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CHAPTER ONE


Stacy Talbot came out of the building, buttoning up her fuzzy coat as she walked. A cold winter wind blew across the campus. God, why hadn't she gone someplace warm, like Miami or UCLA or even Hawaii? Amherst was such a bitch in the winter, but she only had one more year. That was a consolation.
"Stace!" someone called, and she turned to see who it might be.
"Oh, hi, Don," she said.
He swept her up in his arms and spun her around, heels flying in the air, before he put her down and kissed her. She liked Don. He was strong as a bear and just as cuddly.
"I missed you, so I decided to cut class and scour the campus in search of your body," he leered, his breath frosty in the chill air. He looked so funny when he wanted to be naughty.
"What do you want to do?" she asked as they walked.
"I want to do you," he replied, very sincere. "I want to spread your nude body on a bearskin rug, smear you with honey and whipped cream, and then lick it all away."
"I've had that done before," Stacy said. "It's no big deal. And it's kinda messy. Why don't we just go somewhere and screw?"
"You've convinced me."
She was in the mood to be balled. It had been a rotten week, even if this was only Tuesday, and maybe a good fuck would lift her out of the dumps she'd been in. And she was in the mood for a guy, too. Don was one of three people on campus Stacy was currently tight with. He didn't know about the other two, both of whom were girls.
That was the problem, damn it to shit. One of Stacy's bunkies was bi, and half nympho besides. She was easy to get along with. Sometimes the two of them went cruising Long Island in search of meat – they'd alternate between hunting girls and hunting guys – but it was only fun for them. The other girl showed dangerous signs of being a full-time dyke and she was starting to get possessive too. Sunday night in bed, after a long session of back-and-forth sucking, she'd fried to give Stacy a ring with a real quarter-carat diamond, as a token of love, she said.
Jesus, what a bummer! Stacy's rejection had started a quarrel, hot and bitter, which gradually turned into reconciliation, hot and sweet. Right now the ring was in a box on Stacy's dresser, back at the apartment. She didn't know what to do with it. Obviously, Melissa meant the ring to be a sort of engagement, expecting that Stacy would quit fucking with other people and stick to her exclusively. And Stacy didn't know if she was ready for that.
Funny. She'd seduced Melissa, as a sort of prank. But the blue-eyed sophomore art major had turned into a passionate bedmate, horny and hungry. The impulse had certainly been inside her before the chance came, and now Melissa was almost insatiable. She left teethmarks. It was Stacy's doing, in a way, and she felt responsible, but how responsible? Screw it! She's mess around with Don for a while and get her head straight. She had no more classes today, and the bed at his place was soft and warm.
"Let's go to a movie," he suggested, interrupting her silent monologue. "Something dirty," he added. "There's a new one downtown. Let's go watch the degenerates and see if we can pick up any new tricks."
Stacy shrugged. Why not? Sometimes dirty movies were a real turn-on, if they were dirty enough or good enough. There weren't many of those, however, and she was positive that if she saw one more girl go down on Marc Stevens' ten-inch cock, she'd barf all over the place.
The ticket window didn't open till noon, so they had a cup of coffee in the diner next door and waited. As Don paid for their tickets, he asked the girl in the booth, "Is it any good?"
She shrugged, obviously a U Mass student with a part-time job off campus. "Who knows? The posters have a lot of quotes from Twat or one of those scungy papers saying how great it is. Personally I think it's all a tactic to exploit women."
The theater was almost empty, with only one or two overcoated men spaced out here and there. It was dark and Stacy cuddled Don as they waited for the film to begin. He put his arm around her, one of his hands cupping her left breast, and she purred to feel the strength of his grip. A man held a tit differently from a woman, she was well aware. Stacy liked it both ways, but right now she'd settle for Don and his hearty handhold.
First on the bill were a couple of featurettes. Plotless, badly photographed, with poor sound, they were basically pictures of people having sex. A man and two girls, three girls and four men, a woman and a dildo. Stacy found herself yawning before the second was finished, and she feared she might go to sleep before she knew it.
The feature film was an epic called How to Become a Stud. It didn't look promising from the very beginning, with cheaply fashioned, crude title cards. But it was Don's money, she reflected, and if it turned him on, she'd tolerate it.
It opened with a guy, a bit dark for Stacy's taste, making out on a couch with a cute, short, large-breasted girl. They kissed and necked and fondled, and the girl bent down to unzip the guy's pants. She pulled his cock out and teased it with her fingers, but it didn't get hard. She kissed it. She sucked it. She took off her blouse and squeezed it between her large brown-nippled tits. It still didn't get hard. In frustration she began calling him an impotent son of a bitch, and then threw him out of her apartment. They were both pretty rotten actors, Stacy decided.
Cut to the guy, starting out on his job next morning. He was a telephone repairman, and Stacy could see it all coming. Or should that be cumming?
His boss had sent him to a large apartment building – Stacy recognized it with a start – it was in downtown New York City, not far from her mother's place. Somehow that brought a touch of home to the movie. With his tools belted on his hip the guy – his name was Bob – entered the building.
On the second floor Bob passed an open door and stopped to take a look inside. Close-up of his face as he did a double-take. A petite blonde, slim, with fair-sized tits, was leaning over the back of a couch while an enormous black man rammed her tiny ass with his oversized dick. She looked as if she were trapped halfway between unendurable pain and unspeakable pleasure. There was a tight close-up of the scene, so that no viewer need miss the details of penetration. The black's rod looked like a telephone pole jammed up the girl's anus, but it moved easily, shining greasy and black when it pulled back for a fresh stroke.
Bob stepped through the open door, closing it behind him. His foot bumped a chair and the pair looked up.
"What you want, honky?" the black called in a shrill, defiant tone.
"Uh…" said Bob. "I'm here to fix the phone. But I see something I'd rather be doing."
"Yeah?" the black hooted. "Well, drop your pants and rub your shithole with Vaseline, 'cause it's gonna hurt your ass off otherwise."
He grunted and doubled his tempo, suddenly pulling his black rod out of its tight passageway. He grabbed his cock and began to jerk himself rapidly. His cum spurted into the air, gushing onto his partner's back and slim hips. She reached around and rubbed the juice with her fingers, massaging it into her fair skin.
"No," Bob cut in, pointing to the erection inside his pants. "I meant I'd like to do it to the chick."
"Everybody wants to fuck a white girl," said the blonde. "And I don't have a telephone. So why don't you scram?"
It was a rather funny scene, Stacy decided, and she heard Don chuckling softly. She put her hand on his lap and teased the lump on his penis. He wasn't anywhere near hard. Yet… Give her a minute, though. Maybe she'd go down on him here in the theater. He might really get off on the idea. They'd done it before, of course, and Stacy hated to do it the same way twice. But that last time it had been a challenge, because the house was nearly full. He'd thrown his coat over her head while she gobbled his meat, but he came with a groan that was louder than the movie and everyone must have known anyway.
Meanwhile Bob was wandering around the building in search of the phones he was supposed to repair. He knocked on a door and it was opened by a middle-sized girl with long brown hair and a big towel wrapped around her body.
"Oohh," she said breathlessly, pushing back her hair, "my phone's been out of order for a week! I thought you'd never come!" She took him by the hand and led him into her apartment. "It's in the bedroom," she went on. "Just come on in, and don't mind us."
On the bed lay a naked man, his hard-on sticking out boldly. Beside him, on a stand, was the telephone. "Go ahead and fix it," said the girl, letting her towel drop. She climbed onto the bed naked and began to suck the nude man's cock in big greedy slurps. As she sucked, she maneuvered her lower body so that her cuntal region came to rest on his face. He grabbed her by the thighs and buried his head between her legs, and they were into a hot 69 while the repairman worked on the telephone receiver.
The girl was cute but her technique was sloppy, and she made sounds like a pig while she sucked her lover. There were close-ups of her mouth at work, and close-ups of his tongue rimming her pussy. She had a large gash, with fat, protruding lips, and the man nudged them with his tongue, bubbles of spit spilling from his mouth as he licked and sucked her.
Bob stood up, the front of his pants thrust out. "Excuse me," he told the pair, "but I have a hard-on."
The girl looked up. "That's very unusual," she said between licks. "It only happens to men."
"You don't understand," Bob told her. "Last night I was afraid I might never be able to get it up again. I'd kinda like to try it out and see if it's really working."
"Oh, sure," said the girl. "Slide over, will ya?" she told her friend, and in a twinkling Bob was naked and on the bed with them. He had a good body, Stacy determined, though it was hairier than she liked. But he was broad-shouldered and muscular – especially his love muscle! Red and stiff, sticking out of his dark pubic muff, it must have been eight or nine inches long. The tip was dark as a grape and much, much bigger. Stacy felt her saliva flowing at the sight of it, and she pinched Don's cock to let him know. His instrument got hard beneath her fingertips and she smiled a knowing smile. Quickly she unzipped her boyfriend and dragged his prick into the open, just as Bob spread the girl and aimed his rod at her gash.
Stacy toyed with Don's cock as the three actors worked themselves into a threesome. The girl was sucking the first man while Bob reamed her pussy with his dick, and the bed shook from their combined activity.
"That's a lot better," Don whispered to Stacy as his penis grew harder in her fingers. "I have a hell of a time getting it up when they play for comedy."
But the movie had forgotten its comic theme as the fuck scene grew more passionate. All three of them were into it now, the girl taking it from both ends and the men giving it to her. She sucked the one cock in big hearty swallows, taking it nearly to her throat, handling the balls as she gobbled, and her hips twitched every time Bob rammed her to the hilt.
Stacy bent over and planted a kiss on the tip of her guy's peter. Don's cock seemed to jump right into her mouth, once she'd kissed it, and Stacy took him happily. She began to suck the head while her tongue danced and darted inside her mouth, anointing and tickling him lasciviously. He stroked her hair in approval.
Swallowing a cock hurt Stacy's throat. She had seen Linda Lovelace in action, and she'd tried deep-throating, but she didn't care for the technique at all. What she liked was to nurse the big apple knob and use her hands and fingers on the stalk, allowing a deeper penetration now and then but concentrating on the glans, which was the most sensitive part of a cock, after all. No one had complained yet.
As she sucked him she listened to the movie, but it was difficult to shift her eyes toward the screen. She missed the scene where Bob and the other man did almost simultaneous cum shots onto the girl they'd shared, Bob spraying her belly with his semen while the girl let the other cock fountain its juices across her face and into her open mouth. Stacy knew something exciting must be happening, though, since Don's penis thrust itself at her two or three times in quick, eager succession, as if he were on the verge of a cum shot of his own.
Dialogue sounded on the screen again, and Don's thrusting subsided. Stacy felt him relax where she held him, and she started in once more on her slow suck tactic, cradling him in the wet juiciness of her mouth, a hand slipping inside his pants to tickle his scrotum.
Stacy sucked easily and pleasantly. She reckoned that the movie was about half over. If she kept up at this rate she could bring Don to a good orgasm by the end of it, one that would satisfy him for a while, at least. And the spurt of his cum into her mouth, the jerking of his penis in the grip of her jaws, would make her ready for their arrival at his apartment, when she would take him by the cock, suck him hard once more, slip him into her cunt, and fuck him silly.
From the screen she heard a strong female voice, rather low-toned. "Are you the phone repairman?" Something about the voice. What was it? Stacy thought as she sucked.
"Come in," said the woman. "I need my phone and I don't see why I have to wait so long to get it fixed."
Stacy looked up, letting Don's dick slide free. All she saw was the back of a woman, her hair up in curlers, a housecoat covering her body, and Bob the repairman over her shoulder. The woman stepped back, still not turning, and Bob came into fuller view. His cock was hard in his pants, thrusting them out. Apparently his impotence problem was no longer a problem. But the woman. What was there about her voice?
"My God," said the woman. "Is that an erection? Have you got a hard-on?"
Bob nodded happily, and the woman came toward him. Stacy saw her face now, and her eyes opened wide. She leaned forward, forgetting all about Don's erection, and she stared at the screen.
The woman dropped to her knees before Bob. She was a mature woman, in her late thirties or early forties, with brown hair, and lustrous brown eyes. The color wasn't the best in the world, but it was easy to see that she was a striking woman indeed. She unzipped Bob's pants, struggled to get his cock out, and then decided that she'd best undo the belt and let the pants fall. He had no underwear and his cock swung out as soon as his pants dropped.
She took him in both hands and rubbed him on her face. "It's beautiful," she said, his pecker gliding across her lips. She kissed him on the knobby point, her lips making an audible smack. "I've been a widow for two years," she told the young man, "and every night I've gone to sleep dreaming about a big hard cock just like this one. May I borrow it for just a little while?"
Stacy shook her head in disbelief. Shea just wasn't ready for this. But she watched as the woman got to her feet, undid the curlers and let her brown hair fall to her shoulders, then opened the front of her housecoat. She was totally nude underneath, small, firm breasts set high despite her age, a slim waist, a long torso, good, shapely legs. The housecoat fluttered to the floor and she led the repairman to her couch.
"On your knees," she told him. "First I want you to lick my puss. I want you to kiss it, and lick it, and suck it. Fuck me with your tongue and fingers before you fuck me with your big, beautiful prick." There was a commanding tone to her voice. She didn't have the nasal New York and Jersey accents the other girls in the movie had had. Hers was a cultivated voice, dripping with the promise of sensuality.
Bob knelt at once, removing his shirt, as he began to eat her out. The camera came in for close-ups from two or three different angles, interspersed with reaction shots of the woman. Her face was wrapped in delight. Watching her, it was possible to believe her. The intensity of her face matched the intensity of her voice. It was like peeking through a window and watching someone get it on, Stacy thought. Her hand was still on Don's rod, and she squeezed it forcefully without thinking. He groaned and touched her hand with his own. She jerked as if she'd just been flogged, and she turned to look at him, but she didn't really see his face. Stacy heard him say something but she shushed him and looked back at the screen.
The actress was in the throes of what appeared to be a real orgasm. She clutched her small, firm breasts, her fingers flicking across the stiff red nipples, and she sighed and moaned. Her eyes were slits in her pale-complexioned face, but they were sparkling all the same. Bob's head bobbed between her legs.
"I'm cumming!" she screamed, her voice raking Stacy's spine. Her legs encircled Bob's neck and she pulled him into her gap. There was a close-up of her twitching toes that conveyed more of the power of unleashed sensuality than anything else Stacy had ever seen an a movie screen.
The woman jerked and tossed with her release, and then she let go of Bob's neck. Her legs settled to the floor and she pulled at his hands. He rose onto the couch with her, his stiff dick wiggling till she seized it and forced it into her mouth.
She only gave it one hearty suck at first. As soon as she'd wetted him with her spit she let him out of her oral ring and began to kiss his cock from balls to tip and back again. She had his balls in one hand, the other thrust between her legs to attack the moist slit of her cunt.
"Suck it, baby, suck it," Bob grunted in a voice that seemed quite inadequate.
She wasn't exactly sucking it. Instead she was using her mouth on him. There was a difference, Stacy thought. The woman was making love to Bob's pecker in a thrilling way. Stacy felt a warm, wet sensation between her legs and she squeezed them together in an effort to intensify that feeling. The tight crotch band of her jeans rode high, pushed into her slit, and she sighed. Beside her Don leaned close, his arm sliding round her, his hand covering hers on his cock.
"What's wrong, Stace?" he asked. "C'mon this is pretty hot. If you suck me a time or two more, I'll drown your tonsils."
She shook her head. "No, I have to see this."
He shrugged. "Are you picking up pointers? Christ, I can feel that old girl's mouth on me right now. She's damned good, isn't she?"
Stacy said nothing in reply. She just stared.
The woman had her index, middle and ring fingers buried in her slice, working them ferociously as she sucked Bob. Her hips jerked and twisted in a motion that was too natural to be feigned, and Stacy felt cold all over. If this was voyeurism she wanted none of it. But what about that twitching between her own legs, that itch she was trying to scratch with the back-and-forth motion of her thighs?
Bob grunted and came, his jism gushing from the tip of his cock. The woman caught it on her tongue, shoveling it into her mouth. She played happily with the spurting cum, swallowing some of it, letting more splatter her chin and lips.
It should have been gross, in a way. Cum-on-face shots usually were, and Stacy didn't like them. But this wasn't gross. In its own fashion it was beautiful and sensuous. The woman didn't look exploited or used. If anything, she was using the man for her own gratification, milking his masculinity to satisfy her own needs.
Close-up of the woman, with cum on her face. She was licking at the drops which sparkled on her chin, licking with a tongue that the bad color made incredibly red, but her teeth were white as pearls and her brown eyes had a liquid softness to them thanks to the same inadequacies of the photography.
Cut. Now the woman was sitting on the man's lap, her back to him, riding up and down on his once-more-hard cock. He fondled her tits as she bounced, and she fondled his fondling hands. The camera came in for a close shot of the prick and cunt, her pussylips separating as he shoved it up her. Again it was almost too much for Stacy to watch, from its very intensity of feeling, but she couldn't turn her eyes away. Don's penis was harder than ever in her hand, but she had not the slightest interest in sucking or masturbating him. Not now!
The fuck scene was interminable, or so Stacy thought as she watched it. The woman bounced for an eternity on the man's lap, her face wrapped in a blissful expression. She was a sex actress of stunning power. Stacy had never seen anyone like her on a porno screen before, and she was certain she'd never see anyone else comparable. "My God," she said in a law tense voice. "My God!"
"OOOOHHHHHHHH!!!" the actress moaned, her head leaning way back. Bob was fucking furiously to keep up with her. He muttered something, and the woman jumped off his cock. She lay down on the floor, her knees up, widely spread, her hands inviting. Bob sprang to join her, his cock shaking, and he dropped to his knees between her legs. In a second they were joined once more, and he was fucking her from above with a shivering desperation that registered vividly on the screen. It figured, Stacy thought. How could he stay blase while screwing a woman as vibrant and passionate as this one?
Stacy was scarcely aware that Don had his hand under the tail of her sweatshirt, that he was trying to stuff it down the top of her jeans. She made no resistance when he pushed downward, when his fingers slid through her crinkly pubic hair. She wasn't wearing panties – they were such a waste of time – and his fingers found her slit almost at once. Stacy jerked when he pushed on her labia, and she heard him say, "Jesus, Stace, you're sopping wet! I've gotta bring you here more often!"
His middle fingertip oozed into her squishy slice just as Stacy brought her thighs together once again. The resulting pressure was amazing, and Don's soft mumble of appreciation proved that he enjoyed it too. She squeezed his cock with her hand, not taking her eyes from the movie screen.
Bob and the woman were hard at it now. She'd raised her ass from the floor and he was gripping her knees as he pull the meat to her. Camera angles alternated between close-ups of their passion racked faces, a long shot of the two bodies at work, and a close-up of the cock slicking in and out of her wet cunt.
Stacy could feel Don's finger prodding her clitoris. The red trigger of her sex was alive with interest, responding well to his caresses. Instinctively Stacy's hand tightened on his pecker and, without looking, she began to shuck his outer skin. Don met her masturbatory caress with a jerking action of his middle finger in her hole. Now he brushed her clit, now he stabbed deeply, riding home in the wet slickness of her inner sweetness. Stacy twisted her hips as he fingered her, sucking him into her gash.
The couple on screen finished first. Bob tried to pull his cock from the woman's hole so he could squirt his seed on her belly – it was required in porno, Stacy knew, for the men to have visible orgasms. His penis was squirting even as he pulled it out, and it shot his sticky goo in wild gleaming arcs. Some of it dripped onto the woman's belly, some of it collected in her pubic hair, and some of it spilled onto the carpet beneath them. The camera was tight on his juicing dick, and he seemed to be cumming a gallon. Was there no end to his jism stock? Stacy had never seen a man squirt that much, and she'd been around.
She felt Don grabbing her head. His intention was obvious and his strength undeniable. Stacy resisted, reluctant to tear her eyes from the film. The last thing she saw before her head was forced into Don's lap was Bob the repairman walking down the corridor, apparently on his way to yet another conquest.
Stacy opened her mouth in resignation and sucked in Don's cock. He was hot and ready, as she could tell from the throbbing swollen condition that met her tongue, and it would only take a few good sucks to get him off. Christ, it would only take one or two more finger stabs to get her off! She wiggled her hips to get him into action and his finger plunged deeply.
He took her hint – he could feel the agitated jerking of her cuntal muscles – and he masturbated her in quick strokes. At the same time Stacy lightened her lips on the head of his pole and wrapped thumb and finger around the base. As she sucked his knob she started to jerk her digital ring up and down, stroking him from his balls to where her lips circled his prick. Her shucks became faster as her own passion stretched to the delightful breaking point, until she was pummeling her mouth each lime she jerked on his flesh.
Stacy felt a magnificent oozy shudder beginning somewhere just beneath her navel and filtering through the rest of her body. She sighed around his cock, just as the first tingle of cum rippled in her labia, and then she opened her gullet to receive Don's love offering.
He was really turned on. His cum flowed in thick, greasy spurts, each ejaculation following upon the heels of the one before, and Stacy's cheeks puffed out with the weight of Don's cream. She rolled it in her mouth before she swallowed, savoring the taste of him, and her fingers kept working to tease every last drop of juice from his balls. As he squirted he thrust into her mouth, attempting to ram his cock down her gulping throat, but Stacy had enough presence of mind, despite her own orgasmic convulsions, to keep her lips tight and her fingers a steady rein on his dick.
Don kept jerking and thrusting, even after he'd stopped gushing, and his middle finger stabbed a counterpoint through the raw mouth of Stacy's cunny. They came apart slowly, Stacy still gulping and sloshing as she sat up once more. Don's cock was a small red dangle now that it had shot its wad, and she tucked it back inside his pants. Even in the darkness she could see that the theater was as empty as before and, if any of the few other patrons had noticed what she and Don had done, they gave no indication.
On screen Bob was with his girlfriend once again, the same girl who'd tried and failed to get him up. He was explaining his day's adventures to her, mentioning that he was still horny, pointing to the big lump in his pants.
"Ooohh!" she gurgled. "You're my big beautiful stud again!" And with that she got his prick out for some sucking. Stacy knew that the film was nearly over. Maybe one more fuck between those two, and that would be it. She looked at her watch. The film had been running for almost seventy minutes. That was about standard length for an X-rated movie. "C'mon," she told Don, standing up. "Take me home."
He came without reluctance, following her up the aisle as she went out. His car was down the street and Stacy waited impatiently as he unlocked the door. Don started the engine and signaled for a left. "No," she said, "take me home, I told you!"
He shrugged and turned right at the light. Stacy squirmed as she at beside him, and she didn't notice that she was, tapping on the dash. "Is something wrong?" Don asked, "I thought that movie was gonna turn you into a maniac or something. Jesus, did you catch that old lady? The one in the curlers and housecoat? She wasn't bad at all when she got naked, and the way she made it! God, I wonder how they ever got somebody as classy-looking as that into a fuck film?"
"I intend to find out," Stacy said in a voice so soft she barely heard it herself. Don was still talking but she wasn't listening to him.
The car pulled up in front of the apartment building where Stacy lived. Dan reached to shut off his engine but she caught his hand. "I'm sorry as hell, love," she told him, "but I can't ask you up. We'll have to postpone it for a day or two. I have to go into the city this afternoon. Call me Thursday, okay?"
She left him in the car and trotted up the steps to her door, unable to forget the filmed image of that classy-looking woman. Wasn't that what Don had called her? An old lady, he'd said, too. God, even when she closed her eyes Stacy could see that naked body, mature and trim, the passion-etched face, the nipples stiff with their arousal, the cunt opening to receive the man's penile thrusts, the mouth that drank hungrily of his spurting jism – It was all far real, she reminded herself. This wasn't one of those simulation features, where the actors just pretended to sex each other. It was a genuine X-rated movie, hard core, cum shots. Everything. They were really doing it, those people.
Stacy let herself in and turned on the light. It was always so dark here in the winter. She walked past the typewriter. Three days ago she'd started a letter to her brother, in response to one he'd sent her a month ago, and she'd never gotten around to finishing it. Maybe she should write him now? No. Definitely no. Gerry was her brother, but he was such an asshole. He had the makings of another Nixon in him, God forbid. When he wanted, the kid could be the biggest horse's ass alive.
She went into the bedroom, not bothering to take off her coat. On the dresser, beside the stupid ring that Goddamned Melissa had given her, was a picture of the three of them. Stacy, Gerry, their mother. It was a summery photo, two or three years old. She picked it up.
When had she seen them last? At Christmas. She'd been home for a day or two, long enough to say "Hi" and hunt up a party. Jesus, Amherst wasn't that far from New York. She should go home more often, find out what was happening, for Christ's sake!
As Stacy looked at her mother in the picture, the image seemed to change before her eyes. The chic pantsuit dropped away, the body twisted into a bare, erotic posture, and the eyes began to sparkle in liquid brown passion – Stacy hugged the photograph to her bosom. "I still don't believe it," she said aloud. "It couldn't be." Everyone had a double, somewhere in the world. She'd heard that once. Somewhere there was somebody who looked exactly like you. If the two of you met on a street corner without warning it would be like stumbling against a mirror.
That was it. No, it wasn't. The woman in the porno movie couldn't have looked so much like Stacy's mother, couldn't have sounded exactly like Stacy's mother, unless – unless she was. "Oh, Christ, Mother," said Stacy. She put the picture down, packed a few clothes into an overnight bag, and went to the basement garage where her Volkswagen was parked. With any luck, and if it didn't snow without warning, she'd be in New York by nightfall.



