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Chapter 1


When she arrived in the chairman's office at the high school, Mara Blake was not sure of her boss' sexual interest. Ruth Peter had smiled at her, had talked calmly and casually about the school. But even then, Mara recalled, there was a hint of the sexual attack to come. Even then Ruth had demonstrated a sign that she coveted the younger woman's body. At first it was only in Ruth's eyes. As she talked, her eyes were fixed on the thin cotton T-shirt that sheathed her full round breasts, on the large nipples that seemed ready to burst through.
A moment later as she asked her question, Ruth's eyes fell to the Eurasian beauty's long bare legs and the smooth coffee-colored thighs and lingered on Mara's crotch. Mara was nervously aware that the skirt hugged her flesh too tightly, that her hips and breasts were too sexy for this kind of interview. But it was a hot day and she hated heat. For a second she thought she was wrong about Ruth Peter being a lesbian, but her next remark worried her even more than what seemed to be a frank look of open desire.
"Your skin is very lovely, Miss Blake," Ruth Peters said, eyeing her carefully. "it looks like burnished gold. It's so beautiful I want to touch it."
Ruth laughed as Mara blushed. "Oh it's just that I paint, my dear, and I am so sensitive to skin color. I do a good many nudes in fact." Ruth's eyes were riveted to the deft between Mara's firm thighs. "The texture of skin does fascinate me."
She leaned forward and rubbed her fingers lightly along the beautiful girl's thighs. For a crazy moment, Mara was sure, they would plunge upward into her vagina, entwine themselves madly about her thick bush. It was not only that Ruth's gesture was deeply sensual, she could see that the woman was seriously aroused. Ruth's eyes were dilating as she stared at Mara's legs and her voice was trembly. Or was all this just in her mind?
I shouldn't have worn this damned dress, Mara thought irritably, but she wanted something cool and she had hardly expected a lesbian chairman of the English department. If she had she would not have perfumed her vagina with Chanel Number Five. That had been for Mike, whom she would be seeing in an hour. Mike had insisted. That would be his appetizer, he said jokingly.
"First I suck your perfumed pussy and then we have a French dinner. What could be a better way to start." Mara had not objected. She loved the way Mike gave her head. It kept her tingling down there till they could make love later in his apartment.
"For dessert I'm going to let you eat my cock," he went on teasingly, "and jam it up your lovely sweet smelling cunt."
So Mara had doused her pubic area heavily with it. Rubbed it into the bush, along the sensitive lips of her vagina, even into the labia till they stung. Why not, the big bottle was Mike's personal gift and it had cost him a fortune. But now she was sorry. She wore only the light fluffy red lace panties that Mike had brought at Les Prin-temps in Paris, ridiculously gossamer thin briefs that consider of a couple of strings, a flap in the back that just screened a few inches of her buttocks and that was shamelessly open in front. Mike had bought them because he enjoyed parking the car on a dark street, when they were going somewhere, lifting up her skirt and sucking her. It drove her crazy but he loved it.
But now she was aware that from her chair a few feet away Ruth must obviously be smelling the strong scent that came from her bush. And it was affecting her. She switched her own chair slightly so that Ruth could not stare between her thighs. Maybe she was just imagining things. Maybe Ruth Peter was just regarding her with the eye of an excited painter. It was important that she get this job. She loved teaching and this was one of the best high schools in Los Angeles. She did not just want a dun job modeling or being a receptionist, and acting bored her. Teaching young active, brilliant minds, excited her. If she could get the job then she would not have to return to Hong Kong.
"Please, Miss Peter," she began now. "I really do think I could do a good job. I know I haven't had experience here in LA but I've taught in New York and the Board of Education okayed me. If I can just get your okay for a trial period-"
Ruth Peter's eyes stared at the girl's nipples. "You know I would love to paint you in the nude," she said, as if she had not heard Mara. "It would be like a Gauguin portrait. Very challenging. Maybe we can talk about that some time." She rose and walked to her file cabinet. Mara sat there cursing herself for wearing the outfit she had. She knew now it had not just been the heat. When the name R. J. Peter had been listed as the chairman, she had assumed it was a man. She knew the chairman had to okay her or she could not work. Deep down, she realized, she had wanted the male chairman to stare at her thighs, even to get an erection, as men often did when they sat opposite her. It was her trump card with men, working them up.
She had even wanted him to look between her legs and probably would have made it easy for him to see her bush and to sniff the heady perfume mixed with her own fleshly scent. She could handle the man later, perhaps let him cop a feel now and then, but if he wanted more, she would hint that his wife would hear about it. But a lesbian boss always threw her off. She never knew what to do, how to avoid trouble, and God knew there would be trouble with this woman. She felt instinctively that if the door had been locked, as it had been in New York when she applied for a modeling job, Ruth would have kissed her.
Maybe she would not have done the grotesque thing the woman in New York had done. The plump, matronly woman, who had obviously had several drinks at lunch, actually got on her knees, spread Mara's thighs and let her mouth slobber hungrily over Mara's vagina, continuing to tongue her until Mara had gone out of her head. The idiotic woman kept saying constantly "Oh baby I love your cunt… I love it… I love… Do you think you could suck mine? Nobody'll bother us… They got instructions never to come in without me asking them to and the door's locked."
She had needed the job badly and had finally bent over the woman's fat thighs as she lay sprawled over the desk and lapped at her already very wet bush. But she had fled the job a week later because the woman harassed her. Was Ruth Peter going to do this to her now? This job was far more important to her. She had trained hard for this job and she wanted it desperately. Could she put up with that kind of thing again, she wondered as Ruth peered at some files. Suddenly a thought hit her. A way out.
If she pleaded another important appointment, she might leave with her okay without inviting further trouble. Once she started teaching at Ames High, she could try to cope with Ruth's demands. At least she was not as ugly and gross as the woman in New York.
"Excuse me Miss Peter but I have to go… You see I have a doctor's appointment… I thought the interview would be over sooner and I've had to wait three months to see this man… Since you've studied my dossier and we have talked… could I… I mean, can I count on starting here next month?"
Ruth turned and smiled. "Let's discuss that tonight. You're having dinner with me at my place… I always do this with new teaching candidates, dear. I get to know them much better that way. You know, we're out of the formal office atmosphere… no phone calls… interruptions." As Mara looked doubtful, she went on in a tight, firm voice, "And I know I'm going to like you very much."
Ruth smiled but Mara knew instinctively she was doing the wrong thing by pleading a dinner date even as she did it. The chairman sat back in her swivel chair and seemingly inadvertently moved her legs apart. Mara could see the strong white muscular thighs above the sticking tops. As she talked with her eyes fixed on the wall over Mara's head, her thighs seemed to spread farther apart so that Mara could see the crotch of her panties.
She's letting me blow she wants me to eat her pussy, Mara thought irritably. It was what Wendy used to do her when the British lesbian wanted to be sucked. She would open her legs wide till Mara understood and if Mara hesitated too long, she became as annoyed as Ruth was now. The chairman fingered the lapels of her dark suit jacket, closed her legs and suddenly looked forbidding as she scowled behind her dark frame glasses. If there had been a spark of sexual attractiveness about her for Mara it had vanished. with her schoolmarm bun and her cold tight lips, she looked like a human iceberg.
"Perhaps you can try me again in a year or two," Ruth snapped. "There are many candidates for this job who can take the time. And I like long intimate chats like these. "
She stared meaningfully at Mara, who winced inwardly. She's telling me either I go down on her or I'm finished, the bitch. But she would have to play her little stupid game. Mara threw up her hands and said she would come by all means. Mike would be angry but the job came first.
"Fine," Ruth smiled. Her muscular thighs opened wider. "And who knows. If you're not too tired later and I ply you with enough brandy, you'll pose for me in the nude." As she talked Ruth seemed to lick her lips again and Mara winced inwardly. There was no doubt what kind of night this was going to be. It was going to be a repeat of the night her governess raped her in Rangoon.
That had been ten years ago, when her father, a Belgian diplomat, had been posted to the embassy there. She had loved Rangoon, and her mother, a lissome Chinese beauty whom her father had married years earlier in Shanghai, was delighted. They had taken a huge house, hired servants-her father had been independently wealthy then through his family's textile factories-and they had lived like kings. She had been given her own private tutor, a prim, intelligent Englishwoman who had lived in the Far East a long while. Wendy Plimptbn.
The rape had occurred a few weeks after Wendy was hired. They had been following their usual routine of strenuous English lessons in the morning, followed by history and economics. In the hot afternoons they would drive in Wendy's MG to a pretty wooded area with an almost totally obscured pool and swim in the buff. Mara loved these swims and the warmth of the sun on her wet naked body as she and Wendy, their bodies glistening, lay on the grass. Wendy's body was fuller than her own, melon-heavy breasts with large brown nipples and long legs. One afternoon as she lay spread-eagled in the sun, a buzzing insect made her open her eyes and she was surprised to see Wendy staring hungrily at her vagina. The Englishwoman's face was just a few inches away.
At first Mara thought Wendy had seen an insect in her pelvic area and jumped up in fear.
"What is it, Wendy?"
Wendy blushed. "Nothing. I was just admiring you. My hair is a bit sparse down there and almost scraggly." She pointed to the thin line of growth that framed the heavy brown lips of her vagina, then reached out and traced lightly with her forefinger the already luxuriant growth of hair that framed the thin pink lips of Mara's vulva. Mara felt a delicious, tingling sensation as the English girl's finger touched the labia but thought only that it reminded her of a medical examination.
She laughed. "I thought you were going to poke your finger inside like the doctor with his instrument and move it around to see if I'm healthy."
Wendy's eyes widened. "Wen, perhaps I should, Mara," she said seriously. "Have you been examined very recently?"
Mara shook her head. "Four, five months at least."
"Well, one should check more often," Wendy said quickly. "My mother felt me in there regularly like this, just to be on the safe side."
Without waiting for Mara's response, she plunged her long forefinger into the sixteen-year-old girl's vagina. It hurt at first because Mara was still a virgin then and the finger had to squeeze past the hymen. But once inside Wendy's finger felt surprisingly good and very pleasurable and as the Englishwoman's probing finger swished around inside her genitals, Mara felt very excited. She found herself panting as her pubic bush became very wet from the effusion caused by Wendy's finger. Wendy's face, when she looked at it, was red and her eyes were dilating.
"You're beautifully made, Mara dear, and quite healthy inside there, thank goodness. Would you do that to me, please."
Mara blushed. She had never touched a woman's vagina before but before she could reply, they heard a truck coming on a road not far from where they lay. Wendy jumped up.
"We'd better leave… it sounds like an army truck… they occasionally play war games in this area." As they threw on their togs, she smiled. "I know what. After dinner tonight, when I practice the English grammar with you, you can do me."
Mara laughed. "You want me to do that in the library? I think Daddy or Mummy would find it very odd, don't you?"
"We'll do it in your bedroom dear," Wendy said. "I'm a little worried about myself, you know." She began to pout. "You don't mind examining me too, do you?"
Mara shook her head. She knew now that, had she not been so terribly naive about sex, having had nothing remotely to do with boys because of her secluded existence, she might have realized trouble was ahead. But the whole idea of lesbianism at that time was as strange and unknown to her as television might be to a man who awoke after sleeping fifty years. But that night she discovered another Wendy. This fussy, prim British girl, who sounded like a character out of the English films her mother took her to, was a woman with an alarming sexual appetite.
They had been in Mara's bedroom only a few minutes, when Wendy put aside their English grammar books, locked the door and stretched out on the bed. Lifting her skirt, she spread her legs. Mara was surprised to see she was wearing no underwear.
"You've got no panties on," she said, smiling.
"All ready for your examination, my dear," Wendy said. "And do be thorough. Move in and out at a vigorous pace so you can see if you feel anything. It's terribly important to do it properly, you know!"
Mara got on the bed and did as Wendy requested, driving her finger in and out. The effect on Wendy astonished her. The older girl began to breathe at a faster pace and then to emit little groans. At first she thought she was hurting the girl and apologized. She pulled her finger away from Wendy's slit.
"Oh no… no," Wendy pleaded, "don't stop… you must go on. Try to touch the little button at the top of my thing, dear, that is terribly, terribly important in checking."
Mara obeyed and pressed Wendy's prominent clitoris until the groans grew louder. "Oh my God," Wendy said.
"I don't feel anything inside, Wendy," Mara said.
"How much more do you think I ought to try-"
She had no chance to finish her sentence. Wendy punctuated it by sitting bolt upright in the bed and embracing her…
"Oh darling… " Wendy said, "darling." As the young Eurasian remained speechless, she was thrown back on the bed and her legs flung apart. A second later, Wendy's hot tongue was probing her bush, looking for the labia, sucking them furiously.
"Don't," Mara pleaded, frightened by what was happening to her, "Let me go, Wendy… "
But the English tutor continued to suck her vagina as if she was fighting for life.
"You have such a divine little pussy, my darling," she said, "So divine. I wanted to do this to you this afternoon and. if all those horrid men had not driven up, I would have. "
"Let me go," Mara wailed, "you're crazy."
"I love you, darling," Wendy said. Opening Mara's blouse, she pulled out the girl's developing breasts and began to suck them. Mara's sensations wavered between pleasure at the feel of Wendy's hot, active tongue on her nipples and the fear that her teeth would bite into them as the girl became more and more impassioned.
"You're hurting me," Mara yelled. "Stop it or I'll call my father."
"Don't do that," Wendy said quickly, her voice hardening. "If your father caught us in bed together, he'd kill you."
"What… what are you talking about?"
"Darling, men don't understand the love women have for one another. If he knew this was happening, you'd be sent to some horrible little convent in Bruges or Antwerp. Never see the outside world again… that's what they do to women like us."
"Us? But I did nothing at all," Mara protested. "You made me do this. You made me-"
"It doesn't matter," Wendy snapped. "You wanted this as much as I. You enjoyed doing me this afternoon. I saw it in your eyes."
"You just imagined it," Wendy cried. "I was just trying to examine you like you asked me to."
"No!" Wendy took the girl in her arms. As Wendy strove to free herself, she kissed her on her mouth "You love me as I love you… This is better than any stupid man can give you, darling."
"Let me go or I'll scream for help," Mara cried.
"You do that, my little minx, and I'll tell your father that you locked us in and demanded that I make love with you. That you forced me to lie on your bed, spread my thighs and let you lick my pussy or you'd have me sacked." Her voice rose dangerously.
"You wouldn't!" Mara said. She could not believe that all this was coming from a girl who had always acted so differently with her before. A girl who had always been so kind, so accommodating to her, so humble in her requests. She sounded like a tyrant. Wendy's eyes blazed as she stroked Mara's buttocks.
"Darling, I not only will, but I shall also tell them you've been doing it to me during our afternoon swims. And you know what would happen. You know how hot-tempered your father is when he really gets cross. It will not only horrify him and your dear mater, it will send you packing off to Belgium in a flash. And what's more, I'll see that the news gets there too. Because when I start something I finish it."
"Why are you doing this to me?" Mara asked, trembling.
"Because you've hurt me," Wendy said petulantly. "I don't give myself to another woman easily. I'm very selective. I gave myself to you because I could see you wanted me. And because I'm head over heels in love with you."
As Wendy spoke, her finger drifted back to Mara's wet bush and began to poke between her pink labia.
"Let me make love to you, darling."
Mara tried to push her away but the English girl's superior weight and strength held her down to the bed. Tossing the girl down hard, she pulled back Mara's skirt and then lifted her own. Before the teen-aged girl knew what was happening to her she felt Wendy's bush against her own. She could feel the wetness and the hardness of Wendy's pubic area against hers. The English tutor began to grind her vulva against Mara's.
"Oh Lord this feels wonderful," Wendy groaned aloud. "This is what I love most-the feeling of your delicious Mary Jane against mine, our wetness together. I adore the feel of your wet luxurious bush against mine. Oh dearest this is heaven."
A moment later they heard footsteps outside and then Mara's father's voice.
"Are you all right dear?" he said unconcernedly, "I thought I heard you yell as I passed."
"Tell him it's all right," Wendy whispered fiercely in Mara's ear as their vaginas pressed hard against one another. "Unless you want to ruin us both. You love what we're doing. I can feel your heart beating faster. Don't try to lie to yourself."
Mara hesitated. There was some truth in what Wendy said.
"Mara?" her father said. "Did you hear me?" Mara thought quickly of what Wendy had promised. She was upset by what was happening to her, but she could not overlook Wendy's threats and what would probably follow. Banishment to a convent would be horrible.
"I'm all right Daddy," She said as Wendy's lips sucked at her breast. "Just a little drowsy."
"Don't stay up too long then," her father said. "We're going to the airport to meet your aunt very early."
When he left Wendy kissed her even harder and began to grind her vagina relentlessly against Mara's crotch until suddenly the Englishwoman let out a loud groan and then a sigh. Then she sank back.
"Wonderful… wonderful… did I pleasure you dear?"
"No," Mara said. "And I want you to stay away from me. Don't you dare touch me again."
"Let's not be so blustery, darling," Wendy laughed. "We've only just begun."
"What on earth are you talking about!"
"I'm coming to your room tomorrow and the day after that. And there'll be marvelous lovemaking in the afternoons in our own little Eden." Wendy's voice grew tender. "You loved it, dear. I could feel your body trembling with pleasure… don't deny it." Her voice hardened. "And remember what I said. I start what I finish."
Mara lay back against the pillows, her ears burning, her eyes welling up with tears. Tears because she knew she was trapped and because she realized that she herself was physically aroused. As angry as she was at the rape, she had felt pleasure, sexual pleasure. Wendy's lips on her vagina had thrilled her exquisitely.
The next few weeks were the most difficult in her life. She feared the assaults that Wendy made on her in the forest and in her room and yet she wanted them. And the long visit of her Aunt Lianne, who was married to a pastor in Bruges and spoke incessantly about sin and the temptations of the flesh, did not help.
Once, sneaking into the embassy's library, she looked up lesbianism in a work about psychiatry and her eyes burned. She was horrified. She did not feel that way. She liked men. And yet it was true that she had been pleasured by Wendy's body against hers.
The thought that she was acting as a lesbian, coupled with her aunt's diatribes against sexual sin and the fear that her father would learn of her lovemaking with Wendy, made her ill. She spent whole days in her room with the door locked so that Wendy could not get to her. When the embassy doctor recommended a short trip to Belgium, she accepted the idea with alacrity. Anything to get away. She did not want to be a lesbian; she wanted a husband…
Once in Bruges with her uncle, she felt better. Determined not to go back to Burma and Wendy, she begged her father to let her attend Barnard College in New York where a close friend was enrolled. Her father was pleased and assented. And two years later maneuvered for a post at the United Nations to be nearer to his only child.
She had loved Barnard and New York and trained to be a teacher. But there were no permanent jobs available, only substitute jobs, and these in depressed area schools. She hated going to the dangerous neighborhoods and she hated the modeling jobs she used to filled in the time. And her occasional dates with men were not too satisfactory. She would meet a boy and then break with him a few weeks later. Finally, against her mother and father's wishes she had decided to try Los Angeles. She loved the climate and she had friends there including a classmate at Barnard whose father was politically important. Her chances of getting a permanent job were much better than in New York.
At first she had been delighted. She loved the sunny California climate, the comparatively easy-going pace of living, and her tiny flat in a complex that included many young people. She met Mike, a bright, handsome accountant who loved theater, books and had traveled widely in Europe. And finally the chance for a job had come through with her the efforts of her classmate. But the final decision rested now with Ruth Peter. She had waited months for the chance, she thought sadly, and now again, her fate might depend on the way she satisfied a lesbian.
As she emerged from her Pinto and walked toward the trim white house set behind some hedges and a carefully manicured green lawn, she trembled. But what worried her even more was that she felt very wet between her legs. Even as she drove along the freeway to Ruth's house in the gathering darkness, she could tell that the moisture from her vagina had drenched her pantyhose.
What a stupid ninny she was. She knew what would happen, and the awful thing was that somewhere deep down inside her she looked forward to it. Not so much out of sexual need but because the lovemaking of a woman was so fascinating to her. Had Wendy been right when she told her that Mara needed the lesbian sex as much as she did? It was a thought that had tormented her through the intervening years.
Several times in New York, she had been approached by women… at parties, teachers' meetings. Women would look at her meaningfully, sometimes manage to touch her breasts or bottom "accidentally on purpose." Once at a party a rich matron from the wealthiest part of Long Island had promised to get her a job at a posh private school, then had pushed her into a dark corridor and told her boldly that she loved her.
"Darling, I want to be in bed with you right now," this incredible bitch with two enormous diamond rings and a dress from Dior had told her coolly. "I want to kiss those darling breasts of yours and nibble at your lovely crotch. Chinese girls work me up. Do you know my pussy's wet for you right now?"
Mara had run away from her, not believing that a woman who looked like a high society dame in a Marx Brothers film could say things like that. Afterwards she gave women a wide berth if they showed any intimacies. And suddenly, after this encounter, she had wanted to assert her interest in men so much that a week later, when a forty-five year old lawyer she had met at a theater wanted to sleep with her, she made no objection. He had taken her home after the show, gave her a quick drink of Cutty Sark scotch and proceeded to run his fingers under her skirt. It was almost laughable, she remembered now, how much she wanted him to. And he was so astonished that she, a stunningly beautiful Eurasian girl, was not merely a virgin but had given her virginity to him.
He had lain her back an the couch and for fully ten minutes let his eyes roam hungrily aver her vagina, touching it tenderly, licking it greedily with his tongue, delving his noise into it, mouthing the pink vulva, swallowing it as if it were sheer nectar.
"I'm… I'm flabbergasted," he finally said. "A virgin? And you're giving your cherry to an old crock like me. Why?"
"Because you're nice and because I feel like it. Don't keep me waiting, dear."
But he had. He was so nervous at the sight of the magnificent naked young girl with the slant eyes, the luxurious bush with its pink labia like a pretty rose-hued canal slicing through a deep dark forest, by the look of her superb thighs and breasts, that he could not get his penis hard enough to enter her. First he tried to arouse himself further by continuing to suck her vagina and her lovely round globes of breasts. Then he had turned her over and ran his tongue lovingly over the beautiful hillocks of her tawny buttocks. Finally sucking at her buttocks made him hard enough to mount her but he came almost at once.
Still, she had enjoyed it, psychologically more than physically maybe, because it had been her first heterosexual lovemaking and for weeks it sustained her. She had tried two other men but then stopped because she really did not enjoy their rough love play too much. Not until she had met Mike in Los Angeles had she met a man who could thrill her. Yes, Mike was special, she thought, as she prepared to ring Ruth's bell, but he had not stopped her from being curious about making love to women. If he had, her crotch would not be soaking wet now, would it?
But perhaps it was just wet because she had fantasized that it would as exciting to be made love to by Ruth Peter as it had been during those guilt-filled afternoons in Burma when Wendy had lapped at her breasts, tongued her crotch and run her expert fingers over her flesh. Ruth Blake was a stick compared to Wendy. She looked, in her classical bun, mannish suit and dark bone frame glasses, like a ridiculous owl. It would probably be awful.
She would have to lie back on the bed with her eyes dosed, fortified by several drinks, logy with the food, and accept the tiresome woman's assaults. Maybe as the nitwit went down on her she could pretend it was Wendy back in Rangoon.
She snickered inwardly as she waited for a response to her ring. "I'll imagine I'm on the noon balloon to Rangoon and that Wendy is eating my pussy and pretending it's a savory she is having for dinner." She felt a little lightheaded as she recalled Wendy saying that once in her delightful British drawl. "Dearest Mara, I do so fancy eating your lovely clitoris. It's like having a savory at Churchill's in London after a fine dinner… "
Her thoughts were jolted by the sudden opening of the heavy oaken door and what she saw framed in the doorway stunned her. It was a beautiful woman in her thirties. Ruth Peter had let her long brown hair down and it tumbled about her shoulders. She wore a blouse that showed a generous cleavage. A pair of blue satiny shorts hugged her hips tightly, revealing magnificent long thighs and curvaceous hips. As she followed Ruth into the spacious living room, Mara was aghast. Ruth's legs were lovelier than she had imagined, long tapering stems that reminded her of the showgirls she had seen high kicking at New York nightclubs.
Her excitement continued as she saw Ruth bend over to pick up a plate of delicious hors d'oeuvres. Mara caught a tantalizing glimpse of full, round breasts with large brown nipples. Her bush felt wetter than ever and she felt her own nipples hardening.
"I-I'm a little surprised," Mara said slowly, unable to tear her eyes away. "You looked so formal in the office and now-"
"And now I'm a lot sexier?" Ruth smiled. Her hand reached out and cupped Mara's breast lovingly. "I'm going to surprise you a lot more later dear."



