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Memoirs





Chapter 1


Monday-Sanchez' Day. The waves rose and fell gently. With her eyes closed Lotte imagined herself on the desk of a cabin cruiser in the middle of a quietly rolling sea. Except this was better. Instead of lying on a hard wooden deck she was floating on the soft waves themselves. Every inch of her naked flesh was caressed by the warm undulations, the endless ebb and flow of the waterbed's captive and personal tide.
The specially made waterbed-twelve feet in diameter and "passionate" purple in color-was Lotte's most persistent lover. It never tired of trying to satisfy her with its infinite variety of intimate touches. Wanting to change the direction of the tidal flow, she merely arched her back and pressed her heels into the cushion of water. Immediately she felt the caressing movement against her buttocks and the swell of the wave as it moved up her spine. By the time it reached her back it seemed enormous, lifting her head and shoulders high in the air. Even before it passed she could feel the second wave rocking her buttocks and rolling larger and larger toward her shoulder blades.
The waves continued endlessly, rocking her body, massaging her muscles, raising her high above the surface of the bed. At the crest of the waves she was almost in a sitting position and could dig her fingers even farther inside her cunt, clawing at the velvet walls and releasing the wonderful juices that Sanchez loved so much.
"Vunderbar!" Lotte cried in exaltation. "Oh, you vunderful vaterbed! I luf you!"
Minutes later, with the sea calm beneath her and the turbulent excitement of her body relaxing once more into its soft, delicate contours, Lotte languidly raised the lid of one eye and peeked at the wall clock. Ten minutes before six in the evening. Sanchez would be arriving for dinner in a few minutes. But there was no need to rouse herself from her comfortable position. Everything was prepared. Sanchez had been eating dinner with her on Mondays for some time now and she knew precisely how to satisfy his healthy Mexican appetite.
Learning to cook for Sanchez had been no easy task. In Germany where she grew up she had never tasted Mexican food. Being a provincial country girl, it had not occurred to her that people in other countries ate anything except the same kraut and weiners and salted pork that made up her daily menu.
Fortunately, she was not destined to remain provincial. She was only seventeen when a handsome tourist coaxed her down onto one of her father's haystacks and broke her virginal bond with German provincialism. She would always remember that moment as the most glorious of her life. When he gently spread her thighs apart, it was as though he opened the world for her. The gift of his throbbing cock inside her innocent body was the gift of life itself.
Not until after they were married did Lotte realize that the handsome American tourist was also rich. They toured Europe for almost a year before Edward brought her home to New York, and by then she was no longer an innocent young country girl. She had dined with royalty, slept in the finest hotels of the world, learned to drape her body with the most exquisite fashions. She had experienced the ways of physical love that few women ever dare. Edward had taught her to be a lady in public-and a woman in bed.
Since she had never given her body to any man but her husband, perhaps she did not realize how truly remarkable his sexual perfection was. Not then, anyway. She knew only that every moment touching his body was a moment spent in heaven. She loved him as she could love no other man.
Nine years after they were married, Edward was killed in an airliner crash in Italy. For many months it seemed to Lotte that she could not survive his death. Indeed, she did not want to. She made two attempts at suicide, but each was thwarted by an unexpected circumstance.
Her first attempt was with a razor blade. She had waited until the maid's night off, when she could be alone in the apartment. As fate worked, however, Ilse, the maid, returned to get an advance on her next week's check so she could buy a few Christmas presents before the seasonal rush. She found Lotte sitting in the bath tub, her head resting back against the ceramic tile, eyes closed, a dreamy smile on her lips. The water was quickly coloring scarlet as life drained from her body and the cold mortality drew her closer to her desired rendezvous with Edward.
Lotte's second attempt at suicide was the most miraculous, however. It changed her life almost as much as that moment years before in her father's haystack, when Edward brought a young girl to life. Now brought to life a second time, Lotte was never to learn exactly what happened, so she preferred to think of it as a miracle. For all anyone knew, the incident may have occurred just as she believed.
This time she closed the door of her garage, rolled down all of her car's windows, and started the engine. The exhaust fumes had a wonderful, soothing aroma as she inhaled them into her lungs, and before long she was drowsing peacefully on the verge of Edward's heaven. From somewhere in her mind's foggy world she heard a voice whisper quietly, "No, my darling. This is not my wish. I will meet you again in the future, when God's will brings us together forever. But this is not the time. I wish you to live. Enjoy life as we enjoyed it together. I will be watching always, experiencing what you experience. So live, my darling Lotte-for me as well as yourself!
And with that she felt herself being cradled in a gentle pair of arms, lifted from the car-then she gulped the fresh air, felt the flush of a breeze, the heat of the sun against her cheek. Once more she had been snatched back from the jaws of death.
Whether the voice was dreamy fantasy and some stranger (or perhaps servant) actually lifted her from the car, perhaps she will never know. In her own mind, it was actually Edward's arms that lifted her from the car and brought her to life for a second time.
Although she had slept in many beds since that fateful day, experienced the variety of sexual gratifications with many men, none could approach the perfection of her love with Edward. Finally she learned to stop seeking such perfection in a single man. She discovered that most men excel at a certain aspect of sexual endeavor and could be enjoyed for that one thing alone. And on this basis she had finally achieved the ultimate in sexual gratification that most women never know.
Today was Monday, Sanchez' day to share her delights. She had cooked him the finest Mexican dinner he would ever eat. As her fingers stroked her wet pussy her desires were aroused to a fever pitch by the knowledge that soon, any moment now, she would be able to serve Sanchez his delicious morsels.
Indeed, she had a joyous surprise for him this evening. Something she had never served him before. Her ditty tingled as she thought of his excitement, knowing as she did how much he loved this particular entree. Oh, Sanchez would love her tonight as he had never loved her before. Eating was his specialty, and he did it better than anyone else in the world!
"Come, my lovely Sanchez," she whispered breathlessly. "Come for your delicious meal!"
"Ah, such exquisite German wine! I have never tasted it so fruity, so full bodied, my bonito Corazon."
"I haf special preparations," Lotte told him, gently stroking his balls. Then she laughed. "But who drinks German vine vit a Mexican dinner, my darling? You should haf Tequila instead!"
"We have invented a new delicacy, my pet," Sanchez told her, then proceeded to lick her wet hairs with his tongue. Her body-wine bubbled from her slit as though from a subterranean well. After a moment he pressed his lips over the foaming chasm and gorged himself on the succulent juices, swishing them around inside his mouth and drowning his taste buds in the joyous flavor of Lotte's German wine.
Sanchez usually dined with his legs straddling Lotte's neck, his cock and scrotum dangling just above her face. This was a comfortable position and allowed both of them to dine simultaneously. The serving tray was on the floor beside them, within easy reach.
While Sanchez sucked the juices that continued to bubble from her cunt, Lotte pulled back the flabby foreskin from his uncircumcised prick and began to lick it. She liked the inside of the fleshy sheath. She enjoyed the musky smell and the sweaty, salty taste. When they first started dining together she had told Sanchez not to shower for at least twenty-four hours before dinner time, otherwise he would wash all the flavor out of her meal. Sometimes she thought he went for two or three days without showering, but she never complained. Although a bit spicy, the meal always tasted wonderful.
While she lathered his penis with a glistening coat of saliva, she could feel Sanchez' serpentine tongue slither in and out of her wet vagina. It always amazed her that he could insert it so deep. But his tongue was long and narrow and very strong from a lifetime of trilling r's, which Mexicans do all of the time when they speak Spanish-an art which English speaking peoples do not possess-and he could use it like the blade of a knife. Sometimes after eating chili peppers his tongue would slice into her venereal slit as though it had just been lifted from a bed of burning coals.
"I vant some delicious guacamole," Lotte said. She scooped up a large helping of the green dip with a tortilla chip and ladled it onto Sanchez' cock, smearing it allover the shaft and head. Then she slid the triangular chip inside his anus, leaving only its base sticking out.
"The re-fried beans seem very hot," Sanchez said, lifting the lid from the pot and watching the steam rise.
"They cannot be hotter than my pussy," Lotte told him with a laugh. "And if they are, my Rhineskeller vill cool them off. No?"
"Absolutamente!" Sanchez agreed.
While holding open the mouth of Lotte's cunt with his fingers, Sanchez poured a large serving of the beans into her orifice. Lotte moaned and her pelvis squirmed with burning delight.
"Ach! It is hot," she gasped. "I luf it! It feels so vunderful, my lufly Sanchez!"
Her womb seemed aflame. The beans were not really hot, just pleasantly warm. But to feel that warmth in the pit of her body was a sensation akin to ecstasy.
"And now the rice," her gourment lover continued. The outside of her cunt and the thick growth of pubic hair were already covered with mushy, re-fried pinto beans, and into this brew he stirred the hot rice, mixing all of it up together-beans, rice, hair, body-wine.
"Such a delicacy!" Sanchez said. "I can wait no longer. We must turn over now!"
They rolled over gingerly, not wanting to spill the cuntal bowl of beans and rice, until Lotte's engorged quim was straddling Sanchez' face. He gripped her buttocks with his hands and forced her bloated pussy down to his anxious mouth. Suddenly Lotte felt his gnashing teeth inside her bush, nibbling at the mushy labial folds of her cunt.
Dining with Sanchez was always a sensual delight. Her clitty was already beginning to swell, become sensitized. Sometimes his teeth clamped down on it as he gnawed her, not hard, but hard enough, and a current of electricity shot through her body. Usually she climaxed two or three times during such a meal and she could feel the first orgasm coming on now. The hot sensation was spreading through her blood, bones, flesh, hair, growing stronger and hotter. Her pelvis writhed against Sanchez' face. She gnawed on his penis, lapping the guacamole into her mouth and smearing her face with it as the arrows of her climax pierced the excited flesh of her body. She could feel the rhythmic contractions of her vagina forcing the beans downward and out of the gasping mouth of her cunt, into Sanchez' waiting mouth.
"Eat me!" Lotte gasped. "Eat me, Her Sanchez!"
Her vaginal muscles continued to pump the beans into his mouth while she sucked the guacamole from his prick. She devoured the entire length of his shaft. His rigid prong whacked against the walls of her throat. His six inch erection was just the right size for a good blow job. She could make him shoot his wad in sixty seconds if she wanted. But it was too soon for dessert. She would save his cream pudding for later.
She took the throbbing cock out of her mouth and began to lick his scrotum. From the smell of his crotch and the salty flavor of his genital luggage, she guessed he had not showered for two days or more. She became slightly dizzy from the musky atmosphere of his nut pouch and had to close her eyes to stop the room from spinning. This vertiginous sensation lasted for only a moment, however, and soon she had the entire sack in her mouth, sucking first one ball and then the other.
"Caramba! La comida es… kaput!" Sanchez cried, spicing his Spanish lament with a touch of Lotte's native vernacular. "The dinner is gone and I am still hungry, my pet!"
Lotte pulled her head away from his crotch and came up for a breath of fresh air.
"You are always hungry, Sanchez. You vill no doubt die at the dinner table some day. And I vill be accused of poisoning you!"
"Never fear, my lovely fraulein. No jury would ever convict you. For your defense you would only need to serve them one of your extraordinary meals and-case dismissed!"
"Da. But the best part of your meal is still to come. Look at the surprise I haf prepared for you!"
She lifted the cover from the main serving dish and let him see her masterpiece of Mexican cuisine.
Sanchez' face beamed with pleasure. "Chili relleno!" he cried. "Caramba! I thought you did not know how to fix them!"
"I haf been practicing," Lotte said, delighted to see him so happy. "I am sure you villlike it. And notice how big it is." The green pepper was large indeed. Perhaps seven or eight inches long, its shaft slightly curved and pointed at the end. She had stuffed the inside with enough beef and cheese to make it as thick as the original pepper had been-perhaps two and a half inches at its largest diameter.
"Hesitate no longer," Lotte said. "I cannot vait to haf you eat it!"
"I cannot wait myself," Sanchez said, kissing Lotte on the cheek.
The delighted Mexican took the stiffly-crusted chili relleno into his hands. It was still very warm, but not sizzling hot. Perhaps Lotte will heat it up, he thought. He felt a child-like, almost malicious glee at the thought of inserting the cock-shaped, thickly stuffed hot pepper inside her venereal oven.
Lotte was just as eager for the meal to begin. Her legs were splayed invitingly, her body shivered with anticipation. She dug her fingers into the mouth of her cunt and pulled it open, stretching it wide-so wide that Sanchez could almost have inserted his fist. Her body juices still roiled up from the depths of her vaginal spring, gushing out like sea spray. She could almost force the white foam out at will, just from the contraction of her venereal muscles.
"Hurry, Sanchez! I am going to come!"
Sanchez inserted the shaft of food inside Lotte's gasping pussy. Its walls were so slick with her own secretions that the chili relleno slid down her cuntal throat with ease.
"Fuck me, mein Herr! Fuck me before you eat me!"
Holding the stem of the chili relleno between his fingers, Sanchez fucked her with the hot pepper. He pumped it up and down inside her oozing slit, slowly at first, but picking up speed as Lotte's pelvis convolutions increased.
Lotte held back her climax as long as possible, trying to keep her muscles relaxed as the shaft of food moved smoothly, teasingly along the soft lining of her cunt. She did not want to crush the chili relleno yet. She wanted to savor the full delight of its spicey presence inside her quim. Then at the ripe moment she would devour her lover in a single burst of coital ecstasy.
Lotte thought the inferno inside her cuntal oven would consume her entire body. Finally she could restrain her orgasm no longer. The muscles of her inflamed snatch twitched uncontrollably. Any moment now they would tighten their fleshy jaws around the stuffed pepper and chew it into pulp.
"Now!" Lotte gasped. "Eat me, Sanchez! Eat me!"
Quickly straddling her, Sanchez pressed his open mouth against the gasping mouth of her cunt. He could feel the convolutions building inside venereal boiler. Soon it would erupt like a volcano. His mind reeled, his body trembled with the anticipation.
"I am coming, Sanchez!" Lotte cried. "Can you feel it? Enjoy your meal, mein Herr!"
"Si!" Sanchez cried. 'Si!"
Then her cunt erupted. The meaty and cheesy interior of the chili relleno exploded from the gaping vaginal orifice like molten lava. Sanchez swallowed in quick gulps, feeling the mushy food slither down his throat as it flowed from the inside of Lotte's bloated quim.
Her orgasm seemed to last forever. Her venereal muscles kept chewing the food and spitting it into her lover's mouth. The incessant grinding sensation inside her cunt prolonged the climax indefinitely. She felt as though it could go on forever.
While Sanchez dined at her crotch, Lotte suckled her nourishment from his genital teat. His cock would be sore for days from the gnashing her teeth gave it. Now was the time for her cream pudding. She could feel the hot jism spurting up his penile pipeline. In a moment it came splashing in thick wads against the roof of her mouth. It gushed out faster than she could swallow. She felt it overflow her mouth and pour down her chin, her throat. She scooped it up with her hands and buttered a warm tortilla with it.
Ach! This Mexican food, Lotte told herself. I vill stuff myself and an hour later be hungry all over again!
The dinner was a gourmand's delight. Lotte and Sanchez were satiated when the well stopped pumping its cream desert and the volcano ceased erupting its flow of chili lava. They settled into the calming wake of their emotional and physical climax. To nap after partaking a hearty meal was always a compliment.
Noticing the tortilla chip still inside Sanchez' ass, Lotte exerted her remaining energy to lift her head and take the soggy chip between her teeth. With a flick of the tongue it was sliding down her throat. She released a prolonged murmur of contentment as Sanchez snored away, his head resting on the soft indented slope of her pelvis.
Soon Lotte herself was drowsing. In her bosom she could feel her darling Edward resting, contented and peaceful as though he too had dined well this evening.



Chapter 2


Tuesday-Paul's day. The portable, hand held vacuum made a soft humming sound as Lotte caressed her breast with the suction end of the hose. Only when she pulled it away from her skin and the hose sucked up air did its noise increase to a loud squeal. She hated loud noises and kept the mouth of the hose pressed to her body as much as possible. If she had to remove it, usually she turned the machine off first.
The suction of the vacuum was more satisfying than an electric massager. She loved the way it pulled at her skin. She would lounge on the waterbed for an hour or more sometimes, running the hose over every part of her tingling flesh.
Various attachments came with the vacuum that could be used for different parts of the body. For her breasts, however, just the bare oval end of the hose was best. She loved to press it hard over her nipple and areole. Press it until the sharp, metal edge of the hose would hurt as it dug into the meat of her breast. Then she would twist the hose-two, sometimes three complete turns-savoring the pain as it bit into her flesh and the suction pulled at her nipple, causing it to grow and stretch toward the whirling heart of the machine.
After pulling the hose away, her nipple would be thick and purple with throbbing blood. Sometimes it would protrude an inch from its areole, standing up hard and erect like a tiny penis. Then she would take the breast in both her hands, squeeze it hard and pull it upward to meet her flicking tongue. She would caress the areole, the rigid nipple, feeling the tingling sensation shoot all the way down to her navel. Then she would put the nipple between her front teeth and scrape its sides with an up-and-down motion, masturbating the small ruby digit. Her loins would become hot, her breathing harder. When finally she began to chew on the nipple she could feel the hot waves ripple through her entire body, culminating in the moist hollow between her thighs.
"Such treatment for my poor titty!" she might gasp breathlessly when it was over. Then she would press the vacuum hose to her other breast with delirious excitement and begin the process allover.
Paul would be arriving in a few minutes, so there was no time for the lengthy nipple treatment today-even though it was her favorite form of vacuum-massage. She would save it for tomorrow, and begin earlier, so she would have plenty of time to enjoy herself before Newberry's arrival.
This time she chose the brush from her collection of attachments. The hundreds of thin, plastic bristles were hard but flexible and gave her a rugged, intense clitoral massage. She rubbed the brush through her pubic hairs in a slow, leisurely circular motion at first. There was a twin pleasure derived from the suction of the vacuum and the bristly massage of the brush. Soon her thick patch of hair was wet and matted down from the lubricant that oozed from the mouth of her cunt.
Lotte rubbed the brush over her sensitized ditty, increasing the rhythmic strokes as she felt the needle-like pricks of approaching orgasm build inside her throbbing pleasure center. She climaxed wildly, lifting her hips off the waterbed and arching her back, digging her heels into the cushion of water and supporting her weight on the blades of her shoulders. The undulating waves from inside the waterbed grew turbulent and slapped at her buttocks, heightening the intensity of her orgasm.
It was a good climax, but she wanted more. There were still a few minutes before Paul was due to arrive-enough to get off one more time. But how? She went through her collection of attachments. One that always did a good job on her was long and slender, ordinarily used to vacuum in corners. Usually she liked to use it in her rectum. It was about seven inches long, an inch and a half wide, and a quarter-inch thick. And it would slide in and out of her ass easily-stretching the sphincter just enough to arouse her without hurting her.
But she decided not to use it in her ass this time. There was already a three inch plug in her rectum that she had placed there before going to bed last night, in preparation for Paul's visit today… She would rather leave the assholing to his expertise and concentrate on her already excited pussy.
She inserted the slender instrument an inch or so inside the lips of her vagina and turned on the machine. The vacuum sucked at the walls of her cunt as she forced it deeper inside. Soon the entire seven inch length of the attachment was buried inside her sensitive cavity, searching out her womb. She wiggled it around inside, feeling its sucking power draw the flesh of her inner body into its narrow slit of a mouth.
Lotte took the hose in both of her hands and gradually eased its oval mouth between the twin lip sentries and into the contracting throat of her gasping cunt. Her vaginal muscles clamped down on the intruder, trying to crush it as the thin plastic attachment found the lining of her womb and begged for admittance. Lotte knew from experience, however, that she could not let the vacuum run inside her for long because it sucked up her juices and dried her out. Complications might arise that would force her to seek a doctor for treatment.
Despite the enormous pleasure she was receiving from the vacuum, she turned it off and withdrew the hose and its attachment from her body. Then she took the hose off the vacuum, pressed the mouth of the machine against the mouth of her parched cunt, and turned it back on. She rubbed her pussy with the mechanical lover until she achieved a quick orgasm, then turned it off and laid it aside.
So much for the vacuum. Now it was Paul's turn. When she rubbed her fingers over her snatch it felt dry and withered, as always after the machine had sucked her. Put Paul would set the juices to flowing again. He could stick his wonderful cock in her ass and tickle her womb with it. She never failed to come from one of his ass fucks. Soon her cunt would be drooling her juices allover the waterbed.
Paul was twenty-seven years old and one of the star centers in the American Basketball Association. He was tall-almost seven feet-with a thin, lanky body. He looked awkward, perhaps, and seemed all bone. But his arm and leg muscles were sinewy and strong.
Although not much for a girl to look at-even with his rather boyish face, which' could be very charming at times-he possessed one piece of athletic equipment that sent women to climbing walls in ecstasy. His fabulous, incredible dong.
Lotte was at an orgy when she first met him. Half a dozen couples were involved in this group sexual "encounter," and several of them were quite handsome. All of them were expert partners in the art-or sport, as Paul preferred to call it-of giving sex. But Paul, because of his extraordinary equipment and his mastery of its use, had caught Lotte's imagination.
Even when his prick was flaccid and hanging loose it measured almost six inches. Since it was no more than an inch in diameter, it seemed the oddest shaped cock that Lotte had ever seen. Its oddity increased, however, as it became erect, because it stretched out to a length of eleven amazing inches-without ever growing in thickness!
The other women at the party were just as fascinated as Lotte by this unique organ. They crowded around to examine the incredible instrument. To touch it, massage it, suckle its masculine nipple. It wasn't necessary to get on their knees to give Paul a blow job. After all, he was seven feet tall and his cock stood eleven amazing inches straight up from his crotch. The shorter women had to stand on tiptoe and pull it down to their mouths!
As the ladies gathered around Paul, clamoring for a chance to get at his Wonderstick, the other men in the group slunk away to the liquor cabinet to salve their egos with libation. Poor Paul was left to himself with this ravenous horde of females who buzzed around his prick like bees around a hive.
Sucking this fantastic dong was not enough. Each female wanted a mouthful of honey from his stinger. Every time he shot his wad a dozen hands laid hold of his suddenly famous cock and jerked it back to life. "I ain't never made this many shots even on a basketball court," Paul said somewhat breathlessly.
It was almost three hours before the women sucked and fucked themselves out, giving Lotte her chance with Paul. (Not that she had been idle all of this time, since she had been left to herself with five healthy and handsome males, all of whom were anxious to re-assert their manhood. They did so on Lotte with relish and vengeance. Using her, perhaps, to get even with the ladies who had abandoned them!) But Paul was too exhausted for any further athletic efforts. Lotte had no desire to be fucked by him anyway, and the thought of sucking his slender eleven inch tube did not interest her either.
"Come vit me to my apartment tonight," she told him as the party was breaking up. "I vant you to put your vunder stick in my ass. All uff it, darling! "

