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CHAPTER ONE


A cool breeze cut shyly through the hot midmorning overcast of Los Angeles smog and gently bristled through the bamboo curtain shading the half-open window of the shabby beach cottage. The girl sprawled lazily on her stomach over the bedcovers absently sipping away at a mug of lukewarm coffee and puffing at the short butt of the filtered cigarette.
She stared through the bamboo slits with mild disinterest, observing the passing scene of summer people, brightly clad in scant bikinis and straw bonnets, making their way to the sandy beach area, a few blocks down the street. Already the hot sun had warmed the asphalt to such a degree that they delicately quickened their steps against the tickling heat and rapidly made their way down to the soft sand in brisk paces.
She reached over to the bedstand and placed the half-empty mug on the scarred wood, not bothering to place a protective covering under it, then turned over on her back and propped her hands beneath her head. Stretching her firm youthful legs to their fullest length, she glanced down at her softly tanned body, now bursting forth from the flimsy silken material of her robe. The creamy spheres of her upraised breasts contrasted in stark whiteness against the tanned flesh surrounding them, accentuating their full voluptuousness with seductive appeal. She ran her long tapered fingers over the curve of her small waist and onto the full expanse of her generously full thighs, pleased with the beauty of her body, and at the same time frustrated that she had not yet been able to acquire a modeling job to prove her talent.
Not wanting the familiar depression to take hold of her, she got up quickly from the bed and made her way into the small bathroom, turning on the cold water to its fullest pressure and splashing it freely over her hot face and throat. She loaded her toothbrush with a mint-flavored paste and brushed vigorously at the small, even white teeth beneath her bud-shaped lips, trying to get rid of the bitter aftertaste the coffee had left in her mouth. Just over the sink, a paneled mirror reflected the tired look in her eyes and the expression of sheer misery on her face. She had never felt so frustrated before in her life. When she had made the final decision to leave home, and the restrictions her parents had placed on her, she had been sure that her youthful beauty would guarantee her swift success in the modeling world of Hollywood. If it had not been for her savings, now almost gone, and her roommate Jennifer's generosity, she would have been forced to return home months ago.
Patricia wrinkled her nose and dabbed her mouth with Kleenex, thinking that she was indeed lucky to have met Jennifer when she did and that there was still time to break into the modeling scene if she applied a concentrated effort with the more popular agencies in downtown Hollywood.
How right her friends had been when they had cautioned her about beauty being a commodity that Hollywood maintained a cold indifference to, it being there in such abundance that she was able to walk down the street at Hollywood and Vine, scarcely attracting a second glance from the passersby. She leaned against the sink and, making a determined effort to get dressed, went back to the bedroom and gathered together the ensemble of clothing and portfolio of pictures that she would need for the day of canvassing the local agencies.
Her thoughts traveled back to the time when she had first met Jennifer. Funny, she thought, she had met Jennifer many times before, reading magazine stories about hippies, in the movies, and in novels. But until a few weeks ago, she had never come face to face with a swinging hipster – a casual, completely free girl who lived only for today. A girl who smoked marijuana, slept with whom she liked, gave herself without guilt, completely sexually free from inhibitions.
The refreshing change from her own dull life into Jennifer's world had been just the tonic she had been looking for. Everything had been exciting and stimulating, exactly as she had imagined it would be. The intellectual discussions on every subject under the sun – ranging from psychology to sex and art which went on until dawn with the all-pervading air of freedom, to say or do whatever you wanted to without criticism or admonishments.
All of this was such a contrast to her life back home on the San Francisco peninsula, where everything seemed mild and boring by comparison. And her parents, though she realized they loved her deeply, always maintained strict limitations on her life and could not seem to understand that, for her own happiness, she would have to make her own way without their help.
All through high school, she had dreamed of her day of freedom, never considering going to college for she found textbooks uninteresting and dry. Of course, the football games and proms were a lot of fun, but still the years dragged by in unendurable slowness. After a lot of coaxing, her parents finally allowed her to attend modeling school where she had learned the basic application of makeup and posing, which was so critical for a successful modeling career. When she had completed the course, last fall, she took her savings and went straight to Los Angeles, where the cost of living was a lot lower, the salaries higher, and most important of all, her opportunities for a modeling career, much greater.
Patricia walked over to the dressing mirror attached to the back of the closet door, and pensively studied her reflection in the full-length mirror. She slowly removed the silk polka-dotted robe and critically let her eyes travel up and down her figure, running her hands over her luscious curves and studying the picture of herself as searchingly and objectively as she could.
Her long golden hair fell loosely around the nape of her neck and curled softly at the top of her shoulder blades. The summer of sunning and swimming had naturally lightened her tresses and accentuated the softly tanned skin on her face and body. Large hazel eyes, speckled with green, looked out sullenly through a dark thick fringe of lashes and her full mouth slightly puckered in a perpetual pout that gave her the little-girl-lost look that she despised. No matter how expertly she applied her makeup, she could never seem to achieve that certain degree of sophistication that seemed so essential for successful modeling.
Although the graceful animal lustiness of her appearance had so far not been able to land her a job in the modeling field, it had certainly been no hindrance in attracting males, even to the point of having to fight them off. She had met and dated many different boys, but had never let herself get involved enough to give up her virginity… at least not until last summer when she had met Mark Saunders.
The memory of those wonderful days, even now stimulated the blood in her veins and sent it rushing through her body, awakening the hidden urges of her sex drive. Her hands came up to her breasts and, only half aware of what she was doing, the girl began to stroke them methodically, rubbing her fingers gently, persuasively over the firm globes, bringing the delicate brown buds to a pulsating point as she let her mind drift back to the delicious memory of her first seduction.

***

The hot August sun burned down through the thin material of her organdy dress, as she steered the MG convertible down the winding coastal highway that led from San Francisco and ended in Santa Barbara. She had purposely started out early, wanting to enjoy the scenic, breathtaking view from where the bent Cypress trees leaned toward the cool Pacific Ocean over jagged cliffs of rock and sand. Each curve she rounded offered a new panoramic scene of splendor, truly unequaled in beauty, and temporarily sombering her adventurous mood with a new feeling of peace and calm.
Earlier that morning she had packed the bare essentials she would need for her trip to Los Angeles, not forgetting the portfolio of shots the modeling school had furnished her with at graduation. These would be essential if she wanted to be represented by a reliable modeling agency. She kissed both her parents goodbye, and inwardly felt no regret or misgivings about leaving home for the first time, for at last she would be free to live as she choose, with no restrictions or limitations.
She stopped in Monterey for lunch, enjoying a full plate of fresh abalone with a small carafe of dry white wine. Everything seemed more wonderful than she had imagined it would be, now that she was able to enjoy her new found solitude at leisure.
After lunch she roamed around the small shops on the dockside, browsing over the small trinkets on display, set out to attract the multitudes of summer tourists that invaded the small town each year.
Reluctantly, she left Monterey and continued down the coastal route until she was midway to Santa Barbara. By then, the wine from lunch combined with the hot sun and concentrated effort of manipulating the small sports car around each curve had tired her out. Her thin summer dress was completely drenched with perspiration, especially where her back touched the hot leather of the car seat, and she longed for a swim in the cool, blue Pacific. When she spotted a small motel by the side of the road, she gratefully pulled over and checked into a room for the night.
As she was unpacking her suitcase, she discovered to her chagrin that she had left her swimsuit back at home, and there was no shop near where she would be able to purchase one. The small motel was managed by a retired couple and was now almost deserted because the summer was nearing an end.
Tiring quickly of the heat in the small room, Patricia decided to take a long walk down the empty beach and cool off in the ocean breeze. She walked by the surf's edge for a good half hour, letting the small waves curl around her ankles. How wonderful it would be to go for a swim, she thought, the water looked so clear and refreshing!
Suddenly an urge to be completely free and unrestricted overcame her inhibitions and she looked up and down the beach to be sure that no one else was around. The coast was clear, so she quickly shed her thin dress before she could have any second thoughts about it. Her bra and panties came next, and she stood posed on the shore for a moment or two – a stunning and beautifully naked nymph, her young body a golden tan, except where her swimsuit had previously concealed her firm breasts and loins from the sun.
The white portions of her flesh were accentuated by their stark lightness, making a delightful contrast with the rest of her graceful body. The perspiration on her body quickly evaporated in the cool ocean breeze, and she felt a delicious refreshing rush of air sweep between her half-spread legs and caress the silken pubic hair exposed at her loins.
How wonderful it was to be so completely free, she thought, glancing down at her pale-skinned breasts. Why on earth shouldn't we be able to bathe like this all the time, just as Mother Nature had originally intended for us to do, without fear, displaying our nudity.
Without further thought, she plunged into the sea, diving beneath the cool waves and feeling a tremendous release go through her as the salt water lapped and caressed her nude charms, making her nipples tingle and her skin pulse from the sudden stimulation.
She swam gracefully through the water in a slow crawl, fully aware that she was getting an unmistakable sexual thrill from her nakedness and from the feel of the sea on her unclothed body. When she grew tired from the pace, she turned over onto her back and floated gently; smiling as she watched the waves glide over the swells of her upturned breasts, making them quiver and ripple, with the buds of her nipples just breaking the surface and sticking upwards towards the late afternoon sky.
Through the clear salt water, she could see the darkened v-patch of her pubic mound, with the tiny hairs trailing out from her body in all directions. She arched her back and thrust her stomach up to make her crotch appear above the water, secretly delighted at watching the soft dark pubic hair cling wetly to the fleshy mound between her loins.
Patricia lazily spread her legs, stretching out her arms at the same time to form a star-fish shape. She let her head fall loosely back, and closing her eyes tightly against the glare of the sun, listened to the faint swish of the sea as it lapped onto the sand about 50 yards away.
Suddenly, without warning, she sensed another body in the water not far away from her. Her animal instincts had sensed the faint ripple of water that crossed the natural pattern of the gently flowing waves, and she opened her eyes at once, trying to spot the intruder.
Patricia swiftly turned over, and treading the water with her long, graceful legs, squinted around her through the glare of the water's reflections to get a full view around her, but no one was there. And yet she was sure she had noticed movement of some kind. She tensed her body as the horrible thought passed through her mind that possibly sharks could be in the area, for she had read about their presence on the coast and how they were capable of attacking a helpless swimmer without warning.
It was at that moment when Mark Saunders broke through the surface of the sea only inches from her nude body, a broad boyish grin on his lips, his white even teeth dazzling in the sun. Patricia scooted back and cried out in alarm, too astonished by his sudden presence to think of what to do next. Mark, on the other hand, seemed completely relaxed and unembarrassed, treading the water and nodding his head pleasantly at her.
"I'm sorry," he said. "I didn't mean to frighten you!" He peered at her more closely, drinking in the beauty of her glistening hair and skin. "I didn't expect to find anyone out here so late in the day," he continued, "but the water's wonderful isn't it?"
Patricia stared back at him, still speechless with surprise. The swimmer next to her was handsome and very powerfully built, and his sandy colored hair still managed to curl slightly, in spite of the wetness. She could see the animal strength of his thick-muscled arms, now glinting water droplets that clung to the thick curling dark hair on his chest. She shivered and tried to avoid his frank stare, for she could already feel her resistance siphoning out of her body and a hot burning coal starting to smolder in the pit of her womb. They were only a few inches from each other and the thought of his maleness – his complete animal attraction – in such close proximity to her unprotected sex made the blood rush to her head.
"What's your name," he persisted, "I'm Mark Saunders, I have a small summer cottage just over there," he said, pointing to a small cluster of trees on the horizon.
Patricia told him, trying unsuccessfully to hide her embarrassment. "Look…" the words were rushing out of her, spilling from her lips with mounting panic. "I don't have anything on… I left my swimsuit at the motel…"
He threw his head back and laughed a slow, wonderful, natural laugh. "Well, it looks like we're both in the same boat," he grinned cheerfully, looking back at her again. "And I was wondering just a few seconds ago how I was going to explain myself to you. Look, don't let it bother you. I'm not embarrassed… why should you be?" He shook the water from his hair, his earth-colored eyes ripe with good humor, then narrowed them in sudden seriousness and locked his gaze steadily on her face. "You're a very beautiful woman," he said in almost a whisper.
"Thank you," she mumbled, hating herself for not being able to hide the naked look of mutual yearning that she knew was revealed in her eyes. The sun glinted down on the thick, curly hair on his tanned chest, and his arm brushed against her body, sending a burst of electricity running through her that jolted a flame colored blush of color to her cheeks. Her hand came up to her mouth; she could feel the warmth of his skin against hers, and could smell his salt-clean body odor.
She was about to make a move to leave, wondering how she was going to get out of the water without treating him to a full view of her nude body, then a particularly violent wave sent her body crashing helplessly against his, with her head going under the sea.
She felt his strong powerful hands reaching under her armpits and lifting her back above the water. She sputtered, the salt water gagging her throat, and he held her loosely next to him until the spasm passed. Her breasts were now brushing against his huge expanse of chest, and the smooth roundness of her belly was moving seductively against the flat of his. All at once Patricia was lost in the fire of the moment, with every muscle in her body tensed and strained against his with an uncontrolled urgency. Mark's mouth was on hers and she felt his lips pressing tightly, his arms encircling her at the same time and drawing her with undeniable strength against his hardened body.
She could feel her pointed breasts being slowly crushed into his chest, and with a wild thrill of intensified pleasure… Patricia realized that his cock was already stiff and hard! It thrust urgently against the hairy mound of her throbbing cunt in pleading back and forth motions, and he reached down and gently ran his hand over the awakening mounds of her tits and down over her belly to the soft fleshy folds of her cunt below.
Tiny goosebumps sprang out over the whiteness of her sensitive flesh, with her body becoming alert now to the caresses of the magic hands that were stroking her flesh into a hot sheet of desire. God how she wanted him, perhaps it was the heat of the day, combined with the freedom of a deserted beach that contributed to her feeling of helplessness and yearning. Though, whatever the reason, she found herself returning his passionate kiss almost immediately, her sea-moistened lips pressing against his and her body no longer resisting its contact with his. She dug her fingernails deep into his back, just above the line of his buttocks, urging him against her with a fierce and intensely demanding persuasion.
Mark felt her body squirming and thrusting against his with a mild surprise. He didn't expect their sudden stormy encounter to arouse such deep unsuspected passions in them both, passions that could not be chilled by the coolness of the sea water still swirling around them. He kissed her, shutting his eyes, and it was as if he had kissed her many times like that before. His lips grazed her hair and the quivering lids of her wide-set eyes, then he pulled away from her and bent his head, his hand coming back to her cheek. "I know you," he whispered into her ear, "I know you so well… even though we've just met."
She responded to him with another passionate kiss, driving the tip of her tongue firmly between his teeth. She wriggled it all around deep inside his mouth, licking carefully at the back of his teeth and at his palette, firing him with a desire to possess her utterly and completely.
His hands slipped softly down the curve of her back until be felt his fingers moving on the supple cheeks of her small firm buttocks. Mark held them there for a moment, lifting the soft orbs gently, then began to massage them, rubbing his hands firmly over the beautifully rounded globes and marveling at the soft, sweet sheen of her taunt flesh.
They finally pulled away from each other, both breathless from their passionate struggles, and tiring from the constant treading to stay above water. Unhurriedly, the couple swam back to shore, with Mark leading her to a small sandy inlet, protected on either side with a wall of jagged rocks. When Patricia felt the sand under her toes, she stood and ran toward the shore, and fell on her back on the floor of the cove, temporarily exhausted. He ran from the water after her reaching her quickly and bending low over her completely exposed body.
"God, you're beautiful," he said.
He pulled her gently towards him and looked directly into her open eyes. "Do you want me to please you?" he asked with almost a boyish shyness.
"Yes… Oh God yesssss," she cried out, pushing her body up against his in hot urgency.
After that there was no more need for words, their eyes communed, saying all that it was necessary to say. Both Mark and Patricia had accepted suddenly without question that their desires were going to be fulfilled…
She felt his hot breath on her cheek, then Mark's lips again pushed against hers with a renewed urgency, this time with his tongue extended between them. It slithered like a live hot tendon into her mouth, tasting the wet juices of her saliva, working her already hot lust into a furious, raging urge.
He cupped his hands over her up-thrust breasts, first softly milking at the fleshy mounds with tenderness, then working at them wildly with his fingers digging into the firm muscles and squeezing tightly, bringing a small cry of pain from her parted lips. He worked the pointed buds of her nipples between his thumb and forefinger, backwards and forwards until the teats jerked up into sharp tiny points.
His hands dropped to the undercurve of her white breasts, and he leaned down, clamping his mouth hard over her parted bud-shaped lips with a suddenly brutal, unrelenting pressure. She cried out loud in pain, though thoroughly enjoying the uncontrolled passion of his hot lust, then began to suck and pull at his tongue until it was drawn its full length in the moist fleshy depths of her mouth.
Their bodies welded together with each muscle and tendon a part of each other, licking and writhing together as a single unit, gradually building up the tempo of their dual lust beyond the thought of inhibitions or shame. A sharp gasp emerged from somewhere deep within his throat as Mark lifted his mouth from hers and buried his teeth in her softly rounded shoulder, biting down painfully into the flesh and leaving a red welt, then moving on to another unmarked area, sucking and nibbling each tender spot as his mouth traveled down to the creamy mounds of her shivering tits.
"Ooooooh, God," she suddenly groaned, digging her body deeper into the soft sand beneath them. She quivered uncontrollably from the sudden unexpected tingling sensations that shot through her body, and dropped her hand between the area of his wide-spread knees, grasping his hard erected cock in her hands. Mark moaned a deep low pleading sound as she pushed against it with her fingers sliding the foreskin back over the round rubbery head.
In return, Mark anchored his hot moist mouth tightly to an erected nipple and began a gentle sucking pressure, swirling his tongue in tortuous tiny circles, around and around the pulsating bud until it came to a sharp peaked point. His hands coursed lightly at the same time over the soft firmness of her belly and thighs, while his mouth continued to play for a long delicious moment teasingly around the throbbing tits.
"Ohhhhhh, darling," she groaned… she had never called anyone darling before… With ecstatic pleasure and longing, Patricia fondled his pulsating cock, at the same time coaxing its head towards the center of her gaping unfulfilled cunt.
But Mark hesitated, sensing the girl's virginity, and wanting to prolong her yearning to a point that would make his entrance as painless as possible for her. His experience in lovemaking had begun in his early youth, but of all his sexual encounters, he could count very few virgins… and none as eager and willing as Patricia. This moment for him was so spontaneous and refreshing that he wanted with all of his being to give the writhing girl beneath him the same pleasure and fulfillment that she was giving to him, so that it would be locked in her memory long after their satisfactions were consumed.
His mouth slid down over her now quivering belly, his penis sliding from her hands as his body moved reluctantly away from her. He drove his wet tongue for a moment into the tiny indentation of her navel, bringing small mewls and grasps of pleasure from her open mouth, then crouched lower, moving his lips in maddening patterns of indecent sensations, gently nipping at each tongue-kissed area with his sharp teeth.
Patricia felt her thighs being pressed gently open and she made no move of resistance as he hunched down between them. She groaned, the exquisite feeling of air rushing over the rising bud of her exposed clitoris, and rippling up to her throbbing tits, drowning out any feeling of control or hesitation from her burning body. She was now a complete and willing slave to her newfound lover's manipulations, and she let the straining muscles of her thighs slowly relax while she anxiously waited for his next move.
Mark's tongue flicked forward, the tip of it teasing moistly against the tiny bud of her clitoris, causing it to throb into erection with burning pain.
Patricia wrenched forward from the electricity of its contact. "Aaaaaah, mmmmmm," she moaned, "do it more… oooooh, it's so goooood!" She sucked in her breath with another gasp as she felt his fingers spreading the soft hair-covered lips of her vagina wide apart, with the coolness of the ocean breeze touching against her there.
Again he drove his hard, pointed tongue deep within the confines of her wide open cunt, this time mercilessly spearing it in and out of her with the rapidity of a fast-moving drill. Patricia responded immediately to the tortuous fucking of his tongue, grabbing at the tangles of his wet hair and pulling his mouth deeper into the crevice of her hot aching loins. His tongue was now circling around maddeningly inside of her, the tip flicking against the wet sensitive walls of her pussy, causing her hips to buck and writhe uncontrollably. She began to murmur words of love to him without thought of their meaning, gently coaxing his manipulations to continue, she never wanted the delicious feeling to end. Her breasts heaved out against her chest, and her legs splayed out wide as she jack-knifed her knees upwards to open her cunt as wide as she could to his probing tongue.
"Ooooooh… don't ever stop… don't stop," she chanted through her lust-dazed passions, unaware of her begging, pleading groans, only feeling the multitude of sensations that were making her his slave.
Now that her luscious cunt was poised fully exposed to his view with the afternoon sun glinting down on it and picking up the crystals of moistness that decorated it like a thousand tiny gems, Mark could wait no longer. He lunged his hips forward, sending his cock within the confines of her gaping channel, tight and resisting in her unexplored passage. Her body stiffened, the tightness of her virgin hole reminding her that she was going to suffer while gaining the rewards of her first sexual encounter. But now she didn't care about the pain and discomfort, in a way, her suffering added to the indescribable pleasure of release that was now flooding through the gates of her wide open loins, paying tribute to the freedom of expression that she had so desperately sought all of her life.
She felt his hardened cock push gently into her, reaching the midpoint of her craving hole, then hesitating as if fearing to proceed to the depths of her womb. Patricia sensed his indecision and gripped at his shoulders tightly, forcing him to meet her eyes.
"Do it now!" she commanded, staring desperately up into his eyes. "I'm ready, Mark… Now! Fuck me! Fuck me, darling!"
Upon hearing her provocative words, Mark exhaled a stifled roar of lust and eased his prick slightly out of her cunt, giving him greater access, then thrust it with all his might, all his strength inwards! He no longer thought of holding back or the tenderness of the moment, and let his rampaging cock take full control of his body, plunging in and out of her firm, moist hole with a driving lust. He fucked into her with a savage, unrelenting power that he had never used before, even with the lowest of whores… and her pain-filled cries continued to drive him on, his pounding and surging body surpassing the roar of the waves around them.
Patricia's head snapped forward as the rest of her body collapsed under the pressure of his pounding loins, her open mouth devouring and gorging at Mark's shoulders, burying her scream of intense pain by sinking her sharp teeth cruelly into his muscular flesh. A hot, gushing pain streaked from her ragged, lust-torn cunt and up through the rest of her trembling body. Her lover had suddenly turned into a cruel torturer, ramming a white-hot iron between the lips of her wet, viscous opening with unceasing repetition. But then, gradually as her inner muscles expanded and became accustomed to the burrowing rod, it slowly began to please her as the thought passed through her mind that she was actually able to contain so massive a weapon… so huge and muscular a prick!
Then, as if by magic, the intense pain gave way completely to a new and stimulating sensation, new and deep inside her… a sensation that she never before had known or could now believe was real. With each new in-thrust of his rock-hard instrument, now lessening in its fury… titillating sparks of fire burst from the passages of her vaginal walls, electrifying her whole being from the depths of her womb to the tips of her erect nipples. For a moment she dreamed that she had surpassed the confines of life and was now floating in the limbo of an unknown heaven… she had never realized that such joy could be felt, and silently prayed that the delicious fucking she was being subjected to would never end. With the slow ebbing away of pain, Patricia began to adapt herself to Mark's rhythmic fucking of her body, moving her hips and loins in time with his movements and allowing her mind to savor every moment of the intimate act.
Mark looked down, thrilling at the sight of the small, warm trickle of blood running down her thighs, and he knew then for sure that his powerful cock was initiating the girl onto the long path of womanhood that she was about to embark upon. Now he was ready to bring her to the crest of her passions, peaking all emotions and feelings that she might have known before him. With his cock firmly imbedded in her, he fumbled his hands beneath her buttocks and lifted them off the sand. He settled his fingers snugly around the wet cheeks and drove his prick more securely than ever into Patricia's slightly bleeding cunt. His hips rotated in slow, circular motions as his cock dug into the hot slippery depths, and Patricia responded by grinding her own hips in imitation, clenching and unclenching her buttocks, feeling his hands pinching roughly into the soft flesh of her bottom, bruising the skin and then probing cautiously around the puckered ring of her anus.
"Oooooh," she moaned and chanted as he felt the full expanse of her insides flowering open to receive his rod deep in her womb. "Yes… Yessss…" she murmured as her body followed him, moving in wild abandoned jerks beneath him.
Suddenly she felt a throb deep inside as the thickness of his cock flexed in frozen rigidity, and he drove his middle finger past the tight muscular ring of her tiny anus.
"Auuuuugggghhhh!" she groaned, her face contorted in the half-smile of erotic pain.
"Do… do you want me to stop?" he panted, not moving his finger from the tight hole, and slowly rotating it around and around until the firm muscle gradually adjusted to the lewd intrusion.
"Oooooh," she gasped, shaking her head from side to side, not wanting anything at all to stop.
He continued to move his finger around inside, stretching the rubbery softness wider and wider, while at the same time his lengthened shaft began a new firm in and out stroking, driving her into a greater frenzy of lust.
A deep moaning sound from deep within her lungs burst forth, slowly dying into soft whimpers of pain for a moment and then building up into greater moans of pleasure as her anus slowly became more accustomed to the impalement. He slid his other hand slowly up from the soft moons of her ass to where his cock was sliding smoothly in and out of her pussy and could feel the soft hair-lined folds clasped tightly to his plunging cock, pulling and giving with each long, hard thrust into her.
Patricia's hands reached down under his, feeling the spot where he entered her, the sensation bringing softer moans of abandoned pleasure from her mouth and at the same time spreading her legs to a wide-spread-eagle position, attempting in greedy desire to swallow the whole of his cock into her now-gaping channel. She could feel the edge of a foamy wave lapping at the soles of her feet, and realized that the rising tide had slowly crept around them, and was now gradually encircling their bodies, threatening to drown them both as they wallowed in lewd connection in the sand. But her body was paralyzed under the hypnotic spell of his enflamed love making, and right then she would have rather drowned in the tide than to stop the exquisite feeling engulfing them both at that moment.
Mark, too, felt the surging tide imprisoning their bodies, and realized the danger of them both being trapped between the rushing waves and the ragged rocks behind them, but he continued to fuck deeply into her, the excitement of their perilous position igniting his body with renewed energy and purpose. He had to fuck her to completion, and quick, before it was too late to escape from the cove!
He lunged forward, his weight smashing her full firm breasts flat against her chest. Thrusting his hips forward at the same time, he let his long, thick cock plunge into her cunt, pushing the soft moist flesh of her vaginal walls in rippling waves before it. The loud smack of his balls beating against her upturned cheeks resounded sharply above the roar of the incoming waves.
"Oh God…! Oh God! Hurry – hurry – hurrry!" she screamed, grinding her cunt against his rod with a mounting panic.
A large wave burst over their twisting bodies, completely saturating them and temporarily pulling Mark's plunging organ out of her expanded hole, lubricating it with salt water from the angry sea behind them.
"No! Noooooo," she protested, "finish it, for God's sake, fuck me!"
He frantically rammed his long shaft again deep into her belly, filling every part of her insides. She had never been so filled in her life and his cock speared into her without mercy or thought of injury in its haste to reach its final completion. She renewed her own rhythm quickly, determined to reach her climax before he could withdraw again, gyrating and twisting her body beneath his urgent pounding, until… half swooning, she felt a great soaring sensation in her loins… a wild, fantastic explosion burst from the hot pit of her twisting loins and spread like a rampaging brush fire through her twitching body, finally reaching the depths of her entire being, and re-bursting into a thousand minuscule explosions each igniting the other like a long string of fiery, exploding roman candles.
"Ooooh… it's soooo good!" she groaned, as her tensed body flooded with waves of tranquillity and complete release. She could feel her own cum oozing from inside her and gushing around Mark's hard pulsating rod, still plunging in and out of her expanding and contracting channel.
Above her, Mark could hear her cries of fulfillment punctuated by a soft grunt with each powerful lunge he made into her, blended with the tempo of the crashing ocean waves slapping against his back. Her body was now wet and slippery from the sea water, and he reached forward, digging his fingers into her shoulders to gain more leverage as he continued his hurried rhythmic thrustings.
"Oh… Oh… Ughhhhh!" he gasped and groaned, as he felt the hot sticky fluid burst forth from his loaded balls and spew itself deep within her hot, wet, clasping cavern. Patricia clung to him desperately as she felt the hot sperm shoot through her, mixing with her own cuntal fluids, and then gushing out again, overflowing down on the soft flesh of her inner thighs, only to be washed away by the next ocean wave that sprayed down on their trembling bodies.
Still gasping, Mark pulled himself reluctantly away from her, and lifting her with him as he stood, braced his weakened knees to keep them from buckling beneath him. They stood there for a moment, clinging to each other and let the wild surf wash against their legs, trying to recapture the strength they would need to swim back to the open beach on the other side of the cove. No words were spoken, for none were needed at that moment to communicate the intense satisfaction that swelled deep within their bodies, and then hand in hand they waded through the foamy sea water, past the breakers, out to the calm, cool waters that would lead them back to a safe shore.

