertive, although the forms of her new independence had not really been worked out yet. She looked at Claude and smiled. The youngster returned the glance, his lips drawing back and exposing his teeth in a childish grin.
Elaine was silent, almost sulky, for the rest of the meal. Claude went into his room directly following dessert, and the two lovers were left in the kitchen.
"Do you have to expose all of our private life to him? Are you just doing it to needle me? He's my son, Elaine. He's my responsibility. I don't want him to grow up like this."
"I just wanted a yes or no answer. You've been hanging us upon this for the last month."
"It's me against 'us', right? You're 'us', in this case."
"If it has to be, then, yes."
Irene turned from the sink, a dish still in her hand. "Isn't one lover enough for you? You'd think you had to prove your Goddamn virility."
In one liquid movement Elaine raised her hand and slapped Irene across the face. The plate dropped from Irene's hand and broke noisily against the linoleum floor. "Don't you ever ridicule me again!"
Irene was surprised at the emotion that overtook her body. It was rage. Yet her instinctive recoiling from violence – from psychic violence more than physical conflict – made her say, "Please! Claude will hear."
Elaine laughed. "What are you so afraid of? That he'll turn out to be like us – like you? Is that so bad?"
Elaine's body was close to hers, and her back touched the edge of the sink. She suddenly fell threatened by the other woman's physical presence. She tried to squirm from the trap, and as soon as she did Elaine's animal sense told her, her lover was afraid. Smiling, she made the most of that fear. Her hand opened and squeezed down on the slender forearm. Irene twisted within the grip.
"Are you going to, or not?"
"No. No!"
Elaine took the other forearm in her other hand and dragged Irene closer toward her, Elaine raised her leg inside Irene's legs, touching the crotch of her slacks with her knee. Irene bucked her hips and tried to move away from the pressure. Elaine laughed, and she let go of Irene's arms. Irene, not expecting the release, fell back and trying to break her fall, pushed her arms behind herself. Elaine knelt down and slapped her face with her open hand.
The sting made Irene blush. Her heart was beating fast. Elaine stood and pushed the sole of her flat shoe down on Irene's stomach. The frightened woman was determined not to move. Each time she breathed she felt the pressure of Elaine's whole leg on her belly. The sadistic dyke was pulling the belt from the loops of her denim pants.
The tongue of leather smacked Irene's knees first. The pain was blunt, muffled by the tight slacks. "Roll over," Elaine told her, the voice without anger – merely cold, deliberate. Irene was vaguely relieved. She had been afraid Elaine would strike her sex.
For a few moments the belt hung limply from Elaine's hand, and Irene wondered if her lover had been drinking that afternoon. The lesbian had only beat her a few times, and all but one time she had found out – later – that she'd been drinking for hours before. But Elaine's movements were always slow and deliberate, and she could not really tell.
The first stroke was not at all painful. It even seemed to tickle the ridge between the two buttock cheeks. A tingle san between the globes, and her rectum itched for a second, until a more violent thrust made her wince. She heard the leather crack against the air before a third stroke made her quake and she knew her ass was being bruised. Elaine shoved her foot between Irene's legs, and Irene breathed in deeply as the toe of the shoe jabbed the flesh around her asshole. Then Elaine stepped back and let her have it again, this time on the backs of her calves. Her legs swung back involuntarily, but Elaine kicked them down again with her heel.
"Pull down your pants."
Irene started to turn over, her thumbs already hooked under the waist of the slacks. "No," she was told. "Just open the hook at front, and I'll pull them down." She obeyed, and Elaine kneeled down at her side. She turned her head and looked up at Elaine's face, which betrayed no emotion. She felt Elaine's fingers tug at the pants. She stuck her rear up in the air, and the garment slid over her ass and then easily down her legs.
Elaine's hand rested gently on one cheek. But she took her hand away and stood again. Irene felt the edge of the leather against her rear, teasing the muscle before it would strike. Elaine was pulling the strap away. It dangled for a moment from her clenched fist before she brought it down.
Her globes vibrated with the force of the leather, and the path of the leather was marked with pure white, while a burning red surrounded it. The end of the belt crawled between her legs and was almost covered by pussy hair. It touched the clit slightly, and Irene tried to reposition herself to feel the touch again, but in the next moment Elaine had drawn the cowhide away and was running it gently over her calves; as if to tickle her.
Elaine drew the length of the strap back into her closed hand, drawing on it as a fisherman draws in his line. When she let it down again, it was the cold metal of the large buckle that chilled Irene, and she wondered if Elaine was going to strike her with it or if she was just trying to frighten her.
"Oh, please don't, Elaine. You don't want to hurt me, really, do you, Elaine?" Her voice was calm. She did not allow it to break. She knew Elaine was half-crazy when she resorted to violence and she was afraid of her now.
Elaine, as if reconsidering, let the metal rustle inside the pubic bush. The buckle chilled Irene's clitoris, and the walls of her cunt leaked a small amount of fluid. The end of the belt slid over the twin humps, teasing the space between. A shiver, half of pleasure, half of fear, passed down Irene's spine.
Elaine knelt by her side. She was doubling the belt. She folded it over once more and started to whip Irene's ass; her force, though not restrained, was not clearly painful. The buckle and the loose spike scratched her and stung her, and the leather – layer upon layer – struck her with a dull thud. She was breathing hard, and she gasped for air when she felt Elaine's palm move between her leg and force itself against the exterior flesh of her cunt.
Elaine had let go of the belt, and it moved lazily against her butt, merely touching her, no pressure but the weight of the heavy belt itself, until Elaine took the buckle and led it to the hole. She prodded the cunt folds with it, and she aimed the clasp inside. Now Irene's cunt walls jammed close around the thin spike. The curve of the buckle mashed hard against the puckered pussy folds.
Elaine massaged the leather against the inside of her leg. She rubbed the whip so close that Irene's skin burned with the friction. Then she tucked a few inches of the belt between Irene's buttocks, while she pushed down on the cheek with her open, sweaty palm. Both women were breathing hard. "Oh…" Irene sighed.
The hole dilated, and for a moment the nail was lost inside. She felt fingertips shove the whole buckle inside her. Elaine's finger bent and covered the end of the tong so that it would not jut into the wall.
Her hand was gentle now. The other arm came around under Irene's breast and grasped it. The thumb whipped the tit into a hard erected cap. Elaine's pumping became sloppy as Irene's vagina grew more wet. She pulled the belt buckle from the divide and started to finger her as she jabbed her own pubis against Irene's ass cheek. The friction made her wet, and she forced her breasts against Irene's back, raising her other hand around to Irene's left tit to manipulate its nipple until it was stiff and hard with rushing blood.
She was rubbing herself against Irene dog-style, but her own sex got no deeper than the tuft of pubic hair. She got up and looked around. She found a broom against the wall. Looking over her shoulder, Irene saw and was filled with fear. When the stick touched her leg, she was afraid Elaine was going to beat her with it, but instead her lover aimed it between her thighs. She poked the delicate tissue gently. Irene reached under to pull apart the sides of the hole, and then she led the narrow wooden pole inside her. The stick shoved the sections of the muscle apart as it moved swiftly through the greased channel. It was perfectly stiff, and Irene squirmed so that her clit could feel the full pressure.
The pole moved inside her; Elaine twisted her wrist side to side as she shoved the wood through and pulled it back again. She leaned forward and rubbed her own slick sex against the broomstick, but she had to ram the joint up Irene when she began to cum, shooting her ass straight in the air and pulling at the stick with her hand to force it deeper inside.
Elaine stood, her fingers still wrapped tight around the wood, while Irene pumped the last few strokes. Her face was blank. The venom had evaporated, and she was greedy now only for her own orgasm.