*****

"First ve oil you down," Lotte said. She poured a small amount of the lotion into her hand and rubbed her palms together.
"Smells mighty good," Paul said, sniffing. "What is it?"
"Oil for bathing. It viII make you good and slippery and make me smell as sweet in the ass, as I am everywhere else!"
"Hell, Lotty, you got the sweetest ass I know. It tastes pretty damn good, too!"
Lotte massaged the six inches of flaccid dream cock with her oily hands. Immediately it began to stiffen and elongate.
"Vatch it grow!" she cried with delight. "Jus like magic it becomes gigantic!"
She tightened her hands around the shaft of his prick while the skinny root grew higher and higher, reaching for the ceiling. As she said, it was like magic. More precisely, it was like watching a sapling grow through the camera technique of time-lapse photography. In about thirty seconds it stood eleven inches tall, from its pelvic base to the tip of its rosy pink head.
"Timber!" Lotte said. She released her hand grip and let the rigid cock thud against his chest with a spring-like snap.
"I vant to do it again," she cried, her face beaming with childish pleasure. She grabbed the stiff prick around the neck and pulled it back, as though pulling down a lever. She had it down almost between his legs when he protested: "Hey, that hurts. You're going to pull the branch right off the tree, little lady!"
"I am so sorry, darling. I vill kiss it and make it vell."
She gave him a quick kiss on the pee hole, then could not resist the temptation and put the head in her mouth. She licked its oily, bitter surface with her tongue, chewed on it, sucked it, and all the while she continued to massage the shaft with her hands, one above the other, as though churning butter. With eleven inches to play around with, there was room for three or four hands to grip his prick, and still plenty of room left over for a couple of frolicking tongues. Lotte thought of asking Ilse to join the fun, but she had probably gone out to a movie.
After a while Paul said, "Why don't you rub some of that bath oil on my balls. I think I'll put the whole thing up your ass tonight, sweetie-pie. Sack and all!"
"Ach! If you only could," Lotte told him excitedly. "It vould be unique, vould it not?"
She poured more of the lavishly aromatic oil into her palm and massaged his scrotum with it.
"Turn over and I vill make your ass smell good also."
"Sounds like a winner," Paul said, flopping his seven feet of boney torso onto its stomach and setting up a series of tidal waves inside the waterbed that almost knocked Lotte onto the floor.
"It is like being in the ocean, this vaterbed!"
"Sometimes it makes me positively sea sick," Paul said.
His ass was hairless. Lotte did not like asses with hair growing all over them, so she was very fond of Paul's.
"I vant to lick your beautiful ass before I oil it," she told him. "The oil smells vunderful, but it does not taste good in the mouth, mein Herr."
"If the team could only see me now," Paul said with a long sigh of contentment as Lotte held his cheeks apart with her hands and inserted her tongue into the narrow slit. She reamed him for several minutes, trying desperately to slip her oral prong inside his bung hole the way Sanchez could do. But she lacked Sanchez' talent for such things. She could wriggle the tip inside, but that was as far as it went. Next week, she thought, I vill haf him put in a plug the night before. Then perhaps I vill be able to stick my tongue in all the way and lick the inside of his ass.
Finally she rubbed the oil into his buttocks and inserted her finger up his bung hole. She pumped it up and down inside him as fast as she could.
"You sure know how to make a guy feel good," Paul complimented her.
When the ministrations finally were ended, Lotte told him jubilantly: "Now to take the plug out of my ass, please!"
Because of Paul's size and the length of his shaft, the best way to enter Lotte's ass was to let her sit down on his cock. While he sat on the waterbed with his legs crossed and folded under him, Lotte turned her back to him and got down on her knees so that her ass was in his lap. She did not have to lower herself onto his cock, merely hold her buttocks apart with her hands while he inserted it into the small, puckered opening of her anus.
"Now lean back into it," he instructed. "That's a girl. Now eeeease 'r down."
"Ok, it feels good!" Lotte squeeled, leaning back against his prick with a steady pressure. She could feel it slide farther and farther inside the bowels of her body.
"Not too fast now. It sort of tickles my cock when you slide down on it slow like."
"How far is it in?" Lotte asked breathlessly.
"Little more than half way now. I'm going to try to get it all in tonight, baby. Just you keep her comin' slow 'n easy. Then when I get it all inside I'm going to fuck the shit out of you!"
"Yes," Lotte moaned. "Do it. I vant you to fuck my shit!"
"Patience, jackass, patience."
It was in about eight inches now. This was the point where he had to start maneuvering. To get it in any farther he had to position it in her rectal canal at just the proper angle.
"Now you let me do all the thrusting," he told her. "It's my show the rest of the way."
He put his hands on her hips and maneuvered her ass around on the shaft of his cock, trying to feel out an opening where he could inch his way in a little farther. It was a slow process and would have been tedious if not for the sexual excitement of his rigid prick pulsing with a heart-throb inside such a beautiful woman's equally beautiful ass.
"It tickles," Lotte said as he moved her ass around, constantly re-positioning it as he delved farther into her bowels.
"About another inch and a half and we've got it made," Paul told her. "Just hang in there, fraulein. We're gonna make it tonight. I might get my fuckin' balls in there after all!"
"Oh, I hope so! That would be such a vunderful thing, my darling!"
Paul had all of it in except the last inch, which was exceedingly stubborn. He dug around inside her from every comer and angle, but the room for that last small distance just wasn't there. No one in his right mind would think it possible to stick eleven inches up a woman's ass anyway. Even he would never have believed it possible if he had not been so close. Just one short inch! But where was the opening, the secret passageway to her bowels that would let him move that final triumphant distance?
"Eureka! I've found it!" he cried at last.
"Vunderbar!" Lotte gasped, feeling as though her ass was impaled on a spike. Which in reality it was, if eleven inches of rigid cock may be called a spike.
"Now fuck my shit, darling! Fuck it good!"
"I'll fuck it right into your throat," Paul said, beginning to slide his piston up and down. He worked it slowly at first, just three or four inches at a time. As his movements fell into an easy rhythm he pulled the shaft out farther and thrust it deeper. Soon Lotte was timed to his rhythm also, leaning forward as he pulled out, pushing herself toward him as he thrust it inside.
In a few minutes Paul was retracting the entire shaft, right up to his nipple shaped crown, then ramming the whole thing home again.
"Aaaiiieee!" Lotte cried with delight, and began to rattle off excited sentences in German.
During their previous sessions Paul had not been able to shaft her up to the hilt, so his thrusts had not been as deep. This was a new and unique experience for both of them. He could feel Lotte's sphincter muscle tighten on his cock like a vice each time he made a thrust. The blood began to surge through his prick in waves of rapture. So sensitized was the head of his slender dong that when it rammed against the walls of Lotte's bowels it seemed to explode with pain., He knew the milky come would soon gush forth and end his pleasure (momentarily, at least), but there was no way to stop it. Pleasure of this intensity always came to a quick end.
Lotte's ass ached from the torturous banging, but she did not wish for it to stop. The experience was unlike anything encountered before. She had been fucked in the ass many times by Paul and others, but nothing compared to this. She wished it to continue forever. Her mind spun dizzily from the pounding of his cock against the virginal walls of her bowels. She could feel the fucking deep inside her cunt-feel the shock waves ripple outward through her body, tingling every inch of flesh. She and Paul rocked together on the waterbed as in a small raft amidst the turbulent sea, enhancing the pleasure of their fuck.
"I'm coming," Paul said. "I can't hold It back any longer."
"Not vidout me," Lotte moaned. She began to massage her pussy. It was wet and mushy from her continual flow of body juices. She dug her fingers inside and clawed at the slippery walls. Her hand was small and feminine and she could force the whole thing inside dilated quim. While Paul fucked her ass, his long rod pumping toward a climax, Lotte drew her cunt toward an orgasm with her hand's grasping, clawing motion.
"I too am coming, mein Herr," she groaned, feeling Paul's hot jism begin to splash around inside her ass. Cunt and rectum seemed to ignite with a single flash of fire. The flames danced and crackled and lashed out at her flesh for long, endless seconds. Eternities could have flashed through Lotte's mind before the fires began to subside.
This is what heaven must be like, Lotte thought. Not lasting until the end of time, but quick joyous flashes of eternity, one after the other! Such a marvelous time you must be having, my Edward!

*****

"Now ve must clean you up, Lotte said a while later.
Paul's cock was still semi-erected, perhaps eight fiches long. Lotte took it with both hands and began to pump it hard again. When it was standing tall and straight and hard once more, Paul lowered his head and gave himself a blow job while Lotte licked the lower shaftal area. She licked his sack and the inside of his thighs, then commenced to jerk him off again while he sucked on his prick's bullet shaped nozzle. Soon her fingers felt the pulsating throb in his seminal tract as the milky fluid began to gush upward toward Paul's suckling mouth.
"I vant some too," Lotte said, watching his adams apple bob up and down as he swallowed.
Finally he pulled his mouth away and the remaining gobs of hot jism poured down the shaft of. his gasping cock. Lotte licked it away, then put the head of his slender prick in her mouth to suck out the remaining traces of his bitter-sweet come.
"I can hardly wait 'til next week," Paul said with a fulfilled sigh.
And I can hardly wait for tomorrow, Lotte said to herself, thinking of Newberry's fat, black pound of flesh. For she could never be fulfilled, only momentarily satisfied-.and tomorrow, as always, was many hours away.