CHAPTER TWO


There was a name tag at eye level on the door. It read CONSTANCE TALBOT, and just beneath it was a button. Stacy pushed the button and listened as the bell rang inside the apartment. There was no answer. That was impossible. She'd dialed the number from half a dozen phones since parking her car, and each time Mom's line had been busy. Someone must be in there.
Stacy fumbled in her purse for the key. She hadn't used it in so long she was afraid it might not be there, but it was, thank God. She tried the bell once more, then unlocked the door and went inside. "Mom!" she said.
Connie Talbot was sitting on the couch in a pink robe, an ashtray full of cigarette butts on the coffee table in front of her. She was just stubbing out still another cigarette, and she didn't even look up when Stacy spoke. Instead she knocked a fresh Newport out of the package, stuck it in her mouth, and lit it. Smoke drifted into the air around her head in a heavy gray cloud.
Beside her on the couch lay the phone receiver, half-buried between two cushions. There was a tabloid-size newspaper on the floor next to her feet, and Stacy thought that was strange, for her mother had always called the Daily News a Neanderthal publication.
"Mom," she said again, stepping closer.
Connie looked up, her eyes red and swollen. "Stacy." Her voice was weak, almost inaudible even at such close range.
Stacy dropped to her knees and leaned across the coffee table to take her mother's shaking hand. As she did, she noticed that the tabloid on the floor wasn't the Daily News at all. It was a weekly sex paper called Twat, that labeled itself the "Snatchiest Rag in New York" and seemed well on the way to overtaking Screw in the porno paper sweepstakes.
"What's wrong?" Stacy asked. "You've been crying. Why is the phone off the hook? Why are you sitting here chain-smoking? Mother, say something, for the love of Christ!"
"Why are you here?" Connie asked suddenly, bitterly. "Have you come to put in your two cents' worth? Stacy, I can't take any more! I'm finished. I just want to go to bed and never get up again."
"My God," said Stacy. "What's happened to you?"
Connie took two or three quick puffs and ground out her cigarette. "This is the most horrid day of my life, Stacy. I want to be alone. Please."
"Nonsense!" Stacy replied firmly. "Mother – I don't know where to begin – this morning – well, actually it was a little past noon. A friend and I went to a movie…"
Connie closed her eyes, hand scrambling on the table in search of her cigarettes. Stacy grabbed the hand, and she squeezed it reassuringly. "Listen," she went on. "I know it was you, Mom. I knew it as soon as I heard your voice. But why? How? When? God, I'm still…"
"Shocked? Disgusted? Sickened? Pick one!" Connie blurted. She leaned back, not so attractive now. Her face looked old, worn, drawn, and Stacy's heart twisted in sympathy. "That's what your brother told me," Connie added. "He called me this afternoon. All the way from Albany. To tell me how much I'd shamed him. That I was nothing but a slut. He even said I was no better than a streetwalker. A whore. He called me a whore."
"Oh!" Stacy whispered, almost ready to cry. "Did he see [missing text]?" Connie shook her head. "He read about me. In this." She kicked out beneath the table and the newspaper fluttered across the floor to Stacy. The girl released her mother's hand and picked it up. The front cover was adorned with a grainy but recognizable blowup from the movie. Her mother, naked, face gripped by sexual longing, just in the act of letting down her hair. Stiff nipples, a bush that seemed to quiver even in the poorly reproduced black-and-white illustration. From the beginning of the scene, Stacy remembered.
"There's more inside," Connie said flatly. "A review of the movie. Two pages. Maybe a thousand words of copy, plus half a dozen stills. Almost all of it's about me. All the pictures are of me. You can see my face in every one of them. The editor was quite taken with me. Oh, he hated the picture but he gave it a rating of three and a half erections, which is pretty good, so I'm told. And to make it perfect, Stacy, he managed to find out my name, and he printed that along with the pictures. Isn't that darling?" Her voice was brittle with rage and her hands trembled. "God, when I saw it, I thought I was going to be sick! And then Gerry called. The things he said! Stacy, he hates me! That's what he told me. Do you hate me, too?"
Connie was on the verge of tears and so was Stacy. "Of course not," she said firmly. "I only wanted to know."
Stacy took her mother into the bedroom, noting as she turned on the light that her mother's old bed was gone. In its place stood a round waterbed, a big one, decorated with pink sheets and a fake-fur spread. "Mmm," she said admiringly. It reminded her of a certain motel on the outskirts, of Boston…
"Have you been drinking, Mom?"
Connie shook her head.
"Okay, then take this." Stacy took a tranquilizer from her purse and gave it to Connie, who swallowed it mechanically. "Now, let's get you into a warm nightie and under the covers."
Connie didn't resist as Stacy undid the robe and tossed it aside. Underneath she was wearing bra and panties, both cute and pastel pink. They were skimpy underthings, not at all the sort Stacy associated with mothers, particularly her own. The panties were hip-hugging bikinis, cut low on top and high at the bottom, and they seemed glued to her mother's trim hips, allowing the unmistakable bulge of her pubes to stand out. And the bra, a one-piece step-in, made no effort to prevent show-through of rather large brown nipples, which were standing at halfhearted erection.
Stacy left her mother and went to get a nightie from the dresser. She picked a sensible cotton one, winter-weight, and brought it back. "Come on," she said, "don't you feel better now that you've taken your pill?"
Connie did seem more relaxed. She was almost smiling. "I'm glad you're not angry," she told her daughter. "If you'd been angry I don't know what I'd be doing now."
"Who's angry?" Stacy demanded. "C'mon, lift your arms while I help you out of your bra. Lord, I don't know why you bother with them!" It was true. Her mother's breasts were as high and firm as a young girl's. They were warm, too, as Stacy couldn't help noticing when the heel of her hand brushed against one of them. She struggled to pull away the bra cups, realizing as she did so that if those breasts weren't her mother's she could be quite attracted to them.
It was a strange feeling. Stacy halted, the bra in her hands, and she crooked her head. Sometimes girls seemed so much sexier than guys. She'd made it with both sexes, and she'd never been able to decide which she preferred. Guys had their advantages – they were big and hard and muscular, and they enjoyed sweeping a girl off her feet and into the sack for some fast, furious balling, and Stacy didn't mind that when she was in the mood.
But it was different with girls. They were soft and pink and warm, tantalizing invitation written on their bare bodies. The soft curves, the tingling flesh with its smooth rounded contours. The tactile sensation of rubbing her lips back and forth across a stiffening nipple, of plying a dainty navel with a rotating fingertip, of blowing soft breath into a delicately parted set of cuntal gates and feeling the pussy aroma waft back out to her nostrils – My God, she told herself, she was her mother!
Connie stretched and yawned, her breasts shaking ever so slightly. Stacy watched the wobbling nipples, her tongue unconsciously flicking at her lips, and it didn't help when she closed her eyes because her mind was engaged in replaying a particular sequence from the movie Stacy and Don had seen that afternoon.
Stacy tried to remember how she'd thought of her mother before seeing her on an X-rated screen today. What had been the image in her head? God, she couldn't remember! She wished they'd been closer, that they'd spent more time together in the past few years. Now it was like meeting a stranger, a half-naked stranger at that, and Stacy felt bewildered.
"You'd better put on your nightie," she said, offering it. The pill was working. Connie's face had relaxed considerably and her smile was there for real now. She seemed at ease as she reached for the offered nightgown, and she dropped it lazily on the bed behind her.
Connie put her hands on the low-riding waistband of her panties and pulled them down to her knees. She raised one leg out of them, then the other, and idly hung the panties on the doorknob of a closet beside the bed. They dangled there as she turned to pick up her nightie once more. "Oh, I feel a lot better now," she sighed. "What was that pill you gave me?"
"Just a 'lude," Stacy mumbled. She wished her mother would hurry up and get her nightie on. "Oh. Goddamnit!" she exploded, taking a giant step.
She buried her face in the nape of her mother's neck, kissing and licking the warm clean flesh. "Stacy!" her mother said in a startled voice, her body stiffening against Stacy's, but Connie didn't fight.
Stacy looked up. "Oh, Mother," she said. "I'm sorry, I but I can't help myself."
The nightie fell from Connie's fingers and spread itself on the floor at her feet. Stacy threw one arm around her mother's body and hugged her closely, still neck-kissing. Her other hand made a beeline for Connie's nearest breast.
It was everything she had known it would be, and more. Stacy cupped it fiercely, pressing until she felt the nipple spring up hard and hot against her palm. With her fingertips she stroked the firm but yielding flesh of her mother's tit, and with each of those strokes the nipple seemed to become stiffer. She heard a wistful sigh seep from Connie's lips, a sigh that drew her like a beacon. Stacy raised her head and planted her lips upon her mother's.
She kissed until she couldn't breathe, but when her lips smacked away they didn't go far. Stacy could feel Connie's breath tickling her face, and she was looking directly into the troubled brown eyes that surveyed her in wonder.
"I'm sorry, Mom," she said. "But when I saw you in that movie today – it made me so hot. You were fantastic. The way you moved, the way you spoke, your fingers, your toes curling – I love you, and I'm proud of you, and I want to make it with you. Here. Now. Right now. Please!"
"Oh," Connie sighed. "I've never – I couldn't…"
"You can," Stacy replied. "You really can!"
She eased Connie onto the bed, stretched her mother out full length, and crouched beside her. Connie lay on her back, looking up, her hands idle at her sides. "Stacy…"
"Mom, I'm no virgin either. I know what I'm doing."
Stacy bent her head down and anointed her mother's nipples with tiny beads of saliva. The nipples were already warm and rubbery, one of them was very stiff, and both of them responded excitingly. Stacy opened her mouth a tiny bit further as she moistened a pap, and it slipped between her lips. She trapped it there, sucking until it bloomed against the tip of her tongue. When she felt it rise harder, hotter, she released it and moved to its twin sister.
When Stacy had sucked and licked and tongued to her satisfaction, she lifted herself, smiled, and covered the breasts with her hands, squeezing until she heard her mother moan.
Part of it was the 'lude, Stacy assumed. Some people used them as aphrodisiacs, though for her own part she found them most useful as tranquilizers. Maybe they were having a different kind of effect on her mother. But a big part of it was that her mother was harried and tense and simply needed some TLC. And who else was around to give it to her?
Such a lovely, touchable body, Stacy thought as she touched it. She stroked with her fingertips from the rib cage to the fringes of Connie's pubic hair, applying a tender massage. Beneath the skin she could feel blood pulsing in veins, nerve ends twittering – or was it only her own blood coursing, her own nerves dancing in excitement? Stacy lowered her head once more and kissed her mother's tummy, just above the navel. It was a damp, open-lipped kiss, and her tongue darted out as she gave it. Stacy licked a ring round her mother's navel before inserting her tongue for a provocative simulation of the sex act.
"Oh!" Connie cried, her voice quite surprised by not at all indignant.
Stacy played a moment longer and then let her tongue glide south across Connie's groin, into the neatly trimmed pubic curls that adorned her mother's cunt. A nice cunt it was too, puffing like a bun between Connie's upper thighs, downed with hair and slit neatly down the middle. Stacy eyed it hungrily. The gash was a long one, with pinkish labia just visible in the crack. It had a look of cleanliness, too, and the only smell that emanated from it was one of natural femininity. It wasn't a fully aroused femininity. Yet, Stacy told herself.
She'd seen her mother naked, or nearly naked, before, of course, but she'd never appreciated what a knockout body her mother had until today in the movie house. And seeing it now was much more exciting than watching it on screen.
Stacy felt something touch the leg of her jeans. It was Connie's hand. Her jeans! She looked at herself. She was still fully dressed!
Stacy bounded to the floor. She pulled off her sweater, then wiggled out of her tight blue jeans. Undressing was a snap when you didn't fuck around with underthings, she thought smugly, diving once more onto the bed, and thrusting her head between her mother's legs. Her tongue shot out and she began to lick the slit that lurked so invitingly between the fluffy curls. Her tongue grazed the labial hinges, poked questingly at them, and dived into Connie's vaginal tract. The flesh within was soft, but it was dry to the touch of Stacy's tongue. That couldn't be tolerated!
The girl worked up a mouthful of spit and dribbled it out a little at a time, smoothing it into her mother's pussy. Connie twitched and twisted as her daughter's tongue grew mote impatient in its working, and she sighed aloud when Stacy located the red clitoral bud. She reached out with her hands, grabbing Stacy's bare leg where it stretched near her head, and the girl scooted closer.
As Stacy began to lick her way around her mother's clit she could taste the beginnings of a honeyed, syrupy wetness. It was sweet and tangy on her tongue and she lapped at it for a moment, temporarily abandoning Connie's sex trigger. Her tongue stole playfully up the canal in search of more, twisting, like a snake as it went, and Connie twisted too, as if she were trying to lift her ass from the bed and jam it into Stacy's face.
The bed swayed and rocked beneath them like the deck of a boat on choppy waters, and Stacy could nearly feel the warm sun blazoning down upon them where they lay. Stacy kissed her mother's cunt, then raised her head to call down a message. "Put your hand on me," she suggested. "Yes! Right there! Now rub me and squeeze me, just the way you'd do it to yourself. Oh, niiicccceeee!!"
Mom had the rhythm Stacy was searching for and as that soft small hand began to play her cunny like a piano Stacy returned to her oral loving. She spread her mother's gash and slurped her way up it, down it, all around. The clit was surprisingly large, but some of that was due to the stimulation it had already received. The nubbin was standing up proud and big like a pussy hard-on, and Stacy worked it into her lips for just a little more suckling. As she worried it with her mouth she could taste the ever-increasing flow of juices from the hole, and she put her finger into the gap, soaking it in Connie's fluid. From time to time she would release the trigger and suck her finger instead.
If Stacy had any doubts about her mother's honesty of response, they were stifled when she felt the kisses that began to fall upon the smooth silky flesh of her upper thighs. She didn't expect Connie to repay her in kind – not now, anyway. But the leg kissing, combined with the steady even squeezes on Stacy's cunt were enough to satisfy the girl. She scooted closer, so that her mother would not have to stretch if she wished to lip any flesh, and she threw her head back into Connie's gash.
Stacy used everything she had on her mother. Her fingers pried the delicate cuntal flanges and sometimes wiggled inside for a bit of play, and her mouth was constantly in action. She used her tongue in and around the slice, licking from the outside in and back again, with not-so-gentle reminders to her mother's clit from time to time. The cunt grew damper, more fragrant, as she ate it, and Stacy could almost smell the cum that was building deep inside her mother's body. She wanted to feel that cum throbbing against her sucking mouth, to use her tongue like a scoop as the juices began to flow, to have the red clit shivering and pulsating where her teeth nudged it back and forth – she wanted to hear her mother scream in joy – and most of all she wanted to burst with her own climax at the same moment, so that she and Connie could share the most erotically satisfying sensations a woman could ever know.
She didn't get it. Not exactly. Stacy worked furiously for her satisfaction, humping her puss into her mother's clutching fist, and she let her body swing and sway with the waterbed's tidal flow. She kept sucking and licking and fingering as she did it, stabbing fingers deeply into her mother to punctuate the intensity of her assault, and she could feel the flesh she loved and laved grow tingly with the oncoming explosion.
Connie's pussy contracted ecstatically with Stacy's finger buried to the hilt and Stacy's lips fastened to the elongated clitoris, and then Stacy felt the blast-off she had engineered. Warm, dripping juices bathed her face. She drank them greedily, stirring the pot with her tongue to produce more. Woman's cum was sweet and watery, unlike the thicker, stronger-tasting male juice, and as she slurped Stacy told herself that she had never sampled a sweeter hole than this, her mother's.
She was all too aware that she hadn't cum herself, particularly when Connie's cry of abandon fluttered into the air. Stacy clamped her thighs tightly upon the hand that had ceased suddenly to fondle her now – Connie was too swept up in her own delight to have much thought for her daughter's release – but Stacy no longer needed active caresses. If she squeezed her legs just so, twisting them to make that fisted hand press firmly upon her own swollen mound – She squeezed, and the hand pressed, and there was a twinge of response from Stacy's hole.
Stacy threw one leg out and over, slinging caution into the wind of her passion. She shifted her body, slamming her groin down upon Connie's face. Her mother was still moaning and gurgling in orgasmic pleasure but the sounds were muffled at once by the pressure of Stacy's muff. Connie didn't stop crying out, however. The difference – and such a difference! – was that now her lips parted and trembled directly upon the mouth of Stacy's feminine organ, and the vibrating moans were just what the love doctor had ordered.
Stacy endured thirty seconds of her mother's stifled outbursts before she surrendered herself. Her cunt heaved and oozed and she didn't care if she smothered Connie with it. She clamped it down and let her mother feel the rippling twitters of a pussy in heat. Her mother's clit must have been raw by then, thanks to Stacy's aggressive mouth-loving, but the girl found the energy to continue the process, and then she felt her mother's tongue strike inquisitively at her own labial folds. It was too good and too much. Stacy's second orgasm struck her like a dynamite blast.
"Do you mind if I call you Connie? It sounds silly to call you 'Mom' when I'm lying here with my finger inside you."
"And vice versa," Connie pointed out, wiggling her finger – partly for emphasis, partly for the pleasure of hearing Stacy's delighted, giggly squeal. "Of course I don't mind."
"Well," said the girl, "I hope you feel better now."
"Much better," Connie admitted, "but if anyone had predicted this to me – even as late as this morning – I'd have called him crazy. Stacy, I didn't know you knew about this sort of thing. Oh, I was pretty sure you weren't an innocent little girl any longer. You're a beautiful young woman, and beautiful young women are never innocent. But – this too?"
"This especially," Stacy grinned. "I haven't been an innocent little girl since I fourteen. Remember Alfred – the one with the bad complexion and the guitar? We broke each other in one day when you were out. Right on my little bed." She giggled as her mother shook her head in wonderment. "And as for the rest of it I found out about girls a couple of years later. I'll bet you didn't know, either, that when Suzie used to come over and spend the night with me – when I was going to St. Catherine's, remember? Anyway, we used to turn the record player up to drown the noises and get it on like crazy. Didn't you ever notice how we seemed to eat a lot of bananas when she was here?"
Connie crooked her head and thought. "I do seem to…"
"Well!" Stacy exulted. "What we'd do, one of us would put a banana in, peeled of course, all the way up. And I mean all the way! And the other would kneel between her legs and use just her teeth to get the banana out. Pull it half an inch, nibble on the end – you wouldn't believe how girl-juice flavors a banana! – and smack, smack till it was time to change places. God, I haven't even thought about that in years! Do you have any bananas in the fridge? I think I'd like to try it right now."
"Not a one," Connie confessed. "They're getting too expensive. Besides, I don't see how a banana could be any better than your finger, darling." She readied down to touch Stacy's hand. "You're not a lesbian, are you? Aren't you what they call bisexual?"
"Omnisexual is a better word," Stacy smirked. "I'd make it with a gorilla if it turned me on. But I'd rather make it with you. Again."
"Oh, not yet," Connie demurred. "Let me recover from the last time. But tell me, dear…"
"No," said Stacy, "you tell me. How in the world did you ever get into making a dirty movie? That's what amazes me. I mean, sure, you lost your job in the fall, but I thought you had a wad in the bank. Did you need the money, or what?"
Connie smiled. "No, it wasn't the money. It was all an accident, so to speak. It's a long story, hon."
"Tell me," Stacy insisted. "I mean, I'd like to know how my mother ended up X-rated. Please?"
"All right," Connie sighed. "It all started…"