CHAPTER FIVE


"This is Annie, and this is Lydia." Irene shook hands with both women. Annie was plain, a bit heavy, with full breasts. Lydia was older than her lover, who was about the same age as Elaine and herself. Delicate, Lydia's face was that of a young woman, and her age was betrayed not by lines but by the texture of her skin. She was natural, at home with her maturity, and she had not bothered to dye her hair, streaked with silver-gray. Not much older than forty, she was exquisitely beautiful, each feature in perfect harmony with the others. Her breasts were small, her waist tiny, and her legs long and thin. She was so much a "lady", in fact, that Irene wondered how long she had been swinging – or whether Lydia, like herself, had been forced into the situation.
The suspicion was not confirmed. If anyone, it was Lydia who was the unofficial leader that night. She began to make vaguely dirty remarks – tittering at her own humor all the while – even as she hastened to the kitchen to bring in the coffee and cake.
And it was Lydia who stood, when the tray was empty but for a few crumbs, and walked toward Irene. Irene tingled when the woman's hand curled over the roundness of her own shoulder. As she moved, she was conscious of her tit growing stiff at no more stimulation than the rustle of the flesh against her brassiere – and the psychological stimulation of Lydia's sexual approach.
She had been appalled at the older woman's lack of delicacy, but, even so, "swinging" seemed much easier than she had supposed. She wondered whether heterosexual swapping went so smoothly, but did not have much chance to puzzle over the problem.
"Well, dear," Lydia said softly, as if she were speaking to a child, "why don't we go upstairs to the guest room?" The words broke her reverie and excited her, "Elaine and Annie will want to use the master bedroom."
Irene was impressed by the house. The stairway was elegant, even grand. When she was confronted by luxury, she was almost resentful that she had been deprived of it all her life. Her feelings were something like those of a wife whose husband has been unsuccessful.
"You can put your things in the closet. Later, when we switch, I'll join Elaine in my room, and Annie will come in here." Irene restrained herself from looking at Lydia's body now. Instead she undressed quickly. She would have time enough to fondle the bone-china nudity. At first she had heard the rustle of clothing across the room, but now the silence told her that Lydia was naked. The light switch made no sound, but the room was suddenly dark, lit only by the line of light that intruded from under the bedroom door. She enjoyed the feeling of the shaggy thick carpet on her bare feet as she walked gracefully to the bed, tension coiled in her limbs.
Lydia had already strapped a huge rubber dildo across her stomach. The fake erection pointed toward the ceiling; it was three shades pinker than the woman's skin. She lay fiat on her back, but her arms reached up for Irene. They began instantly to knead and remold the soft flesh. They were expert. Irene was conscious only for the first few moments of the considerable obstacle of the rubber cock. Her first instinct was to touch it, but her fingers grew tired of the lack of response, and within seconds she was combing through Lydia's pubic hair. Soon she had found the clitoris, and she was stroking the button into erection. Her index poked inside the hole and withdrew covered with moisture, which she wiped off on the purplish labial folds.
Lydia, more aggressive than she would have guessed, had pinned her down to the mattress within a few minutes, and was aiming the head of the dildo against the lips of her cunt. Lydia spread her own legs wide and squirmed so that the base of the prick touched her own clitoris. Irene was not sure whether she wanted to begin the coupling then, and she tried to divert her lover by fondling the woman's breasts. She opened her mouth and cupped both hands behind Lydia's head and brought her closer, down against her, so that the bodies were parallel. The end of the dildo slid against the bedspread and between Irene's buttocks, which tingled at the touch of the cool rubber.
Their tongues fought inside their joined mouths. Irene's lips ached with the pressure and the scratching of Lydia's teeth as she tried to lead. Her fingers, stroking gently Irene's left breast, closed in on the tissue. Her fingernail grazed the surface of the already stiff nipple, and Irene groaned, signaling her pleasure by squeezing a pocket of flesh at the older woman's waist, just above her hipbone.
Lydia was lifting her legs now, bending forward to take their weight on her shoulders. She pushed up, and Irene's ass cheeks left the bed. Her partner's head was nuzzled between her sprawled thighs, and her mouth was just inches from the damp cavity. She curled her ankles around each other and waited for the taste of the other's tongue. Lydia's forefinger moved inside her, stroking steadily and gently, while her tongue licked methodically at the clit. The index peeked between her buttocks, hut did not come close to the rectum. Irene, enjoying the closeness of finger to asshole, squeezed her cheeks together and rolled her cunt against Lydia's face. Lydia was down on her in a second, not missing a beat in the rhythm.
Her tongue crept inside Irene's cunt, while Lydia's finger rolled and teased the clitoris. Lydia's head bobbed, and Irene smiled, gasping when the tongue moved down between the buttocks and Lydia tried to ram her mouth between the cheeks. Irene groaned, twisting her body just as Lydia's finger bore down hard on the genital button.
"Let me cum in you," said the older woman, with authority; the words were a statement, not a plea. She slowly moved Irene's limbs off her shoulders, lowering them gently to the bed. Irene squeezed her buttocks together again, noting that her anal hole was still wet with the other woman's spit. She was hot enough now to want the mammoth dildo inside of her.
Lydia was pushing the rounded head of it against the clit, stroking the pliable organ and fingering the inside of Irene's cunt until the lining was fully lubricated. Then she hunched forward and shoved. Irene groaned with pleasure is the first inch of thick rubber moved between the folds of glistening cunt. She forced the muscles together around the prick, relishing the entry, but she let herself relax so Lydia could slip all the way inside. Each new stroke made her feel more moist inside. She reached for Lydia's buttocks and found them, tight and small, with no unnecessary flesh. She squeezed hard, but the muscles fought back. She moved a hand to the base of her spine and rubbed the small of her back. Lydia stopped in midstroke and opened her eyes, staring into Irene's; "You're good, awfully good." She was almost breathless from her exertions, but there was no real surprise in her voice. "You know that, don't you?" Irene giggled, showing her teeth in the grin, and Lydia drifted lazily back into the pattern of thrust and counterthrust.
Irene, pleased by the compliment, was determined to please her lover even more. She reached down to the other's crotch and rolled her thumb over her clitoris, damp and erect. She pulled the skin away from the mesh of tissue and hair and then let it spring back. She repeated the maneuver until Lydia's strokes, in response, were wore complicated and even exotic.
Once she had half the length of the cock inside Irene, Lydia would roll her stomach in a full circle, stretching the cunt walls, and then slip all the way inside, riveting her. She would withdraw slowly, making each inch of loss cause a wave of longing through Irene's sex, until finally she was almost outside; then she would push forward again.
When Irene's hips had begun to grind out their own circling rhythm, Lydia pulled out all the way and brandished the rubber head against the bloated clit. Fiercely Irene grabbed for the prick and forced it back inside, thrusting her belly upward to receive it.
Her own hands, moist with the juice of Lydia's pussy, smeared the latter's upper arm as she came, cheating the older woman of an orgasm – almost. When Irene had relinquished the prick, Lydia took hold of the base and rubbed the edge against her own clit until she came too, her body writhing and almost collapsing on top of Irene, who was squirming, greedy for multiple orgasms. Lydia was satisfied and even exhausted after the first wave, but she pushed and pushed until the girl seemed thoroughly satisfied and able to cum no more.
When the sounds of their breathing had subsided, Lydia suggested they go down the hall to the other room. "Won't they…?" Irene let her voice trail off. She felt awkward when Lydia giggled.
"And what if they are?" laughed the other.
They were. Annie had not bothered to shut the door – or perhaps it was an invitation. Lydia walked into the bedroom she shared with her lover, but Irene, almost shocked, stood at the threshold and watched the two thrashing bodies cover and reveal each other in movement. She felt some pain watching Elaine make love to another woman; yet at the same time she felt excitement, because she knew that in a few minutes she would be touching those large, soft breasts with the huge round nipples, pure red, the nipple hard and pointing out like a cow's tit.
She was to wait less time than she expected. Lydia was standing at the side of the bed. Somehow it seemed perfectly natural that she move down on the bed itself, natural in a way that Irene would not herself feel. But before Lydia even touched one of the two women, she gestured for Irene to come closer, to come toward her.
She hesitated at the side of the bed. The two bodies were active, rolling over each other and changing positions so often as to give the impression that the two lesbians were giving a demonstration of love making techniques. They were so absorbed in the coupling that Irene wondered if they knew that either she or Lydia had entered the room.
She got her answer when Elaine, now on her back, looked deep into her eyes. There was a soft come-hither look that gratified her, and she felt no awkwardness in climbing into the bed, a tangle of disarranged sheets and blankets. She reached immediately for her lover's body, but Elaine was moving so quickly, so violently, she lost hold and had to seize another part of her – this time her breast, exposed when Annie, above her, turned her body to form a right angle with Elaine's, so that Lydia could pull her buttocks apart and ream her with her tongue.
Elaine was reaching out toward her. She felt the weight of flesh behind her. The bed was throbbing with the four bodies pushing and pumping and stroking. Someone's hands were under her, rubbing the insides of her thighs and making her squat down and ram her cunt against the fingertips. She rolled her palm over Elaine's breast and slithered against her body until she was kissing her with all of her mouth, licking her lips and even her cheeks and chin, biting at her lips with teeth and still kneading the breast.
Someone's mouth smeared wetly against the back of her hand as she was sticking two fingers inside Elaine's cunt. A single finger slid between the hairy space between cunt and anus and spread the moisture between the two orifices. One finger pushed inside the small hole and then pulled back out, unplugging her with such force that she felt she was being uncorked.
But finally it was Elaine and Annie completing what they'd begun, their bodies curled into the sixty-nine position. They were tangled together, their spines arched and their bodies hunched into each other's curves, and they were sucking and snorting loudly on each other's cunt. Annie was below Elaine now, and Elaine was moving her head from side to side, pushing her lip against the deep pink cunt folds and blowing inside the narrow crevice, poking the lazy clitoris with her finger.
Lydia had embraced Irene, and she was squeezing her so that their breasts came together. The older woman took one of her breasts in hand and led the nipple against her own, the palm still against the soft curved underside of the breast while the tits became harder in stages, until both came to sharp jutting points.
Her limbs moved apart and she braced herself for Lydia's touch; the latter's hand had been moving gracefully, with delicate pressure, up her thighs, and only now, as Irene arched her spine, did she feel two of the fingers dip inside her pussy, which had begun to dry inside. The muscles were tight, and they grabbed the bones with contraction as tense as if they had been forced inside the anus.
Lydia was wrapping her legs around and then under Irene, so that the heels pushed up into the pillows of the younger woman's ass. Her hands reached behind – both were sitting up, their bodies crumpled together – and separated the cheeks, the fingers pointing just inside, toward the hole.
Irene brought her mouth against Lydia's and traced her tongue slowly, contemplatively, over her lower lip. At the corner of the woman's mouth the tongue tip fell inside and brushed the edge of her heavy tongue; it awakened Lydia's tongue, which started to move like a healthy animal against Irene's. Lydia stroked Irene's cheek with her fingertips, and the manicured nail of her index finger followed the spiral of her ear. Finally she pulled her mouth away from Irene's prodding tongue and licked at the lobe, then moved inside. She moved her tongue in a slow circle at first, but rapidly the pressure became more intense, and her wet stroking was more sloppy as she moistened the folds of the neck. Lydia's palm circled over Irene's breast until the friction over her aureole was like a coital thrust, exciting her, making her grab Lydia's flesh like a madwoman.
Lydia's hands moved down the swelling outline of her hips and then the fingers moved inside toward the bushy triangle. Ten fingers worked over the exposed tissue, already moist with spread cunt lubricant. She pulled at the shreds of skin until the hole dilated from the inside, and Lydia forced four fingers inside at once. When the sides of the cunt contracted, she kept the fingers in, twisting them, while her other fingers swept across the surface of the clit. She moved her hand out of the pussy and rubbed the moisture that remained on the bed of tightly curled pubic hair.
"Suck it… yes, that's it… suck it…" The voice was Annie's, and Irene tensed, her mind and even her body distracted for a moment by the sounds of Elaine's mouth on Annie's cunt.
Squeezing her buttocks, Lydia had gone down on her again, and the steady stroking of her wet tongue made Irene throb again, her blood pulsing through her pelvis and stomach as she ground her body in rhythmic response to the neat manipulations of Lydia's tongue. The side of Lydia's slim, delicate hand had moved under her and was slicing the ass cheeks apart. The side of her forefinger touched the rectum and ran against it, but she was already aiming, and her rear moved away from the hand as she beat out the orgasm with her whole body, stapling her arms behind her on the bed yet bending her spine so she was an arc of flesh and skin. Her legs moved further and further apart so that Lydia's mouth could rivet her to the orgasm that was making her cunt open and shut faster than her heart could beat.
When it was over, she felt a slight chill that started at the base of her neck and spread to her collarbones. Her forehead was covered with sweat that made her skin glow, and she rolled her cheek against her shoulder as a cat might. Absent-mindedly she touched the side of her leg, and she was damp even there.
Annie and Elaine had cum before them. Annie was on her back, her head turned listlessly toward Irene and her own lover so that she could watch the last of the younger woman's orgasm. Elaine was sitting up, slouching, so that her belly showed two creases of fat and her breasts looked sloppy as they hung. Her legs were folded beneath her, and she looked neither pleased nor displeased as she stared at Irene.
She reached out not toward Irene, but to Lydia. She touched the woman on her shoulder, then moved her hand lower and squeezed the flesh around the upper arm. Lydia did not stir, but she obviously enjoyed the contact. Her chin was wet with the moisture from Irene's pussy. She had undone her hair from the bun in which it had been fastened, and the healthy brunette silk, speckled with gray, obscured her shoulders and, when she moved her head to face Elaine, the beginning of the slope toward her perfect breasts.
"I think we should leave your friend with my friend, don't you?" Lydia said brightly, but Elaine did not smile as she stood and walked toward the door.
Lydia followed her, and Irene could not help but admire the firmness of her buttocks as she walked across the room. She closed her eyes when she felt Annie's dry hands around her sweaty waist, and she relaxed against the sheet. Annie let herself down lightly. She knew that Annie's breasts and stomach and legs were parallel with her own, but she did not feel the weight, only the friction, as Annie supported her own weight on her open hands.
She opened her eyes, and her lips came slightly apart. Annie's eyes were open at first, but the lids closed over the hazel of the irises as she drilled her lips to Irene's. Irene did not respond. She was surprised that Annie did not try to enter her half-open mouth with her tongue, but seemed satisfied to roll her lips against Irene's while she felt for Irene's breast with her right hand.
Annie's touch was rougher than her lover's had been. Though Irene admired Lydia's body, she found Annie's more exciting. Her breasts were enormous; they swept across her own and buried them. Her pubic area was a broad valley of hair and labial skin that hung out, waiting to be massaged. It was natural for her fingers to reach inside and stroke the walls of the big woman's cunt.
Annie moved down, and Irene wished that she would finger her. She was tired of being sucked off, and she would have preferred the movement of Annie's fingers. But Annie did not intend to take Irene's sex into her mouth – not yet. She held her own breast in her right hand and aimed it at Irene's nestle of pubic hair. When the aureole slid over her clitoris, Irene groaned. The gasp was followed by a smile and a low giggle. "Do that again…" she asked, but Annie was already moving the nipple back over the clit, which grew larger. Annie leaned over, and her body lay across Irene's now. She pressed her breast against the cunt flesh, her ear touching Irene's thigh, as if she were aiming a stethoscope to a patient's heart. She forced the nipple inside tile cleft, which was covered with a thick, oily essence Annie released her breast at the same moment that Irene closed her legs together around the boob and squeezed it with her thighs, bringing the tit to a sharper point.
Annie shoved her hand in beside the breast, and two of her fingers slipped easily inside while her thumb worked Irene's clitoris over, smoothing it down with the cream that had exuded from her cunt. Irene grabbed her wrist and rubbed her own thumb over the inside, stroking Annie's hand beat-for-beat with the movement of Annie's fingers.
"You're so soft," Annie said, without interrupting the fingering. "Your cunt is like jelly." She blew warm air against Irene's thigh, then brushed her lips against the hairless skin there, Irene thrust her pelvis forward, not asking for more pressure, hut simply releasing the energy that was building up inside her. She let her body rein and almost go limp as Annie continued.
"Did you like Lydia?"
"She's very good."
"Very good," Annie replied, almost admonishing her for the faint praise.
"Yes, very good," Irene said softly, stubbornly, though Lydia had been more than merely good.
"Elaine…" Annie stopped herself. She looked up at Lydia. Her hand stopped moving in midstroke, and for some reason the walls clamped down on the fingers at that moment, holding them in a tight vise of flesh.
Irene was puzzled, but not really curious. She felt a strange detachment from Annie, which she had not felt with Lydia. "What were you going to say?" Her voice was gentle but firm, almost a dare.
Annie was staring at her with the curiosity Irene had refused to show. "How long have you been with her?" Irene's cunt muscles relaxed.
"Two years."
"That's a long time."
"Yes, it is."
"She's very good in bed."
"Yes. I know." Irene was growing impatient – or was she merely afraid of what Annie would say next? Something was on the woman's mind.
"She's awfully rough," Irene made no move to answer her. "I wouldn't guess that she's very good to you." She watched as Irene's eyelids covered her irises. Irene concentrated on showing no expression; she felt peculiarly vulnerable.
"All right, then," Annie sighed, "I'm sorry."
She had only meant well, Irene reminded herself. "Don't be," she said, her voice full of reassurance. Annie laughed and withdrew her fingers from Irene's cunt. Slowly she brought the glistening bones to her face. They were a half-inch from her nostrils, which flexed as she breathed in the female scent. The fingertips moved closer to the upper lip, streaking it with the glossy lubricants. Then she opened her mouth and licked greedily at the fluid, drowning it in her own saliva, overwhelming the acid with alkaline in her mouth. She reached down to her own cunt. Her eyebrows moved as though she were curious to find something.
The tips of her long, thick fingers disappeared inside the hole. When she pulled them out, they were wet. Her ass sank down against Irene's stomach. She was poised on her haunches, not letting her weight settle on her partner. She tantalized Irene with the smell, just out of reach of Irene's tongue. She turned her hand toward herself and touched her wrist to Irene's chin. Irene reached for the fingers, held tightly together, and her tongue extended from her mouth to start licking furiously.
The rest of her body was impatient for sexual contact. With the inside of her other hand, Annie began rubbing the sweaty sex, twisting the lips as they hung loose. "Easy," she cautioned, as Irene's hand circled around her waist and dug for the asshole, which was sore. She held herself still while the finger probed for the sphincter tissue, which it nudged carefully apart. Annie squatted down on the finger, devouring it with her dry hole, which hugged tight around the intrusion.
When she pulled it out, she wiped the thin layer of oil in Annie's bush. With the finger's retreat, her asshole reacted with a spasm, and Annie jabbed her stomach against Irene's rolling her pubic hair against her partner's until Irene stuffed two fingers inside her cunt.
She followed Irene's lead. Her forefinger was pushing forward inside the woman's vagina, while her index finger had moved away from it and under the pubic arch. The finger nudged between the buttocks and immediately shoved its way inside the rectum, which was warm and only slightly moist. The walls gave way as she tried to move her finger all the way up to the inside of Irene's stomach.
The two fingers tried to move toward each other instinctively, as if they were trying to drive the two holes into one gaping vault, breaking the barrier of flesh and muscle between them. They surged forward inside Irene at the same time, and when they moved out Irene moaned softly, thrusting her pelvis forward to receive the next assault.
Irene started to massage her own thighs, ridding herself of the tension that filled her body by clawing her own flesh, trying to press even more sensation into herself. She kneaded and twisted and rolled the skin, scratching it until she drew slight trickles of blood, while Annie's two fingers moved inside of her like two prongs of the same sharp hook.
She brought her leg up toward Annie, and she pushed the knee into the fork between the other woman's legs. Annie, still kneading, rubbed her pussy against the knee until her clitoris felt as though it would burst, and the orgasm passed through her. Irene pumped wildly, wanting to have her orgasm at the same moment as Annie. She was impaled on the two thin sticks, and she writhed from side to side just before she forced her stomach up and against the first finger – and her anus – in the next stroke, deep down against the second. She had almost buried the index inside her asshole.
It was so deep inside the anal tract that Annie could not pull it out, and only the wrenching movement of Irene's hips as they swung out and twisted wildly freed the finger. Irene waited for it to slip inside again, and the rectum's muscles opened in a quick spasm, but she was moving her body so fast that Annie could only stroke the inside of her cunt, which opened and closed in waves. Her body moved like a jagged blur, and Annie stuffed four fingers inside the hole in one of the dilations, rolling the fingertips against one wall, but finally Irene slowed her body, and it began to undulate at low speed, until her orgasm was done. Annie's had been over for seconds, but she was still rotating her stomach so that Irene's fingers could scour the inside of her cunt. Her hand floated down over Irene's breast and cupped the mound in her hand. The tit had gone soft; and Irene's only movement was the rise and fall of her chest as it vibrated with her exhausted breathing.