Chapter 3


Wednesday-Newberry's day. Lotte rang for Ilse, then pulled off her thin black negligee and hung it in the closet. She was stretched out naked on the waterbed when the maid entered a moment later.
"Yes, madam?" Ilse said, always attentive to her mistress' needs. She was young and pretty and a perfect companion for Lotte, who did not have many women friends. The fact that Ilse had saved her life when Lotte slashed her wrists after Edward's death created a bond between them that could never be broken. Lotte loved Ilse, and she was certain that Ilse loved her just as much.
"Bring the molasses, Ilse. I am in that mood today."
A knowing smile touched the maid's lips. "This must be Newberry's day, madam. I can always tell from the mood you are in. Last week it was the dildo you made me strap on."
"You are very perceptive, Ilse. Newberry puts very strange cravings in my head. But I luf them. That is vy I invite him to my chamber every week. "
"Very good, madam. I will bring you the molasses."
The dutiful maid left and returned quickly with a jar of molasses and a ladle from the kitchen.
"Good, Ilse. Now you do it yourself."
The maid seated herself on the edge of the waterbed and began to dip the ladle into the molasses.
"No," Lotte objected. "Vit your hands, Ilse. I vant to feel you caress my body vit your hands."
Ilse laughed. "It is not Saturday, madam. Though I wish it were, of course."
"Do not vorry, my darling. Saturday vill still belong to you."
"You are a wonderful mistress," Ilse said, dipping her fingers into the jar of molasses and beginning to massage Lotte's left breast.
"Vit both hands," Lotte said.
The obedient maid dipped her other hand in the molasses, then cupped one over each of her mistress' breasts. She massaged the beautiful fleshy mounds with loving expertise, taking her pleasure from the contented smile of her madam's lovely face.
"You haf vunderful hands, Ilse," Lotte told her with a dreamy voice, her eyes closed and her lips still curled into a smile. "Now massage my cunt, darling. "
"Yes, madam. With delight."
She scooped up molasses into each hand from the rapidly emptying jar and began to massage her mistress' crotch. She smeared Lotte's pubic hair with the sticky syrup, then spread wide the mouth of her cunt and scooped a glob inside.
"My ass now, Ilse."
Lotte turned onto her stomach. She had put a sheet over the waterbed to keep from smearing it with the sticky molasses.
Ilse smeared her buttocks with the gooey substance and wriggled her sticky finger inside her mistress' ass hole.
"Is that enough, madam?" she asked.
"Perfect," Lotte said. "Thank you, IIse. Now bring in Horst."
"Of course, madam," Ilse hesitated. Then she said, "Would it be all right, madam, if I were to take my pleasure from your ass before I go after Horst?"
"You may do as you like, Ilse," Lotte told her fondly. "You know I luf you, darling."
"And I love you, my beautiful mistress," the maid said, pressing her lips to Lotte's buttocks and giving each a sticky kiss in turn. She licked her madam's ass until the sweet molasses was cleaned from around her anus, then re-applied it from what remained in the jar and said, "Thank you, madam. I will bring in Horst now."
"Good, Ilse. He has not been fed today, I hope."
"Never before six. I am sure he will be in good appetite for you."
Lotte was still lying on her stomach with her eyes closed, half drowsing, as the maid returned with Horst on a leash. The eighty pound German Shepherd lunged against the restraining collar as his nostrils caught the sweet scent of molasses and he understood what was waiting for him on the waterbed.
"Easy, you bad dog," Ilse reprimanded. "You have not been invited yet, Horst."
"Release him," Lotte said, not bothering to open her eyes.
Ilse unsnapped the leash from the collar and the large animal pranced straight to the waterbed, hopped up onto it, and nuzzled Lotte's buttocks with its nose. A long tongue flicked out, licked the honey from its nostrils, it sneezed once, then commenced to lap the plentiful layer of molasses from Lotte's buttocks. The beautiful, wellgroomed dog worked its tongue into her crack and delved into her bung hole in search of the sweet honey Ilse had planted there with her finger.
Soon the molasses was gone from her backside and Horst began to nuzzle Lotte's crotch, trying to lap up the sweet honey between her legs.
"Don't tickle, Horst," Lotte said with a giggle. She was barely able to turn onto her back before the excited dog was licking at the sticky, matted hairs around her cunt.
Ilse was standing near, watching with an envious expression on her face as Horst thrust his muzzle into her mistress' honeyed quim and dug out the tasty molasses she had secreted there. Lotte held the mouth of her cunt open with her fingers for the dog's deeper entry.
"Join us, Ilse!" she told her maid. "You don't know vat you are missing!"
In a flash Ilse had stripped off her uniform and underthings and was smearing what remained of the jar of molasses onto her quim and breasts. Soon she was on the waterbed, her thighs entwined with those of her mistress as the lucky dog took turns lapping at the two lovely ladies' honey-coated twats.
When all the molasses had been devoured from their crotches, Horst moved up to their breasts. Standing between the two women, he licked first one and then the other, hardly knowing which of the bounteous offerings was sweetest.
"Don't bite, Horst," Ilse reprimanded as the hungry dog nibbled at one of her nipples.
"Such a vunderful dog," Lotte said. "Look, Ilse!"
"Goodness," the think we are going animal!"
Indeed, the aroused dog's red, moist prick was extended a good four inches from its scabbard.
"Not tonight, my handsome German dog," Lotte said. "Tonight I vill be raped by a big black cock, not your little red thing. Enough Ilse. Take him away."
"Immediately, madam," the maid said.
She attached the leash to Horst's collar and dragged him unwillingly from the room. When she returned for her clothes she asked Lotte, "Would the madam like me to bathe her before her guest arrives?"
"No, Ilse. I think to be raped I need not be so clean. I vill let you bathe me afterwards. Perhaps ve maid replied with a giggle. "I to be raped by this beautiful shall sleep together tonight."
"Very good, madam," Ilse said with a pleased smile and turned to go.
"In the meantime my pretty one, you may take Horst to your room and entertain yourself as you wish."
"Thank you, madam," Ilse replied brightly.
When the time for Newberry's arrival neared, Lotte prepared for bed. She put on sheer black panties and an equally thin nightgown. Both were made of the finest, sexiest Japanese silk. Her ample mounds of shapely tit were clearly visible through the gossamer fabric, the twin pink nipples jutting outward, with a slight upward tilt, like tiny erected penises. Even the triangular patch of golden brown hair that sheltered the archway of her crotch was invitingly, tantalizingly obvious.
Traces of molasses were still smeared in her pubic hairs and breasts, causing the silk clothing to cling to her erogenous parts somewhat uncomfortably, especially when she moved. It was as though her tits and hairs and the sensual lips of her cunt were stuck to flypaper. But the discomfort was merely a counterpoint of eroticism to the excitement elicited by the realization that soon Newberry would add his own mouth and cock juices to the diverse brew.
The anticipation caused Lotte's own juices to ooze from her vaginal funnel. Soon the crotch of her panties was soggy, as though she were a baby who had just wet its diaper.
The thought of Newberry stirred a different kind of excitement in Lotte from the way she anticipated her other lovers. She had met the huge Negro with his coal black skin not through friends or during a party. Fate had brought them together in a unique way.
Lotte had returned to her BMW sedan with an armload of packages one day after spending the afternoon shopping. A heavy rain was falling and she was already soaked. In her eagerness to extract the keys from her purse, the packages slipped from her arms and fell to the rain puddled asphalt with a splash.
"Look to me like you needs some help, lady," a deep voice said from behind her, startling her.
"Oh, yes!" Lotte gasped, whirling around and brushing water from her eyes. The large Negro frightened her momentarily, but before she could object or consider the possibilities of rape and robbery he was already bending over, scooping the packages into his wrestler-muscled arms.
"Thank you. If you would kindly put them in the trunk," Lotte said, quickly fishing out the keys and opening the lid.
When the bundles were safely inside, the black man closed the lid and said with a smile, "Now how bouts a ride, lady. I been waitin' for the bus, but they don't seem to come when it's rainin'."
Despite her trepidations Lotte could not very well refuse him a ride after the help he had volunteered, so she told him to get in.
"Where can I take you?" she asked.
"Jus' whichever direction you'se headed. I ain't too particler. I jus' wants to get outta the rain."
This nebulous reply increased Lotte's uneasiness. She felt convinced now that she had made a mistake in allowing this giant of a black man to ride along with her. Of course, she reminded herself, if his intentions were unlawful he could have physically forced his wishes on her anyway. So perhaps in the long run it was best that she was acting friendly instead of obstinate.
"Vat is your name?" Lotte asked, trying to make conversation to hide her growing fears.
"You kin jus' call me Newberry," the burly black man replied.
"That iss a strange name, Newberry. I haf never heard it before."
"Yeah, well I bet yours is kinda strange too, considerin' that for'ner's accent you got."
"My name iss Lotte."
Newberry laughed. "Lotta what? Lotta money?" His eyes took in the expensive interior of the car, the fine clothes she was wearing-the succulent (equally expensive, he probably thought) body beneath the clothes. "Yessirree, you must be Lotta Money. Jus' how come you for'ners comes to this country 'n makes all kinds uh money? 'N us poor black folks been here four hundred years and can't make a dime to buy a twenty cent cuppa coffee?"
"I vas a poor country girl in Germany," Lotte said, feeling her limbs wax limp with inrushing fear. "But I had the gut fortune to marry an American who vas not so poor."
Newberry grinned contemptuously. "Yessir, these rich white Mister Charley's! They ain't satisfied with they own milky ofay cunts. They gots to lure our good lookin' black women onto the ends of they cocks 'n then go over to Europe and grab up you good lookin' forin cunts too. It's a good thing so many white womens in this country get raped. If it wasn't for that they wouldn't have no sex atall!"
Newberry laughed a deep, mirthful laugh that sent chills down Lotte's spine. There could be no doubt about his intentions now.
"I think you should better get out," Lotte said, pulling over to the curb and stopping the car. Her intention was to grab the door handle and jump out, leaving him with the car and her purse, but at least escaping with her life. She did not get the chance, however.
"See this?" Newberry said, and Lotte's eyes froze on the muzzle of the revolver he now pointed at her from his lap. "I think maybe you better cut the shit 'njus' keep on drivin'. You dig?"
Lotte pulled the car back onto the street. "I vill do as you say. It vill not be necessary to use the gun. "
"You gonna get a gun all right, cunt. One's bigger 'n blacker than this one!" He scooted across the seat to her so that their hips and thighs were touching. His coarse Levi's were uncomfortable against the tender flesh of her bare leg. He was still wet from the rain and the cold contact with her warm nudity below the hemline of her mini-skirt sent an icy chill down her spine.
"Where you want it?" Newberry asked with a lewd grin. "In the woods where you'll get'cher ass all muddy? Or how 'bouts your own pad? I ain't too fussy 'bout where I fuck you white cunts."
"Since I haf zee choice," Lotte said with a tightly-controlled, emotionless voice, "I prefer zee rape in a dry bed, if you don't mind."
"I was hopin' you'd say that. I don't like wrestlin' round in the cold mud myself. Now there ain't nobody else at your pad, is they? Like a husband or maid or somepin. Cause like they say, two's company 'n three's a crowd. 'N my trigger finger gets awful itchy in a crowd."
"There iss no one," Lotte said, this being Ilse's day off.
Newberry laid his hand on Lotte's thigh and squeezed with increasing pressure. "You 'n me's gonna have lots uh fun, Miss Lotta Money. I'se raped lots uh white cunts, 'n they all has a ball!"
A deep basso chuckle broke from his throat.
"You are hurting my leg," Lotte said, wincing from the pain of his vice-like grip.
"Sorry bout that," Newberry said, releasing the pressure on her thigh. "I sure 'nough don't want to spoil no merchandise. Not 'til it's out of the package, leastways."
When they reached Lotte's luxurious apartment building she parked the BMW in the underground garage and led the huge black man up the back stairway to her suite. Because of his size and the deadly revolver he carried in his jacket pocket, she did not even consider making an effort to escape. She resigned herself to the rape and robbery and hoped only to come out of the dangerous predicament with her life.
"You live high on the hog," Newberry said with a bitter contempt in his voice. "Maybe I ought to find me a rich white cunt to shack up with. You ain't thought of gettin' rid of your old man has you?"
Lotte led him into the bedroom without offering a reply and closed the door. "You vant I should remove my clothes?" she asked.
"I don't need no help," Newberry said. He grabbed the front of her blouse in his set of bear's paws and pulled it apart. Buttons flew across the room in every direction. With a couple more violent jerks the blouse was off and he flung it on the floor.
Lotte shivered as she stood before him, her breasts infinitely vulnerable inside the transparent pink brassiere. His enormous weight dwarfed her fragile body.
"You do not haf to be so rough," she said, tears beginning to swell in her eyes.
Newberry's lips curled into a satanic grin. "Don't start cryin' yet, Miss Lotta Money. I been treatin' you gentle so far!"
He licked his lips with anticipation as he stared at his beautiful captive's luscious tits. Lotte's own eyes were fastened to the huge bulge inside her vanquisher's pants. She had heard stories of the large cocks black men are supposed to have. And a black man of this enormous size! It terrified her to think of such a cock being thrust inside her body. Was it possible to hold such a monstrous weapon? And weapon was the only word she could think of to adequately describe it. Surely he would rip her tiny cunt apart!
Suddenly her captor inserted his fingers inside the straps of her bra and pulled the clasps apart with his strong hands. He flung the frail article across the room. Before Lotte knew what was happening he had grabbed her voluptuous tits in each of his hands. The animal strength of his fingers dug into the flesh muscles of her breasts with a terrible pain.
"Aaahhhh!" Lotte cried. "Don't. Please."
He iss crushing them, she told herself. Before he iss finished he vill rip my poor titties off!
The black tormentor's only response to her pleas was a broad, sadistic grin. He increased the vice-like pressure and said, "Unzip my fly, bitch. You scream one more time-'n I'll tear your ofay body apart. You dig?"
Lotte was in too much pain to say anything.
"You dig?" Newberry repeated, his fingers digging deeper into her bruised muscles.
"Ye… ye… yes," Lotte muttered after supreme effort.
"Good. Good. Now you do what I say 'n unzip my fly."
Lotte's numbed reflexes fumbled with the zipper. It stuck halfway down and she began to panic. The terrible pain in her breasts rippled like waves of electricity through the rest of her body. Finally the zipper was all the way down.
"Now unfasten my pants 'n pull um down. Then pull my drawers down too!"
She did as he ordered. Amidst her pain and terror his semi-erect cock seemed as large as she had imagined. It was perhaps seven inches long and as thick as a flashlight. It hung between his legs like the horses' cocks she had seen on her father's farm, except this one was black as night.
"Now blow me a tune, Miss Lotta Money," her tormentor growled. "Make me come inside your white trash mouth!"
As she took the heavy penile hose in both of her hands and raised it to her mouth, she felt his grip on her breasts suddenly vanish. Then she heard a metallic click as he slipped the revolver from his jacket pocket and cocked the hammer. He pressed the muzzle of the pistol to her forehead and said, "You better hum good, bitch. There ain't no tellin' what little flash of anger might tighten my finger on this here trigger."
Lotte was conscious of nothing but the cold steel pressure of the revolver against her forehead as she encircled the fleshy black bullet-shaped head of his prick with her mouth and began to suck. She gave him the blow-job of her life, knowing that her life depended on it. She slid her lips up and down the shaft of his thick dong, exerting a suction pressure with her cheeks and lightly chafing his aroused flesh with her teeth. His pelvis thrusts rammed the meaty prick far to the back of her throat.
After a while Lotte switched techniques. She held the cock in her hands and nibbled at the sensitive flesh on the underside, below the head. His prick jumped around in her hands like a powerful fire hose.
"Lawdy, Lawdy!" the black man groaned. "Jus' keep on keepin' on, honey. You oughta be sellin' this stuff on the street!"
Lotte was beginning to realize how she might buy her life from this ghetto monster. Perhaps she could make herself too valuable to be killed. Not by selling herself on the street as he suggested, but there were other, easier ways.
"My back hurts," she pleaded. "I vant to get on my knees."
"Go ahead," the black man said. "But jus' remember I got this gun at your head, jus' in case you stop ticldin' my fancy!"
Lotte dropped to her knees and felt the steel mouth of the revolver jab at the back of her head, forcing her face into the Negro's sweaty crotch. Her tongue flicked out and licked his scrotum. The taste was acrid, unclean. But the muskyness aroused her with the same cuntal excitement as Sanchez' unbathed balls. She began to lap greedily at the coarse skin of Newberry's black bag. She grasped the strong muscular thighs in her hands and buried her face in his inviting crotch.
She sucked and licked with greater ferocity as fear loosened its grip on her nerves. This angry, violence-festered Negro after all was merely a man, and she had never failed to satisfy a man's erotic desires. By soothing the savage beast, perhaps she could ensnare her captor in his own trap.
"Oh, eat me, baby," the wilting giant groaned. "You make me feel sogooood!"
Lotte licked and nibbled his sack until it was slippery with her own saliva. Taking his cock in her hands once more she inserted the meaty tube into her mouth and chewed on it as though it were a stick of licorice. She could feel the heavy throbbing against her lips and tongue, forcing the milky jism farther up the shaft of his gasping cock. Her own cuntal juices were seeping down her thighs as she awaited the onslaught of hot come inside her mouth.
"Faster!" Newberry's basso voice bellowed. "Faster, goddammit. She's about to blow!"
Lotte fucked him faster with her mouth, clamping her lips tightly around the shaft and scraping it harshly with her teeth. Suddenly her mouth was filled with liquid heat. It poured down her throat like an endless river of molten licorice, as though his prick itself were melting.
"Yoweeee," Newberry cried. "Eat me, baby. Eat it all!"
Lotte must have ingested a pint of the hot jism before it stopped coming. Then she squeezed his cock, from the bottom of the shaft right up to his pee hole, forcing out the last transparently white drops of sticky semen. She lapped them up with her tongue as they slid down the slippery head of his prick.
"You 'n me's gonna have some fun, Miss Lotta Money," the black man said, reaching down with his arms and lifting her off the floor. Suddenly she was sailing through the air. He had tossed her slight body as though she were a small puppy. By the time she finished bouncing on the waterbed he was already undressed and hovering over her like a giant black bear, about to attack his helpless victim.
"What kinda pretty things you got inside them fancy clothes," he said with a leering grin. "I knows you got some nice jugs, honey. Let's see if you'se just as nice all the way down!"
He grabbed her skirt in his paws and ripped it apart at the zipper, tossed it aside, then grabbed the top of her panties and pulled them down her squirming legs.
"I do not know vy you haf to be so rough," Lotte objected. "I vant you to fuck me!"
"You vant me to fuck you, does you?" Newberry mocked with a coarse laugh. "That don't cut no ice, lady. Us niggers always treats they women rough. Didn't you know that?"
He spread her legs apart and glared at the pink labial folds that were oozing with Lotte's cuntal juices.
"Now ain't that a gorgeous sight for some poor nigger's tired eyes? Yes indeed, we's gonna have some fun tonight!"
He slipped his hands under Lotte's thighs and forced her legs up to her chest. The whiskers of his unshaven face scraped the inside thighs as he nuzzled his face in her snatch. His tongue was like a rasping chisel as it filed a groove inside the narrow slit of her runt. The venereal wine was flowing freely, oozing from deep inside her lascivious cavity and draining out of its narrow fissure. Newberry's tongue lapped the fruity wine into his mouth as he reamed the walls of Lotte's aroused snatch.
"Let me on top," she said. "I vant your tongue to fuck me deep!"
Newberry rolled onto his back and Lotte straddled his face, pressing her squim into his mouth. He gripped her buttocks with his powerful hands and forced her cunt down even harder against his gnashing lips and teeth.
"Oooooh!" Lotte groaned with pleasure as her tender labia were gnawed ferociously.
Newberry chewed and pulled on her cuntal lips, increasing their sensitivity to a fever pitch. He alternately bit, tugged and lashed them with his tongue, bringing Lotte to the brink of a climax. When his teeth clamped down on her clitty and held it vice-like as his tongue thrashed it, her cunt exploded with fireworks. She raised up and sat on his mouth as hard as she could, then wriggled her hips from side to side as though trying to grind her snatch into hamburger meat inside the sharp blades of his teeth.
When the long climax subsided, Lotte's raw cunt was feverish with pain from the eating it had taken. Newberry continued to gnaw at it, sending shock waves of agony through her entire body.
"No more eating please. It hurts. Fuck me with your strong tongue!"
Newberry clamped down on her clitty once more, just as a reminder of who was running this show, then did as she suggested. His tongue wriggled between the swollen, ultra-sensitive lips of her cunt like a snake seeking shelter from a storm. It rubbed cozily against the juicy walls of her venereal tunnel, stretching its length as it slithered farther into the hollowed recesses of her vagina. Then the rigid prong began to slide in and out of Lotte's slippery cunt, caressing its velvety membrane.
As the thrill of vaginal orgasm increased inside her pussy, Lotte took Newberry's thick cock in her hands. As though it were an ice cream cone, she held it and licked its creamy black head. Such a vunderful chocolate ice cream, she thought. She reamed his pee hole with the tip of her tongue, tasting the residue of his bitter-sweet come. Suddenly she felt the urgent desire to have this black pound of meat shoved up her cunt. She wanted to feel that hot jism splash against the door of her womb. She had never fucked with anyone as big as this black man and she wanted to feel the weight of his two hundred and fifty pounds crash against her pelvis with every penile thrust.
"Fuck me," Lotte said as the snake of a tongue continued to slither in and out of her slit. "I vant to feel your magnificent chocolate cock in my pussy!"
Newberry gripped her hips in his powerful hands and lifted her off his mouth, holding her body at arms length in the air. With a quick twist of his wrists, he tossed her onto her back on the waterbed. This was a mistake, as it set up a tidal wave of turbulence inside their watery cushion. As Newberry maneuvered around to straddle her the rollicking waves tossed them both to and fro atop the billowy mattress.
"How do you make this fuckin' thing stop," Newberry's deep voice rasped. He was on his hands and knees, trying to retain his balance as the quick waves of the enormous waterbed slapped at him and pushed his heavy bulk from side to side as though it was weightless.
Lotte laughed. "You are not so big and powerful against this tiny ocean!"
"Don't laugh at me, you white cunt!" He swung at her face with a closed fist. It was a desperate, frightened, stupid move. A huge wave slapped his hip and sent him rolling off the waterbed. He thudded to the floor on his back and lay there a moment, stunned.
Lotte continued to laugh, disdainful of the violence her laughter was kindling inside the dangerous black man. But she did not fear him any longer. She was confident that she could capture, cage and tame the animal in him with the voluptuous sensuality of her cunt, ass, mouth, tits. Not that she wanted to transform him into a house pet. To the contrary, his violence excited her and she wanted to retain it. But she would have to tame it, make it manageable, so she could use it to her sexual advantage.
"I think the waterbed has scored a knockout," she said, mocking the angry giant with words and laughter both.
Newberry came up off the floor in a fighting rage. His eyes were aflame with humiliation. "I'll break you in half, you fuckin' cunt. Nobody laughs at Newberry!"
Lotte inserted her fingers inside her pussy and pulled open the succulent mouth for him. Driving her heels into the waterbed and arching her back, so that the weight of her body was resting on her shoulder blades, she lifted her hips and thrust her pelvis at Newberry, inviting him to enter the rapturous portals of her anxious cunt.
"Ram your anger inside my pussy!" Lotte begged. "Fuck me vit all the rage in your whole body! Tear me apart vit your big powerful prick!"
"I'll rip you right down the middle!" Newberry growled. He fell on her with his tremendous weight and pushed her deep inside the waterbed. Lotte felt her ass bang against the floor. For a long time she could not breathe. The waterbed surrounded her on three sides while Newberry's heavy bulk smothered her from the top. Panic spread through her body in giddy waves as she felt herself drowning amidst the flesh and rubber of her private ocean.
Finally the weight of Newberry's chest was lifted and Lotte floated upward from her watery grave. She gasped as the fresh air filled her lungs, then gasped again, even harder this time, as she felt the black man's large prick fill her cunt. He rammed it all the way in with a single thrust. The fleshy battering ram thudded against the door of her womb, sending tremors of earthquake ferocity spreading throughout her entire body. Even her teeth chattered with the force of his angry thrust.
She felt the lumbering penile trunk slide back from her womb and toward the grasping mouth of her pussy. The muscular walls of her cunt tried to crush the intruder within their oval vice, but to little avail. As she felt the heavy genital log begin to slide forward through her vaginal tunnel once more, gaining speed along its unstoppable course toward her womb, she shut her eyes tightly and clamped her teeth together in an involuntary reflex against the impending collision. Every muscle in her body was tight as a rock. Only the tender, flexible wall of her womb was left vulnerable to the driving onslaught of his powerful prick.
"Aaaarrrggg Lotte groaned as the bullet-nosed projectile slammed into the elastic membrane at the far interior of her cunt, stretching it until she thought it would snap. Newberry's enormous weapon not only penetrated her deeply, its meaty and muscular thickness filled her vaginal throat completely. She was gorged on chocolate prick. Only during birth when the pelvic bones spread to accommodate the new-born child's head would she be able to contain a greater fullness inside her venereal cavity.
Each angry thrust of Newberry's cock sent giant tremors quaking through the nerve-end faults of Lotte's body, all of them converging at the nexus of her Clint. Every assault against the quick-fevered membrane at the back of her pussy thrilled her with an instant climax. Bang Bang Bang Bang! She shot off time after time as the enraged Negro pumped his bullets into the chamber. Lotte had never before experienced such rapid-fire orgasms.
"Ah'll… teach you… to laugh at… Newberry," the Negro said with panting breath. Sweat was pouring down his face and dripping onto Lotte's neck and breasts. His entire body glistened with perspiration. His energy seemed to expire a little each time he plunged his pelvis against Lotte's crotch. He was like Joe Frazier after fourteen rounds against Muhammad Ali. Any moment he might collapse into exhaustion.
"Your big prick is such a beautiful vunderstick," Lotte told him admiringly. She softly stroked his cheek with the light touch of her fingers as the fires dwindled inside her own body. "I vant you to kiss me," she told him. "I vant to drink the salty sweat from your lips."
Clasping her hands at the back of his head she gently pulled his face down to her lips. She licked his eyebrows, the ridge of his eye sockets and lashes, the flared nostrils. She licked the acrid-sweet perspiration from his cheeks, then reamed his lips with the tip of her tongue. She slipped the outstretched tongue between his teeth and felt Newberry's mouth cover her own as he forced her head back against the waterbed.
Lotte and the black man delved into each other's mouths with their tongues, arm wrestling each other with their oral appendages. His aggressiveness was exhilarating. Lotte encouraged him to fuck her with his muscular tentacle. When she felt saliva trickle down her throat she acquired an instant craving for it. Her mouth became a vacuum, sucking the luscious liquid from his mouth into her own, swishing it around between her lips and gums before swallowing it, as though it were Listerine.
Newberry's oral secretion was like an aphrodesiac to Lotte's cunt. Her throat was a direct pipeline to the fires beginning to re-kindle between her thighs, and the black man's saliva was fuel for the flames. Her vagina responded to the heat with involuntary contractions, sending messages through her entire body telling her it was ready for action again.
If drinking his spit turns me on like this, Lotte thought with voluptuous excitement, maybe I should eat his shit. That would REALLY turn up zee boilers in my cunt!
Her hips writhed with anticipation Newberry's bulky weight. This kind of beneath raunchy behavior was just one of Lotte's many carnal appetites. She enjoyed a variety, just as she enjoyed various kinds of food. One day she might want Mexican, the next day Chinese, Italian or German. So with her sexual hunger. Sometimes she craved ass-holing, sometimes cock-sucking. Other times she enjoyed straight cuntal fucking or vibrator massaging. A whole world of sexual excitement awaited the person who dared to experiment-and Lotte dared anything, with anybody.
"Oowww!" she groaned. Newberry: had accidentally or otherwise-bitten her lip and a trickle of blood oozed down the corner of her mouth. She licked it with her tongue and was surprised by the succulent taste. She had tasted her blood before, of course, but not under such erotic circumstances. Her tongue flicked out and licked up another trickle. She liked it better than come. There was a dangerous excitement about someone biting her. About drinking her own blood. She wanted Newberry to do it again. Even the pain was erotic. The thought of eating shit was nothing compared to this new experience that gripped her imagination.
Despite her many appetites, Lotte had never truly felt the desire for masochistic orgasm.
Perhaps no one had sufficiently aroused this appetite in her. But now she desired it with every tingling nerve in her body. The danger of violent sex with Newberry was what aroused her-the cuntal excitement of walking the tightrope between libidinous pain and harmful injury.
Just thinking about her impending new adventure aroused her nearly to a climax. She wrapped her legs around Newberry's hips and ground her cunt against his flaccid penis. The tender folds of her labia tingled as they scraped roughly against his pubic hairs. Her breathing came heavier as her pelvis writhed and heaved beneath his bulky torso.
Lotte buried her mouth in the side of Newberry's neck. First she just sucked him, inhaling sharply and pulling at the skin with her lips as though she had fastened on him with a suction cup. Soon, however, she was tearing at his flesh with her teeth.
"Hey!" Newberry cried as the pain shot through him. "Wha'chu doin, you crazy woman? I didn't mean to bite'chu a minute ago. Leggo uh my neck!"
Lotte released him and noticed with excitement the double row of teeth marks imprinted in his shin.
"Hurt me!" she pleaded, her cunt still grinding away at his crotch. "I vant you to hurt me! Make me bleed!"
Newberry raised himself from her chest the full length of his arms and stared down at her with wide, incredulous eyes. There was a noticeable panic in the taut lines of his face. "You crazy woman! Wha-chu tryin' to make me do?"
Lotte squeezed her left breast between her hands, offering it to him. "Bite my nipple as you bit my lip. Make it bleed so I can drink the blood," she said.
Newberry scurried off the waterbed and started dressing. "Dnh-uh, woman. You ain't suckerin' me into none of this voodoo shit. Ah don't know whats you got in mind, but Ah wants noooo part of it. No sirree, Ah thanks you kindly."
The terrified Negro was dressed in a matter of seconds and headed for the door.
"Don't forget my purse," Lotte said quickly, racking her mind for some way to hold him. She would lose one of the best fucks of her life if he walked out the door and never returned. She wanted to feel that thick black prick rammed inside her cunt again and again. Maybe next time she could even get him to hurt her.
"Purse?" Newberry mumbled, confused. In his eagerness to escape from the mad woman's "voodoo" he even forgot his initial reason for kidnapping her.
"There should be a hundred and fifty dollars in it," Lotte told him. "If you come back next week and fuck me again I vill give you another hundred and fifty dollars."
Newberry hesitated, jittery on his feet. He was tom between his impulse to escape from a situation that he didn't understand and which frightened him, and his natural inclination for some easy money. Finally his greed overcame fear and he scurried over to where the purse was lying on the floor. He extracted the money, tossed the purse against the wall and crammed the bills into the pocket of his jacket. From his other jacket pocket he extracted the.38 revolver. Lotte heard the click as he cocked the hammer, raised his extended arm and pointed the muzzle directly at her face.
"I hear any word about you callin' the pigs and I'll come back 'n blow your fuckin' head clean off! You dig?"
"Don't vorry," Lotte told him. "You fuck much too good. I do not vant to see your gorgeous prick vasted in prison."
"Crazy bitch!" Newberry said with a shake of the head as he slammed the door behind him and left.

*****

Now it was time for Newberry's return-as he had returned for several weeks. The gossamer black nightgown clung uncomfortably to Lotte's tits and silky bush as she walked to the door in response to the bell.
The chimes rang a second time.
"You are very eager tonight, my black friend," Lotte said. She opened the door and felt the cold mouth of Newberry's.38 prod at her navel.
"Just back up and don't make no loud noises," the gravelly voice told her.
"I vill not scream," Lotte said.
Newberry shoved her backwards with the gun so he could enter and close the door behind him. His eyes devoured her body inside the transparent nightgown. He seemed fascinated by her tits-the creamy mounds of flesh capped by large brownish areoles, her pink nipples jutting half an inch from their crown. Then his eyes descended along the curvaceous lines of her waist and flat stomach, down to the matted tuft of hair between her thighs. Lotte's body was a feast for any man's eyes-especially one intent on rape.
"Now ain't that sweet," Newberry said, licking his lips. "I can see you'se in fine form tonight, Miss Lotta Money. Don't tell me you been savin' all that jus' for me!"
"I don't save anything for you," Lotte told him. "You just take vat you want, don't you?"
"That's right," Newberry said with a vicious leer. "I takes what I wants. 'N right now I wants some money. Hand it over!"
He whacked her on the hip bone with the side of his.38, just to emphasize his point.
"Arrrr," Lotte groaned, wincing with pain. She rubbed the sore spot on her hip and protested, "I do not haf any money. You haf come at the wrong time."
Newberry slapped her hard across the mouth. Blood began to trickle down her chin.
"Now gimme the money, Miss Bitch. I ain't playin' games!"
"I told you-"
Before she could finish, Newberry slapped her again with the back of his hand. The side of Lotte's mouth was smeared with blood. It continued to trickle down her chin and along her throat.
"Maybe now you'll see this ain't no game," Newberry snarled. He grabbed the front of her nightgown in his fist and pulled her toward him, ripping the gown at the shoulder. Lotte grunted with surprise and pain both as he rammed the metal nose of the.38 inside the mouth of her cunt.
"Want me to shoot my bullets up your cunt, Miss Bitch? Or maybe you want to gimme the money now!"
"In my purse. On the chair," Lotte gasped, swallowing blood.
Newberry shoved her away and she fell to the floor. As she huddled there, shivering inside her torn nightgown, her face smeared with blood, the huge black man went to the chair and extracted the hundred and fifty dollars from her purse.
Finally Newberry returned the pistol to his jacket pocket and turned his attentions to Lotte once more. He lifted her from the floor with his strong arms and carried her into the bedroom.
"You ain't hurt, is you?" he asked with concern, cradling her lovingly against his chest. "I didn't mean to smack you too hard."
"It was vunderful!" Lotte replied, throwing her arms around his muscular neck and drawing his mouth down to her swollen lips.