***

After those first wild moments, Patricia and Mark spent a wonderful two weeks together… swimming during the day and going for long walks in the evening, sometimes talking to each other about their individual views on life, and what future hopes or hidden ambitions drove them to their separate goals. Patricia discovered that first night when she moved her belongings from the motel to his cabin, that he was a struggling writer of the new left "hip" group and that he was now trying to complete a novel written in a campy commercial style solely because he had run out of money and had no other source of income. She sensed that the uncompleted book was a strong force behind his sudden moody silences that periodically overshadowed their bright moments together, and tried to ignore them, hoping that their new-found happiness would bring him away from those somber moods. But as the second week drew to an end, his moods increased in frequency, and lingered over him longer than before. Finally, when she could stand his shifts in temperament no longer, she decided to leave, knowing that a day longer with him would forever ruin the memory of their first passionate encounters.
She waited until later that evening when he drove down to the small general store to get some beer and cigarettes. At first, he insisted she come with him, but she feigned a headache, trying not to reveal on her face the tightness that had balled up in her chest for want of him.
He hesitated at the door. "Is something wrong, Patricia?"
She stood there, her heart pounding, then rushed over to him and put her arms around his waist, burying her head in the wide expanse of his chest. "No… nothing's wrong," she mumbled, fighting back the tears that were swimming under the lids of her eyes. "I'll be all right."
He kissed her lightly on the ear and closed his hand about her waist, stroking the roundness of her hips. "I'll be back soon, baby," he said, and stepped out the door.
The muffled roar of his sports car was still an echo in her ears, and she brusquely wiped away the hot tears that were blinding her vision as her numbed body went through the motions of packing her clothes, finally taking them out to her car. She paused a moment, and viewed the sunset still breathtaking in its brilliance, then turned on the ignition and slowly drove back to the coastal highway.



CHAPTER TWO


Patricia stood before the mirror with her eyes half-shut against the reflection of her nude body, as the vivid memory of her brief affair with Mark completely permeated her soul with unfulfilled yearning. To this day, she had remained true to his memory, hoping somehow he would be able to find her in the vast cosmopolitan city that she now felt lost in. A few days after she had driven away from his rented cabin, she had written him a long letter, telling him of her deep feelings and why she had left in such haste, but the letter had been returned unopened… he had left the cabin, with no forwarding address.
She walked back over to the bed and stretched her naked body over the soft mattress, as the memory of Mark and his lovemaking gradually drained her earlier ambitions of job hunting. She reached down and placed her long fingers over the hot pulsating moistness at the opening of her cunt, still feeling the pressure of his body driving into hers during those magical two weeks. Her body flinched in surprise as the touch of her own hands brought forth small shoots of electricity surging through her loins. God she was hot! She drove her fists into the soft mattress at the total frustration that enveloped her ripe body, praying silently that somehow she would be able to find him again.
A soft knocking at her bedroom door interrupted her enraptured thoughts, and she quickly drew the bedspread over her nakedness.
"Who is it?" Patricia called.
"It's just me," Jennifer answered. "Are you decent?" Without waiting for an answer, the girl pushed the door open and came into the room. She stopped short in apparent surprise when she saw Patricia's naked body outlined under the thin bedspread. "Oh, you're not dressed… and here it is almost noon! Well, never mind, dear, I'm not that prudish, you know."
Patricia blushed at her last remark, knowing it was directed at her shy habit of either leaving the room or turning her head away whenever she walked into Jennifer's room and found the girl in the nude. Which happened very frequently, since Jennifer seemed to spend most of her time either naked or in a scantily-dressed condition. The girl never missed an opportunity to tease Patricia about this – and though Patricia tried to cure herself of her innate shyness when confronted by the nudity of her own sex, she could never seem to get over the silly inhibition.
Jennifer was an intelligent girl, and Patricia envied her self-assuredness and composure that she seemed to maintain under any and all circumstances. However, the novelty of Jennifer's way of life was beginning to pall; she knew she didn't really fit into her group because they had an entirely different up-bringing from her and, besides, they had never known the security of a home life which Patricia found she still longed for. Maybe her rebellion against her parents didn't mean that she rejected their philosophy of life entirely… maybe she had been wrong to leave home in such haste.
"What's wrong?" Jennifer asked. "You look down in the dumps."
"Oh not much, I guess," Patricia answered, halfheartedly gazing back at her roommate, and secretly envying her beautiful dark looks.
Jennifer Hunt was a tall and lissome, dark-haired girl in her late twenties who seemed to maintain a substantial income from the rental of the two small beach bungalows, and working part-time as a model. Many times before, Patricia had urged her to show the stills of her past modeling, wanting to compare them to her own portfolio, but each time, Jennifer had put her off, making the excuse that they were not really good samples of her work. Finally, Patricia had stopped asking, silently resenting Jennifer's reluctance to show them, and passed it off as Jennifer's subtle way of fighting competition within the trade.
Now, she stood before Patricia in full confidence, dressed deliberately in the sloppiest fashion possible. At the moment, she wore a faded polo-necked sweater and a pair of tight, blue jeans. They had shrunk through countless immersions in the washer until they now stretched only as far as the girl's calves, while around her crotch, they clung so tightly that the outline of her sex was plainly visible. Her long, dark hair fell loosely over her shoulders in uncombed tangles, almost hiding one side of her face. Jennifer wore no makeup, and relied on the sun to softly tan her cheeks to a soft amber tone, though it did little to hide the perpetual circles of dark around her eyes, mementos of a thousand sleepless nights high on Benzedrine or other pep pills. The whole effect served to give her a striking, gaunt appearance that was not totally attractive, in spite of her classical, even bone structure.
Jennifer carried herself with the casual, sleek grace of a stalking panther, her hips slim and narrow, jutting up to her amply ballooning breasts, still firm enough to hold their shape without the support of a brassiere. Now, as she ambled over to where Patricia sat, her buttocks rippled under the tight material, revealing their firmly-rounded fleshiness with each step she took.
"Cheer up Sport," she said. "I've got some good news for a change. First and foremost… I'm going to throw a blast tomorrow night. God knows it's about time, this place is getting too dull for words. And to liven up the show, I'm going to treat my guests to a super new supply of hashish." She laughed at the surprised look on Patricia's face. "Well, don't just sit there like you've got a bad taste in your mouth," she said good-naturedly as she flopped into the over-stuffed easy chair by the window, "you know, I must say you're just about the most unhip roommate I've ever had, and to change all that, this time I'm going to insist that you have a few puffs with the rest of us."
Patricia smiled, ignoring her last comment. She had never tried hashish before, and wasn't really interested in getting "high", but Jennifer always insisted that she was missing a good thing by not trying the drug… perhaps this time she would.
"So what else is new," Patricia asked drily, lighting up another cigarette.
"Just wait till you hear this!" Jennifer jumped up from the chair with a new wave of enthusiasm and sat next to Patricia on the bed. "Two real good friends of mine, Larry and Ellen Holmes, are looking for new models. They run a photo studio over in Santa Monica, and they've got a big reputation in the business."
"That sounds great," Patricia said, "what do they specialize in?"
"Well, 'er… right now they're looking for cheesecake models, you know, the fresh dewy type, like in the Playboy foldouts." She placed her hand on Patricia's arm. "Pat, I know you're just the type to fill the bill, I'd go myself, if I were a few years younger."
"I don't know," she hesitated, "I never thought of posing for pin-ups before… besides I'm mainly interested in breaking into fashion… not, something like that."
"Don't be a fool." Jennifer took the cigarette from Patricia and took a deep drag. "You've been pounding the pavement for months with no luck yet. Hollywood is a tough place, kid, and I'm giving you a chance to at least get a start. Larry phoned me this morning, and I set up an appointment for you. If you want to back out, that's up to you, but don't say you never got a chance at it."
"I'm sorry, Jennifer, I didn't mean to sound ungrateful… I'm just not sure I want to get into that type of modeling."
"Listen, believe it or not, I do happen to know people who have perfectly respectable businesses!" Jennifer chided. "Larry and Ellen, incidentally… they're brother and sister… operate this legal, absolutely proper pin-up concern. Artistic, glamour pictures… some in the nude, some in lingerie. And they pay fifty dollars an hour, even for models like you without experience! If nothing else, at least be practical. How many weeks do you have to go before your savings run out?"
"Only a few," she said slowly starting to accept the idea. The last thing she wanted to do now was to go back home a failure and prove to her parents that they were right from the beginning.
"Well, if you really think it's wrong to pose in your underwear or in the nude… forget it. I know Larry and Ellen want their models to look natural and relaxed when they pose."
Patricia leaned back on the pillow, unconsciously letting the bedspread slip down the rising buds of her pointed nipples. The thought of posing for Larry and Ellen Holmes was gradually taking the shape of an exciting adventure in her mind. After all, hundreds of famous actresses had started their careers by posing for such photos, and had gone on later to greater fame and stardom. During her adolescence, she had secretly nursed her dreams on the glossy issues of Hollywood magazines, which was her one escape from the dull suburban reality that she lived in. These dreams had always inspired her, and was actually the reason why she chose a modeling career in the first place. She could remember all of her girl friends in high school, always talking of marriage and a family, but she had never been attracted to the thought of long years of dull, routine, boring home-life. No, that was definitely not the life for Patricia Massey, and she had known it for years.
During those long peaceful nights in Mark's arms, she had confided these dreams to him while they were resting from the heated exertion of their lovemaking. Those moments had been wonderful and unforgettable, with just the two of them alone together, sharing their individual hopes and aspirations. He had admitted to her that he saw himself as an avant-garde novelist, writing stories which depicted the hypocrisy that existed in the social mores of the twentieth century. Most of all, he wanted to play his part in the sexual revolution which was now gaining momentum by helping to destroy the final remnants of Puritanism and neurotic guilt which still prevented complete freedom in the arts.
His visions had inspired Patricia, and that night he told her of a world where sex and nudity were accepted everywhere without fear and shame. She could recall the passion in his voice when he spoke, and now she wanted to help him in her small way by proving to herself that she could live up to his beliefs. She might be playing only a tiny role in the emancipation of sex by posing for nude photographs, but at least she would be taking part in it.
The thought of this new adventure of free expression sent tiny shivers of excitement up her legs and back, and suddenly she felt very grateful to have such an unselfish friend like Jennifer. She looked at Jennifer with a new sense of admiration and friendship for the girl.
"You must think I'm awfully stupid," she said, leaning over and squeezing Jennifer's hand. "Of course, I'd love to have the job… when do I start?"
Jennifer looked back at her with surprise. "Well!" she exclaimed, "I'm glad to see that you're using your head, for a while there I was sure you were going to turn Larry's offer down. But, before I call him back, are you sure you don't want to think it over a little longer?"
"No… no, I'm positive about this, Jennifer. I feel sure now that this might be the big break I've been waiting for, it just took me a little while to get over the shock… that's all."
"That's great, kid," she said. "I made your appointment for Monday morning so you'd have a little time to rest after the party, at least you'll have something to celebrate now." She glanced down with admiration at Patricia's firm, white breasts. "I know Larry and Ellen will be very satisfied with you, so don't get stage fright."
Patricia blushed and pulled the bedspread up to her shoulders, not realizing before that she had been so exposed to her roommate's eyes.
"Oh, come now," Jennifer mockingly drew her own arms in front of her. "You'll have to get rid of some of that prudery before Monday, if I bother you, how do you think you'll react before a camera… with a man behind it!"
Patricia blushed again and nodded her head. "I know I'm shy, Jennifer… but I can change… I know I can." Then a thought struck Patricia. "Incidentally, how long have you known Larry and Ellen?"
"A few years," she replied. "On and off, that is, you know how it is in the trade. But don't worry, I've done lots of posing for them before, and you have nothing to worry about."
"Did your work with them ever lead to anything else?" Patricia asked.
"Anything else like what?" Jennifer said giving her a strange look.
"Well… like bigger stuff… you know what I mean… magazine work, talent scouts…"
Jennifer smiled. "No, I'm afraid it didn't," she said. "For one thing, I don't have your innocent, fresh appeal… besides, I was already too experienced and cynical when I met Larry and Ellen to be a new discovery. You have to understand that what people want in their sort of business is girls who show their bodies off but still retain a quality of innocence… as if they don't really know what sex is all about…"
Jennifer had a sad, distant look in her eyes and her lips were set in a firm line as she paused and took another drag off the cigarette. Patricia felt a sudden rush of sympathy and compassion for her roommate, for she realized that Jennifer's maturity had been forced upon her at an earlier age. She had grown up too fast, experiencing everything there was to see and live, and now, sitting there so close to her, Patricia realized what it was that made Jennifer seem incomplete: she had no more dreams to dream, or ambitions to seek… That's why she lived, for the here and now, and getting "high" was probably her only escape from the self-made prison that enclosed her.
"Whatever that inner spark is that a photographer seeks, I just didn't have it," Jennifer continued. "I don't think I ever had it." She made a gesture as if to shrug off the solemn mood that permeated the room, but the bitterness in her voice and words saddened Patricia, though she knew there was little she or anyone could do to help Jennifer.
Jennifer leaned back on the end of the bed and put her hands behind her head. "Anyway, let's change the subject, talking about myself is just about the dullest thing I can imagine!"
Patricia could feel the warmth of Jennifer's thighs next to her feet under the thin material of the bedspread. They were slightly trembling and despite the older girl's outward display of cool cynicism, Patricia could see that her eyes were slightly moist with unshed tears.
"Don't be afraid to show your true feelings around me," Patricia said with understanding. "You're my best friend, so don't try to act so cool and detached. If there's anything you want to get off your chest, you can tell me… but don't keep it all locked up inside you Jennifer, I can't stand to see you suffer like this."
Jennifer looked up at her with hopeless misery in her eyes. When she finally spoke, her voice was soft and trembling.
"Oh Pat… I could tell you so many things," she half whispered, wiping the tears from her cheeks with the back of her hand.
"Then tell me Jennifer… I'm not trying to pry. I don't care how you've lived before," Patricia urged her softly. "You'll feel a lot better after you've talked about it. It might make a tremendous difference to confide in someone… someone who's really sympathetic and only wants to help you."
Jennifer crawled up to the front of the bed and positioned herself next to Patricia like a small child seeking comfort from her mother after a bad nightmare. "My story," she began, her eyes staring fixedly across the room… "is as old as time itself… I loved and lost. Only there is one slight difference: the person I loved and who rejected me happened to be another woman."
Patricia froze! A strange, sinking feeling… like the first downward dip on a roller coaster churned inside her stomach. But there was nothing she could do about her position, after all, it was she who urged Jennifer to tell her her problems, and she had to stick it out now, or the older girl would never have faith in anyone… ever again.
She continued to listen breathlessly as Jennifer related, in brief, unemotional terms, the facts of her first love affair, a growing curiosity awakening in her as she looked down at the older girl and realized that she had known the intimate caresses of another member of her own sex.
Patricia herself had never, so far as she was aware, ever met a lesbian before now. Certainly, she had never been approached by another girl or even felt the slightest desire to experiment with bodies identical to her own. But gradually, as Jennifer's voice calmly narrated her early experiences, Patricia could feel a slowly mounting interest in such strange pleasures. It was as if she were a small child again, becoming aware that there existed certain mysterious areas of behavior which, up to the present, had been completely forbidden to her.
She lowered her eyes and tried to hide the spark of growing excitement within her as Jennifer told her of the earlier painful experiences she had endured as a young girl. When Jennifer was fifteen, she had fallen helplessly and totally in love with a much older girl, who, in return, had merely used her as an instrument of pleasure. Jennifer found out later that she meant nothing more to the lesbian than a soft, exciting body which she could use and instruct in the secret delight of Sapphic love.
When the older girl had finally tired of her and gone on to convert another "fresh" inexperienced novice, Jennifer let herself go completely, and even to this day had never been able to shake off the memory of that first, gloriously fulfilling love affair. Over the years that followed, she had gradually integrated herself successfully with the more liberal, arty, types of Manhattan Beach, knowing that these people would not chastise her for the way that she chose to live.
"… But don't think I'm completely homosexual," Jennifer finished. "This may sound a bit strange to you, but I like men just as much as girls. You're so young now you might not understand what I'm saying right now, but to me… affairs aren't that enduring. You go to bed, enjoy sex with another person… man or woman, and in the bright light of day that follows, you still know nothing at all about their inner feelings. It's all for the pleasure of flesh, and releasing your physical needs and when your current interest begins to fade, there's always someone else to fill the vacancy." Jennifer's voice broke and a stifled sob escaped, softening the bitter tone of her voice.
On sudden impulse, Patricia moved her hand almost instinctively to Jennifer's head and started to stroke her hair gently, not saying anything, just trying to show her that she sympathized and understood. There was no other way to show the older girl how deeply she regretted the bitter disillusions and suffering that she must have gone through in the past years.
Jennifer turned and for the first time during the long discussion, looked deeply into Patricia's eyes. "Can you understand me Pat? Can you understand how I got the way I am today?" Her eyes were full of misery as she reached her hand up to the side of Patricia's face and gently brushed her fingers across the soft, firm flesh in a light caress.
"Y-yes, I do understand… and, it's made me feel very close to you… very close."
She whispered the last words, hearing her voice tremble and murmur them in warm response to Jennifer's needs. Her hand was still resting on Jennifer's head, her fingers now entwined in the girl's long, dark hair. She felt as if she was on the brink of a staggering discovery about herself, as if Jennifer had unwittingly stirred desires deep within her that she had never before recognized.
Her thoughts rushed through the complexity of her mind like a series of electrical impulses, knowing immediately what the final answer would be. Freedom of sexual expression, after all could go as far as the two persons participating would agree upon, and Patricia truly wanted to give her body to Jennifer to prove that sex could be an emotional as well as a physical relationship. And it would be so much more meaningful than the "one-night-stand" bed partners which her roommate had met before. Besides, she was terribly intrigued by Jennifer's frank account of her homosexual activities. The story had aroused her to a point where she now felt an almost uncontrollable urge to find out for herself what the caresses of another girl would be like…
"W-would you like to make love to me, Jennifer?" she whispered, scarcely believing her own words.
The older girl narrowed her eyes, ran them wonderingly over Patricia's blushing, downcast face. "Do you really want me to?" she asked, not being able to hide the trembling excitement in her voice.
"Oh, yes… Yes I do, more than anything!" Patricia's heart was thudding crazily beneath the bedspread as though it were going to jump right out of her skin. She was afraid for a while that Jennifer might think that she was being too forward in her enthusiasm, but she didn't care now as long as everything was agreeable to the girl lying beside her. After a long silence, Jennifer finally raised her arms and gently enclosed them around Patricia's narrow waist.
Patricia took a deep, trembling breath and exhaled, feeling all the pent-up tensions finally releasing themselves from her tortured body, for she knew that she had reached the point of no return. She felt strangely passive, as if she had given up her freedom of choice when she made the initial approach to Jennifer, and was now unable to do anything but follow down the path the other girl led her.