CHAPTER SIX


The next week Elaine invited Annie and Lydia to the apartment, and Lydia suggested they bring along two other "swingers". These turned out to be Francine and Mary. Francine was tall, brunette, and slim. Mary's hair was a strawberry blond, and her breasts – unhampered by a bra – were full and ripe, swelling amply under a purple jersey top that emphasized the jutting nipples. She was shorter than she seemed – her heavy breasts gave her presence a force that compensated for her lack of height. Her eyes were a weak sea-blue, and her skin tanned. Her thick, sensuous lips were free of lipstick; they were almost brown. She was constantly chewing at her lower lip with her upper front teeth and at her upper lip with her lower teeth.
Both of the girls were young, probably the same age or near; neither could be over thirty. Both were extraordinarily feminine – Francine in a more ladylike way, Mary in a sultry, rawly sexual way.
All four of the guests were introduced to Claude, who took his dessert with them. The women were charmed by him and they talked freely; Claude seemed to enjoy their company. Even Elaine, Irene noted, was on good behavior, though it was becoming more and more clear to the child's mother that her lover detested the boy. Yet, each time she told herself she would take him and leave Elaine, she realized again that she did not have the strength to make the first move. Her behavior patterns had been frozen, she reflected, when Terry had left her.
She sent Claude to his room soon after the last of the coffee was finished, before hints of the orgy about to begin could be dropped. Her concern for disguise was ridiculous, she guessed, and she did not know how long she could indulge in the schizophrenia of pretending that Claude did not know, when daily his eyes told her he did. At least she had not lost his sympathy – not yet – for, though he could not say anything, his look made it clear that he sided with his mother and hated Elaine. In the way that a child has of softening a truth he must face, he blamed Elaine alone for the way he was treated.
Mary's arms had already gone above her head by the time Claude shut the door to his room. The jersey moved up and exposed her mocha-tinted diaphragm. Then the full breasts, the nipples a deep ebony, hardened by the friction of the jersey as it passed over them.
The girl undid her pants and stepped quickly out of them. Her legs were lean, though the flesh on the thigh jiggled as she slid the panties down past her heels. Her hair was copper-colored and thick.
Irene was busy laying a huge fluffy blanket on the floor, but Elaine was already half-nude, clad only in bra and panties, standing with legs straddled, leaning against a wall.
Lydia was reaching behind herself to undo the clasp of her bra. She gave up and asked Irene to help her. Irene could not keep her hands from moving around to Lydia's breasts, to nab the nipples down until they seemed as hard as stones. When one hand rested on Lydia's hard, flat stomach, the older woman pushed it down toward her bikini panties. Irene, taking the initiative now, slipped her hand under the elastic of the sheer garment. Lydia's pubic hair bristled like wool against her fingertips, and she probed eagerly for her clitoris. Her other hand moved inside the panties from the back, and she scooped a handful of buttock meat before moving around to Lydia's front. Then her index finger moved down across the pouting lips to the slot itself. It wagged inside, and Lydia moved her legs closer together as she stood to maximize the pressure of the bone inside her hole. She was warm and dry inside, but Irene's finger drew moisture as it slid back and forth, bending at the knuckle. Lydia reached behind her and followed the curve of Irene's hip with her hand, forcing Irene to spread her legs when a tickling sensation overcame her cunt.
Annie's mouth was at Mary's unshaved underarm, the brown hair webbed together in a tuft. The big woman was licking at the hidden skin with the end of her tongue; her hand hesitated at Mary's rounded belly before the fingers sank to her cunt. She teased the lips with her fingertips, while both of Mary's hands were flattened against her own chest.
Elaine had strapped on the flesh-colored dildo that she had often pushed into Irene. Irene watched out of the corner of her eye as her lover lay on her back, legs spread wide apart, waiting impatiently as Francine, stark naked, tried to hoist herself onto the plastic. The girl's fingers were wrapped around the staff and she was squirming to fit the head inside her hole. She grunted as the first inch passed inside; Elaine had not allowed the girl time to become excited, to lubricate herself. Elaine pushed up and filled the girl with several more inches of the instrument, and the girl moaned as she raised her arms and threw back her head, reacting to the difficulty of the insertion. Elaine grabbed both arms tightly at the wrists and held her stationary on the cock until it had slipped all the way inside her cunt.
Lydia and Irene were sitting facing each other, their legs stretched out at each other's sides. The older woman was rolling Irene's breast in her palm, seemingly fascinated by the resilience of the muscle. She rubbed the dark round circles until they were stiff, and Irene's breathing began to keep time with the rhythm of her stroking.
She slid her ass against the floor and jammed her hips against Lydia's. Her hand swept down the curve of the other woman's thigh, and her finger easily parted the folds of skin at the entrance to her cunt. The walls clung tightly to the finger as it moved back and forth, while her thumb massaged the clitoral nub.
She felt Lydia's hands at the back of her head, drawing her closer. Lydia's tongue was cool against her own, and the tip swirled against the inside of her cheek while the lips twisted together. Irene was so excited by the tenderness of the kiss that she could not be sure which was her mouth and which Irene's. She was breathing hard and trying to push her tongue further down, trying to enter Lydia's throat, trying to swallow as Lydia tried to swallow her. Lydia's hand squeezed her breast, and she pushed herself deeper into the vise. Lydia's thumb and finger were tweaking the nipple, and her other hand was rubbing Irene's mound.
In the corner of the room, Elaine had succeeded in working Francine to a fever pitch, and the girl swooped down in alternate strokes on the fake prick just as quickly as she rode up the tool, almost losing it in her excitement.
Mary and Annie were both on their backs, their legs spread out from the joined centers of their bodies like the arrows of an asterisk. Both were pumping, their buttocks slamming against the blanket-covered floor, rolling their labial skin inside the tufts of pubic hair. Mary was squealing as she ground her hips into the floor, her body rocking from side to side.
Irene found she could fit more than one finger into Lydia's asshole when the woman's insides were oiled to a froth. She twisted her hand at the wrist and stretched the wails. Then she drove the fingers deep inside and kept them there, not withdrawing them when Lydia expected her to. Lydia's ass jumped with the beat Irene had missed, and her pelvis rolled in a spasm of such force that the fingers were almost ejected.
When Irene knew she was about to cum – the tingle rolling in waves through her while her body undulated with the pumping of Lydia's fingers – her other arm reached behind Lydia and her fingers gathered and scratched the skin as she pulled the woman closer to her. She let herself fail back against the blanket, and Lydia followed her, kicking her legs behind her as she jammed her stomach hard against Irene's fingers. As the orgasm filled her, Irene's fingers slipped out of the woman's box and shoved hard against the clitoral ridge, and Lydia's body jerked wildly up off the floor as she came.
Lydia moved toward Elaine without saying another word to Irene, who was alone for less than a minute before Mary stood in front of her. Though the girl seemed a bit stocky, her legs were thin. The first inch of her thighs was covered with hair only a bit more sparse than that which covered her pubis. "Can I sit down?" The girl's voice was soft now. The hole was almost shiny with recent moisture.
"Of course," said Irene, wondering at the rhetorical question.
She did not notice, in the new excitement of touching Mary's full, warm body, that Lydia and Elaine had left the room. They returned in a couple of minutes. Claude stood in the doorway of the living room. He was dressed in cotton pajamas, and his face wore a timid expression. He looked at his mother appealingly. Mary's face covered her vagina. The shock passed through Irene in a single nauseous wave.
"Claude!" The sound of his name surprised her even as it came from her dry throat. His hands were at his sides. The fingers were spread apart, as if to enable the hand to catch something, should it be thrown. Every muscle of the boy's body was tensed.
Her glance shifted to Elaine. She was angry. But Elaine remained impassive, and the strength in her answering glance buried the anguished scream of protest in Irene's throat. Claude's mother felt an incredible weight of failure at not being able to object, and Elaine, knowing that she had won, brought the boy's pajama top over his head.
His nipples were like brown dimes on the bony surface of his narrow chest. The skin was hairless, but the sun had tanned it. Elaine knelt behind him, and Irene winced as she watched her lover's thumbs push down under the waist at the sides of the bottoms. As if to torture her, Elaine pulled the pants down slowly, lingering for a moment just before the undressing was to reveal the child's sex.
The hair around the cock was thin, though the strands themselves were long and dark. His scrotum hung below the limp tool like a shriveled sack. The boy's penis had been circumcised when Claude was an infant, but – as if for protection – the remaining foreskin covered the glans. Elaine, rising a bit on her haunches, reached around him and rubbed the underside of the bag with her palm. The prick inflated slightly, and the covering skin drew back. A line of purple shone with the light in the room as the head became bulbous and the stick moved to erection.
"We just wanted him to… watch," Elaine said, staring into Irene's eyes. Irene wondered why she was still conscious, why she had not fainted or fallen into a swoon. Her consciousness, she realized, biting into her lower lip, was her punishment for letting her son be put through this. She cursed her own weakness.
"Get him a pillow," Elaine said, gesturing across the room, and Lydia moved gracefully, returning in seconds. Elaine fluffed the pillow and put it on the floor directly under Claude. Her fingers pressed against his hips as she eased him down. He seemed completely pliable, Irene realized. He was acquiescing now; the childish fight had gone out of him, and he had resigned himself. He had traced himself and it was almost as if a cloud had been drawn over the proceedings, obscuring them, filtering them to make the outlines of motion and reaction less harsh. Yet, at the same time, he felt an excitement in his stomach. At first it was like an ache; strokes of pain that seemed to pull and contract the muscles inside. But almost immediately that sensation seemed (o diffuse into his genitals and flow with the pulse of the blood. As soon as Elaine drew her hand away from his swelling cock, he instinctively, wanted another hand to replace it, pulling on the skin until his cum would shoot out and drench it, as he had so many times.
Elaine had come to Irene. Her legs were spread apart, and one hand was stationed oh her hip, while the other arm dangled at her side. Irene knew what she wanted – the ultimate in submission. Rising up, straining her body against the gravity of her own repulsion, she brought her mouth against the thick bush. Her hands moved under Elaine and pressed the buttocks as her tongue came out to lash the clit, which grew with each wet stroke.
As if to make a chain, Mary was behind her on all fours, ducking her own head between Irene's limbs, twisting her neck so that her own mouth could drill itself to Irene's cunt. Her grip was tight; she did not release Irene for fear she would lose her balance. Her tongue slipped inside the narrow hole, and her own hair was strewn over her face as her mouth made sucking, slurping noises. Irene could hear the rhythm of the suction as she felt the indirect pressure on her clit. The thumbs were tugging at the sides of the box, and Mary's tongue would circle the flaps just before it sank into the hole, soaking it in mild spit.
Elaine leaned down and wrapped her hands around Irene's neck, trying to keep her balance as the tongue stroked her button. Irene covered her teeth with her lips, then pulled the clit inside her mouth and twisted back and forth as Elaine, standing, began to writhe, thrusting her whole pelvis against Irene's face. Irene's face absorbed a thin layer of sweat from her lover's stomach, and a few strands of pubic hair were drawn into her sucking nostrils. Her fingernails clawed her buttock cheeks; the rough lovemaking she would give Elaine when both were really excited was her only way of expressing the violent emotions she felt toward her lover. Her nail even cut at the sphincter before drawing back, the fingertip rolling over the slight gap that opened in response.
Behind her, Mary had lifted her legs, one resting on each of Irene's shoulders. Mary was leaning back, sitting on her ass, with her legs drawn up toward her, bent at the knees, supporting Irene's spread thighs as Mary fingered the cunt and licked the clit.
Claude's eyes widened, but he tried to avoid the tangle of bodies, the central link of which was his mother's. He watched Annie and Lydia begin to make gentle love in a corner of the room. Annie had wrapped a belt around her waist, buttocks, and pelvis; attached to it was an almost comic representation of a penis. Astride Lydia, she tried to poke the bulbous head at her cunt, but Lydia was squirming under her, avoiding the instrument, and gesturing across the room. Annie reluctantly assented, and she drew back. Lydia stood; her hands moved unconsciously against her taut flesh, as if to smooth it down while she walked. Annie followed her, the giant prick bobbing between her legs.
Claude shut his eyes, and his hand took tight hold of his own phallus. He kept the cock hidden in the vise of his fist as he squeezed it. The feeling was an exaggerated ticklishness; he had made himself cum before, but he had never been this excited. He was almost afraid to go on with masturbating; the sensation that encouraged him was so intense that he almost feared blood rather than semen would spurt from the prick head.
It was not his hand that moved first, but rather his belly, which pushed out almost automatically. The hand was stationary, but his cock moved up. Released, Claude began to pump at his cock. His hand was a blur as he pressed down on the flattened underside with four fingertips, on the curved side of the tube with his thumb. Every few strokes he would hesitate, fearing he would cum too soon, that the pleasure quartered in his genitals would escape.
Annie had seated herself on the floor behind Mary, whose rear she lifted with Lydia's help. The girl was furiously running her half-open mouth over Irene's cunt, the teeth almost ripping the labial skin, while the lips twisted behind them to soothe the aching. Annie separated Mary's buttocks, and Mary squatted down on the dildo until half of it was hidden between her cheeks and her grunts began to interrupt her deep, wheezing breaths with a rhythm of their own. Mary's ass seemed to swivel back and forth, until still more of the dildo was inside her rectum, pressing at the tearing walls.
Only Lydia's body was perpendicular to the line the other women formed. She ducked her head under Mary's leg and rolled her mouth over Mary's thick cunt hair, covering the hole with her tongue.
Claude heard the flushing of a toilet down the hall. He was surprised – he remembered no one else. Francine entered the room and hesitated, her shock unconcealed. Surprise gave way to a smile; she could not imagine that he had been forced to watch the swapping orgy – surely he had consented, even volunteered. Her cunt gave off the crisp smell of antiseptic douche. She felt dry, but the walls of her cunt contracted in a spasm.
There was something, she thought, almost feminine about the nearly hairless little boy. She stared at the drop of seminal fluid that had already pushed its way out of his small cock. Claude's hand moved from his penis to his side as he looked at her eyes, which were staring directly at his groin. He was frightened, but somewhere inside him the fantasy of her letting him touch her was already full blown, waiting only for the details reality could provide.
The child's sex did not deter Francine. She had always liked children of either sex, and the boys – the younger the better – had always been far easier to seduce and less likely to inform. She sank to her knees. She brought her hands toward her chest and lifted her breasts, displaying them.
"Do you like me, Claude?" The voice was coy and seductive at the same time. Claude felt as if his heart and his throat had suddenly come closer together, and that his throat was being choked by his heart.
"You can touch me," she said, placing the base of her palm on his knee, the fingers just barely touching his upper leg. She lifted her right hand and her fingers folded over his wrist as she made him touch her breast. She ran his hand over her in one wide stroke, but she brought him back to the nipple. His fingers found the magnet, and he was too fascinated to move from the tit as he felt it grow harder and sharper.
"Squeeze me, Claude." He was aware he was being talked to, but he was grateful that no answer other than physical reaction was called for; he doubted he could talk. He was too excited. His hand clutched at the breast. The muscle seemed to bloat inside his hand. He prodded the aureole, fascinated with its texture.
She was smiling. Her hand stroked the inside of his thigh, and he almost jumped as the fingers slid up toward his crotch. She spread the thick globs of premature cream over his dome, running the side of her finger along the glans. The child's noises were more or less than human; his sighs were like the muted cries of some tropical bird. Her hand folded around the staff, and only the head still stuck out from the fist. She bent the penis forward, down from its natural angle, and she shoved her head between his legs.
He might have been less frightened if it were a fire about to devour his prick. As it was, he felt the first sliding stroke of the woman's tongue all the way up his spine. An echo of the sensation made his head snap on the base of his neck. His hand clutched the breast more tightly than before. She was swallowing him; he felt as though his body were hanging in space, and that he was kept from dropping only by the attachment of her mouth to his penis.
She bent her tongue back and smoothed the flattened underside, and the head brushed the roof of her mouth. Her forefinger and thumb circled around the scrotum and met, tightening the bag at the place where it was connected to his crotch. The testes wobbled on the bottom, rolling against the skin. Her index finger moved back and scratched lightly at the wrinkled covering just before it disappeared between Claude's legs.
He felt the edges of her upper teeth run down the erection, and he feared for a moment that she would start biting him in earnest. She had the prick halfway in her mouth when she rolled her teeth back and forth against it, and he knew that he was safe. He bent down and tried to follow her breast as she moved her body from side to side, sucking his little boy's cock.
He tried to reach her cunt, but it was hidden behind her. Her lips drew back as she blew him, exposing her teeth in a smile that his cock obscured and that he could not see. She knew what he was grasping for. On her knees, she thrust her legs in front of her, then curled her body into a curve so that her groin was almost next to his hips. It faced him, almost, the triangle's base separating her cream-white belly from the sex it almost hid. His fingers were so timid as they probed for the opening that she could hardly feel them, and she pushed her stomach up so that they would hit her harder. "Lower," she whispered, and he knew from the slight moisture and the lips, slightly pulled back, when he had reached her hole. He forced his fingers inside, and the walls closed down on them. They exerted a hold, a suction that made him doubt whether he could pluck them out again. The movement of her pelvis against his hand made him a passive rider. She jerked wildly, and his fingers almost slipped out before her forward thrust consumed them again.
He began to understand how he must manipulate her. When his fingers moved back too far and he lost hold of the lining, she led the grease-covered tips to her clitoris and pushed them down on the pink-purple nub. "There," she groaned, excited now. "There…" He was more imaginative than she would have expected. It was as if the fingers themselves were curious to touch every fraction of an inch of fold, to press on the clitoris from every angle. The energy within the small pearl surprised him, and he pushed it hard, as if he were trying to crush it against the cartilage below. He was aware of every hair as it grazed his fingertips. Excited beyond any impulse toward method, Claude left her clit and stroked the labia again, then dropping below to stick them inside her cunt, which grew more moist with each entry.
"I want you," she said to him with the same desire she would have offered a man – or woman. She lay back and pushed him away from her so that he could aim his phallus at her slot. He smashed the prick impatiently against her lips, missing the hole. She arched her spine and waited for the next thrust. This time she caught him in the clammy muscle. She lifted her legs from the floor at his sides and wrapped them around his legs, fastening him inside of her. "Lot me move," she whispered softly, afraid that his impatience would combine with his inexperience to make him pull out and then have to reinsert.
The friction did not build from a beginning. Once he was inside her, the first smooth fall down the chute was like the hundredth stroke of a coupling. She pressed her heels into the floor, holding herself back by bracing her body so that she would not move too fast, too wildly.
But he was almost finished. His body was a blurred thumping pressure on her chest and stomach. Her wrist bore down on his backbone as he sent his prick inside her, until his few strands of pubic hair were absorbed in her thick nest. She felt the small cock grow larger in spurts, growing and then shrinking back to normal size. She felt every, tiny change in its size as he prepared to shoot inside of her.
The heat of his cum surging out triggered her orgasm. Her walls opened and contracted, and her body rolled under Claude's. She felt his hipbones bash painfully into her own as the last few animal strokes drained him of cum, and her own juices moved out from the inner tissue as if to compensate for the thirst he would now feel.
His body did not crumple against her own as she expected. Her skin was covered with sweat, but his was dry as he continued to move inside her, after her own orgasm was through. He was pushing, his little cock still hard. His lips were tight, as if he were straining himself. For a moment his penis moved slowly up the canal of cum-soaked flesh, but then moved without pausing into the next highest gear, then the next, and finally his body was like a single snapping muscle, tempting her body to suck it in and bury it inside her belly.
The intensity of the first orgasm had exhausted her and her walls were almost numb at first. But with each new stroke she felt herself prodded toward another climax. She was amazed at how instinctively he could lead her. The orgasm was his gift, his entirely. At last she began to move, slowly, delicately. Her body's answer to his fucking prick excited him, and his pelvis ground out a circle just as he drove as far inside her as he could. He drew back quickly and repeated the circling thrust. She twisted under him, letting her clitoris feel the tension of the cock.
The foam spurted out in waves. She clutched the small ass cheeks in her hands as he delivered. Her back against the floor, she rubbed her spine against the blanket as he drowned her with his cum.
The network of female flesh had come apart in stages and all the women but Irene were staring intensely at Francine's and Claude's performance.
"Wow," said Mary, her hand moving across a thigh behind her. Of its ownership she was uncertain. She felt the moss of hair and sweaty, scented tissue. "Wow," she said, as her finger tested the vaginal cavity.
Irene's fingertips pressed against the floor as she pushed herself back, out of the young woman's casual reach.