CHAPTER THREE


Connie had no idea why she'd come. Little idea why she'd been invited. She scarcely knew the host and hostess, while the guests milling around the apartment were all strangers to her. But the prospect of beginning the new year alone in her apartment was so unattractive… But she was bored silly, and it wasn't quite eleven yet. Maybe she'd slip out soon, wander down to Times Square, mingle with the street crowds. Get mugged, she reminded herself. Shaking her head she asked the barman to fix her another gin and tonic.
Someone in a corner was smoking marijuana. A few years ago it had been quite daring, and now it was growing passe. There was a dryness on the tip of her tongue. Connie opened her purse and took out a Newport, fumbling for her lighter.
Before she could find it a streak of flame appeared before her face, and she accepted the light with a blase nod. As she exhaled she saw that the fire had been provided by an ignited twenty-dollar bill. Connie's eyes opened, and she wasn't quite so blase.
"Hi," he said. "I've been trying to catch your eye for half an hour, but you seemed so out of it I decided to go with flash. Did it work?" He dropped the burning bill into an ashtray and stood waiting for her answer.
Connie laughed, her face loosening up prettily. The light and shadow at the bar cast intriguing patterns back and forth across her features. "This is the mast expensive smoke of my life," she confessed.
"I hope you'll remember it a long time. Is this seat taken?" It wasn't.
She kissed him automatically when the midnight countdown reached zero. It was the custom at New Year's parties, and Connie meant nothing special by the gesture. But she felt his arms encircle her as they stood in the singing crowd of guests, and he was lifting her onto tiptoes against him, his mouth covering hen, sucking her tongue into his mouth, dueling with it with his lingual tool. Her arms wiggled helplessly for one brief instant before they wrapped themselves around him. That other people stood all around didn't matter. Connie felt herself drowning in his kiss and she sought total immersion. When his lips left hers she was breathless, her face flushed and damp. She found herself excited and aroused, the way any woman might be when a handsome man, virile and masculine, demonstrated his interest in her as a woman.
He was handsome, too, she assured herself, and he carried himself as if he knew it. Pleasant, strong, with one of those striking, unusual faces that made him all the more attractive. And young, too. He couldn't have been more than thirty. Ten years her junior. Would someone whisper "cradle robber" in her ear if she left the party with him?
Oh, let them! She knew from the feel of his hands on her body that he was interested in her, and she could deduce from the stirrings of his cock as her body rubbed his that his interest was sexual as well as personal. And whose life was it, after all? It was her life, and his. A woman of forty shouldn't have to worry about what other people might think.
Connie tested him. She told him she must be going, for it was late, and he countered by pointing out that the streets were unsafe this time of night. So, he called a taxi and they went downstairs to wait for its arrival.
His name was Roger Spence, and he kissed her again in the lobby, while the doorman drank from a bottle in a paper sack. He kissed her again when they'd entered the taxi, this time on the ear and neck. Be bold, she thought, turning her lips to him. He eased her down in the back seat, his hand on her thigh, his mouth fastened to hers. There was a light snow falling, and the driver took it slowly and carefully. By the time they reached Connie's building the only proper thing was to invite the man up far a drink. They were quite good friends by then.
Connie liked the limber stretch of his legs, his dark shaggy hair, the flash of his black eyes as he sprawled on her couch. When she joined him, a drink in each hand, he was looking at the picture from the coffee table.
"My children," she said, handing him his bourbon. "That's Gerry. He's nineteen, in school upstate, near Albany. And the girl is Stacy. She's a junior at Amherst. I think they're lovely, but I tend to be prejudiced."
Roger put down the photo. "Husband?"
"We were divorced in sixty-two, and he's been dead since sixty-eight."
"And how about you, Constance Talbot? What do you do?"
She laughed. "At present, nothing. I used to work for an ad agency, and I thought I was indispensable. No one is, really, but I'd been having an affair with one of the executives for – oh, three or four years, I suppose – we used to meet two or three afternoons a week at the company's hospitality suite in the Plaza – so I thought I had job security. Well! The firm did some cutting back, thanks to the recession, and my department got pruned. He could have saved my job, but he didn't. I took that as a hint that it was all over. Do I shock you? I'm still a country girl at heart, and I tend to speak my mind."
He put his hand on her knee. "I knew you were a right-on lady the first time I saw you. And that's something I like. So are you."
He leaned toward her, folding his arm around her body, and Connie let herself be pulled. Her tits grazed his chest, his hand slid down her back to cup the cheeks of her slim, shapely ass, and she felt her thigh bump something inside his pants that was beginning to take intriguing shape.
Just before he kissed her lips she stretched out one hand and turned the picture on the coffee table around. "Not in front of the children," she laughed, but his mouth covered hers, stifling the laugh, and Connie didn't mind a bit.
His tongue explored her mouth as she sucked possessively. At the same time he was undoing the buttons of her tunic top, one hand thrusting inside to stroke the cups of her brassiere. She felt her nipples come erect at his touch, and she leaned closer, giving him more freedom to work on her body. Her thigh still lay across his lap and she could feel the heat of his erection touching the back of her leg. He was up, big and stiff.
She lay back, reluctantly ending the kiss as he slipped her tunic completely off. Her bra was yellow nylon, the brown nips obvious through the sheer fabric. Roger stroked her with his fingertips, teasing her nipples to even harder peaks, and then he bent his head, sucking them through the bra cups, chewing their rubbery stiffness. She wrapped her hands around his head and combed his curly hair with her fingers as he licked and mouthed. Behind one breast her heart pounded wildly, and she wondered if his tongue was picking up the frantic vibration.
He raised his face. "Is there any reason we shouldn't go to bed?" he wondered. "No children around, no guests, whatever?" Connie shook her head. She'd seen the kids for a day or two at Christmas, in glimpses. Now Gerry was off skiing in Vermont, and Stacy had taken a Puerto Rican vacation in the sun and surf.
She gave him her hand, and he led her into the bedroom, almost as if he knew by instinct where it was. Connie turned on the bed light and turned to him, her lips fluttering moistly in the subdued glare. "Let me undress you," he said, "and then you can do it for me."
She nodded, and he knelt before her. She was almost bare to the waist as it was, and he began by undoing the waistband of her slacks. They were stylishly baggy, and they dropped as soon as the snaps had been loosened. Connie stepped out of them while Roger stroked her stockinged thighs.
He hesitated as he touched her, and she wondered if something about her body had suddenly turned him off. He started to rub her legs, from hipbones to ankles, dwelling, it seemed, on her stocking tops. She was about to ask him if something was wrong when he spoke.
"Jesus," he said, "I remember when I was younger. It was hard as hell to find pictures of naked girls then – this was a long time before you had split beavers on every newsstand, before the porno revolution – and so many of the models back then used to pose in garter belts and black stockings. Do you know this is the first time I ever saw one live? Let me!" And with that he pulled down her panties. Connie wiggled as he removed them from her body, and he knelt before her another moment, admiration plain on his face.
Impulsively he leaned forward, kissing the fluff of dark hair framed between the tops of her thighs. Connie felt his lips burrowing through the curls of her muff, and when they touched the slit of her cunt she grabbed his head.
"OH!" was all she could say, vent loud, very satisfied, but she couldn't even say that when she felt his tongue jabbing at the tight mouth of her pussy.
He leaned back, smiling. "I couldn't resist it," he told her. "You look kissing sweet, all over," Rising to his feet he unhooked her bra and swung its cups aside to let her breasts bounce free. The nipples were vibrantly stiff, awaiting only the sheen of moisture his mouth could – and did – provide them.
"You're beautiful," he said finally, holding her to him.
"You don't think I'm too old?" Connie chided. He reached down with both hands, grabbing her by the ass, pulling her up. Connie stood on tiptoes as his fingers tickled her bare bottom, sliding into the crack of her ass, and he kissed away the last of her doubts. How long? she asked herself. She'd not made love to anything except her fingers in – two months? That long? Not since her ex-lover had announced that the job and the affair were both done. God, she thought. She was a woman in her prime. How did she endure it? She could feel her nipples throbbing already, and there was a sensation of wetness in the pit of her cunt – Yes! One of his fingers prodded the curling dark fuzz and entered her pussy as he cuddled her closely. Connie squirmed to feel his finger inserting itself, and she could hear the squish of juicy moisture as he pried apart the lips of her cunt.
"You'd better let me undress you," she suggested.
Roger let her sink to her feet, and she raced to strip him as bare as she was. The lump of his semihard cock was so delicious that Connie couldn't resist dropping to her knees and fondling it before she was finished undressing him. Roger shifted from leg to leg as she played with the bulge in his shorts, and finally, when she'd stroked and fondled him to an impressive degree of hardness, Connie jerked down his underwear.
His tool was much, more beautiful in the flesh than she'd dreamed possible. Long and thick, with a might pair of balls dangling beneath, Roger's cock arched upward from its base at least eight or nine inches. She wrapped both hands around it, so that most of its shaft was covered. The big knobby tip stuck out impudently, almost purple in its excitement, and she kissed him there, her lips soft, moist, provocative, his flesh hot, throbbing, and delightfully smooth-textured. He was wet in his slit when her lips brushed him there, and the briefest, most tantalizing sample of Roger's cum anointed Connie's tongue to spur her onward.
She squeezed him with both hands, squeezed until another bubble of wetness seeped forth, and this bubble too she wiped away happily, savoring its sweet, tangy flavor.
In another moment Roger had kicked away his fallen pants and shorts, and he was with hot on the bed. Her eyes feasting upon his erection while her hands studied its texture and resiliency. As Connie entered upon the slow, sensuous procedures of oral love, Roger's loins twitched involuntarily and his ass seemed to rise ever so slightly from the bed, as if he were on the verge of giving her more dick and fast! She put her palm on his groin, just below the navel, and stoked him in reassurance. With a sigh he sank back into place and Connie set about giving him the treatment.
She enjoyed using her mouth on a man's rod. It showed in her face, the bright flush of interest that colored her cheeks, the little puffing sounds she made as she licked and kissed, and it showed most vividly in the skillful technique her mouth had developed over the years. She had no false modesty about it, either. Enough men had told her how good she was. They knew it, and she knew it, but proving it was the most delightful part of all.
Connie Talbot didn't give conventional blowjobs. She made love to a cock with her mouth, playing a symphony of arousal, effect, and stimulation, a harmonious blending that all of her men had found indescribably delicious.
She began by kissing the underside of his dick, working downward from the point to the dangling sac of balls. As her mouth moved down Roger's length she held him upright with two fingers of one hand, their nails exerting a definite pressure on his swollen knob. Her tongue darted out to lick and trace his urethral bulge, too, and she spent a long, lovely time in the region where his cock and scrotum joined. She pulled with her lips at the tiny hairs growing from his bag, making Roger moan, but it was nothing compared to the moan he gave when she opened her mouth wide and allowed his balls to slip inside for some careful sucking and rolling.
Her hand moved in slow masturbation on his cock while she nursed its twin sprouting jewels, and she felt him pat her in affection. His balls seemed to engorge in her mouth as she sucked them, and she let them fall free at last, not wishing to drive him too soon to the breaking point.
Connie bent his cock toward her and started lipping and tonguing the upper side of his rigid erection, tracing her way once again to the swollen glans her fingers held entrapped. Roger lifted his head and shoulders from the bed, leaning toward her, and his fingers began to twine and weave in her silken brown locks as her lips finally attained his cockhead.
"That feels so good," he told her in a choked voice as her tongue set about rimming his glans. Connie knew damned well that the coronal edges were the most excitable part of a man's cock, and she traced Roger's with her tongue, stroking him in a careful rhythmic pattern that alternated between fast licking and a very slow, prolonged oral caress. She held him now about the middle of the penis, her index finger directly atop one of the knotty veins that stood out vividly on his pole, and she could feel his pulse thumping and pounding with his increasing degree of excitement.
But Roger's stepped-up arousal couldn't sway Connie from the task she'd set herself, that of giving him the best oral sex he'd ever had. If she'd used her hand then, in just the right shucking way, he'd have exploded in a bubbling fountain of cum. She knew it would have been okay with him, and she wouldn't have minded it either, but it could be better – more erotic, more tantalizing – so that his ejaculation, when it occurred, would not be just another cum, but an experience.
She opened her mouth and took his glans inside, sucking it hard for a moment or two before she released it, wet and shiny. Her fingers stroked the tender flesh, dripping with her saliva, and she kissed at the red suck marks she'd left on the peeled skin below the head. Again she could feel his strong male throbbing, and she knew that her own pulse was racing too. Her heart thumped like a drum behind her left tit. It had been too long since she'd had a man to love. Now she knew what she'd been missing all that time – the smell, the taste, the closeness, the knowledge that soon he'd be raging inside her, hard and eager, his cock jerking to rid itself of a boiling load of semen.
Eagerly Connie began to lick and kiss and bite her way up and down his penis. Time had no meaning for her. She wanted only to love his manhood with her mouth, to chew and suck him to a gush of bubbling release.
Up and down raced Connie's lips, the tongue peeking from between them to flick wetly along the shaft of Roger's dick. She nipped at his urethra, just hard enough to let him know she cared, and she cupped his scrotum in her hand, jiggling it to make the stones inside shake, rattle and roll together. He groaned at what she was doing to him, and Connie heard a similar muted cry seep from her own lips. Her mouth darted upward, into the flaring underside of his glans, and she kissed him there a dozen times, loud and smacking. His penis jerked and swelled despite the grip in which she held it, and she knew he was close.
Her tongue flitted out, stealing into his slit. He had a big one, matching the bigness of his pecker, and she reamed it with her tongue, stabbing at the hole as if she meant to fuck his cock with the tip of her tongue.
It was too much for Roger. He'd endured the slow torture of her mouth work, but this drove him beyond recall. He grabbed her head and tried to force his dick into her kissing mouth. She opened it, not enough to let him ram inside, but enough to entrap the bulge of his glans behind her front teeth. Only when she felt the first gush of his blasting jism did she open wider, taking almost half his prick into her gullet and allowing his cum to spun into her gulping throat.
He emptied himself into her, groaning and sighing as the tremors of his ejaculation swept through him. Connie drank his love gift happily, and she could feel a warm oozing between her thighs. That nearly always happened when she really got into a blowjob, and she wouldn't have had it any other way. She took it all, drinking it down, too much a lady to belch it forth and let his seed drip sloppily from her lips and chin. It had been entirely too, long, she thought with satisfaction, sucking him dry.
His cock wearied with the effort, and she felt it going soft in her mouth. Not too soft, though. He was still half-hard when she let him bob free, and he was pleasantly big even with only half a hard-on. Connie smacked her lips, touched herself gently between the legs, and crawled to lie beside him. He put one hand on her nearest breast, the other on the fluffed mons between her stockinged thighs, and his mouth descended upon hers.
She gurgled with joy as his tongue rammed between her lips to tickle the interiors of her cheeks, and she closed her mouth to entrap him there. They kissed until neither of them had any air left, and they fell apart with laughs and fond slaps.
"That was dynamite," Roger said enthusiastically. "Nobody's ever done me quite like that before. And I thought my generation discovered oral sex."
"You can still learn from the old-timers," Connie giggled. She rubbed his chest. He had a lot of hair, a symbol of masculinity that aroused her nearly as much as a bigger symbol between his legs. "Back in Ohio when I was a teenager, nice girls didn't go to bed with boys until they were married. Not unless they wanted everyone in town to talk about them in dirty whispers. But there are realities to consider. And snow jobs." She laughed. "You've never been a sixteen-year-old virgin in a back seat with a boy telling her that his hard-on is a dangerous muscle spasm, that unless it's taken care of, he could be crippled for life. That was how I got hooked in, the first time. I believed him, and when he told me how I could help, well -! And I felt responsible, anyway, because he told me I excited him so much. So I used my mouth and hands. The second time I did it because I liked it. But only with boys that I was sure wouldn't spread it all over. Hey! You won't tell anybody about me, will ya? Promise you respect me?"
"Promise," he swore, sliding a finger into her furry slit. Connie squirmed, using her cuntal muscles to suck him in deep.
"Most of the nice girls did it," she went on. "I enjoyed it more than most, and I think I've gotten pretty good over the years. My God, Roger, I can still remember my honeymoon! My husband was the first man who ever fucked me, and the second night we were man and wife he explained to me, very solemnly and seriously, that sex consisted of more than simple screwing. Mmmm! He never got over how fast I picked up on sucking him off! He told me I must have a natural talent for it."
Roger laughed too, and they rolled together. Connie's leg slid across his lap, tickling his half-hard cock with the nylon of her dark stocking, and she felt him rise against her.
"I think you're refilled," she pointed out.
"Did you have any doubts?" he asked huskily, reversing her on the bed. Now her head pointed away from him, her feet toward him. He prodded her legs open and gave her cunt a thorough inspection with his fingers. She squirmed as he split her labia and started to poke inside, but it was a pleasant feeling, thanks to the warmth and wetness of her gash, and Connie found her hips twitching in syncopation as he tested her for response. The smell of her aroused pussy was drifting into the close air of the bedroom. Like a bitch in heat, she thought smugly. Any hound in the vicinity only had to take a sniff to know when she was ready to be had.
"Hey," Roger asked, "do you have any moral objections to being my main course?"
She only giggled, charmed by his comparison.
"Right on," he said, his head dropping into the playground between her legs.
He gave her a vigorous eating-out with his vigorous mouth, his tongue and teeth active on the swollen flanges of her slice. First he nibbled the very slightly protruding inner labia, where they peeked shyly from Connie's split, and then he spread them with his tongue, stabbing inside to tickle the slickness of her pink vulva. She throbbed and cooed in response, heaving from side to side as he became more serious and concentrated in his oral attack. He was using his fingertips to keep her slit parted, using them to splay her and play her, while he pretended to search for an elusive clitoris. That was right under his nose all the time.
In fact, his nose was the instrument that first located Connie's scarlet sex trigger. He bumped her button once or twice with his nose, jiggling it just to hear her cry out in joy, and then he drew it into his mouth for a bit of suckling.
She had a delicate, tender clit, a bit larger than the avenge, and it grew firmer, larger, more sensitive as his lips plied and tugged its supple elasticity. Connie tried to lift her ass from the bed, to sock him in the face with her increasingly wet pussy, but she found herself unable to move. He was as definitely in control of her physical reactions as she had been of his, and she loved it. Not many men her own age could gobble match the way Roger was gobbling hers, and she knew it. If his generation hadn't exactly invented oral sex, it had at least learned that the woman deserved pleasure in return.
A muted cry burst from her lips and she felt her heart thumping madly and her pussy twitching in a quick orgasmic tremor. Connie could sense the increase in her juice flow. Now Roger was tasting the musky essence of her womanhood, a sensual wetness that that dampened his mouth as he continued to nudge her love button, and she wished she could open herself widely enough to draw his entire sucking face into her body. Her cunt ached at the very thought, but it was a delicious kind of ache and she wished the feeling could last forever.
The orgasm didn't rush and ebb and finally dwindle, the way hers usually did. It intensified with each second and Connie suddenly made a hoarse, groaning gasp of unendurable passion. Roger raised his face from her cunt and she could see his smile through the clouds that blurred her vision.
He was fast. He shifted himself, got his body between her legs, and before she had ceased to make the piercing cries of her pleasure his body was upon hers, his mouth sucking her screams into his own lungs, and his cock making an inroad upon her snatch that was everything Connie had hoped it would be, and more, so much, much more!
She took him high, hard, very, very hard, his dick thick and long and stiff, filling her cunt from labia to womb, each stroke picking a new area of her vaginal sheath to lance and ram. He varied his strokes as he went in and out. Connie could do little but writhe beneath him. Her pussy was thrillingly alive in its release, but she knew as Roger fed her all of his plugging rod that the best had only begun.
Her legs went up – she didn't even know she was doing it – and she folded them around his body. He purred at the feel of her stockings rubbing his skin, and he began to ball her with a harder, more driving kind of passion that made Connie lurch and buck beneath him in a demonic effort to keep pace. She wriggled and jerked ow the bed, twisting this way and that, each of her gyrations designed to screw another inch of his penis into her sucking hole. The ripples of a super climax kept an shuddering through her snatch, and Roger's dick could not ignore that muscular clutching effect.
His strokes became stronger, and she felt as if he were lifting her body from the bed each time he plumbed her slick, silky depths. It was good, she told herself. It would be good for both of them. Connie believed in serious fucking when its time came, and so did Roger. He gave it to her, she accepted it with variations and kinks of her own that made him return to his bone-burying with even more enthusiasm.
She wanted to fuck him all night long, in every position either of them could dream up. God, Jesus, what a way to start the new year. She hoped she could take him in her mouth again, that she might feel his own mouth on her cunt. She wanted it all, and she never wanted it to stop, no matter if it killed her.
Connie hadn't stopped cumming since his teeth closed upon her clit. Each stroke of his big dick, sliding across and around the bud of her trigger, was a reminder of that instant. The throes and tremors of orgasm racked her body, left her sweating beneath him, and she moved her hips desperately, cunt gaping to swallow him with hungry gulps. In spite of her desires she knew she couldn't hold on much longer. She must rest, and soon. Her cunt would be aching beyond belief come morning, and it would ache with the abuses she had already endured, the further abuses it would receive before they turned out the lights and went to sleep. Well! What the hell was a pussy for, anyway? She could take it!
"More, God, please, give me more," she whispered into his face, her tongue licking sweat drops from his cheek. He was already giving her every inch of his prick. She could feel his nuts rocking in her crack, the stem thump of his pubic bone upon hers each time he came down for a thudding downstroke – but he made up for it by screwing her with a demanding passion that made his previous effort look like warm-up exercises. She screamed into his kissing mouth when she felt him double his tempo, and she wondered if her cunt and his cock weren't being scraped raw in the madness of the act.
"Oh, cum with me!" she shrilled. "I want to feel you cumming inside me!"
He must have been close anyway, or perhaps the whining pitch of her words broke the string that retained his control. His cock shivered and jerked inside her, and then came the sputtering bursts of his pecker juice, pouring forth to fill her ecstatic hole.
Connie bucked upward, her ass moving in time with the ejaculatory tremors of Roger's pole, and she used her cunt like a tight, furry mouth to suck up his cum. She could hear the squishing as he rammed through the juices he'd already spilled, to leave even more at the mouth of her uterus, and she knew that the liquid pearls must be dripping uncontrollably from the gap of her slit, wetting the sheet, bubbles of jism collecting in their pubic fur as his hair twined with hers. She could feel something warm and sticky trailing across her perineum toward the puckered ring of her anus. Connie held him tighter in her arms, seeking his mouth with her own, and she jerked and twisted as she milked his peter with the muscles of her cunt.
"So," he said later as they nestled on the rumpled bed. "If you've lost your job, what do you do? It must be expensive as hell keeping two kids in school."
Connie puffed on her Newport, then stubbed it out. "Oh, it's not that bad. My ex-husband left a trust fund for their education's. That's what they're using, you see. And I'm still getting severance pay from the agency. It was in my contract. If I'm fired without due cause, one year's pay. I own the apartment, and – oh, I'm doing all right, I suppose. Of course, come next October, when the agency checks run out, I suppose I'll be down on the breadline."
She put her hand on his fucked-out cock. "Don't talk about me," she said. "I want to know about you. Do you have a thing about older women? I know you get off on garter belts and stockings – remind me to lay in a supply – but do you just prefer us old girls?"
"Old, young, I don't care," he said. "If I see a woman and it's there, in her eyes, then I want her. I'll do anything to get her. Tonight I saw you, and I knew I wanted you."
"I'm glad."
He covered her hand where it played with his cock. "Not half as glad as I am. Hey! What I'm getting at is this. I'm starting a major project next Wednesday – a week of work, then the finishing up. If you're interested, I'll put you on the budget as my assistant Two-fifty minimum, off the books. What do you say?"
"If I can be with you, I don't even want any money. What do you do, anyway?"
"I guess we never got around to my job. I make movies. A lot of loops so far, but next week I start my first feature. X-rated stuff."
"Pornography?" Connie blurted. "You must be kidding! My God, are you an actor or what?"
"I make them," he repeated. "Director, writer, co-producer. I have an M.A. in film from NYU and I can do anything. Sometimes I handle the camera, and…" he leered, "…sometimes I handle the actresses."
"Well, if you think I'm going to…"
"You'd be my assistant. Script girl, makeup artist, gopher, classroom monitor – you name it. Whatever has to be done to get the cameras rolling."
"Oh. I know what you mean, Lord, I've done that, working liaison for the agency on some commercials we produced. Back in the Stone Age I did a bit of acting myself, you know. I was in three commercials, had a few bit parts. But acting is such an easy way to starve. Oh, I don't know, Roger, it sounds like it might be fun…"
"And we'd be spending a lot of time together," he hinted. "I'd hate like hell to lose you at the very beginning of what promises to be an out-of-sight year."
"I'll have to think about it," she demurred, her hand squeezing his cock and finding it ready. Automatically she spread her legs and made room for him between them.
"You do that," he whispered, making his cock once more acquainted with the warmth of her pubic fur. "And say yes, if you don't mind, Constance Talbot."
"Yes!" she wailed, feeling him slide deeply into her cunt. "Yes!"