CHAPTER THREE


Just outside the beach cottage, the sweltering summer day lay over the beach community with a blanket of humid heat that gave no sign of lifting. Noxious black clouds of L.A. smog had drifted from the inland industries and down to the ocean, now filtering through the slotted bamboo curtain and into the bedroom where the two girls sat almost trance-like, staring at each other with the full conscious knowledge of what they were about to embark upon.
The fluid light of the semi-darkened room played across the white translucent valleys and peaks of Patricia's young body, now completely uncovered and open to Jennifer's admiring gaze.
"It's so hot and sticky outside," Jennifer purred, "let's take a bath together so we can be more comfortable."
Patricia nodded and shyly followed Jennifer out of the bedroom and down the hallway to the large spacious bathroom that was situated on the opposite side of the cottage. The younger girl was unable to pinpoint the precise moment when she had decided to give herself to Jennifer, but no matter what her real motivations were – whether they were a simple desire to experiment, an affectionate wish to show Jennifer that not everyone regarded sex as purely a self-gratifying pastime, or merely her own repressed perversions coming to the surface – she had to go through with it now…
She let Jennifer take her hand and lead her slowly into the cool bathroom; the dull Friday morning had magically been altered, changed by fate into a day of vital psychological meaning for her. The room itself was a welcome break from the stuffy bedroom that they had just left. Jennifer had redecorated and modernized it herself earlier that year, and used her practical efficiency to tile the walls in soft blue mosaic squares. A white synthetic fur rug carpeted the floor, wall-to-wall, and streamline glass cabinets and shelves lined the walls, giving ample storage room for toiletries.
Patricia curled her toes into the deep piled rug as Jennifer secured the lock on the door. Jennifer stepped up closely behind her and lightly placed her hands on the soft rounded shoulders, beginning to knead Patricia's skin gently, relaxing the tensed muscles into a satin smoothness. Then, lowering her head, Jennifer touched her mouth softly to the nape of Patricia's neck, planting tiny, wet kisses in a winding trail, stooping lower and lower until she was on her knees. She reached up and planted her wide-spread fingers on the base of the younger girl's spine, kneading there too until the rigidity of her muscles had surrendered to her expert massage.
Patricia could feel the tension flow from her body in waves of exciting sensations. She swallowed audibly, as she felt the adrenaline pumping through her limbs with sharpening intensity, and she let her body go completely limp, submitting to the lovemaking which she herself had invited.
Slowly inching her body up to a standing position again, Jennifer turned Patricia around to face her, running her eyes appreciatively over the beautifully tanned body in its complete nudity. Patricia blushed deeply, still feeling extreme embarrassment under the other girl's frank stare, then turned away suddenly, leaning forward over the bath and inserting the plug as she turned on both faucets full blast.
While she was in this revealing position, her buttocks splayed slightly… opening the cheeks and revealing the divine crease which sheltered her well-hidden back orifice. Then, turning around once more, Patricia looked back at Jennifer who was now slowly removing all of her clothing with the seductive movements of a stripper, all the while never taking her eyes off of the trembling body in front of her. Patricia felt another flush of fear mounting in her stomach, she was still not sure that her new sex adventure was wise, but it was too late now to stop, she knew that.
She strained further over the bath to adjust the flow of cold water, and as she bent forward again, Jennifer could plainly detect the pink and partially opened lips of her vagina which protruded faintly from between Patricia's fleshy thighs.
She gazed avidly upon the taut-muscled legs as the girl stretched herself. Patricia was seemingly unaware that she was presenting this intimate area of herself to Jennifer's inspection and this added to the lesbian's enjoyment of the situation.
Jennifer felt her breath quickening at the thought of the impending seduction and felt the hot burning coal in the deep center of her loins grow more and more sensitive as she continued to view the vulnerable openness of Patricia's wide-spread legs. When, at last Patricia straightened up, she turned slowly to face Jennifer, her eyes hot with excitement. Jennifer had removed her sweater and bra, revealing a luscious set of tits as large as firm, giant grapefruits.
Jennifer moved through the steam which was beginning to fill the room and laid her fingers on Patricia's waist. Her fingers trembled at the touch… the girl's skin was so incredibly soft, so sleek and smooth! She fondled the flesh around Patricia's waist for a few moments, then eased her hands down until they cupped the fleshy hip-bones.
"Take off my jeans, for me," Jennifer whispered, "I don't want to take my hands off you… not for one second."
Patricia nodded still speechless at the emotional intensity of the moment, and eagerly, swiftly moved her delicate fingers to her belt… unbuckling it and drawing the zipper slowly downwards.
Keeping her hands where they were, Jennifer waited breathlessly until Patricia had begun to pull her jeans down over her hips, then slipped her feet together and wriggled her legs seductively until the tight-fitting jeans had fallen in a limp bundle around her ankles.
As she stepped daintily out of them, she felt Patricia's hands go around her waist and press into the base of her spine… just above the tight elastic waistband of her panties. The older girl took a slow, deep breath, expanding her huge white breasts to their full size and sucking in her stomach at the same time to ease the removal of her flimsy panties. Patricia fitted her fingers into the waistband and drew them sensually down, pausing when the panties were halfway over the black patch of her pubic hair, to view the voluptuous curve of the upright, red-nippled breasts jiggling sexily in front of her parted lips as if urging her to fondle them. As if to speed up her disrobement, Jennifer reached down and quickly skimmed out of the silken panties, then stood entirely nude before Patricia, enjoying the look of total admiration in her eyes.
Patricia realized at this moment that she didn't feel even the slightest embarrassment at gazing upon another girl's nude body. All at once, without warning, it seemed to be the most natural thing in the world to appreciate the nakedness of feminine beauty! She could feel her own nipples hardening with desire and starting to strain to a pointed peak.
Patricia glanced down quickly at her breasts. The points were stiff and sensitive… her normally quiet and soft-textured nipples had grown thick, bursting into flower like over-ripened buds!
Jennifer, sensing Patricia's growing lust, began to sway her breasts towards her, bending her legs at bit to bring her nipples into delicious contact with the equally hard buds which belonged to Patricia. The electrical contact took Patricia's breath away. She almost gasped aloud as the older girl's free hand massaged her own breasts in tiny teasing circles, tweaking the soft nipples into a firmer, almost tormenting hardness. Without warning, Jennifer scissored her legs open with the agility of a limbo dancer, exposing the thin slit of her vagina, nestled teasingly in the soft dark hair between her thighs. Sheer wanton desire burned out at Patricia from her dilated pupils, now half-hidden beneath her slightly closed eyelids.
Patricia blushed slightly at the guilt flickering through her conscience… Did she really have the right to have such strong desires for a member of her own sex? She squirmed her own buttocks nervously, feeling the edge of the cool, tiled wall behind her. Jennifer brushed against her once more, and she jumped at the unexpected contact and the more unexpected shock it had brought. Her breath quickened as Jennifer began to move rhythmically from side to side, letting her full, globular tits brush again and again into Patricia's… feeling a glorious thrill each time the pointy buds made contact with one another.
The steady splash of the water behind her forcibly reminded Patricia that the bath must be almost overflowing. She stepped backwards and reached out her hand for the taps… reluctant to tear her eyes away from Jennifer's marvelous breasts. Sitting on the edge of the tub, she ran her fingers through the flowing water, testing the temperature. It seemed just right: not too hot, not too cold.
Patricia lifted one leg up and lowered her foot over the side of the enameled tub, deliberately remaining in this open position for several moments so that Jennifer could feast her eyes upon the soft, pink, moistened flesh of her cunt. The thin, curved slit had peeled apart and the inner lips were succulently revealed to Jennifer's steady gaze. A light trickle of hot moisture began to run down the inner thighs of Jennifer's long, tapered legs as the warmth of the younger girl's passion fused with her own lustful feelings. But, she made no attempt to conceal her premature emission, though it was obvious from Patricia's widening eyes that she had noticed the clear, warm fluid escaping from the inner confines of her womb.
The steam-filled room had grown very hot now and beads of perspiration stood out on Jennifer's completely naked body. They ran slowly down from her neck to drop in tiny rivulets between the deep valleys of her breasts. And, further down, Patricia could see trickles of condensed air falling over Jennifer's stomach and becoming lost in the soft down of her pubic mound, as she drew nearer to the tub. The girl felt the naked warmth of Jennifer's ripe female body close to her, then quivered slightly as she felt her fingers reach down over the inner swell of her breasts.
Her eyes filled with wonderment and awe, Patricia looked down at herself and watched as Jennifer's fingers started to manipulate gently at her bosom. They cupped, then raised the melon-shaped mounds, and Patricia felt their weight suddenly disappear as Jennifer held them firmly in both her hands.
Her hands feel so good… so soft! Patricia thought to herself, delighting the renewed sensations of warmth that filled her yearning body. She stretched her legs beneath the water, luxuriously pulling her muscles to their fullest length, then with a deep moan, let them fall wide apart, feeling the warmth of the bath water rush into the narrow slit between her cunt lips. Pushing slightly but meaningfully, Patricia urged Jennifer to step into the tub. And, with the more experienced lesbian still feeling her breasts and getting into the water with her, the girl let her body go limp, sinking up to her shoulders in the all-embracing heat of the bath.
Still embracing the fleshy mounds of pulsating titties, Jennifer positioned herself so that she was kneeling in the water between Patricia's wide-spread legs, forcing the girl to draw her knees up and allow Jennifer's own legs to press against her crotch. Patricia gasped aloud as tiny wisps of forbidden pleasure began to ripple deep down in her belly, and her pointed tongue began to flicker over the outside ridges of her parted lips as the exquisite sensations took complete power over her consciousness.
Taking up a large sponge from the glass shelf above her, Jennifer methodically began to soap Patricia's right breast, rubbing her fingers over the left breast and pulling gently at the rubbery nipple beneath the underwater slipperiness. She worked up a generous lather on the sponge and then used it to coat the rest of the girl's skin with foamy suds until the water grew cloudy and frothy with bubbles. Patricia leaned slowly forward in a dreamlike haze and rested her cheek against Jennifer's thigh. The firm sleek muscle, already wet with splashes from the water, felt intimate and inviting.
The older girl was now soaping Patricia's left breast. She dipped into the water with her sponge and gave the lithe curvature a long, lingering massage with the soft appliance, until the nipple rose again to a magnificently erect stature. She let the sponge slide slowly back into the warm water and worked the suds around the surface of Patricia's smooth flesh with her fingers, caressing and washing each individual area in tiny rotating movements.
After completely saturating the upper half of Patricia's lush body with suds, Jennifer gently urged her to stand up in the tub so she could get at the even more exciting lower region. Patricia obediently climbed unsteadily to her feet and stood with her legs well apart, reaching out to the wall to keep her balance.
The heavy steam that rose steadily from the bath water tickled her nostrils and made her head feel limp and heavy with a slight dizziness. Patricia closed her eyes and nibbled unconsciously on her lower lip as Jennifer's hands moved to her legs, her fingers resting just above Patricia's knees, on the first fleshy swell of her seductively open thighs. She washed the outside of Patricia's legs first, caressing her hands slowly up the tanned, splayed limbs, allowing them to rest momentarily on her lush, curvaceous hips.
When the girl's thighs began to shudder involuntarily under this tormenting caress, Jennifer transferred her fingers to the softer, more voluptuous inside of Patricia's legs and, with her thumbs stretching as far to the rear as possible, began to fondle and arouse the quivering, faintly moaning girl in earnest.
Jennifer's probing fingers worked themselves slowly inside the pink edges of Patricia's contracting cunt, slowly widening the lips. She slipped her index finger in and out smoothly between the lubricated opening, as Patricia stood there, hypnotized into immobility as the sensuous movements of the older girl's manipulations drove her upwards to a higher peak of yearning excitement. Patricia's facial muscles suddenly tightened in welcome painful pleasure, as Jennifer joined two fingers with the first and pushed all three into the hungry pink folds. They disappeared with a soft, sucking noise as a soft moan of pleasure purred from the young girl's lips.
Patricia's eyes and teeth were clenched tightly together as she writhed beneath the driving fingers fucking into her open pussy in uncontrolled passionate thrusts. Jennifer, her eyes wide with excitement and lust, repeated this tormenting act of love until Patricia cried out for her to stop, fearing that she would faint from the exertion of the intense pounding. Then, relenting, she brought her thumbs to Patricia's quivering pussy and gently pulled the wet, dripping lips widely open. From her vantage point, staring right up into the young girl's crotch, Jennifer was able to see directly into Patricia's brazenly exposed vagina. Patricia leaned her weight against the tiled wall, whimpering softly as Jennifer snaked her pointed tongue out and made contact with the soft, down-covered moistness of her vaginal lips. She licked wetly up and down the crevice around it, the tip of her tongue burrowing slightly into the outer fleshy anal ring. Jennifer kept the pouting red slit wide apart with her thumbs, as she slowly worked her mouth back to the inviting spot around the standing girl's clitoris.
Patricia's eyes were tightly shut, though she could hardly avoid being completely aware of everything that the wily Jennifer was doing to her trembling body.
"Oh… Oh… Ooooooh!" The cry was wrenched from Patricia's lips as she felt the most tender, the sharpest, the most delectable sensation that had ever possessed her, drive like an electric shock through her genitals.
"OH! JENNIFER… I CAN'T STAND IT!" Her thighs were jerking helplessly, wedged open by Jennifer's upraised face. Patricia thrust her hands down on the girl's head and began to beat her palms in helpless frenzy on her tormentor's hair, vainly trying to dislodge Jennifer's teasing, rapidly, licking tongue from the hot pulsating opening between her legs.
Patricia tried to squirm away, but Jennifer grimly continued to jab her pointed firm tongue at the hard, erected clitoris which was now provoking Patricia into an uncontrollable feeling of ecstasy. She released her nibbling teeth from the lips of the girl's cunt, letting the fleshy folds fall back around her mouth, and passed her hands around Patricia's hips until they descended upon the rigid firmness of her tightly clenched buttocks.
A few professional caresses at the warm, slippery wet cheeks and Patricia's muscles slowly began to loosen, making the globes relax and flexible. As if in a hypnotic trance, Jennifer coaxed her fingers into the crease of her buttocks and started to fondle her forefinger into the sensitive center of the girl's anus.
From where she squatted, Jennifer could clearly see the tiny, tight ass hole nestled in the crevice, throbbing as it anticipated her next move. Her fingers began to probe at the puckered little red inlet like teasing needles. The hole was so wet from its immersion in the water that soon Jennifer was able to penetrate it, her slim finger sinking easily into the wall of the tight inner muscles, until her middle finger was burrowed deep within the cringing girl, and could go no farther.
Patricia strained back at the intruding finger as the rubbery flesh closed over it in final acceptance. A flicker of surprised pleasure passed over her straining faces as the probing finger reached its apex far up inside her straining rectum.
This bold and rude penetration seemed to relieve Patricia's torment to some extent. The girl stopped her desperate pounding at Jennifer's head as she gave the inflamed clitoris one last, loving tickle with her tongue.
Patricia was exhausted from standing in the awkward stance, and wanted desperately to get out of the bath and adopt a more comfortable position. In reality, her main concern was to place herself so that Jennifer's body could press against hers; she wanted so much to feel the feminine closeness of the girl's breasts, loins and thighs on her own.
She gently disengaged Jennifer's mouth from her cunt, and slipped her hand behind her back, drawing Jennifer up to a standing position. For a moment which really seemed like an eternity, Jennifer looked deeply, lovingly into Patricia's smoldering eyes, then pressed her wet, warm body against hers in a lingering love hug. When she released her hold the parting wet flesh made a loud sucking noise.
Leading Patricia, she stepped from the tub, then the two girls quickly rubbed each other down with a pair of fleecy bath towels. When they were both thoroughly dried off, they sprayed each other with a spicy scented perfume, rubbing the cool liquid into the soft fleshy areas of their inner thighs, under their armpits, and on the brown still-erect buds of their breasts.
Moments later, the girls now eagerly willing to continue their lovemaking in a more comfortable position, scurried back to the bedroom and fell upon the soft mattress, looking into each other's eyes expectantly. Patricia could see nothing but Jennifer. Her eyes shone with obsessive, single-minded purpose as she undraped her own towel and stepped quickly into Jennifer's waiting arms.
Her arms enfolded Patricia's softly firm flesh, and the younger girl responded quickly to her embrace. Bodies pressing, hugging each other tightly, their lips met in a long, shameless kiss… their tongues stealing in and out, mixing with each other's saliva. Patricia clamped her lips greedily over Jennifer's, her mind drifting helplessly in a dreamlike fantasy, she felt as if her body was suspended in limbo… somewhere between heaven and earth. Her luscious body was now pressed beneath Jennifer's, her thighs had opened and she could feel Jennifer's fingers plucking insistently at the moist slit of her pulsating cunt, working patiently into the open, waiting hole.
Patricia began to run her trembling hands over the white globular mounds of Jennifer's buttocks, smoothly stroking at them with long, loving caresses. She moved her other hand gradually between the small valley of Jennifer's tits and softly milked at the spongy muscle closest to her grasp, unconsciously arousing the older girl to new and more pronounced heights of lustfulness.
Jennifer's breasts responded immediately to the soft petting and the brown pointed buds of her nipples sprang to life, peaking and ebbing with each gasp of air that rushed from her lungs. Her tongue pierced the hot moistness of the small puckered lips beneath her with rapid in and out thrusts, exploring every nook and crevice and running it over the hard enamel surface of Patricia's sharp tiny teeth. She slowly inserted a finger into the soft, tight cuntal opening that nestled between Patricia's wide-spread limbs, and began moving it in and out of her as if it were a miniature penis.
Unconsciously, Patricia moved her fingers down Jennifer's tummy until they closed around the ripe protuberance of the gaping cunt that poised expectantly over her quivering body. Her knuckles pressed urgently against the hairy mound as she sought the opening of her lover's hole, first fondling the thick lips, then easily sliding her middle finger deep into the well-lubricated passage. Jennifer's insides were warm and deliciously soft, her cum fluids flowed around Patricia's long finger like hot melting butter.
Gasping, their tongues continued to lick furiously in each other's mouths, following the rhythm of their stiff, ramming fingers, now thrusting in and out of each other's sexes. There could be no gentle caressing, for both girls were far too aroused and sexually excited to think of prolonging the love play. Together, they separated and plunged into each other as wildly as they knew how, and neither girl tried to hold back the mutual lust and hot passions that burst from their straining bodies.
Jennifer thrust her forefinger as far as it could go… deeper and harder into the womb of the writhing girl beneath her. Then, as the walls of her vagina slowly stretched to the pushing pressure, she inserted her middle finger in with it, continuing to fuck wildly down into the marshmallow softness in lustful abandon. Patricia lolled limply beneath her, allowing herself to be used and plundered, sucking back in grateful homage to the lesbian that was working over her. Sinking into helpless delirium, she felt Jennifer's fingers penetrating the depth of her cunt, bringing her to a pitch of nervous tension. Tension that demanded release with every thrust, from every particle of her body!
Jennifer began to urge her loins up and down in an instinctive, mindless tempo of lust, her excitation focused entirely on what Patricia was doing to her cunt and ignoring the pitiless squeezing of Patricia's other hand around her breast and nipple.
Patricia's beautiful face was contorted and twisted into an expression of pain-filled elation. A low muffled moan came from her lips, distorted in sound from the loud sucking noises of the hard long fingers now pounding into her gaping cunt. Jennifer swished her dark tresses from side to side as she rammed her fingers in and out of the young girl, as her firm tits danced and shook below her heaving chest.
Patricia was almost out of her mind, now. Her whole torso quivered under the blows of the impaling fingers, but she clenched her inner muscles against them tightly, fearing that they might escape and end her ecstasy before she had reached her climax. Then, she started to cum almost before she realized that her orgasm was welling up inside her. The completely unnatural occurrence of being fondled and kissed by a member of her own sex had triggered the spasm in Patricia much more quickly than normal…
"Oooohhh, ooohhh," Patricia moaned, all the inhibitions drained from her mind, "Give it to me! Quickly… or I'll die!"
Jennifer obediently increased the maddening probing until Patricia felt the fiery hot ball deep in her belly start to release its agonies, and she began blurting out incoherently all the vile words she knew, pleading with the older girl, as the lust in her desire-wracked body deepened her wild frenzy.
"Oh God," she moaned. "Fuck me, fuck me faster… Go on, do it!" Biting into Jennifer's lower lip, and shaking her head from side to side, forcing the older girl to move with her, Patricia trembled out her climax… the plentiful ooze of her hot cum spilling over Jennifer's fast-working fingers.
Groaning aloud, the newcomer to lesbian love shuddered finally to exhaustion, unable to move, scarcely able to open her eyes, Patricia with sudden stabbing of shame and regret jolting through her whispered, "I'm sorry, Jennifer, truly I'm sorry! It'll be better next time, I promise it will. I didn't… I couldn't help myself…"
Her voice trailed off helplessly. What could she say to the girl after all? What could she really say to her?
Just like all the other lovers Jennifer had gone to bed with, she too had failed her! Even if she made it up to her later… even now, when she had regained her breath… she would still have shown Jennifer that all she really cared about was her own satisfaction.
And perhaps that was all there was to sex. Ultimately, you only wanted to be sure of your own release… your own pleasure. If you could achieve this and at the same time bring your partner some degree of bliss… fine! But that was only a by-product of sexual union, a something extra which rarely came true. Lying there and thinking about it, Patricia silently thanked Mark for the brief joy he had brought into her life, and wondered sadly if she would ever meet anyone like him again.
Looking briefly into Jennifer's frustrated eyes, Patricia could see that the girl felt she had been betrayed yet again.
It's not really my fault, Patricia wanted desperately to tell her. Honestly, I couldn't help myself. I got so excited thinking about my love for Mark, that I let myself get lost in your love through the sheer misery of being alone.
Patricia let her head fall back onto the pillow in weary resignation, the words of her thoughts left unsaid. A moment or two later she felt Jennifer ease her body out of contact with hers and lay silently by her side on the bed.
Jennifer made a few more half-hearted attempts to arouse Patricia to her former hot passion, but with little success. Patricia found it almost impossible to respond to the other girl's pleading attempts now that she had been sobered with the thoughts of her own guilt. Self-recriminations persisted in tormenting her, echoing through her brain until Jennifer finally started to get up and dress herself.
Patricia was inwardly relieved that the girl made no further attempts to force herself upon her, and listened to the sounds the girl made as she got into her clothes. Jennifer would be friendly enough to her later when her emotions had cooled off, for she was far too sophisticated and cynical to take such a disappointment seriously for more than a few minutes… or was she?
But that wasn't the point. It wasn't the point at all. Instead of getting through to the girl as she wanted to, Patricia had merely widened the gulf… not only between her and Jennifer, but between Jennifer and anyone else who might try to get close to her.
Patricia lay motionless as Jennifer finished dressing, unable and not wanting to move. Her legs were still spread wide, as Jennifer had left them, and her loins wet and raw from her long merciless fingers. Oh God, she had failed Jennifer when she had most needed the love and understanding that she had promised to give to her!
She moved, pulling her limbs together experimentally to see if she could still control them. The pain and ache of her collapsed muscles shivered through her body, causing her legs to tremble spasmodically as she clasped them tightly closed, now, once more feeling deep embarrassment of her own nudity.
But Jennifer barely glanced at her as she slipped the loose sweater over her head and quickly left the room. When the door clicked softly shut behind Jennifer, leaving Patricia now truly alone to her own thoughts, she let out a deep tormented moan, clenching her fists in frustration until the knuckles stood out white and tense.
She could see her pitiful reflection in the dressing mirror across the room, showing the bruises and welts that now marked her smoothly tanned skin. Still sobbing softly, she reached up and hesitantly touched her breasts, feeling the dull throb from the marks surrounding her tender nipples, aching all the way through her chest as if to punish her for her rude failure with Jennifer.
Patricia lay propped against the pillow, and stared back at her forlorn body in the mirror, suddenly understanding with all of her being the loneliness of incomplete love.
"Oh God, I'm sorry Jennifer," she whispered to herself, "I'm so sorry… and I pity you. Dear God, don't ever let me end up like her!"
Then she buried her face in the deep, soft pillow and tried to loose herself in the blessed peacefulness of sleep.