Chapter 4


Thursday-Jung's Day. The bath tub in Lotte's luxurious suite was larger than most-perhaps designed originally for group bathing, and for which purpose Lotte often put it to use-and was sunk into the floor like a swimming pool. She had to walk down two steps to get into it. The tub as well as the deck surrounding it were made of fine tile embossed with colorful flower designs.
It was a pleasure to bathe in such an exotic atmosphere and sometimes Lotte spent entire afternoons in. the tub.
Today Lotte had a special use for the tub. Preparations were complete: balloons, water massager, air brush, needles, everything arranged in order on the tile deck. She pushed the button on the wall that rang for Use and began to run water into the tub-just a couple of inches of warm water in the bottom so she would not have to lie naked against the cold tile.
Ilse came promptly. "Yes, madam?"
"I need your help, darling. You know vat I vant you to do."
"Of course, madam," Ilse said, beginning to disrobe.
Lotte stepped down into the tub and stretched out her lithe body in a supine position, legs splayed, her head resting on the styrofoam water pillow so she would not get her hair wet. While Ilse undressed, Lotte cupped her hands in the warm water and lightly splashed the unsubmerged parts of her body. She massaged her breasts with her fingers and the palms of her hands, exerting only a gentle pressure because they were still sore from the night before. Each nipple was swollen and tender. Red blotches of broken blood corpuscles around the areole indicated where her black lover's teeth had bitten into the flesh.
Other parts of her body were equally sore, including her mouth where Newberry had slapped her. She did not mind such bruises, however. They were merely the tell-tale remnants of a night well spent. And lung would expunge all soreness from her body soon enough.
"Are you ready, madam?" Use asked. She was standing resplendently naked on the deck of the tub. Lotte scanned her beautiful body with admiring eyes. In many ways it was lovelier than her own. Ilse enjoyed sunbathing and her flesh glimmered with a bright coppery hue. Her long shapely legs and thighs had the smoothest and most unblemished texture Lotte had ever seen. Her moist snatch was covered with a downy tuft of blond hair that showcased itself excitingly against the background of suntanned flesh.
Ilse's flared, accommodating hip and pelvic structure accentuated the narrowness of her waist. Lotte especially admired the flat, almost sunken abdomen, which was like a musical counterpoint to the strong contours of her rib cage. Her sensuous breasts were much larger than Lotte's own tight knobs and her nipples, when sufficiently aroused, would blush purple with inrushing blood and erect themselves to an inch or more in length. Chewing on Ilse's wonderful nipples was one of Lotte's fondest pleasures.
"You are so beautiful, Ilse," Lotte told her with a proud smile. "You do me honor to be my consort."
Ilse flashed a blissful grin. She fluffed her long blond hair with the back of her hands and gently shook her head. "Pleasing you is my honor, madam. I am flattered that you allow me to enjoy your intimacy."
"Nonsense, Ilse. Come. Fill my cunt vit you marvelous balloons!"
Ilse positioned herself in the tub between Lotte's splayed legs, her own legs underneath her mistresses' and stretched out along her sides, then placed a second styrofoam pillow across her lap. Lotte raised her hips and scooted her buttocks onto the pillow. With her legs bent at the knees and flat-footed against the bottom of the tub, thighs wide apart, the mouth of her cunt was now angled upward and easily accessible.
"My own pleasure first?" Ilse asked.
"Of course."
Ilse lowered her mouth to her mistress' warm snatch and slowly, sensuously licked the outer surface of her labia. The delicate caresses filled Lotte with a soft, incandescent glow. She closed her eyes and just let the loving waves of delight play along the nerves of her body.
Ilse reamed the slit of her madam's vagina, gently sliding her tongue deeper along the smooth walls of her moist funnel. From time to time she would pucker her lips and inhale Lotte's succulent juices into her mouth, pausing at her task long enough to enjoy the fruity secretion's passage down her throat, then re-commence her delicate probing of Lotte's quiescent quim.
Gripping each labium between thumb and forefinger she tugged them apart and buried her mouth up to her cheeks inside her mistress' cunt. After letting her mouth fill with saliva, she forced a thick glob of the mucus onto the end of her tongue and let it drop into Lotte's gaping orifice. She did this for some time, then released the labia and allowed the mouth of her madam's cunt to spring shut. Ilse's abundant saliva bubbled from the narrow slit. Pressing her mouth against the venereal entry once more she sucked the secretions back into her own throat.
"I am finished," Ilse said somewhat breathlessly afterwards. "Now for the madam's pleasure."
"Yes, Ilse," Lotte said, coming out of her sensual drowsiness. "Do it to me now. I am anxious. "
As a starter, Ilse inserted the nozzle of the water massager a short way inside Lotte's pussy and turned on the cold water about half force. Her madam's body stiffened rigid with shock as the gushing coldness filled her quim. "Arrgg!" she groaned, slapping the bottom of the tub with the palms of her hands.
Ilse gradually turned up the hot water. She watched her mistress' body relax once more as the cold water was flushed from her quim. Despite the discomfort, Lotte demanded that she be shot with cold water first. It accentuated the warmth when the hot valve was turned on, and heightened her climax.
"Turn it up full force," Lotte said. "I am coming!"
Ilse turned both taps all the way to the right. Lotte's body jerked with the explosiveness of the full strength of water. She grabbed the hose from the maid's hand and began to fuck herself with it, pumping it deeper and deeper into her churning underground chasm. Her vaginal well was overflowing-as much water gushing out as she was pumping in. Her cunt was like a geyser shooting jets of hot water high into the air.
Lotte pumped the hose as fast as she could, her hips jerking in rapid synchronization. "Arrrr… I am coming, Ilse! I am… ahhhheeee COME… COMING!"
Her ejaculatory spasms reached a furious climax, then began to subside. She continued to purr and groan for a long time after Ilse turned the taps off and water trickled in a steady stream from the sensitized lips of her bloated quim.
While Lotte's quivering body gradually came down from her watery "high," Ilse made preparations for her mistress' next entertainment. She took the longest of the balloons and slipped its elastic mouth over the nozzle of the water massager. Holding it tightly in place, she turned the tap on so that a light trickle of water eventually filled the balloon to its full length. Then she carefully removed it from the nozzle of the massager and tied the end with two strong knots.
The balloon was about four inches in diameter and a foot or more in length. By properly squeezing it, however, Ilse could elongate it to make it thinner or compress it at one end to make it thicker. Even so, it was much too large to insert in Lotte's vagina without lubrication. For this reason Ilse smeared one end of it with Vaseline, then wiped her hand dean with a rag. If her hands were slippery she would not be able to hold on to the wriggling balloon.
"Are you ready, madam?"
"Yes," Lotte said, fully recovered from her watery orgasm and watching the faithful maid's preparations with keen anticipation. "Fill me vit your enormous balloon!"
Ilse inserted the knotted end of the red balloon so it would act as a French tickler and excite the membrane of her womb. She stroked the sides of the elastic penile instrument with a steady pressure of the fingers in order to elongate it and thus make it thinner. And simultaneously her hand gripped it tightly below the knotted end and created a round bulb of about two inches in diameter. While Lotte spread her labia apart to create a larger cuntal opening, Ilse slid the bulb inside her orifice.
With proper massaging of the balloon it slipped ever deeper into Lotte's vaginal funnel. When the penetration had reached six inches or more she could feel its heavy weight lying against the lower wall of her cunt and pressing against her anus. The temptation to squeeze it with her venereal muscles was overwhelming, but she fought it off. She might burst it now and ruin her climax later on.
Lotte concentrated solely on the relaxation of her muscles. It was important that she remain entirely limp and allow Ilse to do all the work. She tried to shift her mind away from the erotic sensations inside her pussy. Thinking of a movie she had been last week, she tried to recall it scene by scene, summoning to her memory as much of the dialogue and detail as she could. During a time like this she wished she had learned self-hypnosis. It would have made everything so much easier if she could have just given herself a post-hypnotic suggestion that would anesthetize her from the waist down with a snap of her fingers.
Even without hypnosis she performed her task well. Before she knew it Ilse was telling her, slightly giddy with the exhilaration of her effort: "It is completely inside, madam!"
Indeed, her venereal cavity suddenly felt bloated with pressure. The sensation was unlike anything a cock could produce. Whereas a thick penis like Newberry's might exert heavy pressure against the walls of the vagina, the water-filled balloon curled up inside her cunt pressed against every inch of the large cavity-against the vulnerable uterine membrane especially.
"Close your legs or I cannot hold it in!" Ilse instructed frantically. While she held the palm of her hand jammed up against the mouth of her mistress' pussy, trying to hold the wriggling balloon inside, Lotte crossed her legs over the maid's shoulders and clamped her thighs tightly against Ilse's hand, so it could not be extracted.
With the balloon securely entombed, Lotte began the vaginal contractions that would launch her into heavenly ecstasy. Each time she flexed her vaginal fist the balloon expanded somewhere and re-positioned itself inside her orifice, stunning her with wave after wave of erogenous delight.
The contractions came slowly at first, as Lotte had to make the conscious effort of tightening her muscles. As her ecstasy increased, however, the contractions became spontaneous. They fed off the constant inhalation and respiration of the balloon, just as the balloon's movements fed off of the continual chain of muscle spasms.
Before long Lotte was both captive and spectator to her body's involuntary reflexes. It was impossible to control the violent wrestling match inside her venereal arena. The combatants fought a gladiatorial battle to the death, and the only winner was their captive audience, Lotte, whose" excitement increased with every thudding blow.
"Wham!… Wham!… WHAM… WHAM!
Each cuntal spasm set off reverberations that set off the next and larger spasm, which created more intense reverberations. It was as though Lotte's small venereal world was being tom asunder by a chain of nuclear explosions. The' water-filled balloon crashed and tumbled wildly against the confining walls of its protean universe.
The effect on Lotte was maddening. Her entire body quaked and writhed, her arms thrashed against the walls of the tub. The sensuous bombs bursting in her cunt were of such intensity that she was afraid she could not stand it any longer.
I am dying, Ilse! It is tearing me apart, she screamed, but the words got scrambled in her throat and her only utterance was a prolonged "AhhhhhhhhHHHH!… "
To insist that she reached a climax would be false and irrelevant. The entire episode was a gigantic, prolonged climax, and suddenly it just ended. There was no explosion when the balloon burst, just a sudden release of pressure against her uterine wall and the cessation of battle. Like a chicken that continues to run around the yard after its neck has been wrung, for some time her vaginal muscles continued to grasp at the rubbery intruder it had already annihilated. But it was just the final burst of tension-the settling of nerves after the battle.
"Are you all right, madam?" Ilse asked with concern. "Had I not known better, I would have thought you were having epilepsy."
Lotte's breath came in pants and she could not reply immediately. She allowed Ilse to slip her hand from between her thighs and disengage her legs from around the maid's neck.
"You almost strangled me," Ilse said, gently stretching out her mistress' leg along the bottom of the tub. "We must devise a new position for this entertainment, I think. Are you certain you are well, madam?"
A thin smile flickered across Lotte's pale lips. "It is vunderbar, Use;' she said faintly. "Vunderbar."
"Good, madam. In this case I will extract the rubber."
Ilse inserted her fingers into Lotte's cunt and delved around until she found the balloon, then retrieved it. It had burst without fragmenting, as always.
Lotte's fatigue from his latest orgasmic experience worried Ilse. She thought it unwise for her mistress to continue with the next entertainment, which was surely the most dangerous. While relaxing Lotte with a leg massage she asked, "Would it be presumptuous to ask the madam if I could perform the next act on myself? It might prove an interesting variation to watch, since you have had it performed on yourself so many times."
"I know you, Ilse, " Lotte said with perceptive insight. "You are just frightened I vill hurt myself. But there iss nothing to fear, and to prove it I vill grant your vish. Except you vill not do it yourself. I vill assist you, as you haf always graciously assisted me. "
They eagerly reversed positions, this time lise's buttocks on the styrofoam pillow, thighs apart, cunt raised upward to Lotte's smiling lips.
"May I indulge my own pleasure first?" she asked the anxious maid.
"Of course, madam. My body is your willing slave."
"Few are as beautiful," Lotte said. "You could be a great star in pornographic films!"
"Tht is no doubt my eventual calling, madam."
"Enough, silly girl," Lotte said, pressing her mouth to Ilse's dribbling pussy. She licked the folds of her maid's tibia, inhaling the sweet tasting venereal juices into her throat, and all the while she was conscious of Ilse whispering "I love you, I love you" as she stroked Lotte's cheeks with her fingers. This touching show of affection aroused her passion and she began to stroke the maid's ditty with her tongue.
"Frig my ass, please," Ilse instructed. "I tingle allover when you frig my ass and bite my ditty at the same time."
Lotte exerted a quick pressure and inserted her finger into lise's tightly puckered bung hole. Then she inserted her thumb inside the cunt, and with a pinching motion of thumb and index finger managed to frig both orifices while her teeth gently tugged at Ilse's inflamed ditty. The maid's churning hips announced her approval.
"Mmmmmm," Ilse groaned. "Ahhhmmmmm. I am going to come very soon, I think!"
As the maid squirmed toward a climax, Lotte released her grip on the clitty and began to lap up the body wine Ilse's vaginal contractions were pumping up from her venereal well.
"Oh!… Oh!… Eat me!" the impassioned beauty cried, grabbing the back of Lotte's head and pressing her face harder into the matrix of her Clint. In continued flagrant abandonment of her servile position, she wrapped her thighs around Lotte's neck and shook her from side to. side with erotic gyrations of the hips. Her mistress sucked and chewed her cunt with the same wanton passion, unconcerned with social relationships. Great pussy cuts across any barrier of class and color.
"You are the most wonderful lover," Ilse said afterwards. "I can hardly wait for Saturday."
"Nor can I, Ilse. But lung vill be arriving soon. Ve must hurry now."
"I am ready," the maid said, somewhat apprehensively.
Lotte kissed her lightly on the cunt. "Do not vorry, Ilse. You vill find this pleasant beyond your dreams. "
"If you say so, madam."
Lotte looked over the collection of balloons. The elongated, penile type was the wrong shape for this entertainment. What she needed was the cherry type, which blew up into a large ball. Finding one, she inserted the air brush a short ways into its rubber mouth and taped it securely with cellophane tape.
"Spread your cunt, darling," Lotte said.
Ilse inserted the forefingers of each hand into her slit and pulled the lips apart. The round hole was pink and moist and about the size of a quarter. Lotte poked the balloon inside and told her to let go. The elastic mouth of fise's pussy snapped shut around the shaft of the air brush.
"Now I vill fill the balloon vit air and it vill carry you high into the clouds," Lotte said, almost as excited as if the balloon were inside her own quim. "Here vego, darling!"
Ilse felt the balloon wriggle to life as her mistress shot jets of air into it. The sensation was like a fetus growing inside the funnel of her vagina-but growing quickly, instantaneously, the way they do in time-lapse photography. The pressure against her venereal walls was becoming enormous. Her cuntal muscles were already titillated and beginning to contract of their own volition.
"Do not make it burst," Lotte instructed, watching the wild thrusts of fise's hips that lifted
her buttocks entirely off the styrofoam pillow. "You must control your spasms, Ilse. Caress the bubble gently vit the muscles of your pussy. If you explode the balloon you might injure yourself very much. "
"I am trying, but… it is most… difficult," Ilse sputtered, trying to overpower the convulsion that now controlled her body.
"Do not clamp your thighs together!" Lotte snapped. She grabbed the maid's knees and pushed them apart, then help them down almost to the bottom of the tub with the palms of her hands.
Gradually Ilse regained command of her muscles and the spasms of her hands.
Gradually Ilse regained command of her muscles and the spasms subsided into a slow, rhythmic gyration of the hips. Her face was a picture of angelic contentment-lips curled into a thin smile, cheeks flushed a rosy pink, lids half sheltering her eyes with a dreamlike veil.
Lotte felt shame for disturbing her. But it was almost time for lung and they would have to end this entertainment quickly.
"I vill fill the balloon a little more," she said quietly, "then release it. You vill enjoy this part most of all."
She released another jet of air into the swollen balloon and Ilse's body jerked with an involuntary spasm. Lotte shot her with two more jets of air and the maid's convulsions increased each time. The turmoil was beginning inside her again. There was little time now. If Lotte did not extract the air brush quickly, Ilse's uncontrollable muscle spasms would burst the balloon and possibly rupture the fragile membrane of her uterus.
Lottie twisted the air brush at an angle, so the mouth of the balloon was away from the exit slit of her vagina, then delved into the orifice with two fingers. Sliding the crotch of her fingers over the mouth of the balloon, she held it firmly while pulling at the air brush with her other hand. After a moment the cellophane tape binding the two objects together loosened its grip and she pulled the air brush free.
Instantly a whirlwind was set loose inside Ilse's cunt. Air gushed out of the balloon and thrust it back against her womb. The muscles of her vagina contracted wildly, trying to crush the elusive bubble. The balloon spun around inside her cunt, scraping the tender venereal walls with the cellophane tape and sending Ilse into Paroxysms of ecstasy.
The startled maid had never felt anything like this before. The air gushing everywhere inside her, the balloon caroming off the walls of her cunt, the muscles gripping at nothing-it was the roller coaster ride of all time. Though it lasted only a few seconds, just long enough for the air to escape from the balloon, it seemed an eternity. Ilse caught her breath at the first onslaught of the whirlwind and thought she would pass out from lack of oxygen before it was over. The world spun dizzily inside her head.
"Are you all right?" Lotte asked, patting Ilse's cheeks to rouse her.
The maid's breathing came in gasps as she sucked the wonderful air into her lungs. "I… I think so," she answered faintly. "I must take a moment to re… recover myself."
"Was it not marvelous?" Lotte enthused.
"I think I… I prefer Horst," Ilse said.
Lottie giggled. "Each to his own pleasure, darling. You probably vould not like Jung, either."
"The madam is most likely correct," Ilse agreed.