Chapter 2


Mara followed Ruth into the other rooms of the splendid house. Ruth had inherited it from her father, a wealthy physician, and had decorated it lavishly. Each room had its own decor, its own personality, But what intrigued the young Eurasian girl most was the erotic flavor of the decorations, the paintings, even the scents. It was as if Ruth had made her home a rich palace for a sensualist. A sensualist for whom men did not exist. Men had no place in this home except for a large picture of her mother and father in a small TV-viewing room far in the rear.
All of the front rooms had portraits of women. There were beautiful nudes by well-known American artists, a fine copy of Renoir's bathing woman, statues of beautiful female goddesses and nymphs. But the biggest surprise was in Ruth's largest bedroom. Above her bed was a large canvas of a woman by a well-known woman painter of erotica. It depicted a beautiful, statuesque woman with magnificent, ballooning breasts lying down on a bed with her superb thighs outspread. Her large pink labia had been detailed with great care. They were not only very real looking, they were obviously ready for love because they were moist. The insides of the woman's thighs were wet. On her face was a look of desire, of great expectancy.
At the foot of the bed stood a pretty young girl, also nude, her eyes filled with a passionate longing for the older, very lovely woman on the bed. It was clear that the two women were lovers. Indeed they seemed ready to have another go at each other. Their lust was unmistakable to the viewer.
"How do you like it?" Ruth asked casually. "It cost me a fortune. It's by Renee d'Antoine, the French painter who lives in Tangiers. Her portraits of women are the rage in every top art gallery. Most of them are just of women in ordinary situations but she does a few erotic oils for special customers."
Mara gazed fixedly at the picture. "It's exquisite. It's so real you want to-to reach out and touch… to… to… " She flushed deeply as she cut herself short. The words would have been too embarrassing for her. But Ruth finished her sentence for her.
"Real enough to eat those magnificent breasts, to lick that superb vulva. Isn't that what you wanted to say, dear?"
Mara blushed but remained silent.
"Don't be shy about such things, my dear. That's why its hanging there. To arouse my friends. Somehow lovemaking between women gains, I think, by little helps like that picture, don't you? Men are different. I was told by one of my gay men friends that with them it's a more routine thing. They meet a boy they like and almost at once they're in bed together. I can't do things like that, can you? I feel that there must be something leading up to the sex part."
She looked questioningly at Mara, who gulped and nodded. She was still not sure of what was going to happen, still not sure she wanted it to happen. And yet Ruth Peter suddenly seemed so attractive now that she felt a tremor when the woman looked into her face. Despite her cautiousness, she could barely suppress a feeling of excitement. She was drawn to Ruth. There was no sense in denying it. The physical pull was strong.
"You haven t answered my question, darling." Ruth whispered. "Can you just hop into bed with a woman you've just met unless-?"
"No," Mara said hoarsely. Oh God, she thought, what am I doing here? I don't really want to get involved with a woman again. "I agree with you," Mara said finally.
"Yes, I rather thought you would," Ruth said. "Let's have an aperitif and then dinner. It's nearly ready to eat." She put her arm affectionately around Mara's waist as she led her into the living room. As they moved, Ruth's finger slid slowly over the outside of Mara's shapely buttocks.
"You know," she said as she served the Eurasian girl a glass of chilled French vermouth spiked with cassis, a strawberry flavoring from the south of France, "I had a daydream about you.
"I dreamt you and I were swimming nude on some white beach in the Fiji Islands-I love that place-and that you had laid down to nap and that I had the oddest desire to go down on you. And in fact I did. I licked your lovely little pussy. You don't mind my telling you this? Using frank Anglo-Saxon sex words?"
Mara shook her head. Ruth's candor made her a little dizzy.
"Good," Ruth cried, "because I am going to tell you a little secret about myself. I arouse myself that way. I love to talk that way to people I really want. Do you know what I mean?"
Mara nodded nervously. She was afraid to say any thing. There was a strange quality in Ruth Peter's eyes, a kind of wildness that seemed barely under control. It was as if the Dr. Jekyll she had seen in the school office had turned into a Miss Hyde. Except that Miss Hyde was infinitely more attractive sexually than the prim schoolteacher with glasses and hair done in a bun.
The dinner was exquisite, as Ruth had promised it would be, and true to her word, she continued to talk erotically all through it, telling Mara amusing stories about famous lesbians on the Hollywood scene.
"Take X," she said giving the name of a woman who had come very close to winning an award for her films. "X has a body that makes men drool. She is in fact a nationally known sex symbol. But I happen to know that she cannot do a major scene unless her hairdresser licks her cunt in her trailer before the cameras roll." Ruth laughed. "I'll tell you even something funnier than that. Once the regular girl was off for some reason so they had a substitute, some little nitwit fresh from the farm.
"X was about to follow through with a big love scene-some handsome detective etc. etc. was going to bed her down in the film. As usually happened, X was nervous as hell. She hated sex scenes with men, loathed them. But she was a sex symbol, had her image to think of. So in every film she has at least one torrid bedroom scene. She has to roll around the bed sheets with some grimy, sweating man and it's a terrible ordeal.
"The cunt licking acts as a pacifier, yon see. X never formerly asks for a blowjob. The hairdresser gets down on her knees as X picks at her hair or eyebrows and opens her thighs-she never wears underwear-and the hairdresser buries her lips and nose in X's bush."
Ruth laughed as she paused to put a mouthful of the tasty food in her mouth. "Now comes the funny part. X is used to this.routine. She is all ready for her big male love scene outside, she has thoughtfully sprayed her pussy with a mist of Chanel No.5, which she knows her hairdresser dotes on, and waits.
"She waits and waits and nothing happens. This twenty-year-old ninny simply pats her face with cosmetics, snips a few hairs here and there, does her eyebrows and puts in the right eye shade just as her training had taught her, and X is panting to get sucked. Finally in desperation she whispers, 'Jennifer, you'd better do me. I have to go on.'
" 'But I'm nearly finished,' the girl smiles. 'Just look at yourself in the glass. You look terrific.'
"X winced. 'I mean do me like I always am done before a love scene. Didn't Harriet tell you, for heaven's sake?'
"The girl shook her head. 'I never saw Harriet. All she said on the phone was to make your hair look great, to study the pictures the publicity photographer took for the picture.'
"'Yes but I want you to… ' As X fumbled, being unable to make the request a blunt order, there was a knock on the door. A deep male voice belonging to an assistant director told her the crew was ready to go now.
" 'In a minute, Joe,' X yelled out. To the girl she said. 'Look honey Harriet should have explained. You have to! Do me… er… '
"'Do you how?' the girl asked nervously. 'What else can I do before you go on, ma'am?'
"Frantic by this time and still unable to articulate the words, X turned around and spread her superb thighs, showing the astonished girl her voluminous bush.
" 'Do me down there honey and hurry. They're waiting for me.' "
"Jennifer blushed. 'You mean you want me to comb your hair down there? You mean they're doing a shot of you with your legs open and no pants on?'
"X, tongue-tied, shook her head. 'I thought they did that only in hard core porno films,' Jennifer said. 'Nobody told me to fix your hair down there! she added in amazement. 'Nobody said this was an X rated film or anything: " 'Hey come on X,' the director's basso profound voice barked through the trailer door. 'I've had everything ready ten minutes ago. This is a big scene and we may need several retakes. Are you coming?'
"'Just a goddamned minute AI,' X roared. To the hairdresser she rasped. "Get on with it, will you. If I have to go roll on that bed with hot homey bastard without it, I'll go crazy. It's all done between the sheets so the damned film will get an R rating instead of X. But every time the son-of-a-bitch plays a bedroom scene, he tries to put his finger up my pussy or my ass, any damned hole he can get into. Do me!"
"'You mean trim your, 'er, pubic hair so it ",Jill look better or-' " Jennifer began, puzzled.
"'I MEAN SUCK IT, YOU DUM DUM,' X screamed.
"With that she opened her thighs wider. Jennifer stared. 'Oh no… I can't. I've never done it to a girl.'
" 'You've done it to a man haven't you?' X barked.
" 'Well yes… but…' the girl backed away, then stared as x began to move her finger in and out of her pussy. The expectation of getting sucked off by the girl was so great, she could not hold back again.
"'You're through after today, you little bitch: X snapped. 'I haven't had to do that to myself for years. Get out… out of here. And don't let me see you around this lot again.'
"For a second the girl stared at X with terror, then seeing her dream of working in a studio with glamorous stars, go down the drain, she acted with such alacrity that she nearly knocked X off of her chair.
"Jennifer got on her knees and dug her mouth, nose and tongue into the film star's pussy with a pretended hunger that was unbelievable. Grasping X's big thighs firmly, she kept running her tongue in and out of the older woman's vulva, then all over her inner thighs, then on her clit until X nearly went out of her mind. But she loved it, loved every second of it. So much in fact that when the director, in a towering fury, clobbered the door with his fist ten minutes later, all that X could do was groan with pleasure.
"The director, hearing the star's moans, began to get worried. 'You sick baby?'
" 'Yeah, no… I'll be all right,' X said as Jennifer's hot tongue whizzed in and out of her vagina.
" 'You sure you can do the scene?' the director asked anxiously. There was a lot riding on the film for him.
" 'Oh yes… oh yes, AI,' X said as she began to have a series of never-ending orgasms. 'I'll do the best scene you ever saw. Just give me five minutes to pull myself together. I-I've just had a bad night.'
"The director hastily withdrew, not wishing any further complications, and after a minute so did Jennifer's hyperactive tongue. Whereupon our lovely, glamorous star," Ruth chuckled, "dried the young girl's saliva from her sopping bush as well as the effusion of vaginal juice that had flowed down her own meaty thighs and walked into the sound stage like some noble queen." Ruth's eyes crinkled with amusement. "And that, dear little Mara, is the real reason she's always late on the set. She needs the time for her hairdresser to do her."
The story was so amusing and Ruth Peter's retelling of it so masterful that Mara could not help laughing.
"You're making it all up." Mara chided.
"No. Word of honor I'm not," Ruth protested. "As a matter of fact, when another star, a British girl, came up from London to do a scene in the film a week later, she had to borrow the same girl, Jennifer, to set her hair." Ruth mentioned the name of a young actress who was already a household name among movie fans.
"This English girl smiled at Jennifer and simply said, 'Can you do me fast? I'm supposed to get out there half an hour ago.' Before she could get the words out, young Jennifer fell to her knees, spread the astonished star's legs and began to suck her pussy. The Englishwoman wore panties, but that did not deter our girt She simply swept aside the crotch piece with an impatient forefinger and slipped her tongue into the English hush. The whole thing happened so fast, the British actress could not so much as say boo. But she obviously loved it.
"When she got back to London she told every actress she knew about it and told them to ask for Jennifer, the girl with the magic tongue. She's still at the studio. If you ever get called on to play Tondelayo or some Malayan beauty, I'll get you her studio extension."
"You're wonderful as a storyteller," Mara said sincerely. She felt good. Not just good, wonderful. She was full of a feeling of something approaching nirvana or what her Zen Buddhist acquaintances in the east called satori. The excellent food, the wine, above all the charm of this strange woman opposite her, had brought it about.
"You feel okay?" Ruth asked tenderly, touching Mara's full breasts.
"I feel great."
"Great enough," Ruth's lips wet each other as she stared at the girl, "to do me?"
Mara hesitated a moment and then nodded.
She got down on her knees. But Ruth pulled her up. "No darling, I'm not X. Let's go to my bedroom. We'll be more comfortable there."
A few minutes later she was undressing Mara slowly, enjoying the pleasure of pulling the dress over the girl's head, of rolling down her pantyhose. When Mara was completely naked, Ruth posed her on the bed with her thighs spread open. The sight of the Eurasian beauty's breathtaking coral-hued slit, already milky with Mara's sexual desire, and the whole framed by curling black hair, made Ruth Peter shiver.
"Your bush is just as I pictured it," Ruth said. "It makes me feel faint just to lo k at. I want to eat it."
Mara smiled understandingly. It was the same reaction that Wendy had had in Rangoon. She knew the effect she would have on Ruth. She could not explain why. But the combination of high cheekbones, slanted eyes and a cafeau-lait smooth skin combined with her thick black bush and the long slit drove women who went for her wild. It drove the men who saw her pussy wild too, but not in quite the same way.
"You've had the same reaction from women before darling, haven't you?" said Ruth reading her thoughts.
Mara nodded. "Yes and I don't understand why. I mean I don't think I'm especially beautiful down there, am I. It's the same as everyone else. I mean," she blushed. "I don't mean that I am an expert or anything but the few women or girls I've seen in showers and all that… they all seem alike."
"Oh no… oh no," Ruth protested. "Not in a thousand ears. You are very different. For one thing, your cunt lips are so wonderfully thin. You must have had a French ancestor somewhere because most of the beautiful French girls I've had as lovers, when I was in Paris, had the same immeasurably thin cunt lips. 'Fines attaches,' the French call them. They have an old wives' tale that if a girl has thin wrists and small feet, she will have thin cunt lips and a very tight pussy. Is yours tight?"
Mara flushed and nodded. "Terribly. My boyfriend has awful trouble putting his thing in… I need a lot of butter."
"Don't talk about him," Ruth snapped irritably. And then she smiled, as she put a finger tenderly into Mara's vagina.
"Don't mind me, dearest. It's just that I'm terribly jealous and I'm put out if anyone talks about a bloody man when I'm hot and wet for her myself."
"I'm sorry," Mara said. "Do you, 'er, want me to kiss you down there."
"Not quite yet, dear." Ruth stood up from the bed. "I want to do a couple of things first. Spray myself with a new rich cologne you'll just adore. And I would love to spray your pussy with Ma Reve. It means 'my dream' in French… I just go out of my gourd when I smell that on a woman's cunt. The combination of her natural cunt odors and the perfume… wow. Do you mind?"
"No but do it lightly or it will hurt. I'm quite tender own there and perfume stings if it is too strongly rubbed m… my boyfriend-" She stopped quickly. Ruth smiled approvingly.
"Just a fine mist on your pussy lips and then we can have a kind of second dessert," she said.
"I don't understand what you mean?" Then she flushed. "Oh, you mean like soixante neuf, sixty-nine."
"Exactly my darling. I see you're not all that naпve about sex, are you?"
A few minutes later she brought a spray bottle over to the Eurasian girl's pussy and spread it about so that it covered most of her thighs. Then she took another scent bottle and did it to herself. After that she sighed and got into bed beside the younger girl. Slowly she raised herself on one elbow and gazed lovingly on Mara's reading slit.
"Forgive me… I have to look on it for a minute or two. It's not just a sexual pleasure. It's an aesthetic pleasure. I think I would like to paint your lovely cunt." She laughed. "Maybe finger painting it would be better. Then I could enjoy both pleasures. Now let's get cozy with one another and enjoy."
Carefully placing her naked form close to Mara's, Ruth arched herself so that she could bury her head between the Eurasian girl's beautiful thighs. Then she flipped over so that her buttocks faced the girl, moving slowly so that her own pubic area was directly over the younger woman's face.
For a moment Mara stared at Ruth's voluminous light brown bush. It was so thick and luxuriant in its dense growth that for a moment she could not see where the slit was. It was almost as if someone had tumbled a full head of hair on her own face. Then applying her lips to the mass, she began to try to ferret out the opening of Ruth's vagina. She was overwhelmed by the heavy, sweetish scent Ruth used on her pubic area. She had to cough and then catch her breath as she inhaled the alcoholic content of the rich cologne.
"Are you all right, darling?" Ruth inquired solicitously, hearing Mara cough. "Did I drench my pussy too much with that thing? It's a bad habit of mine. I do want my lovers to enjoy the sucking and the scent is important."
"I'm all right," Mara said. "But don't let any Alcoholics Anonymous member go down on you," she added jokingly, "Or she won't be able to drive home."
For the next half hour the two women thrilled each other with their tongues. Mara found herself gasping for breath as Ruth Peter played with her vaginal lips the way a frisky puppy might play with a rubber ball. She would take the lips of Mara's sweet smelling vulva in her mouth, then let go in playful fashion. A moment later she would repeat the maneuver.
Alternately she would slip her pointed tongue in and out of Mara's slit, driving the girl to the point where she wanted to flee, then she would stop. If Mara had any hesitation herself, it soon vanished under the overwhelming flood of sensations she was experiencing. This was nothing like what happened when Mike went down on her. True, she enjoyed her boyfriend's passionate sucking of her pussy. But this thing that was going on now was so much richer that it was like the difference between night and day.
She found herself wanting to scream as Ruth focused on her clitoris, nipping at the little pink bud, lapping it from all angles. It was a scream she suppressed and then, finally, could no longer hold in. As Ruth pressed in on her most sensitive area, she let a wild howl escape from her lips.
"OH-OH-OH MY… OR… MY… AAAAMAAH… AAAH… AAAH… AAH… OH… I CAN'T STAND THIS… I CANNOT STAND THIS RUTH… YOU'RE DRIVING ME OUT OF MY MIND… OH AAAH… OOOOH… AAHHHH… I'M COMING… OR… I'M COMING!…"
And in another moment she did, feeling as if her vagina had exploded and with it her entire nervous system. Hardly pausing for breath, Ruth continued to lap away until Mara experienced a renewed series of fantastic orgasms that seemed to go on forever. She found herself almost unable to breathe as they continued to detonate in a flow that astonished her. Ruth Peter was the most fantastic lover she had ever known. Wendy had been marvelous but nothing like this, she told herself. Or was she simply not remembering correctly.
She tried to give Ruth equal pleasure, tried her damndest… but it was no use. She was nowhere on Ruth's level when it came to reaching the top layer of her sensitivity. No matter how hard her tongue worked to lave the older woman's slit and bush, she could not achieve the same results.
"Oh dear, I am so sorry," Mara apologized. "You were so terrific with me… and I've… I've failed you."
"Don't fret love," Ruth said soothingly. "I've had a lot more experience than you." She described how when she had attended the Sorbonne during her junior year at Vassar, she had become acquainted with a dress designer from one of Paris' best haute couture houses. The woman had taken her to her apartment high above the Rand Point of the Champs Elysees and between sips of champagne had taught her how to use her mouth to give a woman the fullest, most exciting sexual satisfaction.
"It took us months of practice," Ruth said with a broad smile, "but it was delightful educational practice and the tuition couldn't be beat. We'll do the same with you my pet. You're coming to work with me starting two weeks from now and we can have our little sessions here several times a week. By the time I'm finished, you will be an artist of the highest rank in the practice of cunnilingus."
Later, as they took a shower together, Ruth thrilled her again by sucking her nipples. Over the noise of the cascading water, Ruth told her they would be having a faculty picnic a week later and that she was invited.
"You'll have a chance to meet the staff and department heads of the school," Ruth said, as she dried Maya's body with a rough Turkish towel that soon buffed the Eurasian's skin to a healthy pink color.
"It is a bit of at bore, Mara," she went on, "but it's good politics for a new teacher to mix early in the game. For one thing it gets you in solidly at the beginning with the people who matter. You know, you have a drink, talk, joke with them and it eases things later when you need favors."
"What sort of favors?" Mara wanted to know.
"Well, suppose you need help from one of the other teachers to cover your absences," Ruth grinned. "I want us to duck out here for some lovemaking whenever we can. I don't have a terrible lot of free time during the weekdays, but occasionally time does turn up. If you can come here too I'd be delighted, naturally."
But in addition there were other things to keep account of. The faculty, meeting as a group, okayed requests for passing on such matters as field trips, special equipment that Mara wanted or might want later. It was good to have friends in the faculty.
And there were all sorts of things that came up during the school year that often required cooperation from other teachers or departments. Supposing a kid in one of Mara's classes was under great pressure because of term paper deadlines or tests from other teachers. Mara could help the boy by asking another teacher to give him more time. Mara might want to take a few days longer at Christmas or Easter to travel. She could ask another teacher or several other teachers to take over during the time period. Mara explained that new teachers also had to teach in summer session the first few semesters. There was no option. But the faculty could excuse her for good and sufficient reasons during one of their association meetings.
"Sounds like a good idea. Plenty of fringe benefits in being nice to your fellow workers," Mara smiled. "Why not?"
Ruth Peter's eyes changed and her voice became a little ominous. "I'd better warn you that there are also some fringe penalties involved when you mix with faculty."
Mara laughed. "Really? Like what?"
"Like having some male bastard of a teacher go after you and pawing you at faculty parties or picnics. Or calling you at night, trying to date you."
"Oh I can handle that," Mara said quickly.
"I hope you can." Ruth said evenly, "because as you must know by now I am quite possessive and the mere thought of some man pawing you gives me the willies. So be careful at the picnic next week. Don't come on too strong with the men. Just give them a big smile, a firm handshake and make a little small talk. You know about Burma and London and European life-styles. Then move on to another person."
Ruth warned her that there were several swingers in the faculty. "They'll try to get you to bed in every clichй maneuver you ever dreamed of or saw on the silver screen. Ask you to come up to their apartments to dine, to discuss pupils-too busy to do it at school, don't you know-and even pretend to be ill so you can come up and cook for them. One girl did just that and got raped an hour after she arrived."
The worst offenders, Ruth informed her, were Joe Mills, a paunchy middle-aged type, who was in the English department and went after everything in skirts or pantyhose, and Tom Leonard, a young history instructor who thought of himself as God's gift to woman because of his striking resemblance to Paul Newman.
Mills was by far the most odious type, Ruth said with a scowl. He liked to get into crowded elevators when the cafeteria on the top floor emptied and press his member against a girl's bottom.
"One day he just got behind me and pressed! Hard against my backside," Ruth recalled with a wince. "I could feel his damned cock growing against my bottom but he had a perfect excuse. The elevator was heavily crowded. Then to my horror, he began to move his cock. At first I thought I was imagining things. But no, the bastard had an enormous hard-on and was pressing it between the cheeks of my behind. If he could have he would lifted my skirt and tried to plunge into my bare ass. I could even hear the rat breathing hard as he got worked up, dry screwing that way. I wanted to tell him to stop, complain, but then I realized how embarrassing it would all be. There would have to be an official hearing, like the time a physical ed instructor was found in the cubicle of the ladies room after hours, going down on a teen-aged pupil, some dumb little girl who wanted solid A's for a scholarship. The hearing was noised all over town, in the papers.
"Which reminds me," Ruth said. "You may run into trouble from boys in your class, too. Some of these kids are eighteen and they get a lech for a beautiful young teacher and try to make her. Best thing is to be on your guard against anyone who has a glint in his eye. It means he's trying to get into your panties. And I'm the only one who will be doing that from now on. Right?"
"Right," Mara smiled and then remembered Mike.
"But this man I'm seeing, we're already-" she began.
"I don't want to hear about it," Ruth said quickly, "Just cut him off. Cut him off and don't let anyone make passes at you. This school will give you problems enough in that area, you don't need a stupid stud of a boyfriend complicating things too. Oh and be careful of Leonard. He's a sneaky type, he'll try to take advantage of you in every way he can. Even brutally."
Ruth explained. Leonard was always offering female teachers or female students free rides. He managed to combine them with efforts to get sex and often succeeded.
"Last year he took a delightful girl, a big beautiful black senior, home. On the way he pretended he had car trouble just as they reached a heavily wooded area, far from a phone or much traffic.
"By the oddest of coincidences, he also had an unopened fifth of Scotch in his trunk. He offered the girl a drink, just to keep warm, as he put it. Well, the inevitable happened. After they had had three drinks and the girl was woozy, he made her have sex with him."
Mara snorted. "He'd better not try anything so idiotic with me or I'll use my fists on him."
"Well Lucy wasn't able to cope with it. She told me the whole sordid tale later in my office and let me tell you it was ghastly. First he made her get into the back seat. It was dark by then. He took out his damned cock and made her swallow it. The girl told me it was so huge it made her gag when he rammed it into her mouth. He kept telling her she'd like it once she got used to it and when she refused to suck him, he just pumped away at her until he came in her mouth."
"Oh no," Mara said astonished. "That must have been awful."
"Not as awful as what came later," Ruth retorted. He told her to take some more liquor to get rid of the taste and the silly girl complied. Well by that time she didn't know or care what would happen to her. So he forced her to lie on her stomach, lifted her leg over the back seat and… " Ruth paused and shook her head. "He ripped the poor girl's panties off and forced his damned cock into her anus. Can you imagine what that must have felt like to the poor girl. This big bastard pushing his rod into her. Not bothering to lubricate it even with his saliva.
"He just shoved it into her backside and she could hear him grunting like a wild buffalo as he got his stupid, selfish pleasure. When he finally came he lay back and fell asleep. She didn't get home till after midnight. After he forced her to have intercourse one more time."
"Did she file a complaint against him?" Mara asked.
"She wanted to but he had warned her that he would accuse her of turning him on, of playing with his cock as they drove. And since she was no virgin and had been caught necking in the yard with one of the basketball players, she already had a history of fooling around. There were some things like that and also using foul language to a teacher in her personal file. Who would have believed her story? I told her to forget it and just be on her guard against him."
Mara shivered inside as Ruth finished. She would have to be on her guard too, she realized. Against Leonard and Mills and maybe a lot of others.
She was not looking forward to next week's picnic. Nor to the prospect of telling Mike she could not go out with him any longer. Mike bothered her most. He had at fierce temper. She would have to come up with an excuse that at least let him save face.