CHAPTER FOUR


Larry Holmes awakened refreshed and rested after his long night of work in the studio, selecting and rejecting the latest stills for the new pin-up magazine, due out on the first of the month for publication. If he had a choice, he would have gone to that Hollywood party with Ellen last night, but he reneged at the last moment, knowing that the deadline would not be met if he did. Now that his work was completed and he could safely assume a large profit for his toils, he considered the new day with a feeling of optimistic adventure.
He quickly showered and dressed, then made his way down to the sunny kitchen overlooking the ocean, hoping that Ellen would be up and preparing breakfast.
The kitchen was empty and the rest of the house was still quiet. Apparently Ellen had another rough night of it, he chuckled to himself as he turned on the electric range and plugged in the coffee pot. It was a well-known fact that his sister had one of the busiest cunts in town and would take on anyone, man or woman, if she felt inclined to do so. That was the beauty of sex, he thought, the more you used it, the more awakened your senses became, until like Ellen, you prowled around other unsuspecting civilized people just waiting for a new conquest, always horny and hot and never satisfied with the new encounter after it had been used.
He had his usual hearty breakfast of fresh fruit, two boiled eggs, Danish pastry and coffee which he consumed in rapid gulps. Now he was ready for his first cigarette of the day, smoked in a holder with a filter in it to soften the harsh bite of the tobacco. He poured himself a second cup of coffee and sat down at the table again to study the contents of the manila folder that Ellen had left out for him the night before. The cover of the folder was labeled in bright red ink, "New Inventory."
Larry opened the folder and smiled approvingly down on a glossy photo of Patricia Massey, one that Jennifer had taken from her portfolio when she was out of her room. He reread the name attached to the picture, and recalled his conversation over the phone with Jennifer a few days back.
Jennifer really was a very good agent, he thought, tracing the outline of Patricia's body with the tip of his finger. He and Ellen had reason to be extremely grateful to the girl, for without her a large proportion of their amatory adventures could never have happened: she seemed to have a special talent for picking out the most exciting, the ripest girls that were available…
He closed the folder and took a deep drag on his cigarette, letting the smoke completely fill his lungs, then slowly exhaling it into the air forming his lips around it in a tight oval ring. Larry's expert eyes correctly identified Patricia as a relatively innocent young ex-suburbanite who wanted to make it big in the city. He had met the type on many previous occasions and they were invariably the most exciting, the most adaptive of lovers. But lately the supply of such girls appeared to be dwindling. Perhaps Hollywood was losing its appeal for them; the myth that the movie capital was a Mecca of golden opportunities was possibly in the process of being shattered.
How ingenious of Jennifer to find one of this fast-dying species! She was worth every penny of the large fee she charged him for such rare and captivating girls. Larry smiled as he thought of what a delicious encounter it would be to have a fresh new body under him again… there was no doubt in his mind that he would have her, and soon.
The kitchen door suddenly opened, breaking his reverie, and a magnificently proportioned girl entered the room. She looked as if she had just stepped out of the shower and was clothed only in a scant transparent negligee and panties.
Her glittering blonde hair was swept up on top of her head, its freshly-shampooed tresses reflecting light as if she possessed some inner form of illumination. Her lightly-tanned body peaked and curved beneath the sheer material as if it were going to burst forth with every step she took. The white pair of nylon panties that were stretched as tightly as possible over her loins accentuated the tanness of her rippling, full-fleshed thighs, as she ambled towards her brother with the agility of a stalking panther. Ellen carried herself with an air of complete self-assurance, her head high and her lips perpetually pursed in a promise of moist-mouthed sensuality.
Her movements embodied sexuality in every fiber of her body, and her smoldering eyes clearly showed their inner desires… her sole purpose in life was to seek the gratification of the senses. Ellen's body was a wonderment in itself, considering the fact that she was thirty years old. Her breasts, though large and generous, were as firm as a young girl's of twenty, they proudly jutted out from her slim limbs in two huge mountains of flesh, promising fulfillment of her womanly charms to anyone that ventured to try their luck.
Larry was amazed that the fast pace of her party life left no trace of wear on her face and body and he smiled at her appreciatively, acknowledging to her that she was at the peak of her animal magnetism, even to him, her own brother. When she walked into a room, she dominated it utterly, always drawing looks of envy from the other women that came close to hatred, and completely hypnotizing the males with her exquisite beauty and charm. Her lovers, of both sexes, had been so numerous that she would have lost count of their number had it not been for the fact that she kept a carefully-detailed record of their particular methods of love-making…
This dossier, to which her brother Larry contributed as well, took the form of a neatly-indexed, cross-referenced file of papers; with a separate sheet for each person either Ellen or Larry had slept with. Details of their physical appearance, their age, sex, coloring and… most important of all… their individual preferences and idiosyncrasies in regard to sex. This was merely one of their hobbies, though. Neither Ellen nor Larry had any intention of using their dossier for any other purpose except for a permanent reminder of their most pleasant hours.
How lucky it was for them that their career in the photography business afforded them every opportunity of practicing their desires! Their parents had both been killed in an automobile accident when Larry and Ellen were in their late teens, leaving them with a generous amount of money and a successful family portrait studio. A few years after that, Larry had gradually made the transition in clientele, dealing exclusively with pin-up and "artistic" pictures. This change was a huge success because their models were carefully picked for each special effect, and their poses were in the most lewd positions imaginable.
They sold their material (sets of photos, three regular monthly magazines) entirely through the mails. Slowly, with the minimum of advertising, they had built up a faithful clientele both in United States and Europe.
In addition to the separate stills, Larry and Ellen also published a regular series of undeniably pornographic magazines, and it was from these latter activities that they both derived their greatest pleasure and satisfaction. The high salaries paid to the publishers of their materials ensured that they were safe from official interference. Their only major problem was in keeping up the supply of fresh and unknown models, for Larry knew it was of utmost importance that his models appear innocent and youthful to the eyes of his clientele, otherwise they would go to other magazines that offered them what they wanted.
He depended heavily on agents such as Jennifer, an ex-model herself, to supply him with the girls who were the exact image of what Larry and Ellen needed: unprofessional and inexperienced young girls who longed to break into fashion or photographic modeling.
Larry had been highly successful in seducing the majority of this youthful crop of females… apart from his powerful position in relationship to their ambitions, he was strikingly handsome in a healthy, boyish way. His tall, slender frame was tanned a deep bronze from the generous southern California sun, and he had an easy wit and natural charm about him that affected almost every woman he met with an instantaneous and powerful magnetic attraction. His sandy-colored hair was styled in a brush cut neatly framing the even features of his face in perfect symmetry.
Now, his steel gray eyes gloated openly over the stalking figure of his sister as she went straight to the counter and poured herself a steaming hot cup of black coffee.
"Good morning, love," he greeted cheerily, now focusing his complete attention on the beautiful body standing so near to him that the fragrant scent of her body odors caused him to sit erect with excitement.
"What's so good about it brother dear," she answered dryly, carefully sipping at the hot liquid, not quite alert yet after the previous evening of excess drinking and sex.
Larry ignored his sister's outwardly distant manner, because he knew that Ellen secretly enjoyed appearing in her underwear for him; about the house she rarely bothered to put a dress on and the constant sight of her underdressed body in its high-charged and sexy underwear provided Larry with a great deal of inspiration for his photographs.
"Well, pussy cat," he chided, "it might be a lot more pleasant, if you would refrain from some of your nocturnal wanderings. By the way, who wound up your partner last night?"
Ellen came over to the table and stood beside Larry, leaning her curvaceous thighs against his arm, then squeezed her lush body into the chair beside her brother.
"I'm a big girl, now… remember?" she said softly, not in the mood to start an argument.
"Ok, Ellen… Forget it. I just wanted to find out how the party went last night."
"Oh, the same as usual… no new modeling material, if that's what you mean."
"What do you think of this one?" Larry opened the manila folder, and handed the glossy print to his sister.
"Very, very nice," Ellen purred, staring at Patricia's picture with open admiration.
"Jennifer's sending her over here Monday. I think she'll fit in just right for that special edition that we're preparing for this winter. You know, the one we were going to set up as a snappier edition of 'Fashion Shots'."
Larry was referring to a project which Ellen and himself had planned for several months. It was to be a definitely pornographic translation of their monthly glamour magazine 'Fashion Shots' in which girls were usually posed trying on various items of sexy underwear and lingerie.
For the newer version, a "sales lady" was to be included in the photos, assisting the girl to get into the bras and panties. Ellen was going to take this part, but so far they had been unsuccessful in finding a suitable girl to play the role of the buyer.
They wanted someone who could appear to be a regular girl, outwardly shocked at the indecent fondlings of the extremely forward "sales lady". It had been difficult to find a girl with just the right expression… and Larry wanted this particular magazine to be his best: he wasn't prepared to shoot it unless the model came right up to his preconceived ideas.
"She looks wonderful!" Ellen commented, "I only hope she can play the role." When she spoke, she teasingly let her long tapered fingers caress the inside of his thigh, knowing that this fondling could drive her over-sexed brother up the walls if she persisted long enough without giving in to him.
Larry put his hand around her and rested his palm affectionately on the smooth flesh of her buttocks… feeling the warm, semi-nude flesh of his sister's bottom under his fingers. At the contact, his penis gave an involuntary twitch inside his tight-fitting slacks, stirring uneasily and uncurling slightly as the softness of Ellen firm-fleshed bottom moved against the light pressure of his hand.
Ellen nuzzled her face against Larry's, her lips brushing his cheek.
"Of course, even if she's just what we want, we'll have to bring her along very carefully before we suggest that she poses in that way," Larry warned her. "I think we rushed that last girl too much, remember? I told you she was getting nervous about what we were asking her to do! We should have played her more carefully, more slowly…"
"Oh, don't be ridiculous!" Ellen interrupted. "I've told you hundreds of times that most girls love posing for sexy pictures. It inspires them to show off their womanhood. And once they've done a few ordinary ones it doesn't take very much to persuade them to go a little further." She teased him again, letting her fingers stray right over the growing thickness of his cock, and gently squeezing it until it burst forward against the material of his pants, ripe and hard.
"I know that dear," Larry told her patiently. "But when it comes to the extra special photos you've simply got to be subtle about it. It doesn't do a bit of good plunging in at the deep end, everything should be relaxed… natural. Besides, I feel we've been too careless with the last couple of girls that posed for us. Remember how Gloria took off like a startled fawn when you started to fondle her?" Larry traced his fingers along Ellen's shoulder, watching as his nails raised momentary red marks on his sister's flawless skin. They faded rapidly and returned her flesh to its normal white and tanned beauty. He stared, fascinated, as the welts appeared then vanished under the pressure of his manicured fingernails.
"You really do have the most exquisite shoulders," Larry whispered, caressing Ellen's youthful skin, and trying at the same time to focus his attention back to the matter at hand. But it was very difficult to concentrate now that Ellen's fingers were brushing so insistently over his covered loins. The bitch knew exactly how to touch him there! She was deliberately arousing him to cut short their argument!
"All I'm saying is that we should be extra careful with this new girl," Larry finished weakly. Ellen had lifted her legs over the far side of the chair so that she was sitting in his lap. The voluptuous weight and heat of her thighs burned through the thin material of his slacks and Larry could feel his sister's fire spread from between her legs and melt down on his hardness, sparking it with renewed life.
"Let's play it safe with Patricia, shall we? Let's be slow and easy with her, O.K.? That's all I'm asking. I've waited a long time to find a girl to do this magazine with us, why spoil things by scaring her off. Especially since she looks so perfect for the role."
Ellen wound her arms lovingly about Larry's neck. "You're the boss, big brother!" she whispered sexily. And Larry, feeling the pressure of his sister's breasts against his chest, feeling the sweet fragrance of her breath and her skin so intimately close to him, gave up the struggle.
Larry slid his trembling hands around her body until they held his sister possessively around her bare midriff. She leaned more closely to him, taunting him with her almost naked femininity.
"Here?" he whispered, a catch of desire in his voice.
Ellen stood up slowly in front of the ocean bay window, scanning the horizon with smoky lust-filled eyes. Why not, she thought, they should take more advantage of the expensive privacy they both worked so hard to maintain. She reached down without a word, removed her panties and threw them on the back of the kitchen chair. Then, she lifted her thin negligee high above her head and straddled him, the whiteness of her rounded buttocks poised directly over the hardness of his long thick cock.
"Here!" she breathed into his mouth. "Here, my darling…"
Larry, still sitting in the chair, moved his hands around his sister's back, half-supporting her, raising her so that her body lifted slightly above his.
"Help me get it out," he pleaded, almost breathless from the delicious nearness of her.
He slithered the pointed tip of his tongue around the sensitive outline of her full mouth, as she eagerly unzipped his pants and pulled out his erect cock, momentarily holding it in her hands like it was a valuable art treasure. Her large pulsating breasts pushed forward as she raised her body even higher, breaking contact with his mouth and almost smothering him as he leaned her tits against his face to gain support in her awkward position.
Still holding her brother's pulsating cock firmly in her hands, she leaned back and positioned her buttocks on the edge of the table, pulling him to a half-standing position as she moved. Larry's pants fell loosely to the floor and his fingers ran down both sides of her curvaceous hips, caressing them with loving adoration.
Ellen, with a small gurgling noise, continued to run her cool, slender fingers up and down the underside of his prick, teasing it until the long thickened rod jumped and pulsed in front of her. She knew every inch of her brother's body, but each time she touched Larry's cock she felt the same terrific thrill – it was as if she could never quite believe that she was being so daring… so outrageous as to enjoy her brother in this incestuous and taboo fashion…
Their half-nude bodies were clearly exposed in front of the large bay window, but neither of them cared… the only thing in their minds at that moment was to somehow quench the hot fire that now burned deeply in both of them. As she played with him, Larry dug his fingers into the soft flesh of her creamy white titties. He fondled her nipple until it grew large and stiff beneath his touch, the jellied flesh of her well-filled breasts exciting him beyond belief.
Ellen liked nothing better than to have her breast manhandled as roughly as possible, he knew that. The fiercer, the more violent the caress… the greater her pleasure. He squeezed his fingers around the firm, white globe, digging them ruthlessly into her, pulling and stretching them like a large piece of baker's dough.
His manipulations thoroughly delighted his sister, and she flicked her tongue deep into his mouth and started to French kiss him slowly, allowing the moist saliva to dribble from her mouth and onto him. She kissed him urgently, rubbing her mouth sideways on his, at the same time gripping his cock with fierce desperation… squeezing it so tightly that Larry feared his blood would cease flowing through it. With her free hand, she strayed her sharp finger nails softly over the sensitive tip of his cock, provoking her brother into a deeper frenzy of passion through the tortuous manipulations.
Larry brought his right hand down to the soft waiting pubic mound nestled seductively between her lithe thighs. He parted the soft fleece gently and worked his finger slowly into the warm moist crevice, gently massaging her there, and softly squeezing his fingers open and shut around the spongy softness of her slightly quivering vaginal lips.
Ellen began to softly moan and twist her body from his delicious massaging, and continued to stroke her fingers rapidly over the sensitive tip of his cock, coaxing a premature dewdrop of cum from it. Lubricated by this droplet of sperm, Ellen's finger moved down further to the tight elastic ring of his puckered anus, fidgeting tenderly around the opening and giving Larry a delirious feeling of sheer, obscene delight. She moved her other hand up to the nape of his neck, caressing the sensitive bone there which she knew only too well brought Larry to an almost unbearable pitch of nervous excitement.
These dual manipulations ignited Larry to a higher feverish pitch of excitement and lust, and his hands began to move furiously, massaging and probing at her trembling cunt, until she too was a complete bundle of raw nerve and unreleased tension. Ellen uttered a low gasp, and spreading her long tanned legs wide apart, proceeded to prop her feet on the window ledge behind him. Her loins were now completely open and exposed to his staring gaze, with the moist pink opening secreting tiny drops of warm wet fluid, so ready was she for his immersion into her.
Larry moved his hands upwards and placed them back on her thighs, then rubbed them firmly upwards, letting his fingers mold and shape the flaccid texture of his sister's buttocks. The cheeks tilted whichever way he chose, moving in docile obedience to the pressure of his hands. He fitted his thumbs into the deep crevice which curved beneath each cheek while he kept his remaining fingers splayed over the glossy surface of Ellen's ass and pressured his thumbs upwards…
Generously, the placid globes opened under his fondling, revealing Ellen's tiny brown anus just below the pink slit of her moist and ready cunt. Still holding the cheeks so that the cleavage between them was a clearly revealed, he gently pushed his sister down on her back across the kitchen table and began to kiss into the warm, slightly moist opening between her wide-stretched thighs.
His tongue licked forward, the tip teasing wetly against the tiny bud of her clitoris, while small mewls and gasps of pleasure escaped from her slightly parted lips.
"Mmmmm… that's it darling," she coaxed him on. "Don't stop sucking, dear… Oooooh… Lick it! Lick it!"
She moaned again through the sensations of desire building up deep within her belly, as his tongue circled around maddeningly inside her, with the tip flicking against the wet sensitive walls of her pussy in wild frenzied motions.
The odor of her flowing fluids filled his nostrils with a sharp pungent aroma, and they flared out in two small circles above his licking tongue and sucking mouth. With the tip of his tongue, Larry licked tentatively lower into Ellen's anus. The tiny, tight orifice seemed to quiver and clench tight against the wet intruder… but Larry persisted, holding the girl's anus well-open, and eventually succeeded in worming an inch or so of his tongue into her back passage.
While he explored orally the exciting, erotic zone of his sister's anal ring, his thumbs were at work on the trembling lips of her cunt, playing with and fondling the two wet folds of flesh, then plunging them down deep into her vaginal hole, which now was a steaming gate of fire.
His back was aching slightly from bending over his sister and so, without altering the close intimacy of their connection, and without losing contact for one precious moment, Larry managed to wriggle his body down so that he supported himself by his elbows, using them to force Ellen's legs even further apart.
By now, his sister quivered and her entire body shook in a jellied mass of uncontrollable spasms. Her head hung back down over the table's edge, with her long blonde tresses swishing from side to side, gently brushing against the seat of the upholstered kitchen chair and knocking her soft, silk panties unnoticed to the floor.
The hot smooth flesh of the girl's loins was so delightfully soft and tender that her brother lost momentary control over himself and a small dribble of cum spilled prematurely onto the cool kitchen floor. But he closed his eyes tightly until the urge had passed, finally managing to fight back the spasm which had so nearly brought about an ejaculation. Then he concentrated his full attention on Ellen's hot moist opening, thinking how strange it was that his sister, after countless intimacies, still was able to arouse him more rapidly and more violently than any other girl he had ever known.
His tongue worked around and around once more in the warm opening just behind her quivering cuntal lips, until he felt another sudden small rush of liquid escape from the orifice and run teasingly into his mouth. This eruption meant nothing. He knew this from prior experience. His sister frequently came, bit by bit, during their preliminary fondling, and she had scarcely so much as stiffened and clenched her buttocks. When her real orgasm came, it would be as much as he could do to hold her down.
Larry continued to lick and suck at her vagina, almost deriving as much pleasure from the lewd act as Ellen herself was obviously getting. She had started to revolve her buttocks in a steady, grinding rhythm… trapping his nose tightly between the cheeks and rubbing them lewdly and sensuously together.
When he had cunt-sucked her for several timeless minutes, he returned his tongue to his sister's anus and briefly licked teasingly up the warm, soft divide… as if to bid a temporary farewell… he could wait not a minute longer to sink his pulsating cock into the depths of her hot, hungry cunt.
He raised himself from his squatting position, and stood up straight, his cock sticking rudely into the air like a flagrant missile ready to be shot from its launching pad. Gracefully, Ellen positioned herself under him, still bracing her feet against the hard surface of the window ledge.
Larry threw himself over her in a silent gasp, levering up on his hands into a push-up position above the slowly undulating body of his sister. Her face was now contorted in indescribable rapture and her lips were pursed in a wet rounded oval shape, with tiny wisping groans of pleasure escaping from around the soft pinkness of the inside of her mouth.
No matter how frequently she was fucked by her brother, Ellen could never avoid the brief but electrifying moment when she visualized herself defying the Gods and the entire universe itself. The most primitive societies in the world would condemn this behavior, for it was viewed with horror and fear by every civilization on earth. Now, here on the kitchen table, she and her brother Larry were defying them all! It was a terrifying, yet a uniquely and profoundly exciting concept. Each time they coupled, they were challenging the world! Ellen's body thrilled to the idea, deriving an intensely powerful sense of importance from their lewd and wicked perversion.
She lifted her head, the cords on her neck standing out and turning white from the strain, and looked deeply into her brother's smoldering eyes.
"Oooooh, fuck it, fuck it hard, hard!" she commanded, her voice in the high pitch of a shrill scream.
Larry grunted over her and began to work his cock into the hot interior of her clasping cunt. He loved to hear her begging him like that, so abandoned and yearning with a hot, helpless passion for every inch of his rod. His tortured prick slid easily into the slippery, yielding cavern of Ellen's cunt, and she in turn, eagerly absorbed it, loving the feeling of the muscular rod slipping tightly up into her throbbing pussy.
A surge of immense gratification pulsed through Larry's body as he slowly penetrated his sister's opening. They fitted each other so perfectly, in every possible way they were a wonderful match. Ellen swallowed his long rod deep into the hot passage of her vaginal walls, the muscles clasping and releasing at it, stimulating his senses with indescribable sensations of joy. Her hands caressed the hair on his chest lovingly, stroking his nipples as her eyes looking up into his, hot, flushed and excited with a wild, burning desire.
She twisted her lust-gyrating hips sharply against his pounding loins, wanting to feel the penetration in every inch of her demanding hole.
"Oooh… My God." Larry groaned, feeling the exquisite softness of his sister's inner pulsating muscles. He looked down between them, the sight of his hard shaft of flesh sunk deep into her like that increased his sensitivity a thousand-fold. He could feel the warm slippery juices inside her flowing around his rock-hard cock like melted butter, as she expertly contracted her muscles around it, stroking and pulling on it with her inner thighs locked around his waist in a tight death-like grip.
He flexed his muscular buttocks, his head still raised, and watched her as her head lolled limply from side to side, her eyes now two smoldering hot coals of lust. Ellen could feel his throbbing reaction and began to bounce her crotch more furiously against him, her teeth tightly clenched together from the tremendous strain of the delicious, obscene coupling. She lifted her feet from the window ledge and locked them around his ankles, then reached up around his driving buttocks and cupped them greedily in her palms, pulling his loins down tighter into the hot opening of her rampaging cunt.
"Oooh shit! It's soooo good… sooo good," she chanted, not caring that their lewd incestuous fucking was happening in the bright daylight in front of a huge glass window where anyone who chose to stroll by might see them.
Larry, his eyes dilated as if in a hypnotized trance, slid his hands under her buttocks, cupping them in his hands, and drove his cock rhythmically into the wetness of her cunt. His hands dug deeply into the two globular spheres as he kneaded at them and stretched them apart with each in and out thrust as he plunged wilder and wilder into her.
He worked his middle finger in between the crevice of her buttocks, searching with the tip of it for her tight throbbing anus. A small rivulet of warm moist liquid was running down the wide-spread crevice from where he could feel his hard rod of flesh sawing into her. It moistened the tight puckered little hole, lubricating it slightly and he probed experimentally for a moment with the tip of his finger. He pushed hard, feeling it give a little, and then suddenly the tight elastic nether ring gave way completely and his finger slid in with a pop up to the first knuckle joint. She lurched forward, almost crawling on her back across the slick table to escape the first unexpected pain.
"Laaarrrrry!" she screamed, "Oooooh! Yessss, yesss! Hurt me, hurt me, hurt me!"
In spite of the pain, he felt her suddenly begin screwing her buttocks back on his finger until it was sunk to the palm of his hand. He jiggled it inside, rotating it around in the fleshy depths of her rectum. He could feel through the thin wall of flesh separating her two passages the underside of his cock sliding in and out of her and began skewering her between them, maintaining the same rhythm for both as she groaned on under him. His nail caught the flesh momentarily in her asshole, scraping her and she jerked, but then caught up the rhythm again, opening her legs wide out over the table to give greater access to the ravishing of her loins.
Larry could feel his cock growing and expanding inside her until it felt as though it were going to burst from the exquisite pleasure building in his testicles as they slapped heavily against her buttocks below. It wouldn't be long he hoped, he knew he could not hold it back much longer.
She had to cum, and soon, or else!
He began ramming it into her with long hard strokes in time with his finger skewering into her asshole to excite her more. Ellen suddenly brought the flat of her palm against his bucking rear, slapping down on it like a jockey, urging his horse down the last lap of the track.
"Faaaasster, faster!" she shrieked up at him, her eyes rolling up underneath her fluttering eyelids as if she were in the throes of a wild uncontrollable epileptic fit.
Larry jerked his sweating loins harder and faster down into her hot clasping cunt. He could tell she was near completion as she gripped him tight between her thighs, opening and closing them around him in time to his long hard thrusts into her. She gurgled beneath him, the sound coming from deep within her throat as though she had no control over it. He knew she was near and he continued to thrust down on her with a merciless in and out fucking movement… with all the strength he could muster.
Ellen scratched at her brother's chest like an unleashed tiger, her long fingernails leaving a series of jagged red trails on his skin, as she fought to reach the zenith of her excitement. She jackknifed her legs up tight, pressing her knees back hard into her heaving breasts and offering him the full opening of her upraised crotch. Her eyes rolled uncontrollably in her head, her face contorted and straining for the final explosion that was so near now…
"I'm cumming," she coughed suddenly, her mouth gaping wide open in an ecstatic abandonment. She pulled back her thighs tighter until the whole of her stretched pink vaginal slit was presented up to him to batter and use as he willed. Her ankles locked over his shoulders, her crotch squirming beneath him in a wild uninhibited dance of abandoned ecstasy. Her mouth hung open wide, unseeing eyes gazed blankly at the kitchen ceiling.
A silent scream suddenly formed on the edges of her lips, with her teeth clenched tightly together in pain-filled ecstasy. Tiny muffled grunts erupted from deep within her, punctuating the rhythm of her brother's wildly fucking loins. Her nostrils flared out rigidly as she screwed herself up on his thrusting cock and locked herself to him with all the strength of her thighs while her loins jerked spasmodically against his sides.
"Eeeeehhhhh!" her loud shriek pierced through the screened windows and floated out into the bright light of day.
After the initial explosions, she held her breath for an interminable moment and then expelled it as though she had been trapped under water, her lungs bursting from the prolonged pressure. Then, she lay still, except for the uncontrollable quivering of her pussy still locked tightly around his tortured prick. He pushed it deep inside her gaping hole, and then lay quiet over her, allowing her to rest for a moment.
Ellen's lush body had slowly inched it's way across the slick table, until now her entire head was hanging back over the edge of the kitchen table. Her mouth hung loosely open as she sucked in greedily at the air around her, trying once more to catch her breath. Larry slowly withdrew his hardened cock from her lust-stretched cunt, watching it easily slide out, making a soft sucking noise as the head slipped from the satiated trembling cuntal lips like a foot withdrawing from quicksand.
He stood up straight, stretching his tortured muscles as his rock hard cock sprang out and stood away from his body in stiff erection. Running his hands over the gorgeous curves and peaks of her body, he edged around to the side of the table from where her head still dangled in helpless exhaustion, her lips still parted, temptuous mewling sounds rolling aimlessly from them.
His eyes locked on her full red, sensuous lips, still muttering nothings out into the air from her tremendous climax. They were wet and moist from her tongue swirling around them as she lay suffering, yet not suffering from her awkward position on the table.
He tangled his strong fingers into the long blonde tresses of her hair and pulled her parted lips up to the hard swollen head of his organ. He wanted to shove his cock all the way down between them and shuddered at the thought of that moist, warm cavern closing around it caused it to jerk and almost ejaculate down onto her upraised breasts.
Ellen's eyes grew wide with excitement as soon as she realized her brother's intentions. She knew this was his favorite part of fucking her, and secretly, she enjoyed the lewdness just as much as he did. Her lips were a bare inch away from the tip of his swollen instrument, and she opened her mouth and breathed softly against it, allowing her hot breath to flow over the cool tip with a maddening slowness.
"Oooo God, suck it now, baby," she heard him groan above her. Her brother's words excited her as she knew his eyes were hungrily taking in the nudity of her helpless, battered body as he spoke.
Her tongue flicked out, the tip coming into warm wet contact with the head of his cock. She circled it about the smooth, rubbery flesh as he groaned and twisted above from the cruel teasing she was subjecting him to. Her tongue continued to flick at it hungrily out from between her small white teeth, licking rapidly at the tiny opening in the head. A thin string of his cum seeped from it and stretched across her open mouth. She strained closer to him, the cords of her neck standing out, trying to suck the teasing instrument into her mouth, and when this movement failed, she frantically reached up grabbing his balls, and pulled the thick rod deep into her sucking mouth until it pressed tight back against the tips of her tonsils.
She closed her eyes to keep from choking. Her brother's thick spongy cock was now rammed deep inside her mouth, and she could feel the rubbery head rub the full length of her tongue imbedding itself deep in her throat. Saliva seemed to fill her mouth, all of it, except that filled by Larry's great cock, now protruding like a giant, impersonal tree trunk from her oval shaped lips.
He began a slow rhythmic undulation of his hips down into her face, as she in return, sucked demonlike, swishing her tongue with wicked vengeance, around and around the throbbing head sliding in and out of her ovalled lips.
Larry groaned incoherently above her flailing head and pushed his hands tight against her bloated cheeks. He had waited for this precious moment long enough… now he wanted her to make him cum so he could let his hot, impatient juices flow freely down her hungry gaping throat. As he flexed his loins in and out at the rounded open hole formed by her sensuously sucking lips, he could feel all of himself, every nerve he possessed, pulsating and throbbing between her teeth and into the moist cavity and warmth of her saliva-filled mouth.
He could feel the pressure building in his balls slapping against the bridge of her nose as she worked away on him in hot passion, inflating and lengthening his cock to a dimension he never thought possible. Then, he suddenly jerked his powerful loins forward and let out a low, tortuous groan as the hot, white cum lying in wait inside him spurted up from his aching balls and out the tip of his jerking penis. He gripped her head tight between his hands and shoved his cock deeper into her throat.
Ellen groaned beneath him as the first hot spurt of fiery liquid flooded into the back of her mouth, filling the warm sucking cavity and bloating her cheeks into twin mounds of puffed-out flesh. Her throat contracted greedily, swallowing and sputtering to keep from choking on the white sticky semen as he emptied his balls relentlessly deep into her throat.
He collapsed over her in complete exhaustion, starting to ease his deflated cock away from her, but Ellen continued to suck at it gently, licking the last of his hot, remaining sperm from it… washing it down thoroughly with her glistening voracious tongue.
He stood up with snaky knees when she had finished her task, and gently lifted her off the table and into his arms.
"I love you so much," his sister whispered to him as she buried her head against the wide expanse of his chest.
Larry squeezed her shoulders gently and lifted her chin up with the tip of his finger, looking steadily into her still smoldering eyes.
"And you're the only girl for me… You know that don't you?"
She smiled up at him, feeling wonderfully secure in his love. Their forbidden relationship was wicked, of course, but to her it was the only thing in her life that had any real substance.
Ellen stepped back, still smiling up at him, then winced as a sharp pain cut into the bottom of her foot. She looked down to see the shattered remains of their coffee cups that had smashed unnoticed to the floor during their passionate love-making.
Their eyes met again and they both burst out into spasms of uncontrollable laughter.
"Let's clean this mess up and then go for a quick dip in the pool," Larry said, tears still pouring from his eyes over the ridiculous glee he felt from the wreck they had made of the kitchen.
"Oh, Larry," she said, "I love you… I truly do, you always have such fun ideas!"
"That's because I love you so much, baby," he said. "You inspire me… Come on now, be a good little girl and tidy up the kitchen. If you do a real good job of it, big brother will take you swimming in his birthday suit. The hell with the neighbors," be chuckled. "They'll never know the fun they're missing!"