CHAPTER SEVEN


"Do you remember me, Claude?" The hand that grasped Claude's own gave it a slight squeeze, as if to convey some secret message. The hand was slim and bony, almost without hair. It was neither masculine nor feminine, but warm. The voice was more interesting, Claude thought. The pitch, which was high, was not important-sounding. Rather, what struck Claude was the rise and fall of certain stressed syllables.
Claude had seen other male homosexuals, and he knew what they were and what they did. Yet it was already clear to him that the effeminacy that he had seen television comedians – and even other children at school – ridicule, had little relation to the behavior of any women he had known – not his mother, and certainly not any of her more mannish women friends, nor any of his friends' mothers. In the behavior of men like Tony, the imitation of women seemed to gain something. If it lost anything, Claude was not quite sure of what that was.
"What's for dinner?" Tony asked casually, his tone expectant but not at all serious.
"Shrimp Creole," Elaine replied for Irene, who was preparing it at the stove. The homosexual's eyes traveled again to the boy, who looked away. Claude did not suspect it, but Tony was suppressing a dirty joke about dessert.
Something about the man – who must have been thirty, though everything about him, dress, hair-style, and even speech, was calculated to make him seem younger – impressed Claude. Irene had prepared him for the visit by showing him photographs of clothes Tony had designed for women. The bright colors and the designer's almost geometric concern with line and flow had pleased the boy's primitive aesthetic sense, and he was impressed by the mentions Elaine had made of his wealth. He was gratified when his mother had excitedly opened the present Tony had brought her. The dress the package contained was certainly prettier than the one he had brought for Elaine – though Elaine always professed unconcern for fashion.
Tony seemed genuinely interested in Claude; the boy was almost embarrassed at having his opinions – on a variety of matters – taken quite so seriously. He knew that Tony was treating him as a clever child, but there was nothing condescending about his attitude.
All four moved to the living room with coffee after dinner, but Irene returned to the kitchen to wash the dishes while Elaine and Tony talked. The television set was on, but Claude could barely hear it under the camouflage of conversation. He was left out of the discussion – it almost seemed as if Elaine was competing with him for Tony's attention.
Perhaps she felt she had won, but in any case she rose after ten minutes. Claude could not have said why he stayed; why he did not return to his own room. But he had felt the fascination with male adults before.
"Do you have any girlfriends?" The tone was casual, and Claude could detect the irony in the question. He shook his head. "Do you like boys?"
The blood rushed through Claude's chest was not fear, and Claude did not recoil. It was a nervousness similar to what he had felt when Francine had made him touch her. Yet Tony had not touched him. Blood made his penis swell, and a growing erection surprised the boy as it strained against his cotton underpants.
"Elaine said you knew the facts of life, Claude." The voice was sly. He shifted a few inches closer on the couch. Claude looked at him appraisingly; he did not know what to make of the proposition he knew was coming. The uncertainty, in turn, evoked passivity, and when Tony's hand rested, cupped over his knee, he merely waited for the next move.
Tony was pleasantly surprised that Claude did not move back, shocked, out of his reach. Claude had advanced to a point where shock and even mild surprise were no longer a possibility. Each new indignity was but the fulfillment of the prophecy of prior indignities. And the feeling inside his warm prick would have made him wait, in any case, out of curiosity for what he would feel when the hand finally did grasp his phallus.
That contact was delayed, however. Tony turned and faced him completely, just as Tony's hand reached under his arm and, pressing at the small of his back, drew him closer. Tony's mouth breathed warm air into Claude's nostrils. The designer nudged closer, and Claude felt a bristle from the man's light beard tickle his lower lip, just as the lips pushed forward and covered Claude's thinner lips with their moist softness.
Tony's tongue shoved forward between the boy's lips and caressed his tongue. The tip rolled against his inner cheek, ran over the surface of his side teeth, then wrapped itself over and over again around Claude's tongue, which was passive as the older man made love to it with his own tongue. The glossy spit wet Claude's lips, and the rustling of Tony's teeth made them ache.
The designer raised his hand to Claude's chest, and he rubbed the boy's cotton shirt over the nipple until it was stiff and felt raw. He pulled the shirt out of Claude's trousers and moved his hand lightly against the naked skin beneath. Tony rolled his fingertip inside the navel and Claude breathed in deeply. His cock twitched and slid against the drop of gummy fluid that had spurted onto the front flap of the briefs.
Tony noticed the movement below Claude's stomach and moved his hand down from the adolescent's chest to his crotch. He pulled at the zipper, and Claude held his breath while the man extricated his penis from inside his briefs. Tony pulled at the head, his fingertips tight around the shaft. He bent the cock down and then released it, letting it spring back until it was stiff and upright once again. His other hand jammed against the small of Claude's back, drilling the boy to him, supporting him as Tony began to play with his sex. His hand turned at the wrist so that when he had pulled the skin around the cock to expose the glans, he could brush his small finger against the scrotum. Claude's balls wriggled inside.
The cock pointed straight out of the undone zipper and undershorts. Tony held it motionless for a moment before he dropped to his knees before the couch. Pushing the boy's limbs apart with his hands, Tony kissed the cockhead with closed lips, then washed the head clean of the seminal spray with his tongue. The cock moved in a spasm as Claude's fists clenched at his side.
Tony rose and pulled at his belt. He unbuttoned his tight pants and pushed them down almost to his knees. They clung to his skin and would not go further. He wore no underclothing, and his penis was straight and hard. It was the color of marble, surrounded at its root by a web of blond pubic hair that almost obscured the small pink bag that hung under the cock's base. The scrotum seemed out of proportion to the rest of his sex.
Kneeling, the man bent back, his palms supporting his upper torso. Claude knew what Tony wanted him to do, but he hesitated, afraid of the giant cock, afraid it would choke him.
Impatient or over-excited, Tony sprang forward and stood up, his firm organ pointing into Claude's face. He would have moved forward immediately had the child not looked down so wonderingly at the cock, devouring it with admiring eyes. Tentatively Claude reached out to touch it, then closed his hand around it.
Tony leaned forward and put both hands against the back of the couch. He raised one knee and then the other to the couch, his legs spread wide. His prick pushed against Claude's diaphragm. He reached behind him and tugged at Claude's knees.
"Move down," he told the boy. "You don't have to take it in your mouth. Just lick it with your tongue."
Claude obeyed willingly. His hips and then his back slid against the seat cushion. His lips touched the prick and he sniffed it. He pushed his tongue up against the dry slit. A single bead of white foam answered the pressure, and he curled the tongue back inside his mouth, taking it, while his lips pressed forward. The white goo left a heavy film like that of butterfat on his upper palate. His tongue moved instinctively out of his mouth and washed the round slope of the prick until the tip touched the glans, and Tony moaned approvingly.
Claude knew he had struck home, and he moved along the rim of the exposed head, fascinated by his discovery. Tony's pelvis shifted as Claude's head bobbed, his tongue tracing the purple line under the prick and back again. He ducked and pulled the scrotum toward himself, taking the entire small sac into his mouth. He was instinctively gentle with the delicate testicles, and his hand moved back up the groin, the fingers playing with Tony's thick pubic hair. Tony reached down and guided the boy's small hand back to the prick itself. Now his fingertips raced across the shaft, not manipulating the foreskin but grazing all along the side of the penis. His nose bumped the flatter underside as his head moved back to the tip.
This time he dared to take, it in. He opened his mouth as wide as if he were trying to show a doctor his throat. Frightened, he brought his teeth down against the foreskin, lightening the pressure when Tony grunted his pain.
At first his tongue rolled around the bulb, while his teeth pushed against the rounded top of the erection. "Suck in, Claude," the man sighed, running his sweating palm tenderly against the boy's ear. Claude dug his teeth in and started to inhale. The air whistled through the openings in his teeth as he sucked hard. His tongue flexed against the bottom side of the tool and moved against the ridge of the glans. Tony tried to move forward in the child's small mouth, but the teeth bit down and kept him stationary.
Instead, the designer moved backward and then rolled his stomach forward, re-inserting the cock. Claude grabbed the staff with his hand to keep it from surging forward and overwhelming him, choking him on its bulk.
But Tony was content to wiggle, touching the insides of the young boy's cheek with the head, rubbing his foreskin against the edges of the lower front teeth. He pulled back with force and then wrapped his own hand over Claude's, wiping the head against the thick young lips, smoothing the cum that had already started to dribble from the slit over the outside of Claude's mouth.
Claude's eyes widened as Tony's hand disappeared under his buttock. The man seemed to be pushing a single finger inside his own rectum. The plugging excited him, and the anxious movement of the cock against the outside of his own mouth excited Claude, who raced to take it inside, not thinking what the conclusion to the act would be, only knowing the object of the game was to give the prick safe harbor.
Not only his tongue but the roof of his mouth worked on the solid cock, rubbing down the glans. His hand tightened around the base, and he felt the wires of blond hair rustle against the side of his clenched fist as he pulled the skin down, then rode it up again. He opened his tired hand, then pressed his fingers against one side of the rod, his thumb against the other; he began jerking the cock off with blurring speed. His other hand found the scrotum; the fingertips rolled over the surface, forcing movement of the tiny globes inside. He drew his mouth away from the bulbous dome to breathe in a mouthful of air, and just then the stiff prick began to erupt, pouring out in great white sprays against the boy's face. It stuck to his cheek, his lips, his chin – and a single clump landed on the shoulder of his cotton shirt.
His hand had not let go of the cock, and he pumped the organ until the cum was completely drained. Only then did he begin to feel the heat against his fingertips, only then did he sense the moisture, the sweat which had been drawn from the skin. The smell was more intense now. There were two competing odors, one almost sickly sweet, the other a heavy sexual smell, hormones and juices, not all that different than the smell of his fingers when he had drawn them away from Francine's cunt. It was salty, this smell, and sour at the same time.
More cum had run down the sides of Tony's prick. It was still stiff, still huge. It seemed to blush, but perhaps that was the contrast of the skin with the pure white fluid. Tony rested his buttocks on his heels, and he touched Claude's penis with the same hand that had plied his own asshole. The index especially was warm, and it was drier than the rest of the fingers, which were clammy with perspiration. He moved his belly up off the couch, following the head of his cock into Tony's folding hand.
Tony's other arm was at his side, his hand pulling at Claude's ass cheek. He turned around and sank down on the cock, drawing his own buttock away to make the way easier. He jabbed his whole weight against the head, aiming Claude's cock at his sphincter.
The tight filament of skin was so warm it burned the slit at the penis' tip. A bubble of pre-cum pushed out and covered the small slash, and Tony sighed as he moved Claude's penis against his anus to wash the outside of the tight hole with the cum. He pushed down again, and this time the hole swallowed up the cock like a vacuum. In one stroke the thin column moved up the converging dry walls, until Tony's muscular buttocks touched the adolescent's thighs. Then he pushed up again. Each new descent on the fleshy pole was easier. The phallus was large enough to rub the inner muscle tissue, yet not so big as to tear at it.
The fit was tighter than Francine's cunt had been, but the way was less well-oiled. The muscles clamped down on the penis, which was not much more than two fingers in width. The tissue hugged the exposed glans as Tony squatted to accommodate the erection.
Claude did not push up to meet the counter-thrusts, afraid he would slip from the fleshy vise. Each new stroke was like a squeezing of his phallus, and the blood inside seemed to percolate, almost clotting as he waited for the speed to grow faster and force the cum out of him.
He came before Tony's movements could accelerate much, and Claude's sperm made the final movements easier, bathing the inside of the rectum with warm, thick goo that foamed against the raw, contracted tissue.
Tony was pulling down on his own foreskin as he rammed his ass down on the small prick, and as Claude's orgasm ended his own wad spurted out.
They were both tired, and neither moved. Unconscious of his body now, Tony let his weight press against Claude's limbs, until the boy squirmed underneath him, breaking Tony's reverie.
"I'm sorry," he said, rising up off the couch. A long strand of cum connected his stomach to the tip of his cock, which had not yet begun to go limp. Claude's penis was a wrinkled, limp muscle, and when the child touched it, the glans seemed rubbed raw by the anus' friction.
Irene rose from the kitchen floor, exhausted from the orgasm Elaine's tongue had given her. She smoothed her clothing, but the creases were apparent. Her hair was disheveled; she tried to rearrange her hair by her reflection in the bottom of a copper frying pan, but she was largely unsuccessful. Elaine looked at her with some amusement at the feminine concern for neatness. She pulled at the single hair which she had accidentally yanked from Irene's cunt when she sucked her, and which was now caught between two lower teeth near the front of her mouth. When she had removed it, her tongue licked the back of the teeth unconsciously, as if to polish the enamel.
Irene entered the living room. Elaine, watching her from behind, stayed in the kitchen.
"What…?" There was a hollow ring to the question; before the single word was completed, Irene had her answer. All at once her eyes picked up details – the stains on Claude's clothing. Tony's unzippered trousers.
Tony turned to Elaine, and when Irene saw his eyes focus behind her, she turned to face her lover.
"I told him," the lesbian said calmly.
"You told him what?" There was more impatience than anger in the response; though she knew she would hate the answer, Irene was compelled to ask it.
"I told him that you wanted Claude to be one of us."
Irene's mind contracted like a single aching muscle, so tight that thought was impossible for a moment. For a moment, she thought she must address her reply not to Elaine but to Terry. Then she realized that Terry had gone. Terry had almost always been gone. She could hardly remember when Terry had been with her…
She knew instantly that there was no reply she could give that would make sense. Her impulse to object was emotional; not logical. And the weakness she felt when confronting Elaine – the same weakness she had offered up to previous lovers, none of whom had wanted unconditional surrender as badly as Elaine – drowned the emotion before it could find words…
"It's all right, Mom," Claude said softly. "It was fun." She had been forgiven before her mind could comprehend the sin.



