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Warming her young body





CHAPTER ONE


Billy drove much too fast on the icy roads. Sueanne supposed that the frantic driving, skidding and slipping over the glassy shoulders of the road, was to impress her. "Boys do some dumb things to impress young girls," her daddy had told her, many times. She wished her daddy were here right now, behind the wheel of this old Chevy, driving it cautiously through the blizzard. She always felt safe with Daddy at the wheel.
Sueanne hung onto the edge of the dashboard as Billy took a turn, so quickly that the hind wheels of the car seemed to fly in the opposite direction, off the road entirely.
"Please, Billy," she begged again, "slow down. I want to get home in one piece."
Billy grinned across the dark seat at her. "You'll get home eventually," he promised. But she knew that she wouldn't be in one piece if Billy had his way. She knew that Billy's sole purpose in taking her to a football game fifteen miles from home and spending eleven dollars feeding them both afterward, was to impress her. His reason for the wild and crazy driving was to assure her of his bravery, his maleness. And that his goal for this evening was the thin membrane, her cherry, that had stayed for sixteen years untouched between her thighs.
"Slow down," she pleaded again. They were on the old country back road and there were no streetlights, only the white glint of the moon through the falling snow and the streamers of light across the ice-packed road. "Slow down, please!"
Billy hit the brake with his scuffed cowboy boot and the car shimmied to a stop, spraying snow up all around them.
"How's this?" He reached over to the dashboard and turned the heating knob to 'high'. "This slow enough for you?"
She breathed with relief that the car was stopped but her eyes widened with nervousness as Billy's grinning face came toward her and his chilly lips covered her mouth, forcing his hot tongue into her mouth. Oh, she'd been tongue-kissed before, a couple of times, but she had never liked it. And it was always followed by the boy's grimy hands grabbing for her pert, young breasts and rubbing at the V between her thighs.
"Stop, Billy."
She tried to push away but he held on tight, spearing her clenched teeth with his tongue. She felt his calloused hand pushing under her coat, finding her breast and squeezing it roughly. She continued to push at his shoulders as he rubbed the palm of his hand over her breast as though he were polishing a car.
She was fifteen miles from home in a blizzard, on a country road she had only passed through during daylight hours. She tried to look around for lights, a farm house, anything, but the only light was the silver streamer of the moon.
"Come on, baby," he was moaning and his rough hand left her breast to push up under the wool, pleated skirt she wore, rubbing along her slender, nearly hairless thighs probing at the plump and padded area between her legs.
"Stop it," she cried, "Stop it or I'll get out of this car!"
Billy laughed deep in his throat. "You're not going to get out of the car, honey. You'd freeze to death in that blizzard. Just relax, baby, let me warm you up. I got a bet riding on your cherry."
Sueanne prayed that her father would suddenly arrive, like a magical fairy prince, beside the car and sweep her to the safety of her own home. She could feel a warmth growing between her legs in response to Billy's massaging fingers and she didn't want to feel that way, not toward Billy. It was the same warmth she felt when her father took her camping and let her sleep inside the fluffy confines of his sleeping bag with him. The same warmth that she felt when her father drank too much one night as the two of them sat by the fireplace and she listened to him talk about her mother, how he loved her, how he missed her, and how much Sueanne, their only child, looked like her. He kissed her that night in a manner unlike any kiss they had exchanged before. Her father's broad, hot tongue had probed her lips and his huge hand had pressed her slender hips close to the throbbing lump that was his maleness – but then, he had suddenly gotten up and staggered into his own bedroom, locking the door between them. And she knew from the look in his eyes the next morning that he didn't remember that tender moment of the previous and drunken night.
She knew that Billy could feel the seeping warmth between her legs and that he thought that her excitement was due to his hot, rough hands.
"Yeah, baby," he was saying in her ear, "that's it. Open up, open up for me. I'm gonna put my cock inside you. You'll love it."
She heard the unzipping of his fly. It sounded like the gunshot that begins a track race, in the silent stillness of the car, she couldn't help but look and saw the boy's stiff prick, jutting from his wool pants. It seemed to be jerking and moving like a tiny animal. Sueanne had the urge to touch it. She had never touched a cock – she had only seen them in photographs. But she knew that any movement toward Billy's cock would be construed as consent for him to stick it inside her and she was frightened of that.
Sueanne had pressed her own fingers inside her tiny cunt-hole, many times, feeling the satin smoothness, the simmering warmth. If she pressed deeply enough, she could touch the pliable membrane that protected her from womanhood. But the thought of something that wasn't part of her – the jerking, wobbling cock that jutted out of Billy's pants, for instance – plunging into her cunt, she wasn't ready for that. It filled her with fear and she closed her eyes, wishing for her daddy's safe and loving arms.
She had read that in some Indian tribes, it was the custom for the father to deflower his daughter – and for the sons to be taught the art of making love by the gentle but firm hands of their mother. She wouldn't be so afraid, she thought, if it were her father's prick jutting out at her. She would trust him not to hurt her, she would believe him when he said that it would give her pleasure.
But she didn't believe Billy. She didn't believe him at all as his rough fingers pushed aside the wet crotch of her panties and drove into the slippery, hot tissue of her slit.
"No," she cried and grabbed his wrist, pushing him away. "Get away from me."
"No way out, honey," Billy grinned, regaining his composure and coming at her again, his cock bobbing wildly and his finger glistening with her juices, "You're gonna get laid. I'm gonna get myself a cherry."
With a tremendous surge of strength, Sueanne pushed hard against him, knocking him against the window and stunning him. She threw open the car door on her side and stepped out into the calf-deep snow. She tried to run but the wet and slippery snow held her boots tightly and she had to struggle to place one foot in front of the other, the thick snow crunching loudly with her every step.
There were no lights in sight. Not even the flicker of a camper's kerosene lamp or the rising blue-gray smoke of a chimney. Sueanne headed into the thick woods, not caring where she was going, so long as it was away from the bobbing cock and rough, hot hands of Billy. Her feet seemed to move in slow motion but she was well hidden in the thicket when Billy came to, rubbing the knot on his head. He stepped out of the car and looked around at the woods.
"Hey, Sueanne," he called, "where are you?"
She stood absolutely still, feeling the sting of the pine needles against her face. She hardly breathed for fear that he would find her and ravage her body with his rough, uncaring hands.
"Listen," he called, his voice echoing loudly against the night sky, his vision blocked by the streams of wet snowflakes that fell around him, "Listen, Sueanne, you'll freeze to death out here. Come on, get in the car."
"Car, car, car, car…" It echoed into faintness and then there was silence.
"I'm going, Sueanne," Billy called, "I'm leaving. You better come out."
He got into the old Chevy and the sound of the metal door resounded through the hillside. The motor gunned, again and again. It seemed an eternity to Sueanne before Billy released the emergency brake and stepped on the accelerator, spinning his tires through the snow until he gained traction on the road.
When the motor was out of hearing, Sueanne began to move again, her body stiffened by the cold. She could hear the quiet hooting of an owl and the occasional movement of small animals through the brush. She walked down the hill to the edge of the road, following the shoulder sloped with snow, looking for a sign of human life; the bulky outline of a house against the sky, a chimney smoking, a light, anything. But everywhere was darkness.
Mike Blocker paced the wooden floor of his hunting cabin, hidden in a stand of pines and accessible only by a foot-path that led half a mile from the main road into the woods. He didn't expect to be trapped like this and he was certain that his wife was worried sick, back in town. He'd come out to the cabin for some late hunting. "It's going to snow," his wife warned him, "there's going to be a blizzard this weekend." But he was fed up with family, his two young bawling sons, his wailing infant daughter and his wife who'd taken recently to nagging him about "moving up the ladder" – getting promoted, making more money. He needed a weekend, alone, at the cabin.
It was unlucky from the start. He barely made it to the cabin, his car limping along with a boiling radiator. He'd hailed a State Trooper who arranged to have the car towed back to town for repair. Mike figured he would hitch back to town himself at the end of the weekend. But as the snow piled up around the cabin and he huddled by the stone fireplace, he wondered if he'd be able to get out by Sunday night. No snow ploughs were going to come up his footpath. Well, perhaps his wife would get uptight about the storm and send the State Troopers looking for him. He sure as hell wasn't going to get any hunting done. He couldn't even wedge the cabin door open. It was blocked by snowdrifts four feet high.
Mike could hear something moving in the snow outside. He hoped to hell it wasn't a black bear, looking for the comfort of a fireplace. He reached over to seize his shotgun in his fist and waited.
Bears would break windows, he had heard, and climb into a little log cabin like this one, looking for warmth, looking for food. And Mike knew that he would make a fine dinner for a hungry bear. He held his breath and listened to the crunching sound. One footstep, then another. It was coming closer.
Sueanne saw the slight indentation of the footpath from the shoulder of the road and began to follow it. There must, she reasoned, be something at the top of the path. Maybe a deserted campsite, a cabin, something. She knew how to build a fire and she thought she could survive the blizzard if she could only find some kind of shelter.
When the outline of the cabin appeared, her heart jumped joyously. She saw the flicker of firelight through the windows and speeded up her difficult steps through the thickening snow, drifting as the night breeze picked up speed.
Maybe someone else who's stranded, she first thought, but as she neared the cabin, she wondered if she was about to meet a recluse, some kind of weirdo. Maybe the old, fierce man that the kids called the Guru of the Mountain. He was known to pile buckshot into kid's asses and send them screaming from the mountain. But Sueanne had no choice and she approached the heavy wooden door, pushing her way through the drift of snow, banging with her fist on the wood, her cold, stiff fingers feeling as though they were going to splinter.
"Who is it?"
Mike was relieved but he tucked the shotgun under his arm as he approached the door. No bear was going to knock politely, it had to be a human. Maybe it was the State Police, sent by his worried wife to look for him.
"I'm lost," a girl's voice came through the door, "I'm freezing."
He pushed against the door but it wouldn't open, frozen solidly into the snow drift.
"The door's blocked," he said, "come to the window."
From inside, Mike looked out at the young girl. Slender, blonde, no more than fifteen or sixteen, a virgin beauty.
Sueanne could see the husky, thirty-five year old man through the glazed window. A square-jawed, moderately handsome fellow, he had a warm smile like her father's. She felt warmer and safe even before she climbed with frozen knees and hands across the drifted mound of snow and let his strong hands close around her forearms and lift her through the window. She stood, dripping, in front of the fireplace, letting the warmth seep painfully into her frozen limbs as the dark-haired man pulled down the window.
"It's a real bastard out there," he said. Sueanne knew that he was looking her over, that he was pleased at what he saw. "Take off your coat and get warmed up," he said in a firm paternal manner, "there's hot coffee on the burner."
She dropped her soaking coat on the floor beside the fire and rubbed her limbs furiously, trying to regain the circulation. She saw his eyes follow her hands as she rubbed her ankles, her calves, her thighs.
"Been out there long?"
"About an hour," she said, her teeth still shaking.
"Car break down?"
"No," she said. "I was on a date and the boy I was with…" She hesitated, feeling silly and girlish for not being able to handle a mere teenage boy, for having to get out of the car and take the chance of freezing to death in a blizzard.
"He was giving you a rough time?" The big man grinned. "You picked a hell of night to get out and walk."
She smiled and agreed. She liked the man's grin, his easy, rambling way of moving and talking. She wasn't at all frightened when he ambled over to her and sat down on the floor beside her.
"Here," he said, "let me see if I can get that circulation going for you. I used to be on the Squaw Valley rescue squad. Many's the time I've saved somebody from freezing in a blizzard."
He put his big, warm hands on the back of her neck and massaged until her skin tingled, the circulation rushing back into the flesh. She felt his fingers pressing into her shoulders, down the soft flesh of her upper arms, her fingers caught in the big palms of his hands as he squeezed and manipulated her flesh into a normal warmth.
Her back seemed to press toward his massaging fingers as she felt the warmth returning to her backbone, her waist, her buttocks. His hands moved over her body without shame or embarrassment and pounded her slender body back to warmth and life.
As she felt his hands encircling her thighs, the warmth returned to her virgin crotch and she felt the wetness of her panties, cold against her warm flesh. She was hoping that his fingers would follow the natural curve of her thigh and press against her warm crotch, too, but the man stopped short at the fleshy upper part of her thighs and removed his hands.
"How are your feet?"
Without waiting for an answer, he pulled off her boots and took her socked feet in his hands, rubbing them briskly into warmth.
"What's your name?" Sueanne watched the man's broad back flexing its muscles under the thick, wool shirt. She wanted to see his back naked, wanted to see the muscles moving, stretching under the skin.
"Mike Blocker," he said easily, "I sell insurance over to Morristown."
"Oh," Sueanne let his hands move up her ankles, to her calves and knees-again. She was sitting so that she knew he could see the crotch of her panties and she wondered if the dampness showed.
"I'm from Rockberg," she said, her voice quivering with excitement as his hands moved further up her legs. "My name's Sueanne Rogers. My daddy's a real estate broker."
Mike grimaced slightly. He had read in the newspapers about her daddy, Rogers from Rockberg. He was not only a real estate broker, he was also City Councilman and he had an eye on being Mayor.
Sueanne could see the big man trying to control his physical reactions as he continued to press his fingers into her warming flesh. His thumbs were working on the back sides of her thighs and he was facing her, his eyes glued to her pulsing crotch. She could feel the fleshy, warm lips of her little cunt, moving, opening, as the warm juice seeped into the cotton of her panties.
His hands moved to her groin, causing the pleasant ache to intensify. His thumbs moved along the crease at the edge of her panties and she knew that he must be feeling, as well as seeing, the dampness of her crotch. Sueanne looked at his face, lined, tense, trying to show no emotion. Like her father's when he was overjoyed about something but he didn't want to appear boyish and immature by looking jubilant. He always got that same, stern expression on his face – but his eyes, like Mike's eyes, glistened with, excitement. She tried to see her daddy's face now, fantasizing that the man's healing hands were her daddy's hands, that the tongue that darted out to lick his broad, dry lips, was her daddy's tongue and that soon it would be pressed against her mouth, slip under her teeth and fill her mouth. It was her daddy's finger now that slipped under the edge of her panties, rubbing tenderly against the swollen slit, parting the silky pubic hair, finding her stiff clit and moving it gently back and forth.
"Ohhhh," she moaned and touched the man's black hair.
She watched him smile and knew it wasn't her daddy. But she felt just as safe and loved as if it were. The man gently eased her onto her back on the floor beside the fire and continued stroking her hot, wet slit with one finger, under the edge of her panties. Sueanne felt his finger probing gently at her tiny cunt-hole and she spread her legs to give him room to press his finger into her, deep.
His face changed suddenly and he withdrew his finger. "You're a virgin, aren't you, kid?" She nodded and held onto his dark head. "Sorry, honey," he sighed and sat upright, pushing her hands away. "I'm no monster. I don't go around busting little girl's cherries."
Sueanne's clit was throbbing and swollen. She could feel it pressing into the pulsing lips of her cunt. Her cunt-hole dilated wildly at the loss of his probing finger.
"Sixteen's not so young," she said, "I'm probably the only virgin left in my class at school."
But the man just continued to stare into the fire. It had been a long time, he was thinking, since he'd been truly sexually excited. Oh, he fucked his wife a couple of times a month and he jerked off sometimes in the men's room at the office, thinking of strange young women he'd seen on the street. But he didn't fuck around. He was a family man in a small town, deacon at the church, member of the volunteer fire department – he didn't fool around.
Once, he'd had the opportunity to represent his firm at a convention in Richmond and the entertainment chairman had supplied him with a dark-haired young girl, just as if she were dessert, expected to come after any good restaurant meal. He was excited by her youthfulness, her nearly hairless slender young body, but her eyes were tough and her cunt had obviously been ploughed a thousand times by a thousand salesmen's cocks and it was, for Mike, a wholly unsatisfactory experience.
Sueanne looked at the big man, sitting cross-legged before the fire. His cock was rigid, bulging against the trouser leg, his balls were full and pressing at the crotch-line of his hunting britches.
She'd seen her father's cock erect inside his pants. Her virtuous father who was home with her almost every night. Sueanne was fascinated by the man's full balls, a bulging pocket in his pants crotch. She reached between his legs and stroked them as the man stared into the fire. His hunting britches were thick material and it was several seconds before he felt the impact of the girl's stroking fingers.
She saw the man look at her, surprised. Her own eyes were innocent and loving.
"I want to thank you," she said, "for helping me." For a moment, she feared that he was going to push her away. Then he seemed to reconsider and allowed her to continue to stroke his big, hard balls through the thick cloth of his pants.
"I don't want to fuck you, honey," he said hoarsely, his voice thick with sexual excitement, "I don't want the responsibility of busting your cherry. Your old man would kill me."
Sueanne felt even safer when Mike told her that he had no intention of pressing her into the floor and battering her sweet virgin cunt with his rigid prick – and she easily unzipped his fly and took his cock and balls into her hands. She moved her face closer to them, looking at them, inspecting them. She'd never seen real ones, close up. The cock was thick and pulsing and dark in color. Veins seemed to burst from it, pushing up the outer layer of skin and pounding furiously in the palm of her hand. It generated intense heat and she closed her hand around it, letting her eyes wander to his full balls, two hard objects in a hairy, dark sac. It looked to her like the kind of pouch her daddy kept tobacco in. She stroked it with wondering fingers, letting the musky smell that emanated from his cock and balls fill up her nostrils. It was a male smell, the kind of smell she sometimes encountered in her daddy's bathroom after he had taken a long hot bath and shaved. She sometimes sneaked into his bathroom when he had vacated it just to feel the left-over steam bathing her face and to bask in the distinctly male odor that filled the room.
The top of Mike's cock was shiny and swollen tightly, shutting the tiny eye that tried to peek out from the end of his prick. She smiled at the little hole and kissed it with her lips. Mike gasped and she felt his balls shift, moving in her hand. She pressed her tongue to the tiny opening and tasted the bitter, thick juice that hung in droplets there. She let the liquid move across her tongue, adjusting herself to the taste of male jism. Mike groaned as Sueanne took his cock-head into her hot, young mouth and sucked on it. Her tongue moved along the tender underside of his shaft as her mouth sucked on his rigid prick. She was no cocksucker, he could tell, but damned talented for an amateur.
"Don't bite," he warned her, "cover your teeth with your lips." How many times he had told his wife that, only to have her teeth scrape painfully along the shaft of his prick. But this girl obeyed immediately and her lips rubbed up and down his throbbing shaft.
Sueanne took his balls into her hand and squeezed them gently, milking them as she sucked and tongued his prick. She didn't look up at his face, she wanted to believe that this hot, stiff pecker was her daddy's and she was showing him how much she loved him, trailing her tongue along his cock-shaft, sucking gently at his cock-head, manipulating his testicles with loving fingers.
"Oh, honey," the big man groaned, tangling his big fingers in her long blonde hair, holding her head on his cock, "You're good, baby, real good. Suck it for me, suck my prick."
His words excited Sueanne and she sucked harder, moving her tongue more quickly up and down the thick shaft.
"Suck it, honey," Mike groaned, "suck my fucking prick until it shoots deep in your belly. I want to shoot my load into your throat, honey, suck me, suck me off!"
She felt his balls move, swell, in her hand and his cock-shaft jerk inside her mouth.
"Oh, baby," he cried out, clutching her hair tightly in his big fists, "Oh, sweetheart, I'm gonna shoot my wad inside your mouth!"
His prick convulsed inside her mouth, pressing furiously against her tongue, lunging deeper until it was jammed against the barricade of her throat. The heat intensified and as the man groaned deeply, Sueanne felt a hot shower of semen flood her mouth and throat. She let it run down her throat, swallowing the thick hot load, as she continued to press her fingers gently on his balls and let his prick wither in the heat of her mouth. When it was soft and formless, lying on her tongue, she lifted her head and let the wilted cock slip from her lips. She gave his balls a final, fond squeeze.
"Oh, baby," he groaned, still holding her head. "Oh, baby, you give good head." Sueanne smiled up at him, her head caught in his hands, her own juices seeping through her panties, wetting her thighs. Her cunt was throbbing, wanting something it had never had.
She licked the man's soft prick, thankfully. She had never sucked a cock before and she loved the thick meat inside her mouth, the pressure of his cock-end hot against her throat, the quivering and spilling of his boiling semen into her belly. She had fantasized that the hot prick in her mouth was her daddy's and that the steaming load of love that tickled down her throat into her belly, was his satisfied semen. But now, looking up at the square-jawed woodsman, Mike Blocker, she was just as glad that it had been his thick prick she made so happy. He was a nice man, she thought. His eyes, like her daddy's, were kind and gentle.
Sueanne's crotch was throbbing and her legs were damp with the dripping desire of her virgin cunt. She wondered how it would feel to have a thick prick pressing into the tiny hole that only fingers had explored. But Mike had said that he wouldn't fuck her, wouldn't take her cherry. She thought he was a man of his word – and she felt a wave of disappointment as her hungry cunt twitched between her thighs.
Sueanne toyed with Mike's limp tool as though it were a new plaything, grazing it with her fingertips, feeling its form and warmth, exploring its wrinkles and its little hole. She could feel the big man's eyes staring down at her as she traced the outline of his balls with her finger, stroked the patches of straight, black hair on his marble bag.
She felt a growing pain in her groin and she pressed her loins into the wooden floor below her, enjoying their coldness against her hot and swollen cunt. She moved her pelvis sensuously, attempting, in a naive fashion, to eliminate the growing hot and wet discomfort.
Sueanne looked into Mike's eyes, an innocent pleading look and she smiled as he ran his big fingers through her hair, tracing the line of her neck and slipping under the neckline of her blouse to find the stiff nipple of her tit. He didn't rub it roughly like Billy and the other teenager boys had. He gently moved it with his fingertip until the pleasure soared through her body and her groin and loins ached with a need that was too large to deny.
She stood up easily, graceful as a cat as she unhooked the waistband of her skirt and dropped it to the floor. She could see Mike's lusting eyes stare as she pulled the blouse off, exposing her teenage, pert and pink tipped breasts, their nipples jutting out, eager rosebuds. She hooked her thumbs into her bikini panties and pushed them over her thighs, letting them drop to the wooden floor. Easily, without effort, she stepped from them and kicked them into the darkness of the room.
She dropped to her knees before the fire, haloed by the wild and violent flames, her nipples beckoning to Mike's hot mouth, her glistening, swollen cunt calling to his cock.
"I can't fuck you," he said again, slowly, his tongue hardly able to move with excitement, "I can't. But I can teach you other ways of making love."
The big man leaned forward and took Sueanne's stiff, pink nipple in his mouth and sucked it, tonguing the tip with his tongue until it jutted rigidly deep inside his mouth. His hot fingers found the slit between her thighs and rubbed against the slippery heat of her cunt lips, finding her stiff clitoris and moving it in a steady rhythm as he sucked her stiff nipple.
Sueanne stroked his dark head, feeling the incredible sensation of his tongue licking her stiff nipple, his finger moving expertly on her slippery, aching clit, and she pretended it was her daddy, making love to her at last.