CHAPTER FIVE


The ocean shimmered in glistening yellows and pinks as the afternoon sun slowly sunk into the watery horizon outside of Jennifer's beach cottage. Jennifer moved restlessly across the living room, standing for a moment by the tray of reefers she had so carefully prepared for the party that night, counting them again to be sure there would be enough for her guests.
Her eyes slowly scanned the rest of the room and spotted two mugs on the window ledge half-filled with cold, black coffee. Taking them into the small kitchen, she rinsed the cups off with warm water, carefully rubbing the lipstick marks away with her thumb, then turned them upside down on the drainboard.
She walked back into the living room and inspected it once more. Everything seemed tidy enough, though she didn't know why she was going to so much bother for the party tonight. The people she picked out for her friends could really care less about such trivial matters as a tidy living room. All they cared about was getting high and tuning in to the wild music from her stereo collection… that, and of course the exchanging of ideas, and getting into heated arguments about the passing scene.
Most of this group consisted of the liberal faction as far as politics go, and they all insisted that the way to live your life was from a day to day existence, taking each minute and hour as it came.
They professed to love everyone, even their enemies, just as the Old Testament directed… of course they didn't follow it exactly, for they practiced "free-love" as though it were a religious inspiration.
Jennifer reached down and picked up one of the reefers from the tray, lighting it and taking a deep drag, letting the sweet pungent smoke fill her lungs completely until she could feel a painful burning sensation at the back of her throat.
"Christ, this is good strong stuff," she muttered, pulling on it again and taking a longer, more prolonged drag.
Already her head began to feel deliciously light, as though she were slowly drifting into a fantastic dreamy world of pleasure. She giggled to herself and turned on the stereo, sexily undulating her loins to the latin beat of the music, now permeating the room with the pulsating beat of bongo drums.
She danced across the rug in delightful abandon, swinging her arms loosely out in front of her and turning in fast, rapid circular motions, freezing suddenly as the drums came back on and jerking her hips from side to side in time with their pounding rhythm.
The slowly burning reefer, now dangling loosely from her mouth, sparked and glowed from the swish of air that played across it's burning ember… as Jennifer whirled and twirled herself into absolute dizziness, then finally collapsed onto the rug in complete exhaustion.
Her entire body felt light and free from any weight, even the pull of gravitation. Her thoughts were all good and everything, even her most disturbing problems seemed minuscule and unimportant, now that the hashish had absorbed itself into the deep recesses of her mind.
She lay there momentarily, completely enjoying the familiar lifting sensation in her head, a sensual heightening of her mind as her thoughts spiraled beautifully around in her brain… the colors she saw and the things she touched, taking on a new and intensive perspective.
Patricia would be down in a few minutes, for it was almost time for the guests to arrive. The girl was deliberately delaying her entrance until a few people had arrived… Jennifer smiled to herself as she thought about Patricia's reluctance to be alone in the same room with her.
Ever since yesterday morning, when she had so skillfully conned the younger girl into going over to the studio and offering her services to Larry and Ellen, they had scarcely exchanged more than a few words to each other. Obviously, Jennifer knew, Patricia felt shy and embarrassed at what she thought of as her "faux pas". She was not in the position now to suspect that Jennifer had engineered their intimate affair in the bath, and the even more sensual love-play which had followed.
The whole episode had been nothing more to Jennifer than a sort of softening-up of the girl for Larry and Ellen. They wanted to be sure that the models she supplied to them didn't possess too many inhibitions, and what better way could there be of insuring that the girls would finally end up stripping and posing for them as sexily as possible?
All of her detailed preliminaries with the new models usually saved a great deal of time for the brother and sister, and Jennifer got a 15 percent increase on her commission if she succeeded in seducing the girls before they kept their first appointment. All the same, Jennifer did feel a slight pang of regret for the way in which she so cleverly deceived Patricia. Not that this girl was any different from the others, but Jennifer kept seeing her big hazel-green eyes, so sad and compassionate, and so filled with unvoiced dismay because she thought she had hurt Jennifer by her sexual performance. Of course, everything Jennifer had told her about the older girl seducing her was completely true. The episode had really happened in exactly the way she had related it to Patricia, but she had narrated the same story so many times, and to so many different girls, that it had long ago stopped seeming real to her. It was as if she had rehearsed the lines of a play so intensively that they no longer had the power to move her any longer, no matter how poignant they had been at the beginning.
She reached the final draw on her reefer and crushed the tiny butt into an ashtray, sighing regretfully as the thought of the whole messy affair lingered deep in her conscience. The hashish was increasing her self-pity gradually, until waves of misery began to steal through her tormented mind. With a determined effort, the girl swung her legs to the floor and forced herself to stand up. Movement of any kind seemed to disperse the effect of the drug, and feeling more in control of herself now, she walked back into the kitchen and poured herself a foaming glass of beer.
Greedily gulping down the frothy liquid until she could see the bottom of the glass, she heaved a sigh of relief and wiped off the sides of her mouth with the back of her hand… she felt better almost at once. There was really no sense in letting morbid feelings like this persist, she thought, besides, there was nothing that could be done about them, anyway. They were best ignored or suppressed.
Thinking of Patricia again, Jennifer giggled as she remembered that she had a further surprise in store for her Monday… Larry and Ellen were fast movers, and Patricia would soon learn plenty under their tutorship.
The ringing of the doorbell brought Jennifer back to the present, at last the party could get going, she thought impatiently, as she hurried to answer it. She opened the door with a set smile on her face, then gasped in amazement as she stared at her unexpected visitor. Before her stood Mark Saunders, an old boyfriend that she hadn't seen for months and months! Jennifer stood there speechless for a moment, not knowing quite what to say to him.
She had met Mark Saunders over a year ago at one of those ultra literary parties in Hollywood, and she took to him right away… he was handsome, charming, witty, and above all else, a rebel in every sense of the word.
During that first conversation between them, the young writer mentioned that one of his novels had been seized by the police and, after a brief court case, had been banned… after that Jennifer had seen to it that their first casual encounter had been followed by a brief, but blazing love affair.
Jennifer's strong animal attraction to him in the physical sense became even more poignant when she found that his basic social beliefs were almost identical to hers, although she found out later, unlike her he was a pure idealist and had a tendency to be a bit too romantic about sexual encounters. But he loathed authority of any kind; he was well-informed about the "hip" scene without being pretentious about it. One day he called her to tell her that he was going away to write a book, and that the L.A. scene was too distracting a place to concentrate in. That was the last time she had spoke to him, and often wondered in the months that followed what had happened to him… now as he stood there before her, all the old attraction for him was rapidly coming back…
"Mark! Where on earth have you been… It's so good to see you again!"
He laughed happily at her surprise, lifting her up in his arms, half-carrying her down the hall, and planted a warm kiss on her lips.
"Believe it or not I've been working, Jugs," he laughed. "Jugs" was the nickname he had christened her with the first time he got a look at her huge, firm breasts. He began to whirl her around and around him in a playful manner, still holding her helplessly in the air.
"Hey, put me down!" Jennifer wriggled her breasts against him, laughing and pretending to punch his shoulders.
He ignored her pleas and buried his face in her neck, growling and biting her skin playfully, as they came to the entrance of the livingroom. Then suddenly, he stopped dead in his tracks! His eyes were opened wide in disbelieving amazement, staring past Jennifer at Patricia, now standing at the foot of the stairway.
"I don't believe it!" he half-whispered, then gave a long, dry whistle, his face still contorted from the sudden surprise. As if in a dreamlike trance, his hands slowly left Jennifer's body, lowering her gently to the floor.
Patricia was standing halfway on the last step of the stairway with her hand on the banister, looking at him as if she couldn't believe her eyes.
"Patricia!" He moved quickly towards her, caught both of her hands in his and gave the girl a broad, genuinely pleased smile. "This is fantastic! What on earth are you doing here?"
The touch of his hands on hers sent jolting electrical impulses whirring through her body, and she felt winded, as if she had just run for ten miles without stopping to rest. She blushed deeply, thinking that he could probably hear the pounding of her heart, thudding wildly inside her and pumping blood up to her brain so fast that she leaned slightly towards him to stop the dizziness.
Patricia took a deep breath and smiled up at him, determined not to let her emotions betray her, for she was not sure where she really stood with him now, or for that matter, just how much their brief affair had meant to him. When she finally spoke, her voice did not give away her inner feelings.
"I was just about to ask you the same question," she said, the initial excitement gradually ebbing.
His eyes were as warm and exciting as she remembered them, smoldering with secret promises of love and crinkling boyishly at the corners at the same time, as if he were laughing at his own burning desires.
"Friends?" he asked her quietly. And then Patricia suddenly remembered how abruptly she left the beach cottage that day, leaving no word of explanation.
She nodded, then smiled. "I tried to find you later, I-I wrote you but…"
He cut short her apologies. "There's no need to say anything," he told her. "We were both very much on edge then… Anyway… let's just forget it, luck is with me today, I've finally finished that book, and found you again in the same week. What more could I ask for?"
"Oh, Mark, I'm so happy for you. I knew how much you wanted to finish it, that's why I…"
"No more about that," he said softly, increasing the warm pressure of his hand on hers. "Are you staying with Jennifer now?"
"Y-Yes, I'm trying to find a steady job in modeling, and Jennifer's sort of helping me along… my money's running a little low right now." She looked over his shoulder and met Jennifer's eyes. The girl was staring at them with a puzzled, almost angry look on her face… as if she deeply resented their knowing each other.
Jennifer, who had been watching this exchange with mounting impatience, now interrupted the couple's intimate reunion.
"Suppose you two lovebirds come downstairs and help me open a few bottles of beer. It's time we got this party moving!" she called. "You'll have plenty of time for tete-a-tetes later on."
Patricia released her hands from Mark's, and looked over at the other girl quizzically. Jennifer was standing with her arms folded, now unable to disguise the anger in her voice and in her stance. What was the matter with her, Patricia wondered. Surely she wasn't jealous… Mark wasn't her lover too, was he? No, that wouldn't account for Jennifer's bad temper. She knew the girl well enough to realize that Jennifer was cool enough in her relationships not to be put out by an unfaithful lover. But something was clearly bothering her, and it obviously had some connection with Mark and herself.
Patricia shrugged her shoulders. Whatever it was, it couldn't be helped now that he was with her again. She hadn't realized before just how much he meant to her until he had appeared right out of the blue, but the pounding of her heart and weak feeling at the pit of her stomach told her that she wasn't about to let him get away so easily this time…
After those first few uncomfortable moments with Jennifer, Patricia noticed with relief the other girl gradually relax, becoming her old "cool" self again, laughing with them and telling Mark the latest gossip and happenings revolving around their inner circle of friends. It was not until much later when the rest of the people had firmly entrenched themselves in the livingroom, that Jennifer slowly withdrew from them, becoming moody once more and talking little to anyone around her. She began to chain-smoke from the tray of reefers… and at a rough count Patricia guessed that the girl had gone through at least six of the home-made sticks.
Patricia also noticed that none of Jennifer's "friends" seemed to pay very much attention to her withdrawal, for most of them were perfectly content to curl up on the floor and drink beer, talk and smoke an occasional reefer themselves. Patricia tried to join in the conversations, but despite the undeniably interesting topics which weaved patterns all around her, she was beginning to feel bored and restless.
Ever since Jennifer's first interruption, she hadn't really had much of an opportunity to talk to Mark, because the boy had been led into conversation after conversation as each new guest had arrived at the cottage.
He was in another intense conversation now with a studious-looking man wearing horn-rimmed glasses and dressed in the tweedy, casual manner of a university professor. From his appearance and from the way Mark listened to him, Patricia guessed that he was someone pretty influential. This was confirmed to her when the man finally left the room and Mark came over to the fireplace where Patricia sat with her back propped against the wall.
"He's a reader for one of the big publishers," Mark told her apologetically. "They might possibly take a chance on my next book… It's been difficult to find a publisher for what I'm really interested in writing… ever since that court case."
The room was thick with the fumes of hashish, and Patricia, who had still not experimented with the drug, felt a wave of nausea slowly envelope her as she looked back up at him.
"Couldn't we sneak up to my room and talk about it, Mark?" she asked with a half-pleading look in her upraised eyes. "All this smoke and noise is making me ill."
The never-ending L.P. of Indian music was turned up to the highest volume on Jennifer's stereo, with the plaintive, wailing sound of weird instruments filling the room, its purpose mainly to enhance the setting of the drug-takers.
Without another word or hesitation, Mark pulled Patricia to her feet, quickly stealing a glance at Jennifer who now seemed oblivious to everything happening around her. She lay with her head on another man's lap, eyes closed, her fingers tapping against her thigh in rhythm with the pulsating music.
As soon as they were safely inside her bedroom, Mark took her in his arms and began kissing her feverishly as if he were trying to absorb completely her voluptuous, young body by his ardent movements. He ran his trembling lips across the smooth skin of her forehead and down on her flushed cheeks, on the tip of her nose, then planted them firmly on her slightly parted lips. His mouth felt both familiar and strangely exciting to Patricia, as if she were tasting sweet water from a trickling fountain that would never be able to quench her thirst.
She pressed her body tightly against his, squashing her firm full breasts against his hard expansive chest, remembering the heated passion they both had shared months before. Patricia was wearing a dark green mini-skirt that ended just six inches above her well-formed knees. Beneath that, a pair of skin-colored tights served as both stockings and panties, covering her bottom half in seductive sheerness and transparency. A cool, crisp blouse tucked neatly below the narrow band of the skirt bristled its starchiness against the rough texture of his sports coat as their bodies rubbed and twisted against each other with mounting passion.
Mark worked his mouth over her parted, gasping lips, gradually slipping his tongue between her teeth, then slowly swirling it around the wet moistness within. He moved his hands down her body, drew her brief skirt up over her ripe buttocks and began to massage the firmly tensed cheeks through the sensuous feeling material of the girl's tights.
He moaned softly as he continued to massage them lovingly… they were so soft and supple, so easy to pull, first this way and then that… He pressed them tightly, straining her body even more against his own, his fingers curling so that they fitted contourously into the twin curves of her luscious buttocks.
Patricia's short skirt slowly began to creep up in front as she pressed against him tightly, and Mark could feel the hot coal of passion from deep within her loins burning against his leg. The warmth felt good on him, proof beyond a doubt that her cravings matched his own, and he gently nudged her legs apart with his knee, nestling the side of his thigh tightly against her open crotch.
Patricia responded rapidly to this fondling by placing her hands firmly on his buttocks, rubbing and caressing them sensuously as she jerked and twisted against him, her whole body now begging to be fucked again by him as she had been before. Her tongue worked violently inside his mouth, taunting him with its liquid, incessant movements. She made tiny little muffled cries, wrung torturously from her lips each time he pressed his thigh against her hot, open crotch.
Mark could feel his growing cock reaching full erection as Patricia writhed and squirmed her cunt shamelessly against him, and tried to hold himself in check now as he felt several small droplets of cum oozing from his throbbing gland. Two of his long fingers crept into the globular mounds of her ass cheeks, pushing the material of her tights well into the crease, rubbing greedily up and down the warm hollow until he could feel the tight, resilient hole of her tiny puckered anus.
She grunted in sharp surprise as his probing fingers tried to push into the tight elastic ring, and opened her legs wider, raising herself at the same time on tiptoe to press her hot, sweltering loins more intimately into his rising passion. She strained and squirmed her whole pelvis against him, feeling his penis slide to the left and right as she worked her crotch desperately into his rising maleness.
Breathing heavily, Mark ended their long kiss, and started to walk the lust-drunken girl backwards to the softness of her bed. They moved dreamlike as if in a trance for a half-dozen paces until the backs of Patricia's knees bumped softly against the edge of the mattress. Then he lowered her, his hands never leaving the hot, quivering cheeks of her bottom, until she was lying flat back on the bed… her feet still resting on the threadbare carpet.
He maneuvered himself down beside her, his fingers still securely entrenched in her protesting anus, taking lustful pleasure in her small mewls of pain. He brought his mouth down to her open thighs and pressed his lips along the soft silky inside of her leg. His mouth sank firmly into the resilient flesh, and she parted her thighs even wider, enabling him to see the quivering lips of her vagina, completely visible through the transparent nylon of her tights.
Patricia could now feel the pressure of his strong bands gently urging and pushing against the softness of her inner thighs until they were slowly spread wide apart in a V-position. She looked down on him, eagerly awaiting his next move, her secret treasure open to him to do as he willed. She watched with bated breath as his head lowered slowly then made firm contact with the target.
"Ohhhhh!" She jerked, as his hot moist lips closed over the soft hair-covered mound at the base of her belly. His hazy face disappeared from her view into the curly soft fleece as he planted wet tickling kisses on the nylon-covered mound, his tongue flicking lizard-like at the tight throbbing opening of her cunt.
With trembling, barely controllable hands, Patricia quickly unbuttoned her blouse and, arching her body and pushing her screaming loins hard against his face in the movement, she desperately reached back and unclasped her bra. Not wanting to lose the urgency of the moment, she moved her own hands sensuously down over her throbbing breasts and slid them slowly down her smooth flat stomach, coming to rest on either side of his lips. Her fingers stroked softly for a moment at the flexing hollows of her inner thighs moving her legs open and shut against his ears and allowing him as much access as was possible through the straining nylon to her hot, moist pussy.
Through the thin-stretched material of her tights, he tasted the warm secretion now amply flowing from inside her into his sucking mouth, the thin, veneered hose totally inadequate to hold him at bay. His tongue pushed hard into the tense stretch of the tights pressing them wetly into her pink, open slit, and licked rapidly at the pulsating clitoris between her thighs. His thumbs pressing firmly on either side of it, caused it to bulge out more prominently than before.
Patricia strained her body, making a tremendous effort of will-power to keep her hips untensed and her buttock muscles slack. She closed her eyes blissfully and moved her hands back up to the twin globular mounds of her titties. The nipples had started to throb lewdly already, and it required only a brief manipulation with the tips of her fingers for her to feel them grow more stiff and erect. The wonderful tongue darting lizard-like between her wide-spread legs seemed to be causing her already ballooning breasts to inflate much larger than their normal size. They seemed so huge now that Patricia was getting almost as great a thrill from touching and fondling them as she was from the sensuous licking tongue thrusting between her legs below.
The lust-inspired Mark had now rested his nose gently against her pubic mound and was inhaling deeply through it, making it plain to her that he no longer controlled himself. He was sniffing animal-like at her sex and enjoying every intake of her rare and mysterious bouquet. He rubbed his flared nostrils from side to side, the transparent material becoming moist with the flow of excited secretions.
Patricia was beyond the point of controlling her inner muscles now, and she throbbed helplessly inside under the probing of his nose and mouth, even though their violent lovemaking had only begun a few short moments before.