CHAPTER EIGHT


Ella Randall had not slept with a man in the eight months since she had filed for divorce from her husband. Perhaps that was why she was so alert to Claude's sexuality. For, indeed, she could not explain what the boy's gestures indicated to her – they were, after all, merely gestures. His voice was not effeminate, but at times he seemed to affect the part of a "queer". The other boys would make occasional fun of him, but – this was the only time she had ever seen anything quite like this – he could stop them dead with a single, quite masculine, quite virile stare. Uncomfortable, as if someone had spied them with their flies undone, they shifted and squirmed into some other conversation where, silent, standing his ground, Claude waited to make sure they were absolutely through with him.
It was not just the erratic intimations of homosexuality that disturbed Mrs. Randall, who had taught the sixth grade now for three years. She was impressed by the way Claude related to the girls in the class. He did not evoke pity, the way some odd and quiet boys do the kind of pity that is an early sign of the maternal instinct. It was real affection; they sensed, these little girls did, the boy's – Ella searched her mind for the word. The term that arose seemed absurd when applied to a boy two months away from his thirteenth birthday. Yet it kept coming back when the others would not do. Authority. That was it. A sense of command. He was not afraid of them, not particularly shy with them. He did not giggle around the girls; their presence did not embarrass him, as it did the other children of his sex. It was as though he were "on to" some basic secret of the sex. Ella had known men like that; women always knew – instantly when a man had spied some feminine mystery that defied articulation. But the idea that a child had that power, almost certainly a power that he could not understand completely – the idea alone excited her, even titillated her.
Just as the little girls at twelve and thirteen, full of the nymphlike promise of womanhood, did not frighten him, she was surprised to find out that she could not either. Other women – other teachers – would have spent their fascination in the process of taming. Ella Randall's natural stance, however, was detachment; her instinct was to stand back and watch the phenomenon, even enjoy it. She had been a teacher only six years, since her graduation from the state teachers' college. Her ego had not been so completely subsumed in her work that she was threatened by her inability to frighten a small child.
She had cleaned the slate-boards and was nervously tapping the erasers to the wooden ledge below. She stepped over to catch the sunlight that poured into the classroom in the late afternoon. Her eyes went almost at once to the small equipment building where the supplies for physical education classes were kept, at a corner of the field.
It was a week – only a week, she reminded herself since she had walked across the playing field toward the parking lot. She liked walking on the grass, even if it had been watered an hour before and she would have to clean the mud from her heels. And the time she saved by cutting across the field was lost because it was quicker to walk on pavement. But she liked grass better than cement.
She had spent two hours after school correcting papers, and she was tired. But she did not hurry. There was a time at the end of the day when she would rush home. If the time went by, it was no longer important to meet the self-imposed deadline. Besides, there was no one at home but herself.
Her feet scraped at the uneven cement when she stepped off the field at the rectangle's north border. The sky was threatening twilight, but it was not particularly cool. She stood for a moment, surveying the empty schoolyard, and she inhaled deeply. She realized only when she exhaled that she had breathed a full-blown sigh.
The sound of the sigh seemed to have an echo. She looked at the shack without expecting to find anything there, though that was the direction from which the sound had come. She walked closer. She listened a moment and heard nothing. She was walking back, toward the parking lot, when she looked casually through the window. Her eyes jumped to the door of the makeshift building; it was unlocked. Standing still, somehow excited, she looked inside the window – she had to stare hard to penetrate the reflection of her own face – to make sure of what she'd seen.
Claude was naked, his back on the wooden floor. Above him, laughing – the shriek of a laugh had been the noise that had alerted her, she realized – was Laura Marshall.
Laura Marshall was two months past thirteen. It would have been incorrect to say she had a woman's body. Certainly Laura did not have the body she would have when she became a woman. But her breasts had begun to develop, and they were plump and round; an adult woman of Laura's size would have been satisfied with those breasts. Laura was a big girl, taller by inches than Claude, and taller than any boy in the class but Eddy, whose size doctors explained as a thyroid symptom. She seemed a tangle of limbs; arms that dangled awkwardly at her sides, as if she wanted to hide them but couldn't, and long, thin but sturdy legs – attractive, even though constantly scraped from exertions in volleyball and other school sports.
Ella's face burned, but she would have been at a loss to explain the blush. It was not unpleasant. Was she aware that she might be embarrassed by watching two youngsters have sex? Was she excited? She was honest enough to have considered either possibility, had they been raised, but she had no chance. She was absorbed in the adolescent lovemaking.
The two were playful. Ella Randall realized she was seeing Claude smile more heartily than ever before. They seemed delighted with their bodies, Ella thought with a pang, wondering why she had avoided sex so conscientiously since the divorce.
Laura was on her knees, astride Claude, whose penis was lost in the maze of her already thick pubic hair. Ella guessed they had already made it, and that they were working up to an encore. Laura's hips moved tauntingly. She seemed to rotate her pelvis as he pushed up inside of her. Her breasts heaved as he filled her with his forward motion. He reached up and his fingers tightened around the tip of one breast, while the other wobbled against her chest. She ran down the prick and stayed still for a moment as he rubbed the inside of his folded hand against her aureole. His hips pushed him up against her, and her body obediently followed.
He said something. The glass muffled the sound of his voice. Laura laughed and reached under her thigh. His tongue wet his upper lip as his mouth opened slightly. He seemed to be satisfied; her hand turned and Ella guessed she was caressing the scrotum.
The touch appeared to spur him on. Now his whole body rocked. His arms were at his sides, his paints pressed fiat against the wooden floor. He arched his spine, and forced his stomach up against her pubis. Her cunt swallowed him up; Laura's mouth opened, and she rolled her head from side to side. The next thrust of the penis forced a shiver that Ella could trace in the curving of her spine.
Ella's interest in the scene had been so intense that she had held her breath, waiting anxiously for each new movement. The initial wave of shock at seeing Laura Marshall there had gone – although who could it be, of the girls in her class, if not Laura? And she had not really been surprised at all to see Claude, naked, pumping his cock into a girl-child's vagina.
She had been lost in watching the two of them. Only when her heart skipped a beat, forcing her to breathe in deeply, was she brought back to her situation. She was a teacher – a young woman, surely, but a teacher as well, with a teacher's responsibilities. Though she could not feel outrage, she could feel embarrassment. Since she had not burst into the shack, demanding that the business be stopped, she could hardly be right in standing at the window, unobserved and observing, her breath forcing a fog onto the glass.
Her muscles tightened with resolution, and she programmed herself to walk toward her car. In the instant that she hesitated, he saw her.
She had no time to think, but she knew instinctively that to walk on by, having once caught his glance, would be cowardice. She stared at the boy, insistent that he be the first to look away.
He was. Yet there was something in the glance, while it lasted, and in the way he ended it, that confirmed everything she either expected or had guessed about Claude. When he turned his eyes away, it was as if he had lost interest in her stare. While their eyes had met, the attitude was one of cheerful defiance.
Once again he was absorbed in the teenager's body. His hands moved with a strange immature grace over Laura's bosom. His cock, as it moved in and out of her, directed the coitus, and Laura merely followed, delighted with, the pleasure he gave her. Her eyes closed, and she was lost as her body rocked with rhythm that possessed her; clearly she did not possess it. Her breasts bounced heavily against her chest, and her fingers grasped at air before Claude seized them at the wrists and held them as she squirmed and forced her cunt down on his penis. His eyes were wide open, and he was watching her move above him, her body out of control. He moved his small, wiry frame up and down in a whir of force, but he was using it as a machine. He could have cum or not cum since Laura was ready, he let himself thrust his cock home inside of her, and only in the last moments of the frantic joining did his eyes close. He bit at his lower lip as he jabbed her with the prick, and his jaw dropped lazily as his body slowed down, and the girl finally settled, his swollen dick inside her. She leaned forward and covered his breasts with her chest. She smoothed his hair with her hands tenderly, but he merely stretched the fingers of his own hands at his sides while he opened his mouth under hers, and their tongues slid back and forth.
Ella Randall's heartbeat frightened her as she walked to the car. Her emotions grew more complicated at each stage. Now she was undecided if she were smarting from the discovery or – or else, she realized, she was unbearably excited by the sight of him fucking that girl.
"You do need some help with your math, Claude."
"Thank you, ma'am."
She had to admire him. He knew how to make it easy on a woman when she needed to have it made easy. She had fought, instinct against instinct for a full week, finally succumbing to temptation. And he, who could have ruined everything with a smirk or a half-suppressed giggle, was playing it so straight that she found herself doubting if their eyes really had met that afternoon at the woodshed.
The bell that signaled the beginning of lunch rang, drowning for a moment the sounds of children already on the school's grounds.
"It will be all right, won't it? Your mother isn't expecting you home after school?"
"No, ma'am."
"If she is, I can call her and tell her you're coming home with me."
"It's really all right. I usually study at the library in the afternoons." It was true; it was the only was he could avoid Elaine.
"Then just come back here after you get your books and things from your locker."
"Yes." He had begun to shuffle his feet, and Ella rose, smiling, letting him know he could leave. As he turned, he raised his hand in an ambiguous wave – somehow familiar, as if there were no need for the camouflage that had preceded it.
She waited for him in the bungalow, watching the children leave through the west gate. She tried to lose herself in watching them, for she was vaguely afraid she would "chicken out" if she let herself think about Claude. Her worst fear was without foundation, but all the worse for that; she worried that he would not find her attractive.
He was silent in the car, but he turned the radio's dial aggressively, as if there were something specific he wanted to hear. He settled on one station, on one song, and he leaned back in his seat, a satisfied smile on his lips as he lost himself in the beat and the inane lyrics.
The first thing she asked him, when they had come into the apartment, was whether he wanted anything to eat or drink. He replied with a polite "no, thank you," but her more specific offers – milk and nutcake – were met affirmatively.
She had cut herself a thin slice of the cake, but she was too excited to be at all hungry. Her forefinger pushed a few moist crumbs toward the rim of the small plate. She was conscious the moment that she sat down next to Claude on the couch that she was too close, without reason, but she was reassured when she sensed no reaction at all, no tightening or stiffening of his body. He was daring her to come closer, teasing her with his passivity.
He finished his cake in minutes. His tongue wiped his upper and lower lip in a single movement. "That was terrific," he said, childishly appreciative.
"You're very welcome. Claude." She waited a moment, then let the opportunity pass. She reached forward and took his math text from the coffee table. She opened it to the current unit, then placed the book in his lap. Her forefinger underlined a model problem. "Do you have any trouble with that one?"
He looked into her face. His head had been resting against the back cushion, and he had to stare up at her. There was nothing in his facial expression; it was pure curiosity. But the unspoken question related not at all to arithmetic. His lips moved apart, and she watched the tongue hidden just behind his even lower teeth. His whole mouth was poised, waiting.
Without effort she felt her face cover his. She pushed forward into his mouth and wrapped her larger tongue around his.
His tongue slid against the roof of her mouth, and she delighted in the raw pressure of his teeth biting into her lips, wet with his saliva.
His hand was impatient. It opened around her breast, and the center of the palm pressed in against the bra cup. Her tit grew harder at the friction of the white lace against the aureole and she thrust her chest out, wanting him to stroke her. His finger pushed against the breast's tip, and she turned her head away from him, then brought herself back. She pushed at the tousled hair that half covered his ear. Her tongue circled in on the organ, moving inside the spiral and then out again. She covered her front teeth with her lips as she sucked on his ear lobe. She tongued the back of his ear, and he breathed with seeming difficulty, excited by her, forced two steps beyond detachment. She stroked the side of his neck with her fingertips. She was conscious that she was older and more experienced – more conscious than she had expected she would be. The impulse to prove her supremacy motivated her now. Her restraint emphasized her age; dimly, she was aware that she wanted to assert the fact that the seduction was her idea, the lovemaking her gift to him.
She reached for his groin and rubbed her palm against the swell. She could feel the heat through the denim pants. She would not undo the fly until his body told her that he was aching for her to stroke him naked. She jammed the knuckles of her fingers up against the underside of the prick, forcing the curved tube against his stomach. Her thumb pushed gently at the scrotum, and she smiled when he groaned. His fingers clutched more tightly at her breast when her hand moved up his stomach, as if to keep her from withdrawing. She scratched at the material that covered his flat stomach.
Ella stood and looted down at him. Her hands moved to her back, under her jersey top. Claude's ears almost burst at the three low clicks the brassiere clasp made as she pulled it apart. Her breasts relaxed inside their cups, and she pushed her hands under the front. She pushed the undergarment down past her midriff and it fell to the floor. Claude's eyes widened as he stared at her nipples, suddenly alive under the jersey. The aureoles were taut with her excitement; he noticed the texture through, the cloth. The fabric hugged the undersides, which were softly rounded.
"Do you like me, Claude?"
"You're very beautiful, Mrs. Randall."
For a moment Ella debated as to whether to correct him, to ask him to call her Ella. It seemed silly, and she was afraid of breaking the momentum. She wanted him badly, perhaps more badly than she had ever wanted any grown man.
He did not follow her hands as they moved behind her hips to unzip the skirt. He heard the sizzle of the zipper down the metallic tract, and the sound excited him. He was staring at her large, full breasts. Her skirt slid down her unstockinged thighs, and the exposure of more of her flesh surprised him. He riveted his eyes to her crotch. Beneath pink lace panties that came halfway from the vee to her waist, he saw the tuft of thick pubic hair. His lips were dry, and he ran his tongue across them. He breathed in, and they were dry again; this time he didn't bother to moisten them. The skin of her thighs was perfectly smooth.
Ella's hands were open, the fingers stretching. The palms touched the swell of her hips, and she pushed the panties down, rolling the waistband under the soft material.
Inside the thick hair he could see the slivers of flesh hanging from the sides of her cunt. She leaned to one side, and her breasts rustled against her top. Claude's eyes did not move away from her cunt. She moved one leg a couple of inches further away from the other. He did not catch the satisfied smile, so wide it pulled on the flesh of her cheeks. Her arms moved awkwardly under the jersey. Like a stripper, she brought it up over her naked breasts slowly, teasingly. Her nipples were huge circles at the tips of the bosoms; the surfaces of the aureoles had gone flaccid. The sides of the boobs seemed to curve up at the nipples.
"Come into the bedroom, Claude. I'll undress you." Her bare feet made no sound upon the carpet as she turned on her heels and walked toward the adjoining room. Claude was paralyzed, his buttocks pressed to the seat cushions as he watched her ass sway. The round globes wiggled, emphasizing dimples as they welded into her thighs.
She hesitated at the open door, then turned to face him. A grin covered her face. "Aren't you coming, Claude?"
Gathering his breath, the boy rose. His cock jammed against his briefs, and his scrotum felt as heavy as if it were filled with two incredibly dense rocks instead of a pair of testicles.
He walked so deliberately that by the time he had entered the bedroom, Ella Randall lay calmly back on the bed. The pillow received a tangle of silky brown hair. Her arm, palm down on the bed at her side, bent back at the elbow, and her forefinger flexed to indicate he advance. Her breasts wiggled as she slid her naked skin against the linen sheet and sat up, her back touching the wooden headboard. "Take off your shoes and socks," she ordered, and he obeyed quickly, nervously.
She leaned forward. Her fingers hooked inside the waist of the levis, their tips pressed against the fabric. He sensed only the pressure of the knuckles as they pushed back on his stomach, convulsed with his excited and erratic breathing.
Ella unloosened his belt, then yanked at the trousers' front. His penis had already smuggled itself out of the cotton folds. There was a moist blotch on the flaps, and the head was oiled with pre-cum. She touched the slit with her fingertip, and a single drop spurted out. She scratched the foreskin gently, and Claude sighed deeply. She pushed the denims down his thin legs, then drew the underpants down. Her hand moved around to his ass. It was smooth, round, and hairless. He shivered as she stroked the buttock, her fingertips diving into the small of his back.
She unbuttoned his shirt slowly, relishing each bit of exposure. He wore no undershirt. She ran her fingers against the bare skin, hesitating with her fingertips over the nipples. She made them stiff with the sides of her thumbs.
Her hands moved down the sides of his body, stroking the outline until she was at his thighs. Her palms moved back to the buttocks, and the fingers curled back toward her between his legs. She pulled at the scrotum with her index, and Claude's fingers turned white as they pressed against the headboard. The air had gone out of his lungs; he was afraid he would lose his balance.
"Come to bed." The words were spoken as three even syllables, whispered expectantly. She pulled the sheet over her and then lifted it over his small body when he slid onto the mattress. His prick brushed against the outside of her thigh.
His hands paused inches over her body, but her squirming encouraged Claude. She twisted her torso and her breast moved against his palm. Before leaving his hand, the tit had become hard and sharp. Her hands moved over his back, and she shifted under him until he was directly above her. He could press against her, and yet she hardly felt his weight. The prick was stapled back to his stomach as he rolled his crotch against her. She pushed his stomach up with her palm and aimed the erection at her clitoris. Claude's body jerked forward, excited by the friction of her pubic hair.
She pressed her thumbs into the sides of his chest. He followed the signal to move back. He sat up, and she moved back, leaning against the headboard for a moment before pushing toward him on her buttocks, legs spread wide apart so that the cleft appeared half open already.
He watched fascinated, while her index finger dipped inside her cunt. She smiled. Her finger was glossy with lubricant when she brought it out.
Her hand closed around the base of his prick while her oiled finger stroked the flattened side of the shaft, spreading the slick film from her cunt. She pushed two fingers inside her vagina, and again she rubbed the moisture off on Claude's cock. His chest moved with his breathing, and he braced his shoulders as he felt her wet fingertips stroke at his genitals.
He leaned back and watched as she bent her head toward his phallus. She opened her mouth wide and took all of his cock inside it at once. Her tongue pushed forward against the flattened side in a single stroke, until the tip moved inside the cluster of thin pubic hair.
Her thumb pressed at the base of the shaft, hidden behind the thick akin of his scrotum. The force of the thumb as it jammed him pushed the two balls apart. Her index finger moved back, following the sac between his legs, stopping just short of his rectum.
He waited as she breathed heavily against his crotch. His hairs moved with the warm wind from her mouth. She licked at the pinkish skin below the strands. She drew the skin down the cock with her hands, holding the prick tightly. She gritted her teeth while she rubbed the fleshy head back and forth over her teeth. Her tongue scooted over the tiny slit, and then streaked down the spine. At the bottom she rolled her tongue against the hidden testes.
"Go down on me, Claude." She lay back, her legs unfolding and spreading wide. He rocked forward and pressed his mouth to her muff. He rubbed his chin against the moist skin outside the opening. His tongue pushed in past the inner lips and the tip tasted the walls as it flagged against them.
"Finger me," she said, her voice betraying greater excitement now. "Finger it…" He rubbed his cheek against the hair while he pushed his finger inside the hole. The walls were juicy; he felt the cream push in under his fingernails.
The walls did not hug him tightly, and he pulled the single finger out in one stroke, then inserted two. His tongue found the clitoral nub, and he beat it down wetly against the tangle of thick hair until her pelvis started to roll violently under his mouth and her buttocks pumped her stomach forward. He no longer had to shove the fingers up her cunt; she was forcing the lining to move against the digits.
Her fingertips were light against the back of his neck. "Come here," she said, and for a moment he was on all fours as he crawled toward her. He held his mouth an inch above her full, sensuous lips. Her tongue moved out from between the folds and moistened them just as he opened his own mouth. She moved her breasts under his chest, the tits growing harder as they scraped his smooth skin. She clutched at his buttocks, and he pushed his prick up against the labia, jabbing her clit. Their tongues rolled like cylinders around each other, and she felt the tip of his small tongue rub the roof of her mouth. His penis nudged the greasy cleft and she rubbed her mound against the flatter side of the prick.
She slid against his pelvis until the head slipped inside her cunt. She had not wanted him inside so soon, but now that he was she had no thought of releasing him. Her body surged forward, and he was buried deep in her. Their pubic hairs curled into one another, their crotches welded.
She kneaded his buttocks in her hands as he drove in. His movements were steady, slow, and even, but the building excitement of the friction made it seem to Ella that each stroke was slower than the one before, that he was drawing the pleasure out almost unbearably.
He pushed up on one palm while his other hand caressed her full breast. He followed the breast to the valley between, and she squirmed until her tit pointed against his hand. He sifted the aureole between his thumb and forefinger, brushing the needle tip with the flat of his forefinger.
Claude relished the soaking her cunt gave his penis as he dunked it inside her. The tissue draped it tightly, and she thrust her pelvis to one side and then the other, so the head pushed into one wall and then the opposite before thrusting straight up toward the womb. The surging in his stomach told Claude he was cuming, and his body was swept up in the waves that shot up between the slick walls.
His wads of sperm triggered Ella's first orgasm. She rolled herself up and pressed her cunt muscles together. She wiggled the walls against the enveloped cock and sucked on it with her lubricated tissue. The hot fluid from the head seemed to explode inside of her, making the orgasm more intense. His seemed to be ending, and she let him move back out of the fleshy vise. She clutched his hips and moved him from side to side as he pushed and pulled in the final climactic strokes. The friction against her clitoris gave her a second orgasm, and Claude kept pushing, though drained of cum, prodding her on while trying to keep his cock erect.