*****

Jung was a psychology student at the university and perhaps the best looking of her harem of lovers. In his early twenties and only about five-eight, he had a slight but well-built body. His complexion was typically oriental in its creamy, unblemished texture. The glasses he wore-even while having sex-accentuated his quality of intellectual and reflective elegance.
"And how is my patient today?" Jung asked, sweeping into the room as if he owned it.
"Quite vell, Herr Doktor," Lotte said, unloosening her silk robe and slipping it over the shoulders so that it fell in a small pile around her feet.
Jung shook his finger at her. "Do not call me doctor, please. As I have told you before, doctor is a legal term that mis-represents our relationship. You are my patient because I treat you with my special knowledge of acupuncture, but that does not make me a doctor."
Although Lotte was naked, the young student did not so much as glance at her. He took an expensive looking leather case from the pocket of his sports coat, laid it on the waterbed, removed his coat and hung it neatly on the back of a chair.
"If you will please lie down, he may begin," he said, clasping his hands together in front of him and looking at Lotte for the first time. Her breasts caught his attention immediately. He hurried over to her for a closer look. "Very nasty bruises around the areole. That presents no problem. Have you any other bruises or ailments this week?"
"Oh, yes. Many, doktor-I mean, Herr Jung," Lotte said with a quick grin. She enjoyed teasing him. Much of her pleasure during these sessions with Jung was not sexual. He amused her as a personality. She was never certain if his professional, business-like, a-sexual attitude was real or merely a masquerade. He was a very strange young man, in any case.
"I have pains in the pussy also," Lotte continued, sensuously rubbing her snatch with her fingers. "You vill take care of it, vill you not?"
"Of course," Jung said. He had produced a note pad and pen from his shirt pocket and was busily making notations. "Bruises, possibly teeth marks, around the areole. Vaginal cramps-" He glanced up-"Did you say pains or cramps?"
Lotte spread the slit apart with her fingers and thrust her hips toward him. "Pains, dok-I mean, Herr Jung. Inside the poor pussy. I think maybe I haf some nasty disease."
"I wouldn't be surprised," Jung said, finishing the notations in his pad. Then he returned the pad and pen to his shirt pocket. "Please stretch out supine on the waterbed and we can commence to relieve your agony."
"Vunderbar. My agony is increasing by the minute."
While Lotte bounced onto the waterbed, Jung got down on his knees and opened the leather case. It contained cloth panels that he unfolded onto the carpet. Inserted into the panels were rows of acupuncture needles-over three hundred of them.
"Now. Whenever you stop bouncing around on that toy," Jung said dryly.
"Ach. Ve cannot begin until you are comfortable," Lotte said, bouncing over to the side of the waterbed and beginning to unloosen his tie.
Jung slapped her hands away and stood up. "Good grief! Do we have to go through this every time? I will do it myself, if you don't mind. The indignities one must experience in the name of truth and science!"
He removed his clothes as Lotte watched with an amused grin, laid them neatly on the chair, took the pad and pen from his shirt and returned to the waterbed. Sitting on the edge of the bed he made further notations in his notebook: "Subject once again makes therapist remove clothes. Shows little improvement after many sessions… "
While he continued to jot his mumblings into the notebook, Lotte gripped his flaccid penis in her hand and squeezed it. His pee hole peeked out from its uncircumcised scabbard. She slid the sheath back farther for a better look.
"… Subject now examining therapist's penis. Contemplating fellatio, no doubt… "
Lotte fluttered her tongue against the sensitive underside of his cock. Immediately the shaft began to thicken in her hand. She licked the entire length of his penis, feeling it throb as it expanded and rose to a standing position. Finally she encircled it with her mouth and began to slide it to and fro. Jung's was not a large cock, only about six inches, but just the right size for a comfortable blow job, and Lotte could lower her mouth all the way to the hilt without feeling as if she were choking herself.
"… Subject showing infantile regression. Apparent Electra Complex. Fascination with male sex organ… "
Lotte was eager for a mouthful of Jung's Eurasian jism. She chewed on the head of his cock while masturbating the shaft with his husk of foreskin. The muscles in his thighs tightened underneath her arms as the hot blood pulsated through his tasty prick.
She pressed her hand against his scrotum and felt his balls surging against the upper wall of the sack. The seminal track was pumping hard and furious now, shooting the jism up his genital pipeline in great spurts. For being so calm and disinterested on the surface, Lotte noted that his insides certainly get excited in a hurry.
Just a few more seconds now and her mouth would fill with the hot Chinese-American jism. East and West would meet in a smasm of glutinous protein.
Thunk.
The first glob of sperm lubricant plopped against the roof of her mouth. It tasted bitter and cold. She had worked him to a climax too fast. How jism usually comes from a long, delayed orgasm. Lotte had been too eager to finish up and get on with the needles.
The acrid mucus came in quick spurts now and Lotte re-aligned her throat with the head of his prick so it would shoot straight down her esophagus and she would not have to taste it. Usually she liked to swirl it around in her mouth and give her taste buds a treat before swallowing, but this clammy stuff was too raunchy to enjoy-even as an aphrodesiac to get her quim kindled, as the taste of feces would do.
In a matter of seven or eight seconds the cum was wasted into her esophagul disposal and she removed her mouth. She squeezed the rapidly shriveling cock and slid her tight fingers all the way up to his pee hole, forcing out the small drops of semen. Although the taste of seminal lubricant changed from orgasm to orgasm and man to man, the semen itself showed little such variety. It retained its usual mucky flavor.
Lotte licked the small drops of masculine hormones into her mouth, thinking rather dispassionately of the millions of babies that would never have a chance for birth. This fact did not bother her, as it did certain religious persons. She knew there was an infinite number of potential children in any man's body, and on the average only two or three of them would ever fertilize with ovam and create a child. What did it matter if she ingested a few billion parts of this infinite potential? It was like sand washing into the ocean, while the beaches themselves remained eternal.
Lotte was rarely so clinical in her thoughts while having sex, but when the experience turned sour and the thrill was gone her mind often wandered over the mechanics of her performance, as an actor during a bad play might wonder how anyone could make such insipid lines sound believable. Maybe this was Jung's problem, she thought. Maybe the poor boy had never experienced the ecstasy of a good performance!
"… Subject hopes to acquire masculine characteristics by ingesting male hormones, as primitive tribesmen hoped to achieve greater virility by eating the internal organs of men they had slain… "
"Ach! Such nonsense!" Lotte suddenly spurted out. "You are crazy, Herr doktor. Do you not realize sex is merely an entertainment? The most thrilling entertainment of all? Analyzing it is like analyzing one's desire for chocolate ice cream!"
"I realize that is the common misconception," lung said haughtily. "But I am afraid it is not quite so simple as that. Every pleasure derives from a complex of instincts, urges and needs, both emotional and psychological. The forces of the libido that transform themselves into sexual energies are the most complicated of all these various complexes. This melange of complexual data is that I am studying in your case!"
Lotte slapped the pad and pen out of his hands like an angry, petulant child. They went skittering across the room. "I bring you here each veek to stick needles in my titties. It is the only thing you do vell in bed, my young friend, vit the possible exception of-sleep. Now proceed vit my entertainment or leave!"
Jung's face was blotched purple with humiliation and rage. He pulled off his glasses, reached for his handkerchief to wipe the lenses, realized he was naked, then quickly slipped the glasses back on.
"I will proceed in the name of science, not entertainment!" he proclaimed. "I suffer these indignities only because of my utter devotion to the truth!"
Lotte gripped her knockers in her hands and said, "I vant you to stick a hundred needles in each of these titties, Herr Doktor, and I vant you to stick a hundred more in my pussy! And that iss the truth!"
"I don't doubt it," lung said dryly.
Trying to hide the pain of his wounded ego, the psychology student took a needle from its sheath panel and studied Lotte's left breast, looking for the best spot to insert it. He rubbed his fingers over the purple bruises and asked, "Does the pain feel deep or shallow?"
"Deep, Herr Jung. I touch the poor titty anywhere and it thump thump thump vit pain."
"Hmmmm. In that case I think it best to put the needles in the nerve ganglia on the under side of the breast."
"If you say so, mein Herr."
He rubbed the area between her breast and rib plate with the edge of his hand for a moment and Lotte felt it grow numb, as though the nerves were being put to sleep.
"Now for the needle… "
He cupped her breast in his palm and pushed it up hard, stretching the muscles taut. Lotte felt the sharp point of the needle all the way down to her ditty as it penetrated flesh and muscle with one quick jolt of pain. Jung released her breast immediately and the muscles retracted, holding the needle firmly in their grip. All that remained of the pain was a slight throbbing sensation at the point of entry.
Jung took a second needle and repeated the procedure. His wounded ego seemed to heal itself as he became engrossed in his work. By the third and fourth needles he was like an excited child.
"It is going very well, I think. You have excellent muscle control, my dear Lotte!"
"Only my upstairs muscles, Herr Jung. Down stairs they are getting completely out of control!"
Indeed, her vaginal muscles were already beginning to contract feverishly with each prick of the needle. She could feel the succulent juices trickling down her perineum as they oozed from the slit of her gasping cunt. A few more needles and her vaginal pumps would be shooting up a geyser like Old Faithful.
Lotte's senses were becoming so aroused to the quick that she could hear the skin snap each time a needle penetrated. It wasn't necessary to cover her body with three hundred needles, as she had angrily instructed Jung to do. Just a few needles strategically placed in her breasts made every nerve in her body tingle with rapturous delight.
This is what they mean by the quick and the dead, Lotte told herself. You never realize how alive your senses can be until they are aroused from their daily slumber and hez:ghtened to the quick like this!
Finally Jung said, "Now for the other breast. I believe six needles in each ought to be sufficient."
"But first you must straddle my neck," Lotte ordered with a stubborn grin. "I vant to suck you off vile you stick my udder booby."
"Yes. Yes. If you insist," Jung replied, only slightly disgruntled. He was too excited by his work to protest. Perspiration beaded his forehead and he was continually removing his glasses to wipe the sweat from his brows. The needle treatment always made him very tense. It was a delicate, intricately skillful operation, and very demanding on his nerves.
It was also very sexually exhilarating, Lotte noticed with wry amusement. His cock always stood erect and throbbed with a purple hue during the course of his acupuncture cure. He would shoot off his wad whether she sucked him or not, so why let all of that good jism go to waste? Ironically, his brew of milky fluid always tasted terrific when he was hot and aroused by his handiwork with the needles.
Everybody is kinky some way, Lotte thought. Vit this one it iss needles. Sticking them in udder people, of course. How vould it be if I should stick them in his prick, I vunder? I shall haf to try it some time!
He straddled Lotte's neck and she wrapped her hand around the hard shaft of his cock. It was warm and alive inside her tight grip. She could feel its tiny heartbeat thumping against the soft pads of her fingers. A tremor of anticipation fluttered down her spine. She could hardly wait for the sting of the next needle. She pulled the rigid cock down to her mouth and licked its purplish crown. Her tongue and the inside of her mouth were dry. All of her internal fluids seemed to have drained to the lower parts of her body and were being pumped out of her cuntal reservoir like a geyser.
The first needle was like an electric shock. She heard and felt the skin snap as the sharp point entered her flesh and sliced into the pectoral muscle. Her breast felt as though an electronic dart had been shot into it. She could feel the sudden prick of pain instantaneously throughout her body. The muscles in her cunt broke into a flurry of erotic spasms, forcing a hot flow of bubbling juices up the shaft of her vagina.
Lotte tightened her grip on Jung's pulsing cock and shoved it into her mouth. It was like a hot branding iron against her dry palate. She sucked and chewed it feverishly until the sharp flashes of pain in her breast subsided into a dull, steady throb.
The next needle was just as painfully exhilarating, if not more so. Each time the electric flash lit up her incandescent flesh with its glowing tingle she chewed on Jung's cock as if it were hamburger to a starving dog. She could feel his jism surging through the pipeline. The next needle would send it gushing into her mouth-splashing against her throat like hot lava.
Here it comes, she thought. It's coming. I can feel it!
Jung must have timed the last needle to his own orgasm. Lotte felt the electric pain shoot through her sensitized flesh just as the jets of hot jism splashed into her mouth. Her entire body seemed aflame. Her cunt exploded with two, three, four bursts of fire. The conflagration crackled and hissed and roared within her and about her. She was dying phoenix-like, gestating in her own womb of flames.
Afterwards, they lay smoldering on the waterbed for some time as the fires dwindled inside their bodies. Jung was the first to rouse himself, perhaps feeling embarrassed by his display of carnal emotion. He extricated his flaccid penis from Lotte's quiescent mouth, lifted his leg over her head and sat up on the edge of the bed.
"I can't see. My glasses are fogged," he said rather sheepishly. He pulled them off and walked over to the chair where his clothes were lying. He wiped the lenses with his handkerchief, slipped them back on and returned to the waterbed.
"Well, how was the treatment?" he asked, returning to his doctorly, business-like posture. "Do you feel any pain in your breasts now?"
Lotte smiled faintly. "I am so numb, Herr Doktor. I feel nothing anywhere."
"Hm. Natural, I suppose. The sensation should return presently. Then you should feel that the pain has entirely left your body."
"Massage my boobies, Herr Doktor. I do not like feeling nothing. Make the numbness go away, please. "
"I suppose I can do that," the student replied sententiously, seating himself on the edge of the bed. He placed his palms over Lotte's breasts and began to knead them gently with his fingers.
"Good," Lotte sighed, taking in a deep relaxing breath. His caressing fingers re-vivified her senses. The quick was returning from the dead. She felt a warm, satisfying glow sweep through her body.
"How about now?" Jung asked. "Do you feel anything? Any pain or discomfort?"
Lotte hesitated, not wanting to let him know how good she felt for fear he would stop. "Mmmm… no, Herr lung. But massage the booby harder and see vat happens?"
Jung kneaded the breasts more roughly now, mashing down hard with his palms and digging into the muscles with his fingers. Lotte groaned with the sensuous waves of pleasure that broke against the shores of her consciousness. "Mmmmm… Ooooohhhh… Harder, Herr Lung. Yes, that's it… Aaaaahhh. Yes. Now I begin to feel something. Now suck on my nipple. Pull it vit your teeth!"
Jung spread her thighs apart and got between them on his knees. The waterbed was wet from all of the juices that had seeped from Lotte's cuntal drain during the acupuncture treatment. He leaned across her body and took one of the ruby nipples between his teeth. As he tugged on it, he nudged the pins deeper into the muscles of her breast with the palm of his hand.
"Ach!" Lotte winced with pain. The entire breast was a mound of throbbing erotic agony. "Again, Herr Doktor! I am feeling incredibly better now! AGAIN!"
Jung buried his mouth in her breast and chewed voraciously. Lotte felt the needles dig deeper into the tough muscular wall of her titty. The electrical circuits of her nervous system went amuck. The juices were boiling over in her cunt. It was a physiological tidal wave. The ecstatic breakers in her vaginal sea crashed against the gasping cliffs, sending jets of orgasmic foam roiling up through her slit. Her pubic hair was covered with the white bubbling secretion.
Rising to the occasion of Lotte's orgasm, Jung covered her flailing hips with his own thrashing pelvis. His cock found her writhing pussy and plunged inside. His penetration ignited a climax that carried others in its wake, like the strong after shocks of a major earthquake. The walls of the building and the walls of her cunt seemed to be collapsing simultaneously.
Jung continued to chew her breasts-first one, then the other-while he pumped her with his piston rod. The palm of each hand was cupped under her tits, forcing the needles farther and farther into the muscles of each breast.
The final ecstasy for Lotte was the explosion of his jism inside her boiling cunt. Her orgasm was like the wildest acid trip of all time. Colored lights exploded in her mind. Eerie, frightening, fascinating shapes appeared, dissolved, reformed. Penises exploded, cunts dissolved as if eaten with acid. Sounds like yelping hounds from hell tore at her ear drums.
Lotte might have gone mad, but her terror was drowned out by her fascination. Her fearless, eager determination to experience whatever life might offer shackled the nightmare and tamed it.
From somewhere in her consciousness a familiar voice said, "Good girl. Now ENJOY!"
And she tightened her orgasmic grip on Jung's cock.

*****

"Same time next week?" the student asked, straightening his tie.
"Of course," Lotte said dreamily, a smile curling at the corners of her mouth as she lay half dreaming.
"Good. You are a fascinating subject. I refuse to stop at anything less than a total cure. Your breasts no longer hurt, I presume."
"I hurt all over, Herr Jung. But do not vorry. I haf never felt better in my life."
"I should think not," the young man said proudly. "You are being treated by a master!"
Lotte noticed his eyes tracing the sloping curves of her breasts and hips. They lingered at the bushy hillock surrounding her crotch, as if regretting the need to depart. It was the first time he had ever looked at her as a woman instead of a subject. The first time she had seen the wan look of youthful desire in his face.
"And so are you being treated by a master," Lotte said.



Chapter 5


Friday-Norman's Day. Lotte gave thanks that today was her day for ass fucking. Her cunt was fucked out for the time being. The poor thing deserved a rest. Since tomorrow was Ilse's day (and night; sweet Ilse! how she loved to sleep curled up against Lotte's warm body) it would have forty-eight hours in which to do nothing but regenerate its marvelous nerve cells. Then Sunday -Ach! What a glorious day Sunday was going to be. She could hardly wait.
As for her titties: she had to sleep on her back all night because they ached so much. Even now they throbbed with a continuous pain. When she stood before a mirror she could see the six red dots below each breast where the needles had entered. Her nipples 'had never lost their erectness since last night. They were swollen to the diameter of a dime and very sensitive from being tugged at by lung's carnivorous teeth. All around them, and around the areole, were puckered blotches of ugly purple that the sexually "disinterested" student had chewed away at so hungrily. Her poor breasts looked, and felt, as if they had been gang-banged by vampires.
But Norman was not interested in cunts and titties. His wife was a large matronly woman whose knockers hung all the way from her shoulders to her waist. There was ample room in those enormous mammaries for Norman to play around when the desire-and courage-gripped him. Her whale's cunt could probably swallow him whole as well. He expressed love and admiration for his wife and denied that her money was a mitigating factor in their marriage.
"I can't even get my tongue between those buns of hers. There's too much padding," he told Lotte. "Even my cock won't reach down far enough to get the whole- crown inside her sphincter muscle. Maybe I could fuck her ass with a baseball bat, but that wouldn't be much fun. I'd like to use it on her head sometime, though. Maybe the next time she tells me she's going on a diet-right after she finishes the next cream filled eclair!"
"I luf eclairs," Lotte said, feeling his tongue tickle the inside of her buttocks with long, languorous strokes. "I vant you to run down to the bakery and get a whole box full after ve haf finished."
Norman pulled his mouth back from her ass cheeks, stunned. "Please. You are making me sick. I could eat your shit with less revulsion than one of those whipped cream nightmares. I used to love them before I got married, you know."
"Poor Norman. All of life's pleasures your wife has taken from you!"
"I know. But what really irks me is that even if she was slender and beautiful-like you, for instance-she still wouldn't let me tongue her bung hole. She has this Victorian attitude about cleanliness and sexuality. Cunts are for fuckingonce a month, if I'm lucky. Mammaries are for suckling-but only if you're a baby. And asses are for shitting. It's dirty and sinful and unhealthy to stick your tongue up there and ream it real good. And of course my cock is too big and hurts. Can you imagine my little six inch hand tool hurting a woman?"
"I think it feels nice," Lotte said, squirming her ass around as it tickled her puckeredanus.
"Oh, well. Such is life," Norman sighed. "Thank heaven for the whores of the world. Without them, what would little boys do!"
"It is much more fun being a whore than a prude. And much more fun being a whore monger, is that not so?" Lotte asked with a giggle.
"A whore monger, my dear fraulein, is not one who chases after whores but one who makes profit from them. I only wish I could be a successful whore monger!"
"Then you could get rid of your pet whale," Lotte concluded.
"You said that. Not me. Gertrude has qualities that endear her to my soul."
"And to your pocket book, mein Herr."
Norman gave a sharp jab with his peJ?is to get it through the knot of her bung hole. And perhaps at the same time to punish her slightly for saying such cruel words about his motives for remaining with his wife.
"Ouch!" Lotte cried. "Do not be so rough vit my poor ass. Soon all the parts of my body vill be too sore to play vito Then I vill be terribly bored for zee next few days!"
"Thou must not use vile words then my dear. That is a commandment. Do unto others as they do unto you and all that jazz. After all, if I were so interested in money I would be offering marriage proposals to you. Then I could have cunt and titty and ass and money all rolled into one cute little German ball of fluff!"
Norman was pumping her ass steadily and rhythmically now. With his hands gripping her hips, his knees planted firmly between her spread-eagle thighs, he would slide the shaft back until the bloated crown tugged at her sphincter, then thrust it forward again until his crotch was up to the hilt in her cheeks.
The tightness of her ass hole as the penile rod slid to and from was akin to the feeling of masturbating oneself with tightly-held thumb and forefinger, but more intense. More satisfying, because a woman's ass was doing it. Norman had never outgrown the childish thrill of tampering with the forbidden. Whatever was considered disgusting, that was what he enjoyed. Which explained his fascination for shit, perhaps.
"Do you think I was too rigidly toilet trained?" he asked Lotte only half comically.
"Good heavens. I haf no idea. Ve do not think about such things in my country."
"You mean nobody eats ass in Germany? Such backward people, these Europeans!"
"I am sure that ass gets eaten in Germany, mein Herr. It is just that ve do not talk of such things to young virgins."
"Still most backwards. What should one discuss with young virgins if not eating ass?" Norman asked with a deep sigh. "Anyway, how is your ass coming?"
"It is not coming yet, I am afraid. Perhaps less talk and more fucking, if you do not mind."
"Impossible, my dear. I even talk in my sleep."
"And I fart in my sleep," Lotte said, thrusting backwards with her ass to coincide with the forward thrust of his cock. "Perhaps ve are too full of shit, mein Herr."
"Each in his own way, you mean," Norman added, enjoying the repartee as much as he enjoyed the surprise when Lotte tightened the grip on his prick and tried to crush it. Or when she suddenly thrust her ass against his crotch and banged his balls silly. He loved a woman who could carryon an intelligent conversation in the middle of an orgasm.
"You are a very delightful person, dear Lotte. I look forward to slavering inside your ass hole in another few moments. I trust you will have the good manners to slaver back at me. In your own way, of course."
"If possible, Herr Norman. One can never predict these things."
The steady caress of Norman's prick against the taut membrane of Lotte's anus was taking its toll on her nervous system. They had been clasped together in this canine embrace for ten or fifteen minutes now and his cock was very dry and harsh. The cumulative effect of his unoiled piston-like workmanship was to wear her kinetic sensors down to the quick. By now his prick was scraping away at raw nerve ends. His cock was like a blow torch that he kept pumping in and out of her ass hole, its flames licking out at her flesh with excruciating erotic pain.
"I am burning up inside," Lotte said. "Pump me faster and I vill come very soon."
"Good. I'm getting anxious to move on to other things. I will try to enhance your climax with a little burst of timely jism."
He revved up his piston. The rpm's were turning over at a championship speed now, racing for the checker flag. The hot fuel was surging through the gas line. Up the shaft of the churning piston. Lotte's ass ignited when it spewed into her anal carburetor. She nearly threw him out of the driver's seat with the violent spasmodic contractions of her hips and buttocks.
"I am… COMING!" Lotte grunted, thrashing her ass about wildly and grinding it against this thrusting pelvis, trying to milk every ounce of erotic delight from his masculine teat.
"Oooooh!… Mmmmmm!" she groaned. "Arrrrgggghhhh… "
As the spasms dwindled and the jism that fueled Lotte's ass stopped coming she collapsed onto the waterbed in exhaustion, arms askew and legs splayed. Norman's shriveling cock was still imbedded in her ass and he plummeted down on top of her. Lotte could feel his rapid heartbeat against her shoulder, feel his hot breath against her ear. His weight did not feel so heavy since the pliant waterbed was beneath them, but the pressure was enough to flatten out her breasts and send the needle-like pains shooting through her body.
"You must get off," Lotte said. "My titties are too sore."
Norman rolled over on to his back. There was a sharp flash of pain as the movement tore his penis out of her ass.
"Ach!" Lotte said as the shiver raced down her spine.
"Sorry, old girl. I should be more careful," Norman apologized. "When you've got the sap flowing through your veins again I'll let you get even with a good sized dildo."
"For such vengeance I am always ready!" Lotte said, perking up immediately.
"My ass is at your disposal," Norman said.
Lotte got up from the waterbed gingerly, so as not to make her aching tits bounce around too much, and went to the cabinet where she kept her collection of sex aids and various mechanical devices-whatever the occasion might call for. She got out her dildo and strapped the belt around her waist, then pulled the straps up tight around the lower half moons of her buttocks and fastened them to the snaps on the belt. The dildo was held firmly in position now. She could fuck with it almost as well as a man could fuck with the real thing.
"Don't you think that's rather large?" Norman asked somewhat apprehensively.
Indeed, it was seven inches long with a two inch diameter-which made it a quarter of an inch thicker than the average dildo. A quarter of an inch is not much, perhaps, unless it is struggling to penetrate a tight sphincter.
Lotte shrugged. "I flicked you vit the smaller one last time. Don't you vant to experiment vit something larger?"
"I'm afraid I don't share your clinical approach to frigging my ass. But as you like. You carry the big stick around here now, so I will just have to grin and bear it."
He gave her a wide grin to prove his point.
"In that case," Lotte said, deepening her voice to make it sound more masculine, "I order you to get on your knees and spread your cheeks!"
"Aren't you going to grease that thing first, sir? My poor little ass is going to be just torn apart if you don't!"
He was mimicking a woman's voice. Perhaps Scarlett O'Hara's. The cadences certainly were not German.
"First you must say please and bark like a dog," Lotte ordered, enjoying her new role.
"Please, sir. Pretty please. Arf Arf."
Lotta gave the rubber dildo a Vaseline rubdown. When she was finished, it glistened with the ample amounts of gelatin substance and had that familiar medicinal smell that she liked so much. She looked forward to licking it off his bung hole when the fuck was over.
Once again they got in the dog position, only this time Norman was the bitch and Lotte the sire. "First I villioosen you up a bit," Lotte told him. "You are very tight in the ass, mein Herr."
"I can't imagine why," Norman said dryly.
"Relax and you shall enjoy," Lotte said sententiously, perhaps quoting one of Norman's own maxims.
She spread his cheeks apart and swept her moist tongue along his perineum, all the way from the scrotum to his bung hole. He was very clean and there was no musky odor from his ass at all. The only odor came from his crotch-the stale sweat that lingered from his exertions while fucking her own ass earlier.
She let a glob of saliva accumulate on her tongue, then licked his perineum again, depositing the majority of the spittle atop the puckered brown funnel of his anus. She reamed the tight hole with the tip of her tongue, the slick mucus allowing it to slide inside about a quarter of an inch. She frigged him with flickering jabs of her tongue while continuing to drool saliva around the ass hole.
Finally she removed her mouth and inserted her index finger into the reamed hole. The slippery spittle allowed it to slide in with only a minimal response from his sphincter muscle. As she began to pump the finger with increasing speed, however, she felt the muscle grip it with erratic spasms. It was like the toothless mouth of a baby suckling a nipple.
"Tremendous," Norman said. "Why don't you squeeze my balls at the same time?"
"I vas just thinking about it," Lotte replied. She reached into his crotch with her free hand and pressed the sack against the shaft of his erect cock. Feeling the twin balls in the palm of her hand, one slightly larger than the other, she rubbed them up and down along his prick. The erotic pain caused Norman's muscles to tighten with a sudden, startled jolt throughout his body.
"Good grief, girl! Is there no end to your talents?"
"Perhaps we haf just not found it yet, mein Herr. Let us keep trying. No?"
Removing her hands from his ass and crotch she spread his cheeks apart and examined his reamed bung hole. It appeared ready for entry. She used her hips to guide the crown of the dildo to its inverted launching pad, then leaned into him with a steady pressure. The sphincter valve wouldn't give it first and she heard her lover grunt with pain. She continued to lean into his buttocks with a steady, forward pressure until she felt the cockhead slip past the sentry muscle and imbed itself in his anal shaft.
Lotte fucked him easily with the greased dildo. She saw the muscles in his buttocks tighten each time she leaned into him. A shudder passed through his body from time to time and escaped from his lips as a sigh of erotic delight. Lotte recognized her own responses coming from Norman and understood what he was experiencing. This shared knowledge added spice to Lotte's endeavors. She imagined herself on each end of the rubber spike, giving and receiving her carnal pleasures simultaneously.
If I vas being ass fucked I vould vant him to thrust harder, Lotte told herself. I vould vant to feel zee head of his cock all zee vay down to my cunt. That iss vat feels so vunderbar!
Using her own desires as a guideline, Lotte began to plunge the rubber prick deeper into his bowels. She leaned far back, using her hand grip on his buttocks to push her hips back, then drove the shaft forward with all of her strength. Her thighs slapped against the undersides of his ass cheeks as the dildo buried itself up to the hilt in his bowels.
Slap. Slap. Slap.
Lotte drove the spike into Norman's shaft again and again. His ass cheeks tightened into knots with each blow of the pelvic hammer. His groans came quicker, more frenetic. The Vaseline that once greased Lotte's penile instrument was now piled up around the hilt. Unable to penetrate the tight sphincter it had accumulated there like a glistening gelatin areole. The dry dildo now scraped the walls of his anal canal the way his own parched cock had scraped Lotte's earlier.
Since the dildo was thicker than his cock and his ass had not been primed all night with a plug, Lotte could imagine the pain he was experiencing. "Lean back," she said. "Raise up on your knees."
"What?" he asked incredulously.
She put an arm around his chest and helped to pull him backwards, being careful to keep her hips pressed against his cheeks so the dildo would not slip out.
"This is very painful, my dear," Norman said as he struggled to erect himself.
"It vill be vorth it," Lotte insisted. "I kid you not, mein Herr."
"I… hope you are… right!" he grunted, finally upright on his knees, Lotte's arms clasped tightly around his chest, the rubber cock securely implanted in his ass.
"Now bounce," Lotte instructed.
"Bounce?" he cried.
"Now you must bounce up and down on my cock. Trust me, mein Herr!"
"Oh, I trust you, my dear. It's just that I don't trust that big motherfucker you've got rammed up my ass!"
Nevertheless, he did as his lovely teacher suggested. She had never told him wrongly yet. As he began to bounce up and down on the waterbed, raising and lowering himself on the rubber piston, Lotte grabbed his cock with her hand and commenced to jerk him off. She timed her masturbatory movements with his bouncing, so that she pulled up on his prick while his ass was going down on the dildo. Then as he raised himself off the penile spike her tight fist slid hard down the length of his cock.
She worked him like the pistons of an automobile engine, one of them always on the downward thrust and 'one of them always on the upward thrust. She could tell by his response that it was driving him crazy.
"Oh, my dear! My dear!" he cried.
Such exquisite pleasure could not endure for long. Soon Lotte felt the jism rising up his penile gourd. She wished her mouth could be there to catch it, but such bodily contortions were beyond her talents. And she did not want to pull the plug from his ass because that would selfishly destroy the uniqueness of his climax. Her pleasure would have to wait until later.
"I… am… COMING!" Norman groaned, arching his spine and throwing his head back against Lotte's shoulder, his eyes shut tightly and his teeth grinding together as the orgasmic spasms wracked his body.
Lotte buried the dildo all the way into his anus and jerked furiously on his prick. Slipping her free hand behind his ass and into the busy hollow of her crotch, she frantically massaged her clitty at the same time.
"Arrrgggh… " Norman groaned with ecstatic submission to the carnal pleasures that overwhelmed his senses. Lotte felt the hot jism pour out allover her hand as his body froze rigid, impaled on the seven inch spike that jutted from her pelvis, her other hand furiously whacking away at her swollen clitty.
Amidst the excitement of Norman's climax, it did not take Lotte long to reach her own. The thrill spread through her cunt, rose to a fever pitch, then subsided into a dull throb.
Lotte released her grip on Norman's cock and gingerly pushed her pelvis back from his buttocks, retracting the dildo from his ass without hurting him. When they were uncoupled, she let him fall back onto the waterbed in exhaustion and immediately went down on his prick. She sucked the limp appendage, trying to extract the last drops of spermy lubricant. His cock was still warm and its sausage-like texture made it excellent for chewing on. She felt the muscles in his thighs loosen and heard a relaxing sigh hiss from between piss lips as she nibbled and sucked away at his penis and gently massaged his balls.
"You make it all worth while, my dear," Norman said a while later. "I would gladly suffer any pain, any indignity, just for the thrill of your soothing caress when it was all over."
"That iss because I enjoy vat I do," Lotte replied. "I enjoy sex very much, mein Herr. If you had not noticed!"
"But that's not really it," Norman protested. "I teach philosophy at the university, so do not contradict me. I get enough of that from my students. "
"If I contradict you, it iss only because I luf to hear you speak!"
"If only my students felt that way! But as I was saying, my dear-the reason you are an unexcelled lover is not simply because you enjoy sex. That could be a very selfish pleasure. It is because you enjoy pleasing me so much. Sometimes I think you enjoy that more than you enjoy pleasing yourself!"
Lotte shrugged. "My greatest pleasure right now is to lick the Vaseline from your ass. If you would be so kind as to turn over, mein Herr."
Norman laughed and flipped over onto his stomach. Lotte spread his cheeks apart and saw the glistening ointment smeared around his puckered anus. She hoped to find a brownish fecal stain as well, but there was none. Beginning at the lower end of the perineum, she tickled the back of his scrotum with the tip of her tongue and let him squirm with pleasure for a moment. Then she fluttered her tongue upward along the perineum and into the narrow slit between his spread cheeks.
The Vaseline had a sweet candy taste that Lotte enjoyed. She licked his anus until the taste was gone, then pressed her lips around his bung hole and sucked as hard as she could. A slight Vaseline odor from the lining of his ass titillated her taste buds. She forced her tongue into the reamed hole about half an inch deep and licked the interior walls of his canal until her tongue was tired. Then she pulled it out, gave his crack one final dog lap, and said: "Now you may lick my ass, Herr Professor!"
"My dream come true!"
They changed positions. Lotte got on her knees and straddled his face. Leaning back on her hands, she lowered her ass until her buttocks were pressed against his open mouth. His tongue tickled her at first as it fluttered like a butterfly along the narrow crack between her cheeks. A shudder of delight passed through her body and made her ass wriggle. Norman's lascivious response was to grab her hips in his hands and press her asshole hard against the flat of his tongue. Even his nose was buried inside the cleft buttocks. Then with a stroking forward and backward movement of the head he began to nuzzle her crack, rooting it with his nose and mouth and chin.
"Mmmmmhmmmm," Lotte groaned. She pressed her ass down harder, until she was sitting on him with nearly her full weight. She began to counter his nuzzling with her own movements. As his face rooted her downward, toward her crotch, she thrust her hips backward. Then forward again as his face moved up her perineum to her bung hole. Sometimes she could feel his chin in her cunt, his tongue on her anus and his nose in her crack-all at the same time. It was like he was trying to imprint a face mask in the malleable flesh of her crotch.
Finally Norman began to poke at her ass hole with his tongue, testing it for resistance. At first the sphincter held its ground, refusing to spread. Lotte concentrated on relaxing her muscles to allow for an easier entry. She wanted to satisfy Norman's special craving for asses. She felt the tip of his snake-like tongue slither into the tight crack, spreading back the sentry muscle a, fraction of an inch. Slowly it burrowed deeper into her anal canal, stretching its length and wriggling around inside, searching out the fecal warehouse.
Lotte leaned forward on her palms so Norman could use his hands to spread her cheeks farther apart. While he worked on her ass, Lotte put his limp cock in her mouth and began to suck on it. The limber muscle uncoiled and thickened as she chewed on it. Soon its entire length was erected inside her esophagul funnel. It was exciting to feel Norman's appendages fucking her ass and throat at the same time. She wished he had a third plaything that she could slip inside her cunt.
His tongue was darting in and out of her ass hole, creating spastic contractions in her buttocks that even made her pussy start gasping. She slipped her hand into her crotch and rubbed her clitty. Her snatch was already moist and sensitive to the touch. She pinched the delicate clit and a spark of electricity ignited her nervous system. She pinched it a second time and her body shuddered. Her venereal muscles contracted with erogenous desire. She was primed for a major orgasm.
Everything must come at once, she told herself. First she concentrated on Norman's cock. Although erect and hard as an iron rod, the seminal fluids had not begun to pump yet. She tightened her mouth around his prick and chafed it hard with a frenzied bobbing action of the head. She felt the muscles tighten in Norman's thighs. His entire body seemed to stiffen beneath her as she worked him to a quick climax.
Soon the wells were pumping inside his shaft and Lotte began to rub her clitty again. Everything was coming together now. Norman was sucking her reamed ass hole, his cock was filling with a load of hot jism, and her cunt was igniting for an explosion. The way her thighs were spread and her sphincter loosened up, a good orgasm ought to spray Norman's tonsils with enough diarrheic slush to keep him happy for a while. A certain degree of bowel movement always occurs during a climax, but usually the sphincter tightens to hold it inside. But her sentry muscle was probably loose enough by now to emit a quick jet of fecal liquid. If not, he would certainly get a mouthful of acrid fart.
When Lotte felt the hot jism fill her mouth it was like a bomb had detonated inside her cunt. One thing ignited the other in a chain reaction of bodily functions. Fireworks exploded in her mind. Her cunt erupted with spurts of roiling foam. Her bowels quaked. Her flesh crawled with electric tinglers. A long susurrus-a moan of exquisite pleasure-caught her attention and held her fascinated, even after she realized the sound was coming from her own throat.