As he felt the uneven and desperate jerking of her crotch against his face, Mark brought his other fingers from beneath her buttocks and quickly pinched up two folds of the pantyhose between his forefingers and thumbs. He ripped at the material as hard as he could, deriving a savage pleasure from the way the soft, flimsy material shredded suddenly in his hands.
No sooner had the tight material been torn from her crotch, than the swollen lips of her tortured vagina burst free and open to his touch, like the sudden blooming of a hot house flower. Mark ran his tongue teasingly into the soft rimmed flesh, flicking softly at it for a moment, and then quickly withdrawing it again to tantalize cruelly around the ragged pink edges.
Patricia moaned softly and reached her eager hands down around his ears, gently urging him to continue his maddening manipulations. He paused and let her force him this time, pressing his mouth directly over her tight little hole as she frantically squirmed her crotch back up against his face. As his lips rounded and covered the contracting opening, he thrust his tongue deep down into it, bringing a low guttural groan from the girl whose soft warm thighs closed convulsively around either side of his jerking head.
He could feel the wet flesh slip moistly around his long extended tongue as the walls of the invaded vagina opened and closed in a desperate sucking motion, attempting to pull it deeper and deeper into it. It felt as though the nibbling hair-lined mouth would pull his tongue out by the roots, devouring it alive.
Her heels pushed down against his back pressing his body into the hungry flesh trap between her legs until he couldn't breath, his nose was smashed tightly against the tiny hard clitoris above, breathing the pungent odor of the lust juice that was now flowing in abundance from it. It incited his penis to a hardness that he could no longer control… he knew he could wait not another minute to plunge his hot, impatient cock deep into her warm, soft pussy.
Patricia's body was lost in a furious hot passion that she had never felt before. Every muscle in her body was tensed as she strained her hips upward toward the maddening fleshy probe between her legs. Her love for Mark incited her further, and the cords of her neck stood out as she pulled with all her strength against the tangled hair of his head. She had never expected it could be like this, that he or any man could bring such hot primitive passions from her body. Her updrawn legs opened and closed around the tormenting head that was licking gluttonously at her flame-seared hole.
"Oh! Ohhh! Aggghhh!" she moaned, splaying her legs wider and wider to give him greater access.
Then, he could stand the prolonged torture no longer! He reached out for her flailing legs and grasped them behind the knees, shoving them back against her shoulders, while slithering his cock up against the juice-soaked opening between her wide-stretched legs at the same time. His rigid stiff cock brushed against the wet dripping pubic hair. In obedient servitude, Patricia locked her ankles tightly behind his neck as he planted his hands on either side of her shoulders, pressing her back against the soft, giving mattress. As he looked down between their bodies, he could see her upturned ass completely exposed to his staring eyes.
The expanded narrow cunt-slit was visibly throbbing its lips in open invitation, the wet, moist furrow held wide apart by the pressure of his thighs pressed tightly up against hers.
As he hovered over her pleading body, Patricia could feel the hugeness of his fleshy hardness lying the full length of her open, quivering slit. The jerking head of his cock rested throbbing between her wide-spread buttocks, insinuating itself up and down, up and down, in a maddening tease that caused her to twist her hips down toward it, her hungry cunt searching desperately for its hard blood-filled tip.
And then he entered her. His long hungry penis drove and burrowed its way through the soft cushions of moist flesh until it was nestled solidly at the bottom of her waiting vagina. Mark paused, trying to catch his breath now from the floating, almost breathless feeling of ecstasy that charged through his body. His hot, pulsating rod lay still in her deepness, feeling the warm, moist walls of her cunt tightly clasped around it, as if it had been custom made for his hardened cock.
"Oooooh, baby," he mumbled, struggling to force her into a better position. And, although his knees felt weak and shaky he managed to slide them up on the soft mattress against her soft, flaccid buttocks, forcing her legs up tightly around his waist.
Patricia responded eagerly to this position, trapping his body in a vice-like grip between her strong, flexing thighs. Her loins were now twisting and turning crazily, screwing tight up the full length of his cock to the chant of the Indian L.P.'s that drifted up to them through the wooden planks of the bedroom floor. The full moon filtered through the bamboo curtain, throwing horizontal bars of light across her solid body and partially illuminating her lovely face.
She continued to work her body against his, her eyes in the seraphic smile of the Madonna, slightly parted in a mysterious smile. Her body seemed extraordinary light and gauzy and he reached down and kneaded his hard fingers into the softness of her breasts as if testing to see if she were really there beneath him, letting him fuck her like that.
Her tits gave way beneath the pressure of his hands in marshmallow softness, except for the two hard pulsating peaks of her nipples which rose and fell, then stood hard and erect on their own, cresting the two snowy mounds of flesh with the color of baked earth.
Outside her bedroom door the endless trod of feet could be heard making their way clumsily to the bathroom at the end of the hallway. Downstairs the party seemed to be building up in momentum, gleeful shrieks punctuated the low drone of conversation and the stereo was now turned on full blast with the erotic sounds from the L.P.'s now completely satiating the room around them.
Mark pulled his rock hard cock slowly in and out of her hot, throbbing pussy to the erotic rhythm of the Indian music as Patricia's body ground in slow motion around it, her head turning listlessly from side to side as if she were caught up in the throes of a heated, primitive dance. Her heavy-lidded eyes stared past his passion-contorted face and up to the ceiling as if she didn't realize that he existed.
He worked the hard, throbbing head of his cock slowly outwards to the tip of her quivering cuntal lips, massaging it over and over against the bud of her clitoris. The tormenting caress of his cock against the hot, sensitive area between her thighs inflamed Patricia back to conscious awareness, and she jerked her heels against his back, pulling his penis deep down inside her again.
"Oh… God! Don't take it out again," she pleaded, her eyes now widened almost in fear. "Don't ever take it out of me again! I want you to fuck me and fuck me… foreeeever!"
Patricia slid her fingers lovingly through his hair and pulled his mouth down onto her breast, at the same time arching her body so that they thrust themselves against his face, almost smothering him, with their softness.
He sucked down on them gratefully, moving greedily from one firm, pulsating mound to the next, taking a portion into his mouth each time and fastening his teeth securely on it as he continued to suck at her in greedy, desire-filled abandonment.
Two scuffling pair of feet could be heard just outside the bedroom door, and the soft plywood creaked and gave slightly as the weight of a body was pressed against.
"Not here, Rob," Jennifer's slurred voice could be heard on the other side of the door. "My room's down the hall… stop that! Oh my God! Someone will see us!"
"What do you care, baby… You've got me so hot that I can't make it that far."
Mark and Patricia froze momentarily from the sound of lewd voices on the other side of the door, but then renewed their rhythmic fucking, now unable to fight against the tide of passion that completely enveloped their lust-consumed bodies.
He slipped his hands down to the soft curves of her small waistline and slid them under the smooth globes of her moving buttocks, grasping them harshly, one in each hand. They were flexing and unflexing, oozing foam-like around his fingers as he pressed his hands tightly into them. He jerked her harder to his loins and felt her pulling her thighs back a little more, the moist wet hole of her cunt flowering open to receive his cock to greater and greater depths than ever before.
Patricia raised her head and worked her tongue up into his gasping mouth as small mewling sounds of velvety pleasure rumbled from deep in her throat. The cords in her neck and thighs stood out hard and tense from the intensity of her feeling as she writhed and twisted beneath him. There was no longer any thought of anything but the delicious sensation of lying beneath this man who was fucking her as she would never be fucked again in her entire life! The sound of Jennifer's pleading, yet lust-filled voice on the other side of the thin wooden door only seemed to add to the urgency and abandoned pleasure of the moment.
Jennifer's body was trapped, standing against the firm, unyielding wood and in front of her Rob, now in a semi-daze from the hashish and her teasing manipulations against his loins, had already unzipped his pants and was pointing his hard inflamed cock at her wide-spread legs as though it were a gun ready to be fired.
He reached up under her short mini dress and pulled roughly down on her panties, not caring in the least if someone should happen to wander by and witness the lewd scene. Then, without ceremony, he forced her legs wider and putting his hands under her knees lifted up so that her feet were high off the floor, her back pressed tight against the wall. Her legs were wide apart, the whole of her naked crotch presented up to him. Then, he rammed forward, sinking his throbbing cock quickly into the moist open cunt between her thighs, now wet and open to his hot, lust-aching rod, making an easy but brutal penetration.
"Ooooooh," Jennifer gasped, the sound bubbling from her half-parted lips as she felt his delicious hardness impale her like a stiff sword.
He pushed into it again with a sudden quick movement, feeling the soft rubbery flesh yielding butter-like before his attack.
"Agghhhhhh!" she groaned louder, at the same time grinding down at his hot loins using the door as a lever against her pushing back. Jennifer put her hands up on Rob's wide shoulders as he tensed the muscles of his arms, to support her legs cradled over them, trapping her squirming crotch against the firm upward pounding of his hot, pulsating shaft. Her eyes were wide open and dilated from the hashish, her mouth parted and closed with each brutal upward thrust whose momentum lifted her body up and down the wall as though she were a yo-yo.
Rob buried his mouth in her shoulder and bit down hard on the tender flesh. His face was contorted with the savage anger of a man that had been teased too long and was now returning his previous suffering, blow by blow, brutally spearing into her hot, throbbing belly with lustful uncontrollable passion. There was no room for tenderness here because he knew the girl wouldn't accept it if it were offered to her, in fact she would probably laugh at his attempts to be civil. So now as he fucked into her for all passing eyes to see, he secretly knew that his brutal, uncaring rape of her loins was what she had been waiting for all night as she sat beside him in the dimmed living room, playing her fingers across his crotch until he was almost out of his mind from the excitement.
The crude rhythmic thumping against the door could clearly be heard by the churning, twisting couple inside as they slowly built up an intensified climatic peak within their grinding organs, driving and lunging at each other's body with suicidal frenzy. Mark strained forward and rammed deep into her as far as he could drive his hard, tortured cock, jerking the base of it tight up against her inflamed clitoris with each wild lunging movement.
Patricia grew so stimulated from these manipulations that she thrust herself forward dropping her legs until her feet once more touched the carpet, her thighs splayed out as fully as possible, Mark's body lying over her, with his toes just on the floor… his thighs locked together between hers. The slipping down of Patricia's feet forced his cock to penetrate the girl from a new and exciting angle. It was driven almost vertical, deep into her cunt, the thick stem twisted upwards and digging exquisitely against her clitoris with every forward spring. To better support her awkward position, Patricia gripped desperately at the sides of the bed for support, her hands holding tightly to the fold of the blanket as she levered herself up and down lewdly on his pistoning cock.
"Yessss… Yesss, I'm cumming darling!" she started to choke and gurgled up at him. "I'm… cummingggggg!"
And then suddenly he felt his loins jerk uncontrollably beneath him as the white flow of hot liquid rushed from his hard thrusting penis deep into her wet, gaping vagina. He gripped her hips tight between his hand and shoved his cock deeper into her as the first spurt of hot, fiery liquid flooded into the back of her womb, filling the hot moist cavity to the bursting point as her desperately clenching buttocks continued to milk his hot, jetting sperm far, far into her.
As Mark squeezed the last of his juices into Patricia's gaping pussy, he could hear the groans and moans of the couple outside the door as they too began to climb the peak, straining to fall into the delicious limbo of orgasm.
Jennifer was bouncing off Rob like an electric drill, jerking and bucking her hot loins against his hard shaft like she was trying to feel and read every part of it in Braille. She plowed her haunches against him like a wild she-animal in the forest, not a human word escaping from her parted lips, not a sign that she knew any language at all except the grunting and groaning noises she used to urge him on against her as if he too were a dumb animal… to be used for her sexual satisfactions.
"Stick it up in me harder," she gasped, not caring that two other men from the party downstairs had roamed into the hallway in search of the toilet.
They both stood there, high on the hashish, watching the lewd fucking scene before them in the casual detached manner of viewing a pornographic film, chuckling mildly at the frantic bucking Rob was going through as he tried to spill his cum up into the wild female screwing her crotch down on him. Another man came up behind them and the three of them stepped closer to the writhing couple to get a closer look at the unbelievable spectacle taking place before them.
One of the men, apparently one of Jennifer's past conquests from the insinuating remarks he was muttering under his breath, lifted up her dress so they could all clearly see Rob's inflated cock ramming into hair-covered cunt. A simultaneous gasp escaped from their lips as they stood watching the swollen cuntal lips of her vagina pull and stretch from the pressure of the cruel in and out thrusts.
Jennifer leaned her body flat against the door, thoroughly excited by the naked looks of lust spread across the gaping faces of the men that surrounded her. The man closest to the right side of her grabbed her bouncing breasts and began to squeeze them through the thin material of her dress. The stimulating massage incited Jennifer's lust to new heights, and she threw her head loosely from side to side, muttering lewd words at the group.
"Thaat's it," she hissed, "Pull my tits! Fuck me… Fuck me… I'm just about to spill my load!"
No sooner had the words escaped her lips, when she suddenly bucked forward against Rob, her mouth open wide like a gasping fish.
"Ooooohhhhh… Aggghhhhh! Don't stop everrrr…!" Her words mixed and swirled out of her salivating mouth and her eyes bulged wide open shrilling out her climax while looking helplessly into the staring faces of the other men surrounding her.
Rob could feel his own hot cum shooting up into her as if the fountain inside him could not be turned off. He was glad he had an audience now because it made everything he was doing to her seem even more obscene and vile that it actually was.
When he had finished his job, his weak limbs collapsed beneath him and he fell to the floor on his knees, still groaning and muttering to himself through the haze of hashish that clouded his mind. Jennifer was caught by one of the men standing near them and carried off to her bedroom with the other two following, knowing that each of them would eventually get their turn on top of her before the night was over.

***

Mark pulled the soft wool blanket around Patricia's head, muffling out the lewd sounds on the other side of the door, and gently nuzzled the full length of his body against hers; the thrill from their love-making pulsed through his body even now as they both lay dry-throated in weary exhaustion. The ticking of the alarm clock by the side of the bed mixed with their deep breathing, and soon the lewd sounds outside were muted as if some giant hand had swept Jennifer and her lover away… leaving Mark and Patricia alone in their exhausted satiation.
Mark had slipped his limp, moist penis from her and its red length gleamed in wet droplets of both his own and Patricia's orgiastic fluids. He felt it brush itchingly over the sheer silk of her sexy tights, then droop a little as his body lost contact with her. Still nestled up close to her, he drew her head onto his shoulder and closed his eyes.
One thing was certain, he thought playing the tips of fingers over her curvy hips, he wasn't going to let this alluring and utterly satisfying girl out of his sight if he could help it. He had never found a sex-partner so incredibly attuned to his particular tastes. They both had reached a satisfying climax at almost the same time… and, even more important, they had a kind of intuitive understanding of what pleased the other.
He had written his last book after the inspiration she'd given him at their first meeting, and already he felt a strong emotional attachment to her… apart from his strong physical desire. She might turn out to be someone very important in his life, he thought. His eyelids began to grow heavy as he started to drift off in a light sleep… someone very important… kept running through his foggy mind, and then he was asleep.
"What kind of modeling job?"
An hour or two had passed and they were sitting up on the bed now, smoking and talking. Mark repeated the question, since Patricia hadn't replied and a small but uncomfortable pause had settled between them.
"It's… it's for pin-up photos," she said at last. "You know… nude, lingerie, swimsuits…" Patricia turned a suspicious eye on him. He seemed to have received the news of her first important job with a kind of ominous apprehension.
"Why do you ask?" she said, "Surely you don't think there's anything wrong in that sort of thing?" She put a finger under his chin and tilted his face towards her. "Or do you?"
He smiled, bent his mouth and kissed the palm of her hand.
"Of course I don't," he replied, "As long as that's all there is to it." He took Patricia's hand and stared down at it, caressing her fingers lightly.
"You say Jennifer arranged this appointment for you?" he asked casually.
Patricia nodded. "That's right. Why… do you think she's got some dark, ulterior motive?" She was teasing him again. Mark started to say something else, then changed his mind.
"I don't think she's really that much of a friend to you, Patricia, and you might find out later that Jennifer is not as loyal to you as you wish to believe right now."
"Oh, really, Mark!" Patricia stood up and started to adjust her clothing. "For God's sake let me use my own judgment about this job, it's the first chance I've had at it for months and months. I want to find out about things by myself for a change. I'm sick and tired of having people tell me what's best for me… pointing out all the pitfalls. I put up with it for 21 years from my parents and now I want to be free of it!"
Patricia's voice and words were much angrier than his mild, tentative advice called for. And she knew this, but she hated the idea of people treating her as if she were still a small child. Whatever Larry and Ellen were like, she felt confident that she could handle them… Why did Mark have to try and spoil things for her now, just when she was beginning to feel sure that she could make a go of it in modeling?
He got up from the bed and lit another cigarette, taking short, quick puffs on it, unconsciously showing his mild irritation with her stubbornness.
"It's getting late… I'd better be going," he said. He turned back to look at her but Patricia deliberately kept her eyes on the floor, determined not to give in to his wishes now.
"Let's talk more about this matter when you've cooled off," he relented. "I can understand your thinking that I'm trying to run your life for you, but there's more to this than that. I'd hate you to get involved with something you're bound to regret later on."


There was real concern in his voice now and Patricia was tempted to apologize and listen to what he had to say about it. But something inside her insisted that she continue to run things her own way.
After Mark left, she lay thinking of what he said to her, weighing the pros and cons of the matter in her mind, until her eyes grew heavy with sleep again. Her whole body felt like a sack of cement… weighted and clumsy. She knew she should attempt to get up and change into her nightie but her physical weariness overcame any willpower she had left in her body. Sunday she would think the matter over again, but whatever she finally decided, she would at least go and see for herself what her potential employers were like… Tomorrow was another day and after that Monday and her appointment with Larry and Ellen would settle the matter… once and for all…



CHAPTER SIX


Patricia was dressed and out of the beach cottage by ten o'clock on Monday morning. She steered her MG convertible along the hot black asphalt highway that led to the Santa Monica turnoff, grateful for the openness of the car… as usual the day was heavy with smog and humidity. The sweltering morning had been in the nineties and would probably go much higher before noon. She drove leaning slightly forward in the seat, so that her back would not touch the hot leather of the car seat; but even so, she could feel sweat gather at the back of her neck and run down the ridge of her spine.
The skirt of her dress was pulled up around her hips to take advantage of the air rushing through the ventilators, but the air too was scorching, like the day, and gave little relief. Vehicles jammed the wide highway, even though the morning rush hour had long past, and Patricia tried to concentrate on her driving, deftly switching lanes to keep up an even speed so that she would not be late for her appointment.
She had deliberately spent Sunday down on the beach, cultivating her tan in a state of blank-minded apathy, refusing to speculate on the experience which was in store for her. It was best to go into it with a completely open mind, she had decided. The important thing to remember was that she was conducting her own life now, moving of her own free will into a possibly exciting… and certainly financially rewarding modeling job.