CHAPTER TWO


Mike lay the girl on the floor, his mouth still hot on her stiff nipple, his hand exploring all the crevices of her rampant virgin cunt. His prick was hardening and he felt it pressing against her thigh, anxious to replace his fingers in her tiny slit, anxious to plough to the unknown depths of her virginity. He tried to control himself.
Sueanne felt the hot weight of his hardening prick against her thigh and seized it in her hand, pulling it toward her slit. But the big man resisted the pull – she knew the kind of man he was. Like her father, a small town, moral man with a hell of a stubborn streak. She continued to hold his prick in her hand, marveling at the changing contour that pressed against her palm as the dick hardened and pulsed.
Sueanne moaned as Mike's finger moved in just the right long, slow movements up and down her rigid clitoris. She could feel her cunt-hole expanding, grabbing at nothingness, waiting to be filled. His prick in her hand, she tried to imagine how it would feel, slipping into the hot little hole, filling her up. Would she feel the pulsing of these veins once it was inside her? Would she feel the intense heat and hardness, the indentation of the little hole at the cock's end?
His big finger moved across the erectile tissue, finding the hard little knot that his wife had told him was the seat of women's pleasure. He moved his finger on it and the girl moaned louder, pressing her rosebud nipple deeper in his mouth.
Sueanne felt the tongue moving on her puckered breast, the back and forth movement across her straining nipple. It felt to her as if the nipple must be inches long, aching to pierce deeply into the man's hot throat. She stroked his dark hair with her fingers, clutching at his head, holding him tightly to her. How wonderful it would be if it were her father's head, needing her nipple, wanting her cunt. She entwined her fingers in the man's thick hair and held on tightly as his finger picked up speed, moving her throbbing clit in a progressively faster rhythm.
"Oh yes," she moaned, "fuck me, fuck me, fuck me! I want to come for you, I want to come all over your big hand."
Her swollen cunt lips were fire-hot and pressing hard into the man's big wrist as her clit seemed to suck at his finger. Her cunt-hole dilated with the increasing speed of his finger on her clit and she could feel her insides beginning to spasm.
"Oh, oh, oh," she shuddered and moaned, "I'm coming, I'm coming!"
And she felt her clit jerk furiously, her cunt-walls slap his wrist, hot and wet, as her aching, empty cunt hole grasped at air. Her juices flowed, steaming, across his hand.
Sueanne could still feel the weight of his thick cock on her thigh and she wished that he would plunge it, even now, even after her orgasm, into her tiny hole. But he moved away from her and sat upright, his prick jutting from his loins.
"Put something around you," he ordered briskly, and tossed a comforter from the battered couch. "It's cold. I don't want you to catch cold. Your daddy's gonna be mad enough when he finds you."
Sueanne pulled the comforter around her naked body and moved closer to the fire – and to Mike. She looked up at him innocently.
"I don't know why you're so frightened of my daddy," she said, "He's a wonderful, gentle man."
"He's a powerful man in this county," Mike replied and continued to force himself to stare into the fire. He didn't want to see her naked body again, he wanted his stiff prick to melt, to wither, to deny itself.
"But he'll be thankful that you saved my life."
Mike shrugged. "If a grown man had my little girl overnight in a God-forsaken cabin," he said, "I don't know what I'd do – but it wouldn't be nice, or gentle."
"I'll swear to him that nothing happened," Sueanne promised, hoping that the big man would relax, would let himself follow through on his instincts. She knew that he wanted to fuck her, wanted to be the first prick inside her small, hot hole. He was afraid. Afraid of her father, afraid, she guessed, of himself.
"You have a daughter my age?"
Mike laughed. "No, my little girl's just a baby. But she's going to be a beauty, just like you."
Sueanne wondered if he would kiss his daughter on the mouth, as her father had done to her. She wondered if his daughter would stare in fascination at the hard lump in her father's pants, would wonder what his prick looked like. Sueanne stared at the rigid cock now, jutting from his pants, bobbing as though it had a life of its own.
She reached for his prick and held it in her fist, feeling the pounding heat, the veins pulsing against her palm.
"Enough," Mike said and pushed her hand away. "I'm just a normal man, honey. Don't push me."
She knew that he was afraid he couldn't trust himself, that, even though he had sworn not too, he would roll over on her, his heavy body weight crushing her to the cold, wood floor, and drive his spike into her virgin hole.
"But," she reasoned, squeezing his aching prick, "you can't sit here all weekend like that."
He watched as she took his cock into her mouth again.
"Wait," he ordered, "let's do it right."
He lay down, his back against the floor. "Straddle my face," he instructed Sueanne, "let me suck your cunt while you blow me."
Sueanne smiled at the expression "blow". She'd heard boys use it in the schoolyard – but now that she was face to face with a real live prick, she couldn't figure out where the expression had come from. You didn't blow a prick, actually. She giggled out loud as she thought of "blowing" hard into a prick. Maybe the man's balls would blow up like a nickel rubber balloon and he would float up into the air and away.
"What's funny?"
"Nothing," Sueanne said seriously and straddled Mike's hungry face, "it's just that I'm so new at this."
Mike smiled. "Some of these positions seem silly at first, I know. But you'll like it, I promise."
Sueanne let her body weight fall across Mike's body and she took his rigid prick into her hand, licking the entire shaft with her hot tongue. She felt Mike's tongue covering every inch of her cunt with long, slurping laps, sucking up the fluid of her previous orgasm. She felt his tongue moving through the thick curls of her silky pubic hair and the end of his stiff tongue darting at the end of her virgin cunt-hole.
His tongue plunged in and out the hole and Sueanne felt herself opening up to receive the thrusts of his hot tongue. Her tightly elastic cunt muscle grabbed at his tongue, hungry to pull it deep inside her, to feel a thick, hot organ filling up her virgin hole.
The tip of his cock was hot inside her mouth and she pressed forward, trying to take as much of it inside her as possible. She felt his cockhead pressing against the back of her throat and she tried to maneuver her head so that she could open her throat to take more of his meat inside. She loved the soft head of his cock, throbbing and wet against the back of her throat and his distended, throbbing veins beating against her tongue as she worked it on the sensitive underside of his thick shaft.
"Squeeze my balls, honey," he ordered her and she took the sac into her hands and gently kneaded the two hard nuts inside, feeling them growing, swelling, threatening to split the hot sac wide open.
She felt his hot tongue leave her hole. The muscle jumped and spasmed, wanting to be filled again, grasping and clutching at nothing. His mouth found her stiff clit and closed around it, moving his tongue in the same, quick and steady motions that he had before. Sueanne, for the first time, could feel her own clit stiffening, a little cock, growing longer and thicker inside his mouth. She felt her hips begin to pump her lengthening clit into his mouth, fucking her clit against his tongue.
Her head began to bob in the same motion, in syncopation with her thrusting hips and with each movement Mike's cock went deeper, hotter into her throat.
She felt his hands rubbing against her buttocks, squeezing them as she thrusted into his mouth. His hands caressed her back and waist and found her small breasts, buried tightly against his belly. She felt him slide his fingers between their bodies and clasp her rigid nipples with his big fingers, aiding them to pierce sharply into the soft skin of his belly.
"Ohhhh," Mike was groaning and moving under her, pushing his hips up each time she bobbed her head, driving the hot prick deeper into her. His balls were swelling and simmering in her hands and she could feel the slight convulsions that preceded his shooting off.
His tongue was moving wildly against her thrusting clit and Sueanne felt the spasm of her own steaming cunt lips, the explosive dilation of her cunt-hole and the wild shattering of orgasm. Her nipples thrust out even further, her whole body stiffened and she could hardly continue to suck Mike's cock as her body blasted and shuddered, spilling hot fluid across Mike's face.
At the same moment, she felt the jerking of his testicles in her hand and the thrashing of his thick cock inside her mouth. His jism covered her throat and rolled down to her belly, a red-hot waterfall.
When her clit had softened in his mouth and his cock was a small, damp piece of flesh against her tongue, she rolled off the big man and leaned up on one elbow to look at him.
"You ever come before?" The man looked at her curiously.
"Only with my finger," she admitted.
"Like it?"
She smiled gratefully and turned her body around, crawling on top of him, covering him, pressing her cum-covered lips against his rough, scratchy face.
She could taste her own sweet cum and it excited her. She licked the thick fluid from his face, enjoying it, savoring it, as though she were making love to her own sweet, virgin cunt with her hot, little tongue.
Sueanne felt his big hand moving along her bare, satiny skin, feeling the slender, fragile outline of her back, her hips, her thighs, her buttocks. He pressed against the flesh of her buttocks with his palms, pushing her into him. She could feel his soft cock pressing into the padding of her cunt, nesting in her silky pubic hair.
She moved her legs apart and caught his soft prick in the warm opening of her slit, holding it there and feeling it grow thicker and harder, a piece of dough rising in her fresh, hot oven.
"No," he said as his prick thickened inside her hot little cunt-lips, "No." It would be much too easy to roll her over, to press his cock-head to her virgin opening… "No."
He pushed her off and Sueanne rolled onto the wooden floor, feeling its cold draft whistling up between the boards. Outside, she could hardly see the black pines through the windows. The ledge was piled high with thick, wet snow.
Mike stood up, his half-hard prick still bobbing from his hunting britches, and hefted two huge logs. He threw them on the fire. Sueanne listened to the sizzle as the wet wood vainly attempted to protect itself from the blasting heat of the roaring fire. Sparks shot out of the fireplace, hissing and slamming against the protective screen.
"Green wood," Mike said. "I cut it last spring."
"Thank goodness there is any wood at all," Sueanne answered, cuddling to his warm wooly jacket. "I'd hate to be out in the woods tonight, trying to chop firewood."
Mike smiled and ran a gentle and fatherly hand over her tousled blonde hair.
"We've got enough to keep warm through the night," he promised. "And I've got some canned goods, too. Are you any kind of cook?"
Sueanne blushed. "No," she admitted, "we have a maid who cooks for me and my father."
Mike stood up, his flaccid penis nestled against the rough material of his pants. "Well, come on," he grinned, "I'll show you how to open cans."
Under normal circumstances, baked beans and canned corn would not have been Sueanne's idea of a gourmet meal. But she was ravenous tonight. The hour-long tramp through the icy blizzard, the violent emotions and physical responses to her first session of love-making. Sueanne thought she could eat a horse. Raw.
She watched Mike's penis as it bobbed against his crotch, moving with his footsteps, swaying as he reached around the rough-hewn kitchen shelving, trying to locate a can opener.
"If you don't find it soon," she teased, "I'm going to open this can with my teeth."
Mike laughed and reached as far back on the shelf as he could, his limp prick pressing onto the edge of the kitchen cabinet. Sueanne smiled at the flaccid meat, lying on the counter, like some careless housewife had tossed it there and forgotten it. Sueanne had certainly not forgotten it and she was stroking it as Mike pulled down, his hand gripped around an old-fashioned metal can opener.
"Come on," he said sternly, pushing her hand away from his crotch, "let's fill our bellies. I don't want your father saying I didn't feed you."
"I've had about three hundred calories already," she grinned and indicated her cum-smeared face. "A girl at school told me that semen is highly caloric."
Mike shrugged. He'd never heard that – but it figured. Maybe that's why his wife always spit his cum into a Kleenex. It somehow shamed him every time she did it. Like his hot jism was distasteful, not good enough for her to swallow. But this hot little girl had swallowed every drop and seemed to love it. Of course, he thought, looking at her slender, young body outlined in the comforter that was draped around her, this girl didn't have a weight problem, either.
Mike took a frying pan and poured the beans and corn into it. Although he tried to keep them separated, the vegetables seemed to blend together even before he could carry the pan to the fireplace and slip it onto the brass rack near the top, just above the flame.
Sueanne felt her hungry stomach growling, grabbing at the emptiness, the void, just as her cunt as grabbed at its virgin void, too. The vegetables looked totally unappetizing but she was too damned hungry to refuse any kind of food. And she didn't want to offend her mentor, the wonderful man who was taking care of her during this unseasonable blizzard.
She could feel Mike staring at her as she watched the fry-pan in the fire, the vegetables moving, swelling with the heat. She knew that he wanted to plunge his cock into her virgin cunt and that he was the kind of strong man who, no matter how he wanted to, would not do it. He would respect her age and her virginity. But the hell with respect, she thought angrily to herself, what about her desires? She knew her father would never fuck her – and Mike was the next best thing. She certainly didn't want Billy's pimply prick to be the first one, in her. She wanted the first time to be with a gentle and experienced man.
And there he was, squatting next to her at the fire, his eyes caught in the beauty of the firelight glinting across her sweet, young face. His cock hung half-hard, out of his pants, between his legs.
As Mike pulled the fry-pan from the fire and stirred the food with a hunting knife, Sueanne stared at his rugged profile against the yellow flames. He would be the one. She vowed that his would be the first cock imbedded in her hungry cunt. Somehow, she'd make it happen.
He handed her the knife and she carefully took the bite of the warm vegetables, not even tasting them as they slid down her anxious, open throat.
"Careful," he warned paternally, "don't cut yourself."
He took the knife next and carefully balanced a pile of vegetables on its silver surface, half-sucking them into his mouth, carefully avoiding the sharp edge of the knife with his tongue.
"God," he said as he chewed on the food, "I was damned hungry."
"Me, too," Sueanne admitted and took another knife full of food into her mouth, this time chewing and tasting it. Fire-cooked food tasted real, unlike the carefully prepared meals that the maid cooked in their Micro-Oven at home. It tasted from the earth, like it did when she went camping with her daddy.
"If we can't get out of here tomorrow," Mike said, looking at the feet of snow that surrounded the cabin, "I'll try to get to my trap. I got a quail trap set outside. Maybe tomorrow, we'll have fresh meat."
The thought of something solid in her stomach made Sueanne's mouth water – but the reality of having to pluck the feathers from a bloody bird and carve out its insides, as she had seen her father do, was repellent. Her face wrinkled in dread.
"Don't worry," Mike laughed, "I'll do the cleaning."
Sueanne giggled and moved close to him.
"You read my mind," she grinned. "I never cleaned a bird or a fish, either."
"My wife's real good at it," Mike admitted and then hated himself for bringing his wife into the room, for entering her image into the wonderful unreal world he had created with this young girl.
Sueanne closed her eyes and tried to picture Mike's wife. She would be a local woman, short and maybe a little plump, with a warm smile and sparkling eyes. Her hands would be red-rough from doing laundry and changing diapers and her eyes would be far-away sometimes, dreaming of a day when she didn't have to do such labor. Like all the rural ladies that Sueanne had met – she would grow a healthy vegetable garden, have red-cheeked healthy kids, and she would, of course, know how to clean a bird or fish.
It was a life that Sueanne had never led – and never wanted to lead. Her father had brought up her to be just like her late mother. A lady. Taken care of, provided with the best of everything, always respected, always admired, always loved.
She knew that was why Billy wanted so badly to get into her pants. She was a good catch for any local boy, especially a farm boy like Billy. And she had heard that the boys all had bets on who would be the lucky boy to cop her cherry. Well, it wasn't going to be any boy, Sueanne smiled to herself and sighed. It was going to be a man, a grown, strong man. A man she would respect as much as she respected her father. It would be Mike Blocker. He would plunge through the resilient tissue of her maidenhead with his experienced cock. His would be the first hot load of semen to fill her virgin womb.
She felt his body shift, moving from her uncomfortably, as he continued to poke knife fulls of the vegetables into his mouth. She could see that his prick was growing slowly in thickness and length, as though each mouthful of food were giving it immediate strength.
The comforter was slipping from her shoulder and Sueanne made no movement to prevent it. She watched her slender shoulder and arm appear from under the thick blanket, then her pert breast jutted out into the air, its rose-pink nipple hard and ready. She knew that Mike was watching, that he was licking his lips, not over the food he was eating, but in anticipation of slipping her hard nipple between his lips, of pressing against it with his tongue.
If she got him hard enough, she thought, hot enough, she could get him to forget his morals and to push his cock inside her virgin cunt. She spread her legs and watched the blanket fall away, exposing her silky pubic mound, her pouting cunt-lips, still glistening with cum.
Mike almost cut himself with the knife. Damn, he thought, didn't the kid know what she was doing? That pouting cunt staring up at him, those rigid nipples on those tight young breasts – he couldn't control the stiffening of his dick. It was pointing at the ceiling now and Mike couldn't do a thing about it.
He pushed the fry-pan onto the hearth, hoping to keep the vegetables warm, should they want them later. He sat cross-legged, staring at the girl.
Sueanne smiled at the big man, her breasts jutting toward him, her cunt pouting open, eager for his stiff prick to fill it for the first time.
But he didn't move toward her. He did nothing but stare, trying to control his instincts.
Sueanne reached forward with her feet and took his hard dick between her arches, rubbing up and down. He smiled and let her continue to masturbate the rampant prick with her feet. They both watched as his cock throbbed against her arches, his balls pushing against her heels as she moved her feet up and down on his cock.
It was safe enough, Mike thought, far enough from her tantalizing cunt. He stared at her breasts and the pouting cunt-lips as her feet moved rapidly up and down his cock-shaft.
Sueanne loved the hard, ribbed feeling of his prick between the sensitive arches of her feet. She could feel her own nipples jutting forward hungrily, her cunt pouting and wet, beckoning his cock to enter it.
The cock throbbed wildly and jerked and Sueanne was dismayed to see that it was going to shoot off – she had hoped to get it hot enough that the big man would lose his self-control and mount her, slamming the big dick into her virgin hole. No such luck. His balls swelled against her heels, his cock convulsed within the prison of her arches and a shower, a fountain of semen exploded from his prick, splattering hot droplets across the hearth with a sizzling noise. Sueanne's bright pink cunt was swollen and glistening, seeming to stare directly at Mike's wilting cock. She lay back on the floor, bending her knees and spreading her legs open to him. She saw the big, older man smile at her budding pussy, widening in excitement, slippery with hot, fresh juice.
He leaned forward and found her clit with his tongue, lapping at it gently, cat-like as he slipped one finger into the tight opening of her cunt. She could feel her cunt muscle squeeze and grab at the eager, invading finger, trying to suck it inside her. She felt his finger moving in and out of her slippery tight virgin hole, fucking slowly and easily, each thrust bringing it closer to the impediment of tissue which blocked the entrance to her womb. His fingertip touched the maidenhead and bounced back.
Sueanne felt a slight discomfort as his finger pushed against the tissue and she wished that it would break, would pour its virgin pitcher of blood and be done with. She wanted to be fucked and so long as that hymen was existence, she knew that gentle, strong Mike was not going to fuck her. She was about to reach down and grab his wrist, forcing his finger through the hymen but she was a second too late, the big man slipped his finger out of the hole and trailed it down the tiny sensitive patch of skin that separated her cunt from her buttocks. He pushed his finger between her plump young asscheeks and found her pink, puckered asshole. She was amazed as the pleasant sensation as he pushed against it, his fingertip slipping into the orifice, pushing the minute hole open.
"Ohhhh," Sueanne groaned, a stab of pain running up her backbone as the finger pierced her asshole.
"Relax," Mike whispered as he licked her stiff clit, "Relax, honey, and enjoy it."
His finger lay easily inside her asshole and as he moved it gently in and out, she felt her asshole muscle loosen and accommodate him. She liked the constant stroking of his finger against her rectum, syncopated with the quick licks of his tongue on her rigid clit.
"Suck me," she begged quietly, "please suck my clit, I want to come in your mouth!"
His lips fastened around the base of her clit and he tongued her clit as he sucked. Sueanne felt her hips thrashing in excitement, her pelvis pushing hard against his face, bathing his chin and cheeks in hot, wet cunt. Her buttocks seemed, of their own control, to open up and her asshole sucked at the invading finger as it fucked in and out the small pink opening.
"Come for me, baby," Mike growled, "come all over me, I want to eat your hot, thick cum. Give me that virgin cum, honey, give it to me!"
Sueanne could feel her cunt inflaming and shuddering, her cunt-lips slapping against Mike's face, red-hot and swollen to bursting. Her clit throbbed and jerked as her asshole grabbed tightly onto Mike's finger, vise-like.
"Oh," she screamed, "Oh, I'm coming, I'm coming, I'M COMING!"
Sueanne had never felt such pleasure – it was wild and long-lasting, her body shuddering and quivering long after his tongue left her shriveling clit and his finger pulled hard out of her hungry asshole. It was the best cum of her life – and she hadn't even lost her cherry. Yet!