*****

"A job well done," Norman said later. "I feel invigorated enough to contend with a classroom of contemptuous students and a houseful of wife-oh, for another week, at least. You are better than a health spa, my dear!"
"And I," Lotte said, sighing thankfully, "at least I haf gotten through the evening vidout picking up anymore bruises!"



Chapter 6


Saturday-Ilse's Day. Lotte pulled the cord that rang the bell that called for Ilse. In two minutes the maid entered her bedroom carrying a breakfast tray.
"Good morning, madam. You had a pleasant evening, I hope."
Lotte propped up her back against the headboard of the waterbed with her pillows and Ilse extended the legs of the breakfast tray and placed it across her lap.
"Gutt morgen, Ilse. It vas a fine evening vit Herr Norman. And how vas yours?"
"I went to a movie, madam. Not a very good one, I am afraid."
Lotte took a sip of orange juice. She smiled as she noticed that Ilse was naked inside her white uniform. She could see the maid's beautiful copper titties through the light material. Her nipples were like crowns of ruby surrounded by golden haloes. Her snatch was a fluff of bright yellow silk. It seemed to radiate with the sun's glow.
She is much more beautiful than I, Lotte thought. Perhaps she is the most beautiful woman I haf ever seen!
"I notice you haf not forgotten today is Saturday," Lotte said with amusement.
The maid's lovely cheeks suddenly flushed with rouge. "I could never forget that, madam. Saturday is all I wait for from week to week."
Lotte's smile faded. She looked at Ilse with grave concern. "You vorry me, my beauty. Vhy do you not go out vit men? Have you no interest in marriage? "
Ilse shrugged. "I suppose I will marry some day. You do not wish me to marry and leave your services, do you madam?"
"I vish you to be happy. In whatever vay you choose. But I do not understand how such a beautiful fraulein can be happy vidout men. Do you not like to fuck, Ilse?"
The poor maid chewed on her lower lip. She was becoming very uncomfortable with the conversation. "My most marvelous experience has been with a man. But that is over. He is gone away. Now I prefer to share my intimacy with you, madam."
Lotte sighed. She did not approve of Ilse's attitude. But this was not the time to argue. This was Saturday-Ilse's day-and she must do nothing to ruin it for her.
"Vhatever makes you happy, darling. I vill not spoil your Saturday."
Ilse beamed. "Do you wish anything else from the kitchen, madam?"
"No. I do not even vish this. Please take it avay, Ilse. I am not hungry this morning."
"Of course, madam."
She returned the breakfast tray to the kitchen. While she was gone, Lotte prepared the waterbed. She removed all of the covers and replaced them with a black satin sheet. Then she chose two different kinds of vibrators from her cabinet of sex aids and brought them over to the bed.
What she did not tell Ilse was that she anticipated this day each week almost as much as Ilse herself did. Ilse was the only one of her "harem" to whom she was drawn by a genuine emotional bind. She loved the beautiful servant deeply-as friend and concubine both. When she and Ilse shared their bodies she was not merely playing sex games, as with her other consorts. She was actually making love to the only person in the world-this world, anyway-whom she really loved.
When the lovely maid returned from the kitchen, Lotte motioned for her to sit beside her on the bed. Ilse complied eagerly, her face glowing with pleasure, and Lotte found herself engulfed in the most wonderful aura of rich perfume. It seemed to radiate from her entire body. She inhaled deeply, drawing the sweet bouquet into her lungs and nostrils. She could almost taste its succulent aroma on the fleshy palate of her tongue.
"Your perfume is exquisite," Lotte told her, cupping her soft cheeks between her hands. "It must acquire its flavor from your delicious body, Ilse. Let me taste it on your lips."
She drew Ilse's lovely face toward her and touched the golden lips with her own. The source of the perfume was truly her body. The luscious flavor of Ilse's moist lips filled her mistress with supreme desire. She traced their fleshy contour with her tongue, slowly and leisurely as her senses absorbed the various pleasures of the maid's intimate presence.
Lotte's naked breasts were lightly touching Ilse's nipples through the thin fabric of her summer uniform. Her palms and fingers gently caressed the maid's cheeks. Her nostrils inhaled the fragrance of her long yellow hair-so fresh and colorful it seemed to radiate light, as her body radiated heat and perfume. All of Lotte's senses were alive to the beauty and wonder of Ilse's body. She was consumed by desire for his magnificent creature. Awe-struck by the strength of her love.
Ilse must have felt similarly. Her breathing became harder as the kiss lingered on, her breasts swelling and pressing closer against her mistress' yielding flesh. Her tongue was the first to flick out between her parted teeth and caress Lotte's own serpentine lover. The entanglement of warm tongues brought their mouths together in wanton urgency. They made love to each other with lips and gums and teeth and tongue and saliva, clasped together in rapturous oral embrace.
Lotte, drew Ilse down to the bed. As the intensity of their love-making grew, she extricated her mouth from Ilse's and smothered her throat and neck with empassioned kisses. Everywhere she caressed the maid her moist tongue and lips left a coat of slick saliva. She licked the back of Ilse's ear, the lobe. She buried her tongue inside the ear's canal and reamed it hungrily. Her neck and the side of her face soon were covered with a thick coat of glossy saliva. Her copper colored flesh shined brightly as though it had just been waxed.
"I must have your body!" Lotte groaned, fumbling with the zipper in the back of Ilse's uniform. Finally she got it unzipped, clutched the shoulders of the dress in her hands and pulled it down to Ilse's waist as the maid eagerly wriggled her arms out of the sleeves. She was stunned momentarily by the sight of Ilse's incredible breasts. No matter how often she might look on them, the perfection of their contours and the ripeness of their texture and color left her breathless. They were awe-inspiring monuments to creation, Ilse's tits.
No one should be so beautiful, Lotte told herself, without the slightest jealousy or self-effacement. But thank God for Ilse and her magnificent titties. Because they are so wonderful to gaze upon and enjoy and love!
She caressed Ilse's breasts with her palms, gently at first as a wave of erogenous desire swept through her body. But she could not restrain herself for long and soon her fingers were digging into the fleshy mounds with ravenous urgency. Lotte's pussy was dribbling foam onto the front of Ilse's uniform where she straddled it with her thighs. Her crotch was pressed against her lover's snatch, separated only by the thin tissue of the dress. Her cuntal juices seeped through the material and moistened Ilse's golden tuft of silky threads. As Lotte massaged her breasts and plucked at her aroused nipples with her fingers, Ilse thrust her pussy against her mistress' quim with coital desire.
"Suck them!" Ilse instructed. "O, suck them! Let me feel your lips and tongue and teeth. Eat my wonderful titties. They are yours, my mistress!"
She grabbed Lotte around the back of the head and pulled her face down to the hollow between her breasts. Lotte pressed the warm mounds against her cheeks. She bathed her face in their intoxicating perfume. She squeezed the magnificent boobs between her palms and licked first one, then the other. She felt Ilse's body squirm beneath her with sensuous abandon. Her-long fingernails scraped at Lotte's shoulder blades.
Lotte took one of the ripe nipples in her mouth and lashed it with her tongue. She massaged the tit with all the strength in her fingers while her teeth chafed the rigid nipple, elongating it to three quarters of an inch. She sucked and chewed the ruby digit until Use cried: "No more! No more! Please!"
Instead of giving her other breast the same treatment, Lotte scooted down her body, licking her abdomen, navel-leaving a trail of shiny saliva from her breasts down to the indented slopes of her pelvis. She was too anxious to find the treasure hidden behind Ilse's golden bush to take time with her other breast.
Lotte grabbed handfuls of her lover's white uniform and pulled it down over the hips. Radiant silken threads glistened with cuntal dew a few inches below her face. Quickly she tore the dress off and threw it to the floor. Thrusting her hands against the back of lIse's thighs, she forced her knees up to her tits, held them there with her forearms, and buried her mouth like a hatchet in the maid's wet crotch.
Ilse's body juices perfumed Lotte's palate. Her tongue swam around in the cuntal reservoir like a delirious fish in a bottle of Chanel No.9. She licked her lover's labial beaches, bathed in the foaming spray that roiled from inside the turbulent venereal whirlpool. She pressed her mouth to Ilse's gasping slit and sucked the delicious juices into her own esophagul well.
"Straddle me!" Ilse cried. "I want to eat your cunt at the same time!"
Lotte eagerly changed positions. Ilse grabbed her buttocks and pulled her bushy snatch down to her ravenous mouth. She hungrily chewed on Lotte's labial meat and drank her fruity cuntal juices. Ilse was not as gentle with her mistress' quim as Lotte had been with hers. Because she saved herself all week for this singular moment, she anticipated it from day to day until her desires overwhelmed her. Now that the moment was here at last, her appetite was insatiable.
Lotte's snatch squirmed uncontrollably as the maid ate her out. She sat rigidly upright on Ilse's mouth as the rapturous convulsions inside her cunt overwhelmed her body. She fought back her orgasm for as long as possible. She wanted to let it build to a crescendo of intensity, then release the floodgate and be swept away with ecstasy. No man except Edward could eat her cunt and fill her with the same exquisite pleasure as Ilse. Because she loved no one as she loved her husband and her maid.
"Arrrgggghhhh," Lotte groaned, finding herself consumed within the dual fires of body and spirit, love and passion.
When her climax seemed imminent, she pulled back the labial folds around Ilse's swollen clitty and scraped the inflamed prong with her teeth. The maid's hips twisted and heaved with erotic pain. Lotte chewed on the clitty so she could bring her lover to a quick, feverish orgasm. The two women's runts exploded together. The intensity of their climax caused them both to jerk their heads back and shriek with heavenly ecstasy. Ilse's fingernails were like a hawk's talons as they dug into the tight knots of Lotte's buttocks.
Lotte French-kissed Ilse's pussy, caressing the pudendum's silky interior with loving strokes of her tongue. Apparently Ilse did not use birth control pills. Her quim spewed cuntal lubricant with the innocent abandon of a recent virgin. Lotte sucked up the white foam as though it were whipped cream. All the while she felt the sensuous fever in her own pussy sweep through her body in hot waves as IIse continued to ream her slit with tongue and gums.
When she noticed the maid's body begin to relax in the aftermath of her orgasm, Lotte sucked on her swollen ditty again. She wanted to give her love one more jolt of ecstasy before they moved onto something else. Almost immediately she felt Ilse's soft, creamy thighs tighten into knots. Her hips squirmed with erotic pain as Lotte chafed the ultra-sensitive ruby digit with her teeth.
"Enough!" Ilse cried as the second orgasm wracked her body and the touch of Lotte's teeth on her ditty became unbearable "I am sorry," Lotte apologized. "I did not mean to be so rough. It iss just that I luf your pussy so much."
"And I love yours," Ilse replied. She was breathing deeply, her heart palpitating rapidly against the heavy rise and fall of her breasts. "I become delirious with pleasure each time I touch your sweet pussy with my mouth, my mistress. You have no idea what it does to me."
"Yes I do," Lotte answered, gently stroking the inside of Ilse's smooth, coppery thigh. "I am filled vit the same thrill vhen I eat your vunderful pussy. It iss the vay I used to feel as I sucked my Edward's cock. I haf loved you and Edward more than anything in the world, my lufly Ilse."
Suddenly Ilse's eyes became red as tears welled up in them. She began to cry softly, her body shuddering with the inner torment of her weeping.
Lotte was quickly at her side, stroking her hair, wiping the tears from her cheeks. "Vhat iss the matter, my darling? I said nothing to offend you. Iss it my luf that makes you weep? I vill keep it in my heart if professing it hurts you so. I had no idea, my beauty."
"I am so ashamed!" IIse said, trying to choke back her sobs.
"Ashamed of vhat, IIse? I do not understand."
"I must tell you, my mistress. I cannot keep it to myself any longer. It tears my heart out when I hear you profess your love for me and I have committed this great sin against you!"
"Vhat are you talking about, my sweet? Vhat sin could you possibly haf committed against me? You are not capable of such a thing, Ilse."
"I do not mean to shame your memory of Edward," Ilse said, clasping her mistress' cheeks in her hands and staring at her with tear-stained eyes that seemed to beg forgiveness. "It was utterly my fault. I… I too fell in love with him. I enticed him. Please do not blame him for what he could not help!"
Lotte's mind reeled with the implications of Ilse's words. She became dizzy momentarily and had to close her eyes to keep the room from spinning. She felt as though she might become sick and faint into Ilse's arms.
"It happened only once," the loving maid said, tears flowing freely down the sides of her face now. She stroked Lotte's hair with the tips of her fingers. "Please forgive me. Do not let this tarnish your memory of Edward. He is the most wonderful man that I too have ever met. That is why I cannot bring myself to go with other men. Perhaps I have given my love to you because that is the closest I will ever get to Edward. But I will go away and never see you again my mistress, if only you can find it in your heart to forgive me!"
Lotte opened her eyes to the beautiful, tearful, tortured face that lay beneath her. It seemed so pitiful. The months she had lived with her secret knowledge eating away at her heart! Lotte felt herself swept away with compassion and love and tenderness. Nowhere in her soul could she find any hate or remorse. How could Ilse and Edward have sinned against her love for them? Their love for each other was a natural reflection of the deep bond of emotion that Lotte felt for both of them.
"O, my beautiful Ilse!" Lotte said softly. She leaned down and kissed the tears from her lover's eyes. "You haf given me great pleasure, my darling. It thrills me beyond measure to think that you and Edward loved each other. I luf both of you more deeply for knowing that you shared my luf. Now the three of us are truly entwined in a marriage of zee souls, my Ilse!"
The maid's defenses collapsed with another burst of sobs. This time she wept with tears of relief. Her mistress still loved her. She had lifted the heavy burden of guilt from her heart. No longer need she be ashamed of her love for Edward, or the physical expression that love had taken once so many months ago.
"Enough, Ilse," Lotte said. "Ve both should be happy today. Let me make you as happy as I am!" And with this she lowered her mouth to one of the maid's ruby nipples and caressed it with her tongue. A warm glow of pleasure filled her body as she imagined her darling Edward sucking this same honeyed jewel.
O, the delight Ilse must have given you, my husband, Lotte thought, vit her brightly shimmering opulent body and her voluptuous breasts crowned with a queen's jewels. Her treasure of gold between her soft creamy thighs, my Edward! How it must have titillated your magnificent cock! I do not blame you for loving Ilse, my darling. It would be hypocritical. She iss so nice and tender and loving and throughtful and generous, and Iluf her so much myself! Once again you please me, my darling husband!
From the great well of pleasure you haf given me, I can imagine how you must have delighted Ilse also, my sweet. Such rapture the touch of your mouth could bring to my titties! O, how I remember the hot flame of your tongue in my ass, darling Edward, the ecstasy of your proud cock in my pussy, and the heavenly orgasm of your warm come filling my insides! Are you vit me now, dear Edward, tasting this lufly nipple as I stroke it vit my tongue? I think you are, my darling. I vill let you enjoy her body again, Edward. You shall feel it and taste it along vit me, my luff
Soon she felt Ilse's hot body writhing beneath her as she ate the voluptuous breast with increasing passion, longing not only to fulfill her own intimate desires, but Edward's as well. She felt as though her body was a vessel in which her husband's presence resided. Through her he could experience the pleasure of Ilse's living flesh once again. Although she and Edward could not make love together, he could use her body to love Ilse, and Ilse could love the two of them in return, and so the chain was complete.
Lotte reached around on the waterbed until she found the prick shaped massager she had taken from the cabinet earlier. Flicking the switch that operated the battery, she touched the vibrating instrument to Ilse's wet pussy. The maid moaned with delight and splayed her thighs so Lotte could use it on her. She dug her heels into the waterbed and raised her pelvis, offering her liquid gold cunt to the tantalizing prong as Lotte caressed her labia and clitty with it.
"Mmmmmhmmmm," Ilse moaned as the erotic tingles rippled through her sensitive female organs.
When Lotte wrote circles on her inflamed clitty with the tip of the massager Ilse went wild. She clamped her thighs together and thrashed her hips from side to side, trying to shake off the burrowing intruder as it ground her orgasmic digit to the quick. Finally she slapped Lotte's hand away.
"I cannot stand it!" she cried. "It is like pouring salt in a wound, my clitty is so raw!"
"I vill fuck you then," Lotte said. "Close your eyes and imagine Edward's beautiful prick making luf to your pussy."
"There can be no comparison," Ilse said. "But I will try. Yes, fuck me, my' mistress. I want you to flick me while I remember Edward's love inside my body!"
Lotte reamed her pudendum with the vibrator. She moved it in a circular motion inside Ilse's pussy's mouth, churning up the gushing cuntal juices until they oozed from her quim in the form of a milky foam. Lotte's hand became covered with the white lubricant as she inched the vibrating prong farther into her lover's venereal well.
"Now straddle me," Ise instructed. "I want to eat your ass while I imagine Edward fucking me. That way all three of us can be making love together. "
"I was going to suggest it myself," Lotte replied eagerly. "It iss too bad ve did not think of this while Edward was still alive. How much pleasure ve haf missed, my beauty!"
She straddled Ilse's neck and felt the maid's hands grip her hips. She let Ilse position her ass against her mouth, then went about her own business of fucking the maid's juicy cunt with the vibrator. As she slid it back and forth inside the fleshy tunnel, wriggling it against the grasping muscular walls with each inward stroke, she felt the ticklish flutter of Ilse's tongue along the surface of her ass.
Lotte drew her lover toward a climax slowly, giving the maid a chance to fully enjoy the erotic pleasures of her ass. She felt Ilse wriggle a moist finger inside her bung hole, forcing it in all the way to the second joint. She fucked Lotte's ass hole with her finger as Lotte fucked her cunt with the vibrator.
After a while Ilse removed her finger from the reamed bung hole and slid her tongue into the small orifice. She pulled Lotte's ass down hard against her mouth, burying her face inside the soft cheeks of her mistress' buttocks, and thrust at the anal tunnel with all the strength she could get from her tongue. It forged a distance of an inch perhaps inside the tight sphincter and licked the inner flesh of Lotte's ass. She used slobber from her mouth to lubricate her tongue as it delved around inside her mistress' bowel cavity, creating a sensuous heat in the vicinity of Lotte's ass hole that quickly spread to her cunt.
"Massage my clitty," Lotte said. "I vant to come at zee same time you do, my beauty!"
Ilse rubbed her fingers through her mistress' labial folds until she got the erect ditty forked between them. Then she tightened their grip on the blood flushed organ and slid them back and forth along its inflamed sides. Meanwhile, she continued to delve into Lotte's ass hole with her serpentine tongue.
Lotte felt a quick orgasm building inside her throbbing ditty and began to work over Ilse's cunt with an expert manipulation of the vibrator. Soon she felt the maid's pelvis thrustinga against the hand held penile shaft with feverish abandon, her vaginal muscles grasping at it with uncontrollable spasms. She felt Ilse's ravenous mouth gnawing at her ass hole, her fingers frantically chafing her burning ditty to a peak of erotic pain.
The two lovers came simultaneously, their cunts exploding with twin bursts of rapture. Lotte's hand was covered with white cuntal foam as she continued to stroke Ilse's gasping quim. When she felt the maid's venereal convulsions settle into the soothing wake of her orgasmic experience, she removed the vibrator and went down on Ilse with her mouth. As she did, she re-positioned her hips so that now her snatch was pressed against her lover's mouth instead of her ass.
While Lotte lapped up the white foam from Use's slit and its surrounding bush, she felt the juices being sucked out of her own pussy by the maid's oral vacuum. Ilse's appetite was ravenous when it came to eating quim or drinking venereal broth. Lotte had never seen anyone go at it so eagerly, or seem to enjoy it so much.
"You eat my cunt so good," Lotte told her later. "I could let you do it all night, I think."
Ilse was lying cuddled in her mistress' arms, her head resting in the hollow between Lotte's warm breasts. "It is only your cunt I love to eat," she said. "The thought of putting my mouth between another woman's legs is somewhat repulsive to me. It is only because I love you that I enjoy it."
"You have such strange ideas!" Lotte told her. "I know how you feel though, my pet. When Edward was still alive I vould haf been horrified at the thought of another man's cock in my pussy, or my tongue in somebody else's ass. But now I haf no such fears. One ass iss much like another, Ilse. Any man's cock gives pleasure."
"But you would not feel as you do if Edward was still alive," Ilse protested.
"Perhaps not. But vould it not haf been more pleasant if the three uf us had admitted our luf and enjoyed our bodies together vhen ve had the chance?"
Ilse thought for a moment. The implications of Lotte's words left her mind befuddled. Finally she answered: "But Edward still would have been your husband, so my love would have been incomplete. You would not want to share him with someone else all the time, and neither would I."
"I fear that you are right," Lotte admitted. "I vill share his memory vit you, but I think I vould have learned to hate you if I had to share his love vit you. Ve haf much to learn from each other, Use!"
Ilse was quiet for a moment. Then stifling back a sob she said, "But he is dead now, so we do not have to worry about it."
Lotte stroked the smooth contours of her back with the palm of her hand. She let it roam over Ilse's warm buttocks, then let her fingers drag through the cleft of her cheeks as she traced the spinal column back up to the maid's neck. Her hand paused there, massaging the back of Use's neck as she spoke.
"That iss the point, Use. Edward is dead. Vy waste your life in seclusion, avoiding other men. You vill end up a wrinkled, unhappy old woman. Or perhaps you vill try suicide, as I did. Either vay iss no good for such a beautiful sweet thing like yourself!"
"And do you not love me?" Use asked warily. Lotte had put so many ideas in her head that she did not know what to believe anymore.
"I luf you more than anything," Lotte said, squeezing her tightly. "But there are pleasures I cannot give you. And I cannot give myself to just one person any longer. That iss how I made my peace vit Edward's death. So your luf for me vill be just as incomplete as your luf for Edward."
She rolled Use onto her back and straddled her upside down, her elongated breasts hanging over the maid's face like ripe teats for milking. "Ve shall suck each other's breasts, my pet. I am only sorry I cannot offer you a pair as beautiful as your own."
Ilse giggled childishly. "If they were as big as mine, I could not get them in my mouth. I prefer your more… more dainty and feminine titties, my mistress."
Lotte giggled along with her. Their moods had brightened considerably since their conversation. Now they were like two young newly-pubescent girls experimenting with each other's bodies for the first time.
Lotte fluttered her tongue against one of Use's coppery, brightly sun polished nipples, feeling it harden noticeably as she caressed it with her butterfly licks. Soon it was the diameter of a dime and jutting almost an inch from its suntanned areole. She went down on it with her mouth and sucked the magnificent nipple as though it were a masculine genital.
Ach! If only you could lactate your milky jism into my throat, Lotte thought. Suddenly she remembered what she had told Ilse earlier-that there were many pleasures a woman's body could not offer another woman. Nevertheless, she savored the taste and aroma of her lover's erogenous flesh, which was still permeated somewhat with her rich body perfume-spiced, perhaps, with a bit of perspiration. Neither of their bodies was as freshly aromatic as when they began, but this just added to the erotic pleasure of their love making.
As Lotte suckled Ilse's breast she felt her playmate's lips tug at one of her own nipples, stretching the malleable titty into the shape of a pointed ice cream cone as she pulled it down. As she stretched this one with her mouth, Ilse simultaneously took the other nipple between her fingers and elongated it also. When they would stretch no farther and slipped from her grasp, she repeated the procedure.
Lotte's nipples tingled with excitement. They were blood-flushed and tight as knots from the continual pinching. Taking her example from Ilse, she twisted the maid's right nipple between her thumb and forefinger as she continued to suck on the other one. Soon it was almost purple from the pinching Lotte gave it and as hard as a rock, its erection even greater than that of her left nipple.
As the two women stimulated each other's carnal desires with their playful love making, Ilse became more impassioned in her manipulation of her mistress' titties. She massaged one of them with a strong, almost violent kneading action of her fingers, digging her sharp nails into Lotte's soft flesh. The other breast she chewed on hungrily, as though she could not get enough of its succulent meat between her ravenous jaws.
The pain that shot through Lotte's breasts was like an aphrodesiac. She felt it all the way down to her cunt, where it was transformed into the most desirable kind of sensuality. Her pussy drooled with the eagerness to be penetrated-to have its sanctity violated by a savagely thrusting prick.
O, Ilse! Lotte told herself. You are beautiful and sweet enough for my love, but not man enough for my desire!
"Enough!" she said, pulling her mouth away from Ilse's breast. "Fuck me vit the vibrator, Ilse! Use both of them! Fuck my cunt vit one and massage my boobies vit the other!"
They rearranged themselves on the waterbed, Lotte stretching out supine and Ilse kneeling beside her with the two vibrators. Lotte was already digging into her wet cunt with her fingers by the time the maid was ready with the humming, dildo shaped massager.
"Fuck me quick!" her mistress said, spreading the mouth of her eager pussy with her fingers. She thrust her pelvis toward the vibrator as Ilse drove it inside her slippery funnel. She and the maid thrust together as the plastic dong pumped in and out of her excited quim.
The second massager was a different type. It was designed for use on the surface of the body and had two rotating cups that pummeled the body with sensuous throbs. A strap held it securely to Ilse's hand as she rubbed it over Lotte's breasts.
"Let me do it myself," Lotte said, taking the vibrant dildo from Ilse's hand and beginning to fuck herself with it.
Anticipating her mistress' next demand, she straddled Lotte's neck with her thighs and eagerly lowered her pussy on the already open and hungry mouth. Immediately she felt tongue and lips and teeth begin to devour her golden box, sending erogenous shock waves through her excited nervous system.
It was hard to concentrate on massaging her lover's titties with such feverish activity taking place between her thighs. All she could do was press the vibrator against Lotte's bulbous fleshy mounds with both hands and grind its pulsating discs into them, nearly flattening her mistress' malleable breasts with the strength of her pressure.
Her entire body seemed like it had been sandpapered down to the quick. It was raw and alive with sensuous desire. Her legs thrashed about on the waterbed with wild abandon as she pumped the tingling vibrator into her drooling pussy. Her pelvis squirmed with feverish rapacity, its spastic inner muscles trying to devour the battery-charged dong that filled its gnawing throat with such ecstasy. Even her upper torso and shoulders writhed in rapturous delight as Ilse's massager stunned her sensuous tits with currents of electricity. Inaudible groans quaked past her vocal cords as she chewed on the maid's juicy cuntal meat with ravenous appetite.
When the fireworks finally exploded inside her pussy it was like the Fourth of July. The rockets burst in her mind, hung suspended there for long seconds in myriad kaleidoscopic formations of brilliant color, then gradually faded from sight. In a moment only the exquisite memory remained. She continued to pump the vibrator in and out of her exhausted cunt but it merely chafed dully against her numbed vaginal muscles.
Ilse's pussy was still squirming and drooling its sweet juices into Lotte's mouth, working itself toward a climax. Since her own quim was played out for the moment, her mistress extracted the vibrator from her raw pussy and touched it to Ilse's back just between the shoulder blades. The startled maid's body stiffened with surprise. Lotte felt a shudder pass through her as she raked the tingling instrument up and down the length of her spine.
After the electric finger sensitized her back with its prickly scribbling, Ilse leaned forward eagerly as her mistress sought room to insert it between her deft buttocks. She re-positioned herself on Lotte's mouth, sliding her crotch back a little so that her ass hole was unobstructed. She dropped the massager on the bed and lay down on her lover's torso, resting her head atop Lotte's pillowy thighs as her obliging mistress stroked her perineum with the humming vibrator.
Lotte sucked on the bulbous inflamed ditty as she delved into her beautiful playmate's bung hole with the seven inch tingler. Every so often she caressed Ilse's drooling labia with the electric dong to make it slippery with cuntal juice, otherwise its inch and three-quarter thickness would never penetrate the narrow sphincter. She felt her maid's teeth sink into the flesh of her inner thighs each time a shock wave shuddered through her body from the vibrator's sensuous probing.
When the ass hole was reamed large enough, the plastic tingler slid in and out with ease. Ilse's buttocks were constricted into tight muscular knots and she continued to chew on Lotte's fleshy thighs as the vibrator electrified her bowel cavity. Her mistress drove the prickly dong into her ass with a quickening tempo as Ilse's gasping cuntal slit foretold of the coming orgasm.
The clitty Lotte sucked was like a hot pearl. It seared her lips and tongue. She drove the vibrator into Ilse's ass with a knife-like thrust as she felt the maid's body stiffen with orgasmic rigidity. Again and again she slashed into a maid's beautiful ass with the penile tingler, and each time she felt Ilse's jerk with a spasm of erotic pain. She sucked and tugged on the inflamed ditty, her face awash with the cuntal juice that spurted from her lover's gasping pussy with each venereal contraction.
"Ooooo!… Yahrrggrrrr!" Ilse cried, biting into her mistress' vulnerable thigh until Lotte cried out with delirious pain herself.
"So wonderful!" Ilse said, limp with exhaustion. She was sprawled out on the waterbed, legs splayed and arms askew. "I did not know sex could be so exciting!"
"You should do it vit somebody else," Lotte told her, still hoping to broaden her sexual horizon. "Others can treat you to experiences much different from mine. There iss great pleasure in variety, my sweet!"
"Perhaps I shall try," Ilse replied thoughtfully, more in answer to her own inner thoughts than to Lotte's comments. As she mused among silent daydreams, her fingers languidly and unconsciously stroked her pussy, as though it were a small fluffy kitten curled up between her thighs.
"I haf an idea!" Lotte said excitedly. "Ve shall haf a party! I vill invite my friends and gif everybody a present!"
"A present?" Use asked, puzzled.
"Yes, my beauty." Lotte grinned slyly. "You shall be zee present I vill give to them-and they vill be zee present I shall give to you!"
Ilse looked at her warily. The idea still frightened her, but she found herself drawn to it with a growing excitement. "And what will your present be?" she asked finally.
"Ach, my sweet pussy," Lotte cried. "My present iss in zee giving. Vat I gif, I shall receive!"