CHAPTER NINE


Sue was a small child, though her breasts had begun to show signs of maturity. She wore her hair in bangs, but she seemed to Claude more sensual than any girl in his class, including Laura, whose body was much more well-developed.
Her almost baby-like looks were contradicted by a startling social poise with adults and children. She was easily the most popular girl in the class. Even the boys who usually shied away from girls tried to find ways to impress her.
Claude wondered if she were a virgin. There was a curious wisdom in her eyes – that, or, so Claude imagined at times, she was purely jaded. She did not seem the kind of thirteen-year-old who took directions – especially moral directions from her parents – without question.
She was going steady with an eighth-grader, Tom O'Hara, a tall, handsome boy who played on the school's basketball team. The glances they exchanged had a kind of passion to them. He knew those glances – that was the way Laura looked at him, the way he looked at Laura when he wanted her. There was a curious tenderness to the sexuality of children at puberty; he knew this instinctively if he could not articulate it. There was a kind of implicit violence when Ella Randall took him home, undressed him, and made love to him; in the sex he had with Tony, when the designer would force his big prick between Claude's small buttocks and push at the tiny sphincter hole, or else half-choke Claude on the cum his prick spurted.
He was walking through the north gate. The school library had closed, and the grounds were almost empty. He wanted sex, wanted it badly, but Ella Randall had been home sick, replaced by a substitute. After school he had gone into the library lavatory and masturbated once. Now his cock was alive again, and he had to think of other things. He didn't want to have to hunch over if someone saw him walking.
"There's Claude Parkins." The voice was underlined by a laugh, but it was unfriendly. Claude turned to see Tom O'Hara and Sue leaning against the fence several yards away. He had been so busy thinking about controlling his erection that he had not seen them.
"Hi 'ya, fag," O'Hara laughed. Claude breathed in deeply. He kept walking, aware of trying to keep his balance. He had been taunted about his effeminacy before, but seldom when alone and unprotected. The yard was empty, and O'Hara might be trying to prove something to his girl. He heard Sue whisper an admonishment, a standard feminine hesitation about the application of cruelty.
He walked out onto the street sidewalk, and his shoulders tightened and pulled back as he heard the quick heavy steps behind him. O'Hara's hand pressed down on his collarbone. "Why didn't you say hi, fella? Huh?" Tom's fingers gathered a few inches of cotton shirt and tugged on them threateningly. Sue was walking slowly toward them.
"Sorry," Claude said, his throat clotted and his voice muffled.
"Sorry isn't good enough, faggot." Claude's heart seemed to him to jump inside the frame of bone.
"Come on, Tom," nudged Sue, but the older boy only moved closer to Claude. His breath scalded Claude's face.
"I'm going to have to whip your fruity little ass." His tone was deliberate.
Tom Sue's tone had become more resigned.
"I don't like fruits," he said, the words addressed to the girl rather than to Claude.
"Get over into those bushes." Tom was pointing back inside the gate, toward the clump of greenery a couple of hundred yards away from the wooden equipment shack. Claude moved, spurred by the occasional contact of his body with Tom's, and Sue followed them both.
There was a small shaded grove, miraculously obscured from the rest of the field behind the west bleachers. Sue stood at Tom's side, facing Claude. Her fingers grasped the boy's thick forearm, but her face was blank of either sympathy or anger.
Claude watched in horror as Tom pulled his thick cowhide belt from his jeans. Sue's eyes widened, and her lips twitched nervously. She was fascinated by the way the leather hung, the end of the belt touching the grass. She looked up at Tom, her glance not without admiration, but Tom was staring into Claude's frightened eyes.
"All right, fairy. Drop trou."
"Huh?" The question came out a primal grunt.
"Pull down your panties, girlie."
Claude hesitated a moment, waiting for something to save him.
The moment passed and Tom repeated the command, this tune his voice a harsher snarl. Claude unbuckled his belt and pushed his levis to his knees. His cock and scrotum were tucked in a lumpy bulge at the crotch of his undershorts.
"Get them off too." Tom paused and turned to Sue. "Right, sugar?" Sue turned away from the younger boy and looked into Tom's face, her lips curled into a pleased smile.
When his clothes were a crumpled pile at his feet, Claude stepped to the side.
"Lie down!" Claude got on the grass. The cold made him shiver, pushing his buttocks into the ground.
Sue stood at his feet, her eyes straining for every detail of Claude's penis. The boy's legs were sprawled apart.
"Not that way, you fruit. On your stomach."
Claude turned over, his jagged hipbone smashing into the ground as he rolled on his side. His phallus was tucked between his legs, and only a fraction of the scrotum could be seen by the two teenagers staring at his backside. Claude's buttocks were round, taut. His back was slightly tanned, but the cheeks were white-pink.
Tom knelt at Claude's side, the belt clenched tightly in his fist. Sue followed suit immediately at Claude's other side. The boy and the girl stared into each other's eyes for a moment, testing the measure of each other's desire to whip the boy and degrade him. Sue looked away, but as quickly looked back. O'Hara's eyes were steady, and now his face was contorted in a toothy smile.
He opened his other hand and motioned her back. She moved back on her knees, her fingers taking hold of the front of her plaid skirt as she did. O'Hara doubled the whip and flicked it teasingly at Claude's ass. The boy's flesh quivered with the light contact.
Sue's mouth opened wide with a gasp at the first heavy crack of the leather across Claude's cheeks. The muscle reddened after the second stroke of the whip, and the third slash assaulted him in the small of his back. His whole body jerked under the belt as it hit him there. He felt the pain circle around and settle in his stomach in a single spasm.
With the next lash Tom tried to hit the rims of the buttocks. The leather fell just inside the space between, and Claude gasped for air, the breath rasping against his dry throat. The fear seemed to lodge like a solid ball in the middle of his windpipe.
Tom got up, the belt hanging from his clenched fist. "Don't move." He advanced a few steps until his feet pointed at Claude's head.
"What are you going to do, Tom?" The girl's voice was part fear, part titillated anticipation.
"Push up," he said, his voice an imitation of a drillmaster.
"What?" laughed Sue.
"Push up, Claudie-Maudie," O'Hara barked again, moving the toe of his shoe to touch Claude's forehead. The boy's arms moved and lifted him off the ground.
"He can't do a single push-up. He's in the worst group in phys ed. He can't do a single one. He can lift himself, like that, and he can let himself down all the way, but he can't keep himself three-quarters off the ground." Claude's toes and palms touched the ground. O'Hara kicked his shoulder lightly, but hard enough to make Claude lose his position and fall on his chest.
"Guess what I'm going to do, bugger." Tom waited, the pause theatrical, as if he expected Claude to answer. Sue's brows flexed with the same question as her eyes flashed from Tom's face to Claude's naked butt.
O'Hara smiled at Sue. "I'm gonna, show him something he really likes."
Sue's eyes widened. She watched, her body still, as he undid the fly on his slacks. Claude watched him pull his pecker out with mixed feelings of contempt and curiosity. It was big, but it was flabby, un-erect. The foreskin almost totally covered the head. It was long, too, five inches at least, even when flaccid.
"Oh, Tom…" Sue laughed naughtily.
Tom pulled on the cock. He stretched it out, then let it spring back and fall down, hanging again from his crotch. But the dick twitched, and it became thicker and harder in stages as Tom stroked and squeezed it.
Claude's fear, the worst part of it, was over. The belt had frightened him, but no one's genitals would – man's or woman's. Even homosexual rape, which he didn't think would happen, at least with Sue there, was no real threat. The boy's prick was smaller than Tony's, and Tony had entered him a half-dozen times. His relief took the form of passivity, just as his fear had, minutes before.
The phallus was stiff now, and it pointed up like a tower from its root on Tom's belly. Playfully the athlete pushed it down, and it bobbed back up to the previous angle. "Only you can't have it," he said, tauntingly, teasingly. "It's not for fruits."
Tom moved toward Sue, who was sitting on the grass, her hands folded under her bottom. Tom bowed his knees a bit and pointed the penis at the girl's face.
She grasped it halfway down the shaft and pushed it down, easing her head forward, her lips puckering before they touched the bulb.
"See this, you motherfuckin' fag? Bet you'd like to be doing this wouldn't 'ya?" Tom's head turned slightly to the side to watch Claude's reaction, but the younger boy's face did not change, Sue's eyes glanced beyond the side of Tom's hip, and her eyes met Claude's. His coolness impressed her. He's not a fag, she knew suddenly. He's not a fag.
Still, her mouth was hungry for the solid flesh that filled it and shoved at the insides of her cheeks and pushed at her throat. She grated her teeth against the upper and lower sides of the prick as they clamped down lightly three inches beyond the head. Her fingers threaded through his pubic hair, and she rubbed the skin.
"I'll tell you what, Claude," Tom said, placing his hand flat on Sue's head as she continued to blow him, "I'm gonna let you see something I'll bet you've never seen. And never will." He looked down at Sue, tightening his body. She glanced up and knew he was no longer interested in the sucking.
"Get up and take your clothes off, Susie," he said, his voice deep and yet coy. Sue rose gracefully, licking her lips clean.
"No, Tom."
"Sure, why not? It's not like anyone besides me is gonna see you naked. Claudie over there doesn't count. He'd rather not see a chick without clothes. Claude does it strictly for guys, huh, Claude?"
Sue shrugged and turned her back to Tom. O'Hara unzipped the top, and her small, lithe body slithered out of her clothing and then her frilly underwear. Her breasts pushed against the too-large bra cups.
Claude watched her avidly as she undressed, while she was gauging his reactions. He was excited by her nudity, but he was determined not to flatter her by offering signs of that excitement. She seemed to be posing for him, though O'Hara's eyes devoured the slim body. His attention was, Claude thought thankfully, switched from him to the girl.
Tom was fiddling in his back pocket. He retrieved a small packet and pulled out a rolled prophylactic. "You put it on, Sue," he said, handing the rubber to the girl.
"We're going to do it right here, Tom?" She shrugged when the athlete nodded.
She forced the end of the sheath against his bulbous head with her thumb, while the fingers of both hands pushed the device down his erect prick. She smoothed out the wrinkles, and Tom's hips moved it out of her reach. She lay on the grass, her body parallel with Claude's, a few feet away, and spread her limbs wide apart as O'Hara sank down, bending forward to fuck.
He twisted the head from side to side against her sex lips. Sue licked her fingers with her tongue and then massaged the saliva into the labia, pulling at her own folds so that he could push the bulk of the rod inside her. She moved her forefinger away from the lips and rolled its tip over her clitoris, which grew under the pressure.
He surged forward and thrust into her. Her muscles closed around him, tight and dry, and Sue's fingernails bit into his back as the sharp sensation filled her. Some moisture was released from the internal tissue, and his next stroke was smoother, easier, though the fit was just as tight.
The sight of their bodies working together, joined sexes pumping and pushing, excited Claude against his will. He breathed in deeply and braced himself as his own prick began to stiffen and swell. Still lying on his stomach, he involuntarily pushed his solid penis against the cool grass. The grass ran smooth and dry against the glans and the foreskin. His balls were heavy with sperm. He moved slightly forward against the grounds cutting a path through a green tuft of lawn. When he moved back just as carefully he felt the globule of cream his slit had emitted in the previous thrust. He tried to keep from breathing too loud and disturbing Sue and Tom, who were fucking in earnest.
His hands were under her back, his knees between her sprawled thighs. He was forcing his whole prick up the slick cunt, and he supported her as she beat out a response with her counterthrusts.
"Say it, Sue. Say it."
"All right," she said in a half-whisper, her voice calm and measured. "Fuck me. Fuck me all the way. Put it all the way inside me."
"Say it again."
"Fuck me…"
The words triggered him, and he started to move inside her like a frightened animal, drowning his heavy cock inside her cunt. He jerked his pelvis in a circle and pushed at the cylinder of pliable, moistening muscle, making the opening larger around his cock as it entered her and shoved, thrust after thrust.
She brought her legs up, and the soles pushed into the ground at the sides of his lower legs. She was raising her buttocks by pressing up on her feet, and her cunt followed his swiveling prick. Her ass began to slap silently against the grass and dirt, and she brought her head up and kissed him with her open mouth. When her face had streaked across his, his lips were wet with her spit and his tongue had moved out, searching for hers. He kissed her again just as he pushed into her all the way. He felt the heat but not the moisture through the rubber film, but it was her naked fingers that played knees, drawing her legs to her chest and stationing her with his testes. She drove them back against the root of his cock and then wrenched the skin back; his balls bobbed within.
"Fuck me," she groaned, now in earnest, and Claude's penis slid against the grass and shot his cream off into the mesh of cellulose and dirt. The head, when he finally was through, pushed back against his stomach, inches below the navel, and covered the smooth skin with thick gobs of heavy seed.
Tom's ass tightened as he delivered his sperm. Sue hadn't cum; she could not feel him go off inside the rubber. She just felt the whir of his cock down her greased tract, and she tried to move up against it as fast as he tried to pull down.
He had begun to slow when she opened up and moved, one wrenching spasm after another against him, smashing his stomach and rubbing her damp crotch against him. She scratched a line down the middle of his scrotum, and the testes rolled against the skin as he smashed the prick's bulbous head into one wall and then the other. He slid in at last, burying his own pubic hair inside hers, and his cock began to deflate almost immediately. He pulled it out of her casually and rolled the wrapper down the penis with difficulty. Wrinkled against his contracting bulk, semen had seeped along the sides of the cock, and the thin transparent rubber stuck to the meat, glued there by his cum.
Tom lay, on his back. He tucked his penis inside his briefs, though he did not bother to close the front of his trousers. He glanced at Sue. Her body was an exhausted heap, drawn together in an almost embryonic position, and her skin was covered with a thin sheen of perspiration. She had hidden her nipples behind her chin between the two. Claude stared at the grass, an inch away. He was relaxed. He expected to be let go.
"You know, I think we can do something to really get old Claudie mad." He looked at the younger boy, then at his girlfriend. She looked up, then let her chin rest again.
"Why don't you fuck him?"
"Oh, come on, Tommy." There was a slight edge of anger to the voice, though she assumed O'Hara was kidding her and teasing Claude.
"No, I mean it."
"You know I've never…"
"I know."
"Never. You were the first, Tommy."
"Sure. But this isn't really fucking. Besides, wouldn't you like to see how it feels when a fruit does it to you?"
She looked at Claude. She had instinctively expected some reaction from him. Though his penis, sticky now with dried cum, was filling again with blood, he froze his facial muscles. He did not want to give himself away just yet. He knew from the way her eyes surveyed his body that she was curious. Not anxious, perhaps, but curious.
"For you, I'd do it if you really want me to."
Claude concentrated on the grass, trying to make himself think of anything but sex. It worked. The bloated prick had shriveled by the time O'Hara was directing him to turn over.
"You better get on top of him, Sue. Otherwise he'll try to run away, maybe." O'Hara laughed at his own joke.
Sue took Claude's cock between her fingers and thumb. It was damp, but she assumed the moisture was sweat. She squeezed the shaft, then pulled the phallus back toward her and rubbed the head against her pubic hairs as she rolled her labial skin up and down, her crotch gyrating.
"Just push him inside you. He's never gonna get hard anyway." O'Hara stopped and paused a moment. "Maybe I should take out my prick like before. Then he could get it up couldn't you, Claudie?"
Standing, he watched while Sue pulled one of the labial folds to the side and tried to tuck the small phallus inside her. She squatted down and stuffed a couple more of the flabby inches between her cunt walls.
She clamped the muscles together with all her might. When she let go, the cock slowly spurted to attention inside her. She smiled as she slithered down the erection. She watched Claude's face attentively as her body dipped down and took his penis, but there was no reaction written there. She swayed around the cock and thrust her stomach out when he was all the way in.
Claude waited, letting her do all the moving. O'Hara was standing at the girl's side, looking down as they moved with and against each other. Motion and flesh covered Claude's prick – or the little of it that ever was left out of her cunt as she pushed down on it.
He wanted to reach up and touch her tits, but that would have given him away. He contented himself by watching the small mounds roll against the narrow bones. She leaned forward and pushed her nails into the dirt at Claude's sides. Above, O'Hara seemed surprised by her enthusiasm. She threw her cunt forward and rolled the ring of wet tissue around the dick below her. Her muscles throbbed, dilating around the cock before it gripped it again. She slid down, and his cock went off inside her. The cream fountained up; the walls were drenched with wet heat. Her breasts, tits frozen, moved up and down and from side to side as she came with him, rocking against his erection, Claude shut his eyes and let his cock take over, jabbing her again and again.
"Son of a bitch," O'Hara mumbled in amazement while their bodies slipped and slid on and against each other. "Son of a bitch queer," he said aloud, over their heavy breathing when the orgasm had been spent.