Chapter 3


The picnic was being held in a beautiful wooded area in the foothills of some mountains close to Los Angeles. After an hour of easy driving over the speedy freeway, Mara arrived at a lake which was the most beautiful she had ever seen. Above the shoreline on one side was a thick forest which reminded her of the forests in Malaya. Mara loved it the moment she saw it.
She had come alone at Ruth Peter's insistence.
"We have to be careful not to start rumors about us," Ruth explained. "And I'm such a bad actor when I'm with someone I adore. They would see my eyes hungering for those gorgeous breasts of yours, they'd notice me staring at your lovely legs and hips when you walked around in your short shorts or swim suit. And they might easily realize," Ruth laughed mischievously, "that I want to rip the shorts off and nuzzle that delicious little cunt of yours." Ruth's tongue flipped in and out of her mouth.
Mara laughed at Ruth's expression. She looked as if she were about to go down on her right then and there.
"And above all don't let me drink too much," Ruth pleaded. "I lose all sense of perspective of what I'm doing. And besides, it's such a long drive home. I don't want to wind up in a drunk tank downtown."
"You mean people really get crocked on these picnics?" Mara smiled. "I thought teachers were very formal, sedate types. At least that's how they were in Europe. Over there you have a Christmas eggnog drink with your fellow teachers or a New Year's Day drop in to say hello and you vanish" I never saw anybody get smashed there."
"You'll see." Ruth chuckled. "Teachers in Los Angeles are a very different breed. My motto at these picnics is keep one eye on your breasts and the other on your crotch because before the afternoon's half over, somebody's going to reach for other. Oh there are all sorts of excuses later" Sweet apologetic telephone messages." She mimicked the teachers who made such calls to her last year:
" 'Oh dear, Ruth, did I make a boo boo and poke my fingers under your shorts yesterday" Forgive me… " I was smashed.' "
Ruth laughed. "Ralph Mason was the funniest. He got so smashed that he got me in the water while we were swimming. He'd already had two or three martinis before I got there. He pulled down my bikini bottom and under the pretense that he was trying to find it, kept coming up between my legs and nipping at my pussy. Ordinarily the thought of it man trying to go down on me gives me the shudders. But Ralph was smashed and I was rather too. He kept running his tongue against my pubic area trying to slip it into my slit and of course the water made it terribly impractical.
"All the poor ass got was a mouthful of cunt hairs and water." As Ruth giggled at the memory, Mara could not help thinking what an odd person her hostess was. In the office, the very embodiment of Mrs. Grundy. One almost expected her to wear physically the corset she wore mentally and verbally. But now, as Ruth Peter escorted her from the far end of the parking lot to the picnic area, she positively reveled in using sexy talk. It was as if by using words like "cunt hair," "my slit" and "pussy" she was reinforcing their sexual relationship, reminding the other girl that they were secret lovers.
"Anyway, darling," Ruth repeated. "You'll see what I'm talking about as soon as we get over the crest of that hill."
A few minutes later Mara saw. The teachers, about thirty of them plus a few of their teen-aged children, were congregating around a row of tables laden with food, bottles of liquor, bowls of spiked punch and beautifully packaged gifts. The gifts were prizes for various raffles or games to be played later on.
Everyone was dressed casually or, it might be more accurate to say, they were undressed casually. The women wore the tiniest of swimsuits, the men just swim trunks. They were all lining up for more drinks and greeted the newcomers with wild cries of welcome.
"Where do we change to swim," Mara asked. "I don't see any bathhouses. Should I have put my swimsuit on under my shorts and blouse?"
"Goodness no," Ruth told her. "We just dive behind I some bushes and strip. Just look behind you to make sure one of these lecherous bastards isn't trying to pin you down on the grass the moment he sees the white of your fanny. Last year Annie McGinnis waited till she had three drinks to go swimming. She was too woozy to know she was being watched by one of the basketball coaches.
"The moment she had her shorts off, he came behind her and tried to ram his damned cock into her backside. She told me she thought she'd been attacked by a bear. I wish I could have seen the look on her face. Can you imagine what it must be like to have an unseen visitor come up between your buttocks, give you a big bear hug and then sudden feel a stiff penis working its way into your ass. Men are such awful beasts. Crude, crude, crude.
"I didn't mind old Ralphie. Because it was in the water and he nearly drowned trying to swallow the lake and my cunt at the same time. But this other bastard… ugh… Can you imagine what might have happened if that fool's wife had come on the scene and stared at her husband grunting like a nitwit as he pumped his cock into Annie's asshole?"
From the way Ruth's words were slurred and her somewhat uncertain gait as they neared the tables, Mara knew her boss had already had some drinks. Her language also reflected the fact that she was fast losing any inhibitions she might have had about protecting her so-called official image.
But it was obvious immediately to Mara that everyone was unconcerned about inhibitions or language. She had deliberately come late and everyone was way ahead of her on the liquor line.
Everyone Ruth introduced to her acted as if they had known her for years. J De Mills put an arm around her, drew her close as he gave her a double martini from a thermos jug and welcomed her to the party with a boozy kiss. Mara was so stunned at the paunchy, balding satyr's approach that she did not move her face away.
"Christ it's about time we had a good-looking dame in the English department, right Tom?" Joe bellowed at the nearby Leonard. Suddenly aware of Ruth Peter's stem expression, he grinned and bowed. "Present company excepted naturally." Ruth gave him a chilly smile. Mara saw Tom, a tall, thin-faced man who did indeed look like Paul Newman, offer a smile that was more than half leer.
"You're the most beautiful thing I've seen teaching anything in a decade at least," Tom Leonard said, squeezing her hand meaningfully. "You remind me of Mata Han," he added teasingly. "Do you by chance happen to be a dancer like her?"
"Mata Hari was half Dutch, half Indonesian or what passed for Indonesian," a thin piping voice behind him said. "But this one is much prettier. I've seen pictures of Mata Hari. She wasn't half as lovely."
Mara turned to smile at Ralph O'Hare, a tall, Lincoln-esque figure who was standing behind her with his redheaded teen-aged daughter, Patty. The attractive, lanky girl eyed Mara with intense curiosity.
He pushed Patty forward. "Oh this is my daughter, Patty, Patty O'Hare and Ralph's my name. Chemistry department. Patty wanted so much to meet you. She'll be in one of your classes I understand." He moved aside to make room for Mildred Trent, the elderly principal of the high school. Mara was suddenly aware of numerous faces turned curiously in her direction. Partly, she realized, it was because she was a newcomer. But the short shorts she wore and the tight halter that framed her full breasts also had a lot to do with it. She had seen people, both men and women, stare at her with awe when she appeared in shorts or a swimsuit. It was the combination of her curves, the high cheekbones, the almond eyes and the tawny color of her skin. It tantalized the people when they first saw her.
But what troubled her most now was the unabashed hunger, even lust in the eyes of many of the men. Tom Leonard, Joe Mills and several others could not keep their eyes off her figure. Whenever she moved, their eyes moved as if they were following a tennis match. And curiously too, even the teen-ager Patty O'Hare seemed fascinated. Her eyes kept staring at her as if she were a vision. But it was Mills that bothered her most. The paunchy English teacher kept wetting his lips as his eyes remained fixed on her breasts and her long, smooth skinned thighs.
The idiot, she thought irritably. He should try to control himself. He acts as if he'd like to go down on me in front of everyone here, right here. She had the nervous, twitchy feeling that another drink would make him do something stupid like reach for her breasts.
Ruth, annoyed by the men's reactions, took her quickly to the end of the row of tables and fixed her another drink.
"The bastard Mills is too much," she rasped. "If you look at his bathing suit, you can see he's got a hard-on as big as a whale. Keep away from him. He's got rape in his eyes. "
Mara nodded quickly. The way they were all looking at her made her feel queasy, even the teen-aged girl, Patty O'Hare. The tall, thin stripling came close to her and continued to stare at her as if she were a visitor from Mars. As she drank her drink, Mara tried to be friendly with her."
"I understand you'll be in one of my classes, Patty, she began. The girl's reaction startled her. She flushed a deep red and then nodded quickly.
"What's your main interest in English, writing, poetry, the novel?" Mara went on. The girl's fixed stare was beginning to unnerve her.
"Aren't you going to say anything to me, Patty?" Mara said smiling.
The girl shook her head, then suddenly blurted out: "You're the most gorgeous woman I've ever seen."
Now it was Mara's turn to blush. It was not a compliment she expected from Patty. From any student.
"Thank you, Patty," she said uncertainly. "I think you're very pretty, too. Quite lovely. I'll bet the boys at school try to monopolize your phone. Bet you have a lot of dates."
"Don't," Patty snapped. "I hate boys." She swooped down on Mara's bare arm and sniffed it hungrily. "You're not only beautiful, you smell divinely!' The girl paused, "You smell good enough to eat."
Mara stared at the girl. She was deeply embarrassed. Was the girl a lesbian? Was that why she talked like that? Was that why she had sniffed at her skin. She shook her head. It was too incredible. She was simply imagining things. American teenagers often acted impulsively. And yet what about that look in her eyes as her face focused on her breasts and legs? The gaze was so strong it was like a hot breath. Mara had a sixth sense of these things. She could sense a lesbian's interest in her without even touch, sometimes even a word that indicated deviation from the norm.
There was the teacher in Brussels for instance, the tall, strait-laced creature who dressed as formally as a nun. Her history class was conducted with military discipline. Everyone had to address her by her title. And yet she had convinced Mara she was gay by her intense looks, her expressions. One night she had invited several of her best pupils to her home near la Grand Place and given them some excellent food and wine. Mara had suddenly become quite drowsy, the others had not. So she had accepted her teacher's offer that she sleep over. She had accepted with a feeling of uneasiness. Those strange, intense looks at her when she crossed her legs, when she wore thin, tight sweaters emphasizing her firm breasts bothered Mara very much.
Still she had gone to bed. Suddenly in the middle of the night, she felt something warm touching her vulva. At first she thought it a dream. Then it became stronger. Was it some vision of Wendy sucking her vagina in Burma, she wondered. Then a low moan awakened her. It was her teacher, the proud, haughty history instructor, aflame with desire, her tongue flicking madly at Mara's pubic area, her lips laving her inner thighs. Mara stared, transfixed as the older woman took her entire labia in her mouth and began to savor it between her lips. Mara had felt deeply disturbed not just at the sex act but because she felt so dirty down there. The teacher was sniffing at the pungent odor that came from Mara's vagina.
"But Madame Prodesseur!" Mara had cried, ashamed because she had not showered. It did not matter. The academic lesbian had devoured her pussy and then still unsatisfied, had lifted her own nightgown and masturbated. She was obviously drunk and out of her mind with sexual desire… It had all been there in her eyes before Mara realized as she watched incredulously. The teacher had attacked her sexually with her eyes and now had lost control. Mara tried to shake off her drowsiness.
"You put something in that wine," Mara had said.
"Yes, my darling Mara," the teacher had said. "I had to make love to you. I had to. You must have known."
When Mara shook her head vigorously and told her she refused to make love, the woman had stunned her. Drunk, full of a lust she could not control, she had dug her lips and nose into Mara's vagina and then, spreading open her own legs had plunged her thick forefinger into the labia of her own genitals. Mara watched unbelievingly as the woman's finger moved in and out of the pink pussy lips with their large overhang of flesh. The woman kept sucking and kissing Mara, then masturbating until she came.
Mara suffered through the assault helplessly but she swore that the next time she saw desire like that in a woman's eyes, she would flee if she possibly could. She had seen it in Wendy's eyes and in Ruth's eyes, but in each case, she was caught like a fly in amber, unable to escape, unable to leave the place with Ruth especially she had needed the job and her surrender, though frightening at first, had delighted her. But here again she was seeing it in Patty O'Hare. The teen-aged girl was a lesbian. She was as convinced of it as she had been with the teacher in Europe.
Noticing Mara's strained face, Ruth pulled her aside.
"Are you all right dear? You look very upset"
Mara brightened as much as she could under her strain.
"Just a little nervous, I think. All these new people. I'm never sure quite what to say. I'm terrible at small talk with strangers!"
"Don't sweat it dear," Ruth said. "You've done your part by coming and saying hello. And after a few more drinks, you'll loosen up. And so will they."
Mara smiled gratefully as Ruth Peter refilled her glass. She could not help notice that the drinks had already brought a deep red flush to Ruth's cheeks.
"Better slow down Ruth," Mara warned.
"Listen darling I'll let you in on a secret. I loathe these get togethers as much as you. And several drinks pull me through, especially when some of the men play sex games or what is known in locker rooms as 'grab ass.'" She sighed. "It's a damned dilemma. I don't want to get loaded. J[f I get any more tickets from traffic cops, my insurance will go flying upwards. But as a departmental chairman I've got to stick around another three hours at least. God I wish I could go somewhere and hide till it's over." Her face brightened suddenly. "Hey that's a capital idea. Let's go hide."
"Where?"
"In the woods, silly." Ruth's eyes blurred as she continued in a low tone and she staggered slightly. Her voice took on a slight but definite slur. "Look honey. Pick up a blanket and follow me at a distance. Don't arouse suspicions, you know. We'll have our own little love fest… " She grabbed a bottle, tucked it under her arm and started off. "Literary love fest… call it, Desire Under the Palms. "
Mara looked nonplussed as Ruth wandered off into the thick copse of trees and bushes nearby.
"Care for another drink or a sandwich?" a male voice asked behind her. She turned to look at Tom Leonard. The young history instructor, his camera strapped around his long neck, stared at her with the kind of built-in leer she remembered seeing on the face of Clark Gable in old TV films. "I'll bet you can drive a guy out of his mind with that gorgeous body of yours. You've got fantastic curves, Mara. Fantastic."
As Mara looked startled, not sure how to respond, he raised his hands. "Just speaking as an amateur sculptor… I do some statues now and then. How about coming and modeling for me some Saturday afternoon? Then we can have some dinner. I'm a great chef and I have a lovely place up in the hills that overlooks the whole city. We could sit and look at the scene-it's terrific and maybe have a nice long chat over some good brandy. Okay?"