Chapter 7


Sunday-Carnival Day. Everyone was in high spirits. The music was loud and raunchy and was supplemented by the tinkle of laughter and the constant buzz of happy conversation. Wine and liquor and champagne flowed in abundance from the cabinets of Lotte's fabulously stocked wet bar. All of her guests' clothing had been eagerly discarded upon arrival and appropriately hung in the closet.
This was the first time Lotte had congregated her harem and she was pleased that all of them got along so well together. Only Jung-Jung with his oriental in scrutiny and his infuriating manners-preferred to remain aloof. He sat in a corner with his pad and pen, feverishly taking notes on everything that was said and took place. He did bring his leather packet of pins however, Lotte noticed with wry amusement.
The other men conversed with each other excitedly and expressed open fascination for each other's bodies. This was the first time any of them had seen other naked males "in the flesh," so to speak, except in locker room situations where one was likely to get punched in the nose for commenting, jocularly or otherwise, on another man's genital area. Never had they been able to examine and discuss and touch men's "private" parts with such lack of fear or derision.
"You know I've never seen anything so extraordinary!" Norman said, unable to take his eyes off Paul's semi-erected eight inches of skinny cock. "You say it grows to eleven inches?"
"Yeah, he's a real monster all right," Paul said. "It used to scare the hell out of me when I was in high school, 'cause I thought it never was going to stop growin'. But then when I reached my full height in my senior year he got up to eleven inches and just sort of hung in there ever since."
"Is that leben inches all the time?" Newberry asked with a chuckle. "Or jus' when Lotte hums it?"
"I think Lotte could make it grow another inch or two sure 'nough. Specially when she starts squeezing it with those ass muscles of hers. But the old boy's always good for eleven inches at least."
Norman studied it while he sipped his drink. Finally he blurted out, "You don't mind if I just touch it, do you?"
"Hell no. You can even suck it if you want to. Course you're not as good lookin' as Lotte"-he winked at his hostess, who was seated on a stool behind the bar acting as bartender for the evening and listening to the conversation with rapt amusement-"but the old boy ain't proud."
Norman rubbed his fingers along the shaft of the cock, feeling it wriggle and lift its head.
"He's awful polite, you'll notice," Paul said. "He always stands up when he shakes hands."
In a few moments the slender reed had erected to its full eleven inches. Norman could feel the warm blood pulsing through it.
"Amazing!" he said. "It's hard as steel. Doesn't it hurt when it gets that hard and starts throbbing?"
"It sure does," Paul agreed. "It hurts right now, in fact. I'm going to have to jerk it off, unless someone wants to do it for me."
"How bouts Lotte doin' it," Newberry suggested. "Then while she's doin' that me 'n Norm'll get ars to hurtin' too!"
"Splendid idea!" Norman seconded. "I can feel the pain coming on already!"
Indeed, both men's cocks, had begun to rouse from their lethargy with this dramatic turn of the conversation.
"Ach, I must do everything!" Lotte said with mock disgust. "It iss my party and I prefer to be entertained by my guests. Vhy don't the three of you suck each other off and I vill vatch? You are not afraid, are you?"
"My dear, you have now made it impossible for us to refuse," Norman said. "Okay guys, let's gather our stools around."
Taking Norman's lead they scooted their stools closer together so that they were in a tight little threesome, then Norman-trying to be diplomatic in case Paul might have an racial aversion to black meat-leaned down into Newberry's lap and took the fleshy cock in his mouth. Newberry followed his example and began to suck on Paul's long spike. Finally the basketball player took Norman's six inches of throbbing prick between his teeth.
The men seemed to take to their roles as cocksuckers. Of course Norman had been sucking his since puberty, so the only thing new to him was the fact that he had a new one to suck for a change. Newberry, on the other hand, was a different story. Before meeting Lotte he would have committed murder before submitting himself to the humiliation of giving anyone a blow-job. But Lotte had tamed him with love and taught him that masculinity is a biological gender, not a state of macho mentality. Now he sucked Paul's prick with as much gusto and lack of inhibition as Norman sucked his own.
Lotte could not watch sexual activity of any kind without her cuntal juices starting to flow. She began to finger massage the inside of her pussy, stirring them up even more. She seriously considered shafting herself with the neck of a champagne bottle, something she had never done before. (Not that it had never occurred to her, only that it had never been necessary.) But seeing how much pleasure the men were taking in going down on each other, she became anxious to join in on the fun.
"Let me know who iss coming first," she said. "I vant to eat your cream pudding. Just a show of hands vhen you are ready, please. You need not stop sucking on my account!"
A moment later Norman's hand shot up.
"He's all yours," Paul said, lifting his head and licking his lips. "You better hurry, though. She's about to blow!"
Lotte no sooner clamped her mouth around Norman's prick than she felt the first warm splash of mucus against her palate. Half a dozen salvos of bitter-sweet jism slushed down her throat before it stopped coming. She milked the quickly shriveling cock with her hand, squeezing the last drops onto her tongue, lapped them into her mouth, and raised her head just in time to see Newberry's hand fly up and start waving.
Norman quickly disengaged himself from his black friend's thick pound of flesh and Lotte went down on him with her voracious appetite. She held his throbbing prick tightly in her hands as his milky lubricant began to pour into her mouth in a steady stream of liquid heat. His did not spurt in clots as Norman's had. It flowed like syrup, filling Lotte's mouth with its acidy nectar. There was a taste of fermentation about Newberry's jism, as though it had come from the same vat as the whiskey he drank.
No sooner had Lotte lapped up the last of Newberry's milky brew than Paul said, "You better get on me fast, Miss Lotte. I'm bringin' in a gusher right now!"
She lunged for Paul's long penile tube too late. The first glob of sticky mucus splattered against her cheek. But she had her mouth over the nozzle by the time the second glob came spurting out. It took so long for the lubricant to make its way up his eleven inch shaft that there was a second or more between each gushing clot.
Lotte milked him dry with her hands, and when her tongue had flicked up the last watery drop of semen from his pee hole Norman handed her a glass of scotch and said, "Better take this chaser. All that masculine superiority you just drank is liable to go to your head. "
"Next time I vill leave all zee masculinity to you gentlemen. I am full up to here vit it." And she tapped her throat with her finger.
"What's the young fellow over there doing?" Norman asked, indicating Jung with a nod of the head.
"Look like he be writin' a book," Newberry said.
Lotte took a large swallow of the scotch and had to let her throat stop burning before replying. But at least the strong liquor killed the taste of jism in her mouth. She had never ingested it in such a quantity before, and didn't realize how acrid it was in large doses.
"Jung iss a psychology student at zee university," she said finally. "Perhaps you haf seen him, Herr Norman."
"There are twenty-seven thousand students on campus, my dear. Besides, I teach philosophy and not psychology. I am afraid your Jung is just part of the great unknown masses."
Lotte giggled. "He thinks ve are all crazy for enjoying sex. He has been trying to cure me for some time now. I am afraid he has not succeeded too good."
"Joining the madness is a strange way to affect a cure. Does he always strip down naked when treating you?"
"Always," Lotte said and everyone laughed.
"Do you think it would hurt his feelings if I asked to suck him off?" Norman asked.
"Zee only way to hurt his feelings is to take avay his notebook," Lotte said. "But leave him alone. He iss a gut boy. He vill join us vhen zee time is right."
"That sounds like you got somepin planned," Newberry said.
"Yeah," Paul chimed in. "What other parlor games have you got up your sleeve?"
Lotte looked down at her naked arms. "I haf no sleeve, mein Herr. I left zem in zee closet."
"So what's up your cunt then?" Paul amended. "You didn't just invite us here for the drinks and conversation. I know you better than that, Miss Lotte."
Lotte grinned slyly. "I haf a present for everyone. But that iss for later. Right now I am at your disposal. You may put anything up my cunt that you like."
"How bout eleven inches worth of cock?" Paul asked.
Lotte grinned and shrugged.
"And how about six good inches up your ass?" Norman suggested.
"'N hows about eight inches to chew on?" Newberry added.
"I am at your service," Lotte said. "Shall ve begin?"
"I've got a better idea," Paul said, his face beaming with his own ingenuity. "Why don't we play round robin? Everybody change positions after a few minutes?"
"Wonderful idea!" Norman agreed. "A very democratic proposition, my friend. That way no one is cheated."
"Don't talk politics," Newberry grumbled. "Jus' git on with it!"
Indeed, they were all eager to "git on with it." Paul got on the bottom. His prick was semi-flaccid by now, but that still left him with a good eight inches for Lotte to mount. She straddled his hips with her thighs and pressed her moist slit down over the head of slender dong.
"Now stick it in my ass," Lotte directed.
Norman was behind her on his knees. He reached between her thighs and wriggled his fingers inside her cunt, juicing them up with her vaginal lubricant. "I just want to slick down my cock so it will go in easier," he said, rubbing his prick with his slippery fingers. Finally he guided it to her brown ass hole, grabbed her hips with his hands and leaned into her buttocks, exerting a steady pressure with his pelvis. He felt the head of his prick force back the elastic sphincter and slip inside.
With Norman's dong securely imbedded in her ass, Lotte lowered herself down onto Paul's prick. She had to lean over his chest, supporting her weight on her hands. There was an incredible tightness in her crotch with the two cocks filling her twin holes, separated only by a thin tissue of muscle. She was anxious to begin the fucking and told Newberry: "Now my friend, put your big black cock in my mouth!"
"Riiiigh t on!" Newberry said, dropping to his knees and straddling Paul's neck. He held out his limp cock for Lotte, then released it when she got her mouth around it. She began to chew the soft meat of his black sausage and this signaled the others to begin. Paul arched his back and thrust his hips against Lotte's crotch, driving his narrow spike seven or eight inches into her wet quim. Then Norman started pumping his cock into her bowels.
Lotte felt her scalp prickle with heat and perspiration seemed to bead on her forehead as the two men pounded their nails into her excited body. It was exhilarating to feel both cocks hammering away at the thin membrane separating her bowels and vagina. She chewed on Newberry's cock with rapacious energy, feeling it stiffen and thicken in her mouth.
Using his own initiative, Newberry grabbed Lotte's flopping titties in his hands and began to massage them. He kneaded them with his strong fingers for a while, then pinched and twisted her nipples. She liked to play the game rough, so he knew she wouldn't mind.
"Say, buddy," Norman said between grunts as he thrust his hips against Lotte's cunt with a steady rhythm, "since you got your ass in my face anyway, how would you like to get it licked?"
"Long as you use your tongue 'n don't try it with you fists," the black man quipped.
"Just lower it a little bit so I can get to it."
Newberry lowered his black cheeks until he was almost sitting on Norman's mouth. Then he felt the white man's tongue begin to stroke the narrow slit between his large cheeks.
"All right, all right!" Newberry said.
After a few minutes Norman said, "If we are going to round robin I think we should do it now, before someone shoots his wad and spoils things."
"Okay with me," Newberry answered. "Ahm ready to take a crack at Miss Lotte's ass."
Lotte pulled her mouth away from the black man s throbbing prick. "Do it quick," she said. "It iss so vunderbar I do not vant to lose zee feeling!"
Everyone extricated their instruments and this time Newberry got on the bottom. Lotte straddled him, waited for Norman to slip his well-oiled piston inside her anal shaft, then lowered her juicy quim onto Newberry's fat sausage. Norman straddled the black man's neck, offered Lotte his prick and lowered his ass against the Negro's muscular tongue.
Lotte's tight ass had dried out Norman's cock and she had to juice it up with her saliva before her lips would slide along his shaft. It gave off a slight fecal odor, but she could not taste anything on it. Norman massaged her breasts and closed his eyes as he savored Newberry's moist, warm tongue slither along his perineum. Being tongued at one end and sucked at the other was like being in a sensual heaven.
Newberry's large cock and Paul's long reed banging her simultaneously set off rockets inside Lotte's cunt. She climaxed almost immediately. Her entire body quivered from the sensual fireworks. Even as the sparks faded away she could feel the next orgasm building and could hardly wait for the coming explosion.
"I think it's time to change," Paul said before long. "I feel the floodgates startin' to open!"
They changed positions again, this time Norman getting on the bottom. Newberry took up his position behind Lotte, one hand on her hip as he guided his thick cock to its destination with his other hand. He would have had difficulty getting it through her tight bung hole if Paul and Norman had not teamed it so well already. But the sphincter was loose and his cock was well juiced with her cuntal lubricant and it slipped inside with little trouble.
As Lotte chewed on the nozzle of Norman's long hose she caught a glimpse of Jung from the comer of her eye. He was leaning forward in his chair, watching the proceedings with rapt attention, the pad and pen in his hand completely forgotten. His face was filled with wan desire.
"Come and join us, Herr Jung," Lotte said. "There iss no better way to research your subject."
"Do as Romans do and you learn about Romans," Norman added.
Jung was hurrying across the room even as he made his explanations. His cock was already an inflamed iron rod.
"I don't ordinarily do this," Jung said, nervously adjusting his glasses. "But I suppose it will be good material for my treatise."
"Heavens, yes!" Norman teased. "It's also good exercise. And you know what Socrates said: A healthy mind and healthy body go hand in hand!"
The professorial sententiousness out of the way, Lotte directed her student to mount Newberry from the rear and fuck his ass as he was fucking hers. With everyone finally in position the melange of bodies looked something like this: Paul was on bottom fucking Lotte's cunt, Jung was on his knees against Newberry's buttocks, Newberry was doggie style against Lotte's ass, Lotte was straddling Paul's hips with his prick up her ass and Norman's cock in her mouth, and Norman was straddling Paul's neck on. his knees with the basketball player's tongue in his ass and the hot little German fraulein's teeth gnawing at his prick while he massaged her tits with his hands.
Lotte had already undergone three orgasms and her body was tiring. It was becoming harder to support herself on her arms, which she had to do in order to suck Norman's cock. When she felt the next orgasm building inside her cunt she released the throbbing dong she was chewing and said with breathless effort: "Norman vill count to thirty and ve shall all come together. Okay?"
The pace of everyone's fucking speeded up as Norman began to count. Each person had to judge how close to a climax he was and time his thrusts so they would speed up or prolong ejaculation until the count reached thirty.
Lotte's problem was two-fold. She had to restrain her own orgasm until the proper moment and try to work up a simultaneous climax in Norman. She did not worry, however. Since Norman was doing the counting he was in better control of his orgasm than anyone.
The activity among the conglomerate of bodies was feverish. Paul was thrusting a good nine inches of his slender prick into Lotte's juiced-up cunt. Her vaginal contractions grabbed his long rod and squeezed it like the wringer of an old style washing machine. Newberry was ramming his meaty cock up her ass so hard that his thighs slapped her buttocks with each thrust. His and Paul's prick seemed to bang their heads together inside Lotte's Siamese cavities with each pelvic lunge. The cries of sensuous pain echoed through every nerve of her body.
"… twenty-eight… twenty-nine… THIRTY!"
As Norman counted off the last seconds Lotte felt an eruption of hot lava fill her bowels. Her ass tightened around the inflamed puddle as though to smother it with her asbestos muscles and keep it from spreading. But immediately a second eruption spurted the liquid heat against the sensitive walls of her cunt. She felt as though her insides were burning up. The exquisite pain licked at her nerves like tongues of fire.
When the hot jism from Norman's throbbing cock splattered against the back of her throat it sent her into a frenzy of orgasmic ecstasy. It was the most sustained excitation of her nervous system that she had ever experienced. When she collapsed onto Paul's chest, emotionally and physically exhausted, she lay there for a long time before her senses returned to normal.
Newberry and Norman were already sitting at the bar sipping drinks when Lotte began to rouse from the aftermath of her orgasmic experience. Even Jung had found it necessary to refresh himself with a gin and 7-Up. Paul on the other hand was very content to lie beneath Lotte and cuddle her in his arms, his flaccid prick still curled up a good six inches inside her warm pussy.
"Are you two going to cuddle each other for the rest of the evening?" Norman called out from the bar. "What about that present you have for us, old girl?"
So it iss time for Ilse, Lotte told herself with a dreamy smile. I am anxious for this myself!