CHAPTER FOUR


They were in bed at last, in his place on 11th Street, Connie so tired she felt only like sleeping. The movie's schedule was short – only four days for the process of shooting – and she wondered if the next three would be as hectic as this.
"So," he asked, "what's your reaction to your first day in the world of X-rated cinema?"
"Not what I expected," she confessed. "I didn't even have a chance to be shocked or titillated. You know, today was the first time I ever actually saw anyone else having sex. But everything was so businesslike. Is it always like that?"
"Not always," he conceded. "Frank and Ellen have been in the porno business for a long time. I've used them both in loops more often than I can remember. They have a routine, and they go through it. Tomorrow we're using a couple of new girls. That's one quantity you can't get enough of in porno films. They're both pretty sexy. Some sparks might fly. Maybe it won't be such a businesslike atmosphere tomorrow."
She pulled the cover to her chin and oozed against him. "Did you try them out first?" she wondered.
"One of them," he conceded. "I don't generally do that with actresses, though. Most of the time I can tell by the way a girl walks if she's going to be a good screw. You, for instance. You don't wiggle much, but there's a definite up-and-down motion of your hips that's very promising." He kissed her hose. "Is something wrong, Connie? You feel chilly."
"No, not really," she said. "It's just well, today, when I was helping Ellen make up for the first sex scene. Remember? We were in the bedroom while you were outside setting up the shot. So! While she was undressing – stop laughing! This isn't funny! She made a pass at me! Yes, she did! She kissed me on the nose, just like you did a moment ago, and she cupped my breasts, and she pressed herself against me and she asked me how I'd like to make it with her." Connie closed her eyes and shivered. Ellen was second lead in the film, playing the hero's girl friend. A short, big breasted girl, she wasn't much of an actress but possessed a lively, energetic personality, with a nice sense of humor. But when she'd been caressing Connie's tits and breathing warmly into her face, Ellen hadn't been kidding. She was dead serious about it.
"That's Ellen," Roger acknowledged. "I should have warned you about her, but I suppose I never thought about it. She's gay, rather aggressive about it when she sees something she likes. Well, she didn't hurt you, did she?"
"No, of course not I've never been propositioned by a woman before, though. The very idea makes me feel crawly. And do you know what else she told me? That it would be cool with you. That's what she said. Explain that, if you please."
Roger shrugged. "I suppose she meant that it would be cool with me if you and she made it. That I wouldn't feel as if someone had deballed me, that I wouldn't want to pour cement into your cunt so no one else could dishonor me with it. That's all."
"All? You wouldn't care if I went to bed with her?"
"It would give us something else in common. I balled her a few times last summer. Once when we were making a loop. The male lead didn't show – busted for possession – and it was too late to get anyone else. So, rather than piss away the camera rental and the arrangements for location, I stripped down and went to it. Once or twice more for kicks, but nothing serious. She's a good kid. I like her."
"Would you want to watch," Connie asked, "or join in, like a sultan with his harem?"
"Both," he leered, pulling her atop him. He planted her bush atop his rod, and she rocked till she felt him hardening beneath her. When his pole was throbbing stiff, Connie lifted herself, reached between, and jammed him into her cunt. She sank down upon his cock, feeling it touch the hidden stimulation centers of her cunt.
"That's what I want," she told him. "You inside me, where you belong. I don't want to make it with anyone else. Just you and me, babe. Tell me that's what you want, too."
He shafted up, making his way into her fragrant swamp. He didn't have to tell her anything with his lips, for his cock was giving her all the reply Connie needed.
She bounced atop him, twisting to make his cock do marvelous things to her cunt and womb, and she pressed her hot, stiff nipples against his chest. His mouth was open and so was hers, wet and warm to receive his tongue. She licked it with her own, grazed it with her teeth, sucked it from time to time as a reminder of her other talents. His hands were around her, cupping her slim asscheeks, pulling her onto his lancing penis, and she could hear the squeaking of the bedsprings.
The sound grated on her ears. First thing next week she'd buy a waterbed for her apartment. She'd toyed with the idea for a long time – they were so comfortable and sexy – but the expense seemed exorbitant.
Roger's cock was just the right size for her cunt. She wasn't virginally tight any more, but she still had a snug-fitting sheath that appreciated the thickness and length of a real man's instrument. And Roger was just the man to fill that sheath.
Connie rode him fiercely, her snatch muscles jerking at the impaling lance of his peter, and she felt it stab deeply up her cuntal tract each time she ground her belly against his. She used her cunt like a fist on him, and she heard him sighing in delight when she made a certain twisting motion with her hips. They'd done it hundreds of times, she was positive, since their meeting in the very last hours of the old year, not quite a week ago, and Connie knew that she couldn't get fired of the way she and Roger fucked together.
She closed her eyes and humped, her arms around him, his encircling her. They were like one organism when they were connected sexually, each thump of her heart answered by one of his, each push of his cock answered by a twisting caress of her snatch.
As she fucked him, Connie found herself thinking of her first day on this intriguing new job. It had taken all her composure to stand professionally watching the initial sex scene on the schedule, but that was only her nervousness. She wasn't shocked, but for a few minutes she'd felt like a peeping Tom. No one else shared her feelings, it was clear. Roger, the cameraman, the sound technician, and the two or three other men and women in the room had been calm and professional, and why shouldn't she? By the end of an eleven-hour day the strongest emotion Connie felt was weariness.
The movie wasn't destined to be a cinema classic. Roger, who had written the script one afternoon, stoned on wine and marijuana, called it "a piece of shit" in no uncertain terms. It was simply fodder for the 42nd Street theaters, full of hard-core sex scenes and little else.
The title was How to Become a Stud, and its slim plot involved a young man, played by Frank Porter, who found himself impotent with his sexy young girlfriend. So far only the first and last sequences of the film had been shot, since they used the same set and characters. Ellen had the role of Frank's girlfriend. She was a very poor actress, but she used her mouth like a vacuum cleaner on Frank's cock, sucking the cum fight out of him. She was also the young lady who had propositioned Connie during makeup.
That was the difficult thing for Connie to believe. She could see behind her closed eyes a replay of that first porno scene, with Ellen on her knees between Frank's legs, greedily sucking his penis. She moved her head in great, gluttonous sweeps that almost engulfed his entire root, nuts and all, humming and purring as she ate him. When his cum gushed, she took it in her mouth, on her cheeks, on her neck and hands, massaging it into her skin like face cream, licking her fingers dry. She had a marvelously aggressive oral technique, and when Frank had recovered his erection and they performed a straight intercourse scene on the floor, her writhings and contortions were stunning to behold. The girl – she couldn't have been much past twenty-one – frolicked like a puppy, seeming to derive no end of satisfaction from being sexed on camera.
Yet, according to Roger, the girl was also a lesbian. How did Ellen reconcile that for herself? Connie found herself wondering. Didn't lesbians hate men? Maybe it was the money. She thought of Ellen's hot little hands, the way they slinked and stroked Frank's cock. Was that acting?
Frank's cock. It looked enormous, flashing in the air during the sex scene, but she still preferred Roger's.
He was fucking her with impassioned vehemence now, very definitely nearing his orgasm, and she was doing little but react atop him. She tried to make her cunt come back to life, to tantalize it with the pleasure it could know if they shared a juicy cum, but it was a losing battle.
"Wrong?" he panted, stopping in midstroke. His arms were comfortingly tight on her body.
Connie shook her head. "I don't know," she said. "I think I'm just tired."
"Lift," he commanded, and Connie raised her bottom. His cock popped out. "Switch," he added, guiding her into position beside him. They lay touching, reversed. He pushed her thighs apart and buried his head in her furry wetness. She felt her vaginal petals slip apart obediently to allow his tongue entry, and she rubbed his head with one hand.
Now she wasn't quite so tired. The limber poking of his tongue was making bubbles of sweat form in her armpits and on her forehead, it was making her toes begin to tingle vibrantly, and a whole new world of sensation seemed to have taken hold of her pussy. His tongue brushed her clitoris two or three times in passing, and she moaned softly.
Connie's hand flew out, seeking the hard, damp stalk of his cock. She held it in her fist, feeling the wetness she had left on him, the secretions of her hole, and then she was leaning toward it, her tongue flirting out automatically.
She brushed his hardness with the tip of her tongue, tasting the juices he had immersed himself in, and they were pleasant indeed. Connie licked curiously. She had never nursed a prick immediately after it had been inside her, and it was an eye-opening experience. The flavor was a combination of his own fluids and they honeyed dew of her inner body, a blend she found almost intoxicating. Was this how she tasted? Was this why Roger loved so much to get his mouth working on her slit?
Did all women taste this way, or was it her own special characteristic? Oh, it didn't matter! She stuffed the head of his cock into her mouth and sucked away the delicious lingering juices there before releasing it to begin her favorite oral technique of licking, tonguing, and gentle biting.
Roper's tongue was like a spur prodding her vagina. He inspired her to create lovely music on his dick, and she improvised happily as he rimmed her out. Once or twice his tongue dipped into her perineum, tickling an unbelievably sensitive spot halfway between pussy and anus, and more than once she felt his tongue or finger circling round the pucker of her asshole. He was too big to fuck her there comfortably, and it wasn't a type of sex Connie especially liked anyway, but his careful, slyly lecherous teasing was like a treat from a Christmas stocking.
The orgasm she'd been so far from earlier now seemed to burst into life deep inside. Connie could feel it building as her excitement increased, and she knew that very, very soon she'd be soaring high. She wanted Roger to fly with her, and so she took his balls into her mouth, stretching her lips to their very widest to accommodate him without pain.
She felt them roll within their sac, and she jostled them with the tip of her tongue. He cried out, speaking directly into her responsive hole, and she let his balls drop free. Her teeth nipped gently on his scrotum as her hand languidly shucked the outer flesh of his prick, and she could feel him swelling in the clutch of her fist.
"I'm ready to cum," he told her then. "Let me do it in your mouth." As he spoke, little puffs of warm breath blew from his lips and into the gap of Connie's pussy. The gentle wind tickled her erotically. She purred her assent, and immediately stuffed him into her mouth, where she began to suck voraciously while her hand cuddled and shook his nuts.
Three sucks later he exploded, his thick, hot jism filling Connie's mouth. Her jaws ballooned out if self-defense, but she retained his seed without swallowing. The sticky stuff collected in her oral cavity against the moment when she too would climax.
It came within seconds. As Roger's cock continued to unload, his tongue and fingers did strange, wonderful things to Connie's tingler. The fires of lust flared up inside her, and she opened her throat for a cry of joy that was drowned suddenly by the wave of his cum that flowed down her gullet. More spurted to join it, and they shuddered and writhed together on the bed while the springs creaked and rattled beneath them.
Still in their sixty-nine position, Roger stroked her warm, moist body affectionately. "We really should move in together," he pointed out. "I don't see why you're against it."
"How would I explain you to my children?" she asked. They'd been through this before.
"You're a grown woman, and your children are grownups too. Or at least they should be. They can accept it. Besides – they don't write you, they don't visit you, they don't call you. Didn't you tell me yourself that you only see them on the obligatory holidays? Do you think they'd really care?"
"Let's not argue. Maybe I'm just an old-fashioned lady at heart. We called it shacking up when I was young, and nice people didn't do it. I suppose I still have that lingering moral reluctance, love. Anyway – isn't it nice to have a woman whisper in your ear 'My place or yours'? Give me a kiss, and let's go to sleep. Seven o'clock comes mighty early in the morning."
The second day of shooting was nice, Connie decided. Roger had told her that porno movie people in New York were like a big, rather incestuous family, and she was understanding what he meant. Everyone knew everyone else, and nearly everyone had screwed everyone else at least once. Two separate sex scenes, one of them a rather complicated threesome, were slated for today, along with some covering dialogue passages, but it went well.
Ellen Pascoe even showed up. She didn't have any other commitments for the day, and so she dropped by the location for some socializing. Connie felt more at ease with her today, and the girl didn't repeat her invitation of the previous day. Instead they talked, shared a couple of sandwiches and some coffee, and Connie found herself granting that Ellen was at least a nice, personable young woman with a bit of intelligence.
The third day saw more sex scenes put on film, and by now Connie fully realized that porno acting was a job like any other. The performers not only had to perform, they also had to memorize lines, to remember their blocking, and all the other necessities of acting. Of course, they were principally there for the sex angle. If they hadn't been loose enough to get it on in front of a camera someone else would have gotten the job. But no one appeared to be discontented. A delicate-bodied blonde girl was fucked in the ass by a Negro with an enormous cock. A bubbly brunette cheerleader type accommodated two men at the same time, one in her mouth and one in her cunt. Connie found herself growing quite blase about the whole scene.
Saturday was the last day scheduled for shooting, and there were two more sex scenes on tap. One was a quick lesbian encounter that the hero witnessed through a window on his way to work. Connie watched it with an unshakable feeling of interest. This was what Ellen had wanted her to try.
"No," she said to herself, watching the two girls. She didn't think she was interested at all. But Connie stared at the way feminine hands fondled feminine breasts, at tiny pink tongues diving between moist pink labia, at sinuous smooth legs curling and stretching. She shook her head firmly. Not interested. But when Roger touched her arm to ask her a question she nearly jumped out of her skin.
After a lunch break Roger and the technicians set up the final scene. When this footage was in the can, the film would be ready for editing and release. And she'd have him to herself until he got another assignment.
There were perhaps a dozen people on the set, some of them visitors from the porno family. Ellen and a girl who'd been in yesterday's shooting were playing cards in a corner. The cameraman was changing film in his camera. Roger and Connie were at work on blocking and lighting for the final sequence. And Frank, the star, sat in a chair examining the current issue of Hustler, rubbing his crotch as he spread out the centerfold.
The girl hadn't arrived yet, and Roger was beside himself with nervous tension. "That bitch," he snarled, showing a side of his character that surprised Connie. "Three to one she's changed her mind and neglected to let me know. Goddamn her!"
Connie shared her lover's anxiety, for she knew as well as he that a delay in shooting could be expensive. They were on a very short schedule, and most of the budget had already been spent. Coming back to finish up on Monday would be ruinous.
"Can't you just skip this, if she doesn't show?" Connie asked.
He shook his head. "I contracted to deliver a film of at least seventy minutes. I've been cutting in the camera, so to speak, to cut down expenses, and I know that what we've already shot will edit out to just under an hour. So, no, I can't skip the sequence. Unless I hustle around and write up another one to take its place. And that means. I'll still have to find a girl or two on extremely short notice. I will murder the bitch. I swear I'll murder her."
The girl in question was named Denise, and everyone agreed that she was a knockout blonde. Connie was interested in meeting her, because Denise was a graduate of Connie's own alma mater, Ohio University. She hadn't been to Athens in years; it would be nice to find out if it was still there.
Denise was a professional, with some credentials as an actress. She'd been in a few R-rated movies, some off-Broadway theater work, and she'd even done a bit of television on the West Coast last summer. But she felt her career wasn't going anywhere, that she needed to make a splash to get proper attention. Porno could provide that big splash, as it had done for Linda Lovelace and Marilyn Chambers. She and Roger were old friends – Connie inferred that they had been intimate friends on occasion – and this cameo role would be her porno screen-test. If she showed up for it.
She was nearly an hour late, and she didn't look a bit well. Her face was a pasty white and she smiled in a halfhearted fashion that did no justice whatsoever to her neatly capped teeth. "I'm sorry," she said to everyone. "I was partying last night."
Roger looked at his watch, very conspicuously. "Okay, Denise. Your costume is in the other room. Why don't you get into it, so we can get started? I hope you know your lines, because we're running late and we don't have time to rehearse. Con, will you give her a hand?"
Connie went with Denise into the next room, and the blonde girl began to undress. She made nasty faces as she removed her blouse and slacks, and Connie didn't think it was a good time to reminisce about Ohio University.
Denise was lovely, in spite of her chalky complexion and queasy expressions. She had silky reddish-blonde hair and fair, milky skin. Her breasts were proportionately full, well separated, and capped by salmon-pink nipples the size of silver dollars. When Denise removed her panties Connie noticed that the girl was a natural blonde, though the pubic hair had been neatly clipped and trimmed, so that only a fringe remained, bordering the discernable slice of her cunt. Young and gorgeous, Connie thought, and Roger used to fuck her, too.
She wondered why it was "used to". Denise was beautiful. Any man would have salivated to contemplate her. But, Connie thought smugly, Roger seemed quite contented with her. Maybe young and beautiful wasn't the only thing in life.
Denise was playing the part of a young war widow living in the apartment building where the hero's working day had taken him. When Frank entered her apartment to repair a telephone, she was to seduce him. It was written as a frisky, sexy romp, but Denise didn't seem any too frisky at the moment. She looked as if she were on the verge of nausea.
Her costume consisted of a frilly pink robe and hair curlers, all of which she shed during the scene's progress. While Denise rouged her cheeks to wipe out some of the pastiness, a not entirely successful ploy, Connie worked the curlers into the girl's hair. It was so fine, so touchable, like threads of silk. Connie had forgotten that hair could feel so good on her fingers. But she wouldn't have taken a hundred dollars to be inside Denise's body at the moment. The girl really looked unwell.
The scene got underway, with Frank coming to the door and Denise letting him in. The previous sequence had been filmed day before yesterday, but the final editing would show that he had just been peeping on a wild sex orgy taking place in another apartment, explaining the erection that blossomed in his pants as he came through Denise's door.
She let him in, and as he walked past her, she cried, "Oooooohhhhhh!! Is that a hard-on? My husband's been MIA since sixty-nine, and I haven't even seen one in all that time! Oh, let me look at it!" Whereupon she was to drop to her knees, unzip him, drag out his erection, and start giving him head.
The action was passable, but Denise's delivery of lines was pathetic. Her voice was low and muffled, and the sound man shook his head, pointing to the needles on his tape recorder. "All right," Roger muttered. "We'll dub it later. Too late for a retake now.
Denise had dropped off her robe as she knelt, and she was just unzipping Frank. She fished inside his pants and brought his cock into the light. "Mmm," she said unconvincingly, rubbing it between her palms. Her pink tongue came out and she began to lick Frank's dong. It was about as sensuous as a Jerry Lewis routine, and Denise seemed to realize that. Without any further preliminaries she stuffed him into her mouth, her jaws immediately sucking inward as she started to apply oral pressure. Her head moved back and forth on him like a cylinder on a piston.
It wasn't pretty and it wasn't sexy, and Connie felt guilty watching it. The girl was obviously uncomfortable, perhaps in some physical discomfort. She turned to Roger, ready to suggest a short break, but he was talking to the cameraman. "Use the zoom. I'm afraid to stop her for a close-up."
The cameraman was walking with his camera now, circling the scene, shooting from every angle he could manage. Covering footage would have to be done later, otherwise this scene would appear choppy when it was edited. It was going to be a long night, Connie decided sadly.
Denise's face looked even chalkier now as the lights glared upon her. It had all been going so nicely, Connie told herself with a sigh, and now it was being spoiled at the last minute.
"Isn't she terrible?" Ellen whispered into Connie's ear. Connie turned. Ellen and the other girl had left off their game of cards and come up to watch the scene in progress.
Denise sucked away, as if she were trying to prove something with her mouth. At the right time she might be a truly stunning young lady, but this wasn't the right time. Even her hair seemed to have lost its golden glow. Her eyes were closed, and she mouthed Frank's pecker in long sweeping strokes that buried most of his meat inside her oral cave. Her hands stroked his legs and belly, sometimes dropping in to squeeze his nuts, while he steadied himself with palms on her head. As often as not the cameraman was between the couple and Connie, blocking her view, and she wasn't very sorry.
"I'm ready," Frank grunted, jerking his hips away, his cock popping from Denise's sucking mouth. Her fingers grabbed at him, providing the fight tickling stimulation to make him cream, and cream he did.
Cum squirted from the tip of his peter in big, thick strings. It splashed Denise's face, and she opened her mouth like a funnel, steering his cock toward her. The stuff went into her mouth, and Connie could see the girl's throat motions as she swallowed it. Frank stepped closer, taking control of his rod. He was still cumming, in a steady stream, and he worked his dick back and forth across Denise's face. Cum dripped from her mouth and chin as she shut her eyes tightly.
Not yew good, Connie thought.
And then she heard herself saying "Oh!" in a shocked, startled tone.