CHAPTER THREE


The moon was high overhead and the snowdrifts outside the clouded windows sparkled with the silver light. Sueanne walked to one of the windows and peered into the darkness. The thick, wet snow was still coming down.
"It's a real blizzard," she said, shivering at the nearness to the freezing air outside.
"Sit by the fire," Mike ordered, "and wrap yourself up."
He tossed the blanket at her.
Sueanne liked the paternal tone of voice, the same kind of strength as her father's. She wondered if her father was worrying about her, if Billy had reported that she was lost in a snowstorm. Perhaps he'd just gone back to his own home, not telling anyone that he had left a sixteen year old virgin in the deep woods during a blizzard.
But she realized that her father knew she was going out with Billy and, by now, after midnight, he must have called Billy's parents.
She could almost hear him screaming in the fierce manner that he had, the same ugly tone of voice he used to the terrified young men who worked for him.
"What the hell have you done with my daughter?"
She envisioned his angry, flushed face as he hollered into the telephone. her daddy cared about her and she knew he would be looking for her. She only hoped – and she looked at the woodsman's flaccid penis peeking from his woolen hunting pants – she only hoped that Daddy didn't find her too soon. She wanted to feel that sweet hunk of meat stiffening in her virgin cunt and the blood of her maidenhead coating Mike's thick cock as he fucked her.
In actuality, fifteen miles south at the huge Georgian mansion where Sueanne lived, her father had been pacing nervously for an hour, seriously concerned about the fate of his daughter.
The living room shimmered with the flickering light of an old kerosene lamp. The electricity was off and the transistor radio announced that the region was in for the worst snowstorm in fifty years. Twenty inches before morning, the announcer said, and the possibility that the freezing blizzard would continue for another day, as well. The telephone lines were down and even if Sueanne's worried father could climb out a window and slide down the five foot drifts to his car, he knew he couldn't travel the unploughed highways – and he knew that the boy, Billy, lived on a farm accessible only by a dirt road, which was surely not navigable in this kind of storm.
Sueanne's father rubbed his big hand across his square jaw and tried to talk some sense into himself. He was worried, certainly, but common sense told him that if there had been a car accident and if his daughter, his only child, had been hurt in any way, the State Troopers would have made their way by sled to his door to inform him. It was likely, he told himself, that the boy Billy got his old car back to his family's farmhouse and that Sueanne was safe there with the boy's parents warm and well-fed.
He worried that his daughter had been alone with the virile and adolescent boy. She was such a beautiful girl that he was sure any boy would try to get into her pants. He knew that sometime she would find the right young man and marry him – and even then, he would be jealous – but he didn't want any pimply young pricks in her virgin cunt until then.
Maybe because his wife was gone, he thought, he was more attached to his daughter than a father should be. He frequently dreamed that he was making love to his wife, pressing his rigid cock into her hot and hungry receptacle, filling his hot jism fill his balls, ready to shoot. Then suddenly, within the dream, his wife became his daughter and he felt the hot surge of her virgin blood surround his invading cock. He would wake up, having ejaculated a simmering pool of semen on the bed.
He wished that it were possible to keep his daughter to himself, to deflower her and keep her with him always. And then he felt a rush of guilt for such feelings. Society told him it was wrong for a father to love his daughter so completely. And Sueanne's father was a man completely controlled by the morals of society.
He continued to pace, watching the sheets of thick, wet snow pile up around his house. The huge stone fireplace kept him warm, the flickering kerosene lamp lent a glittering light and Sueanne's daddy, even through his worry, felt the heat growing in his groin, the stiffening of his cock, as he thought about the blonde and virgin body of his sixteen year old daughter.
Mike, the woodsman, hefted two heavy logs from the dwindling pile of firewood and dropped them onto the flames, listening to the hiss of the green wood, closing the fire screen quickly to avoid the sharp, yellow sparks that spat toward the hearth.
He shook his head and smiled at his situation. Trapped in the cabin, his wife wild with worry, he was making love to the virgin daughter of the country's most powerful and vengeful man. He was in a hell of a fix. But looking at Sueanne's sweet young figure, wrapped tightly in a blanket against the growing cold, he didn't feel guilty or afraid. The girl obviously enjoyed his attentions – and it had been many years since Mike had found such excitement in the sex act.
He cautioned himself to stay in control, however, not to bust the cherry of the girl. He didn't want that kind of responsibility – he didn't want to find himself fired from his job because of Sueanne's irate father.
He wondered if his wife had gotten the kids to bed. They loved to sit up at the picture window and watch a snowstorm. He wondered if she had heat, electricity or a phone working in the house – and if she had called the State Troopers to report his being trapped in the wilderness cabin.
Actually, in the fire-lit living room of the woodsman's suburban tract house, his wife had wrapped his two sons deep in fluffy blankets and the boys were sound asleep before the fire. They enjoyed the situation, the excitement of a storm that tore down the electric wires and ended phone communication. It was like camping with their daddy in the woods. They envied their daddy, snowed in atop the mountain, and they went to sleep dreaming of being with him, of fighting the elements, in the log-cabin high on the hill.
Mike's infant daughter tossed restlessly in her mother's arms as Mike's wife stared into the blinding snowstorm. She knew that her husband was a good woodsman and could take care of himself – but this kind of storm worried her – and as soon as phone communications were restored, she would dial the State Police and ask them to check out the cabin.
She loved her husband and depended on him.
They hadn't had the kind of marital bliss that she had hoped for – but Mike was a responsible man who loved his children and his wife was satisfied with that. Occasionally, she would find herself warm with desire but her husband was usually at work or off on a business trip and she contented herself with an experienced finger that moved on her clitoris until she felt the ecstasy of relief. She wondered if her husband jerked off, or if he found other women on those trips of his.
She knew he must do something to relieve himself sexually. Their sex life together had been sporadic and unsatisfying for many years.
Even so, she loved him and hoped that he was well and warm in this night's terrible storm.
"Want something else to eat?"
Mike moved the fry pan closer to the flames.
Sueanne looked up, a sweet, innocent face peering from the mound of blankets.
"No thank you," she said politely and held his eyes with her blue, sweet stare.
Mike felt suddenly self-conscious about his prick, hanging from his pants. Her body was completely covered by the blanket and he felt as though he were exposing himself in a public place. He reached down with one hand to push his limp prick and big balls back inside his pants.
"Don't," Sueanne said softly. Mike stopped and looked at her. "I like to look at it," she smiled, "it makes me feel safe."
Safe? Mike smiled and thought to himself – if I could do with this prick what I really want to do – if I could roll this sweet, young virgin on her back and slam my thick, stiff prick into that virgin cunt – he shook his head in wonderment. His prick was anything but safe.
Sueanne knew that she had to do something to excite the woodsman again. He would never take her cherry if she just sat by the fire, a timid little girt, the blanket wrapped around her.
She opened the blanket just enough to expose her silky blonde cunt and began to stroke it with her fingers. She kept her eyes on the woodsman's limp prick and watched it jerk and begin to rise as she stroked her pink, young pubis. She liked the feeling of warmth in her little cunt as the walls gorged with blood and the tissue seeped its lubricating fluid. She pressed her own finger as deep as possible into the tight little channel, in and out, glistening with her anxious, hot juices.
Sex was new to the girl, Mike reasoned, and she was insatiable. But he mustn't lose control.
Sueanne watched him stare as her finger drove in and out her cunt, the tight little muscle opening up and encouraging her to slip two fingers in the hole. She moved her own thumb against her glistening pink clit, feeling the excitement tighten in her groin, the fluids flowing fast across her hot cunt-lips.
Mike lay belly down on the hearth, trying to keep his cock from driving him to fuck her. He stared into the flame red little cunt and watched in fascination as her own fingers moved in and out the cunt-hole, slippery with her flowing juices.
Sueanne saw the square jawed older man's face moving toward her cunt. "Don't suck it," she whispered, "just watch. I want you to watch me come."
She knew his thick prick was throbbing hard against the stone hearth and she could see his hips making an unconscious and slight fucking movement as his cock grew impatient and hungry for her hole.
Her fingers continued to slip in and out her virgin cunt-hole and her thumb moved expertly on her rigid clit. She could feel her nipples stiffening and pushing into the rough material of the blanket that was draped around her shoulders. She knew that the firelight was reflected in her glistening, wet cunt and that to Mike's eyes, her pussy must appear to be on fire.
And it was on fire, in a sense of the word, sending hot sparks throughout Sueanne's anxious, tense body as she felt her cunt hole grabbing at her fingers and her rigid clit hugging her thumb with its hot tissue. She knew she was on the wild flight up to orgasm and there was no turning back. Her fingers moved more quickly and the cunt muscle spasmed and sucked at the invaders. Her clit was a rigid spike inside the protective and slippery, hot tissue and her nipples felt as though they were going to pierce holes in the rough blanket that covered them.
"Oh," Sueanne moaned, tossing her head back wildly, "Oh, watch my cunt, watch it, it's going to come. It's coming, wishing your cock were in it!"
Her cunt-muscles convulsed and a shower of hot, sticky fluid ran over her hand and across her thighs as Mike watched the pussy dilating and grabbing at the girl's two fingers, watched for the first time, a cunt in the act of coming. His cock was pounding crazily against the stone hearth and he pressed his pelvis hard against it, trying to control it.
"You can lick it," Sueanne said breathlessly as the hard clit softened and the cunt-hole tightened into an empty virgin peephole, "lick my pussy for me, clean it up."
Mike smiled and crawled forward on his belly to run his hot tongue along her cunt lips, scooping her hot fluid from her tiny hole into his mouth. He bathed her soft clit with his mouth and sucked the fluid from the soft, crinkled tissue. It was the sweetest smelling cunt he'd ever sucked and he wondered if it was because she was a virgin.
Sueanne cupped her tight breasts in her own hands, squeezing them and rubbing her fingers on the nipples as the big man licked her cunt dry. She felt his hot tongue moving across the tissue, making sucking noises, dipping into the tight entrance of her virgin hole. She felt his lips moving around her clit, finding all the crevices in the tiny tissue. His tongue licked among the silken pussy hair and caressed her thighs, wet with cum. She lay back on the floor, the crumpled blanket under her, her fingers stroking her hard nipples as the big man sucked her dry.
"You suck so good," she moaned, "you must be the best cunt-sucker in the whole world." She could feel the big man blush aid grin, his face between her sticky thighs. His tongue moved down to find the path of skin that separated her cunt from her buttocks and it tickled there, making Sueanne's buttocks anxious to spread open. She felt the man's big hands lift her thighs over his shoulders and spread her buttocks with his fingers. She felt the hot pressure of his tongue in her tiny asshole and a surge of excitement soared through her, making her clit begin to stiffen once again and her nipples press hard into the palms of her hands.
"Oh," she groaned, "that feels good."
His tongue pushed harder into the tiny opening, forcing the muscle to stretch and accommodate him. The slight pangs of pain as he pushed his thick, hot tongue into her asshole were welcome to Sueanne and seemed only to excite her more. She could feel her cunt-juices flowing again, glistening on her swelling cunt lips.
He removed his tongue and, Sueanne gasped, feeling her tiny asshole dilate and grab for the missing object.
"Tell me to eat you, honey," the big man said, "tell me to eat your asshole."
His tongue plunged back into the hole again, causing a moment's pain as he spread the muscle open.
"Eat me," the girl groaned, "please eat my asshole, Mike. I want your hot tongue up my asshole."
She could smell the warm, sweet smell of her own ass as his hot mouth worked between her buttocks and she let one of her hands move down from her nipple to her stiffening clit, rubbing the hot and slippery organ to a fierce stand as the rough-faced man drove his tongue deeper and deeper into her ass.
Mike's hips were moving up and down, pounding his rigid cock against the stone hearth. His prick was boiling hot and hungry to explode inside her girl's virgin cunt. But he wouldn't let himself make the move.
"Fuck me, Mike," the girl begged, "please fuck me with your cock. My cunt is aching for your big prick, to be filled up for the first time with your hot dick."
Suddenly, he crawled forward, unplugging his tongue from her asshole, holding the girl's slender ankles over his shoulders and mounting her. He rubbed his rampant cock along her hot, wet slit.
"Yes, yes," Sueanne groaned in happy agony, "fuck me, Mike, fuck my cunt!" She knew she had him, she knew that the big man was going to ram his cock inside her, that she would at last feel the filling of her cunt with hot, male meat. "Fuck my pussy, please!"
He felt along the slit with his big prick and Sueanne knew that her cunt hole was dilating and groping at the hot meat, trying to pull it inside her. She felt the red-hot tip of his dick at her tiny entrance.
Suddenly the big man stopped and pulled his cock from her slit. "No," he moaned, "Dammit, no!"
"Please," Sueanne cried out, her cunt hole gaping and aching to be fucked for the very first time, "Please fuck me, Mike!"
She felt his big body heaving on top of her, thrashing, as his hand moved his cock down the tender piece of flesh below her cunt and pressed into the crevice of her buttocks. She felt his sizzling cock-head push against the tiny opening of her ass. Her cunt-lips were hot and wet and open and pressing against his belly, her stiff clit poking into his muscular body.
"I don't want to hurt you," he groaned as he pressed the hot end of his stiff dick at the edge of her tiny asshole.
"Don't worry about hurting me," Sueanne screamed. "Just fuck me, fuck my cunt!"
But it was clear that he was not going to fuck her cunt. His rampant prick pressed hard against her tiny puckered nether hole and Sueanne felt a blistering stab of pain as her ass muscle was forced open to accommodate the hot, hard meat of Mike's aching prick.
"Ooooo," she moaned in pain as she felt him pressing the iron-hot dick into her ass. The excruciating pain subsided as his dick slid fully into her and began to work in and out, fucking her asshole. She felt her ass muscle giving way to welcome the fucking prick and with every stroke, she felt his heavy, hairy balls slapping against her lower back.
The sweet, pungent smell of ass-fucking permeated the room and excited Sueanne as it filled her nostrils, making her know clearly that this big man had his thick cock imbedded to the root in her tiny asshole.
She groaned and twisted as he fucked slowly in and out her tiny, well stretched hole. She could feel her cunt-hole dilating in jealousy, wanting to be filled with that same load of hot male meat. Her clit pressed hot and wet into Mike's stiff belly as he fucked her asshole.
Sueanne reached for his dark hair and pulled his head to her firm, hot breast, sighing happily as she felt his tongue moving on her stiff nipple, his big dick filling her hot, eager rectum.
"Fuck me, Mike," she groaned, "Fuck my asshole, shoot your load into my asshole. Fuck me!"
His movement speeded up, the throbbing prick moving in and out the gaping hole. Sueanne's eyes moved wildly around the room from the glistening snow-laden windowsills outside, the sheets of freezing ice that covered the panes, to the flickering firelight and the warmth of the hearth. She watched the flames jump higher and higher in the fireplace, from blue to yellow flames, spiraling furiously toward the opening into the chimney.
It felt as though his prick was halfway up her back, so fully was Mike's rampant, sizzling cock filling her rectum, so wildly was her asshole grabbing and sucking at the welcome invader.
"Oh, oh, oh," he was moaning and his big body was lying heavily on Sueanne's abdomen, "Oh, honey, I'm gonna shoot off up your asshole."
She could feel the solid, swollen balls jamming hotly against her buttocks, the scraping of his rough pubic hair against the tender flesh around her anus, the wild jerking of his fire-hot prick deep inside her, thrashing, convulsing and spraying her rectum with hot, wet jism.
He collapsed on top of her, her small body bearing his entire weight as his prick shriveled in the steaming heat of her asshole and, at last, slipped out.
"Oh, honey," he breathed, "I hope I didn't hurt you. You make me crazy, wanting you. I was almost out of my head."
Sueanne's empty asshole was smarting and dilating furiously from the fuck. Her cunt was still hot and dripping and her stiff clit, unsatisfied, pressed hard against Mike's rough belly.
"It was wonderful," she sighed, "I loved it. You can fuck me in the asshole, anytime."
He grinned and kissed her mouth, exploring her tongue with his won. His face was still wet with her cunt juices and she sucked at his lips wildly, liking the taste of her own hot, virgin cunt.
She felt his big hand finding her hot cunt and he drove a thick finger into her tiny virgin cunt-hole and fucked it gently, moving his big thumb across her stiff clit, just as he had watched her doing to herself.
"Come for me," he begged her, "I want to feel you coming with my finger up you."
She knew that he was being careful not to push too hard, not to break the sensitive membrane that protected her virginity.
"Put two fingers in me," she begged, hoping he would become wild with desire and drive them through the hated hymen. "I want to feel you in me, deep."
He pressed another finger into the hole and Sueanne groaned with the pain as her little cunt stretched to accommodate the woodsman's big fingers.
He moved the fingers in and out, rapidly, at a steady speed and Sueanne twisted her hips in anticipation of the moment when he would drive his fingers deep enough to penetrate her virginity.
"Fuck me, Mike," she ordered, "Fuck me hard, I want you deep in me!"
But Mike's thick thumb moving steadily on her hard clit and his hot tongue licking at the stiff nipple of her breast, made it impossible for her to wait. Her body felt the wild and hot electric surge that preceded orgasm and she knew that the shuttering of her vaginal canal, the snapping motion of her little asshole, the flailing of her quivering clit, indicated orgasm was immediate.
"I'm coming," she cried out, gripping the woodsman's thick black hair with her slender fingers, "I'm going to come! Fuck me, Mike, fuck me hard!"
Her cunt walls gripped his fingers with a blistering wet heat and her juices poured along the walls of her cunt lips, soaking his hands and trickling down her slender thighs.
Her nipple shriveled and softened in his mouth and she felt her hard clit receding into the nest of sweet pink tissue that surrounded it. Moments later, her cunt muscle relaxed enough for Mike to pull his two fingers from her still-virgin hole.
She smiled as he held them up for her to see, glistening in the firelight. He put them, one by one, into his mouth and licked off her hot cunt juices.
"Mmmm," he smiled at her, "you taste so damned sweet, honey."
She could see his prick was growing hard again and she wanted to devise a way to make him wild enough with desire that he would forget his morals and drive that prick into her virgin cunt.
"Do you have another blanket?" Sueanne asked it wide-eyed and innocently.
"Oh, sure," Mike said and got up quickly, his half-hard prick bobbing out in front of him as he walked to the cupboard. "You cold?"
"No," Sueanne said and pulled her own blanket tight around her body, moving to the fire for warmth. "I want you to take your clothes off. I want to see your body."
Mike actually blushed. He never took his clothes off. Even when he fucked his wife, he just took his cock and balls out of his pajama pants. He never liked being stared at naked. A woman, well that was one thing – but a naked man.
"Come on," he hesitated, "I'd feel silly."
"I know you're beautiful," Sueanne said factually, "and I want to see your body."
"Beautiful?" Mike hooted. As if a hairy male body could be beautiful.
"Beautiful to me," Sueanne said, smiling sweetly. She knew that she could get this big man to do almost anything she wanted. One thing she had learned from living with her stoic daddy, was to manipulate a man.
"Please," she begged him, "It would, make me very happy."
Mike shrugged and, feeling like a fool, he brought the blanket over the fire and stripped off his jacket, folding it neatly and putting it on a chair.
"Take it off," Sueanne teased him, "Take it off."
The big man was getting into the mood, she could tell. He grinned like a strip-teaser and wiggled his hips. He took the edges of his thick sweater and pulled it over his head, dancing and whistling awkwardly. Sueanne applauded when he spun the sweater over his head and let it go to land in the far dark corner of the room. His chest was thick with black, curly hair, forming a triangle that accentuated the broadness of his muscular shoulders and the narrowness of his slim waist. His nipples were almost brown and not so large as Sueanne's but she looked hungrily at the pinheads and wanted to suck on them.
Mike unhooked his thick britches and pulled the leather belt free in one ripping motion, swinging the belt over his head and tossing it across the room.
"Take it off," Sueanne giggled and clapped, "Take it off!"
Mike felt foolish but carefree for the first time in many years and he bumped and grinded until his thick trousers slipped to his ankles on the floor. He stepped out of them and kicked them aside, hearing the jangle of change in the pants pocket as he did so.
Sueanne smiled at the conservative white shorts, pressed and starched. The big man unbuttoned them at the waist and let them slide down his muscular hairy legs, exposing the exquisite sculptured lines of his buttocks and his groins.
"Wow," Sueanne said as she stared at him, "You're gorgeous."
Mike bumped his hips at her again, causing his half-hard cock to flail about furiously, bouncing against his full balls.
His pubic mat was thick and bushy but his ass was round and firm and almost hairless. Sueanne thought that he was beautiful, absolutely beautiful.
The bronze and naked God who would take her cherry, somehow, someway, tonight!