***

At the studio, Ellen impatiently checked her watch for the third time, any second now the new model should be turning in at the gate. She was alone that morning because Larry had been forced at the last minute to go down to the printing company and straighten out a few technical problems, leaving Ellen to interview and appraise the now eagerly anticipated Patricia. He had left her alone with the new model with great reluctance, warning his sister repeatedly that she was on no account to make advances that would scare the new girl off.
She lit up a fresh cigarette and poured herself a tall screwdriver, adding a double shot of vodka to calm down the excitement building up in her stomach in anticipation of the new arrival. She was aware that for the last year her "afternoon cocktails" were starting earlier and earlier in the day, until like this morning, she usually began her drinking right after breakfast… sometimes she would even skip breakfast and start her daily liquid diet soon after awakening. She still managed to preserve her fresh beauty by eating expensive health foods and getting plenty of exercise before the fattening alcohol could build up in her system.
For her birthday last year, Larry had a sauna bath constructed out by the pool where they both frequently perspired in the nude, jumping back in the cool chlorine water when the heat had been more than they could stand. Twice a year, Ellen spent a week or two, depending on her time schedule, at a luxury health spa near Palm Springs. Here, she was pleasantly starved on a diet of lean meat, broth and vegetables, most of them raw, for the price of four-hundred dollars a week.
The amazing thing about the spa and its sublime dietary tortures was that she always felt so "fit" and relaxed when she left. The warm circulating baths, massages, and daily exercises were conducted on a rigid schedule, toning and trimming every muscle of the body into a supple firmness. Now, as she studied her well-toned body in the full-length mirror, she decided the money was a good investment after all, for one of her greatest fears was that someday she would lose her attractiveness to other people.
She took another sip from the tall, chilled glass, and quickly pushed the ugly thought from her mind. The present… the here and now was what really mattered to her… and right now Ellen could safely state that she was probably one of the most attractive women in town. She almost purred with self-satisfaction as she continued to pose in front of the mirror. She knew her body and beautiful face could be used in a position of power to obtain just about anyone she desired, man or woman. And right now her thoughts were fully concentrated on the luscious new model, whose arrival she had been looking forward to with mounting expectation… Not only because she wanted the new magazine to be a success, but also because she had a yen in her sex life for something new and exciting.
From time to time her sex life required the extra stimulus of an innocent young girl. One who could be seduced without too much difficulty, but who could play out her participating role with a certain enticing amount of reluctant hesitation. Ellen smiled to herself again, feeling sure that she wouldn't spoil anything by gently indulging in a few harmless fun and games with the new girl. Besides, if the new model turned out to be genuinely reluctant, Ellen had a tiny pill which was guaranteed to shed the girl of any remaining inhibitions she might possess.
The whirring electric door chimes interrupted Ellen from her sexual plotting, and she quickly set down her drink and walked briskly to the door, opening it and viewing Patricia with open admiration.
"Patricia?" she asked hesitantly, knowing full well who the girl was from the picture in Larry's portfolio.
The young girl nodded, outwardly nervous and suddenly shy in front of Ellen. She had never expected her new employer to be so beautiful and glamorous looking. Standing by her now, Patricia felt drab and unattractive… surely they would never be interested in her unsophisticated looks and inexperience… Jennifer must have exaggerated her abilities to Ellen and Larry, she thought, and she felt like turning and walking away before facing the inevitable rejection, but Ellen's manner seemed warm and friendly enough and she was talking to her now as if she had been a long-time friend, stopping by for a visit.
"So nice of you to come down," Ellen beamed at her, opening the door wide and ushering her into the house. "I'm Ellen Holmes… unfortunately, my brother Larry has been called away on business. He won't be back for an hour or so." Ellen followed Patricia into the house running her eyes professionally up and down the girl's figure as Patricia looked around her wonderingly at the beautiful luxurious interior of the sprawling ranch home.
Ellen steered Patricia into the spacious, sunlit living room and invited her to sit down on the large custom-built couch situated before the ocean-view windows.
"Even though Larry's away right now," Ellen said, "I can fill you in on what type of modeling we'll expect from you… But first, how about a tall, cool drink? I know it's still early," she added noting Patricia's surprise, "but it's the only civilized way I can find to beat this ghastly heat."
"Yes… please," Patricia accepted. She was desperately trying to act casual and aloof in front of Ellen, and the drink would serve to steady her nerves a bit.
"Screwdriver?" Ellen asked.
"Yes… fine."
While Ellen was in the kitchen preparing the drink, Patricia took time to survey her luxurious surroundings. The livingroom was a spacious, superbly furnished and decorated room, and Patricia felt suddenly overawed by the setting. She realized that the couple must be extremely wealthy to afford such a beautiful home. In the corner of the room was a large grand piano, the wood dark and gleaming in the morning sun. She walked over to it, inspecting the dustless keyboard and running her hands over the smoothness of the polished wood. The lid on the piano was closed and on the top of it was a small statue, of a jade green reclining cat. The oriental design of the intricately carved face aroused her curiosity, and she picked it up to examine it more closely. The heavy weight of the statue surprised her, for at first she thought it was porcelain enamel… she gasped in amazement upon suddenly realizing it was made of solid jade, and quickly placed it back on its velvet cushion.
Ellen came back into the room carrying two fresh drinks in her hands, secretly amused at the awed expression on Patricia's face.
"Do you like my cat?" she asked, handing Patricia the vodka drink.
"Yes… it's beautiful, I've never seen anything so delicate and lovely in my life. It must have cost a fortune," Patricia added, and then was suddenly embarrassed because she had crudely brought up the price.
"It was very expensive, my dear," Ellen acknowledged. "However, if you have a taste for such things and also have a strong determination to be a successful model… it won't be long before you too can afford such frivolous objects d'art for yourself."
"Oh, yes I am determined," Patricia replied, eager now to please the lovely, exciting woman beside her. "I haven't had much experience, Miss Holmes, but I'm very quick to learn… I'm sure you'd find me suitable for the job."
Ellen patted her on the hand. "Please… no formalities," she insisted with a friendly gleam in her eyes. "You must call me Ellen, and I'll call you Patricia… OK? After all, if we're going to see you in the nude and in your underwear, we can hardly use those polite, distant forms of address… now can we?"
Patricia smiled and nodded her head. She already was beginning to feel at ease with this beautiful woman, even if she did belong to a different class from herself. Ellen seemed to be completely aloof from the wealth that surrounded her as if she had known it every day of her life, and even though her speech was a trifle pretentious, her warm and friendly manner convinced Patricia that Ellen wanted to be friends with her.
"How would you like to go down to the studio with me now, and I'll show you around before Larry gets back," Ellen suggested, noticing gleefully that Patricia had quickly gulped the drink down in her nervousness. While in the kitchen, Ellen had dissolved the persuading pill in Patricia's drink, and she knew now that it wouldn't be long before it's aphrodisiac stimulation would take hold of the young girl.
Patricia stood up, swaying her body slightly, and the room seemed to dissolve momentarily in a shimmering rush of bright colors. What's come over me, she thought dizzily, the excitement of meeting Ellen and the summer heat was too much for her body to take all at once. Ellen took her arm, apparently not noticing her shaking limbs, and led her down a winding spiral staircase.
As they walked together, Ellen still holding her hand and chatting about the photography business, Patricia felt strange and warm sensations pulsating through her body. Ellen's face seemed to be uncomfortably close to hers, and she could now smell an intoxicating perfume emanating from the older woman's skin. It made her feel very warm and sensually aroused, as though the scent's aphrodisiac qualities had penetrated quickly to her own bloodstream and stirred up a deep and very sweet sexual urge.
They entered a large basement which had been converted into a staggeringly well-equipped photographic studio. Spotlights, floodlights, an impressive array of still and moving picture cameras, a variety of tripods, beautifully painted backdrops; armchairs and couches; various "props", such as giant teddy bears and an imitation shower… all of these were neatly in place, leaving plenty of room for rearrangement of scenes.
Ellen walked over to the far wall and turned on the main overhead light. "That's the changing room," she said, pointing to a door close to where Patricia stood. "And over here," she continued, "is the various equipment and film that Larry uses while he's in a shooting session." Ellen guided Patricia around the studio, showing her how everything worked, explaining that it was important for a model to understand these basic principles in order to attune herself to the photographer's commands.
As Ellen completed the tour of the studio, Patricia was growing increasingly aware that her body felt the unmistakable yearnings of sexual desire. She tried to fight back the tense, prickly longings, but the thought of all the naked and semi-naked girls who had posed here in the studio, in alluring and abandoned positions, only served to heighten her itchy, hot-blooded feelings.
Ellen, all too well familiar with the symptoms which Patricia could not hide from her… a moist, faintly quivering lower lip, a secret pressing of her thighs tightly together whenever they stood still… decided that the time was ripe for her to commence the seduction.
"You realize of course, that our studio specializes in nude photography," she posed her body in a sexy stance. "Suggestive photographs… something that tells a story to the reader, and takes the place of endless words of description," she said relaxing herself again and deliberately standing very close to Patricia, looking deeply into her eyes. "I sure hope that you don't have any hidden inhibitions about showing off your body in front of the camera."
"Oh, no," Patricia replied quickly, her mind and body dazed by the aphrodisiac. "I-I'm sure I will be able to do it."
"Well dear," Ellen continued pushing herself even closer to Patricia, and driving the younger girl into a deeper passionate yearning, "It's important that we get these things straightened out at the beginning, constant reshooting can be a very expensive waste of film footage. We've had the bad experience before of new models walking out right in the middle of everything… seems as though they were too shy about showing off their titties and cunts."
Patricia gulped back her surprise at the crude words, a becoming blush reddening her cheeks. "Are they?" she whispered softly, her voice a low, throaty whisper.
Ellen nodded, almost conspiratorially. "If you don't mind, Patricia, I'd like to examine you before Larry gets back. I'll save us both time… and it's necessary that I get myself familiar with your curves and your body in general… We must be sure that the lighting is set up properly for your test shots, you see…"
As she was speaking, Ellen drew Patricia towards the low-slung couch.
"Would you mind undressing and laying down here… on your tummy first of all?"
Half-entranced, Patricia slowly stripped down to her bra and panties, licked her lips and removed these items with mounting excitement.
"Do… do you want my stockings off too?"
Ellen nodded, her own eyes hot and misty as she wandered them over the girl's softly tanned limbs. The silken, triangular curl of hair at Patricia's crotch was just visible, though she was pressing her thighs as tightly together as possible. Patricia obediently removed her garter belt, then sat on the edge of the couch to peel her stockings down, giving Ellen a good view of her slightly-parted vaginal lips as she raised first one leg, then the other.
As she lowered herself head down onto the cushions, stretching her body at full-length on the couch, Ellen said softly, "You know, Patricia, you've got the most voluptuous figure I've seen in years. The way you move, it's really sexy… really exciting to watch." She moved closer to the trembling, outstretched girl, whispering, "Now I'm going to begin the examination, my dear. Please don't be offended by what I do, will you? It's in both our interests, I assure you… and strictly professional." She hesitated for a moment, then added, "Try to think of me as your doctor, and it might be easier for you to relax."
Patricia rested her cheek on her folded arms, closing her eyes languidly, presenting the slowly stooping Ellen with a magnificent view of her buttocks… firmly rounded, their texture white and smooth… and with a side view of her right breast, dipping into the cushion and half-squashed on the small bolster.
Ellen softly placed her hands on Patricia's shoulders then sat down on the edge of the couch. She began to massage and caress the taut muscles beneath the shoulder blades, her fingers rolling firmly into the rounded flesh, then moved down the girl's back, massaging slowly and with a thrillingly sensuous touch the wonderful silky-smoothness of Patricia's bare body.
Ellen's hands pressed at the girl's spine, then stole gradually over the raised buttocks, bending the cheeks first downwards, then apart… her face now so close to the tiny elastic ring of Patricia's anus that Ellen's breath whistled softly down on her girlish hemispheres.
Ellen continued to roll the yielding mounds from side to side, taking large handfuls of flesh between her fingers and releasing them, then gathering up another portion of the yielding skin and repeating the same manipulations. Patricia's buttocks began to glow an attractive pink under the exciting pressure… and Ellen's heart beat faster and faster as her eyes grew bright with desire. Her fingers parted the globular white mounds slightly apart, enough for her to get a good glimpse at the tiny, tight anus which kept appearing between them. Her hands moved down a little so that she could lift Patricia's buttocks higher towards her, giving her a clear view of the slightly inflamed cuntal opening, now moist and open from her stimulating touch.
Shyly at first, then with mounting abandon, Patricia began to move her hips up and down in an effort to relieve the stimulus she was receiving. And when Ellen could see that the younger girl was ready for the next stage of her "inspection", she gently patted Patricia's buttocks and ordered her to turn over on her back.
Patricia obeyed, wriggling herself into position and afraid now to open her eyes, fearing the magical, sensuous spell might be broken. Sighing softly, she raised her arms above her head, making her breasts swell yearningly upwards, and lay beneath Ellen completely relaxed with her legs gently parted, her bare, flat tummy emphasizing the silkened cuntal mound of her luscious moist opening.
Ellen knelt by the couch, surveying the unadorned beauty which lay so helplessly before her.
"Now, my dear," she whispered. "It's necessary that I examine some of your most private parts… Try not to be embarrassed or offended. I must do this to discover exactly the size and shape of your body."
As she spoke in a low, throaty whisper, Ellen began to fondle at Patricia's hot naked breasts, her fingers pulling and twisting at the girl's nipples until they stood up high in a pointed peak, reaching full erection. Leaving one hand on the right breast, she caressed the other down to Patricia's crotch and slid three of her fingers down into the opening ridges of the girl's cuntal lips, forcing the moist slit to unfold slowly like a blooming hot house flower.
Feeling the slight wetness of Patricia's cunt, Ellen decided to waste no more time and quickly brought her trembling lips to the rigid nipple which her index finger and thumb were pulling away from the girl's breast… gently kissing it on the tip.
Patricia squirmed beneath her with open delight. "Could… Could you do that again?" Her voice sounded sexy and low, coming from far back in her throat and barely audible to Ellen.
Ellen smiled almost wickedly and slipped the nipple back into her mouth, sucking it deeply between her teeth, her tongue flicking over the inflamed bud and making Patricia's cuntal juices flow even more freely than before. The aphrodisiac she had dropped into the girl's drink was working even faster than she had expected, Ellen thought. Or perhaps Patricia didn't really need very much persuasion… maybe she had awakened this deep passion in the younger girl by her own physical attractiveness and expert manipulations. This thought appealed to her feminine ego, and she continued her lewd sucking until Patricia softly interrupted her.
"Wouldn't you like to take off your dress too, Ellen," she asked shyly. "It's… it's so hot in here… You must be very uncomfortable."
"What a thoughtful girl you are, my darling!" she whispered. Then stood up and quickly unzipped her dress, stepping out of its brightly patterned folds and standing for a moment in front of Patricia, clad only in a tight pair of panties and a brief half-bra.
Patricia's eyes roamed deliriously over the sexy vision, stopping at Ellen's swollen cuntal mound and lingering on the luscious sight of it, her own breath now coming in short, hard rasps.
Ellen started to unhook her bra. "I may as well take this off, if you've no objection. It is very warm in here, as you said… and, after all, we're both girls, aren't we? There aren't any secrets between us…"
While she was speaking, she released her breasts from their snug bondage. "Large, aren't they?" she giggled, weighing them in her hands and lifting them proudly toward her new friend. "It looks as if I could do with a little bit of examination myself!"
Ellen suddenly stopped giggling, her eyes narrowing into an expression as passionate as Patricia's, and covered the girl's body quickly with her own. She lowered herself firmly down onto Patricia so that the girls' breasts, tummies and thighs pressed tightly together. Almost immediately, Ellen felt Patricia's lips eagerly on hers and their mouths moved tenderly together in a long passionate kiss. Their red, full women's lips crushed hungrily together as their wet, trembling tongues mingled and explored the hot caverns of each other's mouths.
Patricia moaned, speaking into the closeness of Ellen's mouth, "Now it's my turn to feel you… I want to so much. Please let me!"
They broke for air and Patricia caressed Ellen's face with her cheek, then almost brazenly, reached down between Ellen's thighs to fondle the older girl's silken-haired cunt. Her fingers probed into the hot, narrow slit, feeling at the corners of the fleshy hole. Finally, two of them slid easily inwards, making Ellen squirm and groan lustfully in her embrace.
Patricia thrust her fingers deeper and deeper into the pulsating cunt, while at the same time, her eager probing tongue poked itself into Ellen's ear and darted wetly around the tiny orifice. With hot excitement, Ellen swiftly lowered both her hands under Patricia's buttocks and began to finger both the puckered tightly pursed anus and the girl's tender burning cunt which lay a little further under the curve of her crotch. She dug furiously into both the tight narrow channels, causing Patricia to gasp with uncontrollable pleasure, as she began to work her fingers more rapidly in and out between her legs… steadily digging further, her fingers thrusting into her at a faster and faster pace.
Their mutual fondling continued with each of the women growing more and more frenzied until Ellen finally withdrew her fingers and took hold of Patricia's right vaginal lip. She started to squeeze the thick, moist flesh from top to bottom, pinching the fold and giving it the most thorough stimulation that Patricia had ever experienced.
With her last conscious action, Patricia kissed Ellen again, much more violently this time than before, and sucked on the girl's tongue with her full lips, making near hysterical moaning sounds at the back of her throat.
Suddenly, both girls gripped each other aggressively, rocking frantically together, Ellen and Patricia both realizing that they were about to reach their climax at the same time. Ellen's huge white breasts bounced and crushed down on Patricia's, her three fingers thrust harder than ever into the girl's cunt and darted in and out with a maddening rhythm, until they both shuddered and released their hot cum… spurting recklessly onto each other's fingers and down onto the soft cushions of the couch.
Patricia's body was exploding into a million tiny stars but she managed to keep her fingers tightly clasped down on Ellen's quivering buttocks, raising deep scratches on the flesh as she shook with the violence of her climax. Wanting to prolong it… wanting to go on and on so that she could keep this delicious feeling within her body forever.



CHAPTER SEVEN


A few minutes before the two girls had worked up their hot passions to the great climatic peak, Larry had crept quietly into the studio, taking in the lewd scene with ice cold anger in his eyes. But now when he saw Patricia watching him, Larry seemed to relax his forbidding countenance. He noticed that the new girl didn't appear to be very worried at his sudden appearance, in fact, she showed little loss of composure at all.
Ellen climbed to the floor and gave her brother a challenging stare, making no attempt to hide her nudity. Patricia rose from the couch and placed one arm across her breasts and the other over the soft hairy mound still throbbing between her thighs… more of a gesture of modesty than shame.
"Well, I see you two have got to know each other pretty fast," Larry commented wryly. He exchanged a knowing look at his sister, then relaxed his stance even more. "What do you think?" he asked his sister. "Is she suitable for our work?"
"Oh, yes!" Ellen responded eagerly. "There's no doubt about it." She placed her arm possessively around Patricia's shoulder, carelessly letting her hand rest on the upper swell of the girl's right breast.
Watching the stimulating scene, Larry felt his penis slowly rising uncomfortably within the tight confines of his pants. Patricia moved nearer to Ellen, feeling the older girl's hand now slipping further down her chest and encompassing the ripe globe of her breast, and stared back at Larry. Her eyes looked openly at the swell in his trousers where his cock was still stiffening… then she spoke to him for the first time, her voice still breathless from her sexual encounter with Ellen.
"I'm ready to begin posing right now if you want me to," she told him demurely. "What would you like me to do first?"
"Ellen will take you into the dressing room while I set up the equipment," he said, still amazed at the young girl's composure. He turned away from her then, busying himself by checking the cameras and lighting stands. Ellen took Patricia's hand and walked with her to the small room at the back. It contained nothing but a huge double closet and a separate, full-length mirror.
Ellen pulled the closet door open and revealed to Patricia a large selection of bras, panties and silk stockings, all hanging neatly in a variety of sizes and colors. She rummaged quickly through the stack of underclothes.
"Let me pick you out something special," she said, finally bringing out a black bra with a pair of almost transparent cups, a white garter belt, and the tiniest pair of pale blue bikini panties that Patricia had ever seen. They consisted of nothing more than a wispy vee of material at the crotch and black strings which fitted below the hips to hold the flimsy garment in place.
After Ellen had assisted Patricia into her costume, she led the girl back into the studio. Larry looked up from his camera and gave a low, breathless whistle, studying every line of Patricia's body, every curve and crevice of her form. He could feel his cock twitch nervously up against his tight crotch to another stiff erection, though he was able to keep his voice steady when he finally spoke again.
"OK. Patricia," he said. "If you'll just stand there against the backdrop with your legs slightly apart and your hands on your hips, I'll take a rear view of you." He looked through the viewfinder of his Polaroid camera and adjusted the focus. Then, walking over to Patricia, he lifted her head around so that she was looking pertly over her shoulder. Still not completely satisfied, he bent and lifted the lacy edge of her panties a little higher over her buttocks, letting her soft flesh there spill even more generously out of the briefs.
Larry moved back to the camera and pressed the button, then waiting a minute, he pulled the finished print out of the back and scanned it briefly with a professional eye.
"Very nice," he commented. "Come over here and see, Ellen."
Ellen walked over to him and looked at the photo, raising her eyebrows in approval.
"You've really got a natural talent for posing, Patricia," Larry told her. He whispered secretly into his sister's ear for a few moments… but Patricia was unable to catch any of his remarks. When he had finished, she saw Ellen nod in agreement… and then Larry finally informed her that he wanted Ellen to film a special movie with him posing as an underwear salesman and Patricia as the young innocent customer.
Patricia agreed and within five minutes, they had arranged the dazzling spotlights over the "area of action" and Ellen was installed behind a 16 mm Bolex, trying out the zoom lens so that she could be certain not to miss any detail of the pair's intimate movements.
The camera started to whir, and Patricia began to play out her role perfectly, adopting just the right mixture of pretty demure artlessness which excited Larry and Ellen's jaded lust so strongly. For the role, Patricia had changed into another costume and looked sweetly pert in a schoolgirl's uniform of black and white, her short skirt nearly revealing the tops of her jet-black stockings.
Larry showed her a brassiere and she put her head coyly to one side, looking at it as if she couldn't quite make up her mind on a purchase. He spread his hands, indicating that she really ought to be measured before buying so important a garment… and Patricia nodded her head, turning around so that he could help her to unfasten her blouse.
Delicately, Larry unhooked her bra and placed it on the counter. He slipped both of his hands under her arms and closed his fingers around the bare breasts which the young girl was now offering him for measurement.
Ellen zoomed in for a close-up of her brother's hands as they massaged Patricia's round, full bosom, then zoomed out again to include the picture of the two of them… Patricia's eyes closing in pleasure as she received a prolonged and determined breast-fondling.
When he had finished his sensuous massaging, Larry reached over and picked up a pair of lacy panties which lay on the counter and then offered them for the girl's inspection. Patricia put one finger pensively to her mouth then looked from him to the panties, and then back again. Pointing to the panties, she made it clear by a skillful piece of mimicking that she wanted Larry to try them on himself in order that she could judge the effect!
At first, Larry pretended to be completely shocked at this weird and indecent suggestion, but Patricia indicated plainly that unless he did as she requested she would leave the shop without buying anything. With a helpless shrug, he unzipped his trousers and lowered them to the floor. He stepped out of them, slid down the pants, and allowed the inquisitive girl a long view of his stiffening penis.
His rigid shaft stuck proudly in the air and Patricia, with girlish glee, urged him to draw on the tiny panties which he had offered her. Obediently, he started to pull them up his legs and managed to get them as far as his thighs. Here, the tight, silky panties stoutly refused to be drawn over Larry's bulging penis. Try as he might, he was unable to stretch them so that they covered his fleshy manhood.
Patricia helpfully joined in the struggle, seizing Larry's cock and squashing it first this way and then the other, trying to jam it into the V-shaped base of the panties. She managed it at last, thrusting the hard, excited weapon within the confines of the flimsy material by holding his cock with one hand and pulling the waistband of the panties wide with the other. It surged violently outwards under its strange bondage, straining the silk to the breaking-point. With this task finally accomplished, Patricia forced her "salesman" to sit down while she delicately peeled off her own panties seductively down almost to her thighs, pausing when the elastic top clung just below her pubic region.
She moaned and covered the hairy treasure with her hand, massaging the mound and the outer lips while Larry watched with lust-crazed eyes. A few long moments of this torture lasted, and then the girl finally relented. She quickly tugged her pants right off her graceful limbs and stood posed sexily in front of him, dressed in nothing but her garter belt and black, nylon stockings!
Drawing Larry once more to his feet, Patricia hugged him firmly against her, squashing her bare tummy tightly against his penis, rubbing herself back and forth in slow rotations to get his cock as hot as possible… caressing her hard crotch into Larry's tightly-constrained cock. Then, taking his hands in hers, she moved them around her waist and laid them firmly on the plump cheeks of her buttocks.
Ellen crouched down and filmed in intimate close-up the sight of her brother's hands rubbing wildly over the globes which she herself had massaged into orgasm so recently. He pinched and pulled at her young, firm flesh, passing his fingers into the crack between the twin mounds of luscious softness and dipping their tips against the brown, damp anus which was now exposed so shamelessly for the camera's steady stare.
Patricia slid slowly to the floor in front of Larry as Ellen panned the camera round to get a side view of the passionate lovemaking. Kneeling in front of Larry, Patricia bit steadily into the elastic thread running around the tops of the panties which still imprisoned his bulging manhood. She held his hips to steady herself and began to tug the panties down with her sharp teeth, forcing them once more over his gigantic tool until it sprang free… quivering ecstatically along the whole of its length.
It stuck out just above Patricia's ready lips and, quickly pulling the panties down Larry's legs, she sucked the large, blood-filled head and three inches of his penis into her mouth, sucking long and hard at its juicy red thickness.
The two now began a fierce battle over Larry's climax. He wanted to delay his orgasm until he had fucked the hot opening between her thighs, while she wanted nothing more than to swallow his thick hot cum. She wanted to have his sperm wash like a hot, bubbling spring in her mouth and to feel between her teeth that final leap that she knew his cock would give before it shuddered helplessly and flooded her lips with its warm white liquid.
With amazing self-control Larry finally won the grim contest, forcing himself not to shoot off and tiring Patricia down with the rocking pulse of his beat. Patricia went limp as Larry's penis withdrew from her mouth, and he sank to the floor, pulling her wildly with him. She was still wearing her garter belt and black stockings, and as Larry rolled over the top of her, their practically naked bodies heaving together, Ellen's hands trembled in her lustful excitement. The sight of the girl's intimate garments roused her steadily and it was all she could do to hold the camera steady while it recorded the scene.
Patricia's pink, wet tongue pushed between Larry's teeth and licked quickly all round the inside of his mouth before joining his own tongue in a tingling, breathless French kiss. His hands had found her soft, quivering buttocks again and while he renewed his massaging of her luscious mounds, Patricia gradually slipped both her hands between their bodies and ran her fingertips up and down the man's throbbing penis, delighting as the round, hard skin jumped and twitched at her persuading touch.
They opened their eyes, staring at each other with unspeakable hunger. Then Patricia smiled sweetly into Larry's tense face and with deliberate slowness started to rub his penis firmly in her hands… rolling it round and at the same time levering it nearer and nearer to her eager, pulsating cunt, now gaping open between her parted thighs, waiting to be filled with his lengthy, rigid shaft.
Ellen quickly saw what she was doing, and moved around behind the lovers to lay on the floor and film between their legs just as Patricia started to bring his inflamed penis to the soft opening between her thighs. The tip of Larry's cock slowly parted the pubic hair and at last slid between the lips of Patricia's wide and willing pussy, guided safely to its destination by the girl's fondling fingers. They paused for a low suspenseful kiss at the very moment of its insertion, the camera grinding methodically away recording it all.
Then Patricia cried out, her voice throaty with longing and desire, her lips wet against Larry's neck.
"Give it to me again, darling! Give it to me now! Get it right up inside me, as high as you can! Please… please… Larry! Don't make me wait… ah, yes! Oh, yes, my baby! YES!"
He had gripped her shoulders, wriggled around to make sure that his cock was in exactly the right position, then lunged long and deep into Patricia's cunt. The girl raised her buttocks off the floor to receive as fully as possible the tight-fitting and relentlessly pushing weapon which surged up and up into her… until her lust-dilating inner muscles felt completely blocked by its huge thickness.
When he was inside her to his limit and could feel his pubic hairs and her mound of soft moist curls mingling together, Larry twisted his cock round in rhythmical jerks, making her moan with pleasure as his rubbery tool jiggled along the fleshy wet walls of her cunt.
By this time it was almost impossible for Ellen to obtain any more movie shots of them. Their bodies were too tightly squashed together. Instead, she left her position at the camera and lay on the floor, very close to the lewdly fucking couple, her fingers exploring the interesting recesses of her own quivering vagina.
Larry continued to heave his penis in and out of Patricia's giving loins, at first slowly… then with an ever-increasing speed, until his cock was fucking the girl at such a furious rate that Patricia's head spun and her senses reeled. He paused several times, fearful that he would reach his climax too quickly, but as soon as he had controlled the flow of his hot sperm, he returned to the attack with renewed vigor.
Ellen, whose jealousy had been aroused by the inactive part she was now playing, suddenly had an idea. With a cry of glee, she stood up and seized Patricia's twitching legs by the ankles; pulling firmly at them, yanking the stockinged limbs back and forth and rubbing the sole of Patricia's left foot against the hotness of her exposed burning cunt.
Larry quickly understood what his sister was doing. He stopped fucking the girl for a moment, raised himself as best he could from the floor by propping the weight of his body with his hands, and lay quite still with his cock imbedded to the hilt deep inside Patricia's hot, pulsating channel.
Ellen then started to pull the girl's legs backwards and forwards, in and out of Larry's straining penis. Patricia was a little frightened at first by this new development, but she quickly learned to relax and the two girls were soon engaged in a furious tug-of-war… with Patricia holding tightly to Larry's neck while Ellen pretended to try and pull her off.
This rough, pulling movement caused Patricia's hot mucous to jet thickly down her stockinged thighs and thoroughly lubricate Larry's already wet cock. Under the stimulus of the girl's climax, Larry got his hands up to her breasts again and rubbed his fingers intently across the red nipples, then slowly and firmly gripped each nipple between his thumb and forefinger and pulled them away from Patricia's breasts until they stood out… thick and unresisting.
At the same time, Patricia brought her hands down from his neck and began to fondle at Larry's nipples herself, wishing to share in the sharp mixture of pain and pleasure she was now receiving. She manipulated them in exactly the same way as he was fondling hers, pinching them mercilessly up to the limit they would stretch, then twisting the tiny naked balls round and round between her fingers…
Larry could no longer control himself as the young girl drove him closer and closer to orgasm by her unrelenting and passionate caresses. With a low moan, he let the long-delayed orgasm throb unrestrainedly through his shaking body… and then with a piercing cry, emptied deep into Patricia's straining cunt every ounce of sperm that he could force out, thrusting his shaft forward in frantic spasms to rid himself gradually of the hot sticky liquid.
Patricia wrenched forward against his hard body, receiving his driving rod with wide-open thighs as he emitted the last of his searing juice deep within the confines of her womb, completely soaking her now deepened channel until it was wet and overflowing.
"Oh… fill me, fill me, darling," she groaned, not wanting the delicious sensations within her body to end. The hot walls of her jerking cunt sucked at the throbbing cock hungrily, until it gave one final spasmodic jerk, the last drop sucked from it.
Larry collapsed across her body, feeling her insides still gushing forth around his deflated limp prick. It seemed endless, until she too suddenly gave one last jerk and quivered to a limp stillness, her legs protruding lifelessly out on either side of his fatigued body. Her arms outstretched and relaxed, her belly filled to the bursting point with the mixture of their hot sticky-white cum.
Patricia was hardly able to keep her eyes open now as Larry slowly and reluctantly lifted his heavy weight from her with a deep sigh. All at once, the exertions of the morning seemed to pile up and overcome her. At the moment, all she wanted was somewhere nice and soft to lie her head and her aching body and drift pleasantly off to sleep.
"Poor darling," Ellen sighed. "You look so very tired. Come on, let me take you upstairs… there's a comfortable bed where you can rest and relax. Up we come!"
And she half-lifted the drowsy Patricia and helped her up the spiral stairway to the promised bedroom. Patricia, feeling drugged and completely satiated, was scarcely aware of the trip; she sank gratefully between the crisp sheets and was sound sleep almost before her pretty head had touched the pillow.