CHAPTER FIVE


Denise's face turned a sickly gray and she began to vomit a greenish bile of about the consistency of curdled milk. She opened her eyes, looked at Roger, and said, "I'm sorry," just before another gout of the mess spewed from her mouth.
In its own way it was a fascinating thing, almost a parody of Frank's orgasm. But at the same time it was horrible, and Denise looked small and helpless as she vomited her guts onto the floor. Connie heard Roger curse, and she was afraid to look at him.
She and the two other girls took Denise into the bathroom for a clean-up. The blonde had indeed been partying the night before, and she'd done a bang-up job of it. She was in no shape to continue, and she sat on the john saying, "I'm very sorry," over and over. Connie went out to break the news to Roger.
He took it as badly as she'd expected he would. His face got red, and he smashed his fist on a tabletop. "Goddamn it, I should have gotten Sarah Nicholson and told Denise to go fuck herself! Now look at what she's done to us. We've lost the whole fucking afternoon. The lousy cunt!"
"I'm sorry," Connie said softly. "But she really is sick."
"I'm the one who was sick," he countered. "I had some nice times with her once, and I thought I'd do her a favor. She wanted into porno. I was willing to give her a chance. And she's fucked me for it."
She could share his feelings. The film had become important to her, too, in the past few days. It was Roger's first feature-length movie, and if he blew it, he might not get another chance. She understood his frustration. Time and money were tight, and his backers wanted a finished product, not excuses. But fly as she would, she couldn't exactly bring herself to join in his resentment of Denise. The girl had tried. It must have been a harrowing experience for her, a battle against the butterflies in her, stomach, and she had done her best. But her best wasn't good enough.
She felt Roger touch her shoulder and she lifted her eyes. "Connie," he was saying, "I wouldn't ask you to do this unless there wasn't any other way. But there isn't any other way. Will you?"
She started to ask what he meant but then she understood.
"You're crazy!" she yelled. "You're absolutely crazy!" She was aware that every eye in the room was upon her. "No, I will not! What if someone – my daughter, my son – oh, Roger!"
"Be sensible," he replied evenly. "This film is a piece of commercial crap. It'll be shown around town for a few weeks in sleazy theaters. It might even get a few play dates in other towns, but I doubt it a hell of a lot. Porno movies are screened and forgotten. There'll be a fake name for you in the credits, if we have enough budget for credits, and unless you tell someone you were in it, nobody will ever know."
"No," she said quietly, but the pleading in his eyes reached out and grabbed her where she was weakest, in her heart.
"Look, I've done it myself, in loops, and if a man had bombed put this afternoon I'd be dropping my jeans and taking over for him right now. And didn't you tell me last night that this was just a form of acting? You can act. Oh, damn it, Connie, won't you do it for me?" He took her hands. "I need you."
She wanted to say no again, and she really wanted to mean it, but she couldn't. The word was on her lips but her hands were clutched in his, the energy of him was flowing into her body, and she told herself, don't you love him? "All right," she said.
She felt naked under the pink robe, and with good reason. The lights trained upon her were unbearably hot, but not half so hot as the burning eyes she could sense. Roger had cleared the set at her request. Everyone was gone except the people necessary for the shooting. She didn't want to be ogled, but she didn't feel any different knowing that everyone was gone except Roger and his small crew. When this was over, she told herself, so were they. How could he ask her to do this for him, to prostitute herself in front of a camera for his sake? How could she have accepted his request? Wasn't she just as bad as he? There was still time to turn round, to announce that she wasn't going through with it, but. She heard the rapping on the door and her hand streaked toward the knob. There was dialogue but she couldn't remember it verbatim, so she merely improvised, keeping the sense if not the words. The sound of her voice was like a continuous roll of thunder – she was astonished by its strength.
Frank walked past her, and she saw that he wasn't hard, as the script demanded. His pants were tight, however, and she could see the snaky lump of his penis. What was she supposed to say now? Something about his erection – she wasn't sure. But hesitation was fatal, with the camera running. Connie said, "My God, is that an erection? Have you really got a hard-on?" Frank nodded and she dropped to her knees before him. Wasn't she supposed to undress first? Oh, the hell with it!
Connie unzipped him and reached inside. His cock was semi-stiff, which wasn't bad considering that not twenty minutes ago he'd dumped his load on Denise. She felt him up, then decided it might be better if she lowered his pants. By the time she got them down he was good and stiff, his dick bouncing before her where she knelt.
Close up, she noticed things about him she'd missed earlier. His glans was red as a strawberry and she rubbed her face with it. "It's beautiful," she told Frank, just before she kissed the tip of his organ. She could hear the smack of her lips, and it surprised her pleasantly. He had a salty, cummy taste that lingered on her mouth, and she kissed him again.
Connie couldn't recall any more of the dialogue she was supposed to deliver, so she began to wing it. She improvised something about her widowhood and her sexual needs, then stood up. Now, before she forgot it completely, she'd better throw off the robe and let down her hair.
She dropped the pink gown, suddenly conscious that she was naked and that the camera was still running. The curlers were loose and she shucked them away quickly. Something was wrong. This wasn't how the scene went. Oh, fuck the script!
She grabbed Frank's hand and led him toward the couch. He went, rolling his eyes in an unspoken question. Connie sat down, her legs parting, and she touched her bush. "On your knees," she told him. "First I want you to lick my pussy. I want you to kiss it, and lick it, and suck it. Fuck me with your tongue and fingers before you fuck me with your big, beautiful cock."
He seemed to know that she was in control. He sank at once, taking, off his shin as he settled on his knees. Connie saw a blur of motion past the lightbank, and she knew it was the cameraman. He moved in closer as Frank began to tongue her pussy. She looked toward the camera and smiled. For whom did she mean that smile? She didn't know. Maybe it was just her character reacting.
Frank used his fingers to open her up, and his tongue snaked up and down her slit, prodding then labia from side to side. He was affectionate in his licking, but he was conscious of his camera angles, too. The cameraman leaned in closer, to pick up a very tight close-up of Frank's mouth at work, and Connie wondered if he were going to stuff the lens into her twat along with Frank's tongue. In another moment she was aware of the camera's change of direction. Now it was on her. She narrowed her eyes to slits, her head lazing back, and she let the very tip of her tongue protrude between her lips, sliding from one corner of her mouth to the other in a slow, sensual progress.
The photographer stepped back for a longer shot. Connie didn't look directly at him – that was a mark of amateurism – instead cupping her breasts and strumming the nipples with her fingers. God! She hadn't expected her nipples to be so hard, but they were indeed. Was it Frank's mouth that was turning her on – or was it the camera?
She pinched her nips with her fingers, sighing for real as her tits hardened and swelled in her grasp. Were they getting it all? Wasn't this what Roger wanted from her? "Oh, I'm cumming!" she moaned, locking her legs around Frank's neck and smothering him with her muff. She wasn't cumming, not really, but it seemed the proper, dramatic thing to do right now, and she threw herself into making it authentic. On the other hand, Frank's face was thrust tightly into her now, and he was taking advantage of it to lick her inside and out. His clever tongue stole between her cuntal folds, seeking out the warm nest of her vagina, and she felt him brush her clit lightly in passing. An oozing wetness blossomed in her pussy and she twitched her toes responsively.
Her moans and sighs continued, and her head tossed from side to side. Funny. Pretending to be super aroused had only reminded her of how near she was to that state in reality. Connie unclasped her legs, allowing Frank's head to rise from her pubes, and she took his hands. He lifted as she tugged, and she pulled till he'd risen fully and was on the couch with her.
His cock was good and hard now, and she watched it wiggle expressively. The foreskin had retracted and his berry-red glans stuck out boldly, a teensy drop of wetness glimmering in the slitted tip. She had nothing to guide her now but impulse. The script had been thrown out the window some time ago. Connie took his penis in one hand and put it in her mouth.
She sucked him furiously, one time, one long time, and then she let him slide free. He was shiny from her saliva, even redder at the end if that were possible, and she began to kiss him up and down. She heard him groan in pleasure as her teeth scraped the base of his stalk, and she heard Roger yell, "Cut!"
Connie lifted her head and looked past the lights, toward her lover. The cameraman had disappeared into the shadows to put a fresh magazine in his machine, but he was ready in a moment. "Take it from there," Roger said, his voice shaky. "We'll cut in a reaction shot to cover the jump."
Fine, Connie thought. She returned to what she had been doing, and one of her hands covered Frank's sac of nuts. Might as well go the whole route, she told herself, thrusting her other hand between her legs. It found her slit, still damp from Frank's tongue, and she rubbed it till it grew even damper.
"Oh, suck it," Frank said, his voice as trembly as Roger's had been.
Connie inserted three fingers into her cunt, almost whining as her vaginal ring expanded to allow them entry. But her pussy accommodated itself soon enough, and she began to screw them in and out while she treated Frank to the oral technique Roger had come to like so much. She could feel Frank's blood pulsating in the barrel of his cock, and she nibbled and licked at him with an ever faster motion of her head.
From time to time she raised her face and let part of his dick find haven in her mouth. He wanted to pummel her deeply when she took him there, to drive his cock toward her throat, but it was Connie's mouth and she had no intention of being Linda Lovelace. When Frank's thrusts became too aggressive, she simply clamped her teeth a bit tighter behind the bulge of his knob, and he got the message quickly.
Her tongue tickled his glans while he was inserted, and it followed him when he retreated into the open. She rimmed his cockhead, and she could feel him swelling to even greater size as she caressed him.
Normally Frank's control was very good. He bragged, like most male porno stars, of being able to cum on cue. So Connie was astonished when she heard him grunt, and semen began to roll in a thick stream from his pecker. She moved toward it quickly, catching the falling pearls with her tongue and scooping them into her mouth. Just enough to let the camera see that she was drinking his sperm. The rest she let fall onto her face and neck, so that even the slowest filmgoer would be aware that Frank had reached a real, not a simulated, orgasm.
"Connie!" Roger called, his voice almost cracking, and she turned. The cameraman was only a couple of feet away, his lens aimed right at her face. She smiled coyly, and her tongue came out to lick at the semen spatters on her lower lip and chin. Roger called, "Cut!" once more.
She leaned back, patting Frank's cock, which had gone soft almost at the moment, of its eruption. He lay on the couch beside her, panting wearily. "That was okay," he said, and she nodded. Of course it was okay.
Roger came up to join her, dropping to his knees beside the couch. He put his hand an her thigh but she brushed it away. "Is that enough footage?" she asked.
"No, I don't think so," he sighed. "Why don't we try a straight fuck now? Is that okay with you?"
"You're the director," she said coldly. "If that's what you want." She patted Frank's knee. "But can he get it up?"
Frank sat up. "I doubt it," he said, shaking his limp dick. "That was my fourth cum shot today. I don't think I have anything left."
"Woman on top," Roger suggested. "If that doesn't get him up, he's dead for sure."
Frank moved into position, sitting up straight, and Connie mounted him, her back to his front. She rubbed her cunt on his wet, limp cock, trying to make it stiffen. He seemed dead indeed. She raised herself slightly and stuffed him into her cunt, massaging his muscle with her cuntal ring. There was a stirring of life in Frank's penis, but only a stirring. Connie began to sway from side to side, applying all the pressure at her command. Slowly, very slowly, his rod bloomed for her, and she changed her pattern to an up-down movement that gently cultivated his returning erection.
"Good," Roger said approvingly, checking them with a light meter. "We might as well start now, while they're into it and he's still up," he told the photographer, who nodded in agreement.
"Does this give you a charge?" Connie wondered, rising and falling with a soft rhythmic bounce. "Does it turn you on to see me doing this?"
"For God's sake, Connie!" he protested.
"Watch closely, then," she snapped back, "because it's the nearest you're going to get to me. From now on!"
He frowned, but that was the moment the camera's soft whirring began, and Roger moved back so his shadow wouldn't fall on the scene in progress.
Connie closed her eyes and began to fuck, smiling in satisfaction as she felt Frank get harder and harder inside. His hands came up to clutch her breasts, and she closed her own hands over them. She felt him take her nipples between his fingers – they were still hard and even a bit warm – and it was easy to fall into the erotic pattern.
Connie alternated between up-down and side-to-side, throwing in new twists whenever she felt a weakening of Frank's already overworked pecker. He wasn't rock hard inside her, the way she liked a cock to be, but he was doing all right, considering. She knew that her lips were curling into a smile, but she didn't want it to be the piggish smile of an actress miming unendurable ecstasy. Instead, she made herself think of that first night she'd spent with Roger, of the delight they'd shared, of the joys she thought she'd found, and of the bittersweet ending the story had come to, this afternoon. She only hoped that her face was registering her thoughts.
Frank tugged at her left tit and she leaned her head back toward him. "Let's go onto the floor," he whispered. "You on your back. Okay?"
She nodded and lifted herself from him. His cock flopped as it left her vagina, almost soft again, but she threw herself down, reaching up to pet his prick. It stiffened a little under her caresses, and then he was upon her. Connie reached between them and guided Frank into her pussy, where she felt him take on a trifle more rigidity.
She raised her legs automatically, to clutch him as he entered her, but he pushed down the knee which was nearest the camera, and she thought, Of course! She was blocking the view!
He hugged and puffed as he rode inside her, and Connie screwed herself back at him, but she could tell it was a losing struggle. Frank's control over his pecker was nearly gone, and she doubted whether he could keep hard long enough to reach an orgasm. Certainly it wouldn't be a big, splashing cum like the others he'd done today. All because of the one wasted on Denise.
"Now," he said, pulling out. His hand wrapped around his cock, the tool flipping as he stroked it, but only a watery burst of jism spurted forth, a few lukewarm drops which bounced onto Connie's stomach. Frank sank back onto his calves, shaking his head sadly. He looked at the camera. "I think I've had it," he said morosely.
"Okay," Roger called in reply. "Just go through the motions of balling. I want a close-up of your faces. We'll take care of it in the cutting room."
Frank lay down on Connie and she held him tightly. He kissed her with his tongue, slurping it across her upper lip and around her nose. It tickled, but she resisted the impulse to giggle. Her mouth opened and she caught his tongue with her lips, pulling it between them. Frank's mouth slammed against hers and their heads rocked as she sucked his tongue furiously.
"Okay, cut!" Roger called. Frank tried to raise his face but Connie still held him by the tongue. He wiggled it inside her mouth, and she let him go gracefully. The man rose to his feet, his fucked-out tool dangling.
"You were okay," he told Connie. "Thanks for helping me when I couldn't keep it up."
"Tricks of the trade," she replied with a smile.
Roger joined them. "Good show, Frank, and thanks. I'll call you when I get another job lined up. Right?"
Frank laughed. "Sure, if you give me a couple of weeks to rest up. Christ, I have a date tonight! Somebody's gonna be disappointed as hell." He went off to dress and depart.
Connie sat up. "Well?" she asked Roger. "Did I fulfill your expectations?"
He didn't answer.
"I think I'm going home too," she added. "If I see you on the street, I'll pretend I didn't."
"We need some close-ups," Roger said. "Meat shots. The old in-and-out."
"Frank's through for the day – for the week, I'd suspect."
"I wasn't talking about Frank."
"You?"
"I told you, Connie. If a male actor bombs out, it's up to me to cover for him." He turned to the cameraman. "Come on in for the CU. No sound. You can go home, Dave."
He was undressing as he spoke, and Connie noticed for the first time, that her ex-lover was sporting a massive erection. She'd rarely seen him this hard without any stimulation from her, and there was an ache in her chest when she remembered that she'd sworn to herself that they were finished.
He knelt beside her where she sat, and he put his hand on her shoulder. "I know you're pissed off at me, and you have a right to be. But I wouldn't have asked you to fill in if I hadn't been desperate. And you were great. Wait till you see yourself in the final cut. I was afraid you'd sizzle the film in the camera while we were shooting. Connie, I still love you and I still want you for my lady."
As he spoke, Roger shifted his hands to her knees, parting them gently. Connie's eyes filled with tears as she looked into his, and she stretched out on the floor without being asked. He slid between her legs, bumping her pussy with his burning erection. She felt her clitoris throb in counterpoint, and she spread her knees further apart, making her slit wink open.
"Just the organs," Roger told the cameraman, reaching down to insert himself in Connie. But her hand was there ahead of his, and she pulled him inside her. His cock slid all the way home, nudging the mouth of her uterus on the first stroke, and Connie opened her lips in a gasping cry of delight.
"Oh," she said, "I think I love you again, Roger!"
His reply was to pull himself back and shove forward once again. She brought her cunt toward him, engulfing his meat with her slick glove, and she pawed lovingly at his back and shoulders. Roger's face dipped close, his mouth seeking hers, and Connie received him. They battled with their tongues for a long, sweet moment, then parted with a sound like the popping of a champagne cork. It tingled on her eardrums until the mad tat-a-tat of her heart replaced it, and she wanted only to kiss him, to bite his neck and face, but above all to be fucked by him.
It was only the second time Connie had ever made love in front of someone else. The first was just a few minutes ago, with Frank, but that wasn't really making love. It had only been for the benefit of the camera. The camera was still here – she could hear its gentle hum not far away – but it didn't count. She caressed Roger as if they lay on a private bed of love, and she opened her cunt time after time to receive the penetrating thrusts of his cock.
"Do it harder," she whispered. "Ram me!"
"Glad to," he sighed back, doing just that. He was always big, he was always hard, but now he seemed swollen enormously, and stiff beyond her wildest dreams. His cock was like a heated iron ingot in her cunt and she writhed and twisted as she sucked it home.
She heard the rustle of her pubic hair as his bone parted her petals and slicked through the dark curls. She could feel his fur, too, when he was fully inserted and his pubes lay pressed heavily against hers. His hairs tickled the splayed lips of her pussy, making her twitch and jiggle in response, increasing the delightful vaginal caress she was already giving his rod.
"Was I really good?" she asked between gasps as his organ experimented with provocative new rhythms.
"Dynamite," he said sincerely. "You could be the biggest porno star. Ever. I couldn't believe it. God, Connie, I got so fucking hot watching you work on Frank! I got hard, I was sweating all over, I wanted to run on, kick him out of the way, and shove my cock into you."
"Just like you're doing now?"
"This is only for the close-up," he informed her. "You wait till I get you alone. Tonight I'm going to show you what fucking is all about."
"Promise?" she laughed, but he didn't answer. She'd felt the telltale jerky shudder of his pole. He was starting to cum.
"Sorry, babe," he said, "but we need a splasher." Roger dragged his cock from her moist hole – semen was already spurting in white strings from his tip – and he ejaculated onto her breasts and belly. She reached down to touch the goo he'd deposited on her body, swirling it on her skin like finger-paint.
Roger said, "Cut! Wrap!" and, without missing a beat, he stuffed three of his large fingers into the hole he'd just been fucking. Connie almost jumped off the floor when she felt his savage digital penetration, and she cried out in panic. But before the echo of her words had begun to die, Roger's head was between her thighs and he was licking her cunt while he fingered it.
He ate her out with a passionate need that was stronger than anything she'd known from him in their relationship so far. His tongue stabbed deeply, alongside his probing fingers, and she could only twist and shake while he ate her. She felt her clit swell to what seemed a mountain-sized lump of raw tissue, and when his teeth seized upon it, Connie had no alternative. She screamed and teat her fists on the floor and, within seconds, felt her juices flow in a steaming river to meet her lover's fingers and mouth.
It was about a week later that Connie learned that her porno-movie exploits – along with her real name – had been splashed all over the pages of Twat.