CHAPTER FOUR


Sueanne's mouth was literally watering as the big, hairy man bumped and grinded like strippers she had seen in the movies. He was laughing and singing and it was clear that he was having a good time, released from the problems and care of his responsible family life.
She watched his half-hard prick bouncing against the swelling nest of his hairy balls. His buttocks parted slightly as he moved, exposing a puckered brown asshole that seemed to wink at her.
She ran her tongue hungrily along her lips.
She watched the mat of curly dark hair on his chest and belly catch the glints of light from the fire. It looked as though his massive chest was sparkling like some kind of superhuman.
The hair on his cockpad was thickly tangled and curled devilishly around the root of his thick prick, forming a curly set of bangs across his wide, full scrotum.
She watched the firelight glistening across his chest, sending circles of light around his tight nipples. As his prick continued to stiffen, Sueanne stared at it in fascination. It lost its skin-colored hue as it jerked to erectness, slowly becoming a dark, deep, blood-gorged purplish color, matching the coloring of his swelling, darkening balls.
At the end of his cock, a droplet of jism hung, catching the golden firelight and seeming to be a drizzle of pure gold as it slipped from his cockhead and fell to the cold, wooden floor.
Sueanne crawled toward him, stroking his veined, bare feet with her eager exploring fingers. She licked his thick, muscular calves, tickling the coarse black hair with her tongue, sending shivers of excitement up the big man's body.
He stood perfectly, looking down at the blonde virgin whose hot tongue was bathing his strong legs, her fingers exploring his thighs and buttocks. Mike's prick stood higher, almost pointing toward the ceiling as her hot tongue approached his swelling balls.
Sueanne pushed gently at the big man's thighs, urging him to put his feet apart, to give her hungry face room to work between his legs. She moved her warm, wet tongue beneath his balls, feeling their heat and weight against her cheek and she stroked the crevice of his tight, muscular buttocks with eager fingers.
Licking his scrotum, she found his puckered asshole with one exploring finger and rubbed the tight opening as she wrapped her lips around one of the rock-hard testicles inside his sac.
"Oh, shit, honey," Mike groaned, "my cock is gonna bust."
She ran her hot tongue up the underside of his shaft and his prick jerked upward. He thought it was going to shoot off but he tried to control it, tried to prevent orgasm. Sueanne could tell that a few more strokes of her hot tongue on his cock would bring a warm fountain of jism across her face, so she pulled herself up, holding onto his hips and began to lick his belly and his thick, matted chest.
Mike had never had a woman suck his tits before and, had he not been so damned hot, he probably would have pushed her face away. But his body was so wild with the enjoyment of her warm tongue bath, that he stood still, his head thrown back, loud guttural sounds emitting from his throat, as Sueanne found his tight, stiff nipples with her hot mouth and sucked on them. Her fingers were still caressing the crack of his ass.
Sueanne could feel his boiling meat throbbing against her belly as she took the tiny stiff nipple into her mouth and licked it. It seemed to stiffen and grow slightly in her mouth. His buttocks were quivering and giving her exploring fingers room to move inside the crevice.
"Oh, honey," Mike was groaning, "oh, honey, it's so good!" His big hands gripped her head and tangled his thick fingers in her fine, blonde hair.
She moved her open, wet mouth across his chest to find the other nipple, licking it to rigidness with her hot tongue. The groans were louder and she could feel them vibrating from the cavity of his huge chest.
Her finger dipped into, the tightness of his asshole, pressing, and she could feel it giving way to allow her finger entrance. She slid back down his body, tonguing his rib cage and his navel, finding her way to his throbbing balls and licking them. His cock was pounding hard against her cheek as she sucked his nuts and pressed her finger deeper into his asshole.
"Don't come yet," she pleaded with him, "hold it back. I want to suck and fuck you all over."
Mike's knees were weak and it was easy to follow her gentle tugging until she pulled him down, laying him on the floor on his back, pushing a blanket under his head for a pillow. His body twisted in wild torment as she lay between his legs, licking his balls and plying his rectum with one slender finger.
Sueanne had read in books about the proximity of the prostate gland to the anus and she moved her finger until she found the gland, massaging it through the membrane of Mike's rectum. His asshole dilated and grabbed at her finger and his cock was flailing wildly, pointing at the ceiling.
She wanted to make him crazy with lust, to drive him to such frenzy that he would have to push his cock into her cunt, he would have to deflower her, rip out the cherry, fill her hole with hot, male meat. Her cunt was flexing in anticipation and her own hot juices were spilling onto her thighs, eagerly awaiting her first full fucking.
"Suck it, baby," Mike was groaning loudly, "Suck my cock, honey, let me come!"
Sueanne was tempted to suck that hot meat that swung before her eyes like a massive pendulum, to feel it press against her hot throat, to shoot a sizzling wad of jism into her hungry belly. But she knew that the moment that she let that thick prick slide into her mouth and stroked its underbelly with her hot tongue, Mike would explode with orgasm and her cunt would remain virgin and unfucked.
She watched the cock jerking and convulsing but she refused to let, her hot mouth touch it. She continued to lick the big man's hairy balls and suck on each of his hard nuts as she continued to push her finger in and out his asshole. His ass muscle was open now, anxious to receive her and she easily slid in another finger, fucking steadily, rubbing against his glands.
"Oh, honey," Mike was moaning, "fuck my asshole, sweetheart, suck my cock!"
She had three fingers up him, moving them hard and fast into him, reaming him deeply and stimulating the glands with every stroke. Hot, clear jism was streaming from his cock in preparation for him to shoot.
"I don't want to shoot off in the air," he begged, "please suck it, honey!"
But Sueanne smiled and licked his balls, fucking his asshole with her finger. She knew he would have to make a move soon. She knew he couldn't stand it much longer.
"Damn it," Mike screamed, "suck my cock!"
And when Sueanne refused to do so, he pushed her away, groaning as her three fucking fingers left his asshole.
Sueanne smiled joyfully, certain that he would mount her wildly and cram his meat into her cunt at last – but he got to his knees and held her head between his legs.
"Open your mouth," he cried, "take my cock in your mouth!"
She was trapped between his knees and his red hot pecker was knocking at her lips. She opened her mouth wide to receive the prick.
He held her head in place and began to fuck deeply into her throat. "Open it up," he demanded, "open up that throat, I'm gonna fuck your mouth, honey!"
She tried to open her throat as widely as possible, letting the pulsing, rampant prick slide past her mouth into the cavern that led to her belly. She almost gagged with the heat and fury of the pounding cock inside her throat. She found that if she concentrated on relaxing, it hurt less and she let the wild man rape her throat with his thick, rigid organ.
Her fingers found his asshole once again and she drove in three fingers at one thrust, fucking in the same manner and speed as Mike's prick was fucking her throat. With her other hand, she gripped the swollen, bursting balls that slammed against her chin with every thrust. She squeezed them, hoping to encourage his ejaculation. The wild and ripping force of his big dick inside her throat was hurting her.
"Oh, baby," Mike screamed, "fuck my asshole, honey, I'm going to shoot off in your belly!"
His balls seemed to swell instantly until the thick skin on them was like tightly stretched, thin plastic and his cock seemed square, as though it had corners, like a piece of lumber, ravishing her throat. The veins beat wildly against her sensitive inner mouth and Mike's asshole widened, then gripped her fingers like a vise as his boiling jism poured down into her belly.
"I'm drowning you in jism, honey, filling you with my hot come!"
He let out an animal yell and then fell forward, still gripping Sueanne's fingers in his asshole. At last, the nether hole relaxed and Sueanne pulled her fingers free of the red hot vise. His prick had wilted inside the hot oven of her mouth and he rolled away from her.
Sueanne swallowed, her throat was sore from the huge, hot prick fucking against the virgin channel of her mouth.
"Did I hurt you, honey?"
Mike rolled over and leaned his head on his elbow, concerned.
Sueanne swallowed again, a gulping sound.
"Yes," she said hoarsely. "My throat aches."
"Shit," Mike groaned. "I'm really sorry. You make me crazy, a wild man. I haven't been this excited in my whole life."
Sueanne, at that moment, didn't give a shit about his excitement. Her throat hurt, damn it. She rubbed her neck with sensitive, tender fingers.
Mike got up and walked to the cupboard at the dark side of the room. She could hear him rustling through the shelves.
"Here," he said, coming back to her with a bottle and a spoon. "This is honey. Let it slide real slow down your throat."
The top was sticky and she worked it open. She took the spoon with her sticky fingers and let the sweet honey slide down her aching throat. It seemed to sooth it some immediately and she swallowed with less pain than before.
"Thanks," she smiled at Mike. "Sorry I'm such a sissy but it really hurt."
Mike shrugged. "Some women can take a lot of cock in their mouths and some can't."
Sueanne licked each of her fingers, one by one, savoring the sticky honey taste.
"I want your cock, Mike," she said bravely, "but not deep in my throat. I want it in my cunt."
Mike swallowed and looked down at his feet.
"I can't do that, kid," he said, "you know I can't do that."
"Why not?"
Sueanne looked directly at him, arguing. "Some teenage boy is going to get my cherry, if you don't. He probably won't know what the hell he's doing and he'll probably hurt me a lot. Wouldn't it be better for me to do it the first time with an experienced and gentle man like you?"
Mike reached over and stroked the length of her slender neck.
"After that throat fucking I just gave you," he smiled and shook his head, "I wouldn't say I was a very gentle man."
"You meant to be," she reassured him, "you just got carried away."
"I could get carried away again," he said firmly.
"And I don't want the responsibility, honey. I don't want to take any teenage kid's cherry – especially when her father is the kind of powerful big-shot that your daddy is."
"Fuck my daddy," Sueanne said angrily, tears coming to her eyes. "I promised you I wouldn't ever tell him."
Mike sighed and looked at the girl's sweet virgin body.
"Sorry, honey. I just can't do it."
Sueanne let the tears stream down her face. They were hot, angry tears, furious at not getting her way. And they were tears of embarrassment. She had offered her cherry, the only one she'd ever have, to this man and he had refused her. Her face was flushed and wet with streaming tears.
Mike picked up the blanket and wrapped her tightly in it, feeling her sweet young body under his big hands as he tucked the blanket under her thighs.
He stood up and walked to the window, his flaccid cock nesting and bouncing gently in his withered balls. "Still snowing," he sighed, "we won't get out of here tonight."
He knelt by the fireplace and poked with a finger at the left-over vegetables. They were dried and brown now, wholly unappetizing. He took the jar of honey in his hand, dipped a big finger into it and licked it.
"This stuff is supposed to give you energy," he said to the girl but all he heard from her were more sniffles. "Come on, stop crying, honey," he begged, "you make me feel like a heel."
Sueanne felt the big man move next to her and push her back onto the floor. His hand went under the tight blanket and found her cunt, swollen and juicy with unsatisfied desire.
"I can't let you go to sleep hot," he whispered, "then I'd be a super-heel."
He pushed back the blanket and Sueanne felt something liquid on her breast. She looked down to see Mike pouring a spoonful of honey on her nipple, then leaning down with his warm mouth to suck and lick it off. She could feel her groin tighten with excitement as his tongue licked against her rigid nipple, sucking it, cleaning it, eating off the honey.
She heard a groan come out of her throat and she knew that her thighs were moving open in anticipation.
When the big woodsman had cleaned that nipple, he poured a spoonful of honey on the other breast and in the same, slow and sensuous fashion, licked and sucked it until the breast was clean and the nipple taut and rigid.
She felt his hot mouth moving down her ribcage to her navel. He filled her belly button with honey and tongued and sucked it clean, too. Her thighs were moving open, her knees high, giving him clearance to her waiting cunt.
He crawled between her thighs and took some honey on his fingertips, smearing her labia, her tiny cunt-hole, swathing her chit in the sticky honey. He held up his fingers for her to suck and Sueanne took his fingertips in her mouth eagerly, sucking them clean as his tongue licked and lapped at the entire area of her throbbing cunt.
She felt his tongue moving to her asshole, pressing in, fucking in and out. She was thrashing wildly and she reached down with one hand to grab his hair.
"Suck my clit," she ordered, "at least suck me off, I'm so hot I'm going to burst!"
Mike's tongue reluctantly left her sweet asshole and licked the hot, swollen labia. Every stroke of his hot tongue sent an electric shock to her groin.
"Suck me," she begged, "suck my cunt, Mike. Suck me off!"
His tongue tickled through her silky cunt hair, wiping it spotlessly clean of honey and she felt his tongue probing the soft tissue at the base of her rigid clit.
"That's it," she screamed, "suck it! Suck my clit!"
But she felt his tongue slide downward, pressing into her virgin cunthole, sucking out the honey, fucking the edge of the cunthole with his rigid tongue.
Her breasts were tight and firm and jutting toward the ceiling. She could feel the nipples pulling and tightening and she took them in her own fingers, pinching and squeezing them gently as they grew harder.
His tongue was probing deeply into her cunt canal, as far as a tongue could go. She wished it would penetrate her hymen, would crack it open, and the virgin blood would fill his hot and hungry mouth.
But his tongue at last moved upward toward her pulsing clit and she felt the firmness of his lips wrap around the throbbing organ. His tongue searched the erectile tissue until he found the rock-hard seat of pleasure and he moved it back and forth with his tongue.
"Oh, yes," she screamed, "Oh, yes, Mike, I'm going to cream all over your face!"
He found her tiny asshole and filled it with two fast fucking fingers.
Sueanne felt the invading entrance into her hot ass and her buttocks seemed to be opening to welcome it. The ass muscle was not tight at all, she was so excited, and she wanted more.
"Fuck my ass," she ordered wildly, "fill it up!" She felt a third big finger slide up inside her rectum, fucking in and out in a fierce and steady rhythm.
"Fuck me hard, deep," she cried out, "More, more, more!"
Mike plunged a fourth finger into the girl's asshole. It was gaping at him, hungry, trying to do the job both for itself and for her virgin cunt.
"Fuck me hard," she begged, thrashing, "fuck me until I scream!"
She could feel him slamming his hand hard in and out her asshole and his tongue was working furiously on her rampant, convulsing clit.
The rod-hard nipples of her breasts were explosive between her fingers and she rubbed furiously, feeling as though her whole body was going to erupt!
If only she had his hot, hard meat plugging up her cunt, as well!
She couldn't control the shuddering motion of her body and she felt her asshole grasping wildly at the fucking fingers. Her nipples, she thought, must be an inch long and thicker than she had ever felt them as she rubbed them madly with her fingers. His hot tongue was on the precise right spot on her stiff chit and the trembling began in her slender thighs.
She felt her chit convulsing in his mouth and her asshole grabbed his fingers so tightly that he couldn't continue fucking into her rectum.
She continued to stroke her long, stiff nipples as her hips rose of their volition. Mike had to hold onto her hips to keep his mouth moving on the wildly ejaculating clit.
Sueanne thrashed furiously, almost tossing Mike onto the cold floor as her cunt writhed in wild spasms and covered Mike's face and hand with sizzling juice.
Even when she sank back onto the blanket on the floor and her nipples had receded into the warm bed of her breasts, she felt his tongue moving slowly across her chit.
"No more," she begged, feeling the pain of his hard tongue on her exhausted clit. "No more."
He sucked her whole cunt with his open mouth, making slurping sounds as he drank every drop of her spendings.
"God, you taste good," he muttered, smacking his lips, "I could eat you forever."
At last, she reached down with exhausted hands and pushed his head away.
"No, please," she whispered, trying vainly to keep herself from failing into a deep and satisfied sleep, "No more."
She barely felt the big man crawl up next to her and wrap them both snugly in blankets. She knew somehow that her tousled blonde head was resting on his chest and that his muscular arm was holding her protectively.
Sueanne was not frightened of the blizzard, of the cabin, of this man. Feeling safe and protected, she fell into a deep sleep.
In her dream, she lay beside her father and stroked his naked body. She handled her father's balls and limp penis until she leaned down and took it in her mouth, feeling it grow hard and wild inside her throat.
When her father's prick was stiff, she dreamed, she lowered her body onto his guiding his cock into her slippery, hot opening, pressing his cock head against her virgin hole.
She lowered herself in dream-like slow motion, feeling every inch of her father's pulsing dick as it slid for the first time into her hungry cunt. His prick grew longer and longer, it was not inches long, it was a foot long and it kept entering her and filling her up, filling her up, coiling like a giant snake inside her canal – but never busting her cherry, stopping short of her cherry.
Sueanne groaned in frustration as she slept, trying to push her cunt further onto her father's cock, trying to pierce the hated hymen. But the cock just curled and coiled gently next to the maidenhead blockade.
Dammit, she tossed in her sleep, she couldn't lose her cherry!
Suddenly, her dream switched and she was in the car with pimply Billy, his wide and evil grin filling the movie screen of her mind like a devilish cat. She dreamed that he tore off her clothes and she was trembling from the cold. The snow was banked around the car and she was trapped.
Billy tossed her naked over the back of the car seat and, mounting her from behind, drove his awful prick into her asshole and pulled furiously at her tits with his rough hands, like he was milking a damn cow.
Sueanne groaned and tossed again in her sleep, feeling her rectum full of Billy's hot young meat, his hairy sac of balls slapping against her thighs as he fucked her incessantly.
Suddenly, her throat was filled with cock. A huge, hot blazing cock that stretched her sensitive throat walls and caused her mouth to blaze in pain. The cock grew larger and her throat swelled with its heat and mammoth size. She was strangling on the cock, the massive cock, the cock that fucked her throat. She could feel the red hot cock end pressing against the bottom of her belly, filling her own body. She struggled to breathe.
Then her body was filled with boiling semen and the cock wilted and slithered like a long snake from her belly, up her esophagus, turning in her throat and exiting her mouth head-first.
She looked up, in her breath, gasping for breath, her throat on fire with pain and she saw the owner of the snake-cock. It was her father, smiling down at her, smiling with an evil, menacing look.
Sueanne gasped out loud and woke up, her body chilled in the cold cabin. She saw the woodsman, Mike, naked next to her, his mouth slightly open in sporadic snoring.
"Mike," she whispered, nudging him, "Mike, wake up."
Mike groaned and half-opened his eyes.
"Hmmmm?"
"It's cold," she said, "the fire is dying out." Mike sat up, his skin goose-bumped from the cold.
"It's still snowing, too," he said. "I bet we can't get out of here tomorrow, either."
Sueanne smiled at the thought, wondering if she still had time to seduce the woodsman to plough her virgin cunt with his thick cock.
She watched the big man pad across the cold floor, shivering, and take large logs in either hand. He tossed them expertly into the simmering fireplace and stirred the coals.
"I hope that will last till morning," he said, "we're running low on wood."
He slipped into the warm blankets beside Sueanne's naked cold body and rubbed her with his big hands.
"Come on," he whispered, "snuggle up and keep warm. Body heat is the best kind."
She nested into his big body, spoon-style, and felt the heat emanating from him and entering her chilled skin.
"We could freeze to death up here," she said sadly. It was the first time that Sueanne had realized that there was real danger.
"Somebody will find us first," Mike promised. "At least, I hope they will."
Sueanne let him hold her protectively close and in moments, they were both asleep again.
She dreamed that Mike's soft cock, which she could feel pressing against her buttocks, became hard and slipped easily into the crevice of her cunt. She pictured its one-eyed head searching for her cunt hole and pushing into it, anxious to return to the womb. She dreamed that it found the blockade of her maidenhead and reared back to burst through it, releasing a waterfall of virgin blood that streamed down its length and made a pool of blood on Mike's big hairy balls.
But it was just a dream. Mike's cock slept peacefully, cuddled into the warmth of Sueanne's buttocks. It was tired and cold and had no intention of battling any maidenheads. At least not during this long chilly night.