CHAPTER TEN


"When was the first time you knew?" Ella Randall reemerged from the bathroom, a dixie cup full of mouthwash in her hand. She gargled at the threshold between the bedroom and the john.
She was naked. Claude watched her body, the slight movement of flesh as she stood, her head back. Her tits were hard, and her cunt was wet – she had just showered, and the towel had left behind beads of water on the silky hair. She turned and he could hear her inside the bathroom. She came out again, her hands at her sides, the fingers moving puppet-like. She was nervous, more nervous than when they had begun the affair, he noticed.
"A couple of years ago. That was when I started putting it together."
"Was Elaine always that bad?"
"Not at first, I guess. At least I didn't hate her, then." He thought a moment. "I don't know, really. I can't remember when I liked her, if I ever did."
"They've been together a couple of years?"
"Yeah."
Ella eased down on the bed. She pressed her toes against the rug and leaned back. Her fingers ran down the center of his smooth chest. "You don't have to be with them, you know."
Claude's expression was quizzical. "What do you mean?"
"You must have relatives. Someone who would help you. The courts would agree in a second."
"It would hurt Mom. I wouldn't want to do that." He waited a moment. "Besides, that would mean I hate what I am. I like it with guys. So what's so wrong if my mother likes it with women?"
Ella wondered at his hard, tough character. Her hand swept across his stomach, and the cock, which she had brought to orgasm two times before this afternoon, began to spring to life. She dosed her fist around the prick and gently rubbed. She tightened the grip, and his penis became less rubbery.
She went down on him, bringing her legs up to the bed and stretching them out as she took the scrotum in her mouth. The wet switch of the tongue against the balls excited him, and he jammed the prick forward against her cheeks while she drilled the hidden base of the shaft with her lower teeth…
"Mrs. Parkins?" Irene nodded.
"My name is Ella Randall, I'm Claude's teacher."
"Oh, yes," Irene replied enthusiastically, extending her hand. "Claude mentions you often. He says you've really helped him with his math." She paused for a moment. "That isn't why you've come, is it? He isn't still having trouble with it. He said he was improving…"
Ella shook her head and smiled. She looked about the apartment for details that would flesh out Claude's stories of his childhood and adolescence. On the whole, it looked to be a normal household. She glanced at the face of her watch. She reminded herself that she must leave before either Elaine or Claude returned home for dinner. She didn't want him to think she was conspiring against him. Lately she had almost begun to fear his reactions to things she would say or do. His reactions were almost always surprising – and almost always intense. There was a genuineness to his feelings that complemented the force of his convictions.
"Claude seems to be an awfully unhappy child," she said, and she realized instantly that she had stated her case too quickly and too abruptly. She tried to stifle her sense of failure with curiosity as to how the shock treatment would work on Irene Parkins. She settled into the couch and crossed her legs. Irene had asked her whether she wanted coffee, and she had said yes, but now Claude's mother leaned against an upholstered chair and sat down. She stared at her tap and then faced Ella.
"I…" She stopped. Her eyes seemed to be appealing to Ella, and the teacher responded with empathy.
"Perhaps I was too abrupt, Mrs. Parkins."
Irene looked away, lost in thought. "I've tried…" Her voice trailed off. "Is he… very unhappy?"
"I don't think that he is consciously so. He seems very well-adjusted to his situation here. But certain things he has said – if I can take the liberty of saying this; please understand that I am not here in any official capacity, but only as Claude's friend – indicate that this is not a usual living arrangement."
Irene's face went a deep pink. She groped for words, her heart beating fast. Ella could trace the agony in the movement of her tightening lips as they twisted against each other.
"Do you think it would be better if he were… somewhere else?"
Irene Parkins was more receptive than she had hoped.
The picture Claude had painted of his mother's relationship to Elaine must have been reasonably true.
The dominant "butch" lesbian and weak, compliant Irene Parkins.
"There are facilities, of course. Where he could get therapy to work out some of his problems. If you want, I could make an investigation into those schools. Some are state-run, and they wouldn't cost you anything. You could see Claude as often as you wished. It wouldn't be as if you were losing each other." She paused. She did not realize she was wringing her hands as she spoke to Claude's anguished mother. "It might help your own situation."
"I'll think about it, Mrs. Randall, I will. I promise you that."
"Yes?" Ella put the receiver to her ear and placed the paperback down on the nightstand. It was Saturday morning, and the sunlight was blocked by the Venetian blinds. She looked at the alarm clock. It was eleven; there were things she had to do today.
"Mrs. Randall, this is Elaine Webberman. I live with Irene Parkins." The voice was stern, even defiant.
"Yes." Ella nodded, her eyes cast down as she tried to anticipate the next step in the conversation.
"I have to see you."
"What about?" Ella realized at once that her own response had been too harsh. She was determined to agree to the meeting, in any case.
"It's about Claude." There was a pause. "But you know that."
"Yes. I see. Do you want to come here?"
"Will that be all right?" The lesbian, obviously relieved, was almost amiable.
"Certainly. Can you come in about an hour?"
Ella fidgeted away the time between the telephone call and Elaine's arrival. She wondered what the woman would be like, tried to guess the appearance from her slightly gruff telephone voice. Irene Parkins had been surprisingly "normal" in appearance.
She was surprised that Irene Parkins' lover was attractive as a woman. She took care to de-emphasize her femininity, but the lines of her body were full and graceful. Her facial features were strong and well crafted; her skin was good.
"Come in, please," Ella offered and stepped back as the tall woman moved inside her apartment. "Sit down." Ella found the nearest chair and sat tense while Ella asked if she wanted anything to drink. She shook her head.
"All right," Ella said, sitting on the couch and facing her across a coffee table. "If there's anything I can do, I told Irene I would be glad to help. I'm really only interested in the child and what is best for him – whatever that turns out to be."
"I don't want Claude sent away, if that's what you mean."
Ella did not hide her concern. "Why not? If I can be quite frank, you haven't shown him a great deal of love yourself, and you've opposed his mother's efforts to shelter him from certain facts of life."
"Claude needs his mother. And I need his mother. We may not be a particularly happy family, but we're a family. There is no real reason we should be apart. What we're doing is not against the law."
"There are statutes that do cover situations in which the morals of a minor are corrupted." Ella tried to sound as unthreatening as possible; Elaine could not know it, but she had no wish to go out on a limb. She saw an essential difference in her relationship with the boy.
Elaine sulked. Her eyes were glassy with unreleased tears when she exchanged glances with Ella Randall. "I am afraid…" Her voice broke. "I am afraid… I will lose Irene."
"Why? Are you sure? Perhaps things will be better. Why not think of it that way?"
The woman in the chair was almost hysterical, "Because… I'm afraid, don't you see that?"
"Yes, I guess I do." Ella rubbed her tongue against her lips. She felt embarrassed at Elaine's pain.
"There's really no reason for me to take up any more of your time," Elaine said, standing.
"No. It's really all right. If you want to stay longer, I'd be glad… if you want to." She felt pity for the woman, and if there were anything she could do to reduce her discomfort, she would have done it.
Elaine moved closer to her, her eyes absorbing Ella's sympathy. Her arms shivered at her sides as she sobbed out her pain. Ella opened her arms and embraced her, patting her head and shoulders as the woman leaned, crying, against her.
The first pressure of the fingertips against her back alarmed her. That she found the sensation pleasant alarmed her even more. Her tits went hard against the pressure of the huge cones Elaine pressed against them as she hugged her.
Her eyes widened with shock as Elaine fell to her knees and pushed away her loose skirt with her hands. One hand grasped Ella's ass cheek and squeezed it for support while she jammed her mouth to the crotch of the nylon panties. Ella tried to keep herself from feeling the tongue as it wiggled over the clitoris. But the nub grew larger against her will. She tried to move out of Elaine's grip, but the woman held on to her ass with all her considerable strength.
The hand that had seized the covered buttocks moved up to the waist of the underpants and jerked them down just as her mouth moved away from the hidden clit. She brought her mouth quickly back to the surface of the cunt, and she rolled her thick upper lip against the clit until it was a small, fleshy stone. She pushed the panties down Ella's slim legs and took tight hold of the ass cheek again.
Though Elaine was not really rough, Ella felt her strength just in the tension of her touch. She was stronger than any woman she'd ever known. When the wet tongue crossed over the naked clit and stroked the puckered labia, she knew she was not going to resist. The tongue moved inside her cunt for a moment, tasting the inside, then withdrew and pushed at the skin beneath the hair. She pulled Ella's labia apart so that she could push her lips into the gap.
Elaine sensed that the fight was over – or, rather, would not develop. She wrapped her arms around Ella's hips and pressed her hand into the small of the teacher's back. The downward pull brought Ella to the couch. She kicked the discarded panties past her ankles, and her legs spread apart, waiting for Elaine's hand to dive between them. One leg dangled off the seat cushion, while the other rested on the couch. She felt her naked butt stick to the leatherette upholstery.
Two hands pushed up under the back of her bra and expertly unclasped it. The fingers rolled under the arms and back to Ella's chest, which they kneaded and remolded while the nipples tingled with the friction of the tips and the nails that rolled over them.
She pushed two fingers against Ella's hole and rolled them side to side over the labia. They pushed back the lips and went beyond the ring of cunt flesh. The walls were dry, but the fingers moved in a single stroke until only the base knuckles remained outside. At first Elaine ran the tips against the walls, and only after a few seconds did she start to run the digits back and forth, up and down the canal, drawing moisture from the tissue and making each thrust easier.
The fingers moved out of the cunt just as Ella began to squirm with the manipulations. Teasingly sloppy, Elaine rubbed the cunt folds with four fingertips, jabbing the clit irregularly. Ella rolled her stomach up to catch the pressure on her button, and Elaine bent the fingers at the knuckle as she teased the mouth of the cunt.
Both hands moved up Ella's still-tense body and massaged the woman's breasts. Ella felt the swelling in her tits each time Elaine's fingers rolled over them. The hands pushed the aureoles down into the flesh, then let them spring back hard and ripe.
Elaine stood to undress. She stepped out of her slacks first. Her pelvis was broad, and the pubic hair – even seen through her panties – was thick, a fuzzy triangle that ended between her legs. The breasts were pillows of flesh capped by solid cherry-red tits.
"Is that the bedroom?" Elaine asked, tilting her head toward the doorway.
"Yes." Ella had never made love to a woman before. The thought of a woman's tongue in her mouth excited her, and suddenly she began to consume the sight of Elaine's body with the same feelings of appreciation she reserved for men – and for Claude.
"Let's go in, then." Elaine, already half-naked, walked to the bedroom, her ass jiggling under Ella's gaze.
"I'll undress you." Elaine said as she moved into a corner and kicked off her shoes.
Ella stood waiting. Naked, Elaine faced her, then stepped behind. Ella quivered as the large fingers played with her breasts, locking her in an embrace from the rear. She knew the outline of the lesbian's belly from the pressure of the body as it jammed into her buttocks. Elaine was pulling the hem of the skirt. Now she closed her eyes as Elaine pushed her muff against her nude bottom. The hair tickled her. Elaine's hands moved around her thighs, and the fingers pulled at the cunt lips, holding them open for a moment before they returned to stroke her ass cheeks.
Elaine released her and moved toward the unmade bed. She pressed her body face-down. Her legs were spread apart, and Ella stared greedily at the wool that pushed back from the vagina's surface. She pushed her index finger against the slot from behind. She almost expected to be burned by the heat there. Instead it was creamy, and the finger easily pushed the flaps aside. The box was moist and warm; Elaine pressed her walls close together around the fingers, but then she moved forward, dislodging them from their berth.
She turned over and sat up, embracing Ella. She touched her mouth to the teacher's, and she noted with amusement the heat of the blush that passed over Ella's face as the tongue invaded her mouth and rolled against her own.
Ella sighed as Elaine drew her chest hard against hers, their tits colliding and stiffening on contact. Ella grabbed at Elaine's hand and squeezed it. Elaine fondled her midriff, just above the navel, and Ella waited for the fingers to go lower, to fill her. The tips ran down the center line of the crevice, around which the lips lazily obscured the hole. The touch of the fingers was light and they brushed over the cunt without pushing inside.
Ella moved her mouth against Elaine's breasts and rubbed her thighs. She bent her body forward, seeking the hairy cunt with her tongue. She licked the folds and battered the clit with her tongue tip until the tiny organ was erect. She covered her lips and sucked in on the button.
Elaine pressed her cunt to Ella's mouth, writhing beneath her. Wrapping her legs around Ella's neck, she covered the teacher's pussy with her mouth. Both women sucked noisily, their tongues stroking. Elaine's fingers pushed in at the hollow of Ella's thighs. Ella gasped; even the slightest pressure felt sharp, intense. She jammed her clit to Elaine's twisting lips as the lesbian's mouth closed.
Elaine's mouth opened under the violent pumping of the crotch. The girl's labia scraped against her teeth, and she licked her tongue, thick with pussy cream, against the roof of her mouth.
Elaine ran her tongue around the small opening, not touching the flesh that hung from the sides of the cunt. Ella groaned and sucked Elaine's flesh in between her teeth.
The stomach jerked under her, and. Elaine was suddenly running into the other room. She returned with her large pocketbook, from which she produced a penis-shaped vibrator, cream-colored, a half-foot long. Elaine pressed a button on the side of the device, activating the batteries, and it started to hum.
Ella looked on amazed. The plastic prick seemed to move slightly in Elaine's hands, though she gripped tightly at it.
Elaine aimed the head of the prick at the folds of her own cunt. She moved it over her clitoris and ground her stomach forward while she pressed in deep. She walked slowly to the bed.
Ella spread her legs apart, hoping the dyke would use it to fuck her. Her buttocks left the bed as she rolled her stomach forward and up, displaying the folds of her cunt as she writhed.
Elaine lay on her stomach while applying the dildo to Ella's pussy. She rolled it over the cleft before Ella's forward thrust took the machine inside. Ella's heels rubbed against the linen as the thing buzzed inside her. She felt the tingle in every part of her body. She moved down on the bed to take it deeper and deeper inside.
Elaine plucked the vibrator out and ran the head over the cunt lips without pushing it back in. Ella yearned for the rod in her cunt, and she reached for it, trying unsuccessfully to pull it from Elaine's hand.
The older woman's breasts fell heavy against her own smaller ones as Elaine crawled up her body. She squatted, rubbing her cunt against Ella's smooth midriff. The vibrator buzzed, inches from Ella's face.
Elaine held it next to the girl's ear, and even the sound made Ella shiver. She brought it to the neck just behind the ear and rolled it against the skin; Ella felt the residual moisture from her cunt.
Now Elaine stroked her cheeks. When the gadget hovered over her mouth, Ella rolled her lips over her teeth. The plastic moved inside the mouth and she tasted her own oils. She tried to follow the moisture around the tube, licking at it in smooth circles, tasting the texture of the plastic below the film. She put her hand against her thigh and thrust her stomach up, feeling Elaine's muff against her skin as she wriggled.
Her mouth was wide open when Elaine slipped the plastic out. The latter rose on her haunches and brought the utensil to her own cunt. Ella watched it plunge inside, sucked in by the cunt muscle. Elaine rolled it over and over, stretching the lining, pushing the tip of it toward her womb. When she pulled it out the muscles smacked loudly from the wet suction.
She started by pressing the plastic head to Ella's clitoris. She rolled the cylinder inside her hand as she scraped the clit with the side of the dildo. She moved it up the center of her body, up the belly and between the plump breasts. Elaine was careful as it pressed Ella's chin and jaw.
Ella sucked at the instrument with her whole mouth, making cracking sounds as she sucked in, meeting the energy of the batteries with the force of her own tongue and cheeks as she mixed her spit with Elaine's juices. The plastic was warm. She brought her hands to her face and clasped Elaine's hand as she pushed it from the base. "Please," she whimpered, rubbing her ass into the mattress.
Elaine pushed her legs apart and jabbed the outside of Ella's cunt with the plastic tip. She held the base against her own clitoris and tried to support her weight on her left palm. The balance was precarious but she managed to shove the prick inside Ella.
Pulling it back for the counter stroke was harder. Ella's cunt had taken hold of it, and the way out was difficult. As soon as she had retrieved all but the first two inches, Ella was thrusting her body up to take it back inside. Elaine's clit tingled, and her walls drooled cunt juice as she pushed down on the flat plastic base.
Ella scratched Elaine's back, as she came, grabbing hold of the organ and bashing it deep inside her with her other hand. Elaine pushed her cunt violently against the side of the girl's fist as she came, the small hole distending as the muscles inside twitched against each other.
Elaine moved the cleft against the cool shaft as her climax ended. She looked down at Ella. The woman's eyes were closed, and her body was heaving. The muscles of the face were loose; Ella was in a satisfied swoon.