CHAPTER SIX


"That's about all," she told Stacy. "Then your brother called. Someone in his dorm subscribed to Twat and Gerry's roommate borrowed the copy. Gerry saw it, and…"
"Ssshhh!" Stacy purred, stroking her mother's breast. "Don't worry any more. Gerry's always been a horse's ass, if you want to know how I feel. Here, lay back. Let me…" She dropped her head and began to like her mother's nipples. "Doesn't that make you feel better? Hmmmmm?"
Connie smiled wistfully. "It does indeed. Oh, Stacy, for the first time today I feel like living. No, please, don't stop now. Oh! You naughty girl!" Stacy had just transferred her mouth from nipples to bush, and her tongue was streaking up and down the fine line of her mother's snatch.
Yes, thought Stacy, she really needed someone now. She decided she wouldn't go back to Amherst tomorrow.
School was a drag anyway. Most of her classes this term were real bummers, and she couldn't endure the thought of being hassled by Melissa. She needed a change, and her mother needed some loving company.
They were good together, she reminded herself. Maybe Mom had never done it with a girl before, but the old girl learned fast. Old girl? No, Connie certainly wasn't an old girl. A curious, titillating idea came to her as she lapped at her mother's pink gash. Stacy raised her head, brown eyes flashing.
"Tell me," she began. "If it was so easy for you to get into dirty movies by accident, how hard would it be for somebody to do it on purpose?"
Connie's eyebrows lifted. "Oh!" was all she could say.
Connie heard the key in the lock and she knew it must be. Roger. He was right on time. She'd asked him to come over this afternoon for some important conversation.
"Hi, love," she said, going to him for a hug and a kiss. He squeezed her tenderly and didn't let her go when their lips parted.
"How is everything? You sounded low yesterday, and if you hadn't insisted you wanted to be left strictly alone, I'd have been here."
She nodded. She knew. "Yesterday was a bad day. Or most of it was. Come into the living room, hon. I want to talk."
He stretched out on the couch and she knelt beside him, her fingers stroking him from neck to waist. "So," she began. "I'm branded publicly as a porno star now, Roger. The secret is out. If I'm to be hanged, it might as well be for a horse instead of a sheep."
"Meaning?"
"Meaning, how would you feel about my doing it again?"
He smiled. "If you want to, Connie, I can arrange it. There've been offers, but I never bothered relaying them, since I didn't think you were interested."
"Let's say I am. Does that make you uneasy, insecure, upset? How do you feel?"
"As long as you want me, Con, I'm going to be wanting you. Nothing will change that."
"I'm glad." She kissed him far a long time, her lips lingering on his while his hand petted the tits that were high and firm inside her clinging sweater. "One condition, though," she said with a sigh, her face close to his and their breath intermingling. "A close friend of mine would like to have a role in it." She saw his eyebrows lift. "You told me yourself that you're always on the lookout for fresh, exciting to be without inhibitions."
He nodded.
"Well?"
"Who is it?" Roger asked.
"Me," said Stacy, coming out of the bedroom.
Her long hair was up with ringlets dangling, and she wore a chic pantsuit that accentuated her tall, slim but busty figure.
"This is Anastasia," Connie announced as Roger sat up. She didn't know if it was the right time to let him know who Anastasia was. He'd find out soon enough, but she wanted to lead into it slowly. Would he be shocked to learn that his mistress had spent most of last night making incestuous lesbian love with her own daughter? Would he be disgusted?
He smiled and took the hand she offered. "Yes," he said, "she's young and attractive as hell, and if that gleam in her eyes is any clue, probably uninhibited enough. Why do you want to be in porno, Anastasia? Are you an aspiring actress?"
"I could care less about acting," she declared. "I think it would be kinky and interesting."
"Well," he mused, "are you really uninhibited? You don't look like a virgin, so I'll skip the obvious questions. What if you had to make love to another girl in front of a camera? Could you do it?"
She giggled, and Connie blushed.
Roger looked from face to face, smiling. "I guess that answers the question. Okay. What about golden showers? That's big nowadays."
"It has its place," Stacy shrugged.
He leaned forward. "What if the script called for a man to ball you and then shit on you? Literally."
"It would be a waste," she replied, standing up. Her hands went to the buttons of her tunic top and she undid them quickly, throwing it open. Stacy was bare underneath, her brown-capped breasts jiggling from her movements. She touched her nipples, sighing as they stiffened at her touch. "Is this a body to shit on?" she challenged him.
"Touche!" Roger laughed. "Well, since this is turning into an audition, why don't you take off the rest of your clothes? I'd like to have a look at all the merchandise."
Connie frowned. She could feel jealously starting to fester in her guts.
Stacy took off her shoes, very slowly, and then she made a simpering face at Roger. "Modesty," she announced, and, her full-sized breasts jiggling provocatively, she walked around her chair, humming as she performed the unseen task of taking off her slacks. "Are you ready?" she asked.
Roger nodded and she came out, wearing garter belt and sheer blue nylons.
"I heard this turns you on," she added.
Roger looked at Connie. "You've been telling tales, I suspect," he told her, standing up. Then, to Stacy, "You're right, Anastasia. It turns me on like you wouldn't believe."
He went to the girl, taking big steps, and he grabbed her up, spinning her around as Connie stared from the couch. His hands were on the bare cheeks of Stacy's ass, squeezing the plump, pliable cushions fiercely, and he set her down only to crush her mouth in a hot, burning kiss. Connie fancied that she could almost smell the sizzling of lips across the room, and her fists clenched angrily. What was he doing? How could he behave this way in front of her? How could Stacy let him?
Stacy was just as startled as her mother. She rubbed her lips and her eyes were enormous. They grew even larger when Roger's head dropped to her tits and he began to suck them hungrily. "Oh!" she said, looking to her mother for guidance.
Connie couldn't stand it another second. She jumped up and ran to join them. Her hands seized Roger's head, pulling him bodily from his oral grasp on her daughter's right nipple. "What are you doing?" she demanded.
"Auditioning Anastasia," he replied calmly. He was no longer sucking the girl, but his hands had gone to her tits and he held her in a death grip. "I think she has potential. Not to mention tasty tits."
Connie was stunned. "This isn't like you, Roger."
He released Stacy's breasts and pulled both women to his side, encircling each of them with an arm. "You might as well get used to it, Connie. If your daughter gets into our business she'll be doing a hell of a lot more than having her breasts licked."
"You knew all along?"
He pointed with his thumb. "You forgot to take the picture off the coffee table," he advised her, "and she's just as recognizable as you were on the cover of Twat. Nearly as sexy, too."
"Nearly?" Stacy asked.
"Nearly," he repeated, nibbling Connie's chin. "This is my main lady and she's number one as far as I'm concerned." Roger let them go. "So you've come to terms about your mother's secret life, have you?"
"Splendidly!" Stacy laughed. "Unfortunately, my brother – oh, screw him! Let's keep it happy, huh? So can you get me into the movies, too? I'm big enough and old enough."
"And sexy enough," Connie confessed. "She wants to do it, Roger. Who am I to stop her?"
"It'll get out eventually," he mused, "and it will be a scandal of sorts. The first mother-daughter team in porno cinema. Twat will have a field day with it. Are you both ready for that?"
"We'll worry when the times comes," Stacy said. "You know, Roger, you and I have one thing in common. We both dig this classy cooze from the Upper East Side. Let's show her how much. Okay?"
Connie blushed around her smile of pride.
She was right, Connie thought as she hurried out of her clothes beside the bed. She and Roger had both made love with her. But was it right? Or was there even such a thing as right? Could it be bad when it felt so good? she asked herself.
"Good God!" Stacy warbled. "Is that thing for real?" She was talking about Roger's cock, which rose of its own power while he was still involved with undressing himself. Connie had to smile. Her lover had a big one all right, and it was very much for real.
She pushed Roger and he stumbled toward the waterbed, flopping down beside Stacy, who made a flying lunge for his dick. She grabbed it with both hands, but enough of the cock stuck out to allow her some delightful licking and kissing, and that was precisely what Stacy began to do. Connie eased onto the bed with them, cupping her breasts as she offered Roger his choice of nipples.
Both her paps were stiff and suckable, and his lips darted from tit to tit as he tested their responses. Connie could sense a growing wetness at her cunt, and she touched herself down there with her middle finger. Her gash parted like melted butter to suck that finger inside. She rode its frantic thrusts while Roger nursed her breasts, till she could stand it no longer. Connie pried her nipples from between his sucking lips, slid forward on the bed, and planted her cunt squarely atop his mouth.
His tongue had a way of moving on her slit, and the bed started to sway beneath them as his head picked up speed. Connie cupped her tits once again, squeezing them till they ached as she relished her man's oral talents.
But no! She was facing the wrong direction! She wanted to watch Stacy, to see what tricks the girl could perform on Roger's cock. It killed her to disconnect his tongue and her snatch, even for a second, but she raised her bottom all the same, turning around quickly. She replanted her bush with a sigh, feeling his little wet snake as it darted inside once again.
A bit further down the bed Stacy was involved with a snake that was certainly not little, though it glistened with the moisture her mouth had already deposited on its stiff length. The girl wooed Roger's hard red cock with her hands and her mouth, as if she couldn't decide whether to suck it or play with it. Connie watched as her daughter shoved it between her lips, only to remove it once again and caress it with her warm, swift hands.
"I think you lucked out," she told her mother as Roger's cock jiggled before her mouth. Stacy's tongue flitted out, tapping the penis at its very apex, lingering there for a second of contact, then darting away once more. She giggled, opened her mouth, and took him in for sixty seconds of slow suction.
A weird feeling came over Connie then. It was as if Roger had been reduced to a cock and a tongue, both organs with no other purpose than to delight herself and her daughter. She had never felt closer to her daughter than she did at that moment, as they shared a man between them.
"Why don't you put it in your cunt?" she suggested. "Then we can touch one another, and…" Her rising voice left the sentence uncompleted but its meaning implicit.
"Right on!" Stacy agreed, and she climbed atop Roger's loins, guiding his prick into her hole. She sank down upon it with a sigh, her tits heaving as she took him all the way up, and she gave her ass a shake to seal the connection. "Talk about having a bellyful," she quipped as she leaned forward to caress her mother's breasts.
The two women came together as they romped above Roger's erotic tools. Their lips met in a kiss that was by far the hottest they had yet shared, and Connie felt her very soul flowing into her daughter's sucking mouth. Hands crossed back and forth, stroking breasts, pulling nipples, reaming navels, even plunging into the cunts that were already filled by Roger's tongue and dick.
And through it all he never wavered once. Stacy bounced in ecstasy op his cock, while his tongue did masterful service on Connie's clit and labia. She wasn't sure, but it seemed that he had never been so orally erotic as at this moment. She could feel her clitoris growing and pulsating where his lips and fingers made it ready for his tongue to love, and she loved him desperately.
Sometimes his tongue strayed from her cunt, into the shadowed crevice of her body, and its dripping tip knocked playfully at the pucker of her asshole. She had only recently lost her anal cherry, after years of fearing that type of intimacy, and the very touch of his tongue made her recall the magical moment when his long, thick pecker had first outwitted her wary sphincter and slid into her rectum. When he licked her ass now, when he tickled it with the tip of his index finger, she wanted to open it wide, to suck his tongue into her shithole.
But instead of that she contented herself with receiving his lingual love as he chose to give it, in her own turn growing more aggressive with Stacy as the girl rocked so closely. She leaned forward, discovering that she could manage to suckle her daughter's fat brown nipples without breaking her connection. The nipples swelled and throbbed in Connie's mouth and Stacy groaned ecstatically as they were sucked and chewed and sucked again.
"Lean back," Connie directed, her head swimming from the nearness of her own climax. Stacy bent herself back as requested, steadying her body with hands on Roger's knees. Connie leaned toward the brown-thatched gash where her lover's cock was at play.
Her tongue flitted among Stacy's pubic curls and tasted the juices which sapped her daughter's bush. But only for a moment. There was plenty more – and she knew where to find it. Connie speared at her daughter's pussy itself, her tongue sharing the splayed labia with Roger's tool.
The sensation was unbelievable. She could feel Stacy's pussy pulsating with life as it was fucked, a pulsation which became frenetic when Connie's tongue joined the party. Now she licked her daughter, now she kissed and dabbed Roger's jabbing prick, and all the while Roger continued to suck her own raw slice. As he felt Connie's mouth join his fucking tool his oral assault intensified. He had four fingers jammed into her hole, his teeth gnawing her fat, sexed-up clit, the tip of his finger knocking for admittance to the tight sanctity of her anus. She wanted to resist him, to maintain indefinitely the incomparable wonder of this moment.
But Stacy was cumming already, her voice breaking as she screamed out her joy, and her lovely pussy rippled around Roger's embedded tool. Connie was licking the battleground and she could feel the tension of her lover's cock, the shudders which raced up and down its length as it continued in and out of Stacy's cunt.
"OH!" Connie exclaimed. "OOHHHHHHHHH!"
Her orgasm burst forth and she flooded Roger's face with the hot cream of her cunt. At almost the same moment she could see his penis surrender in its struggle against Stacy's cuntal vibrations. Roger squirted massively into Connie's daughter as she rocked and rolled above him.
Connie was doing some rocking and rolling of her own at the moment, but she could see Roger's cum pouring from Stacy's gash, spilling in puddles onto his testicles and the base of his cock. White, thick, sweet-smelling – she was certain that she could see steam arising from the huge drops.
"Oh, my God," she moaned, her tongue flying to lap up the semen that would surely have been wasted but for Connie's hungry mouth.
It was Roger's own, definitely. She had drunk his jism so many times she could never forget its beautiful taste. But mixed with it was a fresh, delightful essence that belonged solely to her daughter. And as Connie sampled the blending with her tongue she knew that she loved both of them more than she could express. They were hers, and she was theirs, and that was how it had always been intended to be.
Cum glistened on Connie's lips and chin when she finally lifted her head. Her thighs ached from the exertion of straddling and clutching Roger's face, and she rolled onto her back beside him. Stacy too was picking herself up, Roger's cock popping out of her vagina, and a few remaining trickles of his cum oozed from her slit to course slowly down the insides of her legs as she went to her mother.
Connie offered her lips for kissing, and Stacy wasn't too proud to accept them. The girl's tongue laved her mother's face, cleaning away stray bubbles of jism, her eyes brightening as she savored the taste, and they were busy with one another, so busy they scarcely looked in Roger's direction.
"That was your party," he told them. "I think this time will be mine."
The women broke off their kiss and both of them turned toward Roger. He knelt beside them, his cock wet, still hard. His hands reached to Connie.
"Is that for me?" she husked.
"You'd better believe it," he assured her. "So get it while it's hot."
She went onto her chest and knees, her ass uplifted. Between her slightly spread thighs the brawn-fluffed bun of her cunt presented itself for the admiration of all, and before Roger even had a chance to stick his cock in, Stacy was rubbing the wet pink slit with her index finger. She kissed it one time only, but it was a kiss of adoration and special tenderness and, without looking, Connie sighed, "Oh, Stacy!"
"It's all yours," Stacy smiled, sliding out of the way, and Roger moved into position. "Oh, let me," the girl added, her hand gripping his cock. She steered it to her mother's slit, rubbing the large purple knob up and down the labial folds. With her fingers she spread Connie's cunt, using her other hand to insert the head of Roger's dong. "Take it away," she said then. "And give her hell, if you don't mind."
Roger proceeded to do just that. He stabbed Connie's bush with his tool, making her cry out passionately, and after holding himself in her a minute for soaking, he broke into a rabbit-fucking tempo. The bed shook so violently Stacy felt the impulse to hang on, lest she be thrown to the floor. And what better to hang on to, than the joined bodies of her mother and Roger? No one was doing anything to her at the moment, but it was exciting enough to watch the mighty sweep of Roger's peter as it slammed in and out of Connie's puss.
Her mother really had lucked out. Roger was some hunk of man. Compared to him, Stacy's other lovers had all been little boys. And her mother was a dynamite slice of woman, too. Come to think of it, maybe Connie wasn't the only one who'd lucked out. Stacy was doing pretty damned well herself. She had both of them for her personal use. They had one another, she corrected herself.
No one was using anyone else in the negative sense.
It was one for all and all for one, just like the Three Musketeers but a hell of a lot more fun, she was certain.
Stacy's pussy itched unbearably, in spite of the drenching blasts of semen with which Roger had filled her, and she found herself stroking it unconsciously as she watched her mother and Roger going to town. By the time she realized that she was diddling herself she had all four fingers inserted while her thumb strummed back and forth on her pubic mound. She touched her tits with her free hand, squeezing the nipples so fiercely they should have gushed a river of milk, but that was one trick she couldn't manage in spite of her aching desire. What to do now? she asked herself. Frig herself till they finish and see what was available then?
That was a passive role, and Stacy rebelled at passivity of any kind. Sometimes she was too aggressive, it seemed, but her aggressiveness last night had been rewarded splendidly. She crawled toward Roger, her hand still active in her pussy, and she began to work her head between his braced thighs as he kept on screwing Connie.
Her finger roved up and down the crack of his ass, dipping low enough to nudge his swinging scrotum, and she worked her face between his buttocks too, tongue plunging in to moisten his anal opening. Some guys got off on that, she was very much aware. She thought of something else that guys occasionally went for, and a wicked smile captured her lips.
Stacy withdrew her hand from its lodging in her cunt. The fingers were sopping wet from her juices and she sniffed at their fragrance, testing it with her tongue in passing. She sometimes liked to suck her fingers clean after masturbating, but not right now. Instead she applied her wet digits to Roger's anus, greasing it with her fluid. He squirmed as she touched him, asking, "What's on your mind, Stacy?"
"Buggery," she replied smirkily, adding her tongue and its coating of saliva to the lubricants on Roger's asshole. He wiggled as she oiled him, but he didn't resist.
Not even when she began to work her middle finger into the rectal outlet. "Loosen up," she begged. "You'll dig this."
He loosened, enough to let her wedge the fingertip, and after that, complete insertion was easy as pie. Roger moaned as her finger suddenly overcame his anal resistance and entered him to the hilt. Stacy moaned too, for his ass was deliciously tight. It took all her strength to pull the finger back for a fresh diving plunge, but when she managed, it was everything she had hoped it might be.
She fucked his ass with her finger, taking special care to prod his prostate erotically. Roger was definitely one of those guys who got off on it, she noted proudly. And as she kept on reaming his asshole she leaned in her lips smacking a kiss upon his swaying scrotum.
It spurred him to new heights as he screwed her mother. Stacy could hear the screams that burst from Connie's lips as Roger's penile invasion took on a character she had never known before. One for all and all for one, Stacy reminded herself, and she began to suck one of his tender nuts. She was gentle with him, for she knew how delicate the jewels were, but she made up for her oral gentleness by turning her ass-probing finger into a lance of cruel but lovable stimulation.
His asshole gripped her like a vise, in return, and when he moved his hips in a certain impulsive manner she stifled a cry of sudden dread. Christ! She'd been almost positive he was on the point of breaking off her Goddamned finger! In revenge she stabbed him deeply, and her fingertip pushed his prostate like a salesman rings a doorbell.
"Nnnggghhhhhhh!" Roger wailed, his voice rising a full octave, and Stacy knew that she'd done him a favor indeed. He rocked forward, throwing all his weight upon Connie's uplifted ass, and Stacy could smell the cum that he was shooting into her mother's wet quim. His anus throbbed on her finger and she had to get it out for fear it really would break right off.
Connie's braced knees collapsed and she fell smack onto the mattress, water sloshing inside the bed. Again that dizzy, swaying sensation, and Stacy's head felt as if it were full of sloshing water too. Roger dropped with Connie, still fucking her cunt, but the shudders of his ass were decreasing. He was very nearly fucked out.
It was too bad they didn't have a camera on hand, Stacy thought smugly. They didn't make anything sexier than this. She watched as Roger slid off Connie, his cock wilted, smeared with globs of white cum that made Stacy's tongue tingle. She was on the verge of going down on him, of cleaning him off with her mouth – until she saw more of the jism leaking from her mother's pussy.
Stacy dropped, worming between her mother's parted legs, and as her mouth made contact she heard Connie say, "Huh?" in a fuzzy, surprised voice. But Stacy wasn't listening to voices. She moved her tongue, coating it in the cream that lined her mother's snatch, and as she lapped it up she wondered if she could ever get enough of this tasty brand of sex. Maybe she wouldn't even bother with dirty movies. She could get all she needed without leaving her mother's bedroom. But save the decision-making till, later. Right now – eat, eat, eat!



CHAPTER SEVEN


Setting up a new movie was just as easy as Roger had predicted. The shadowy characters who finance X-rated films had not missed the significance of Connie's debut role, and Roger found two men willing to gamble $30,000 on that significance.
This was no How to Become a Stud, either. Roger had written and directed that one, and his kindest description of it was "shit". For this script he collaborated with a writer friend, tailoring it to Connie's talents and personality, and it seemed at least half a notch above the usual porno scenario.
Connie had the leading role, a Broadway hooker who inherited a fortune from one of her regular customers.
She took to the part intuitively. Some scenes were filmed on the streets where her character worked, and Connie, with a frizzy blonde wig, long coat open to show off tight sweater, miniskirt, and thigh-high boots, blended marvelously with the six or seven real whores who had agreed to be filmed for local color. She played her part so well that she was even propositioned by two businessman-types before her partner in the first sequence could get to her. Her voice was pure Bronx and her manner cold and mercenary. Worth the price of admission was a bit where she sat naked on the edge of a bed, almost two inches of ash dangling from the end of her cigarette while she expertly rolled a condom onto her john's erect prick.
The cast was large, and most of the familiar New York porno faces and bodies were in evidence for an orgy scene celebrating Connie's arrival to fortune. Among those bare writhing bodies was that of Stacy Talbot. No one was aware that she was Connie's daughter to them, she was simply another ambitious, uninhibited girl stripping and sexing for the movie camera.
Stacy's only scene was the orgy, filmed on the last day of the six-day schedule. It took the entire day, some nine hours of shooting altogether, and every muscle in the girl's body ached. Her bit had been a demanding one – to be screwed from the rear by a big-cocked stud while she took turns munching on Ellen Pascoe's pussy and the mouth-filling rod of a well-known porno actor. But her part wouldn't compare to Connie's own job in that color sexorama. Stacy had watched, scarcely believing her eyes, as her mother engaged simultaneously with three men – one cock in her mouth, another in her cunt, the third reaming into her asshole. It had been done before in porno films, but rarely with the enthusiasm Connie's character displayed. If that hot foursome didn't give a hard-on to every man who saw it, well, nothing would.
Stacy took an immediate liking to Ellen Pascoe. She knew from her mother that the young actress was lesbian by inclination, and so she took extra care to use her mouth suggestively during their scene together. Ellen responded well. Stacy had felt the twitter of a mini-cum rippling through Ellen's vagina as she licked and sucked it, and when Ellen invited her to come by that evening for some drinks and conversation, Stacy said yes.
Ellen lived in a rundown building on the Lower East Side, just outside the East Village area. She'd decorated her apartment in early thrift shop, but it was homey and comfortable. On one wall was a large, blown-up color photograph of two women kissing passionately. The colon were muted and romantic, the bodies bare and beautiful, and Stacy found it marvelously appealing. Mast of her best times had been with girls, she thought as Ellen poured two Ripples on the rocks. She didn't dislike men – they could be fun at limes – she simply preferred women. Soft bodies, firm breasts, neat clean pussies – those were what made life worth the living.
"I was really terrible, wasn't I?" she asked Ellen as she took the glass of Ripple. Their fingers touched for a moment and Stacy felt a ripple of sorts in her body as well as in her glass.
"No," Ellen lied enthusiastically. "I thought you were pretty good. Especially when you wiggled your tongue…"
"I meant," Stacy cut in, "that I was terrible as an actress."
"In this racket," Ellen replied, "it's not how well you can act – it's how you do the act. I'm not making any competition for Ellen Burstyn, but I have more work than I can handle. So to speak." She giggled. "Tell me about yourself. You're new and interesting. This was your first gig, wasn't it? Where do you come from, and what got you into the world of X?"
"I'm from New York," Stacy shrugged, "and it just seemed like a kicky thing to try. Connie Talbot and I are kind of tight, you know, and she got me the job."
"Wow," Ellen gushed, "she is really something, isn't she? God, it's not every day you run into somebody that can fuck and act at the same time! Did you ever make it with her?"
Stacy smiled benignly, then nodded.
"Far out! I tried to make, her once, but she turned me down, so I figured maybe she wasn't into that scene."
"She hasn't been into it for very long," Stacy conceded. "But she's getting better all the time."
"Think you could fix me up, huh?" Ellen asked. "I'd trade my right tit for a tumble with that foxy lady."
Stacy laughed. "Is that the only reason you invited me over? To fix you up with someone else?"
"You gotta look out for tomorrow," Ellen protested. "And I like to think of you as tonight." She put down her glass and went to Stacy, who was sitting in a saggy armchair. Kneeling on the floor between Stacy's legs, Ellen leaned in for a kiss. Stacy took it happily, opening her mouth to let Ellen's tongue enter, and she put her arms around the other girl's neck just as Ellen pulled up Stacy's sweatshirt and grasped the ripe tits beneath.
There was a popping sound as their mouths separated. Ellen's head descended to the tits she'd just bared, and she wetted Stacy's nipples with her spit before she drew them into her mouth for some heavy suckling. Stacy could feel her paps erecting against Ellen's flicking tongue and she seemed to be moist and tingly all over. Women sucked tit so much better than men did, no matter how well-intentioned the guy was.
She got her sweatshirt off while Ellen nursed at her ample bosom, and then Ellen asked her to take off her ass-hugging jeans as well. That was fine by Stacy, who stood up, unhooked herself, and slid the pants down her hips so slowly Ellen moaned in frustrated anticipation. It was worth the wait. Stacy wore nothing at all under her clothes – nothing except her skin and fluffy patch of hair in a provocative place. Ellen had seen it this afternoon at the porno shooting, but the script hadn't called for her to do anything about it. She'd been busy sucking a guy while Stacy ate her out and even when his jism spurted onto her face Ellen had been dreaming of the moment that was right now at hand.
Ellen was still on her knees. She touched the jeans at Stacy's feet, helped Stacy remove them from her ankles, then let her hands glide up the girl's smooth, silky thighs. Two fingers delicately brushed the clump of hair, and Ellen looked up with a contented smile. "I can hear it crackle," she said in a happy, airy voice. "Do you think it means we have an electric attraction?"
"Why don't you see if you can make me light up?" Stacy suggested wickedly.
Ellen laughed. She put both hands on Stacy's bush and pulled the gates wide with as gentle a touch as her excitement would allow. She saw the pussy open up before her eyes, moisture already dewing on the slick coral vulva. Stacy's hole winked at Ellen, a tunnel inviting the exploration of tongue or fingers. She wanted to tell Stacy that she looked good enough to eat, but did she have to do it verbally? Ellen's face moved in close and her tongue skated across the snatch she had excavated.
Stacy grabbed Ellen by the ears, seeking to pull her inside. Ellen's stubby nose burrowed among the folds of vaginal tissue while her tongue alternated between the clitty and the snug, wet opening. If her chin and cheeks were being tickled by Stacy's thick beaver fuzz it was a sensation that seemed to delight her, for she gave her head little twists and jiggles that caused stimulation to flit back and forth across Stacy's cunt.
Stacy felt a momentary weakness at her knees, and for a moment she had a flash of fear that she might fall. Ellen must have felt that trembling, for she grabbed Stacy by the buttocks and steadied the girl's body with her own. Stacy clutched Ellen's head for reassurance and let herself be supported by her strong young friend. "Why don't we lie down?" she suggested.
Ellen's apartment had but one room, together with a tiny bath, and her bed was a thick mattress spread right on the floor. As Stacy planted herself upon it she sighed. It was soft as a featherbed and her body seemed to sink through layers of down.
Beside her stood Ellen, undressing herself. The actress removed her blouse and slacks, then knelt by the bed in her underthings. Turning around, she asked Stacy to unhook her bra – a task Stacy was only too glad to perform. The brassiere fell away and Ellen, still kneeling, wiggled out of her panties. She rose to her feet without turning yet, shaking her head to make her tong hair fall down her back. When she turned, her eyes were intensely fixed on Stacy's face.
"DO you like me?" she asked. "Do you think I'm pretty?"
"My God," said Stacy. "Of course I do!"
"Honest?"
"Of course," she told Ellen impatiently. "Come here. I want you now."
Ellen eased onto the mattress, rolling into Stacy's arms. Their legs interlaced so that each girl had a thigh pressing the other's pussy. Ellen's slice grew damp as Stacy rubbed it with her leg, and she knew that her own slit was already as wet as though she'd just pissed herself.
Between kisses she asked Ellen, "Why did you want to know if I thought you were pretty? Lord! You've been in a hundred movies."
"I wanted to know what you thought of me," Ellen replied softly. "Sometimes I look at myself in the mirror and all I see is ugly, and other times…"
"This is one of those other times," Stacy said, planting a hickey on Ellen's neck. At the same time she worked a finger into her friend's slit, pushing it as deeply as she could. The cunt within that sliced bun was already slick and it grew positively sloppy as Stacy's wrist gave a twist that made the inserted finger turn counter-clockwise, ninety degrees. Ellen squealed and squirmed, her snatch releasing a bubbling wetness that drenched Stacy's entire hand.
A byproduct of Ellen's agitated twitching was the frantic rub of her smooth thigh on Stacy's puss. A breath caught in Stacy's throat and she said, "Oh!" In another moment Ellen had gotten her finger into Stacy and each girl was diddling the other as the mattress bounced beneath them. Ellen jerked and moaned as Stacy pronged her deeply, her tongue fluttering excitedly, in the gap of her parted lips, but Stacy's own cries were so loud in her ears that she could scarcely hear Ellen. She clutched at Ellen's thumb with her cunt but it slipped from her all the same, and now, instead of being finger-pronged, she was being frigged. Ellen's hand slid up and down the ravine of Stacy's sex, the friction kindling a heat that threatened to burst into roaring flame.
Stacy twisted herself suddenly, her finger popping from Ellen's cunt. The warm hairy swamp was empty only for an instant, Stacy's head dancing in to pick up where her finger had left off. She opened Ellen with her fingers and she began to drink the honey seeping from that lovely pink pussy. The clit seemed to jump into her mouth, and she dragged at it with her lips, sucking, biting, smacking greedily. Ellen screamed and lunged up with her cunt, treating Stacy to an even bigger mouthful than she'd intended to receive at the moment. Wet hair tickled Stacy's lips, dripping cream wafted into her nostrils, and her tongue glided through slick greasy caverns of delight. She felt the tidal wave of Ellen's cum, and she thrust her tongue into the sucking pussy to taste all the joy she'd brought her friend.
At almost the same moment she willed her own body to let itself go Ellen's fingers were jerking mechanically on the outer lips of her slice, and Stacy closed her thighs on that hand. Trapped in Stacy's cunt, the other girl's hand shoved back, hot and hard, and Stacy felt herself pass the point of no return. She wriggled her hips and thighs, juice drenching Ellen's clutching, caressing fist. The mattress shook and rattled for almost five minutes, neither girl willing to let go her hold on the other. It was a cum to remember.