CHAPTER FIVE


It was scarcely daybreak and the cold, gray morning light could hardly penetrate the windows, coated with the icy snow. Mike got up quietly, wrapping himself in a blanket and padding to the window, rubbing the pane of glass with his fist, trying to see out.
The glass was burning cold against his flesh and all he could see outside was the continuing thick fall of snow, coming down, burying the world in its soft blanket.
He tried the handle of the front door and pushed against it but it was wedged tightly, jammed from the outside with a five foot snow drift that, during the cold night, had become an iceberg.
Only a few logs left in the pile beside the window. He took them in his arms and carried them to the still glowing coals of the dying fireplace. He arranged them carefully and pushed some kindling under them, watching and shivering until the kindling caught fire and wrapped the green wood in a cradle of yellow flame.
He knew he had to get outside. Twenty feet in the back of the cabin, he had a log-pile, enough to keep them going for a day or two. But as he peered out the back window, he couldn't see it. The entire world seemed to be a mound of snow, beginning to glisten and shine as the first rays of the sun slanted toward it.
He looked at the young, blonde girl still sleeping on the wooden floor, huddled tightly in the woolen blanket. He wondered if he had dreamed the previous night – had he really fucked the girl's asshole? Had he really raped the girl's hot throat? His cock was well-fucked and resting this morning. Unusual, he thought. He usually woke up with a hard-on. But a lot of good it did him, anyway. His wife was always already in the kitchen, feeding the kids. He had learned to jerk his morning hard-on off in the steaming shower, watching his wad of clear jism swirl on the shower tile floor and disappear down the metal drain.
He would like a warm shower this morning, he thought, clutching the blanket closely to him and squatting on the hearth, anxiously waiting for the fire to roar and warm his body. A warm shower would feel just wonderful. His belly growled. He glanced over at the cupboard and hoped that there was food enough to sustain the two of them for however long they might be trapped up here. He was damned hungry.
When Sueanne awoke, she smelled the fatback sizzling in the fry pan over the roaring fire. She sat up, smiling, trying to remember where she was and how she got there. She could feel the pulling motions of her stomach, the tiny grumbling movement that told her she was really hungry. Her mouth was salivating at the smell.
Mike was fully dressed and squatting by the blazing fire. He looked at her, his square jaw morning-bearded, and he grinned.
"Good morning," he said cheerily.
"What is it?" She licked her lips and motioned to the fry pan.
"Fatback? I usually give it to the birds – but it's meat and I'm damned hungry. Hope you can eat it."
"I think," Sueanne said, sitting up and feeling the warmth of the fire against her body, "I think I could eat anything!"
She watched the woodsman's strong arms lift the fry pan from the fire and speared a piece of the translucent meat with a long fork. He held it out to her.
"Try it."
Her taste buds told her that the meat was tough and thick and greasy – but her belly welcomed its substance and she greedily ate her share.
"Now," Mike said, staring at the windows, piled high with snow, "we got to figure a way to get out of here to the woodpile. We're out of logs."
Sueanne looked at the empty place on the floor where the logs had been. A few beetles and a scrap or two of kindling was all that was left.
"I can't get out the door," Mike said, "I've tried it. I think I can get the window open – but I'm not sure, even then, I can get through. The snow is frozen almost to the top of the window."
He gripped the underside of the window frame and grunted as he pushed upward. The frame crackled but it didn't move.
Sueanne wrapped the blanket around her slender body and padded to the kitchen counter. She took a pot from the shelf. "Is there any water?"
"I've got a jerry jar full of water in the corner," Mike said, "it may have frozen."
There were specks of ice inside the plastic jug, but Sueanne poured out enough water to nearly fill the pan. She held the pan out to the flaming fire.
"Maybe warm water will un-stick it," she offered. "I used to be a girl scout."
Mike laughed out loud. "I'm glad to hear that. I need all the help that I can get."
When the water began to send up steam into the cold air, Sueanne carried it to the window and let it trickle along the edge of the stuck frame. As the water seeped around the frame to the frigid air outside, it sent up white smoke signals.
"I think you're getting through," Mike grinned and grabbed the frame in his big hands again, forcing it upward with a loud scrape. The cold air blew in on them.
"Burr," Sueanne said and ran for the comfort of the fireplace.
Mike chiseled with his knife at the iceberg that stood outside the window. Cold air was chilling the room faster than the fire could heat it up.
"I think this is hopeless," he said. "I can't make a hole big enough for me to get through."
Sueanne looked at the small space of air between the ice and the window frame.
"I might be able to get through," she said. "But I don't have the clothes for it. I've only got that damn dressy skirt."
Mike hurried to the hooks that lined the back of the front door. His oldest boy's hunting pants and jacket.
"Try these on."
Sueanne pulled the woolen pants over her bare skin and they were too short by several inches but they fit around her. She pulled on the thick jacket with its too-short sleeves.
"Here," Mike offered, "Wear my gloves and boots."
Sueanne pulled his boots onto her feet and tried to walk. She couldn't keep them on.
They laughed briefly and Mike grabbed a couple of towels from the tiny kitchen sink.
"Stuff them," he ordered.
When Sueanne had stuffed the toes of Mike's thick boots with the towels and laced them up, she could walk quite well in them.
"I wouldn't want to have to run a race in these," she grinned as she allowed Mike to hoist her to the top edge of the window.
"You be careful," Mike warned. "If anything happens to you, I can't get out to help you."
"I grew up in this country," Sueanne assured him. "I know how to handle myself in snow."
She put a leg over the icy window edge and slipped right down the six foot ice-hard drift. It was like a slide. She rolled in the soft snow at the bottom, feeling the thick, wet flakes still coming down.
"The log pile is directly ahead of you," Mike called through the window.
"I'd never know it," she called back. As far as she could see was white – and it all looked the same level. She lifted a leg and tried to step through the thick snow. She could feel it running inside Mike's big boots. Her toes were getting numb and she hadn't managed to go three feet.
Sueanne forced her slender legs to press through the soft and shifting drifts, trying to keep her eye aimed straight ahead. If she got lost in this, she couldn't survive. She was only ten feet from the cabin now and she could hardly see it in the falling snow.
She was pushing forward, squinting her eyes against the stinging snow, the blinding wind when her head slammed into something. Her mind reeled for a moment and she said to herself, "No, you can't pass out, you can't, you must remain conscious."
The spinning stopped and she found that she was holding herself upright – by the woodpile.
Quickly, Sueanne's gloved hands tore away snow and reached the logs on the top of the heap. They were frozen together. She crawled up the incline of the pile, sliding and slipping back but finally reaching a point where she could kick the top logs with Mike's big boot. She kicked hard, glad her toe was padded with the towel stuffed inside the boot. The logs broke free and so did Sueanne, who went sliding with the force of the kick, right down the woodpile into a mound of snow.
She unburied herself quickly and took as many logs as she could carry, pushing through the trail back to the cabin. She handed them to Mike through the window.
"I'll get more," she called and followed her trail again to the woodpile. The trail was filling in with snow almost as quickly as she managed to break through it.
Sueanne made twelve trips before her feet lost their sense of reality and she felt a stinging numbness over her entire body.
"Is that enough?"
Her voice was cracking from pain and cold.
"I hope so," Mike called. "If not, we'll have to do this trip again during the afternoon."
Sueanne shuddered at the thought.
"I'm coming in," she called.
She dug the tips of Mike's boots hard into the slick bank of the icy drift that led to the window and managed to get up far enough to grab the open window frame.
Mike's big hands grabbed hers and pulled until he had her in position to climb back in the window. She stood, dripping and shivering in front of the fireplace as he pulled the window down and shut off the cold breeze.
"There's a shovel out there, too," he said. "If we could find it, we could get the front door open."
"I didn't see anything out there," Sueanne said, her teeth chattering, "Nothing at all. I would never had found the woodpile except I ran into it."
She rubbed the bump on her head.
"Get those clothes off," Mike ordered, "wrap up in the blanket by the fire."
Sueanne pulled off the boy's clothing and sat Mike's boots by the hearth to dry out. She wrapped herself in the warm blanket, feeling the welcome touch of the scratchy fabric next to her chilled skin.
"Let's see those toes," Mike ordered and took her feet in his hands.
"They're okay," Sueanne assured him, "they're not blue."
"They're mighty red," Mike grinned, "and mighty cold."
He rubbed her feet, one by one, between his big hands.
Sueanne looked down at the woodsman. He looked very real in this gray light of day – not so romantic a figure as she remembered him from the night before. His beard was dark and rough, growing against his cheeks. He was the kind of man, she thought, who had to shave twice a day. Not like her daddy. He could go a weekend without shaving once and it was hardly noticeable.
She wondered what would have happened if she found a boy like Billy in this cabin. She wouldn't be a virgin, still, she was sure of that. Adolescent boys have no consciences, her father had told. The girls at school said the same thing differently. A stiff prick had no conscience. But Mike's thick prick had a conscience, dammit. And Sueanne watched the big man rub her feet, feeling the circulation return to her entire chilled body, and wondered how to make the big man fuck her, take her virginity, deflower her maidenhead. She never thought the day would come when she had to beg a man to fuck her cunt!
If Billy were with her in this cabin, his prick would be up and hungry to ram into her pussy. But, she smiled to herself, if Billy were in this cabin, she probably would have frozen and starved to death!
She felt truly grateful to the big, rough woodsman as he rubbed her feet. He was a good and gentle man. And that was why she reiterated to herself, she wanted him to have her cherry.
He had hurt her last night, she remembered. Her throat was still tender from the rampant fucking of his thick cock. But he hadn't meant to hurt her, she knew that. And she was sure he wouldn't hurt her when he slid that big cock into her virgin cunt-hole, either.
But how, she wondered, how could she get him to do it?
She spread her legs, revealing her silky cunt under the blanket. She saw his eyes dart up and she knew that she could see it, sweet and pink, gaping at him, hungry for his cock.
He cleared his throat and continued to rub her feet and legs.
"I can think of better ways for you to warm me up," she said shyly, smiling at him.
He moved forward and began to kiss her inner thighs and lick at her sweet, silky cunt.
She remained in a sitting position and held his head in place as he licked her pussy. She could feel her nipples growing hard and the juices of her cunt flowing, lubricating in preparation for a fuck.
His mouth closed around her clit and he tongued it expertly, bringing warmth to her groin. The warmth spread through Sueanne's slender body and she moaned with pleasure.
Why didn't he take his prick out, she wondered, why didn't he crawl up to her, push her back, mount her and press that dick into her cunt?
He was a remarkable man. She continued to moan as his hot tongue worked on her swelling pussy.
"You taste so good, baby," he was groaning, sucking and licking her cunt, "I love to eat you."
He reached up his big arms and took her breasts in his hands, squeezing and manipulating them, finding the erect nipples with his big fingers and moving them in steady rhythm with the tongue work on her cunt.
"Come for me, baby," he groaned, "shoot your come into my mouth. I want to eat your come."
She didn't want to come with his mouth on her cunt. She wanted his cock up her virgin cunt. But she had no choice. Her body had warmed so furiously to his touch that her clit was already throbbing and convulsing. Her cunt walls were snapping closed, aching to be sucking and grabbing at a cock, and her asshole was dilating in preparation for her come.
"Oh, Mike," she moaned, "I wish you'd fuck me."
"Spend it, baby," he ordered, "shoot your hot juices into my mouth. I want to eat you!"
Her thighs were quivering and she was lifting her pelvis toward him, pressing her stiff clit harder into his hot mouth.
"That's it, baby," he was moaning, "shoot it to me. Give me your hot come!"
Her cunt lips slapped wet and hot against his rough chin and she felt the spasms in her cunt hole and in her ass as her clit wobbled inside his mouth and a flood of hot, wet fluid washed across his face.
"Mmmm," Mike groaned and licked her pussy with his tongue, seeking out the tiny crevices, sucking up every drop of her sweet juices, "Mmmm, just what I wanted for breakfast."
He moved up beside her as she rested in front of the fire and she could feel his thick prick pressing through his pants into her bare leg.
Sueanne reached down and unzipped his fly, releasing his stiff organ. She held it in her hand, enjoying the steady throbbing, the sizzling heat of it. She wanted it inside her cunt. She spread her thighs and pulled it toward her.
But Mike moved up suddenly and straddled her waist with his big knees, sitting lightly on her abdomen. He fingered her breasts and nipples, making them rigid and hard as she watched, seeing his hard cock and balls resting on her chest between her tits.
He took a breast in each big hand and moved a thumb on each nipple as he pushed them tightly toward each other, forming a canal between them for his rigid, pulsing cock.
Moving his hips in short, fast thrusts, he fucked between her breasts. She could feel the ribbed texture of his cock, hot between the sensitive flesh of her firm breasts. His thumb work on her nipples was causing her to thrash, her cunt hot once again, and she couldn't take her eyes off the head of his cock, its one eye staring at her as he fucked it in and out her pushed together tits.
"Mmmm, honey," he grinned, "this is as good as cunt, anytime. The only difference is, it isn't wet."
She smiled and watched his strokes get longer and faster, each thrust of his erect and throbbing dick brought the head of his cock up to her chin.
She could feel his swollen balls boiling against her chest and his cock was quivering as he fucked, its thick veins nearly bursting, ready to come.
She watched his face, tensing in a joyful expression, his head thrown back in ecstasy.
"Yeah, baby, I'm fucking you, honey. I'm fucking your tits. Here I come!"
With a huge groan, Mike's cock thrashed and slammed in the tight channel of her breasts and Sueanne reached down quickly with her mouth and seized the cock-head, accepting the hot, rich fluid that spilled out of it.
She swallowed Mike's hot jism and felt it soothing as it ran down her ravaged throat.
"That stuff," she said when his prick had wilted and slid back out of her mouth, "is terrific for a sore throat."
"I'll have to start packaging it," he grinned. "I could use a way to make some extra money."
He seemed content to sit on top of her and grin, his body relaxed and satiated.
"I'm still hot, Mike," Sueanne said, prodding him to do something about it.
"Oh," he said in a most gentlemanly fashion, dismounting her. "I think I can take care of that."
He lay down beside her and ran his big fingers into her slippery cunt, massaging her little cunt-hole, rubbing her clit. His rough cheek lay against the tender flesh of her firm breast as he licked her stiffening nipple with his hot, hungry tongue.
"Turn over," he said when her cunt was fully hot and ready, "get on all fours."
She obediently got into position, hoping fiercely that he was going to ram his prick into her cunt from behind and slash her fucking cherry.
But he pressed his face between her buttocks and licked her asshole until the puckered tiny opening was winking at him, beckoning him inside.
Then he placed his cock at her nether hole and without hesitation, rammed it up her asshole.
"Ow," she moaned.
"Just hang on, honey, I'll make it good for you," the big man promised, his hot rod imbedded to the pubic hair in her tight asshole.
He reached around and stroked her stiff clit in syncopation with his lunges into her asshole.
Sueanne could feel his hotness way inside her ass and it excited her terribly. She wondered if it was the same feeling that she would have when there was a big cock moving in and out the tiny, virgin channel of her cunt.
Her cunt lips were seeping fluid and wetting Mike's manipulating fingers as Sueanne's clit throbbed furiously, jutting forward like a little cock.
She looked down between her breasts to see her own full globes dangling, their nipples rigid. She could see Mike's big finger jerking off her clit in steady motions, as his legs moved between her thighs, thrusting his sizzling dick into the deep recesses of her ass.
"Oh, fuck me, fuck me!"
Sueanne's voice was not her own – it seemed to come out of some womanly abyss, so the future woman, the woman she would become someday.
"Fuck me up the asshole with your big prick," she begged Mike, "fuck me hard."
His hairy, full balls were banging against her open, slippery cunt as they swung inward with every mighty thrust of Mike's thick prick into her ass.
He had two fingers on her rigid clit now, rubbing it between his fingers, steadily.
Sueanne felt her asshole grabbing at his cock, squeezing and milking it. She felt his hot balls sloshing into the sopping gape of her cunt and his two fingers on her stiff clit were driving to her to wildness.
"Fuck me, dammit," she was screaming, "Ram that hot meat in me, fuck my asshole!"
Mike was slamming into her so hard that he thought his cock would be forever severed by the snapping motion of her ass muscle, anxious to hold him deep inside. When her asshole grip got tight enough, he knew she was about to come.
"Come for me, honey," he moaned, "I'm fucking your sweet asshole and I'm gonna shoot my wad into your rectum. Come for me, honey!"
She felt his magnificent pecker convulsing inside her ass as her ass muscle involuntarily pumped and milked and squeezed the convulsing dick.
His fingers had a hard time holding onto her throbbing, jerking clit and she moaned loudly.
"Fuck me, Mike, fuck my asshole, don't stop. I'm gonna come, I'm gonna cream all over you!"
Her hot cunt lips grabbed his hairy balls in a bear hug as her asshole gripped his shooting prick in a tight vise.
"Oh, honey, I'm shooting into your ass!"
"Mike, fuck me, don't stop fucking my asshole!"
His prick was wilting and he couldn't fuck her more. He knew she was still coming, so he wrenched his soft prick out of her hole and crammed three wide-spread fingers into her anus, continuing the fucking motion hard and deep until her steaming juices ran down his hand.
"Yeah," she was screaming, "Yeah, do it to me, fuck me, here I come!"
Then she collapsed, breathing hard, beneath him.
He lay on top of her, his thick jacket and hunting britches scratching against her soft skin, but keeping her warm.
Sueanne lay beneath him, happy for his warmth and weight on top of her, and wondered if they would ever leave this cabin. Perhaps the world would forget them and they would be forever marooned here, shifting for themselves.
There would be no excuse, then, she smiled, for Mike not to drive his spike into her virgin cunt. No excuse at all.
"Lift up a minute," she breathed into his ear.
He pushed himself up on his muscular arms and legs and let her turn over, facing him.
"No, lie down on me," she begged.
He let his body weight cover him, pressing his gentle lips across her face, scratching her tender skin with his rough, growing beard.
She liked the weight of him, the full length of her body. She spread her legs and wrapped them around his hips, feeling the wooly scratch of his hunting pants. In this position, her pink cunt opened wide to receive his flaccid cock and balls. They nested in her cunt lips, being bathed in her warm come.
"No," Mike said but Sueanne found his mouth and pressed her sweet hot tongue deep into it, kissing him and running her fingers through his thick, black hair.
She could feel his prick begin to stiffen and probe into the lips of her hot cunt.
He tried to shake his head and pull away but she held him fast, digging her heels into his buttocks, pushing him further into her cunt.
She felt her swollen cunt lips hugging his stiffening prick, nestling his big balls. She could feel the stiff cockhead pressing deeper into her cunt, almost at the cunthole.
She lifted herself slightly, trying to make sure that his cock found her cunthole and, held in place by her tight grip on his hips, would force itself into the virgin channel.
"No," Mike protested, trying to pull away but she kept sucking at his lips, feeling the bristly little hairs of his black beard against her tongue.
"Fuck me," she begged, "fuck my virgin cunt with your thick prick. Mike, I want your cock up in me, I want the first one to be you."
She knew his heavy breathing was a good sign. In the chilly cabin, his face was starting to perspire.
"Fuck me, Mike," she pleaded, licking his lips, "fuck my cunt hole for me. Bust my cherry. I want you to have it."
He was groaning deeply in his throat and she could feel his prick growing thicker, longer, aiming for her tiny hole.
"Fuck it for me, Mike," she whispered, "show me how good it can be. Make me come with your hot prick up my cunt hole."
He twisted as though he wanted to get away to pull his lengthening cock from its predestined meeting with her virgin cunt.
Sueanne knew she was winning as his teeth bit gently into her shoulder and she felt the head of his rampant, hot cock beating at the entrance to her cunt. Her cunt muscle opened up to welcome it.
His cock was in the entrance to her hole at last!