His eyes stared hungrily at her breasts and the supple curves of her hips. You horny bastard, she thought. I'd be raped the minute I entered the door. She could see a thick, powerful looking bulge in the crotch of his swim trunks as he talked.
"Perhaps one day," she said smiling, not wanting any enemies in the school. "Right now I'm going to change. I'd like a blanket." She leaned over the pile of blankets a few yards away. As she bent down, she could feel his strong penis, hard and demanding, thrust against her thin shorts. The feel of an extended penis in her backside was so astounding that for a terrible moment she thought she was being sexually attacked. She fell down on the pile of blankets. On top of her, his cock still thrust at her, was Tom Leonard. They struggled together on the unstable hill of wool.
"Oh damn… I'm sorry, Mara. I was trying to get you a blanket," he apologized. "Let me get up. It's easier."
Somehow he had trouble getting over her. As he tried to move away from her on the pile of slippery blankets, he seemed trapped in his efforts to pull himself free of her body. As the onlookers laughed aloud, his crotch remained glued to her fanny.
"Sorry… damn, this is hard," he apologized.
He kept trying to get off her but his cock moved against her backside for another moment until finally she yelled at him. Deliberately or not, his own movements ran counter to hers.
"Just lie still and let me get away from you," she cried.
"Sorry I'm so clumsy," he said as he pressed once more against her as the blankets, loosened from the hill by their struggles, fell over their faces.
She knew he was lying and she wanted to strike him with her fists as she felt him ramming his cock against her. When he finally stood up a moment later, she saw that his swim suit was wet by his crotch. The bastard had come against her backside! He looked at her with bland innocence that combined a good-natured smile and somehow the rueful expression of a small boy who has made a boo boo. She looked at him with undisguised anger and hoped the others would see that he attacked her buttocks like a stupid, oversexed schoolboy. The white splotch of semen spreading over his crotch-piece would tell them all the kind of vulgar beast he was.
But her look at his lower parts had alerted him too. Pivoting quickly, he ran toward the lake and leaped in. Mara, ignoring the leers on the other men nearby and the peculiar looks on the women's faces, seized a blanket and moved hurriedly toward the woods. She was sorry she had come. She should have pleaded a cold or some backache and simply visited with them in the faculty lounge. She would not have been subjected to the ordeal of a grown man, a scholar, pumping his stiff penis into the deft of her buttocks like a dog in heat.
As she moved further away, she heard laughter and realized with horror that Tom must have stained her light blue shorts with his wretched semen as well. She would have to get it off somehow after she reached Ruth. She could not go back with that telltale stain on her backside. It would simply be hideous to face them that way.
She caught up with Ruth a couple of hundred yards further. Ruth had picked a lovely circle of grass surrounded by thick bushes. She had obviously taken more liquor and greeted her with of whoop of welcome.
"Welcome to my pastoral paradise, my own private garden of Eden, darling," she said in a blurry voice. "And now take off those shorty shorts and let me see your little private garden of Eden."
"Not so loud," Mara begged, listening to Ruth's voice. "They, can hear you."
"Too far. Anyway who the hell cares," Ruth said, laughing. "Here, have a drink. I'm a-way ahead of you, baby."
"No I don't think… " Then a thought occurred to her. The alcohol might remove Leonard's semen. Stripping her shorts off quickly, she wet a corner of the blanket with the bottle and rubbed it vigorously against the stain on the back of the garment.
"What the hell you doing?" Ruth asked astonished, "Honey that's a sheer waste of good liquor."
Mara debated whether to tell Ruth about Tom Leonard's attack on her but decided against it. It would only anger her and she might be caught in the middle in a fight between them. She did not want to make waves. Above all no waves, no scenes, no damned departmental hearings or court martials or whatever they call the bloody things.
"Wow," Ruth said as she stared hungrily at Mara's naked crotch. "Love your little garden sweetie… come over here and let Ruth eat a little of that nectar. I'm getting horny as hell just looking at it."
Mara moved over and let Ruth's tongue lap at her pussy. The movements of Ruth's expert tongue against her clitoris began to excite her terribly. But she remained apprehensive.
"Is it safe to do this in the open, Ruth?" she asked,
"Hell yes… they're all drunk as goats there or flopping around the water. They don't move into the woods till it gets dark. Then they try to play grab ass in the bushes. Put your bush over my face darling, I love the sweet smell of your cunt."
Mara felt a frisson of exquisite pleasure as Ruth's fingers teased the nipples of her firm breasts while Ruth's mouth continued to make her pussy tingle. It was a combination of sexual delights that shut every other thought from her mind. The outside world did not exist for either of them as they threw themselves into their sexual encounter with a frenzied haste.
But the outside world did exist and would soon make its impact felt. As the two women embraced hungrily on their seemingly isolated plot of grass, three persons were creeping up to watch them.



Chapter 4


As Patty watched, she was filled with warring emotions. She envied Ruth Peter the joys of making love to Mara but she was angry that Mara had lied to her. Not only lied to her, Patty thought, her face red with anger, she had rejected her. Just thrown her out, so she could be with that bitch Ruth Peter whom she hated hot only because she always acted like cold fish but because she had consistently forced Patty to rewrite her term papers and then given her lousy grades.
"All right Miss Little Asiatic Bitch," Patty told herself as she watched the two women hungrily licking each other's pussies. "We'll see if you can keep ten feet away from me. You're going to be damned sorry for this day. I can promise you that!"
As she strode away from the love scene, another watcher, who was spying at the two naked women from a different angle, was thinking identical thoughts.
Tom Leonard had taken all the ribbing he could from the damned fools at the picnic tables and now he was going to see if that little bitch Mara was all that hard to ball. He had heard too many stories from guys back from Viet Nam about Eurasian girls they had met during rest and recreation stopovers at Thailand. Eurasians were hotter than firecrackers. All you had to do was put your cock close to them on the dance floor or let your hand sort of hover over their tits and they practically raped you.
Of course you had to be discreet, he was warned. Don't futz around with ass grabbing or anything like caressing their jugs in front of people. They have to save face. That was very big in the East, even more than with American girls. They might be wet between the legs, so clammy wet that if you put your hand under their dresses, you'd feel like you'd plunged it into a hot bath. But don't fool around in public.
Okay, Tom thought, as he moved away from the laughing picnickers. So I made a mistake, dry fucking her on those damned blankets. I just couldn't resist the opportunity. But now he would see if he could fuck her away from prying eyes. Actually ball her time. Dry fucking wasn't his favorite hobby. Getting it in a girl's cunt, he thought laughing, was much more his game.
"Hey where you going Tom?" a biology teacher yelled. "Still trying to hide your shame? Or are you going after a second try with her?"
"I wouldn't try it Buddy," some other goon yelled. "Little Mara looks like she can handle herself. She might even kung-fu you if you tried rape again."
Tom laughed as he turned and held up his camera. "Just going after some pictures that's all. I'll be back soon."
Rape wasn't a bad idea, he told himself. It had worked a couple of times in Viet Nam. Usually with girls who were scared shitless of Americans. It might even work with little Mara Blake if the worst came to worst. As he walked into the woods, he remembered the last time he had done it in Hue.
His unit had just settled for the day in town and a little bored, he had accepted the dinner invitation of one of the nurses at the field hospital. A woman named O'Sullivan who was over fifty and obviously a dyke. But she needed supplies they were carrying and had invited him to a home-cooked dinner at her apartment a few miles into the center of town. In return for cigarettes and soap, he could have a great steak and vino dinner. She had given him the key and promised to join him in an hour, when she was off duty.
When he got to the apartment, he recalled chuckling, there was this gorgeous Vietnamese doll in the kitchen baking a cake or something. About nineteen and with an ass that was absolutely wild. She had smiled at him and continued her work. He kept eyeing her from the couch in the other room and as she bent over the stove her skirt had ridden way up disclosing the juiciest fanny he'd seen in years. He had not had a woman in months and had a hell of a time sitting there with an erection growing like a mad dog. Finally, unable to control his libido, he had moved up behind her and as she bent over some pot, stirring or whatever, he had pulled out his cock and plunged it between her buttocks. She had squirmed and told him to stop. But her English was limited, even more limited than his willingness to obey her. Holding her tight with one hand, he had lowered himself until he finally got his penis into her pussy.
It was not easy. The girl shimmied in his arms like jelly and nearly got out of his grasp. She would have too if he had not got a firm grip on her even firmer pear-shaped breasts. The struggle then became a marvelous challenge, he recalled. He came just before his hostess did, fortunately.
The incident had stayed with him in the four years since he had been back. "It was the most delicious fuck I ever had," he had told Joe Mills. "You gotta picture this juicy light-colored female ass wriggling like auto headlights at me as she stirred in that pot. I almost came in my jeans. My cock was so hard by the time I shoved it against her ass, that I nearly creamed right then and there. Luckily I held out till I got it into the tightest little cunt ever made, Joe. I think I almost had to use a shoehorn to get it in there. Wow! And she never let out a peep to her boss."
Joe Mills was as horny as he was and the only one in the school with him he really let his guard down. He knew that Joe's pecker responded to any new female who looked like a good bed partner and he had seen Mills' eyes boggle with wonder and amazement when the beautiful figure of Mara Blake came along. But in his own case, he was doubly curious. The legends he had heard in the Far East about what fantastic lays Eurasian girls were had stuck to him. Now that one was in his ken, he could not resist the temptation to try for the jackpot between her thighs.
For a long time he seemed to be wandering in circles through the deep woods above the lake. He had almost convinced himself that the Eurasian girl had gone home when he almost broke in on her frenzied love scene with Ruth Peter. He had just turned past a huge tree when he saw them straight ahead.
Fortunately they were so involved in each other that they did not see him. Actually it would have been a miracle had they done so because both women had their faces buried in each other's thighs. He could tell it was Mara on one side because of the color of her skin. He was not quite sure who the other woman was at first. She was making gibberish sounds as her tongue moved madly against the other girl's pussy. For a moment, Tom Leonard had a mad impulse to laugh. It was Ruth Peter! Miss Cold Fish of 1975 and her big tits were flapping like a demented catfish against Mara's as she sucked away for dear life.
Under most circumstances the sight would have driven him to loud, uncontrollable laughter. The idea of a frigid bitch like Ruth trying to eat another woman-and a woman like Mara-was not only funny, it was something to tell Joe Mills. Many times at parties thrown by a faculty member, Tom had tried to come on with Ruth. She had been polite but offered only cold smiles that said clearly: "I'm glad to talk to you about educational theory and history but please don't touch. I'm not interested in sex. I'm above sex."
He had, of course suspected that she was a dyke, but there was no proof. She kept her tracks well covered. The only time he had ever been to her home, her bedrooms had been locked-he had tried to sneak in to one-and it had been at dull cocktail party to welcome some new teacher. He had wondered whether she really was asexual or just masturbated with a candle or a big banana. But he never expected anyone as careful as Ruth, that paragon of formality, that personification of paralyzed humor, of antisocial attitudes, one always so careful of that holy image of the competent, dedicated high school teacher, to take a risk like this.
To risk being caught in a sixty-nine position in the open. True, it was over two hundred yards to the lake and in deep woods. True, she knew they were getting soused and unconcerned back there at the tables. But still someone could have come along and seen them, or even bumped into them as he almost had. They must be really crocked, he thought.
Watching their passionate lovemaking, he was reminded of the last hard-core porno flick he had seen, in which two dykes went down on each other. And of some porno stills some street corner type had once sold him in Saigon. Stills! The memory of those porno pictures gave him a new idea. There was still enough light and he had a very fast film in the camera. And a fast lens. What a great shot!
Crouching low he took several shots of both of them as they licked each other's pussies, making sure that at least two or three showed their faces clearly. It was no fun unless you could see the ladies' faces, he thought. They would make great additions to his porno collection-pictures he had picked up in France, Viet Nam and other places. But these would be very special because he knew the participants.
After he took about ten shots, he got up and, still suppressing a desire to laugh as she saw their mooning expressions of bliss and satisfaction, he started back. He had, got some great new shots for his collection. And that's all he might have wanted them before except that just as he started to leave the scene, he heard Ruth Peter mentioning his name with utmost contempt.
"You should have seen that fool Tom Leonard's face," Ruth said laughing. "He looked like someone caught masturbating by the local priest…" The words sank in deeply, searing him. It was not only Ruth's words, it was the tone. It was if she were talking to someone about a village idiot instead of a man who held a master's degree from Yale, who was twice as intelligent as she was.
"The stupid fool deserves it," Tom heard Ruth add a moment later.
Flushing deeply, Tom clenched his fists. He was angry but uncertain what to do. Should he plunge in on Ruth and tell her what he thought of her, warn her to keep her mouth shut about him?
A second later Mara's voice answered. "I wouldn't let that dirty pig within ten feet of me." Mara laughed. And again it was the tone of the laugh, full of contempt, that irritated him most.
"Not even for lunch, let alone sex," Mara concluded.
That was all Tom Leonard needed. He knew damned well what the hell he was going to do now. Those pictures would come in very handy. You girls are going to regret all that vino you drank. You should have kept your eyes open for intruders, he thought.
And now Tom Leonard laughed. So that little Eurasian bitch was not going to let him come within ten feet of her, was she? He had news for her. The dirty pig she couldn't stand would not only be pretty close, much closer than ten feet, he would offer her lunch from his own cock. And if she didn't like the menu she could lump it. No, he thought grinning, not lump it, lick it. You are going to lick my stiff cock and my balls, you arrogant Eurasian cunt, he said softly as he walked back toward the lake.
Thank goodness he had taken along his camera. It was going to open the door to a lot of great sex for him, Starting very soon, too.