*****

"Since everyone iss like anxious children at a birthday party, I vill haf your present brought in," Lotte told them. "I think you vill enjoy it very much, my friends!"
She rang the maid's bell and soon from the bedroom chambers Sanchez appeared escorting Ilse on his arm. Despite the obvious nervousness in her face and her tight grip on her escort's arm, she was the loveliest creature imaginable. There was nothing but rapt stares of disbelief from the assembled men.
Ilse was dressed in a silver translucent nightgown that seemed to shimmer with light as she walked. Her long, sun-drenched golden hair draped the sides of her face and flowed over her shoulders and down the front of her body like sensuous waterfalls. Her swells of copper breast were only partially and tantalizingly concealed behind the veil of gold and silver threads. Her ruby nipples glowed like the eyes of a pagan idol.
Indeed, she had the beauty and allure of a classic Greek Goddess. But the Venus di Milo or Botticelli's Venus Rising from the Sea were inadequate comparisons to the flesh and blood beauty of Ilse's ideal body. The fluffy tuft of golden threads that crowned her vulva and the creamy texture of her copper thighs were the incarnate dream of every man's desire.
Lotte allowed the stunned silence to endure for some time before finally announcing: "Gentlemen, I present you vit Ilse!"
She did not have to add The loveliest creature in the world because it was too obvious. The words would have been an unnecessary redundancy to what vision had already acknowledged.
"I will return to the kitchen and finish preparing supper," Sanchez said. He kissed Ilse on the cheek and left the room.
"Relax, my beauty!" Lotte said, going over to the maid and taking her warm, trembling hand. "We are all friends here. These men haf been my lovers for many veeks, as you know. In a moment they vill be your lovers too. You vill be as fond uf them as I am, Ilse!"
"I must say!" Norman responded. "You certainly have a taste for gifts, Miss Lotte!"
This was the first time he had called her "Miss" Lotte, apparently having picked up the appellative from Paul. It flattered her and she hoped the men would continue using it.
"Zee gift iss double," she told them. "You are also my gift to Ilse. She iss-Iet us say-a semicvirgin, having given herself only to one male lover. It was someone she luffed very much. But he iss gone and now she vishes to share her beauty vit others. Whom shall ve let un ress you, my dear?"
Ilse bit her lower lip as she gazed around at the eager faces. All of them were anxious merely to touch her fleshy beauty, not to mention ravish it. The desires showed so obviously in their expressions that they frightened Ilse and she told her mistress: "Perhaps you could do it yourself, madam."
Lotte laughed. "Of course, my beauty. It vill be my pleasure to unveil your magnificent body for my gutt friends!"
She slipped her hands under the maid's silky golden threads and spread the hair back over her shoulders so that all of it now hung down her back. This left her breasts more voluptuously visible beneath the gossamer material of her nightgown. She kissed Ilse on the cheek to reassure and calm her, then unloosened the sash around the waist of her gown. Four sets of eyes were fixed on the slow, deliberate movement of Lotte's hands as she pulled one of the shoulders of the loose gown down below Ilse's left breast, exposing its naked flesh to everyone's view.
"Now to whom do ve make a gift of this magnificent tiny?" Lotte asked, looking the men over. lung was so nervous with excitement that she could not help but give him the first touch of Ilse's body.
"Come, Her: lung. You may haf this gift. Come and caress Ilse's lufly titty vit your mouth!"
The young student's steps toward the gilt offering were tentative, as though he was fighting the instinct to run. But her beauty drew him slowly, steadily, like a magnet. His forehead was beaded with perspiration as he lowered his parched lips to Ilse's ruby nipple. Her body was bathed in such exotic perfume that its fragrance made him dizzy. He caressed her stiff nipple with his dry tongue, feeling it scrape against her sensitive flesh and send an icy shiver through her tense body.
Jung put his hands around the warm coppery breast and began to suckle the nipple, finally drawing the saliva from their glands with his oral suction and waxing lise's fleshy jewel with it. He sucked and chewed her erected nipple with increasing voraciousness, tasting the sumptuous perfume she had bathed in as it intermingled with his saliva-inhaling the juicy bouquet into his throat with the same effect as a pinch of cocaine.
Lotte pulled the gown down around Ilse's waist, exposing the twin of her voluptuous be-jeweled coppery breast. "And to whom shall ve gif this lufly titty?" she asked.
"I ain't partikler or greedy," Newberry said. "Paul here can have it!"
The men laughed. They knew Ilse could only be divided into two more parts, and each was voluptuously attractive. They could afford to be generous. And besides, it was exciting for the men to watch each other make love to the beautiful flesh goddess, envisioning themselves in their place and knowing that soon they would be. It titillated their desire to a fever pitch.
Paul laved Ilse's breast with saliva. He licked the entire bulbous mound until it glistened with his slick mucus. Then he began to chew on it with his teeth. He did not bite into her flesh hard enough to leave a mark-that would have been sacrilegious at this stage of the devotional-just hard enough to satisfy his carnal lust for the flesh idol. He saved her ruby nipple for last, feeling a spasm of excitement shoot through his nerves as Ilse responded to his chafing by pressing her breast harder against his mouth. He scraped his teeth along the full inch length of her blood-flushed digit, giving it a twist at the end that Ilse could feel all the way down to her excited pussy.
The maid stood with her legs spread, head lolling from side to side, her eyes closed and a dreamy smile playing about her lips as the two men continued to suckle her breasts. Meanwhile, Lotte pulled her gown the rest of the way down her body and let it drop in a pile around her feet.
"Now you may haf your pick," she told the two remaining men. She knew there would be no quarrel, since Norman preferred asses over any other part of the body and Newberry would rather eat Ilse's pussy.
Indeed, they took their respective places just as Lotte knew they would, and in a moment four mouths were sucking at the maid's luscious body like voracious leeches. Newberry went after the throat of her cunt with no preliminaries, no niceties of foreplay. He dropped to his knees, pressed his mouth to her slit and began to devour it with teeth and lips and tongue. Norman, on the other hand, took a slow and sensual approach to Ilse's ass, first licking every inch of her creamy-smooth buttocks and then butterfly flicking her perfumed crack as he kneaded her soft cheeks with his hands.
Lotte allowed the four men and their flesh goddess a few minutes more of their sensual delight before calling the initiation rites to a temporary conclusion. She knew Ilse was tired of standing, and no amount of erotic suckling would prevent her from collapsing with fatigue.
Finally she said, "Enough. Zee poor girl iss tired of standing. Let us finish on zee vaterbed!"
The men led Ilse into the bedroom, chatting casual conversation with her along the way:
– You are extraordinarily beautiful, my dear. Where has Miss Lotte been hiding you away?
– That is definately the best tastin' pussy I ever did sink my mouf into!
– You wouldn't want to go to the basketball game tomorrow night, would you? Get a chance to see the All-Star center in action?
– I am so flattered. You are just as nice as my mistress said.
– Beauty always tames the savage beast, my dear. You see before you a quartet of drooling, idolatrous pussycats.
When she was lying on the bed, legs splayed and the mouth of her golden cunt smeared with white foam, her ample mounds of breast rising and falling in quick succession from her excited breathing as she awaited the next act of her initiation ceremony, Lotte asked her, "Now what vould you like, my pet? Zee gentlemen vill do anything you desire? "
"I vant them to eat my pussy," Ilse said with a bashful smile, not even pausing to think. "And I will suck their cocks at the same time."
Lotte laughed. "The wounds uf your lost love are healing very quickly, my beauty!"
Paul was the first to get between her legs. He pressed her thighs up against her breasts and buried his mouth in her juicy slit. He lapped the white foam into his mouth and reamed her cunt with his tongue, sliding it along the inner walls of her vulva as far as it would reach.
While he was doing this, Newberry straddled her neck and dangled his scrotum above her mouth. She reached out with her pink tongue and tentatively licked it, unsure of what taste to expect from the Negro's tight black sack. When she discovered that it tasted no different than white flesh she began to stroke it more voluptuously. She laved it with her saliva and tried to get her mouth around it, but it was too large. She had to settle for sucking one ball at a time.
Finally Newberry scooted farther down so she could reach his cock with her mouth. She stroked the shaft with her tongue for a moment, then took his fleshy chocolate knob between her lips and began to massage it. She was acutely aware of Paul's mouth delving around in her cunt as she sucked Newberry off. His tongue was like a Fourth of July sparkler. Its flashes of heat lit up every nerve in her body. Each time her venereal muscles contracted she grasped Newberry's prick even tighter with her oral vice.
Ilse's orgasm came first. Her writhing thighs broke from Paul's grip and she tightened them around his neck, pressing his mouth into her hot quim as it coughed up cuntal juices with each vaginal spasm. She chewed on Newberry's thick cock with all the fury of her orgasm, sending the seminal fluid gushing up his shaft. It flowed into her mouth in such volume that she almost gagged on it. She pulled the prick out of her mouth and swallowed quickly a couple of times as the remainder of the black man's hot jism poured out onto her cheek and neck.
Jung scurried after a wash rag to clean away the sticky lubricant before he mounted her himself. Ilse grabbed his cock and thrust it into her mouth even before he got himself situated properly. She was gnawing on it hungrily by the time Norman started nuzzling her wet bush with his face. She was primed for an orgy by now. All the apprehension and nervousness she had felt earlier was gone. Her hips writhed in feverish abandon. She thrust her excited pussy against Norman's grasping mouth, grinding her clitty and labia into his teeth. And all the while she sucked and chewed Jung's throbbing prick, digging her long fingernails into his buttocks until he gasped with pain.
Her orgasm was much more ferocious than the first. Norman chewed her inflamed clitty to the quick as she encouraged him with her pelvic thrusts, never giving him a chance to let up. The throbbing pain in her cunt was excruciating. It was almost unbearable. Her body pitched around on the waterbed as though she was lying in a bed of hot coals. Jagged groans broke from her throat and her teeth clamped down on Jung's prick, cutting off his flow of jism and making him yelp with pain for the second time. When Ilse's grip finally loosened, the student's milky come splattered into her mouth and was swallowed with eager gulps.
When it was over with and they disengaged themselves, Jung was so moved by the experience that he quickly kissed the young beauty on her sticky lips.
"I think our bashful student has found luf," Lotte remarked. Jung's face paled with embarrassment. He removed his glasses and went to the bathroom to de-fog them with a piece of tissue.
"How bout you joinin' the fun," Newberry said to Lotte.
"Yes," Norman chimed in. "Let's give the poor girl a break. Four-on-one is a little bit hard to take after a while."
Lotte shrugged. "It iss Ilse's party. I vill do anything she vants."
Ilse smiled brightly from where she lay on the waterbed. "I would love to have my mistress join us. I have never had so much fun in my life!"
"I vill join you," Lotte said. "But first I vant Jung to perform his specialty. He seems very fond uf you, my beauty. It should be quite thrilling!"
"I am eager," Ilse replied, glancing at Jung with a shy smile.
This was enough to send the student scurrying after his leather needle packet. He was back in a moment and seated beside Ilse on the edge of the waterbed, spreading the cloth panels.
"I haf a better idea," Lotte said. "Let us leave Ilse and Jung alone for zee time being and zee rest of us vill make luf together!"
Jung's infatuation with Ilse and her fondness for his shy countenance were so obvious that everyone agreed to Lotte's suggestion and they went down on the carpet with her at the far end of the bedroom.
"You needn't be afraid," Jung said. "This doesn't hurt as much as a penicillin shot in the buttocks. Lotte finds it quite exhilarating, in fact."
"I know. She has told me," the maid answered. "I can hardly wait!"
"I do not usually get between Lotte's legs when I use the needles on her. But in this case… if you don't mind… "
Ilse's face blushed. She gave him a shy smile and said, "Perhaps… perhaps it would even be more exciting if you put your cock in me while you do it. "
"Good idea!" Jung said excitedly.
His prick was already erected, its muscles stretched hard and tight as it throbbed with a small pain, anxious for the release of an ejaculation. He got on top of Ilse and felt her body jerk with a sharp spasm as he entered her. She put her arms around him and squeezed him to her breasts. "It is all right," she said. "My clitty is still a little sore. That is all."
"You know, we don't have to do this," the young student said. "If you just want to fuck, it's all right with me."
"No!" Ilse protested, wriggling her hips and exciting his cock as she tightened her arms around him. "I want to. Do it to me now. I can hardly wait!"
Jung raised up and straddled her hips, his cock still embedded in her warm cunt. He took the first needle from its sheath and rubbed the underside of her left breast with his thumb.
"Does it feel numb?" he asked.
Ilse nodded, somewhat apprehensively.
Quickly, so she would have less time to become afraid, Jung drove the needle into her magnificent titty. Her body jerked, more from surprise than pain, and he felt the muscles in her pussy tighten around his cock. He grabbed her breasts in his hands and massaged them as he pumped his prick into her drooling quim.
"Arrgghh," Ilse groaned, thrusting back at him with her pelvis as he fucked her.
Following this procedure, the love-struck student inserted three needles about a quarter of an inch deep into each breast. He was perspiring heavily when it was over and even Ilse's neck and breasts glistened with dewy sweat. She smiled at him and reached out with her hand to caress his cheek.
"My mistress was right," she said through her heavy breathing, her luscious coppery mounds rising and falling sharply. "You are truly a master with needles, Herr Jung!"
"My name is John," he said with a quick grin as he began to massage her breasts. "Maybe you would like to go to a movie tomorrow night. I know where an old German classic with Peter Lorre is playing."
"I would love to," Ilse said. "I do not speak German, but I presume it has sub-titles."
"Of course. And I don't speak Chinese either, by the way!"
He stretched out on top of her again and they began to fuck. She held him tightly in her arms. With his chest pressed hard against her titties, each time he drove his prick deep inside her grasping pussy he also pushed the needles deeper into the muscular walls of her breasts. The simultaneous penetrations of her three most sensitive erogenous areas excited her to the point of delirium. The pain she felt was nothing compared to the ecstasy it produced.
They were already primed for an orgasm when they began fucking, so it was not long in coming. Ilse's strong, quick venereal contraction milked the fluid from Jung's prick and the two lovers shot off virtually simultaneously. They clung to each other even as the ecstasy ebbed, grinding their hips together in an effort to prolong the moment of ultimate intimacy when two bodies had suddenly become one.
"Parting is such sweet sorrow," Jung quoted as they finally extricated themselves from their fond embrace and he slipped his limp cock out of her loose vagina.
"In a little while perhaps we can fuck again," Ilse said. "I think I want to spend the whole night fucking!"
Jung thought he did too. He removed the needles from her breasts and put them away in his leather packet.
Lotte and the other three men were joined together on the carpet at the other end of the bedroom. She was sandwiched between Newberry and Norman, who were banging away at her ass and cunt, while she sucked on the first few inches of Paul's long stick. He was lying perpendicular to the other three, like the crossbar of a T.
It was several minutes before they disengaged themselves and noticed Ilse and her young lover sitting in the middle of the waterbed with their arms around each other, watching them.
"You are ready to join us now?" Lotte asked with a bright smile.
Jung looked at Ilse and whispered: "What about it?"
Ilse studied the question for a moment, then whispered back with quiet seriousness: "You will let me suck the jism from Newberry's big black prick? And fuck with Norman's? And take Paul's in my ass?"
Jung grinned and pulled her tighter against him. "As long as you will let me stick pins in Lotte's titties. And fuck her cunt. And eat her ass," he whispered in return, equally serious beneath his external smile. "And as long as we are still going to the movies tomorrow night."
"Of course," Ilse said with a wise smile. "The one thing has nothing to do with the other, does it?"
"Vunderbar!" Lotte cried with delight as the two young lovers took their places among the group. She took Ilse's cheeks gently between her palms and kissed her on the lips. "I luf you so much, my beauty," she said. "And you too, Herr Jung. All uf you. Now let us all luf each other again before Sanchez calls us to dinner!
"There iss no telling what delightful surprise he has prepared for us," she said with a sly grin.
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