CHAPTER EIGHT


Like kids on a weeknight date, Connie and Roger were sharing a pitcher of beer and a super deluxe pizza at a back booth in a small Village restaurant. Connie could belt gin all evening without any appreciable effect, but a couple of beers left her giggly. And horny, too. She had one shoe off beneath the table, and her toes had inserted themselves under Roger's trouser leg.
"[missing text]," he said. "You've finished your second film. And it's going to be a good one. Wait till you see the final cut."
"It was Stacy's idea," Connie smiled. "I don't think I'd have done it if she hadn't been so excited by the prospect of being in a pornographic film. But she wasn't very good, was she?"
Roger shrugged. "Depends on how you classify good. She is a rotten actress. Almost as bad as Ellen Pascoe. On the credit side, she is enthusiastic and photogenic. She could make a career of it, if she wanted to. But she can't compare with her mother."
Connie smiled, blushing gracefully. Roger poured her a fresh glass of beer and continued. "Now – what I'd like to know is, where do we go from here? How do you feel about the films? Christ, I had two inquiries this morning, people wanting to know if you're available. One offer was for fifteen hundred, four days shooting, star billing. And when this one gets into release, the offers are bound to multiply. Maybe even some from Hollywood. But it's up to you, Connie."
"Oh, I know," she said, "and yet I don't know. Why do we have to worry about tomorrow all the time? Why can't you and I go home and make love, as if tonight were all that exists?"
"Tomorrow comes all the same," he pointed out, "and we have to make some kind of plans. What am I supposed, to tell the guy who called me this morning? Do you want to be in his film?" He smiled. "Fifteen hundred dollars is a lot of money for four days work."
Connie giggled.
"What I really wanted to talk about," he went on, "is this. A friend of mine turned up this kicky sex novel, about a middle-aged spinster back in the Thirties who gets tangled up with a couple of young hick bank robbers. They rape her and she starts liking it. I can get the rights cheaply – my friend knows the author – and it would be a dynamite role for you. The character is just made to order for you, Con, and we could turn it into a far-out film. If you're interested."
"Oh, I don't know," she said. "Sometimes I get the feeling that I'm turning into a disembodied cunt. I'd rather do it with you, in private."
"I know that, and I feel the same way. But you're magic when the camera is running. It's knockout subject matter and we could make enough cash to buy ourselves a place in the Berkshires, far from this scungy city…"
"Really?" she asked, her eyes brightening.
"Really," he said with a nod. "Settle down, maybe even start a new family."
"Oh," she said. "I've done a great job with the other one. Do you think I ought to try again?"
"Don't keep nagging at yourself. You're batting five hundred. Stacy loves you, no matter how that fuck-off son of yours feels. Have you heard anything more from him?"
She shook her head.
"Well, don't waste time thinking about him, Con. Because as soon as we finish this pizza we're going up to my place. You can look over that novel I was telling you about, and I hope it makes you good and hot because I intend to fuck your ass off this evening."
When they got to Roger's third-floor walk-up the door was unlocked.
"Maybe we should call the police," Connie suggested.
He shook his head and pushed the door open.
"Oh, hi," said the person sitting on the sofa, drink in hand. "I still had that key you gave me, so I just let myself in. That was okay, wasn't it, hon?" Wearing a sweater that looked as if it had been painted over her stiff-nippled tits, and a skirt so short that more of her was covered by her red panties, sat Denise Gayle, the actress whose hangover had catapulted Connie into the world of X-rated acting.
Roger squeezed Connie's hand and led her into the room. "How have you been?" he said reservedly. He and Denise had lived together at one time, Connie knew, and she wasn't jealous. Not really. But the idea of finding the lovely blonde actress here, this evening, when they had come home to fuck one another silly – she felt as if someone had intruded upon her life and she didn't like it at all.
"Oh, just fine," Denise smiled. "Been on the dinner theater circuit, you know. Long Island, Connecticut. It's a living, of sorts. Say, why I'm here this evening – I got back into town the other night, and someone told me you were getting ready to do a new movie. So I thought maybe you'd be interested in giving me another chance. I've really got my shit together this time. None of those bad scenes like I pulled last time. God, I'm so sorry about that!"
She was pure hustle, Connie could tell at a glance, but she was also beautiful. Denise looked much better than the last time Connie had seen her.
"You're just a little late," Roger said noncommittally. He gave the impression that he couldn't care less about Denise and her ambitions. "We wrapped it today. I couldn't have given you more than a walk-on anyway. It was Connie's film. She's come a long way since I talked her into subbing for you that day. More offers than she knows what to do with."
Denise was absolutely green as she eyed Connie, and it was crystal clear what she was thinking.
"You know, though," Roger said thoughtfully, "that book we were talking about, Con – the last half of it is a kidnap story. The outlaws grab a spoiled blonde rich-bitch type, hold her for ransom, screw her buns off, all that stuff. Can you see Denise as a spoiled blonde rich bitch?"
"Oh sure!" Denise chirped. "I could do that number. It's one of my specialties. You saw me on Police Station, didn't you? God, this could be perfect! Is it a big part?"
"Sort of," he conceded. "Third or fourth billing. Maybe thirty minutes of screen time. If you're good, you'll look good, and if you're bad you may never work again. But it might be rougher than you think. In the book the girl gets dildoed with a broom handle, fucks two guys at once, and there's a lot of lesbian action. Maybe…"
Denise grimaced involuntarily but her voice retained hope. "Oh, I think I can handle it. A broom handle?" She frowned.
"What do you think, Con? You'll have final approval anyway. Denise? Or is there someone you'd prefer?" He smiled. "Ellen Pascoe? She seems a natural for the part."
"Ellen Pascoe?" Denise shrilled. "She isn't even blonde! She'd have to wear a wig, and it wouldn't match when she took her panties off. I'm natural blonde, remember? And Ellen couldn't act her way out of a publics toilet if somebody gave her a dime." She looked at Connie, bright-eyed. "What do you think, Cathy – I mean, Connie." Denise blushed, but retrieved her composure with a beaming smile.
Denise didn't wait for an answer. She stood up, hauled her sweater over her head, and took a deep breath. Her large, well-separated breasts lifted excitingly, the nipples standing at proud attention. She turned, showing off her figure in profile, and it was a figure worth showing off. Connie's mouth was wetter than it should have been. She felt as if she were about to strangle on her own saliva. Getting better acquainted with Stacy had made her throbbingly appreciative of bodies like Denise's, and she wondered if Roger would mind awfully.
While she wrestled with her emotions she saw Denise fiddling with the button of her skirt. It dropped to the floor, and the girl stood there wearing only her bright red panties. But not for long. Denise pulled them to her knees and parted the narrow strip of fur Connie already remembered too well. "See," she said proudly.
"Natural blonde. You couldn't go wrong with me."
"I don't think I could," Connie said softly, taking two giant steps toward Denise.
Roger pointed to the bedroom door. "The casting couch is in there, Connie."
For all her boldness in displaying herself, Denise seemed stiff and withdrawn when Connie pulled her onto the bed and began to kiss her on the face. "I'm sorry," the blonde said. "I mean, I don't have any moral objections or anything, but I've just never done this before. With a girl, I mean." She held her breath tensely. "But I'm a quick study. I can do anything the script calls for. Really! And this means a lot to me." Impulsively she closed her eyes and puckered her lips.
Denise was nude, Connie fully dressed, but that wouldn't be the case for long. As they maintained the searing kiss Connie could feel Denise's hands going into action. Fingers stroked her back and shoulders, slid down her sides, past the hipbones, onto the smooth curved legs. Connie leaned closer, and reached low to cup the bare, hot cheeks of Denise's bottom. The girl moaned into Connie's mouth as the older woman's fingers slipped into the anal cleavage. Denise brought up one leg, folding it around Connie's waist, and she moved her bare cuntal area into contact with Connie's hard, muscular thigh.
Connie leaned back, breaking off the kiss but holding the close embrace. She inched between their bodies and undid the buttons of her blouse, folding one side of it back to bare her small, hard breast. She didn't have to look down to know that her nipple was standing up in supple erection, and she pushed Denise's head toward that nipple. The girl moved willingly, fitting her lips around the pap. Her technique was too overdone at first, the product of her nervous ambition, and she nursed Connie with loud smacking noises and fierce lip-tongue action.
"Oh, a little softer, please," Connie whispered, stroking Denise's lovely golden hair. She remembered how silky it had felt, the first time she touched it, and she wondered if a sexual attraction had lurked inside her since that day.
Her left breast ached from Denise's furious oral attentions, and Connie couldn't endure it another second. She flipped aside the other half of her blouse, pulled the mouth from her left tit and guided it to the matching right mammary. Denise's tongue left a wet trail across Connie's cleavage and up the slope of the fresh boob, and when she snatched the nipple between her teeth for some frenzied chewing, Connie's voice rose in a tight, breathy scream that shrilled back into her ears. Her head wobbled from side to side, and she caught a glimpse of Roger. He was sitting at the foot of the bed, smiling as he watched the two women entwined atop the sheets. Would he only watch, or would he find himself driven to join them? she wondered.
Connie got out of her blouse while Denise kept sucking tit. The girl went on as if she were afraid to stop. If she'd never done this before, she was doing just fine for her first time out. If anything, she was a bit too wild and unrestrained, but Connie had no thought of asking her to tone it down. When the film was made their coupling in lesbian intercourse should be an exciting sight.
"Lie back," Connie commanded, prying Denise from the titty she suckled. Connie rose to her knees, sliding down her slacks and panties. As the garments dropped, revealing the fluffy brown fur of her bush, she felt Denise reach out to touch it with her fingers. The girl stroked the hair softly at first, her hand soon growing bold enough to comb through the curls and caress the flesh beneath. Two fingers located the tight pink mouth of Connie's curd and Connie sighed aloud, feeling her clitoris begin to stiffen inside her gash. She covered Denise's hand, crushing it upon her pubic mound, holding it there till enough moisture had oozed from her slit to coat the young girl's slim fingers, and then she spoke in a husky, breathy voice. "Lick your fingers," she suggested to Denise. "Find out whether you like the taste."
Denise's hand flew to her mouth. Her tongue stole out daintily to lap at the soft coating of dew, and Connie saw the girl's eyes brighten instantly. In a moment Denise had thrust her middle finger into her mouth, where she sucked it lustfully. How much of it was real, and how much was acting? Denise was a professional. Even if she found the taste unbearable she must have understood that her audition depended upon enthusiasm. Or was she that good an actress? There was one way to find out.
Connie lay down beside the girl, their heads pointing in opposite directions. She pushed at Denise's velvet-soft thighs, bidding the upper one to slide back and lay open the ravine of Denise's cunt. It was boldly revealed in the close-trimmed pubic fur, and not far away the red rim of Denise's asshole presented itself as well. Both twat and anus were attractive orifices, each of them a challenge to Connie's erotic imagination. As she eyed them she realized that Denise lay panting and ready beside her, apparently waiting for Connie to show her what direction the game should now take.
Connie blew warm breath across the girl's perineum, dividing her wind between cunt and asshole. Denise jiggled as the breath drifted across her intimate parts, and there was a little droplet of moisture gleaming among the folds of her puss. With it came a faint aroma of aroused femininity, tickling Connie's nostrils with its temptation.
She leaned in, tongue coming out as her head moved, and she licked away that bead of cuntal moisture. It tingled on the end of her tongue, forcing her to insert her member and dredge for more. Denise was no stranger to the sensation of being eaten. She reached down with one hand, aiding Connie in the task of parting her labial flanges, and the scarlet, rubbery surface of her vulva sprang into Connie's field of vision. Among those folds of soft, delicate flesh lurked a love button not yet in erection, and Connie made the search for Denise's clit number one on her list of priorities. Her tongue strode in confidently, sifting through the vibrating contours of Denise's cunt, and the clitoris she sought seemed to pop out at once, its tip seeking Connie's tongue as eagerly as her tongue searched for it.
Connie kissed the clit first, smacking her lips upon its supple erection, and she made the bed jiggle as she moved her loins closer to Denise's face. She could feel the heat and arousal of her cunt, she knew that Denise was smelling it in all its musky glory, and she made sure that Denise learned by first-hand experience how sweet that female musk could really be. Connie jammed her crotch against Denise's face, throwing her leg across the girl's head, trapping the blonde actress in a strong thigh grip. Denise could keep sniffing and puffing, or she could begin to eat as she was being eaten. There were no other choices open to her.
She chose to eat. Her tongue was as vigorous and wild as it had been upon Connie's nipples, and she used her hands to claw at Connie's ass, in an effort to smother her face in that swampy fur pie.
Connie's thigh was an iron grip on her head but Denise didn't resist the pressure. Indeed, she seemed to revel in it, thrusting her face so closely it might have been her desire to stuff her head up Connie's vaginal tract. Whatever Denise's thoughts or intentions, she was taking to pussy-eating the way a politician takes to graft.
Connie extracted her tongue from Denise's sucking tunnel, letting its wet tip slide around and around the vulva before departing altogether. She stroked her way over Denise's perineum, that sensitive fleshy divider between pussy and anus, and Denise squirmed with each wicked rotation of Connie's tongue.
Spreading wide the cushiony swells of the girl's buttocks, Connie made her tongue a spear point on the ring of Denise's asshole itself. She licked till the anal opening dripped with spit, then used her little finger's tip like a drill bit on the hole before zipping in once more for some additional licking.
As she varied her attack, Connie could feel Denise following her lead. The girl was responding, trying to do for Connie what was being done to and for her, and of course she operated on a slightly delayed basis. By the time Connie felt Denise's tongue spurring at her asshole she had already returned her oral attentions to the blonde girl's cuntal pit.
Still, Denise was doing just fine, if this was indeed her first lesbian experience. To gauge by the intensity of her responses it probably wouldn't be her last. No more than it would be Connie's.
Denise's clit was swollen tremendously now, sticking up like a thumb. Connie used her lips and tongue and teeth, and Denise throbbed when she was kissed or licked, moaned deliriously when she was suckled, and screamed and chewed when she was bitten ever so gently on the clit. Of the three reactions Connie preferred the latter, because it was her own cunt that was screamed into or nibbled on, and so she devoted most of her attention to the careful brand of clit biting that Roger had been the first to demonstrate to her.
Something touched her mouth, something hot and hard beyond belief. Connie opened her eyes. It was Roger's cock. He was trying to shove himself into Denise while Connie licked the blonde actress' gash.
She pulled her face out of the way, watching with tight lips as her lover's cock barreled into Denise's snatch. She was so close that Connie could not miss any of the action. She saw Denise's cuntal flanges spread to receive Roger, saw the ring they made around the dick as it thrust deeply, saw the labia stretch caressingly as Roger's cock pulled back for a renewed insertion. Cunt juice dripped from Denise as she was fucked royally, and the girl had ceased her oral ministrations upon Connie. Instead Denise lay moaning and sighing, her hands squeezing at her full, lovely breasts while Roger moved that prick of his in and out.
Connie slid back, giving them room. Jealousy gnawed at her heart. Why had Roger gone to Denise first? Had the blonde beauty aroused him so much that he couldn't wait to get into her? They were former lovers. Maybe the old attraction still smoldered inside him. Why hadn't he given his rod to Connie? Why must she now wait and watch? Her lips set in a frown.
But the itching between her thighs was too much to ignore. Connie closed her eyes, a hand dropping into her crotch. She seized a handful of her mound and squeezed it, automatically moving her hand in rhythm with the shaking of the bed from Roger's frantic balling of Denise. As the lovers' pace quickened, so did the frigging of Connie's fist on her own cunt. She felt her breath catching in her throat, a rawness at the top of her gullet, and there was a matching rush in her ears that almost drowned out the squeaking bedsprings.
Denise had her legs high in the air, toes wiggling above Roger's body. Her head flipped from side to side, eyes rolling in their sockets, and her golden hair was in stringy disarray. Spit frothed on her lips, making her moans take on a bubbly sputtering sound. Denise was perhaps half a beat away from a screaming orgasm. She fucked well, too, Connie noticed. The girl just might make it big in porno and go on to a straight career on the notoriety she earned.
If she found the right vehicle. And whatever the hell Roger's new project was, it wasn't going to be Denise Gayle's road to fame. No sir! Connie thought smugly. She was going to act and fuck and suck that blonde bitch off the screen. Denise was little more than a teenager anyway. Sexy, yes, but in the throes of fucking she had no style of her own. Stacy looked much the same when she was having a stiff dick thrown up her cunt.
A feeling, of confident superiority stole across Connie. To emphasize it in her own mind she leaned into the gap between Roger and Denise. With her hands she pried Denise's fists up, baring the big, pink-capped tits the blonde had been caressing excitedly, replacing those hands with her mouth. She caught a nipple between her teeth and chewed it almost to the point of delivering paint and then she switched to the other one, giving it the same treatment. Denise screamed, knowing that she had two partners working on her, and she clutched Connie's head.
Connie reached with one hand toward the cunt Roger was fucking hell out of, and she let a finger stroke the raw, swollen flesh surrounding Denise's labia. On the other side of the humped, hot folds of tissue she could feel Roger's throbbing dick coursing in and out, and she began to caress there while she maintained her tit-sucking. Denise's breast suddenly expanded against her lips, the nipple quivering between Connie's teeth, and shudders passed up and down the girl's body in quick succession. Her fingers, still rubbing around Roger's lancing cock, vibrated with the ripples of Denise's cunt in orgasm, and the itching of her own unsatisfied cunt became absolutely unbearable.
She could feel the incredible wetness of Denise. How long before Roger could summon a fresh erection, now that he'd obviously dumped his first load of semen into the blonde's hole? Someone was going to have to do something for her, Goddamn it! She didn't care now if she was eaten or screwed, only that she was brought to the wailing release which she deserved.
Connie raised her face. Roger was pulling his cock from Denise's fucked-out cunt. Perhaps if she sucked away the semen which must still coat his cock he could keep his erection long enough to give her some degree of satisfaction.
Her eyes opened in surprise. Roger's cock was redder than she could have imagined possible, thanks to the frictioning of Denise's tight cunt, and it was coated in a slick gloss of juice, but he hadn't ejaculated yet! Good God! she thought. Had Denise spilled all that wetness herself? The blonde was as sloppy as though she'd just pissed her kidneys dry.
But there was no time to think about that. Connie lunged forward on hands and knees, her mouth open wide. She impaled herself orally on Roger's thrusting pecker, feeling the huge wet knob, reeking with Denise's cuntal essence, ram at the very gate of her throat. She'd have gagged then, normally, but this wasn't a normal occasion. Connie sucked him fiercely for a second, till she realized that her cunt needed his love so much more than her mouth. She released him from her lips and lay back, spreading her legs widely, using her fingers to splay her snatch for his entrance.
He fucked her then, burying his cock in one driving lunge, and she raised her head and shoulders from the bed as he seemed to kick her in the guts with his cock. Connie's eyes bulged, her tongue came out, and her face turned scarlet. She looked as if she were ready to choke and all she could say was, "Aaaaahhhh!" It was a piercing scream which was ripped from her heart again and again, until her throat was so raw and shattered the effort of crying out made unbearable spurts of pain race through her head.
And still he fucked her. Connie whined as his slick tool kept moving in and out of her body in a sweeping, dynamic arc. He held her by the pelvic bones, sometimes reaching up to stroke and paw her tits. They were swollen now, unbearably tenderized, the nipples aflame with sensitivity, and she didn't know truthfully if she wanted him to refrain from touching her there or if she'd prefer that his hands grew even rougher. Beside them Denise lay watching, golden silky hair fallen into disarray, her face flushed and excited as she came down from her own orgasmic intoxication.
"Mmmmm," said Denise, fingertips gliding across her cheeks. "Mmmmmm."
How long could he keep it up? Connie asked herself. Orgasms flooded her pussy in quick succession, each tremor causing her heart to flutter in joy and her lips to whine out a shriek of acceptance, and still Roger's tool was buried within her cunt, its barrel thick and long and hard. She could feel his glans rutting its way to the opening of her womb, lingering against her intimate flesh long enough to intensify the orgasmic fever of her response, then pulling back for, yet another thrust.
Connie's pussy was a rippling glove of caressing tissue on Roger's dick. She milked him with her cunt, imploring Roger to abandon himself to release, to flood her cunt with his juices. "Cum now," she whispered. "Cum inside me now!"
She felt his hands grab her tits. It seemed as if a heavy weight lay upon Connie's breasts. She could no longer speak, no longer breathe, no longer do anything but respond. Each time with Roger was better than the one just past, and this time was better than any of the rest. Her cunt could do nothing but jerk in orgasm, and more than anything else she wanted to feel him squirting and foaming inside her. "Please!" she shrilled, the last coherent sound she was able to make.
And then she felt the gut-wrenching, shuddering quiver of his cock inside her. It seemed to twist her internally, to friction a flame into being. But only for a second, because almost at once she felt the first gush of his cream.
Connie's womb opened to receive his seed, but he was full of jism that evening, or so it seemed. No matter how fast her twat sucked up his spunk, more spattered from the end of his rod. His pecker squished in the greasy boiling cum with which he filled her, and plenty of it oozed out as he continued to batter it into her belly. Connie could feel him shooting, she could feel the hot wetness as his stuff seeped from her pussy, but she could not contribute anything further to the session. Response was the only reaction left to her, and she responded.
When his cock jerked from her silt she had one quick glimpse of its reddened thickness. Roger was still semi-hard, despite the shattering force of his ejaculation. Slim, shapely fingers closed upon the wet length of his pecker, guiding it to a pair of lips whose strawberry tint was smeared. Denise kissed away the lingering traces of cum, laying it off with her pink tongue, before she took him into her mouth. Her cheeks pulled inward as she threw on the suction, and Connie's flickering eyes did not miss the passionate jiggle of Roger's balls as the man's rod began to grow afresh in Denise's mouth. Perhaps this had begun as an effort by Denise to screw her way into a movie role. It was something else now. If the girl was still acting, then she was an incomparable actress and deserved the success for which she lusted.
Connie threw her face into Denise's crotch and began to lick away the pearly buds of cuntal ooze that glistened on the reddish-blonde pubic hairs. At the same time she felt Roger's hand invade her own crotch. A finger slicked into her raw, aching vagina, alerting her to the fact that she could easily endure a fresh go-round. She squirmed against his finger as she nibbled Denise's cunt, and she felt his thumb sliding between the sweat-moist cheeks of her ass. Sucking in a breath, Connie spread herself. His thumb prodded her anal opening, flirting with her tight sphincter. In a moment more her rectum was sucking up his inserted thumb. Only a thin wall of internal tissue separated his digits. They diddled her in tandem, and she could feel the tips almost touching inside her. The sensation was incomparable, and she humped eagerly upon his hand.
Up above, Denise was swallowing Roger's re-hardened cock in greedy, Linda Lovelace fashion, moaning as she nursed the penis toward a fresh ejaculation. Part of her whimpering was due to the action of Connie's mouth on her cunt, but Connie was doing her full share of moaning too, with Roger's hand playing a concerto of sex on her intimate flesh. It would be a long, and certainly an interesting night.