Chapter 5


A week later the roof began to fall in on Mara, sexually speaking, as the peeping toms began to collect their pounds of flesh. But first there was an angry scene with Mike that nearly drove her back to Rangoon.
Surly and argumentative on the phone, Mike had become increasingly irritated by Mara's failure to see him. Her excuses that she was exhausted by the new school burden were accepted for several days. But finally Mike became insistent.
"Jeeze baby I'm dying here without you," Mike said. "I sit in my office thinking about you and going through one erotic daydream after another. It was embarrassing yesterday. There was a woman in here on a tax matter who looked vaguely like you and I found myself thinking of balling you."
"Oh Mike, don't talk like that. Is anyone in the office now?"
"No… I thought of how great it would be to lean you up against my desk, lower your panties, take my cock out and shove it right up. Remember when I did that once about a month ago? You were terrified that someone would catch us fucking like mad."
"Please don't say things like that over the phone someone else may pick up the extension," Mara pleaded. Her boyfriend had this insane habit of using the telephone as a private sex line. He would go on provocatively for fifteen or twenty minutes several times a week, playing a game intended to work her up. But never, never as strong as he was now.
"Are you wet between the legs, baby?" he said now. "Think of how nice my tongue would be against your clitoris. Then I could suck your lovely tits till you got ready to explode. While my finger goes in and out of your hot, wet cunt."
Her face flushed pink as she heard him continue. He was much more graphic now than he'd ever been before. Usually he would work up his sex monologue very slowly, starting with a handful of comments on his interest in her as a girl, her conversational ability, her hair, her perfume. Then after ten minutes, when she had been put into the right erotic frame of mind, he would slip in the really dirty phrases, using words like "hot wet cunt." "my throbbing cock in your pussy." And so on until he had to quit because a client walked in or a long distance call had to be accepted.
"Baby… I am going nuts here," he was saying. "My peter is so hot for your little slit that I nearly put it in Mary Jane's fat ass a minute ago. See how desperate I am?"
The phrase made her laugh. Mary Jane was at windy bookkeeper of forty-eight or so with a backside that resembled the map of Texas and whenever Mike wanted to make her laugh, he'd fantasize what it would be like to ram his penis against her as she bent over her figures. "It would have to be a cock the size of a telephone pole to wake her up," he would say. "Besides, I think the last time Mary Jane had a cock in that leathery saddle between her thighs was when a Confederate soldier fucked her at Gettysburg."
She laughed again as he went on, but there was a new tone in his voice, a sense of anxiety that had not been there before. That and the incessant flow of hot sexy talk bothered her until she realized that he was trying desperately to get her in the mood to have intercourse with him. He was hoping that by bombarding her with a Niagara of sex on the wire, she would get so hot and wet that she'd be begging him to drop whatever he was doing and come to make love to her. And very often it worked.
But it wasn't working today, she realized. Her mind as so full of her affair with Ruth Peter that his erotic epithets collided with her ear like pebbles dashed against a high window. Finally she had to stop him. He would keep her there in a kind of aural bondage all afternoon and she had to shop because Ruth was coming for dinner.
"Mike dear I must go. I'm sorry."
"Do you really have to?" he asked hurriedly. "Listen I'll come over right after work and we'll shoot up to that place in Malibu you liked so much."
"I'd like to Mike. I-I just can't."
"Why not?" he asked with asperity. "You keep turning me down. What the hell did I do, for Christ sakes?"
"Nothing Mike… I'm just busy. I have a new job and I have reports to do, papers to correct. I'm just exhausted by dinnertime."
"Okay, we'll make it this Saturday. I can wait two more days, I guess, even if I'm going nuts."
"No, I can't. I have a faculty function I really must attend, Mike. I'm sorry."
"All right, we'll spend the afternoon together," he said despondently. "I know a good place for lunch near Hollywood. Or we can eat at Marina del Rey near the water."
When she balked again, he exploded. "Mara, what the hell's happening to us. I don't like this."
"Nothing, Mike. I'm just getting into a new job. The first semester is always tough going for a new teacher."
"So tough you have to turn me down every day for a week?" he said. There was a pause and then his voice became very edgy. "There's another guy right?"
"Oh Mike… " Mara began, sensing his growing anger.
"No… no tell me. I want to know. A girl I'm crazy about, whom I've been very close to… whom I've gone to bed with regularly suddenly backs away… Is that what it is? You're putting out for some one else?"
"Mike I don't think we should discuss this over the phone."
"You're tired of being balled by me right?" he said. "I should have seen it coming. It's been getting obvious for a long time. You're a very passionate girl and I'm not doing it good for you anymore. I mean in the sex department. Be honest with me Mara."
"You're saying nonsense, Mike," she said sharply. She hated it when he felt sorry for himself. And she knew what was coming next. She was familiar with his moods.
"Mara, please marry me," he said quietly.
She sighed. "No, Mike. We agreed we'd forget marriage or if we wanted it, it would happen years from now. We agreed we'd just have fun."
"How the hell can we have fun if you never see me?" he said frustratedly. "You know how I am. Unless I get layed every day I'm no good for anything. For months I've been getting into your pussy or eating it. Or you eating my cock. Then suddenly I'm begging for it."
"Mike, stop it, stop it right now," she said irritably. The trouble was that he was right, she thought sadly. She had made love to him every night ever since their third date in Los Angeles and she had done it because he fascinated her. He was bright, told good jokes and liked to live in an elegant style. If he had any shortcomings as a lover it was that he was oversexed and too physically demanding. And he took absurd risks with her, even in his own office. And yet she had not minded that too much in the long run.
Not even when be had played a joke on his aging bookkeeper, she remembered. He had placed her in his chair and had made her call the woman in on the intercom buzzer. Then while Mara discussed some letter that he wanted Mary Jane to double check, he had sucked Mara's already moist pussy.
The idea was typical of his yen for practical jokes. When she had refused at first, he had insisted. If she could come without the bookkeeper guessing what was happening, he would take her to Las Vegas for the weekend. So she had called the dense woman in and explained that her boss, Mike, had asked Mara to give her some message while he was at the bank.
Then while Mary Jane sat opposite her making notes in her pad about what letters to check for cost figures on some new corporate projects, she had spread her legs. Mike, on his knees had crept between her thighs and pushing aside the crotch piece of her panties with his forefingers had begun to play with her clitoris. The sensation was so strong that she caught her breath.
Mary Jane Travers, a buxom woman who always smelled of oranges-she ate them incessantly between meals to cut down on her craving for high calorie sweets and cakes-had looked at her with concern.
"Are you all right, Miss Blake'?" she began.
At that instant Mike chose to run his tongue into her slit and she had almost fainted from the pleasurable hot flush she experienced.
"No… no… I'm just a little tired. Didn't have much sleep last night."
Mary Jane had stood up. "I've got some extra potent vitamins in my desk. Let me give you those. They'll give you more energy,"
"No, please, I'll be okay. Let me just finish giving you these. Now in the case of Midwestern Tractors Corporation, They are proposing a four million dollar addition to their Kansas plants and-eeh!"
She stopped and groaned as Mike's long, hot and pointed tongue had targeted expertly the most sensitive area of her pussy.
"Are you sure you're not ill, Miss?" Mary Jane repeated solicitously. "It might be a lot better if you lay down on the couch."
At that point Mike, the son of a bitch, had nearly given the thing away by laughing. And Mara had to admit it was funny. Yes it damned well would have been better if she could have lain down on the couch across the room, so she could spread her thighs and enjoy the delightful sexual jolts that were flooding through her body. She had wanted to laugh herself as Mary Jane pinpointed her need so well. But she had to cough instead, as loudly as possible, so that the bookkeeper would not understand what was going on below.
But the cough had caused extra problems. It had gone on so long and caused such apprehensions in the middle-aged woman that she had raced around the desk, as fast as her thick legs could get her there. Mara nearly died as the bookkeeper pounded heavily on her back. But what really concerned her was that Mike insisted on continuing to suck her vagina. If the bookkeeper's eyes ever strayed below her knees she mighty readily see Mike sucking her pussy like a sex-hungry sailor going down on a barmaid!
But she could not get up. Mike was holding on too tightly to her legs. So she had leaned forward to cover the aperture of the desk and keep the good woman from seeing what was happening to her.
It was not easy. The silly goose kept leaning over her and pounding and watching her with growing anxiety until Mara had to summon all her resources to keep from laughing out loud. And Mike's hyperactive tongue working madly between her thighs made things no easier.
Finally after what seemed like centuries, her vagina seemed to explode and she found herself gasping and shaking in the leather swivel chair.
"Good Lord," Mary Jane cried. "You're having convulsions. You need a doctor. Let me put you on the couch… I'll get one right away. There's a good one on the eighth floor."
The poor woman fiddle faddled so heavily around her that Mara was convinced that she would lift her bodily and carry her across the room. The only way Mara could think to stop her was by putting her head down on the desk and whispering that she was all right. She had simply experienced a fainting spell and would be fine in a few moments. But the woman persisted in hovering about her until Mara nearly went out of her skull. If she pulled back the executive chair she was sitting on, Mary Jane would see Mara's panties pulled down over her legs and her pussy sopping wet from Mike's passion.
Suddenly she had a thought that saved her.
"Can you get me some brandy," Mara said weakly. "Brandy always helps me at a time like this."
Mary Jane looked bewildered at her request and then smiled.
"There's a liquor shop down the block. I'll get you a bottle."
"Let me pay you," Mara said, fetching a ten dollar bill from her purse, her head still down. But Mary Jane would have none of it. It would go on her boss's expense account. After all Mara had fainted while doing his work hadn't she? Mara nodded shyly and closed her eyes to keep from snickering.
They had both roared with laughter when Mary Jane had gone out and she still recalled the joke with pleasure. But that was a long while ago and things had changed. She could simply not start anything new with Mike. And she had promised Ruth she would drop him as soon as she could.
"I'll call you when I'm free again, Mike," she said firmly. "I have to go now."
"Jesus, let's talk for a minute. Maybe we can figure something out," he wheedled. "You're always sloughing me off. Mara, whatever I've done, I'm sorry… I love you. You know that."
His little-boy tone touched her deeply. She could not bear to hurt him. She backtracked a little.
"Maybe we could have an early dinner tomorrow night," she suggested. Her mind was calculating Ruth's movements. Ruth had told her she had to do some shopping and dress fittings right after school. She could tell Ruth that since she could not figure her time too accurately, the best thing would be to meet her later at her house. Ruth would not be suspicious if she agreed to come later to her home around nine.
Mike was delighted with the idea and. readily accepted. She did not realize what a mistake it was until the following night. The dinner and her early departure only reinforced his jealousy and his belief that she was lying to him.
The dinner went along beautifully. Mike took her to one of the best seafood places on the beach near Malibu. The wine he ordered and the food, lobster thermidor cooked to perfection, the lovely decor of the restaurant with its plate glass window fronting on the restless ocean-all of pleased her very much.
But as the clock crept toward eight, she began to be apprehensive. She had promised Ruth to meet her by nine-fifteen at the latest.
"I think we'd better go, Mike," she said finally.
"But why baby?" he laughed. "I was going to order some Benedictine and brandy-you love that. And then I thought we'd drive along the water, get the cool breeze. Maybe even stop and do a little loving," he finished with a leer mixed with his usual grin.
"No… I have to go home," she said. "I-I have to do a report."
"I'll help you, then," he laughed. "I'm great at reports. And we can squeeze in a little screwing too," he added softly.
"No," she said. "I-I have to deliver it to my boss, Miss Peter," she said quickly. Too quickly because he remained unconvinced.
"You're dumping me for another date, right?" he said flatly…
"No I'm not," she protested. "We agreed on an early dinner-just as we said. And that we'd break it off early."
"But it's only eight-thirty, for Pete's sake!"
When she remained adamant, he drove her home, keeping a sullen silence most of the way. She tried to rouse him out of his grim mood but gave up finally. He barely kissed her on the cheek and drove away. Mara went into her apartment, called Ruth to apologize for coming late, and left a few minutes later.
Driving like the wind, she did not notice the familiar car following her from a distance. Had she done so, she would have panicked. Mike was following her all the way, making sure that at least one or two cars moved between them.
At Ruth Peter's house, she parked and ran toward the door. Ruth had been polite on the telephone but cool. She hated being kept waiting.
Still, Mara's warm smile and the girl's beauty melted her intended frostiness. She forgot the lecture she had prepared and the warning that Mara must never do this again. Instead, she threw her arms around the Eurasian and hugged her tightly.
"If you only knew how much I missed you darling," she cooed in her ear. "Did you have dinner?"
Mara nodded. "Just a hamburger but I'm not hungry." Ruth eyed her quietly. "Sure you don't want to eat any thing?"
Mara shook her head. Ruth took her by the hand and led her to the master bedroom.
"Well, I want to eat you darling," she whispered "Very, very much."
Outside Mike, puzzled by Mara's sudden departure and her arrival at the mansion-like property, crept around to the lighted window in the rear.
Perhaps Mara was telling the truth. Maybe she had to do the report for her boss. But then why had she left the apartment ten minutes after she entered it? Again, giving her the benefit of the doubt, he reasoned that her boss might have called and demanded that she bring it over right away. Maybe she wanted to work on it with Mara.
But something kept nagging at him. Why couldn't she have waited another half hour in the restaurant? he asked himself petulantly. And why was she consistently breaking their dates. There must be another guy involved, he told himself doggedly. Nobody just rushed off like that. The report crap he was reluctant to believe. She was a beautiful girl and he was sure some of the guys on the faculty were dying to get into her pants. Well, he damned well intended to find out if that was what was actually happening.
Creeping on tiptoe to the window that was lit, he peered into the sliver of glass that had not been rendered opaque by the window shade. As he stared, he saw nothing for a moment and then he gasped. Mara was stark naked.
And she was not with a man. She was with a woman who was as naked as she and the woman was on her knees busily licking Mara's pussy.