CHAPTER EIGHT


Mark was worried and angry. He was anxious about Patricia and annoyed with himself because he hadn't taken a firmer stand with the girl over her visit to the studio. He realized that it really wasn't any of his business as to how the girl conducted her life. But that didn't stop him from worrying over her. He found after seeing her again that Patricia was much more to him than just another brief affair… maybe even more than he wanted to admit to himself right now.
He pulled his car into the circular driveway that led to Larry and Ellen's house, then paused to double check the address that he had copied from the phonebook. When he approached the house and noticed the blinds drawn at the upstairs window, Mark had guessed earlier that he might be too late to prevent Patricia from falling into Larry and Ellen's clutches.
The darkened window at two in the afternoon, together with his previous knowledge of the couple's well-known reputation, increased his anxiety over Patricia's safety. He opened the car door and stepped out, being careful not to slam it and draw their attention to his arrival, though he was certain they were probably already engaged in Patricia's seduction.
He entered the house carefully through an unlocked ground-floor window and quietly made his way up the winding staircase that led to the master bedroom, hoping against hope that he would not be too late to help the girl. He wasn't sure of exactly what his actions would finally be when he confronted the brother and sister. At the moment, his only thought was to somehow rescue the young girl and take her far away from Larry and Ellen and the rest of the wild people she had somehow gotten involved with in these last months.
When he got to the top of the stairs, he noticed that there were three doors on the second level and he wasn't sure which one was the master bedroom. Suddenly a small, muffled moan came from behind the middle door… he quietly made his way to it noticing that the door was slightly ajar…

***

Less than an hour before Mark's arrival, Patricia had awakened from a deep sleep to find Ellen standing by the dressing table drawer, her hand clutching a strong-looking rubber phallus with a determined look in her eyes. She stared in speechless wonderment as Larry helped her to don the artificial cock, slipping its thick straps between her crotch and knotting it tightly around her hips. The monstrous length bobbled in the air as Ellen came back to where Patricia was lying naked and gripped her new artificial growth proudly.
"Isn't it beautiful?" she asked the girl. "Doesn't it give you a thrill to see me wearing such a thing?" She smiled evilly down at the quivering girl beneath her, then added in a low whisper… "And in just a few moments, I'm going to push it right up into your tight little cunt."
Patricia trembled. "It's too big," she said in a small, frightened voice. "It'll split me open, Ellen… it won't go in!"
Ellen smiled at her. "It may surprise you to know that I've satisfied many younger girls just like yourself with this wonderful instrument." She touched the tip of the weapon and ran her fingers majestically along its thick, wicked-looking span.
Then Larry helped to hoist her onto the contraption, fitting her dildo carefully between Patricia's thighs. Her hands slipped beneath the girl's buttocks and, fondling her fingers into the divide, Ellen felt for Patricia's cuntal lips. They were already pulled apart by the position of her spread-eagled legs, and Ellen, fitting her thumbs firmly into the gash, easily stretched the flesh-folds to their widest opening.
She wriggled her hips until the huge phallus' pointed head moved into Patricia's outer lips, then skillfully transferred her fingers to it and began to push the hardened rubber shaft deeper and deeper into the girl's straining hot channel. Ellen surged forward, making the dildo penetrate to its hilt, ignoring the frantic cries which Patricia made, pleading and begging at first for the older girl to stop the torturous exercise. The pain which Patricia had suffered when the shaft was sunk the first two inches was almost unbearable; she writhed in exquisite agony, but was unable to prevent a sudden secretion of soft, slippery cum from oozing out of her cunt and lubricating Ellen's artificial cock.
Though she needed no encouragement, Ellen seemed to be spurred on by the milky fluid which Patricia had expelled. Some of it trickled onto her fingers and when she felt its juicy moistness, she redoubled her efforts… fucking harder and harder at the gradually enlarging hole beneath her.
The cord which attached her dildo to her loins was digging thrillingly into her own sex, and Ellen felt her own cunt begin to flow softly as she let her mind take on the fantasy that she was truly a man… that she did possess this vibrant penis… that it was made of flesh and blood! And now that it was bulging deeply within Patricia's vagina, Ellen's passion mounted to the point where she could no longer distinguish between her body and the girl's.
Larry, meanwhile, had lifted himself up onto the bed behind Patricia's head and was lowering his body down so that his stiffened cock rubbed against Patricia's mouth. Ellen made room for her brother, twisting herself sideways on top of the girl; her head and shoulders hanging over the side of the bed.
Larry moved his hands onto Patricia's quivering, white breasts and fondling almost angrily at the melons, crouched with his knees on either side of the girl's face. He rested his head on Ellen's contracting buttocks, his arms tucked beneath his body.
Almost beside herself now with horror and ecstasy at this bizarre method of coupling, Patricia… the crushing weight of Larry's loins almost suffocating her… opened her mouth to gasp air… and automatically began to work her lips against the soft cotton of his shorts in order to breathe. She could feel the man's prick straining beneath the thin material that was barely able to keep his hardening organ within its tightly stretched confines, and Patricia suddenly realized that her lips were deriving pleasure from grazing against the delicious pressure.
Perhaps it was the knowledge that she had been so humiliated by the couple, and had traveled so close to the insane limits of sexual pleasure under their tuition, that nothing mattered any more. She could now with her newfound freedom, obtain a sensual satisfaction from almost any source of stimulation.
Her mind began splitting off into two directions now: one yearning for complete domination from Larry, the other observing from a distance, her masochistic suffering, plunging her loins now in rhythm against the artificial cock with abandoned pleasure, as a series of white-hot climatic explosions, began to explode throughout her body.
She was still arching her cunt up into Ellen's dildo when the door crashed open and Mark Saunders hurtled into the room… a cry of disgust and anger wrenched from his lips as his eyes met the perverted and obscenely degrading scene before him. Faced with the lewd sight of Ellen and Larry huddled like parasites over Patricia's helpless and vulnerable nudity, he wanted to play the role of the avenging angel with every fiber of his being.
A wave of sickening nausea spread from his stomach into his mouth, leaving a vile taste on his tongue. Yet he stood before them transfixed, unable to take the first essential steps, completely entranced at first by the naked sensuality of the group before him.
The brother stood up and slowly removed the curious contraption from Ellen's luscious hips and advanced angrily towards him, stopping when he was a few paces away. Ellen's hand had gone to her mouth… the girl's body rolling off Patricia's until Mark could see the wet appendage which stuck out from her loins.
"What the hell do you think you're doing?" Larry demanded. "This is private property… Get out of here this instant! Go on!" he screamed. "Before I call the police!"
Mark stared at him, his violent rage suddenly crumpling before the ridiculous spectacle. Beneath his tight flimsy underwear, Larry's prick was straining fiercely upwards, and right now he looked more of a pitiful, than a menacing sight to him. Mark's shoulders shook a little; he was unable to suppress a muffled chuckle at the ludicrous vision.
Larry came a step nearer. His whole body had started to tremble with fury.
"Will you get out of here?" he yelled, his face terribly contorted. "Get out! Get out!"
Mark ignored him completely. He felt oddly detached from the whole situation… as if it was too farcical to be taken seriously. And yet… And yet something within him responded to the undercurrent of perverse sexuality which pervaded the room. He remained motionless, his eyes riveted to the sight of Patricia's still lewdly spread-eagled and perspiring body. A thought persisted in spinning round and round his mind – you don't really hate this kind of thing at all… you could just as easily be in Larry's place if you weren't so afraid of your secret desires!
Ellen had jumped off the bed and stepped quickly to her brother's side, holding Larry's arm tightly.
"Let me handle this," she told him quietly. Then she turned to Mark, "What are you doing here? What do you want from us?"
Before he could reply, Patricia's voice broke in. "He's a friend of mine, Ellen! Don't spoil everything for me, Mark… please don't! I'm perfectly all right… why don't you just go away and forget what you've seen here?"
Mark was dimly aware that his entire attitude, both towards Larry, Ellen and Patricia and towards his feelings about their setup was being quickly changed, colored and mysteriously changed by forces which he could only faintly recognize.
He heard his voice shatter the sudden hush which had fallen between them.
"I'll make a deal with you… Let me join in and I won't take any action against you! And you both know that I could do plenty to ruin your nice little house parties. I don't think I have to elaborate. A word dropped in a few ears…"
While he was speaking, Mark kept his eyes on Patricia. The girl had now relapsed into her state of sensual stupor, and she made no sign that she had understood the tenor of his voice; or even that she had heard him at all. Out of the corner of his eyes, he saw that Ellen had drawn Larry aside and was whispering urgently in her brother's ear. He waited, confident of their answer to his request. It was a relatively small thing he was asking; and they scarcely had a choice in the matter, he thought, keeping his mind cold and calculating, though a part of his brain was already trying to rationalize his decision.
If he participated in their orgy, he told himself, he might be able to show Patricia that their sickness was truly contagious, and that they would have to join forces to free themselves of the couple's influence. Beyond that, he tried to freeze his mind shut and was unwilling to probe farther into his consciousness. The far more profound, unconscious motivation which were operating to cause his abrupt decision would have to be thought over another time.
As Larry and Ellen turned back to face him, he realized that the palms of his hands were wet and nervous with anticipation, it was already far too late for him to change his mind now.

***

Patricia was lazily stretched out on the bed before them, her eyes closed as if they were too heavy for her to keep them open, and her legs spread wide apart, undulating her body up at them in complete abandonment. Mark hurriedly stripped to his underpants and his prick was growing hot and stiff as he gazed upon her stimulating movements. There was no longer any room in his heart for compassion. At the moment Patricia represented to him nothing more than an object on which he could vent his rising lust.
"I can see you're ready to begin," Ellen commented drily. Her eyes lifted slowly from Mark's growing bulge and stared into his face.
Ellen re-donned her huge, menacing dildo, and Mark couldn't help staring at it with open curiosity. She caressed the rubber instrument, noting his interest.
"Don't pretend you're disgusted," she said softly. "Not any more… You're really intrigued, aren't you? You're wondering what it's like to feel something this large inside of you…" She moved her body until the tip of the rubber shaft brushed against Mark's thigh. "Maybe I'll give you a nice surprise later on…"
Her sensuous words made his cock leap involuntarily inside his pants, his brain afire with sudden heat. Before Ellen could say any more, he pulled his shorts off, dragging them savagely down his legs.
"Very powerful!" Ellen whispered approvingly. She rubbed her dildo meaningfully back and forth until it touched the throbbing swollen knob at the tip of his penis. He tensed his body as he watched Larry wriggle himself beneath Patricia's back, almost completely covering his nudeness from their sight under the girl's body. She offered no resistance, and he began working his hands around her buttocks, stretching the soft pliant cheeks wide apart and then sliding downwards on the bed to manipulate his cock up between the hot, deeply creased valley.
Larry gripped his lengthened shaft with one hand, while trying to keep Patricia's buttocks spread apart with the other. Her tight elastic anus was already well-lubricated by the wetness of her last orgasm and it required only a little patience and effort for Larry to work his penis well into the beautifully snug orifice.
His hands came around to the girl's hips and he began to thrust them downwards, at the same time urging his own loins up until he felt the entire length of his rigid tool slip slowly into her tight rectal opening.
"Come and fuck me, Mark!" Patricia cried, suddenly coming to life as Larry's penis penetrated her anus, spearing into her like a giant fish hook. "Look… I'm so helpless, I can't move an inch! You could do anything you wanted with me… I couldn't stop you!"
Mark, his throat dry, the saliva refusing to flow, moved to the bed, seeing from between Patricia's wide-open thighs Larry's hard, thick cock as it pulsed stiffly in and out of the girl's anus. The sensation of moving in slow motion through a dream suddenly left him. He flung himself down on top of Patricia's body, his mouth hungrily seeking hers, his hands reaching for her large pulsating breasts.
"I'm helpless!" she whispered against his lips. "So terribly helpless! Fuck me, darling… fuck me while I'm unable to stop you!"
He ran his hands from her tits to her shoulders, felt the flesh in rough and urgent fondlings, thrust them back to her breasts again, then roamed his fingers all over the front of her body, pressing them finally into the inside of her thighs. His cock was already rubbing against Patricia's clitoris… pressing hard into her fully-distended vaginal slit, and he fumbled it down slowly until he could feel it sinking wonderfully into the girl's soft, wet pussy between her wide-spread legs.
He buried his hard shaft deeply inside her belly and he could feel every side of his instrument touch hard against her inner muscles, while at the same time Larry continued to pump up into her from behind. Together, the two men screwed into the young girl's yielding body, raging their pricks furiously in and out of her cunt and anus, sandwiching her between their bodies and fondling insatiably at her flesh.
The thought which had been growing steadily in Patricia's foggy mind for the last few minutes now burst into full flower; she was purely an instrument of pleasure for the male sex! She had no purpose in life other than to act as a captive slave for their lust! And this fate seemed to her a truly satisfying one. It meant that she had relinquished her free will, abandoned her moral and physical freedom completely.
The excitement which this strange yet profound emotion generated within the girl was intense. Patricia gave herself up to it with the melting sensation of surrender coursing through her veins. She kept her cunt and anus muscles totally relaxed, letting Mark and Larry fuck her most private orifices and do with her whatever they wanted to do.
Seeing the three of them in such a thrilling and uninhibited coupling, Ellen felt her cunt juices beginning to flow again. She fingered her dildo, wondering how she was going to pry her way between them and have a portion of the girl for herself. Then she had a brilliant idea. Of course! There was no need for her to separate them at all, even if such a thing were possible!
Ellen then remembered her vague promise to Mark, and reached out for the large jar of Vaseline which lay on the dressing table, smearing the greasy ointment liberally over the length of her phallus. Then, moving as carefully and quietly as possible, the girl knelt between Mark's out-flung thighs. He was lying with his legs on top of Patricia's… his buttock muscles twitching wildly as he rammed his prick in and out of her cunt.
Ellen caressed the cheeks of his buttocks until she had opened the boy's behind, stretching it as fully apart as she could. With one hand gripping her dildo and the other stretching his left cheek apart, the girl adjusted her position so that the rubber head of her shaft was directed straight at the opening of his anus.
Steadily, she began to insert the head of the huge, artificial cock into him, raking her fingernails firmly into the hollow when he tried to clench his muscles shut against it. He groaned and started to protest as Ellen eased the hard, thick rubber slightly into his anus. But his passion was too aroused to tear himself from the body of the girl writhing, lasciviously out of control between him and Larry. The delicious drag of her wet-walled pussy was far too exquisite for him to leave her for even one minute!
He groaned involuntarily as he felt the full thrust of the dildo digging into his anus, a staggering pain shooting through his intestines as the unfamiliar, much too thick intruder slipped into him all the way to its rubber hilt. His eyes misted and blurred, the hot tears filling them as he suffered the pain of having his anus almost ripped open by the tremendous phallus.
Slowly his inner muscles expanded giving room for the instrument to ease its way in and out of him in rhythmic movements and he realized through his heated passion that he was actually deriving a certain pleasure from its fucking into his wide-stretched anus.
The ultimate indignity of being fucked by a beautiful, naked young girl gradually ceased to possess any true meaning for him. The actual experience itself was so novel and beyond all the rules of normal sex patterns that he relaxed and began to regard it as something to be done and treated as nothing more than a bizarre and enjoyable experience.
The heavy weight of Ellen's ample breasts as they pushed into his back, just below the shoulders, was stimulating and exciting his senses to a higher peak. He could feel the girl's nipples ripe and stiff on his bare flesh, their round hardness rubbing as Ellen gripped him around the waist and writhed her body up and down. Her hands slipped lower until he could feel her fingers toying insistently with his prick as it fucked in and out of Patricia's cunt. Ellen fondled the rigid stem beautifully, tapping and caressing it until he was stimulated beyond all endurance.
The combination of Patricia's tight pussy, Ellen's perverted cramming of the dildo up his anus, and the itchy sensation of Larry's cock as it rubbed against his through the paper-thin sheath of Patricia's vagina, was suddenly too much for him.
The sounds of deep straining grunts and groans filled the hot stifling air of the room, mingling with the noise of sweat-soaked flesh smacking sharply against sweat-soaked flesh and the wet, viscous sound of his pile driving cock going in and out of Patricia's mucous-lined cunt. Mark began a sudden brutal ramming deep down inside her as he felt the hot, white cum building up inside his heated balls. He wildly shoved his tongue into her parted lips as he rammed his spewing cock all the way to the hilt in her soft unresisting cunt.
Her clitoris throbbed up against his shaft, its itchy, erotic pulsing on the boy's spurting organ sending Patricia into a delirious, swooning frenzy. Every atom of her body was seized by the new experience, shaken up and jolted into a state of excruciating ecstasy.
And now that Ellen felt the trio beneath her coursing through the final stages of their orgasms, she needed only to grip her dildo with one hand and draw its straps more tightly into her open cunt, the rough friction sending her entire body into a sharp climatic orgasm. Her cum started to soak the leather cord she loved so well, her open-lipped cunt spewing forth in a brilliant flash of orgasm she had never imagined could exist.

***

Afterwards, when his breath had returned to normal, Mark lay on the bed in a naked tangle of entwined limbs and flesh and began to wonder just what he was going to do about his relationship with Patricia.
For the moment, he felt too steeped in this den of evil to look at the problem objectively. If Patricia had been driven to the very brink of insanity by Larry and Ellen's manipulations, then he, too, was not so very far from the borderline. They had stirred impulses which he now wished with all his heart had remained dormant within his mind, locked safely away where they could do no harm in the depths of his unconscious.
He knew that he could never again enjoy a normal sexual experience after what he had just been through. He would always desire the added stimulation of a third or fourth party to his lovemaking, and he would never be able to erase from his mind the picture of Patricia in the middle of it all… a helpless, sacrificial victim of their crude lusts.
He closed his eyes, and before his red-rimmed retina there danced a succession of pornographic images… enticing, seductive, stimulating. Perhaps it was all a dream, a brief lapse into madness. When he reopened them the room would change into his own bedroom; Patricia, Ellen and Larry would all be gone.
The hope grew, and he held his breath, afraid to move, fearful of the least sound that would indicate the presence of his fellow-orgiasts. He would count to five, then open his eyes. One… two… three… four…
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