CHAPTER NINE


"Ring your ass off, you motherfucker!" Stacy Talbot growled angrily, pulling the sheet over her head. It was probably that pervert cocksucker again anyway. Three times she'd gotten out of bed to answer the phone, and each time, after saying "Hello", she'd heard in reply only a moment of breathing. Some freako who got his kicks panting into a phone. Screw him! The phone rang eleven times and she cursed at it with each jingle. It stopped. Stacy sighed in relief. Rrrriiinnnggg! Six more fucking times, and at last it stopped. This time there was no replay.
The only trouble was, she couldn't get back to sleep.
It had been a delicious night with Ellen, making love over and over till they fell into a dreamy, sexy sleep, but by that time it was after four and Ellen had a nine-o'clock call in the morning. Stacy saw her friend off, then went home to catch up on her rest.
The apartment was empty when she arrived. Mom apparently hadn't gotten home yet. Well, that was only to be expected. The last time Stacy had seen her mother she was with Roger, and when those two got it on – she didn't expect Connie before evening, if at all. Why in the fuck her mother didn't let Roger move into the apartment Stacy couldn't begin to guess. She balled the guy, and she loved it. Why didn't she just shack with him? Didn't she know that this was 1976? It was okay to live together.
Like she and Ellen were going to do, Stacy mused. She hoped Connie wouldn't be too hurt. They'd still see each other, of course. They were too tight to break up. But Ellen was somebody special, and Stacy could love her without having to share the privilege. It was the perfect situation. Connie could make it with Roger, and Stacy with Ellen.
She threw off the covers and lay glowing naked atop the bed. End of the week they'd move in together, but not in that scungy building near the Village. It was a bad neighborhood, even for. New York, and with two ladies sharing they'd need more room anyway. Tomorrow she'd check out the places advertised in the Times.
Oh, that fucking telephone had mined any sleep she might be getting. The sun filtered through her window and cast arrows of light across the room, and even when she tried closing her eyes Stacy just didn't feel like dozing any longer. It was almost noon anyway. Time for a new day to begin.
Not bothering to dress, she went into the kitchen and put Mr. Coffee on to brew. While her coffee prepared itself she set half a dozen strips of bacon frying in a skillet. The pleasant smell of food and coffee filled the room and Stacy heard her stomach growl happily in reply. A sizzle from the bacon just missed burning her tit and she stroked it protectively. She hated to wear clothes, indoors or outdoors, but there were occupational hazards to nudity all the same.
Stacy was just finishing her noon breakfast when she heard the front door open, and she went running to greet her mother. Stacy's head was full of the revelation she had to make, and she hoped Connie wouldn't be too hurt to know that her daughter was planning to leave the nest.
"Missed you," she said happily, swishing through the beaded curtain which doored the way between kitchen and living room, and then she stopped short. The person who had just come into the apartment wasn't her mother at all.
As Stacy stared at her brother Gerry she nearly forgot that she was naked, and by the time she remembered her mind told her it was too late to cover herself, and hypocritical besides. So she stood easily in the doorway. "So," she said. "It's you."
He was scarlet, his head angled away from her. "Jesus, Stace," he muttered. There was accusation in his voice, as if it were his sister's fault he had entered the place without notice and caught her naked. Fuck him! she thought angrily. Connie still hadn't gotten over the cruelty of her son's parting words to her and Stacy could not forgive Gerry for the state in which she'd found her mother that day.
She stepped into the room, bare and unashamed. She had a good body. God had made it naked, and who was Stacy Talbot to flout divine authority? "What are you doing here?" she snapped. "I thought you made it pretty damned clear what you…" Still not looking at her, he broke in, "I didn't know anyone was here. I called, and the phone just rang and rang. Look, all I dropped by for was to pick up some things I left in my room last fall. A couple of books, some clothes, a few personal items. Jesus Christ, Stace, would you put something on? This is embarrassing!"
"Then don't look," she shot back. "Go get your things. But you'd better hurry. I don't know when Mom will be back, and I sure as hell don't want her to see you."
He sidled away from her, down the hall, into his room, and she watched implacably as he went. Gerry was tall enough to play basketball, though he didn't, and she supposed that some girls would find him cute, though she didn't. He was a horse's ass. God, she thought, how did we ever wind up in the same family? Strike that. He wasn't in the family any more. He dealt himself out when he turned on Connie and rejected her out of hand. Stacy saw no need to be kind or sisterly toward him. She'd never been crazy about the asshole, and this was no time for her to start. God, let him get gone before Mom got back! If Connie was in a good mood, Gerry could get her right out of it. Stacy knew that her brother would say something foul or disgusting and cut down Connie like a hunter drops a bird.
It wasn't for his sake but for her own that she darted into her room and grabbed up a bathrobe, tossing it onto her body. Only people she liked were entitled to see her body, those and the cinema fans tasteful enough to pay admission to Hooker's Holiday. But any wino warming a back-row seat in a Times Square theater meant more to Stacy than her brother did.
When he came out of his room, carrying a boxful of trash, she was waiting for him, anger blazing on her face. The wait hadn't been good for Stacy. She had a lot of resentment toward Gerry, and she couldn't keep it from flaring up inside her. Before he left, she planned to share a few opinions with him.
"First of all," she began, "I want you to know how much you hurt your mother. When I found her that evening it scared the shit out of me. I thought she might try to kill herself. How in the name of hell could you tell your own mother she was nothing but a cheap rotten whom?" Stacy took a deep breath. She felt her tits heave inside the bathrobe, and she knew that it was gaping open at the top, but she didn't care. These were words she must speak no matter what else.
"Wait a minute," he said weakly. "I suppose you know all about this…"
"A hell of a lot more than you do! For instance, I know that she did it because someone she loves very much needed help and Mom was the only one who could give that help. If that makes her a whore, well, then…"
"Is she all you think about? What about me? How do you think I felt when I picked up that cruddy newspaper and saw my mother on the front cover? Naked! Or when I looked inside and read about what she'd done, how she was the newest thing in dirty movies? Jesus, Stace, don't you have any morals? Doesn't it make you sick to think about her doing all those filthy things in front of a camera so that everybody can see her?"
"There's nothing filthy about it," Stacy retorted. "She's a woman. She has sex impulses. Everyone does, except maybe you. I have plenty, myself, and I love Mom. I'm proud of her. In front of the camera you're talking about, she's the best actress anywhere. Not everyday can do what she does. I wish I could. But I don't have any talent." She saw him make a face.
"And as to how you felt, what does it matter? You were like I was. You had Daddy's inheritance money, and you only came home when you had to. You probably thought about her once or twice a month, unless she sent you a letter you never got around to answering. Right? To you, she was somebody living here in this apartment who always smiled when you stopped by to say hello, and you kept her in cold storage in your memory. Well, she isn't in cold storage. She's a person, a very beautiful person. I only hope I can be half the woman she is. I'm trying, by God. I'm trying!"
The words had come fast and furious, burning Stacy's throat with their impassioned ire. She had to stop for a breath, and as she did, she saw her brother's face go scarlet once again. Her body had shook and trembled as she berated him, and one of her lush, brown-nippled boobs was hanging from her robe. Such a hypocrite he was! Pretending to look away, he was still eyeing her tit like a Goddamned peeping Tom outside a bedroom window.
Stacy whipped open the robe and flaunted her nudity at him. "Get a good look," she sneered. "Or, even better, be on the watch for Hooker's Holiday at your local porno theater. I just have a small part, but they tell me I'm lookin' good, baby, lookin' good!"
His eyes bulged. "You too?" he said tightly. "You're making dirty movies too? Isn't one slut in the family enough?"
She wanted to rip his eyes out of his head. But she gazed at him implacably, up and down, and suddenly a laugh burst from her lips.
"Slut?" she taunted. "Slut? Do sluts give you erections?"
It was true, and he knew it. Stacy pointed scornfully at the front of his pants, at the hard-on which pushed them out. She laughed again. "Does it turn you on?" she wondered. "I think so." Her hand flew out, caressing the bulge of her brother's erection. She could feel the heat of him, even trough the layers of his clothing, and he was rock hard.
Stacy shook her head. "Is this what happened when you found out about Mom, too? Did you get yourself an itsy-bitsy hard-on? Bet you did, and then felt guilty about it, so you took it out on her. Huh? Well, fuck off, creep!"
He dropped his box of possessions. There was a cannon-like thump as it hit the floor, and Stacy found herself shoved up against the wall, pinned by Gerry and unable to move.
"Let go of me, you motherfucker," she panted angrily.
His first reply was to twist her wrists viciously. He pressed against her, making no effort to prevent her from feeling his stony erection, and she mewed in protest. "Don't call me a motherfucker!" he snapped.
Her body went loose where he held her to the wall, and she smiled at him. "You don't have to be so rough," she said. Her robe was still open and her bare tits shoved right against his chest. It wasn't hurting his erection. If anything he seemed to be just a bit stiffer right now. Stacy twisted her hips in a suggestive fashion, scraping her bush back and forth across the thrust-out front, of Gerry's trousers. She felt his cock quiver responsively, and her brother made a soft, choked sound, as if he were about to squirt off in his jeans. Wickedly, Stacy rubbed him again. Cum stains on his pants would be a fitting reward for Gerry.
His hands slackened their grip on her wrists. Stacy worked them free and stood looking at him. His eyes were still enlarged, his face still red. She let her hair touch his cheek, and the tremor that passed suddenly through his body was a tribute to the inspired nature of her determination.
"What do you do?" he asked softly. "In the movie, I mean."
She held her head to one side, as if she were struggling to remember. "Well," she drawled, "first I got laid doggie-style. Not what you're thinking! I mean, there was this German shepherd, and they've got him trained, and he's a real snatch-hound, see – oh, stop blushing! I'll be onscreen for maybe three minutes. I get to say a few lines, which I do terribly, and – well, it's an orgy, see, and I start licking this girl between the legs and a guy comes up and puts his thing in me, and we have kind of a threesome going. My acting is really bad, but I know how to do what I'm doing."
"What about Mom?" he asked, still in almost a whisper.
Stacy smiled benignly. "She was in it too, but how can we sell any tickets if we give away the plot? Go see it. You saw the last one, didn't you? I mean, you called her and gave her hell, but you hauled ass to see that movie. Right?"
He nodded.
"Well, this one is a lot better. If she turned you on before, she'll melt your dingus this time. Hey! Don't blush so, and don't look guilty! You should have been with me when I saw her up on screen. On second thought, maybe you shouldn't have. I got kinda physical with my date." And with her mother, too, she reminded herself.
Her brother was still leaning against her, his hard-on sticking out. She could feel it pressing on her bare body. It felt stiff and solid, certainly big enough. Funny. She'd never given a single thought to her brother and his sexual life. He must have one, but in Stacy's world Gerry didn't figure at all. Not until now.
Oh, she didn't want him. Not in that sense. At the moment Stacy was very deeply in love with Ellen Pascoe and she was certain Ellen felt the same way toward her. But she owed something to her mother, too, and if she could help reconcile Connie and Gerry, well – if it was for Connie…
She looked into her brother's face and smiled. "If you've ever wanted to take a porno star to bed, this is as good a chance as any. You coming?"
The invitation shook him, and Stacy had to undress her brother. She did it quickly, expertly, and his stiff cock sprang into sight. It wasn't as big as some of the ones Stacy had enjoyed, but it was long, thinnish, and pretty, and she didn't mind. After all, Gerry was the one with the problems, wasn't he? Connie was pretty well adjusted, and Stacy herself was loose as a goose. With baby brother acclimated to the realities.
She rolled onto the bed, lifting her knees to give him a straight-on shot at her fluffy cunt. Her fingers dropped between her thighs and she teased the slitted opening with them, humming softly as her nails scraped the tender flesh. Gerry sat on the edge of the bed watching her play finger games. He wasn't saying much, but he was still sticking out, and Stacy noticed a gleaming drop of moisture in the little slit at the tip of his dong. She'd figured him right, hadn't she?
Her hand stretched languidly toward Gerry, and he took it with trembling fingers. Stacy pulled, and he slid to join her. His body stretched out next to hers, and she let her bare, sleek thigh touch his stiffened cock. It quivered, and for a second she feared that he might spill his juices on her leg, where they certainly didn't belong. Vice is nice, she told herself, but incest is best.
"Have you ever done it before?" she asked. "With a girl?"
He started to nod, but he hesitated, then shook his head slowly.
"Really?" Stacy giggled. "You mean I get your cherry? Far out!"
She took his cock in hand, stoking it thoughtfully. His flesh was warm and stiff, but that was how all men felt when they were hard. She still preferred girls, and Ellen in particular, but Gerry wouldn't be so bad. Not with her sure body to guide him. Stacy twisted around and brought her head to the pole of his cock. She touched him again, stroking up and down the stalk with her fingertips, and then she kissed him squarely upon the tip. Her lips pulled away, taking with them the taste and dampness of the little bubble of cum she'd noticed a moment ago. It had a fresh, virginal flavor, reminding her once again that this would be her first male cherry.
Stacy flicked her tongue on Gerry's dick, softly, gently, just enough to let him know that she was getting down to business. He jiggled at the touch of her tongue, but her hand held him firmly while she licked up and down, dabbing him from corona to scrotum. She thought about sucking his balls, but why bother? If this was his first time out he wouldn't know the difference. Let somebody else teach him that little trick.
She put the tip of his cock against her lips, kissing it with a growing eagerness. As she maintained the kiss she began to part her lips, very slowly, allowing his knob to slide inside their softness. Immediately the end of his prick bumped her teeth, the sudden resistance making him shudder and moan. Stacy patted his tummy in reassurance. It was all right, she thought. She wasn't going to bite him. And if she did, he'd love it.
Her teeth gave way gradually, sensuously, and his prickhead started to move between them. She kept her teeth set just firmly enough to scrape the head of his dong, and she rubbed the upper ones provocatively on the rim of his coronal bulge as it slid past. Again a shudder, again a moan, this time more pronounced in each case. Stacy closed her mouth upon him and started to suck on the tip of his cock. It was one of her favorite tricks from the days when she loved men and women equally, and she hadn't forgotten it in spite of her recent exposure to the light of truth.
He was like a big, warm lollipop in her mouth, and she sucked with the enthusiasm of a child just given a delicious piece of candy. One of her hands tickled up and down the exposed part of Gerry's dick, the other cupping his scrotum in a warm, cuddling grip. Now and then she squeezed his bag of nuts, just to let him know she was still in charge, and his hands petted her hair in gratitude.
"God, Stacy," he whispered in a mixture of fright and ecstasy, "how did you learn to do that? It's just like I always dreamed it would be, when a girl made love to me with her mouth."
He was getting one of the best, she wanted to tell him, but her mouth was full and it wasn't polite to try to speak then. Instead she threw a couple of clever twists into her sucking, sexy wrinkles she'd picked up during several years of experimentation, and Gerry responded like one of Pavlov's dogs. She could almost hear the saliva that must be dripping from his mouth. And there was plenty of juice in her own mouth, too, juice that flowed from her salivary glands to bathe her brother's cock in its hot moisture. Her tongue fluttered around and around the tip of him, dancing on the purple, peeled-grape smoothness of his glans, once in a while pushing at the opening in his cockhead.
Utile bubbles of cum seeped from him, and his hands gripped her head, his cock thrusting in an effort to lunge itself fully into her mouth. Stacy was too old a hand at this to let him take charge of the action, and she told him so with warning scratches of her teeth on Gerry's most sensitive, most precious possession. Some girls might be willing to let men fuck their mouths while they lay back in resignation, but Stacy wasn't one of those girls. She was, in all due modesty, one of the ten best cocksuckers in the world, or so she liked to imagine, and she took a backseat to no one.
She kept sucking his knob, her fist closing on his shaft and easing into a slow, sexy up-down motion. As she mouthed him she kept one eye trained on his face. Stacy could tell when a man was near the point of no return, and she didn't want Gerry to lose control. Not till she was ready for him to lose control. There! His eyes rolled in their sockets, a sure giveaway of his condition. She let his cock bounce from her sucking mouth and she squeezed it with thumb and finger, just below the swollen, purple head. He groaned in reply, as if it were killing him, but when his eyes opened they had recovered a degree of calmness.
"Okay," Stacy grinned, rising to her knees. "It's time for lesson number two."
She straddled his supine body and guided his dick toward the opened gap of her furry cunt. The head pushed inside her, and she swayed left and right, allowing him to bask in the pleasure of his first cuntal insertion. Then she sank upon him, taking his cock home, and giving him a real memory to treasure.
His cock plumbed her cunt from beneath, and she could feel the tip of his long snakelike organ when it touched the mouth of her uterus. That was a pleasant sensation, when she was in the mood for it, and if he wasn't as thick as some of her past lovers, he was longer than a lot of them.
There was no need to pretend. Stacy grooved on the feel of Gerry's cock buried in her snatch, almost as much as he dug having it there.
She heard his voice, as though from a distance: "Uh, Stace," said her brother, "are you on the pill or anything? I think I'm going to cum, but I didn't wanta…"
Wasn't he thoughtful! Stacy couldn't remember the last time a guy had asked her if she had any insurance against knockup. Maybe he had a few redeeming qualities after all. She'd have to give it some thought, of course, but maybe…
And she hadn't been taking her pills the last day or so. Just too damned busy, what with her scene coming up and last night's even juicier scene with Ellen. Better play it safe. She disconnected herself quickly, plopping down beside her brother. "Thanks for reminding me," she said, just before she stuffed his cock back into her wet-lipped mouth.
This time she didn't fuck around. She sucked his knob with a vigor she'd almost forgotten she possessed, and her hand flew on his rod. He moaned, he groaned, he twisted and he writhed, but her mouth and hand were in complete charge of his pecker and when she was ready to accept it.
He was almost in tears as she used him, and his voice was reduced to a series of racking, passionate sobs of joy. Stacy ignored all that and concentrated on her duty. She used her hand to empty his nuts of their cummy product, and she drank it down like the liberated lady she was delighted to be. He tasted nice, even if he was her stupid little brother.
Cum dripped from her mouth when she raised her head. The sight seemed to drive him wild with renewed desire, but his cock wouldn't respond to the demands of his heart. Gerry grabbed his wet, limp organ and fondled it passionately, grimacing as it refused to harden on demand. Stacy sat back, licking her lips and smiling with superiority. A girl never had to worry about the failure of an erection, she reminded herself. Chalk one up for our side.
"Hey, don't sweat it," she told Gerry. "You have to refill."
"I know," he groaned, "but I want to do it again."
"Some other time, maybe. Now, you get dressed and haul ass out of here. Like I told you, I don't know when Mom will be back, and I…"
"Oh," he sighed, "how can I be angry with her now? You're right, Stace. When I saw her pictures, when I read that article, I didn't know what was happening to me. I got mad, and I got horny too. And the movie! God, when it finally bit Albany I couldn't decide whether to go or to burn down the theater. I saw it five times. Can you believe that? Five times! Stace – is it a sin to want to – to do it to your mother?"
"No more than doing it to your sister," she laughed. "Even so – let me prepare her for you. Okay? And if you start in on that bullshit you gave her before, I'll cut your nuts off. Right?"
"Don't worry," he protested, involuntarily covering his cock with his hand. "I don't think I have as much confusion in me now."
"And nowhere near as much jism," Stacy added slyly. "So go. Are you on break now? Great! Meet me tomorrow by the lion in front of the pubic library. I'll tell you how it stands. Remember – Mom may not want to see you. But I'll sound her out. That's the best I can promise. Deal?"
"Deal!" It seemed so funny to Stacy, shaking hands to seal the bargain after the intimacy that she and her brother had just shared.
Gerry had been gone for over an hour when Stacy heard her mother come in. Her mother's bouncy brightness seemed even more pronounced than usual, and Stacy wondered why Connie looked so happy. "You must have had a hell of a nice night," she said.
Connie smiled. "We did," she confessed proudly.
"Stacy, sit down. I want to talk to you a moment. There! Roger asked me to marry him. Do you think I should?"
"If you want to," Stacy replied. "Personally, I think marriage is for the birds. If I loved him, I'd move in with him and tell the world to fuck itself. But that isn't your scene."
"You don't think I'm too old? Stacy, he's not quite thirty."
"Even better," said her daughter. "You'd have to find two forty-year-old men to dish out as much cock as he carries around. Marry him, Goddamn it! Don't you get tired of walking down to the Village to spend the night with him? Anyway – you'll need someone to share this big old apartment. I have a little surprise for you. I'm sort of getting married myself."
"Who?"
Stacy simpered prettily. "Ellen. We're going to move in together and let the world go fuck itself. Not shocked, are you?"
"Not if you want that," Connie replied. "You're a big girl and you know what you like best. No, don't touch me there! I'm sore all over. Roger and I planned our next film, and we even cast the second lead. Remember Denise Gayle, the girl I subbed for? The one who got me rated X? She's a very sweet person, and I think she might go places. God, I hope she doesn't upstage me too much."
"Don't sweat it," Stacy chided. "Listen, talk about happy endings. Both of us are getting our hearts' desires, huh? The rewards of virtue. Can I be your maid of honor?"
"Of course. Lord! I hadn't even thought about wedding protocol, Stacy. We'll keep it small and very private. Just family and our closest friends."
"Family? Are you going to invite Gerry?"
Connie frowned, and her eyes glittered as they filled with unshed tears. "Stacy, why did you have to…"
Stacy went to her mother and she cuddled Connie's head on her breast. "Don't cry," she commanded. "I didn't say that to hurt you. This is the day for surprises, it would appear, and I think I have a really big one for you."
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