Chapter 6


Mike's initial reaction was sharp disbelief. A moment later it was sharp anger. The bitch who employed his girlfriend was a dyke, a living dyke, and she was asking, no, demanding, that Mara put out for her. It was perfectly clear to him and he could not even think of any other alternative.
Obviously, he thought, that's why she's been so closed mouthed about her school job, about the people she worked with. And especially about her boss. Whenever he had asked her about them, she had been extremely evasive.
No wonder the poor kid's been avoiding me, he told himself. No wonder she had to break loose early tonight. The cunt, her boss, probably laid it on the line. You either go to bed with me or you're out on your ass. What other explanation could there be for what he was seeing right now? He knew damned well that Mara Blake wasn't queer. He had gone to bed with her too often for that. She had sucked his cock too many times for that.
His first plan was to break in on them somehow. Just get into the house and confront them bluntly. And warn the lousy dyke that if she didn't get her hands off of Mara, he would go right up to the Board of Education and expose her. But a moment later he reconsidered. What if Mara got angry at him for spying on her, for following her the way he did. He couldn't really blame her, could he. He knew how pissed he himself would be if she had pulled the same stunt on him, tried to catch him in the hay with another girl.
But how the hell could he get the goods on Ruth Peters, he asked himself, without breaking in? He racked his brains for a few minutes and then realized that the answer was in his trunk. He always carded around a cassette recorder to make notes on business arrangements he might forget during the press of other meetings and running around town. Or he would need the machine to dictate memos. Why couldn't he take it inside with him, record Ruth and Mara's conversation and then call Ruth on the phone and play it back.
"This will go to your boss baby, and anyone over him in three days if I hear you're playing around with Mara again," he would warn her. His guess was that the bitch would drop Mara like a hot potato. He got the cassette player, a small pocket-sized machine and crept around to the kitchen door. Using his pocket knife he fiddled with the lock. It was not easy but he had done enough times with his own door to know how to open a simple lock.
After several moments he succeeded in opening the door and crept inside.
A moment later he was kneeling in front of the bedroom where the two women were making love. Turning on the cassette player which was outfitted with a condenser microphone that easily picked up sounds yards away, he waited. He took care to stand as far back from the doorway as possible.
"Oh dearest Mara," he heard Ruth say. "I don't know what on earth I'd have done without you. I lie in bed here mornings thinking about you and your gorgeous pussy. And thinking up new ways to do it to you. You ever think of those things?"
"Yes," Mara said.
"Sometimes I think of doing it with a vibrator. You know, putting it into your lovely cunt and watching it churn you into a state of absolute ecstasy. Then I figure you could return the favor and do it to me. Then when we're both right up there in the sky, I figured we'd kiss and hug each other with our pussies throbbing. Sounds crazy, doesn't it, darling?"
You bet your ass it sounds crazy. Mike thought petulantly. He had never heard dykes talk about sex before. But if this was typical, he had to admit it was weird. Vibrating devices, throbbing pussies! He could not help smiling as he listened. If nothing else came of this he could have a barrel of fun playing it back at his weekly poker game.
Then he heard something else that made him frown and disturbed him a lot more than anything he had seen. It was Mara's voice and what it was saying.
"Sometimes I think of getting into a nice warm, good bath with you, darling," Mara said softly, almost too softly to be heard. "And I want to nestle my head against your breasts. And then touch your vagina."
"Say 'touch your cunt,' darling. It's much much better."
"Touch your cunt," Mara giggled.
Ruth must have done something to Mara that made her giggle because the next thing Mike heard was: "Oh that feels good. Beautiful darling."
"Better than having your stupid boyfriend's penis touching you there?" Ruth persisted.
"Ob yes. Oh yes."
"You didn't think so before," Ruth said teasingly. "Do you know why?"
"No," Mara said simply. "Until I met you I thought Mike was the most perfect lover I'd ever met."
"Yes, until you met me," Ruth agreed. "Then I showed you how much more exalted a sexual pleasure you could get by your breasts rubbing against mine than his hairy, sweaty chest sand-papering itself against your delicate breasts."
"Yes," Mara said.
"And isn't my tongue in your cunt more delightful than his big knobby penis? I doubt if any woman would allow a penis to keep soiling her if she once really experimented with another woman. Am I right?"
Mara hesitated. "I know what happened with me. I'd experimented sexually with a woman once but I did not like it enough to continue. Oh it was okay I guess. But when Mike came along I felt renewed somehow. Like a real woman. I think I wanted to be with him always. I thought seriously of marrying him."
"And now?" Ruth asked quietly.
"It's out of the question. You changed all that for me. I can't even think of Mike as a lover. Even when I was with him tonight I couldn't… "
Mara's voiced stopped suddenly.
"You were with that dirty pig tonight?" Ruth said sharply.
"Just for a few minutes," Mara said apologetically.
"You lied to me," Ruth said tersely. "You were with that pig and he probably put his filthy cock into you. Into the pussy I just kissed. How could you even stand to let a pig like that touch you. I thought I'd erased that disgusting bastard from your mind."
"You did… I swear you did… " Mara was saying placatingly but Mike was no longer following her words.
Ruth Peter's description of him as a dirty pig, "disgusting bastard" with a "filthy cock" had sent the blood racing to his head. He was overwhelmed by a smothering wave of anger and jealousy. Anger at being put down by the bitch dyke to his girl and jealousy at having her stolen from him. He stood there clenching his fist. If Ruth had kept her mouth shut, nothing else might have happened. But Ruth went on in a way that made him even more enraged.
"I'll let you on a little secret, darling," Ruth said. "I was a little jealous of him myself when you first brought him up. So I did a bit of checking."
"Checking? What do you mean?" Mara asked, surprised.
"Just what I said. I wanted to know all about the bastard since he had some hold on you. So I had him followed. He goes around with a crummy crowd of penny ante gamblers and lawyers. But even more interestingly, he goes out with call girls."
"Call girls?" Mara was surprised. "You're kidding."
"I'm not. One of his clients fixed him up with a girl two weeks ago and a week earlier, he laid some little cocktail waitress in a bar in San Pedro where he went slumming. That's the kind of dirty cock you've allowed in your pussy, darling. I just wanted yon to know what a hypocritical little bastard you've been screwing… Me, I wouldn't let that bastard touch me with a ten foot pole. And I'll tell you something else. The call girl said he wasn't all that hot as a lover. He can't control himself. He comes almost as soon as he gets in."
Ruth started laughing and Mara found herself joining in. It was the last straw for Mike. Losing complete control, he burst into the room and hurled himself at Ruth Peter.
"You little dyke bitch… who the hell do you think you are, talking about me like that. I'll kill you."
The two women stared at him with absolute amazement. He had materialized as if he were a genie summoned by a lamp. For a moment neither woman uttered a sound.
Mara found her voice when Mike tried to pull her out of the room.
"Let's go… You're finished here!" Mike yelled at her.
He turned to Ruth. "And if you try to stop me-."
Before he could end his sentence, Mara tore her arm away. "Let me go!" she screamed. "Let me go!"
"You're coming with me!" he insisted, grabbing her arm again and pulling her toward the open doorway.
He was stopped by Ruth who butted her head against his stomach so that he doubled over in pain. At the same instant, Mara broke loose.
"Quick, lock yourself in the bathroom," Ruth shouted. Mara threw her a quick look and obeyed immediately. A moment later, Mike pulled stubbornly at the locked door and yelled for Mara to come out. She refused to answer him.
"It's obvious you're not wanted," Ruth said coolly behind him. "You no longer interest her."
He wheeled furiously on the English teacher and stiff-armed her down on the bed.
"We'll see if you're interested, you little bitch. Maybe that's what you've needed all along. A stiff cock."
As he held her down firmly on the bed, his hand splayed and pressing down on her stomach, she turned pale.
"What do you think you're doing?" she gasped.
"I think I'm going to fuck you, you nasty little dyke. That's what I think I'm doing."
Mike laughed. "So you wouldn't let me touch you with a ten foot pole huh? My dirty cock's too awful for you. We'll see. Know what I think? You turned into a dyke because you never had a good cock. This one's on me. No charge!"
He loosened his pants with his free hand, keeping the other pressed on her stomach and kicked them off. A second later he dropped his under shorts.
Ruth stared in disbelief at Mike's large penis. As he examined her moist vagina, it began to swell visibly.
"My God You can't… you're not going to…" she said.
"I damn well am," he said. "What I aught to do for maligning me before my own girl is strangle you… but I'll settle for this for now… Not just out of revenge. It's partly that… but it's also far telling Mara that I couldn't cut the mustard. That I couldn't control myself… Well we'll see how long I can control myself. Spread your legs!"
"No!" Ruth stared at him defiantly. He slapped her face playfully, "Spread. The next one won't be a love tap'"
"I'll scream… I'll call the neighbors…"
"Be my guest honey," he said agreeably. "And when they come in you can explain what the three of us are doing here naked'"
"I-I'll say you forced me to undress. You tried to rape both of us and Mara locked herself in the bathroom."
She laughed as she saw him frown. Then she smiled, "yes, I thought that would change your mind, you bastard," she said triumphantly. "Now get dressed and get out before I phone the police. If nothing else they'll arrest you for breaking and entering a private residence."
As she spewed out the words angrily, he turned into the hallway.
"Where are you going? Come back here and put your clothes on." When he did not answer, she yelled again. "I'll give you thirty seconds to get dressed and the hell out of here or I'll call right now."
As she started to dial half a minute later, he returned, grinning broadly. In his hand he held the cassette player and Ruth's voice was coming out of it.
"Isn't my tongue in your cunt more delightful than his big knobby penis?" Ruth's voice cooed. "I doubt if any woman would allow a penis to keep soiling her if she once really experimented with another woman. Am I right?"
Ruth Peter put the phone down slowly as she listened. A moment later she heard Mara say: "I think I wanted to be with him always." A moment later Mara went on; "You changed an that for me. I can't even think of him as a lover. Even when I was with him tonight I couldn't…"
As the cassette droned on Ruth shut her eyes and shook her head.
"You lied to me," she heard her own voice say. "You were with that pig and he probably put his filthy cock into you. Into the pussy I just kissed. How could you even stand to let a pig like that touch you. I thought I'd erased that disgusting bastard from your mind."
"For God's sake shut it off," Ruth shouted.
Mike laughed. "Still want to phone, honey? If you like I'll play it all over the wire. It's a dull night and the guy on the desk at the local precinct may enjoy hearing your lesbian soap opera. It beats Mary Hartman, Mary Hartman."
He laughed louder. "Come to think of it maybe I ought to sell it to the show. It would make a great episode. Make a great three episodes. Think of a couple of million housewives listening to "Ruth's Other Wife!" You can't beat that for dialogue."
She remained on her back, her eyes closed for a moment. Then slowly, like a martyr being led to the stake, she spread her naked thighs for him.
The accountant stared at Ruth's long columnar thighs, her firm round breasts and her large navel. He whistled appreciatively as he noted the contrast between the alabaster white flesh of her supple thighs and the black fur that frame her pussy. The pink, pearling lips of Ruth's vagina were the most beautiful he had ever seen, so beautiful that he had to suppress a desire to kiss them. He controlled himself for two reasons.
One was that he did not want to give her the satisfaction of seeing him down on her like some beggar pleading for sexual pleasure. He wanted to dominate her, to impale her with his stiff cock like some conqueror. Like some invader who had beaten off the males of the tribe. Like a Roman centurion taking at Sabine woman. The other reason was that he wanted desperately to control himself. Somehow he had to prolong his screwing of this woman as long as possible.
It was important to him, very important that he prove her wrong. He remembered the bitch who had made the charge against him. He'd been horny as hell because he couldn't see Mara and when this gorgeous blonde with fantastic tits and a cunt bordered by a golden fleece had come along, he had nearly climbed the walls.
As always he liked to start with an attractive new girl by sucking her pussy. It worked him up to enormous heights of passion. But he had been so horny, so far along that he could feel himself slipping. He knew that if he did not tear himself away from the blonde's lovely perfumed cunt he was a goner. He would cream her in another twenty seconds. So he had stopped licking her and shoved his cock into her twat. But he had waited too long, and almost as soon as he was in her hot oven, he exploded.
This was not going to happen now, he promised himself. Not by a long shot. Tugging at his cock for a second to make sure it was hard enough, he positioned himself carefully between Ruth Peter's outstretched thighs.



Chapter 7


For a long moment Mike did nothing but look at the rich sexual vista before him. Ruth Peter was a beautiful woman. Older than Mara but equally exciting. She had a lovely skin and long beautifully sculptured legs. Her breasts, even as she lay on her back, had an exquisite roundness about them, a symmetrical charm that was very pleasing to the eye. Her undulating hips were just the right size and shape.
He admired it all but what drew his eye was the lovely V between her thighs: the magnificent expanse of curling hair that bordered long labia. She made no effort to hide them now and as she spread her magnificent thighs wide, he see the pink interior of her pussy. He studied the pussy lips for a long time. If he were a painter, he would want to paint them, to capture their lovely shape, color, texture. Again, he had to fight a desire to taste them, and only his sharp still present irritation with her stopped him. The pull of her pussy was so strong, the lovely French perfume emanating from her vagina so powerful in its lure, that he almost felt his mouth pulled downward as if by some huge electromagnet.
He might have succumbed, despite his struggle to control himself, bad not Mara, waiting impatiently in the locked bathroom, called out "Ruth, are you okay!"
"Yes," Ruth said wearily.
"Has he left yet?" Mara asked through the door. Ruth flushed a deep pink as she saw Mike's penis pointing at her crotch, remaining poised a few inches above it.
"Get it over with, will you?" she said tersely.
As he grinned, enjoying her discomfort, Mara's impatient voice returned.
"Has he left yet Ruth? Can you hear me? Please answer. Can I come out now?"
Ruth's eyes flashed with anger and her old defiance returned. "No he hasn't left yet. Just stay in there till I call you,"
She was determined that Mara would not see her humiliation by this cruel bastard. It was bad enough getting laid by him but Mara did not have to see it.
"All right you bastard, go have your stinking pleasure," Ruth snarled. "Just don't take all night huh?"
It was all Mike needed to keep his control, to maintain a lid on his sexual desire. Now even the sight of Ruth's pussy in all its mature splendor had no great impact on him. But he was going to make sure he had an impact on her. This was one fuck she would remember a long time, even if it were her only one, he told himself.
He threw himself into the sexual combat with every ounce of energy in him, plunging his cock deeply into her already moist pussy, drawing it in and out with deliberately slow strokes at first.
For a long time she resisted any response. She was holding back as much as he was giving out. She was as determined as he. The son-of-bitch would get no sexual response from her. It would just be another way to masturbate for him, she told herself. To make sure of her control she tried to think of everything that came to mind as he continued his pumping movements. The more nonsexual the picture in her mind the better.
In quick succession she thought of swimming at the beach, of playing tennis, of driving in the country on a brisk afternoon in late fall of eating a good meal at a restaurant. She recited to her self several verses of poems by Yeats, Shakespeare and Emily Dickinson.
It worked. For a time. Then, against her will, the steadily escalating strokes of his stiff penis began to affect her. She did not want it to happen but it was happening anyway.
She was becoming aroused. Just as she would have been if she had worked a dildo into her vagina. She had longed, prayed for him to pump rapidly into her, shooting his damned load into her vagina in thirty seconds, a minute at the outside. Like the husbands of most women who complained to her that they got no orgasms out of sexual intercourse. She had heard so many tales of men who came that fast and then pulled out quickly, that she was astonished when ten minutes had passed and he was still not finished.
How could he go on like that, she asked herself. The call girl had said he came inside her almost the second he had mounted her. She bit her lip in her chagrin as he continued his long, slow, imperceptibly slow strokes.
What she did not realize was that Mike was carefully timing himself. He was following the movements of a girl he had seen masturbate with a dildo in a porno flick. The girl had worked extremely slowly on herself, eager to prolong the sexual delight the rubber dildo gave her. She had moved it into her pussy not only slowly, but at intervals, paused in her movement to savor its solidity inside her genitals. When she had finally achieved her orgasm, her face was suffused with pleasure.
He would do the same thing with Ruth, Mike thought, just to prove her a dirty liar and also to prove to himself that he knew how to satisfy a woman. The charge still rankled in him.
After fifteen minutes of the slow build-up of strokes from his member, Ruth found herself being pulled into a sexual mood. She fought it mentally and emotionally, but she could not help herself. She could not stop what was happening to her. And what was happening to her was awful!
She was actually enjoying getting laid by a man. And not just any man. This was a man she hated because he had made love to Mara Blake. But nothing she could summon to her mind could stop the mounting feeling of delight the bastard's movements were giving her now. No matter how many pictures of white beaches, of women, of movies she summoned to her mind, they could not erase the exquisitely escalating sexual delight that flooded through her body now.
Against her own will Ruth found she was pushing her crotch upwards toward Mike's cock, trying desperately to match his downward strokes with her upward ones. Her eyes closed as she threw herself into the task with all the energy she possessed. Mike smiled as he saw the intense look of pleasure appear on her face. He pumped harder to match her movements, and to turn up Ruth's sexual pleasure, he began to caress her stiffened nipples with his fingers and then lowering his mouth to suck on her breasts.
The combination drove her wild now. Her breath came in loud, panting spurts as if she could barely control the explosion inside her and now she began to moan aloud.
"Shall I stop now, dear?" Mike asked softly, choosing the moment when the woman beneath him was bucking on the mattress like a stallion in heat.
She shook her head violently from side to side, keeping her eyes tightly shut. He laughed softly and continued to pump his cock into her vagina until the sweat poured from her body and drenched the sheets. Then suddenly she came in a series of electrifying moans and spasms that surprised him.
"Aaahhhhhhhhhhhh!" she cried. "Aaaaahhhhhh!" She did it several times as he continued to pump against her, feeling the semen drain from his outstretched penis and the sexual ecstasy flood through his entire alerted nervous system, Although he had begun the love match in a fury, he was ending with tremendous satisfaction. For a moment their movements, Ruth's gasps and Mike's sharp grunts drowned everything else out. Then they were jolted by the sound of a door slamming behind them.
Turning their heads, they saw the outraged face of Mara staring at them in disbelief and horror. For another… endless-seeming moment the three figures seemed to be frozen in marble, speechless. Then Ruth found her voice.
"Get off me you bastard. Get off me!" she screamed. "He raped me Mara… He raped me!"
Mike looked at Ruth with astonishment, "I did what?" He laughed. "You're out of your head. You loved getting rocked. I asked you if you wanted me to stop and you shook your head."
But Ruth knew what she bad to do. Mara must never believe, even for an instant. that Ruth wanted sex from Mike, from any man.
"He threatened to strangle me unless I submitted to him," she yelled. "Get away from me you bastard."
Mara fell on Mike, punching his naked back with her fists and then throwing bottles of perfume and cologne at him as she screamed.
"Get off her you pig… get off her or I'll kill you. I'll kill you."
The Eurasian girl's fury was so intense that Mike pulled out of Ruth's pussy and scrambled off the bed, grabbing his clothes.
"How could you do such a disgusting thing," Mara screamed. "How could you?"
As Mike dressed feverishly, he kept away from Mara. "I was angry at her for what she did to you, for Christ sakes," Mike protested… "How the hell do you think you'd feel if some guy I worked for made me have sex with him to hold my job?"
"She didn't make me do anything of the sort," Mara cried, her eyes blazing. "I love her and I wanted to do what we did."
Mike stared at her with his mouth open. "You're kidding for Christ sake. You've gone to bed with me and you loved it!"
"Not as much as I did with her, you dirty, filthy pig," she screamed.
"Look, we'll talk about this tomorrow when you're in a better mood," Mike said placatingly, "I know what I did looks bad but I couldn't help it. I just had to get even with her."
"The hell you did!" Mara retorted. "The hell you did! You just wanted to rape her because you're a horny son of a bitch who would rape anything under seventy to get his lousy satisfaction."
"No Mara," he protested. "It wasn't like that, I swear it wasn't."
"It was! I heard you grunting over her the way you did with me. It was exactly the same sound, the stud yelling his orgasm out loud. And I heard her screaming as you hurt her."
He tried to laugh. "Mara that wasn't a scream. She was coming too, that's all. She was coming and she yelled it out. Like me."
"He's lying," Ruth said quickly, "He hurt me terribly… Just as he wants to hurt you by turning over that nonsense we were saying before he burst in. He took it all down on a tape recorder and he's turning it into the principal's office."
Mara turned to him with fear and loathing in her eyes. "Is that what you came here for?" she said softly… To kill us that way."
He stared at them both and for the first time realized that he had no chance of winning her back. At least not now. And the look of betrayal he saw in her eyes was more than he had bargained for. He had been full of rage and a lust for vengeance when he saw them in the act of love. Now he just felt drained, completely empty and depressed.
"No," he said in a voice that was nearly hoarse. "No I'm not going to use that against you. Don't worry about it."
He turned to go but Ruth's voice stopped him.
"If you mean what you say, then give me that tape you made."
He hesitated for a moment.
Mara shook her head. "It's not necessary Ruth. Mike has never lied to me. I believe what he says. He won't use it to hurt us."
Her voice changed to a softer, more sorrowful tone. "I-I'm sorry Mike. Deeply sorry. I know you're hurt. But I can't help myself. I never wanted to hurt you. If it's any consolation, this has happened before. Ruth isn't my first female lover."
He nodded, too stunned to say anything.
"I'd hoped I could change. That's why I went out with you," Mara went on. "But I just… " She shook her head, irritated with her own waywardness. "Look, that's how I'm made, I guess. I can't control it. Believe me, you're better off without me, Mike. I would have hurt you much more if we'd ever married. I know it. Better a single jolt like this than a whole series of earthquakes."
"Mara," he said, "listen to me. We can do something about this. I know we can. I know psychiatrists who can help you."
Mara tightened the robe she was wearing and shook her head. "It's no good, I tell you. I've consulted them… I've read up on the subject. All I know is that when a really magnetic woman like Ruth is near me, I feel shivers down my spine. I can't think of another kind of love."
He stared at her quietly. Out of the comer of his eye, he could see the grim face of Ruth Peter as it lay on the upraised pillow, the quilt raised demurely now up to her chin. He still could not bring himself to believe that she had not compelled Mara to submit to her. There was such a strong look of triumph in her face now. She had some how worked Mara into a Svengali-Trilby relationship b cause his girl needed the job, had wanted it so badly.
"I do not believe you, Mara," he said flatly. "I've held you in my arms too many times. Made love to you too often to believe you. Let's just say you're under this woman's spell. That's the most charitable explanation I can think of. Because," his voice hardened. "If I were really sure that she was blackmailing you sexually to do this, so you could hang on to that fucking job, I think I'd strangle her right now."
He picked up the tape he had made and threw it contemptuously on the bed. "There's your little lesbian soap opera Ruthie. Enjoy it."
He turned to Mara and spoke in a soft voice. "Look, I still love you. I know it's crazy to say it now. But if you ever come to where you're fed up with this shit, you can call me. I'll come running."
Without waiting for an answer he turned on his heel, strode through the darkened rooms and out of the house.
His temples were throbbing so much and his eyes so full of tears that he did not see the shadowy figure that moved quickly behind a corner of the house as he passed.
The newcomer waited until he heard Mike's car pull away from the curb some distance from the house and then moved up to the window Mike had first peered into.