CHAPTER SIX


His cock was hot and hard at her cunt entrance and Sueanne could feel the wild excitement coursing through her body, causing her nipples to press into the rough fabric of his jacket, making her stiff clit wet and hard and jutting into the wooly material of his pants. Her cunt hole was ready, it had been ready for a long time, and it was dilating, inviting the strange, hot, stiff meat to come inside it.
"No," Mike was saying, trying to shake his head but her heels were digging deep and hard into his spine and his cock wanted to continue its travels, through the tiny cunt muscle, into the hot young channel – to meet head-on the spread of tissue that was the girl's virginity.
Sueanne could feel the stiff, hot cockhead pressing against the muscle, feel the cunt muscle giving in, giving way to let the prick inside.
"Fuck me, Mike," she begged, "I want your cock up in me. I want you to bust my cherry."
She knew that she had excited him to the point of no return and, at last, she felt the movement of his hips. Up, down, pushing the thick, hot cockhead into the chamber.
"Oooo," she moaned with pleasure, feeling his rampant prick press the muscle wide open and enter the virgin canal.
"You asked for it, honey," she heard Mike mutter in her ear, a savage voice, "You asked for it and you're gonna get it, every fucking inch of it."
He reared up again and slammed his hips against her pelvis, driving the thick hot cock in deeper.
"Oh, yes," she moaned, pulling at his hair, "fuck me, Mike, fuck me with your thick cock!"
He reared back again and drove still deeper, his cock head colliding, bouncing from the hymen. There it was.
"Bust it," Sueanne groaned loudly, "slam your cock in me and bust my cherry!"
He reared again and with a mighty blow he drove into her, feeling her tight cunt channel gripping him, feeling the stiff membrane resist him once again.
The pain shot through Sueanne's aching body, a searing, burning pain.
"Oh," she screamed, "it hurts!"
"I'm sorry," Mike muttered into her shoulder and reared his hips into the air again, "but you asked for it."
It felt as though someone had impaled her on a red-hot spear and tears flowed from her eyes as the tissue ripped asunder under the savage thrust of his hard cock.
"Oh, Mike," she begged, "stop it! It hurts so much!"
But Mike was too fired up to stop, his hips had a life of their own and they thrust wildly, furiously into the virgin hole. He could feel the thick blood running from her cunt, swabbing his balls.
"Don't, Mike," Sueanne begged, "you're hurting me!"
She never thought there would be pain to losing her cherry – it came as a total surprise. She was ready for him, she knew that. Her cunt was hot and wet and anxious. Why should it hurt so badly? Why should this screaming, insatiable pain course violently through her body?
As he continued to spear her cunt on his thick prick, slamming in and out, the pain receded to a dull throb, accentuated by his every violent thrust.
"Ohhh," she moaned low in her throat, pushing at his big shoulders with her hands, "Ooo, I hate it. It hurts, it isn't good at all!"
But Mike kept lunging into the bloody void with his thick prick, slamming his pelvis into hers, reaming her cunt-hole with his convulsing cock.
The constant rubbing, in and out, steadily, seemed to soothe the pain somewhat and Sueanne bit on her lip and waited for his cock to drop of a wad of medicinal sperm into the ripped and torn cunt.
The walls of her hot cunt were painfully sensitive and sore as the big cock blasted in and out of her. She could feel every rib of his distended veins, the exact and steady pulsing of the blood that gorged into his rigid cock.
"I'm fucking your cunt, honey," Mike was groaning as he rammed the cock in and out, "I'm taking your cherry, baby, I got your virginity. Feel my cock in you, honey, your first cock. Love it, honey. Love my cock up your cunt."
But Sueanne didn't love it, it hurt. She wanted to love it, she loved the idea of the huge organ violating her tender insides – but the reality was, it hurt.
At last, she felt his prick jerk violently inside her and spray her insides with its bubbling semen. Mike lay on top of her until his prick receded and seemed to crawl by itself out of the hot and bloody cunt.
He rolled off and Sueanne could see the blood stains on his prick and balls. Her blood, her virgin blood. She suddenly felt very frightened. Her cherry was gone for good.
Mike leaned up on one elbow and smiled at her.
"I'm sorry I hurt you," he said gently, "sometimes it hurts a girl, sometimes it doesn't. Or so I'm told. To be honest, you're the first cherry I ever had."
His wife, while sweet and modest, had been deflowered during the time that Mike was overseas doing his bit for the good ol' US of A. He never knew how or by whom and he never asked. He figured what he didn't know couldn't hurt him.
"You know what I didn't know?"
Sueanne looked at the man's kindly face. "No," she said, feeling her violated cunt pulse and ache, "what didn't you know?"
"It hurts the guy, too. My cock nearly split in two when I broke through that damned thing."
He touched the sore tip end of his cock with his finger. "I wonder why girls have cherries, anyway."
Sueanne had often wondered that herself. her daddy told her it was a woman's gift to her husband but she didn't believe that. Women had always had cherries, millions of years before there was such a thing as a marriage or a husband.
Sueanne wondered if it was to prevent some sperm from getting into a little girl's womb, even if she fooled around with little boys, to keep her from getting pregnant before she was physically mature enough to bear a child. That made more sense to her than her daddy's reasoning. Mother Nature usually had good sense about things about things like that.
Mike shrugged when Sueanne didn't answer. He could see that she was thinking about something else.
"You feel bad about losing your cherry?"
Sueanne shrugged and looked away from him.
"I read somewhere that the second time is better," he said hopefully. Sueanne let out a timid laugh.
"It better be," she said firmly. "It damned well better be."
Thank goodness she hadn't let Billy plug his rod into her cunt. He would have been much rougher than this gentle man. And she was sure he wouldn't be lying next to her afterwards, holding her, saying he was sorry that he had hurt her.
Mike sat up and took a towel from the floor, one of the towels that she had stuffed into the boots, still wet from the snow. He wiped his cock and balls and held it up, showing her the red splat of blood.
Sueanne stared at it fascinated and allowed him to spread her legs and gently wipe her cunt until the blood had stopped and her pussy was fresh and new again.
"Looks just like it always did," Mike reassured her.
"It doesn't feel like it always did," she retorted.
"Maybe I can make it feel better," he said, a genuine note of guilt in his voice. He moved down between her legs and began to lick her plump pink pussy with his soothing tongue.
"I wish I knew how it felt," he said sadly, "I wish I were hurting instead of you."
"It feels," Sueanne said bitterly, "like somebody rammed a finger all the way up your nostril." Mike winced at the analogy.
She could feel his hot tongue bathing her throbbing little cunt, licking it gently as it pulsed hard and hot against his tongue. She began to feel some sensation as he licked her labia and pressed her still-stiff clitoris into his mouth, sucking and tonguing it.
At first, it made her sore cunt hurt even more as she became excited and the walls of her ravaged pussy began to pulse and dilate. But soon a bath of lubricating fluid rushed across them and Sueanne could enjoy the tantalizing movements of Mike's hot tongue.
He pressed a finger to her asshole.
"No," she said firmly, "no. I don't want anything inside me. Not now. Not yet."
Mike understood that and continued to lick her pussy lovingly, feeling the hot pulsing of her clit against his tongue.
"Oh, yes," Sueanne said as the excitement built and her nipples swelled and became rigid. Her breath was coming fast and she pushed her stiff clit further into the man's rough mouth. "Suck me off, Mike. Suck my pussy!"
Mike felt her hot, wet cunt walls press against the rough unshaven protrusion of his chin and when the girl's clit stiffened and quivered in his mouth, he knew that she could come.
"Suck me," she squealed, "suck my cunt!"
She moaned loudly and her thighs began to thrash and she felt that pinnacle of pleasure that sent streams of hot fluid pouring down Mike's bearded chin.
Her cunt was still pulsing, throbbing, swollen from its first battering cock, but as the juices rolled across it and the tenseness relieved by her full orgasm, Sueanne felt better. Her pussy no longer hurt – it was simply sore.
Mike crawled up to be beside her, covering her sweet young face with his hot lips. She tasted the pungent flavor of her own jism on his mouth.
"Feeling better?" He said it in a gentle and hopeful voice.
"Yes," Sueanne admitted and touched her sore cunt. "If it had to hurt, I'm glad it was you who did it."
Mike sighed. He hadn't wanted to hurt the girl at all. He found himself wondering if his little girl would know this kind of pain. He had read that all women don't feel pain at the first penetration, only some. He was really sorry that the girl had seduced him, that he had hurt her.
Sueanne knew she had asked for it and she meant it when she told Mike that she was glad he was the one. If her deflowering was going to be a damned ugly event, she was happy she had a caring and gentle man who understood.
She pulled out from his arms and buried her head at his crotch, feeling the roughness of his pants scratch against her cheek. She licked and kissed his withered balls, stroked the soft penis with her tongue.
"Don't ask for trouble," Mike laughed, "I don't want to hurt you again."
Sueanne smiled up at him like a blonde angel.
"I want to thank your cock for doing a thorough, if painful, job."
Mike watched his soft prick disappear into her mouth and lay back to enjoy the fine talents of the girl's hot tongue.
Sueanne loved, the feeling of the soft cock growing hard inside her mouth, swelling, becoming hot and rigid because of her. She liked the constant pulsing of the veins, the throbbing heat as the prick grew steadily in length and width. It was like some kind of miracle, she thought, that the little shriveled pee-pee could suddenly become a big hard prick, ready to plunge into a cunt, a mouth or asshole.
She stroked the sensitive underside of Mike's prick and felt it growing hard and hot inside her mouth. Her throat was sore from this same cock last night and now her cunt was tender and bruised from its work inside her pussy. Nevertheless, she didn't hate Mike's cock and she sucked on it gently, feeling pleasure as it grew to its full thick size inside her mouth.
She probed the little cockeye with her tongue, wondering if she could push her tongue up in Mike's cock, just like he had rammed his prick into her cunt? But her tongue wouldn't go inside his prick and so she contented herself with sucking and licking until she felt his balls swollen and throbbing, pressing against her cheek.
She had enjoyed his prick inside her ass, even though it hurt at first going in, but there was no enjoyment at all when his cock was in her cunt. She worried about it as she sucked on his prick and stroked his hairy, full balls with her fingers.
"Mike," she said hesitantly, taking his prick out of her mouth. "Could I try again?"
Mike looked at her, bewildered.
"Let me do it myself, this time," she said. If a woman could enjoy a cock, she would learn how to enjoy Mike's.
She straddled him and Mike watched with surprised and wondering eyes as the teenage girl placed his rigid organ at the entrance to her cunt. She pushed down just enough to imbed his cock head in her hole, then she began to stroke her own stiff clit, slowly, smiling at him as she did so.
Sueanne was going to approach this scientifically. She would stimulate her own clit, she figured, until her cunt hole opened, wanting the cock.
Her clit was hot and slippery and jutting from the wide lips of her cunt. She stroked it slowly, feeling the desire and excitement surge through her body, glancing down to see the stiff nipples that protruded from her breasts.
Mike's prick was big in her cunt hole but it didn't hurt now. She was determined not to slide down on the damned thing until her cunt wanted it.
She rubbed her nipples with one hand and continued to manipulate her clit, feeling the rising excitement in her entire body. Her buttocks shifted open, her asshole began to dilate she knew she would be ready soon to take Mike's prick into her hole for the second time.
"Oh, baby," Mike was saying, watching her love herself, "I love it when you jerk yourself off, I love to watch you rub your tits. My cock is about to bust open!"
"Not yet," she said to him and rolled her head, enjoying the talented movement of her own two hands on her slender, young body. Her cunt hole was beginning to dilate and she could feel Mike's prick slipping, quarter inch by quarter inch, deeper inside.
She hoped that Mike could hold his load of hot jism until her cunt was ready to accept his thick prick. She felt his cock slipping deeper into her, deeper, deeper, then she bit her up in pain. His cockhead encountered the broken tissue, the torn area and she winced and pressed her body down to move his cock on past it.
"Don't hurt yourself, honey," Mike warned, seeing her wince.
"It's all right," she whispered and continued to press her gaping, sucking cunt onto his cock. Her nimble fingers were bringing her to the point of climax. Her finger was moving furiously across her clitoris, the other hand squeezing at her firm breast.
"Oh, yeah," she breathed, "Oh, yeah, I'm gonna come, Mike, I'm gonna come with your cock in me!"
Mike gripped her hips with his strong hands and tried to move his cock up and down inside her. But her cunt was already coming, squeezing his prick inside her boiling channel, sucking and milking him. His balls swelled and the jism boiled like a geyser up his shaft into Sueanne's sucking cunt.
"Oh, baby," he screamed, "we're coming together. Your cunt and my cock are coming together!"
Sueanne was able to sit still on top of Mike and let his prick slip inside her. When it curled back out the exit of her cunt, she reached down between her legs and squeezed it with appreciation.
She leaned across Mike's big body and laid her blonde and pretty head on his wide chest.
"Some cock you got there, Mister," she teased. Mike sighed with relief.
"I'm glad you like it, honey. I wasn't too sure there for a while."
The noonday sun filtered in the windows, melting some of the ice and snow and cast a warm glow around the lovers.
"I think the snow had stopped," Mike said quietly, stroking the girl's long, blonde hair. "I think the storm is over."
Sueanne looked around, rather sadly. She'd grown used to this tiny cabin, to the smell and feel of this big, rough man. She hated the thought of returning to the real world.
The water made a dripping sound, constant and steady, as the ice melted from the window panes.
Sueanne pulled the blanket tight around her and stood by the door.
"I suppose there will be a plough on the roads soon," she said with regret.
"And some cops coming up here after you."
"My father," Sueanne reminded Mike, "doesn't know where I am."
"And I'll bet," Mike said, "he's worried sick, too."
Mike pulled his blanket around him and joined the slender teenage girl at the window.
"My wife does, however, know where I am," he said softly into the girl's blonde hair, letting the silken strands of hair tease against his lips. "And you can bet she'll have the cops up here as soon as the roads are passable."
Sueanne sighed and leaned her head back against the big man. She regretted the parting and she knew that she would probably never have the opportunity to see the man again. He was too moral, too regular a guy – he had a wife and family and once they were out of this deserted shack, he wouldn't see a teenage girl again. She pressed back against him, coveting him.
"I wish I were married to you," she said.
"Oh, no you don't, honey," Mike laughed.
"Being married to me is no bed of roses."
"I'm sixteen," she reminded him.
"Honey," he said gently and ran his rough hand across her hair, "I'm old enough to be your daddy. Your father would kill me and the local church-going folk would run me out of town. It's just not in the cards, honey. You'll find a nice boy someday and you'll settle down. Wait and see."
Sueanne thought of all the boys she knew – none of them were exciting or even interesting to her. The thought of spending a night in bed with over-active, pimply Billy made her stomach turn.
She turned to Mike and buried her head in his big chest. "I don't want to leave you."
"A week from now," he assured her, "you won't even remember my name."
"I will," the blonde girl vowed, "I will always remember you, always!"
"Listen," Mike said ominously, "I think I hear a motor."
They leaned close to the windowpane and listened.
"It's the plough," Sueanne said regretfully.
"Get your clothes on, honey," Mike urged, "I don't want anybody to know what happened up here."
Sueanne looked at him with great sadness in her eyes. She was proud of what had happened in this cabin, of giving her young and inexperienced body to the tutelage of this kind and gentle man. She didn't understand how much an incident like this could hurt him and she felt rejected by his insistence that she get dressed and pretend as though she had spent a perfectly calm and normal night, fully dressed, in this man's protective custody.
She took her time in dressing and they both listened to the ploughs get closer.
"Hey, anybody up there?"
It was a voice amplified by a megaphone.
Mike jerked on the window opening it.
"Yeah," he called out, "there're two of us stranded up here!"
"Anybody up there?" The megaphone blasted again as though it had not heard.
"Yeah," Mike screamed, "We're up here!"
"Anybody up there?"
Mike pushed vainly against the door.
"They can't hear us," he said to Sueanne, "they can't hear us! They'll go away, thinking there's no one here!"
Mike leaned as far as he could out the window.
"Help," he called, "We're up here, help!"
But the motor of the plough started up and seemed to move away.
"Shit," Mike said and banged his fist into the table, "Dammit!"
"They'll be back," Sueanne said sadly. "They'll be back, I'm sure of it."
Mike paced the floor wildly, wondering if his wife would think him dead, if his children knew that he was missing and in danger. He glanced at the firewood and wondered how long the two of them could stay alive up here.
"You know my father will comb the county, looking for me," Sueanne said easily. "We won't be lost for long."
"I hope not," Mike said wearily. The danger of these circumstances was bearing down on him. He had to get to work on Monday morning, he had an important conference, a conference that could mean a raise for him. He'd promised his wife that he'd get a raise soon, he promised.
And the girl's father – that worried him, too. Her father was a tough and rigid man. Mike could just see himself being hauled into court, charged with rape of a minor. He rubbed his forehead furiously with his hand, trying to rid himself of the terrifying thought.
It was as though the girl could read his mind.
"I told you that I won't tell anybody, and I won't."
He looked into her innocent, blue eyes and believed her. "I hope that's true," he said, "I really hope it's true."
"I promised," she said and grinned, holding up three fingers, "and I don't break promises. Remember, I was a girl scout."
Mike smiled and sat down on the sofa, rubbing his hands nervously together.
"What will your wife say when she discovers you spent the night with a girl?"
"Oh," he said, not meaning it, "she won't think anything about it. You're just a kid."
Sueanne sidled up to him and lifted her woolen skirt, exposing her lacey bikini underpants.
"I'm a kid?"
She pushed her crotch at him.
He grinned and kissed her cunt through her panties.
"Okay. I don't think you're a kid – but my wife will think so."
Sueanne, feeling very sure of herself, wagged her ass and grinned. "Let me have your wife for a weekend. I'll show her how much of a kid I am." Mike looked up startled.
"You fool around with girls?"
Sueanne shrugged. She wanted to seem wise and worldly. In fact, the only fooling around with girls she had done had been at camp-outs and at spend-the-nights where she and her friend Rosie had sucked each other's pert nipples and fingered one another's stiff clits into orgasm.
"I've been around," she said casually, evading a direct answer.
Mike blinked his eyes in shock. He half-grinned, thinking of his plump and super-moral wife, spreading her legs to let the young blonde bombshell lick her swollen cunt. He'd sure like to see that!
But Mike was very sure that his wife would never go along with anything like that – even if he fucked his wife first and stayed there with her, holding her hand… no, she'd never go along with it. But it was an exciting thought.
"Maybe," Sueanne said kittenishly and slid onto his lap, "I could come visit you at your house."
Mike laughed, picturing this sweet and spoiled blonde teenager trying to cope with the madness of his suburban household. His wife doing dishes and laundry and running the Goddam vacuum cleaner while the crazy fox terrier tried to attack the cleaning machine as if it were a science fiction monster. His daughter with wet diapers, wailing from the next room, as his two boys played a raucous game of Cowboys and Indians through the hallway.
"Sorry, honey," he said gently, "but I don't think you'd enjoy it."
Sueanne again felt rejected. As though Mike didn't want her to be a part of his full life. As though she were something to be used – and dumped.
She got up huffily and stalked across the room.
"You sure don't show any appreciation."
Mike looked up, startled.
"Appreciation for what?"
"I gave you my cherry."
Mike sighed and smiled. "But, if you can remember, honey, I didn't want your cherry. You tricked me into it."
Sueanne was even angrier at the thought that the man hadn't even wanted to fuck her!
"Now, wait a minute," Mike got up and went to her. He could almost see the steam blasting from her ears, she was so furious. "Of course I wanted to fuck you, honey – but I wouldn't have done it if you hadn't tricked me. I didn't want to encounter any responsibility. And I still don't. You're a great kid, Sueanne, but it's over now. The cops will find us sometime during the day, I hope, and you'll go back to your father and I'll go home to my family. And if we ever meet on the street, well, we'll just smile and pretend we hardly know each other."
"Just a foggy memory," Sueanne spat sarcastically, "that's all I am. A foggy memory. Well, let me tell you, mister, I won't forget you. You were the first and I won't ever forget it!"
She threw herself on the overstuffed sofa and sobbed, her heaving shoulders outlined in the sunlight that streamed through the windows as the sun melted outside.
Mike stared at the melting snow, wishing it would melt down to the ground, that he could get out of here. He wanted to kick himself in the pants for thinking he could get away, scot-free, with a weekend of fucking with a teenage girl. She was too young, too immature, to deal with a hit-and-run affair. He was a fool to go along with it.
He hoped she wouldn't tell her father, wouldn't make a scene in front of his wife. He wished that the entire episode would melt away, evaporate, like the snow outside that sizzled into nothingness under the sun's hot rays.
He stared at the girl and wondered at her charm and beauty. He had certainly enjoyed their brief relationship and he only wished that she were old enough to understand that his whole life was at stake here. He was a family man, a member of a community that judged its citizens harshly. He'd lose his job, his wife, his friends, if what had happened in this cabin – no matter how lovely and loving it was between himself and the girl – if they found out.
Sueanne's tears were soaking through the arm of her sweater and as her shoulders heaved in sobs, she wished that she understood what was happening. Mike was a nice man, a good man, she was sure of that. How could he be so heartless, so uncaring about what happened to her? She needed him now, she needed to know that he would be there when she wanted him. She wanted him close to her, wanted his hot mouth on hers, his thick prick inside her tender, smarting cunt. But he wanted nothing more to do with her.
As the sound of the plough came close again and the megaphone sounded one more time, Sueanne wiped her eyes and determined not to let Mike know how hurt she was.
Mike, excited in anticipation of their rescue, still felt badly that the girl did not understand. He hadn't wanted to hurt her in any way, physically or emotionally. She had brought a new excitement into his life, a new meaning to his sexual needs. But he couldn't assume responsibility for her. He couldn't.
He looked deeply into her eyes as the thick shovels cut a path toward the cabin, aimed at rescuing them. In an hour, they would be in a real world again. They would have responsibilities that didn't include one another. He hugged the girl tightly and kissed her cheek.
"Thank you," he said, "and I hope some day you'll understand."
Sueanne let herself feel his warm strength only for a moment before she pulled away. She refused to let herself cry again. He could just go straight to hell.
"I understand perfectly," she said coldly. "I was used."
Mike shook his head sadly. He had certainly not meant to use her. He loved her in a strange way. Not like he loved his wife, solidly and realistically – but mystically and magically, as a man might love a legend or a fairy princess.
"Well," he said sadly, touching her hair, as he looked out the window and saw the shovels flying with snow, cutting a path to them. Wrapped warmly in thick jackets and caps, he saw her father and his wife, following the workers, looking anxiously toward the cabin.
He let go of the girl and was ready when the last shovel of snow had been tossed aside and the wooden cabin opened to the real world.