CHAPTER ELEVEN


"Do you know where he is?" the voice on the telephone sounded slightly drunk.
"No, I'm sorry, I really don't." Ella sat up in bed and turned the switch on the reading lamp. It was half past twelve.
"I thought he might have confided in you. You're his favorite teacher at school," Irene said.
"I wish he had. I only wish he had." Ella could not guess whether Claude had run away or been hurt.
"I've called all the hospitals. And the police."
"He was in class today. Nothing seemed to be wrong."
Ella heard Elaine in the back. "Here, let me take it," the lesbian said in a stage whisper.
"We're sort of waiting, Ella," she began, her tone friendly. "If you'd come over, we'd appreciate it."
"I'm not sure what purpose that would serve."
"If Claude calls, perhaps you can talk to him. If he's run away, he'll be upset with Irene and me."
Still half-asleep, Ella found the argument reasonable, and she was out of her apartment within minutes.
Ella felt giddy and fatigued at the same time; the two sensations merged as she looked toward the wall clock and tried to make out the time. She was not sure how much time had passed. Elaine had handed her a drink while she stood outside the apartment in the doorway, and the three women had been drinking ever since – Elaine and Irene having had a bead start.
Discouraged, her facial expression frozen by the alcohol, Ella leaned back and closed her eyes as the two women continued to suck on her naked breasts. Her tits were rigid, and she sighed as Elaine's teeth rubbed gingerly against the end of the cone. She did not know whose hand was rubbing her cunt and she didn't care, as long as the expert manipulations were making the walls of her pussy throb.
Irene started when she heard a key turn in the door's lock, and when she sprang up Ella knew that it was Elaine's hand that was caressing her clitoris and vagina. Irene picked up her bathrobe from the couch and slipped it over her nude body.
Ella turned to watch Claude enter the room. Elaine seemed unconcerned. The teacher slithered out from under Elaine's weight. The first wave of shock passed over Claude's face and was replaced by an almost wild gleam in his eyes.
Elaine noticed the look immediately. She rose and walked toward the boy. "Why, Claude?" his mother was asking him.
He answered with fatigue. "I just didn't want to come home, Mom. When it got late and I got tired, I came back." He waited a second, staring Elaine up and down.
"I'm sorry."
Irene rushed toward the boy. Her silk robe opened, and she tried to close it as she hugged Claude. Elaine was already on her knees. She pulled at the zipper; his penis was stiff by the time she had moved it through the flaps in his briefs.
The touch of his mother's pubic hair was like an electric shock passing through the inside of the slit, moving through the whole cock. He bucked his hips and tried to move it away from his mother's stomach, but Elaine was pulling on it as she ducked her head between his legs. Her tongue swirled over the scrotum. Claude tensed his legs and inhaled his mother's liquored breath as she weaved against him. He looked at the nearly empty fifth of Scotch on the floor, and then he stared at Ella. His teacher was rubbing her naked buttocks against the floor, rolling her fingertips over her thighs as she thrust her pelvis upwards toward some invisible lover.
Irene jammed her face sloppily against the boy's cheek. Her fingers folded together behind his neck, and she made no effort to pull back when one of her breasts poured from the front of the loose-fitting robe.
His small nipple went stiff as the softness of the breast touched it. Irene wriggled her hips as Elaine, kneeling between the two of them, reached behind her to squeeze her ass cheek tightly. The lesbian's finger moved gently between the globes, and Irene squeezed the cheeks together around it, feeling the bone trapped between the soft flesh.
Ella's eyes were fastened to Claude's. She rose, her breasts bouncing as she walked unsteadily toward the three bodies. Elaine was now behind Claude, her hands reaching around to his hipbone, and she was pulling him down. The steadiness with which she moved, the deliberate force, made Ella realize that however much Elaine had consumed, she was not drunk – or not nearly as drunk as herself. Ella's mouth opened, her tongue moving on the upper fold of pink, re-tasting the whiskey. She breathed in through her mouth, and the taste of the air against her tongue was bitter.
Claude lay on the floor, his arms spread at his sides. Irene had remained standing for a moment, but she stumbled to the floor. Now she had one foot on the carpet and the other leg spread behind her. Her elbow was balanced precariously on the leg in front of her, and she looked like a runner ready to race.
Elaine was running her hand over his fiat, hairless stomach, her forefinger and index separated wide enough to lodge the penis between them. She squeezed the fingers together and Claude gasped with the rush of blood that filled his stomach.
While Elaine, kneeling behind his head, leaned over and touched the tip of her large breast to his mouth, Ella pressed her lips to the thin matting of pubic hair around his cock. She drew her lips apart and whipped the gathered hair with the edge of her tongue, circling through the strands until she tasted the skin beneath.
She tested the firmness of the boy's erection by touching her tongue tip to the shaft at its base. He stirred beneath her and opened his mouth even wider, stuffing inches more of Elaine's breast into his mouth before his teeth clamped down on it.
Ella closed her fist around the prick and jammed the side of her hand against the pubic area at the base. She made a silken swirl with her tongue as she followed the circle of the glans around the organ. Her head bobbed, and she smashed the slit hard with the flat of the tongue, then followed the penis back to the bottom of the shaft, running the edge of the tongue along the middle line of the shaft's flatter side.
Elaine's breasts now streaked across the boy's chest as her mouth moved down his body. Claude turned his head and looked at Ella as she opened her mouth to suck all of him inside. Elaine rolled her tongue in circles over his belly, scratching the inside of his navel with her fingernail.
Irene, buffeted by waves of conflicting sensation, wanting not to be left alone, put her mouth to Ella's back. She detected the shivers that raced down the woman's spine with her tongue and her lips. She felt half-ignored, though, and she pulled Ella's buttocks apart and moved her tongue between them. She smelled the mixed odors of soap and a heavier musk at the sphincter muscle. She rammed her forefinger against the muscle, shoving it forward. The hole was hot. She teased the sphincter, wiggling it back and forth until she could shove the whole finger in. Ella's hips shook with the insertion.
She took a mouthful of Ella's cheeks and grated her teeth lightly against the pocket of flesh. She withdrew her finger and ran the drying film that covered it over the channel between the cheeks, now moist with her saliva.
Claude shifted his stomach as Elaine bit into it, her tongue soothing the skin marked by the imprint of her teeth. Ella moved her head under the scrotum and licked wildly at the few inches of skin between the sac and his anus.
Irene was rubbing her cunt against Ella's lower leg. Her pussy lips wobbled under the friction of the skin, and Ella moved the leg lightly against the hair, feeling the moisture from the cunt itself spread over the lower leg. Irene had started to move her own sweating hand over her breast, pushing the dark aureole back into the softness of the breast flesh. She rolled her head back and smashed her pubic region deeper and harder against Ella's calf, then slithered against the floor and ducked between the teacher's legs.
Ella's cunt was drooling with lubricant. Irene pressed two fingers to the labia and circled around the hole. She stuck the first joints of the fingers inside and pulled them out just as quickly, making Ella groan with the suction. The tips of the fingers moved down between the legs and stroked the rectum.
Claude squirmed between the sandwich of flesh. He was on his knees, pushing Ella to the floor as his mother tried to re-establish contact with the young woman. Elaine put her hands to the boy's stomach and pressed down. He felt a surge of sperm inside his cock. He shoved at Ella's crotch with his prick and she closed her legs around it as he moved between the thighs. He pulled back on the joint and struck again at the outside of the cunt. His cock slipped inside, and her cunt muscles locked around the head. He shoved further forward in one stroke, and now their pubic hairs tangled together as he began to push toward his own orgasm. The violence of the thrusts surprised Ella, who had always found him gentle. He was forcing the head against one wall, and she felt the skin outside the small hole strain and almost rip as he pushed into her. He was fast. She just had time to feel him all the way inside of her when he pulled back and hesitated near the opening, just the head held in the first inch of the organ. She reached for his scrotum and held it inside her hand. She felt the balls rustle against her palm. Claude lunged back into her and started to spin the prick in circular thrusts. The cum exploded, drenching her cunt in heavy warmth. Irene was tonguing her ear, tickling her, making every sensation her son's cock gave her more intense. Elaine had placed her forearm between the two pumping bodies, and she was moving her fingertips in quick circles over Ella's stiff aureole. Ella drove her groin against the boy as the last of the fluid spurted out from the narrow slit.
He pulled out of her. Her cunt opened and closed in successive spasms. He rested, touching his buttocks to his heels, watching her writhe in her own orgasm. Elaine took hold of his cock. It was still stiff, and she could feel the even pressure of blood through the shaft. She squeezed down on it, and another dollop of the cum pushed out of the incision in the head. She touched her breasts to Ella's stomach and slid her mouth down the erection, lapping at the layer of sperm and vaginal fluids that was smoothed out around it.
She wagged the tongue's tip back and forth over the skin just below the glans. Another glob of cum oozed from the prick when the edge of her soft tongue moved up to rub at the glans. Ella was exhausted, her own climax just over, when Irene sank down on her. For a moment she could only see the woman's stomach, hair meshed with her face. Almost automatically her tongue moved from her mouth and began to lick the raw-pink tissue, slipping inside the hole. Irene dipped her body down, taking advantage of the pressure of the sucking; and Ella felt the buttocks lightly against her neck as Irene sat up shoving her stomach forward. Ella's tongue slipped inside.
"Okays you little fucker…" Elaine had pushed Claude's body against the floor, moving him away from Ella and his mother.
"Stick it inside of me." She bent the head of the prick toward her. "Hurt me, you queer."
Claude's face burned. He inhaled deeply, hating her as she forced the head of his cock against her pubic hair. She pulled at the side of her hole with her fingers, opening it wider. She leaned forward as the member entered her. For a moment he felt nothing. Then the walls closed in on him.
He shoved it inside of her. She threw her head back as she swiveled down on him. But now she moved closer and she was on top of him, supporting her weight on her palms as she rammed her cunt down on the angle of his penis. His fingers grabbed at her breasts. The tits went hard, and he forced the soft muscle back against the bones of her chest. They were heavy, like balloons filled with water. He let them sink back against his body as she forced herself down on him.
He looked at his mother. He could not see her face – only her ass as she sat and rose, sat and rose, thrusting her cunt against Ella's mouth. Irene was breathing heavily. Her arms were folded over her breasts, keeping them from moving as her body swung up and down, forward and back against Ella's lips and tongue.
Ella's hands were in her own cunt. She had one finger of one hand inside the hole, while the fingers of the other hand wiggled against the lips. She was jamming her butt against the floor, and her spine arched like a cat's as she pressed.
Claude felt himself cuming. He grabbed the flesh at Elaine's waist with his fingers, trying to hurt her with his nails. He tried to keep himself from cuming. The effort of contraction would have made him double up with pain had not Elaine been above him, pumping her own body against his with a force that made his ribs ache.
He squirmed out from under her and left her with her stomach forcing itself against the floor. Her fingers scratched at the rug as the walls of her vagina waited for the prick that never surged back into it, robbing her of her own orgasm.
When the spasms were over, she rolled over on her back and watched Claude walk over to his mother. Irene was pushing herself down on Ella's mouth with violent force; Elaine could not tell whether she was about to cum or whether she was climaxing already. Ella had lifted her hands away from her own cunt – shiny with lubrication smeared all over the folds – and was grasping Irene's ass, trying to keep her stationary, so that she would not collapse over her face as she came.
Claude put his arms to his mother's breasts, looking down on her. His body bent forward as he caressed them gently. The nipples were already hard. His hands moved under her arms. Irene was so distracted by the feel of his hands that her cunt almost went numb. She felt a dull pleasure in her pussy as Ella sucked her, but her body was slowed down so much that Ella could release her buttocks and begin to finger herself once more, this time with a finger from each hand moving into the slot and rubbing the walls.
With all his strength. Claude pushed his thumbs up against his mother's armpit. As though hypnotized, Irene rose up off of Ella's mouth. Ella stared as Irene stood up. She shut her eyes and licked the vaginal cum all over her lips as her hand opened and the palm pushed at her clit. Her legs spread even further apart, and the other hand moved up her body to knead her breast.
Claude embraced his mother as he shoved his cock between her legs. The head moved into the tangle of hair that grew from the crotch. He took the penis in his finally finding the opening hands and pushed it forward against the puckered folds.
Her sex slithered toward his own. He was inside her. Irene's eyes opened in horror as she felt her own son's small dick move against the walls of her cunt. His mouth was opening around the end of her breast. Every grain inside the aureole went erect as his tongue circled the nipple. He sucked in on the tip, and she moved against him until he was inside of her all the way, and the pressure of his small stomach against her excited her clit to complete erection.
She was supporting him, her hands on his ass. His legs bent at the knees as he tried to push himself up. She moved forward in quick, steady strokes, straight and uncomplicated. He could hardly detect the quivering of her walls as he thrust inside. It was a race to force himself toward her womb. She was less like a vacuum than a rushing river, and he felt himself being drawn pleasurably.
She scratched at the inside of his ass cheeks with her long fingernails as he fucked her. She teased the underside of the scrotum as the cock grew in spurts, feeling every expansion against her own walls.
She bent her knees as her body undulated. She could barely stand for her drunkenness and her excitement. She opened her mouth, and her tongue traveled over the surface of his cheeks. She felt his clenched teeth rip against her lips as he stroked forward and came inside of her. She dug her fingernails into his thighs, reaching toward his groin from behind. His last thrusts were long circular moves that finished as straight lunges as deep inside her cunt as his small cock could penetrate.
His cum had already streamed out of his prick head when she began to cum a second time pressing her fingers upon the small of his back. She riveted him to her and kept him all the way inside of her, writhing up and down with the full penetration as her second climax subsided.



EPILOGUE


Mother and son were alone in the car. Claude stared at the front of the stern gray building.
"There are lots of trees around, though," his mother said softly, as if she could read his mind. He laughed without mirth. His nostrils twitched with the ache of holding back his tears. Irene stared at him from under her sunglasses, worn to cover up the redness from days of crying.
"It really is the best thing. You know that, don't you?"
"Yes."
"I'll come to visit you. All the time. We'll have good times, I promise. Better than now. These past few years…" She looked back at the building, avoiding his glance.
"Yes. I know." He took Irene's hand in his own and squeezed it with affection. "Promise me something, Mom."
"Of course."
"Leave Elaine."
"I was going to. I told you that."
"No. I mean it. Not just 'going to', you know? Do it." He listened to her sigh, almost a wheeze of weariness.
"I promise."
"Good." He forced a smile. He was satisfied.
"It's all right if you don't want to go in with me. You've signed the papers, so you don't have to, I guess. They're…" He hesitated and then laughed before finishing the sentence. "They're expecting me."
"All right. Maybe that would be better. I'd cry, I know." Her voice broke.
"Oh, Mom, I'm sorry…" His face was wet as he buried it in her hair. Irene pressed her lips to his shoulder. "I'm so sorry," he said again, squeezing her tight before drawing away. His hand went immediately to the handle of the door. There was a clicking sound, and the door opened. A rush of cold air filled the front seat in a gust. He squeezed her hand again as she looked at him, her lips drawn tightly together.
"I love you, Mom."
"I love you, Claude."
"Still."
"Still."
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