Chapter 8


The newcomer who narrowly missed Mike was Joe Mills. Ever since he had caught Mara Blake and Ruth Peter making love during the faculty picnic, the idea of using the knowledge in some way to his advantage had never left him. At first he thought he would simply use it to ask Ruth to put through a request for a higher raise because he was undertaking special duties. Then he thought of asking her to back him downtown at the Board of Education for the chairmanship of a new school that would open soon.
Normally he would not have much of a chance. He had not had enough experience in the Los Angeles area. But he knew that Ruth Peter was in solid with the appointments chief, a prissy little bitch who was hard to get dose to. But Ruth had a lot of clout with her since they had gone to school together. Yes, that was a better idea, he told himself. But why not also get a little piece of Mara Blake's ass while he was at it. His memory of her exquisite body gave him a healthy erection when he thought of it. At fifty-three, Joe Mills did not get too many chances to make love to girls of Mara's age or beauty. Since his divorce from his second wife, he had had to resort to middle-aged widows he picked up at dances for older singles. Occasionally at a faculty party he was able to navigate an older married teacher into a convenient bedroom.
But these opportunities were not only rare in turning up, they did not satisfy him. During the Korean war he had taught school briefly in a school for American kids in Seoul, children of American troops stationed there. It was a boom time for Joe Mills. The town was full of lovely Korean girls and he had balled many of them. That had lasted two years and then he had taken a job in the States in Missouri. Hating the middle western climate, he had drifted back to Europe where he married another American schoolteacher. They had got divorced after she came home one day and found pubic hairs in his bidet. His wife, a conservative New Englander, had confronted him with proof that he was screwing their maid in Munich and that was it.
She had left and he had come home to scrounge a job in Los Angeles through friends. But his life was a sterile one. He lived in a small apartment in a swimming pool complex filled with youngsters who treated him like an old man. It hurt him deeply. True, he was almost completely bald and he had a heavy paunch, but he could still compete in the sack with any of the younger neighbors. He just never got the chance. Occasionally he got himself invited to parties in the building where there were plenty of girls and liquor and as the ranks of guests thinned out, he tried to latch on to some girl for the evening. It had never worked. A few times he managed to get a girl to his place next door for a nightcap or took the girl home to her place.
When he got in the door, it was hopeless. He would paw at the girls, try to kiss them, all to no avail. If they were kind they would simply tell him they were too tired. But many of them just laughed at him for being a dirty old man. That epithet was what hurt most. One night he had taken home a very pretty blonde from UCLA to show her some pre-Columbian relics he collected. The girl, an anthropology major, had readily agreed to come.
When he got there and gave her a drink, he started fooling around, first kissing her neck and then putting a hand cautiously on her right breast. The girl, barely twenty, had pretended a fly had landed on her and gave him no heed. Irritated, he had taken his hand away and boldly put up between the girl's smooth warm thighs. She had fought and he had pinned her down with his superior weight. He had managed to get his forefinger in her pussy when suddenly he heard her sneer.
"Christ, if I'd known you were a dirty old man I'd have never come in here. Get away from me."
He had persisted nevertheless and disgustedly she had allowed him to poke his finger into her vagina until he was on fire but she refused to lay for him and said she would scream if he tried to force her, even accuse him of rape. Terrified of losing his job at the school, he had stopped. But the hurt had rankled deeply.
A few weeks later, trying again, he wormed his way into the party giver's bedroom after everyone had left. The hostess, half crocked, had taken a shower and then put herself naked between the sheets, assuming her guests had already left. To her astonishment Joe Mills came in just as she was about to put out the light. She realized that her breasts could be seen and hastily covered herself up to the neck.
"What's up, Joe?" she asked nervously. "I thought everybody left. I didn't see you in there."
He blushed. "I was in your kitchen behind the washing machine."
Her eyes widened. "And why did you do that? What were you doing, playing hide and seek?"
He looked at the beautifully shaped dark-eyed girl, whose superb proportions were clearly outlined by the thin sheet over them. What the hell could he tell her, he thought. That he wanted to fuck her? He could not get the words out. Instead he had lowered his pants and stepped out of them before she could say anything.
She stared at his thick hairy legs and his under shorts and frowned. "Get the hell out of here Joe."
He took his shorts off and got into bed, still not saying anything, stripped the sheet away from her body and started to suck her breasts. His hand went down to her pussy.
"I don't believe this," she said in amazement. "You must be crazy."
He ignored her, letting his mouth slobber greedily over her breasts and then down to her navel, until she began to pummel his back with her angry fists.
"Get off of me, you fat sick old man," she yelled. "Get your ugly fat carcass off me or I'll call the cops right now, you hear me, you fat bastard."
"Please Lenore," he pleaded. "All I want to do is make love to you. I was watching you during the party. You were smiling at me and we had a great talk together. I thought you wouldn't mind."
"Wouldn't mind?" she laughed. "Wouldn't mind? I wouldn't go to bed with you if you were the only male in town. Get the hell off me."
"But you acted like you liked me…" he began.
"Because I had you here as a guest," she retorted.
"And the only reason I let you come is because Ruth Jennings felt sorry for you and you let her use your car. I told her you were too old and that I couldn't stand your personality. Now I know why."
In an effort to drawn out her words, the paunchy English teacher began to lower his mouth to her navel and then began to suck her pussy. Far a moment the rich pungent aromas of her vagina and the cologne she had sprayed it with excited him so much that he heard nothing. He kept sucking her hairy slit, deaf to her pleas, reveling in the delight of having his mouth an a young girl's vulva. He held her down severely with all his strength and finally she had lain there limp, her only sound a low moan of disgust with him.
The lapping of her pussy had made him very excited sexually and he had tried to spread her legs so he could mount her. But that alerted her again. Seizing a heavy ashtray beside her bed, she had raised it and threatened to bash his skull with it.
"Get off me and get out of here or I'll crack your skull," she warned. "If you go now I won't say anything. Get out."
He stood on his knees, his pudgy-looking erect penis dangling foolishly in front of him.
"Just let me put it in your pussy for a minute." he begged. "Just a minute, that is all."
She shook her head, "You disgust me. Just get the hell out. I'll put what you did down to the fact that you were smashed and acted like a lunatic. But I don't want you here any longer."
He wet his lips as he stared at Lenore's vulva, wet by his tongue and saliva. He had a terrible need to climax. The sight of her pussy was driving him up the wall.
"Can I at least do it by putting it in your mouth," he begged, "It wouldn't take long. Really it wouldn't. I promise you. Just a minute and I'll come."
She looked at him as if he were same insect, a look that seemed to penetrate right through him.
"Let me at least put it between your thighs then," he wheedled. "Without doing anything else, okay? That won't hurt you, Lenore, and it would give me so much pleasure. Please."
"I wouldn't go down on you for a million dollars, you fat creep," she snapped at him. "The only reason I'm not reporting this is that I don't want to go through the time and bother of a police thing and a trial. But if you hang around here another five minutes I'll change my mind."
"All I'm asking is that you-" he wheedled.
Her harsh laugh raked his eardrums. "Jesus I was warned by one of the girls that you were a dirty old man who went around trying to crash parties and cop feels of girls who drank too much. I should have listened. Now I'm warning you. Get the hell out of here fast."
As he stared at her, his eyes tearing, she looked at him without fear, only contempt "Jesus, if you're that horny, why don't you try some woman your own age… No girl in her right mind would want anyone who looked like you."
Her voice was tinged with a cruelty he had not heard before. He dressed hurriedly and left as she continued to jeer at him. Later in his own flat, he tried to reassure himself. She had talked that way because he had nearly raped her, or thought he would. She had just hit back because he had forced himself on her. But her harsh insults still grated on his nerves and he could not forget them. For months afterwards, he came home late, hiding behind large supermarket bags in order to avoid her eyes. And the smiling faces of other girls. In time it became obvious that everybody in the building knew what happened and he was afraid to even go near the swimming pool.
When an unidentified tenant scrawled "dirty old man" on his door one night, he looked for a new apartment. Ever since that day he had looked at pretty young girls with a mixture of fear and longing. Patty O'Hare, for in stance, who was in one of his classes, made him so horny that he could barely stand it. She came to his class in The Romantic Age of English Literature wearing either a tight miniskirt that drove him nuts or short shorts that revealed that she had legs that nearly went up to her throat. After a class with her, he found himself scratching at his crotch and his temples would ache. But he so feared her recognizing his desire that he went out of his way to be kind to her. Even to the point of giving her grades she did not deserve.
When Mara had arrived, he had seen her on her initial tour of the departmental rooms and immediately he had experienced a strong desire for her, That night as he lay on his chaste cot, he had visions of stripping her naked, of laying her, of feeling her breasts in his mouth, The sensation was so powerful in his mind that he had actually been able to taste her skin or imagined that he could. It was a sweet taste of toasted almonds. And then he thought of how her pussy would taste and smelt "Like oranges," he said aloud. "Her cunt tastes like oranges and smells like freshly laundered sheets,"
But again he had been extra careful with her at the picnic. He had been amused at Tom Leonard's erection and the stain of semen on his trunks. But he had envied him the experience of pressing his penis against her, of pumping it against the beautiful girl's pussy and he had had his own erection to contend with as he looked at the Eurasian girl in her fetching tight shorts.
Yet he had not dared really make a blunt move. True, he might have some luck with her in time better luck once she did not have the American mentality that automatically thought of him as a dirty old man. Maybe in time, he had thought, he might even get into her pants. But there was no reason why he couldn't make a feint at it now, he told himself. So he had wandered out after her in the woods following her encounter with Leonard. He was half hoping he could score, but in his heart of hearts he did not really expect it. She would probably look upon him as a dirty old man too, he told himself, resignedly.
His only chance might be that she needed a friend. But when he had caught Mara making love to Ruth Peter everything had changed. For one thing he felt triumphantly that he now had the upper hand. He did not think of what he planned as sexual blackmail, only a way to open the door. He would let Mara know that he had seen her having lesbian sex, then he would placate her, quieting her fears.
"Don't worry about it, honey. I won't tell a soul at the school," he would assure her. "All I want is for us to be real friends, that's all. The other thing doesn't really concern me. That's between you and Ruth."
After brooding about his plan for several days, Mills decided he needed more proof of the lesbian relationship before he could go any further. Supposing what he had seen in the woods had been a one-shot? Supposing Mara had somehow been forced into it by Ruth Peter? It would alter his plan. Besides, he was no longer positive about what he had seen that day at the picnic.
He had drunk too much of that spiked punch, even though he knew he had a low tolerance for liquor; a couple of strong drinks of any booze made him a little dizzy. Had he really heard all those terms of endearment, he asked himself over and over again?
Had Ruth Peter, that formidable cold bitch of the frozen north as he sometimes referred to her in his own mind, actually said to Mara Blake: "Tell me what I'm doing to you" after sucking the Eurasian's cunt? Had she sucked Mara's cunt? He recalled dimly that Ruth had said aloud: "I want you to use the old English words… they give me pleasure." And then had not Mara replied: "I love it when you suck my little pink cunt?" That was what he thought she had replied. And then Ruth had said something like "my cunt is a bit yellowish isn't it?" Or had Mara said that? Goddamn it, he really wasn't sure of anything.
Maybe he hadn't seen them go down on each other or have all that sex talk. Maybe he had been victimized by his damned habit of promoting sexual fantasies in his head, especially when he had too much booze. He realized that he had to get more evidence, nail down his memories somehow before making any dangerous moves.
The incident with the girls in his apartment building had made him extraordinarily cautious. For a while he contented himself with spying on Mara and Ruth during school hours. He would follow them into the school library when they entered together, hoping for some sign of a strong tie between them. During lunch hours he would sit and watch them in a corner of the cafeteria. Near enough to listen.
Nothing happened. Their conversation was what anyone would expect: talk about school problems, the illness of certain teachers and occasionally comments about books they had read or films they had seen. He scrutinized their faces as they sat together. He saw nothing. He was disappointed and told himself they were being cautious in public. Besides they were often with other teachers. What could they do?
But he would not give up the thought that he had seen them naked. True, he was drunk but he had seen them. The image of their naked bodies remained fixed in his mind. The only way he would know for sure, however, was to catch them in. the act.
At first he concentrated on Mara Blake's apartment, thinking that the chairman might go there. But she seldom did and the few times he did see her go upstairs, there was nothing he could do. He could hardly stand in the hall and peep through the keyhole to see if they were in bed together. It would have to be done at Ruth's house. The building had ample grounds around it and was sufficiently isolated. He would follow them there and find out what the hell was going on. One thing he knew for damned sure, he told himself. H those girls are screwing around, one or both of them were going to count him as part of the ongoing orgy.
The night he nearly collided with Mike, he had seen Mara stop in the English office when he had gone there to get some test papers. He pretended he was engrossed in the test questions but listened carefully. Mara moved up to Ruth's desk, smiled and asked questioningly "About nine?"
Ruth's voice though low pitched was petulant. "No, that's too late, make it earlier."
"But you'll be getting dress fittings anyhow," Mara said placatingly. "Why crowd yourself Ruth. We can-"
She stopped suddenly realizing that although Joe Mills was at a desk several feet away and had his nose buried in the test papers, he might possibly be listening.
"We'll go over your textbook suggestions when you can make it, Mara," Ruth suddenly said in a formal chairman of the English Department voice. "Don't make it too late, that's all, because I get to bed early and I have some reports to finish for the Modem Language Association seminar."
"Thank you, Ruth," Mara said gratefully and left quickly.
As she did she shot a suspicious glance at Joe who kept his head down. But he was laughing inwardly. Neither of the two women was much of an actress, he thought. It was so obvious that they were faking dialogue for his benefit. He was going to join them tonight as an uninvited guest, he told himself, and several hours later he did.
What he saw through the sliver of window made him feel very good and very excited. The two women were in each other's arms and kissing each other passionately, running their tongues in each other's mouths. Then they fell apart and lay on the bed side by side, their round breasts palpitating. He could see Ruth wipe her forehead with a towel and then motion to Mara to open the window. When Mara shook her head, Ruth, still naked, got up and did it herself. So quickly did she move that Joe Mills had barely time to get out of the way.
"Whew, it's stifling in here," Ruth said. "I'm all sweated up because that bastard insisted on screwing me."
"Darling, close the window," Mara begged. "He may change his mind and come back!'
"Oh stop worrying, he won't come back. You made him feel like two cents, didn't you? Made it clear you didn't want him. That's it! It's over for him."
"I was really worried," Mara said. "All that stuff he taped about my pussy and yours and how we liked to eat each other."
"I know," Ruth said thoughtfully, as she cradled the younger woman's naked firm breasts against her own. "That's why I let the bastard screw me. It was enough to make me nauseous, him putting his stupid cock in me. I hated it. Loathed it. I was terrified he would squeal on us. Thank goodness we were careful at that picnic."
"You shouldn't have made love to me there, Ruth." Mara said softly. "It was too risky. Much too risky."
"I know. I just couldn't help myself, baby. I had this fantastic desire to kiss your cunt, to smell its perfumed lovely scent mixed with your flesh. I nearly came watching you by the tables. And also I hated the fact that those dirty men were looking at you like that."
Ruth bent down and sucked Mara's vulva passionately. Joe watched the Eurasian girl's eyes close as she experienced the full sexual pleasure afforded by Ruth's expert tongue.
"Oh Lord, you are wonderful, dearest Ruth, you are," Mara said. "I love it when you put your tongue between the lips like that and tickle my clitoris. It is almost as if you were playing music, performing an arpeggio on the strings of my genitals."
Ruth laughed. "How marvelously poetic, darling!" she cried. "I thank you from the bottom of my heart for the compliment. But the truth, darling, is that I love to lick your gorgeous pussy because I am horny as hell. When I was a teen-ager in camp, I went down on my roommate, the captain of the school hockey team, eighteen times in one weekend. How do you like that?"
"Maybe you ought to send it to the Guinness people and have them put it in their book of records dear," Mara said jokingly.
"Great idea," Ruth agreed. "Only I'm sure they'd ask for proof and that might be rather inconvenient to furnish, don't you think, dear?"
The two girls broke into gales of laughter at the idea, and outside at their window, Joe Mills laughed with them. He was still laughing when he showed up at Mara Blake's apartment the next afternoon.
Half an hour after Mara arrived, Joel Mills showed up with a box of chocolate candies and knocked. There was no reply so he knocked again. He knew Mara was home because he had followed her home. And after waiting long enough to make sure that no one else was coming to meet her, he went upstairs. When the third knock produced no response, he rang the doorbell.
"I'm in the shower, darling. You're very early," he heard Mara Blake sing out gaily. "Door's open for you."
A moment later as she emerged from the bathroom drying her naked body with a large Turkish towel, her eyes widened with astonishment as they saw Joe Mills standing in her living room.