CHAPTER SEVEN


Sueanne's father clasped her in his arms.
"My baby," he said, hugging her, "you're all right!"
"I'm fine, daddy," she said, her eyes filling with tears as she watched Mike embrace his sweet faced, plump wife. "This nice man took good care of me."
It only crossed Sueanne's father's mind for a moment – the fleeting vision of the rough-bearded burly woodsman between his daughter's slender legs, the big man's hips humping in a steady motion as he drove his cock into the blonde young virgin.
How silly, he told himself. He could see the man embracing his wife. He was obviously a good man. Sueanne's father turned to Mike and extended his hand.
"Thanks, buddy," he said manfully and clapped Mike on the shoulder. "I really appreciate your taking care of my girl. I'd like to repay you."
"Forget it, Mr. Rogers," Mike said, returning the handshake, one big arm still wrapped around his wife. "I was glad to be able to do it."
"That young man you were out with," Mr. Rogers said to his daughter, "is really worried sick. We'll have to let him know that you're all right. Apparently he tried to get through to the police but his car ran off the road."
"No wonder," Sueanne said to herself, "he drove like a maniac."
"…and the telephone wires were down everywhere."
"We have to get home," Mike's sweet-faced wife said, holding possessively onto her husband's arm, "our kids are waiting. They've been as worried as I have, honey."
Mike kissed her cheek affectionately and led her down the trail toward the road.
"And you, young lady," said Sueanne's father, "have got to get home and get packed. I'm off to Chicago tomorrow morning and you're going with me."
"Daddy," the blonde girl whined, surprised at herself. Usually, she would jump at the opportunity to accompany her handsome father on a business trip, but watching Mike lead his wife down the snowy trail, Sueanne was not at all anxious to leave the area. "Daddy," she sighed, "I'll miss school and I can't afford to. We have two tests scheduled next week."
"But, darling," her father said, leading her in Mike and his wife's deep footsteps, "the maid has two sick children and she can't sleep in. I can't leave you in the house alone for a week."
"Daddy," Sueanne argued, "I'm a big girl now."
Mr. Rogers could feel his daughter's pert full breasts pressing against his arm and he knew, indeed, that his daughter was a big girl. Too big to be left alone in the house for a week. He envisioned waves of teenage boys coming and going, his daughter lying naked on the bear skin rug in front of the fireplace, her slender thighs spread open, ready.
"I won't leave you alone," he said, raising his voice.
"Daddy," Sueanne wailed, loud enough for Mike and his wife to hear.
"Now, I don't want to hear anymore about it, honey," her father said sternly. "We'll go home and pack. They expect the airport to be open for traffic by three this afternoon."
"Daddy," Sueanne whined childishly. "I don't want to go and I'm not going!"
Mike's wife looked around, surprised at the rebellion of the young girl. She was such a pretty little thing and accustomed, Mike's wife guessed, to having everything her way.
"Maybe we could help," she said over her shoulder. "She can stay with us, Mr. Rogers. The bus to Rockberg leaves every hour from our corner. She could take it to and from school."
"You've done too much already," Mr. Rogers argued.
Mike shuddered at the thought of Sueanne in their home. His wife was not stupid by a long shot and he knew it wouldn't take her much time to read the love-light in Sueanne's innocent young eyes. Then, they would be in trouble, for sure.
"No trouble at all," his generous wife said. "Just pick up her clothes and drop her by this afternoon."
Sueanne selected her laciest things, her prettiest nightwear, and stuffed it along with her toothbrush and school clothes. This was going to be a week of real fun, she thought. She'd let Mike make the choice between her and his wife – right there in the same house. She smiled, thinking of her own pert young body and the plump body of Mike's wife, stretched, she was sure, from baby-making.
She pictured a scene in which Mike's wife interrupted them, naked, Mike's big buttocks plunging downward, cramming his thick shaft between Sueanne's slim thighs. She would throw Mike out – and Sueanne would be waiting. All the rotten confession stories and bad movies that Sueanne had ever seen, filled with fantasy and romance, raced through her head. She wanted Mike and she thought that now she had the chance to get him, once and for all.
Mike paced the tiled kitchen floor, back and forth, back and forth, as his wife stirred the stew on the back burner.
"Stop pacing, honey," Myrna said sweetly, "I know you had a bad time in the woods…"
"It's not that," Mike interrupted, "it's the kid. I don't want her here. She's spoiled rotten."
"Honey, you told me yourself that having a friend in high places can help you land the accounts you need to get a raise. And Mr. Rogers is just about as high a friend as you can get in this county."
Mike knew that was true. He also knew that Sueanne's interest in him was adolescently romantic and he knew for certain that she'd cause him trouble. He sighed and hugged his wife. "Just keep her out of my way, will you, hon?"
"I'll keep her busy with the babies, Mike," Myrna promised. "I'll give her a taste of the way real people live."
There was no guest room in Mike's house. He had three bedrooms, one for him and his wife, one for the boys, one for their infant daughter.
"Set up the bed downstairs in the basement," his wife advised him and Mike trotted down the wooden stairs to the basement which he had, with skill and patience and cheap paneling, converted into a recreation room.
As he pulled out the convertible sofa and patted the pillows into place, he looked up on the wall.
"Hey, hon," he hollered up the stairs, "Nicky has been writing on the walls again."
"Miss Williams sucks." That's what his son's graffiti said. Mike laughed. Miss Williams was the first grade teacher and she'd been at the local elementary school since Mike was a first grader. The only thing that Miss Williams might have sucked would be a grapefruit.
"At least," Myrna called from upstairs, "he's learning how to write."
Mike pulled a handkerchief from his pocket and spit on it, rubbing it against the wall. He didn't get quite all of Miss Williams' name, but, he did thoroughly remove the words "sucks".
He shook his head. He was going to have to speak to that kid of his. He was getting out of hand.
Mike looked around, making sure that everything was in order, for the rich, pretty girl. There was an old TV set in the room and it worked well. His son Nick's phonograph, a cheap dime-store model, sat on the floor. It wasn't worth much but it played a record. Mike stooped and picked up the records that were strewn nearby.
"Old Mac, the dog and his singing adventures."
Mike tossed it behind the couch. He figured that Sueanne wouldn't be interested in "Old Mac, the dog". Fuck her, he thought angrily, she can bring her own damned records. He was only offering her shelter to please her old man – he wasn't setting up housekeeping with her. At least, he hoped he wasn't. He sure wouldn't like the look in her blue eyes when she last saw him.
He jogged back up the stairs and gave his wife a squeeze on her plump buttocks.
"You know something, woman?" She turned and smiled at him. "I love you."
Myrna leaned back against him. "I know it," she said factually. And she did.
"We've got to start fooling around at night, honey," he said and nibbled the back of her neck, "it's been a long time."
"Goodness," Myrna laughed, unaccustomed to the sexual attention of her big husband, "it must have been a long, cold night in that cabin. I'd pray for a blizzard once a week if I knew it would create that kind of reaction."
Mike laughed and pressed his pelvis against his wife's buttocks, liking the plumpness, the cushion, the warmth and security of her body next to his.
"I been working too hard, that's all," he said in his wife's ear, "things'll get better now. I did a lot of thinking in that cabin."
"I hope so," she smiled, "but the boys are growing up, you know. First thing you know they'll be wanting cars and then we got to send them both to college."
Mike's ardor wilted.
"I'm going in the living room, hon," he said and took long strides down the hall, "call me when supper's ready."
He sat by the picture window, watching the snow-laden street, dreading the moment when Sueanne's father would pull up in his expensive car and unload his beautiful daughter right into Mike's home.
"Daddy, Joe kicked the baby!"
"I did not! I just nudged her a little."
"Nick," Mike said to his eldest boy, a replica of himself, "don't be a tattle-tale."
"Nnnnnnaaaaa," Joe screamed. "Tattle-tale, tattle-tale, Daddy called you a tattle-tale."
He rushed into the kitchen to inform his mother.
"Nick," Mike said to his boy, ruffling his short dark hair with a big hand, "I saw what you wrote on the wall in the basement."
Nick blushed and looked at his feet.
"Your daddy spent a lot of time putting up that paneling, son…"
Nick, like his father, was basically a good person. He looked at his dad's dark eyes.
"I'm sorry, Dad," he said, "I was mad. I'll wash it off."
"I've already done it," Mike said.
"I'm sorry," the boy repeated, "I was real mad."
"Do you know what it meant?"
"Miss Williams sucks?"
"Yes, son, do you know what that means?"
Nick looked at his feet again. Mike knew that the boy did, in fact, know what it meant.
But Nick didn't want to embarrass his father.
"No, Dad, I don't know. It's just an expression that the gang uses."
Mike wasn't fooled. He knew the boy was trying not to embarrass him.
"Well, don't use that expression again, you understand?"
"Yes, sir."
"And for pete's sakes, don't write on that paneling, either."
"I won't, Dad," the boy said. "I'm sorry."
Mike extended his big hand and little Nick put his own small hand into it, trying to hold his own in a firm handshake with his strong dad.
The car pulled up just at suppertime and Mike winced as he saw the pretty young girl step out of the car. She leaned back into the window and kissed her beloved daddy and he drove off to the airport and she walked up the slate steps to Mike's small home.
It wasn't much, Sueanne thought as she observed the house. A man like Mike deserved more. A big house, gracious, expensive, like her daddy's. Well, she could certainly survive in it. She'd lived many summers in camps where the facilities were far less than she was accustomed to at home. She'd get along.
She wasn't prepared for the onslaught of Mike's two sons. They were carbon copies of their father and Sueanne felt a sharp pang of jealousy as the boys clung shyly to their mother when they were introduced.
Sueanne knew, looking at Myrna, that she was once a pretty girl. But she was a housewife now, a mother and the drudgery of it showed on her once firm body. Her face was still bright and sweet, but the body was that of a plump woman in her thirties. Sueanne was glad she had worn her jersey pants suit, which clung to every perfect curve of her sixteen year old body.
Myrna didn't seem to notice the girl's body but Sueanne knew that Mike's eyes were having trouble staying away from her full breasts, from the indentation that indicated her perfect little buttocks that he had fucked so well the night before.
Well, Myrna, Sueanne thought as they ate dinner, making small talk over the loud noises of the three youngsters, it's time for Mike to trade you in on a new model.
"We're all tired," Myrna announced after doing the dishes while Sueanne sat pertly on a kitchen stool, watching. She moved her hips expertly to catch Mike's eye now and again. "It's been a long day."
Myrna hung the dish cloth up and turned to Sueanne.
"Tomorrow night," she smiled, "you can take your turn at cooking dinner."
Sueanne's heart nearly dropped. She never cooked anything in her life and she didn't want to make a fool of herself in front of Mike.
She gulped and smiled.
"Mike, honey," Myrna smiled, "you want to show Sueanne her room while I get the kids to bed?"
Mike led Sueanne down the basement stairs. He could hear his wife moving around upstairs, shuffling the reluctant kids off to their bedrooms.
At the foot of the stairs, Sueanne smiled at the open sofa bed. She pulled Mike to it.
"Mike," she said, whispering in his ear, her hair flowing across his face, "I've missed you so much all afternoon."
She ran her hand up his slacks and found his soft prick. She closed her fingers on it possessively.
"No, Sueanne," Mike protested, "my wife's upstairs. Just cool it, will you?"
But he couldn't control nature and his prick was hardening in her slender hand. He heard the zipper of his pants and he looked to see her hot young mouth closing on his stiffening prick.
"For heaven's sakes," he protested.
But Sueanne felt the prick hardening against the inside of her mouth and she knew that she had won this round. She ran her tongue along the underside of his cock and felt the hot rod stiffening in her mouth, pressing against her throat. She had hooked her fingers in her slacks and was pulling them down, envisioning her slender legs spread wide on the sofa bed to receive his throbbing dick when Myrna's voice called from the stairs.
"Everything all right down there?"
Mike pushed Sueanne's face roughly from his cock.
"Fine, honey," he called up, "I'm coming right up."
"You can't go," she whispered, "not now. I'm hot for you. I want your thick dick in my cunt."
The girl's words inflamed him.
Sueanne knew that he was torn, his hard dick wanting to plunge in her hot cunt, to work that boiling passage until it was ready to really enjoy a good fuck – and the voice of his demanding wife coming from the staircase. She held onto his cock, hopefully, but he pushed her away again and shoved his rod inside his pants and zipped up.
"I'm coming up, honey," he called, "right now."
And he turned and mounted the wooden steps, not even looking back at Sueanne.
Furious, she threw herself against the pillow and sobbed.
When the lights in the rest of the house went off and it seemed that everything was silent, Sueanne got up and undressed, crawling between the sheets stark naked, not caring who saw her. She rubbed her long fingers around her body, feeling her own skin leap up to meet her.
Then she heard it. The thump, thump, thump of a bed spring. Mike was fucking his wife. She gave him the hard-on and he was shoving it into his wife! Damn him!
Sueanne's hand found her nipples and she rubbed them, pretending it was Mike's hot mouth sucking them to rigidness. She slid a hand down her taut belly to her silky pubis and caressed her seeping slit.
From upstairs, she heard the sound of Mike's husky voice moaning. He was going to shoot a wad into his wife, damn him.
Sueanne rubbed her clit until it was wet and stiff, then she inserted two stiff fingers in her pulsing cunt hole, moving them in and out in steady rhythm with the pounding of the upstairs bedsprings. He's fucking me, she assured herself, he's pretending that he's fucking me. She drove her fingers deeply, past the broken membrane, fucking hard and fast in motion with the bedsprings.
Those moans are because he thinks he's fucking me, she kept telling herself, he wants his cock in my cunt. She placed her thumb on her stiff clit so that with every thrust of her fingers into her cunt, she rubbed her clit, bringing her closer to climax.
As the groans upstairs grew louder and the movement on the bed picked up its final lap of speed, pound, pound, pound, Sueanne tossed her head in excited frenzy, slamming her fingers into her cunt, roughly rubbing her clit with her stiff thumb until her hips flailed in the air and her pussy juice covered her hand and thighs – at the same moment, the bed springs stopped upstairs.
They had come together. She smiled and tried to sleep.
It must have been an hour later, Sueanne still tossed, unable to sleep. Knowing Mike was so near – but so far away – she couldn't relax.
She heard the footsteps moving in the kitchen above her head and her heart gladdened. He's coming to me, she thought, he waited until his wife went to sleep and he's coming down here now, coming down with his stiff rod to fuck my cunt. She moved her hips sensuously in anticipation as the footsteps came closer to the wooden stairs and creaked carefully down them, one by one.
Sueanne stared into the darkness, waiting for Mike's big figure to hover over the bed.
"Honey?"
She sat straight up, holding the bed-covers in front of her nakedness.
"You all right? I heard you tossing arid turning. I know it's hard to sleep the first night you're in a strange bed. I brought you a glass of milk."
It was Myrna, plump and radiant in her bathrobe. She smiled with the beatific face of a well-fucked woman. Sueanne looked at her furiously. What right did she have to come down here, Mike's semen still hot in her cunt, and flaunt herself in front of Sueanne?
"I don't want any milk," she said sharply.
Myrna shrugged and placed the glass on the bedside table.
"I want to tell you that whatever you did in that cabin, whatever you and Mike talked about, it's changed him. He seems to really know what he wants now. I want to thank you for that."
Sueanne was puzzled and her face wrinkled as she realized that her affair with big Mike Blocker had served to strengthen, not dissolve, his marriage. Tears came to Sueanne's eyes and she couldn't hold them back.
"What is it?"
Myrna's maternal arms fastened tightly around the girl, holding the slender, sobbing body.
"What's the matter, honey?" Myrna repeated it gently, hugging the girl tightly to her and stroking her long, blonde hair.
Sueanne buried her face in Myrna's big breasts, feeling a warmth and closeness to a woman that she had not known before. Her own mother had passed away when she was too little to remember and no one, not even the most caring maids, had held her gently and softly and let her cry until her eyes were dry.
"I'm so mixed up," Sueanne sobbed into the older woman's plump, soft breasts, "so confused."
Myrna's bathrobe slipped from her full breasts as Sueanne pressed her hot, wet face in closer and soon the girl's mouth was licking at her full nipple. Myrna gasped at first but was reluctant to push the sobbing girl away. She was, she reasoned, only a child. But as Sueanne's hot little mouth began to suck on her stiffening nipple, Myrna felt a growing warmth in her groin and it frightened her.
Sueanne was surprised to find herself searching for the erect pink nipple with her hot and hungry mouth. She had certainly not been attracted to Mike's plump wife, but as she cuddled in her warm, strong arms, the girl found solace in sucking on the woman's warm big teat and as the nipple grew long and rigid under the talented tutelage of Sueanne's tongue, the girl felt her groin growing hotter and her cunt swelling and wetting with desire.
She ran her long, slender fingers under Myrna's robe to find the other breast and fingered its nipple into stiffness, too. The older woman still held tightly to her head and Sueanne heard the almost inaudible groaning escaping from her throat. She pressed against the bigger woman and pushed Myrna gently back onto the sofa bed, exposing both her full breasts to the night air and covering her nipples, one by one, with her hungry, hot young mouth.
Myrna let herself be taken by the girl, her own loins growing hotter with each lick of Sueanne's talented tongue. Myrna had never done such a thing before – and even in her marital relationship with Mike, she was somewhat stiff and not uninhibited enough to moan and enjoy the act. She never let him suck her cunt or perform any sexual act on her except the missionary fucking position. Myrna thought it was the only natural way. Consequently, her orgasms had been few and she had found her sexual pleasure in masturbation or in "giving herself" wholly to her husband's thick prick.
The feeling growing in Sueanne's young cunt was different than the hot, fierce throbbing that she felt at the anticipation of Mike's big prick. She felt a slower moving, deeper ache inside her cunt as she sucked Myrna's big nipples and stroked the woman's full body, reaching with her slender young fingers to find the mat of hair between Myrna's legs.
Myrna couldn't say no. She couldn't say anything at all as she watched the girl's hot mouth move downward on her body, licking her belly button and finding the crease below her plump belly that preceded her cunt. Sueanne's tongue moved wisely and well and Myrna only groaned in response as the girl found Myrna's swollen, throbbing cunt, gaping open with desire.
Sueanne could hardly believe that it was happening. She was actually going to suck the plump, hot cunt of Mike's wife. And she could hardly wait to do it!



CHAPTER EIGHT


Myrna was an instinctive woman. With only a rural education and little in her life to induce or encourage sophistication, she approached her world with natural instincts. Her instincts told her now to let her thighs give way to the pressure of the girl's hands, to allow her blossoming pleasure to grow and fulfill itself. Beyond that feeling of undeniable physical pleasure, Myrna thought about nothing as Sueanne crawled in between her plump thighs and parted the thick and swollen lips of Myrna's hot and waiting cunt.
Sueanne stared for a moment at the full blown woman's pussy that confronted her. Much broader, deeper, redder than her own young cunt, Myrna's vagina visibly pulsed with excitement. The heat emanated in such steamy waves that Sueanne could actually feel it radiate across her face as she pressed her face into the red hot blossom. The smell was different than the smell of her own young cunt, rich and pungent, and it took Sueanne a moment to adjust to the thick smell and the heavy taste of Myrna's big, hot cunt.
Myrna groaned and shifted her thighs to give Sueanne room and she nearly dissolved with delight as the girl's hot tongue began to bath her pussy, from one end to the other, licking softly, sucking up the thick juices of Myrna's excitement.
Sueanne's own small cunt was throbbing with excitement as the smell and feel and taste of the grown woman's cunt filled her mouth and mind. She could feel her small nipples jutting hard into the sheet beneath her and she reached up over Myrna's ample belly to find the woman's big tits and stroke those long, stiff nipples.
Myrna tossed her head and moaned, deep in her throat, as the young girl's hot tongue found its mark and began to steadily manipulate the rigid, hot clit. It was so much better than Myrna's fingers – she had never had a tongue working on her cunt before and the feeling that swelled through her body was explosive.
Sueanne tried to remember how it felt to have her own cunt sucked. She had never pressed her face into a woman's hot vagina before, and never sucked a clit – but she knew full well how much she liked it. She closed her lips around the stiff, steaming organ and began to manipulate it with her tongue. Her own pounding cunt told her just how to stroke it, how fast, how hard. Sueanne knew what she wished was happening to her own cunt and she provided that same service for Myrna.
Myrna's tits were growing longer, harder in Sueanne's slender hands and the woman's cunt was gaping and hot, trying to suck Sueanne's chin inside. Sueanne wished that she had more hands – she could fill the woman's big cunt-hole, and ram three fingers into the woman's ass at the same time, giving her triple pleasure – but she didn't have enough hands and she was too fascinated by the feeling of Myrna's long nipples growing fierce and hard against her finger-tips to let them go.
She knew the heat and tenseness that was building, running throughout Myrna's body, emanating from the stiff and wildly jerking clit. Sueanne knew from the frantic swelling of the woman's cunt lips and the rush of juices that ran down her cheeks as she licked the woman's pussy, that orgasm was on its way.
Myrna's nipples were like small spears and her clit a full inch long, jutting hot and hard into Sueanne's mouth, convulsing as the hot cunt grabbed at Sueanne's chin.
"Ooooooo," the moan was low and deep and Sueanne smiled as she felt Myrna's big hips begin to rise and tense in preparation for the ultimate spasm.
Sueanne knew that the woman's cunt-hole was dilating furiously and her asshole was gaping as the big hips hurled upward, tossing Sueanne's face momentarily away from the gaping, grabbing cunt. Sueanne immediately grabbed the clit in her mouth again and hung onto Myrna's hips as the woman tossed and flailed in wild orgasm.
The juice was thick and pungent and it covered all of Sueanne's face. She licked her lips, licking the heavy taste of real woman in her mouth.
When Myrna's body had relaxed and lay still on the sofa bed, Sueanne moved from the bush triangle between the woman's legs and pulled herself up beside her.
Myrna was embarrassed to meet the young girl's gaze. "I never did that before," she whispered. Sueanne smiled, feeling very much in charge of the situation. She pressed her face to Myrna's round, sweet cheek and kissed her gently.
"Neither did I," she confessed. "But it was wonderful."
Myrna let her hands wander over the young girl's naked body, remembering when her own young body had been firm and slender, before the babies, before the frustration and worries of managing a family. It seemed when things were bad and times were hard, there was nothing to do but eat. She didn't smoke or drink, or fool around – and the icebox became her friend and offered peace when worries surrounded her. At this moment, she envied the slender girl's body and wondered if her own beautiful frame was still there, buried under twenty pounds of excess weight.
Sueanne let the sweet, plump woman massage her pert young breasts, feeling her nipples at the ready. She grasped Myrna's dark head in her hands and pressed the woman's mouth to her stiff little nipples. Myrna grasped them quickly, sucking and licking them as Sueanne moved wildly, ready to be sucked. She pushed on Myrna's shoulders, indicating what she wanted and Myrna, nervously, proceeded to trace the girl's body with her tongue, down, down, down – until she reached the silky, pouting box.
"Suck me," Sueanne begged, "suck my cunt. I want to feel your hot tongue loving my cunt."
Myrna, who never spoke during the sex act, found herself excited by the girl's verbal orders and placed herself between Sueanne's sweet, slender thighs. She parted the blonde and silky pussy with her fingers and smiled at it. So pink and new, so unused, the clit a small, hard pearl begging to be sucked.
Myrna stuck her tongue out and touched it hesitantly, watching the clit wobble with the movement of her tongue.
"Oh, yes," Sueanne groaned, "Yes, please, suck my cunt, Myrna. I want your hot tongue on my cunt!"
Myrna let her face press into the girl's hot box, feeling the steaming, wet cunt walls press against her cheeks, taking the pink pearly clit into her mouth, moving it steadily with her tongue.
"Oh, yes," the girl groaned, "it's so good. You're sucking it so good."
Myrna, of course, had never sucked a cunt and was operating on her usual good instincts. She moved the clit the same way that it felt good to her – first rubbing its slick, wet sides, then finding the hard little knot that was the seat of final pleasure. She could feel the girl's small cunt-hole gaping at her chin, sucking and hungry. Looking upward, through the shadow of the girl's cunt hair, she saw Sueanne's slender fingers pulling at her own pert nipples, making them rigid and bright pink.
"Fuck me," Sueanne ordered in a low, hoarse voice, "fuck my cunt while you're sucking me off."
Myrna's hand slipped under the chin, exploring the blazing small pussy that was pressed against her face. Without a single skip of a lick on the girl's stiff clit, Myrna found the gaping cunt-hole and plugged it with two fingers, working them in and out steadily as she sucked the throbbing clit.
"Oh, yes," Sueanne cried, "that's it, that's so good."
She liked the knowledge that Myrna's fingers were stroking her recently deflowered vaginal canal, soothing and exciting that same area that had been injured by Mike's thick cock.
Myrna was amazed at the silky, hot cunt lining as she pressed her fingers in and out the girl's cunt. No wonder, she thought, men like to press their hot dicks into such a warm and satin lining. It was terribly exciting and her own full cunt began to pulse again, getting hot with the touching and sucking of the young girl's pussy.
"Suck me," the girl was ordering and rubbing her own stiff nipples with wild fingers, "Suck me, fuck me, I'm going to come all over your face!"
Sueanne's lean loins spontaneously jerked into the air and her cunt blazed with the spasms of hot juice, flowing across Myrna's hungry face. As the girl's orgasm subsided, the older woman stayed between the slender thighs and licked hungrily at the calm cunt, cleaning and sucking its sweet juices.
Sueanne lay, staring at the ceiling of the basement room, wondering what kind of girl she was – to seduce a married man, and then seduce his wife. But it felt so good, how could it be wrong?
Myrna's hot cunt was swelling and seeping, hungry to be eaten once again by the sweet young blonde. Out of her good and natural instincts, she moved her body on the bed until her crotch was at Sueanne's face. Myrna's head was still in close proximity to the teenager's blonde cunt.
Sueanne knew that the woman wanted her to suck her cunt again and she was anxious to do it. She loved the feeling of the hot box smothering her face, the steam of the woman's hot desire, the rich, thick taste of her cunt juice. Sueanne turned on her side and pushed the woman's thighs apart until she could insert her tongue into the creamy slit and manipulate the stiff clit in slow, long strokes.
Myrna, on her side, faced Sueanne's sweet young cunt and parted the lips gently, licking all around the slit before she concentrated her hot tongue on Sueanne's pearly clit. Her own big clit was rod hard and aching in Sueanne's mouth, welcoming the long strokes of Sueanne's hot young tongue.
Sueanne moved one hand around the woman's ample hips and found the crevice of her buttocks, searching with her slender finger until she plugged her finger into the older woman's asshole. She heard a sigh of pleasure escape from Myrna's lips as she fucked the asshole with two fingers.
Myrna followed suit, finding Sueanne's tiny puckered rosebud between her young, firm buttocks and fucking two fingers in and out as she sucked the pearly clit.
In perfect coordination, the two females felt assholes grabbing their fingers in tight vises, cunts flaming against their faces, clits convulsing rod-hard in their mouths. At the same moment, both their faces were covered with sweet cunt juice and their bodies thrashed against one another, loud moans coming deep from both their bellies, until they rested tightly, lovingly against each other, bodies melting with satisfaction.
When Sueanne arrived at her high school the next day, she looked at pimply Billy with different eyes. She had learned something important during the snow-packed weekend. A blizzard, an act of nature, had given her a leg-up on maturity.
She realized that making love to Myrna was equally as good as making love to Mike. And that enjoying sex was not the same thing as love. She realized now that she was not in love with Mike, although she loved to let him fuck her. She was not in love with Myrna, although she loved the older woman's hot mouth on her cunt. She loved them both in a warm and open way, but it was not romantic. Not like the songs and books say it is.
On the other hand, she also realized that real love can exist between two people. She saw it between Mike and Myrna, a husband and wife who had built a life together and, while they might find sexual fulfillment with a girl like Sueanne, their love and loyalty was to each other and the family they had made together.
During the week that Sueanne stayed with Mike and Myrna, she made love with both of them, separately. Neither ever knew about the other. Sueanne somehow felt that it was better that way. No point in encouraging jealousy or competition. She enjoyed sex with both of them and she truly wanted them to stay together and be happy.
It pleased her most when she discovered, toward the end of her stay with the married couple, that they had incorporated some of the love-making techniques that they had developed with her, into their relationship with each other.
From her bed in the basement, Sueanne could hear Myrna, who never had talked in bed, moaning and begging Mike to suck her clit, to fuck her ass. And Mike, who never pressed his wife to unusual sexual activity was loving it. Sueanne could hear him begging his plump wife to suck his cock off and to ass fuck him with her fast-moving fingers.
For the first time in many years, Mike and Myrna were not only in love with one another, they were enjoying the added delights of being lovers, of enjoying one another's bodies and desires.
Sueanne was happy to return home to her daddy's mansion and was no longer intimidated by his strict rule of the house. She still loved and respected her father but she no longer wanted to be fucked by him. It was far too complicated, she thought, to get involved with an authoritarian man like her father. He would probably never let her go out with other men, never let her be free to enjoy her new-found sexual pleasures.
But the open sexuality of Sueanne's frame of mind seemed to penetrate her daddy's psyche and for the first time since her mother's death, the rigid man began to date a local widow. Sueanne was delighted to hear them fucking on the downstairs couch one night when they assumed that she was fast asleep. Her father seemed to be much nicer and freer in his affection for his daughter after he began his nightly liaisons with women his own age.
As for Sueanne, she glanced around the school ground and discovered there were a dozen worlds to be conquered. Boys who ached with sexual desire and who didn't know bow to do it. They took young girls on dates and rubbed their tits and tried to hold them down and ram their cocks in them.
Poor dumb boys, Sueanne thought, they need someone to teach them how good love-making can be.
The girls, as well, were confused. Sueanne knew that all her girl-friends had interlocked the concepts of making love and being in love. They wanted romance every time a dick came in their cunt.
It seemed to Sueanne that she had a lot of work to do. Constructive work, social work, one might call it.
She began with her friend Rosie who had been going steady for two years with a boy named Roger. Rosie had admitted to Sueanne that she only allowed Roger to suck her tits and rub her cunt. Rosie wouldn't let the boy put his dick inside her until they were engaged, until she was "in love".
Sueanne invited Rosie to spend the night, a cold night in mid-winter. As they snuggled under the thick comforter on Sueanne's double bed, Rosie assumed she was in for a night of girl-talk, gossiping and fantasizing about boys and the future.
She was surprised when Sueanne pushed her back onto the pillow and began to stroke her breasts. Oh, they had played around in Junior High School, but that was kid stuff. What Sueanne was doing to Rosie at that moment, sucking the girl's nipples to erection, rubbing the girl's hot, wet slit until it was swollen and ready to be sucked, was not kid stuff.
Rosie groaned and let her thighs be parted by Sueanne's talented hands and cried out in delight when Sueanne's face pressed deep into her throbbing young cunt and sucked it until she convulsed in orgasm and showered Sueanne's smiling face with her hot spendings.
Sueanne turned Rosie over, making her get into position on her hands and knees. With three firm fingers, Sueanne broke her girlfriend's cherry while she stroked her clit to orgasm at the same time.
By the time the moon was setting and the first glow of daybreak cast its beams across the bedroom, Sueanne had initiated Rosie into the joys of ass fucking and cunt sucking. Rosie would never be the dreary little romantic that she had been the night before, again. She, like Sueanne, was on the brink of womanhood and, at last, she understood that a boy named Roger was to be used and enjoyed, or gotten rid of. That no one could make themselves "fall in love". When the time came for Rosie, it would happen. Just as it would for Sueanne. Until that time, they could have fun with each other and with their boyfriends.
That Saturday night they double-dated, parking after the movie in the same dark woods that Sueanne had been trapped in. Sueanne could see, through the steamy car window, that same path that led her to a new and wonderful understanding of life.
When Billy grabbed for Sueanne's tit, she took his hand and gently showed him how to rub a nipple so it brought pleasure to the girl. She took his cock out of his pants and stroked it gently as she led his fingers to her cunt and showed him how to stroke a clit.
She let him kneel on the car floor, between her legs, and push his hot cock into her cunt hole while his hot tongue licked her tits. And, with her heels, she moved the boy's awkward hips in and out at the steady pace that satisfied her desires. And when he had shot his hot load into her chasm, she pushed his shoulders down until his tongue was on her clit and she gently instructed him on how to suck her off, making him lick and suck her spendings until her pussy was spanking clean.
In the back seat, Rosie was on her knees on the car floor, Roger mounting her from behind. She made him lick her asshole until it gaped and sucked at his hot tongue and then she ordered him to push his hot dick into her nether hole. As he pumped in and out the dark asshole, she pulled his hand around and showed him how to rub her clit to a wild and furious climax.
And when the boys had taken them back to Sueanne's mansion, the girls tip-toed quietly through the living room, trying not to be seen by Sueanne's father who was pumping into the gaping, hot and hungry cunt-hole of the high-school gym teacher.
Upstairs in Sueanne's room, the girls hurriedly undressed and mounted one another in a sixty-nine position, Rosie's hot tongue finding Sueanne's clit and Rosie's fingers driving deeply into Sueanne's cunt.
Sueanne plugged Rosie's asshole with three fierce, stiff fingers and rammed them in and out as she sucked Rosie's flaming clit to climax.
"I'm so glad," Rosie whispered in Sueanne's ear as they rubbed their bodies together afterward, Sueanne's pouting pubis pressing hard into Rosie's open cunt beneath her, "that you learned what making love was all about. It's really changed my life. I'm going on to Nursing School after high school, now I know that I can fulfill myself and have a good time, too. I don't have to get married until I find the right man. But I can enjoy all the cunts and cocks I want to."
Sueanne smiled and shifted her body so their clits would rub together as she speeded up her movements to bring them to another climax.
Rosie was right.
Someday, Sueanne hoped, both of them would meet men that they could love and live with in the same happy and loyal way that Mike and Myrna had built a life together.
Sueanne had learned, from her wild weekend in the snow-bound cabin, that you don't have to be in love to have sex. And you don't have to have sex to be in love.
But what a ball, she thought, if you could get both of them going at the same time. That would be dynamite and she hoped that someday it would happen to her.
Meanwhile, in Mike's suburban home, Myrna sucked happily on her husband's cock while his hot tongue worked on her stiff clit. Both of them knew how lucky they were – they had the best of all possible worlds.
And, without the knowledge of the other, they bothb were grateful to a sixteen year old blonde who led them back together again.
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