Chapter 9


Her first thought was to run back into the bathroom. But before she could move he smiled and tried to put her at her ease.
"I'm sorry. The door was open and you were in the shower. I heard you calling out that it was open. There didn't seem to be any point in my shouting at you through the closed door. You couldn't have heard me in the shower anyway."
She flushed deeply. "I-I was expecting a-a friend."
Her mind was racing now. Ruth might pop in at any moment. She had talked about some shopping chores but who could tell when they would be over? And it would be very awkward for Joe Mills to see them together. Especially like this.
"I-I have an early dinner engagement, Mr. Mills. So if you'll excuse me… Maybe we can talk at school tomorrow. I mean if you had some problem you came to discuss."
His sudden appearance had completely disconcerted her. What on earth did he want here? And why hadn't he stopped her in the English office? He had had several opportunities. Above all why suddenly drop in like this. She had a phone. He could have called if it were some urgent problem facing one of their students.
"I think we'd better discuss this now, Mara," he grinned. "You can call me Joe. After all we work in the same school, same department. And for Ruth Peter."
His use of the name worried her, especially the peculiar stress he gave it. She tried to smile.
"All right, if it is that urgent. I wish you had tried to get me this morning at the school or at least call me. It would have been much simpler, Let me get dressed. I'm pressed for time. Then we can talk a few minutes."
"Sure," he said agreeably. His eyes appraised her greedily.
"Please make yourself at home," she said coolly. "There's some liquor in the kitchen cabinet over the stove and maybe you can mix yourself a drink."
She would have to be cautious with him. Especially if Ruth burst in on their chat. Maybe she could get free of Mills in a few minutes. Arrange to meet Ruth somewhere halfway. Inside the bedroom, she phoned Ruth's house but there was no answer. There was nothing for it now except to get it over with. She began to dress quickly, putting on her panties and a soft sweater over her breasts-Ruth had asked her not to wear a brassiere after school hours.
She was unaware that Joe Mills was watching her dress. As she pulled on her sweater, sitting on the bed, he was kneeling in front of the door and peeking through the keyhole. What he saw excited him very much. Mara was sitting on the bed, her long, coffee-colored legs spread apart, while she patted her pussy with a soft talcum pad. That finished, she took a bottle of cologne and sprayed her inner thighs with it.
The sight of the gorgeous girl making her enticing genitals sweet smelling and lovelier gave him an immediate erection. She's probably readying her delicious little twat for Ruth to suck, he told himself, chuckling silently. It was okay with him except for one thing. He was determined to get first taste of what she had or, put in another way, he was set on having first crack at her crack.
Now she raised one leg and quickly painted each nail green. The action put her pussy in a different, fuller focus, emphasizing the pink labia and the loveliness of her curling hair around it. Watching through the keyhole, Joe Mills could not forbear scratching his crotch and when she began, a moment later, to slowly draw on her long nylon stockings, he opened his fly.
Taking out his thick pecker, he stroked it for a moment as his eye examined the girl's lovely pink pussy. He could almost smell it in its perfumed elegance, it looked so close. Then he put his penis back into his pants. He did not want to come this way. He had made up his mind. If he climaxed today, it would be in that gorgeous pussy he was looking at now. Or in Mara's beautiful mouth. Pulling at his pecker did not interest him now. He had enough ammunition to get him what he wanted most and he would be a fool to shoot his wad as a peeping tom.
Waiting a moment longer, he turned the knob of the bedroom door and entered. Mara, who had just finished rolling up one of her stockings, lowered her skirt hastily and stood up in amazement. His eyes seemed to bore to the nipples of her bosom.
"What do you think you're doing?" she said angrily. "Please wait inside. I'll be out in a moment."
Joe Mills grinned. "I think I like it better in here. Especially since it has so lovely a bed and such a gorgeous girl on it."
She stared at him astoundedly. Was this the shy, paunchy, balding teacher who nodded to her almost shyly in the hall when she passed him? She could not believe her ears. This was the man that everyone said was always leering at the younger teachers, always boasting of his conquests. But he had never come near her.
"You'd better leave, Mr. Mills," she said in a cold voice. "I don't wish to talk to you here. If you have any school matters to discuss, see me during my office periods at the school after this."
Joel Mills laughed appreciatively. "You're beautiful, you know that? Really beautiful. You have no notion of why I'm here?"
"No."
Joe put his hand boldly on her thigh, pushing up the girl's skirt and caressed the warm bare flesh.
"Does that give you a clue?" He pushed her down on the bed with a firm but gentle shove and fell on top of her, digging his erect penis between her thighs. The movement was so sudden, so astonishing in its unpredictableness that she was rendered speechless. And at that second a light lit up in his mind. "I must keep her off balance. I must keep her off balance," Joe Mills kept repeating to himself silently as he pumped into her crotch.
"I'm as horny as Ruth Peter is darling," he whispered bending his mouth to Mara's ear, "and I'd love to lick your pussy because I'm as horny as hell."
Mara fought to get him off and tried to scream, a scream muted by his palm held down heavily over her mouth. As he pressed down he continued speaking aloud.
"When I was a teen-ager in camp I went down on my roommate, the captain of the hockey school eighteen times one weekend. How do you like that?"
The scream forming in Mara's throat suddenly faded. She closed her eyes miserably. "How about it baby? Think we can send that to the Guinness Book of Records?"
There was no doubt in her mind now. Joe Mills had heard her conversation with Ruth after Mike had left. He was repeating Ruth's exact phrases, give or take a word or two. He must have been there at the window. Or had he got it from Mike who had stayed on to eavesdrop. No, that was silly, the two men did not even know one an other. Goddamn it, she thought angrily, was everybody in town present last night? She fought back her tears as she realized that Joe Mills had her at his mercy, had her and Ruth boxed in as much as Mike had.
"Now don't get worried honey," Joe was saying. "I'm not interested in hurting you or Ruth? I'm just a little lonely."
He rolled over on his side and putting his forefinger in Mara's vagina, played with her labia. "Just a wee bit lonely that's all. And you can help me get over that feeling."
"Did-did you spy on us last night?" Mara asked slowly, The English teacher's finger was both irritating her and exciting her as he played lightly with her thin pussy lips, I'm a bitch, she thought. Even though I hate this wretch, his finger on my pussy is beginning to drive me wild. If he touched her clitoris, she would go out of her mind. But right now what she wanted to know was whether he had noticed Mike leaving.
"No," Joe Mills lied. "I was coming by to bring a package of new proposed texts to Ruth. She told me she was anxious to read them quickly so she could make a choice on whether to buy them for our classes. And since I was on my way to an appointment, I thought I'd drop them off."
He was lying, she knew. She could tell it from his tone, but she could not prove it, and even if she did, what difference did it make?
"Anyway, I passed by the window and saw you two girls licking each other's twats," he laughed. "Kind of made me a little excited, so I thought I'd look in here today and see if I could get some of that finger-licking pussy for myself."
She hated the word "twat." It was a term of opprobrium, of deep insult and contempt to her. It was what men used when they thought of women as pieces of meat, as flesh to be enjoyed and then thrown out like an orange that has been sucked dry. She hated it as much as she loathed "snatch" or "quim." "Cunt" she did not mind in the mouth of a lover. But the others annoyed her.
"I had this great overwhelming urge to lick your little twat the day of the picnic, you know, and after you left I went out looking for you. But you were too busy getting your twat sucked by our noble chairman of the English Department."
He chuckled. "Only, you know, I wasn't really too sure that day I was so plumbed damned drunk… But for days afterwards, I'd lay in bed with a big hard-on thinking of how delicious your twat must look and taste like, you know, And I kept thinking: 'man I gotta get my hands on that twat, my mouth on her twat!' It was the loveliest twat I ever saw."
"Stop using that word," she yelled. "I hate it, I loathe it. Use another word damn you, please. Use another word."
He grinned. "Okay, I'm sorry. I guess 'cunt' is as good as any I've ever heard. Now are you going to be friendly or shall I tell tales out of school… or rather tell tales in school?"
"What do you expect from me?" she asked pleadingly.
"I want you to suck my cock and I want to suck your cunt. Together, as they do in a French soixante-neuf or sixty-nine, as they call it in London. Okay?"
"That's disgusting, contemptible and horrible," Mara said petulantly, "You're taking advantage of me. How can you even ask such a thing? What you saw was a natural thing between two people. It may be some deviation in your eyes or in the world's eyes but it was a natural thing that occurred to us. You are using this to blackmail me into doing things I find terrible."
"I don't think they're terrible," Joe Mills said equably as he tickled her pussy with his fingers. The soft moist tissue was exciting him as was the strong pungent odor of her wet vagina.
"I think you're acting like a complete and utter bastard to even suggest this to me, Mr. Mills."
He got off the bed and sighed heavily. "Just as you like my dear, I don't believe in rape. If you won't give of your own free will, then I'll forget about it," He saw her eyes widen with astonishment and some relief. "But I'll be deeply hurt by your refusal. And when I'm hurt I talk compulsively about everything I know." He paused, "Do I make myself dear, Miss Blake?"
She bit her lip and stared at him balefully for a long moment. Then sighing she lay back on the bed and spread her long thighs. Joe Mills' heart palpitated furiously as he saw her open the gateway to heaven. Only a thin wisp of lacy panty blocked her entrance, He had shoved it aside impatiently with his forefinger before but now its presence irritated him.
A second later he bent over and studied the crotch piece carefully. It was like a beautiful painting being veiled before the opening of an art exhibition. Behind the thin wall of cloth lay paradise. Slowly he pulled Mara's panties off her thighs, moving them down slowly over her smooth, columnar thighs and over her stocking feet. As he did he could hear Mara's breathing increase in intensity.
When the lovely vista of her fur-lined labia were open to his full gaze, he drew his breath in sharply. He could not resist an impulse to lower his nostrils to her slit and breathe in the heavy sexual odor reverently. He was in heaven.
"You have no idea how many times I've lain awake staring at the ceiling and trying to picture your lovely cunt dear" Joe Mills told her. "It's far more appealing than I had ever dreamed. Now let's get ourselves into position, darling."
Mara grimaced slightly as Joe lowered his pants and removed his pants and under shorts. A heavy odor of male crotch and sweat enveloped her as he lowered his thick clubby penis and testicles over her mouth. For a moment he moved his genitals over her mouth trying to achieve a position in which he felt comfortable. The thick ganglia of sweaty flesh almost stopped Mara from breathing. At one point as his broad buttocks moved over her face, she found her mouth wedged tightly over his anus and drew back sharply. Ultimately he was able to press his stiffened penis into her jaws. It was difficult for her to clamp on to his club but in the end she gripped it firmly with her teeth.
The sensation of Mara's teeth against his sensitive penis both alarmed and titillated him. He loved the feeling of her dentures but feared that in a fit of anger or frustration at what he was submitting her to, she might bite him severely.
"Just suck my cock, dear," he said lifting his head above her pussy. "No biting please."
With a sigh, Mara began to lick Joe Mills' penis. It was the biggest she had ever had in her mouth. Not big in length. Mike's had been longer. But in thickness. Joe's was short and very thick. She did not like the taste of it, nor the odor. She wished he had used a rich cologne on it as Mike used to. But she was sucking away for dear life when she heard the door open and shut.
"Hi darling!" Ruth's voice rang out gaily. "It's me. Be with you in a minute as soon as I go to the john."



Chapter 10


Mara's initial reaction was one of terror. If Ruth found them in bed, there would certainly be a terrible aftermath. She had to get Joe Mills out of there fast. She disengaged herself quickly from Joe, who was busy sucking her pussy. In his deep engrossment in his sex act, he had not even hear Ruth's coming in nor her voice. He sat up, his lips wet with her vaginal dew.
"Joe we've got to get you out of here. She's here."
"Who?" he asked stupidly.
"Ruth Peter! Oh God… You should have bolted the door. I could have pretended I was asleep or in the bath and feared burglars or something. What am I going to do now?"
"You should have said she was coming right over," he said irritably. "I don't want to be caught by her either."
"It was your stupid idea to come here without any warning," she retorted hotly. "If you hadn't just walked in here like you did none of this might have happened."
He laughed and stood up quickly. "Look, let's not argue now okay? The point is I've got to get out of here right now or we'll both be in the soup."
Joe looked frantically about the bedroom. For a second he debated diving under the bed. But a quick glance at the space between the mattress and the floor changed his mind.
"The closet over there. Quick," Mara whispered pointing to a door on the other side of the bed. Joe Mills ran as fast as his short legs could carry him and closed the door behind him.
Mara was sighing with relief when she realized that the idiot had left all his clothing inside the bedroom. Ruth would spot them as soon as she entered.
Stooping, she picked up everything-his pants, shoes, under shorts and shirt and threw them into the bottom of a large drawer. Then, moving up to the closet door, she shut it tightly.
She had barely finished when the other door opened and Ruth Peter sailed in full of smiles and carrying a large gaily wrapped package.
"Here you are, dearest Mara. Treat it as a kind of penance for being late."
"What is it?" Mara asked nervously. She had a terrible fear that Mills might come stumbling out of the walk-in closet or sneeze.
"Look at it. You'll see," Ruth said quickly.
Mara opened the package. It was a beautiful pink chenille bathrobe with a rather fetching design on it.
"Try it on dear," Ruth said laughing. "You'll love it."
Ordinarily Mara would have liked to do nothing more but Joe was on her mind. Smiling she touched the robe, glanced at it and put it on the bed. The gesture irritated Ruth, who asked if she did not like the robe.
Mara tried to re-assure her, pleading a depressed mood. Smiling, Ruth told her she had the remedy for it.
"Know what always cures me of the mean blues? Love. Ten minutes in my arms sweetheart and you'll be feeling ten times better. Let me hang this up in the closet."
Before Ruth could grab the robe, Mara reached out for it and offered to wear it. She had to keep Ruth from opening the closet door and seeing the absurd fat naked figure of Mills. But Ruth was determined. Pulling the robe gently but firmly from the other girl she took it to the closet. Mara dosed her eyes and prayed silently that Joe would be invisible. How she could not tell.
Fortunately Joe, having heard the dialogue, had worried too about his visibility. He backed himself against the wall behind the line of Mara's dresses and coats and as close to the far comer of the closet as he could manage. As he waited for the dialogue inside to end, he cursed himself for coming. It had been a foolish stunt on his part.
He should have simply called Mara Blake on the phone and made it clear that he was coming over to discuss something of the greatest importance. If she balked he could have dropped a bomb about his awareness of her lesbian affair. He had not done it because he feared he would cave in. If Mara began to scream on the phone without a corroborating witness, without definite evidence he would simply have to brazen it out and insist he had seen hero He felt too insecure with women to attempt it on the phone. In person, judging her reaction, seeing her fear directly, he could instinctively tell whether he could proceed to a sexual assault.
Had he felt more secure sexually with women, it might have been different. But the truth is that under the screen of a surface leer. He was afraid of rejection always. Only in Korea had this not been true. In Korea the fears of the lovely brown-skinned girls, the submission to the American invaders were so obvious that the most insecure American could reach out for them. After a few weeks of fumbling at dates, Joe realized that he could simply put his hand up a Korean secretary's skirt and that she would not report him. When he succeeded one afternoon in actually laying a girl in his office-with the door locked of course-he lost all his fears.
It had happened so smoothly he could hardly believe it. He and the moon-faced beauty had been alone as he gave her a series of memos to her officers in the camp. Suddenly noting that he could see the wisp of white panties between her parted legs, he got an erection. He grinned and told her she was very pretty and said jokingly that he had to fight an impulse to kiss her lovely face. The girl had smiled blandly. When he remarked that her legs were also beautiful, she smiled again. Now his desire was at a new height and without thinking, he had risen and embraced her and a moment later leaned her against the desk. Silently, with no resistance from her, he had plunged his penis into her pussy.
The sensation was the most exquisite he had ever known. The girl was barely eighteen and had a very tight vagina that gripped his club like a vise and seemed to milk it. Her almond-shaped eyes had suddenly shown her own excitement. It was all he could do to keep from shouting his delight.
Later he had done the same thing to other girls, choosing the long lunch hour to lay them in his private office. Sometimes he would spread their thighs on the desk or table in the room. At other times he would take out his peter and ask them to kneel and suck him until he came in their mouths.
It was a great experience and great for his ego. Suddenly he was no longer Joe Mills, the last guy in the unit to get a nod from American nurses or correspondents or the special service girls. He was a man whose cock had entered a dozen beautiful girls, who had known sexually many beautiful women and could get many more.
The ego boost this gave him propelled him into affairs with two American nurses. He found that it was not too difficult to get into their pants if he played the dominant male with one girl he simply reached over and squeezed her breast as he told her she was the most beautiful girl on the base. Before she could protest he had his finger in her pussy and she was wheezing with passion. The other he had invited boldly to accompany him on a weekend to a recreational resort for the army and they had spent several wonderful days screwing. He had felt on top of the world, a desirable male and even seeing his middle-aged face and double chin in the shaving mirror did not change matters for him. But as he feared, it all changed when he got back home.
Back in America his old fears had come back in full face. He not only feared approaching women sexually younger ones in particular, he carried with him a self image he hated bitterly. It was of a middle-aged satyr whom younger women secretly despised and treated with a cavalier contempt. He fancied he saw it in the indifferent and cool glances of most of the younger teachers at the school and he felt it daily in his large apartment building. He needed to lay a beautiful girl to kill that self image.
The thought of possessing young Mara Blake, of using his secret knowledge of her sex life to dominate a girl he would never been able to come dose to otherwise, obsessed him. He would pass her in the school corridor and think to himself: "Baby one day soon you are going to suck my cock and I am going to ram my pole into your little brown ass."
He watched her in the cafeteria, across the room at his lonely table, staring greedily at her legs and her round firm breasts thinking of how delicious they would feel in his mouth. He would wonder how her "cunt lips," as he called them, would feel when his tongue caressed them.
Crouching there now behind the line of garments in the closet, he trembled. One sudden touch by Ruth and it would be a mess. He might get into a bitch of a fight with her and she might decide to fight him in court or in a special panel, denying everything he accused them of. After all he had no proof except his own words. There was no witness he could summon. But Ruth did not touch him. He sighed with relief as she left and returned to Mara Blake.
Through a crack in the closet door, he could see the two women embracing eagerly. Ruth was caressing Mara's breasts and nuzzling her neck tenderly.
"Does that make Ruthie's little sweetkins feel better dear?" Ruth was saying.
"Yes dear," Mara replied, then changing her tone said: "Let's go out and have a drink, okay?"
"Go out? Why?" Ruth was surprised. "I just bought all the liquor you need a few days ago. You out of that all ready?"
"No, it's just that I feel like a change, that's all?" Mara said quickly. "I-I feel like lights, music… you know."
"Afterwards dear," Ruth replied. Joe saw the older woman pull her dress over her head and rapidly unhook her brassiere.
"I want to be alone with you first. On that glorious bed. Kiss my boobies baby and make them feel better okay? That wretched brassieres had made them feel awful all day."
Mara dutifully complied, letting her lips suck Ruth's stiffened nipples until they stood up like lonely sentinels on duty.
Joe sucked his breath in as he saw what happened next. Ruth began to slowly take Mara Blake's clothes off. She began with the Eurasian girl's sweater, pulling it over her head, then she took off Mara's stockings and panties.
"Did that bastard call you today?" Ruth asked in a voice that suddenly turned very harsh.
"No." Mara knew she meant Mike. "He won't call. He's much too proud to do that'"
"Good," Ruth said. "In another few days you'll probably be approached by one of the other men at the school. When we have our monthly cocktail session. Be careful of that bastard Leonard. He wants to screw every woman under eighty. Just ignore him. If he bothers you, talk to me about it. I'll handle him."
She took Mara in her arms and pressed her naked breasts against the other woman's. Joe watched with a mixture of incredulity and excitement as the women rolled their round mammaries against one another. The sight was working him up enormously.
"As for that fat pig Joe Mills," Ruth said contemptuously. "He may make some obscene gesture toward you as he becomes more and more familiar. But I wouldn't give it much thought, you know. Personally I think the damned fool is impotent. The rumor is that his wife walked out on him because the poor bastard couldn't get it up more than once a month or two months."
She squeezed her pussy vigorously against Mara's pubic area until Mara groaned with pleasure. "Aahh… aaghhh!… that feels wonderful Ruth… Let's go out, please, darling."
Mara's insistence seemed to surprise her boss. "Good lord. I thought you'd be glad to be alone with me. I almost get the feel you don't enjoy our lovemaking anymore. You used to go crazy when I rubbed pussies with you. Don't you like it anymore?"
"Oh yes I adore it."
"Then do it to me. Hard. Rub my clit with yours until I can really feel it, sweetheart," Ruth begged.
Joe watched, entranced, as Mara rubbed her naked torso vigorously against Ruth. The older woman fell on the bed and pulled Mara down on top of her. Caught in the heat of passion, the Eurasian girl applied her vagina as hard as she could against the other girl's crotch. For a moment Ruth's labored breathing was so loud that Joe Mills thought she was ill.
"Oh my God… Oh my God," Ruth kept yelling. "Oh yes… oh ye… oh… vsl… yes… yes…aaaaaaaaaahhhhhhhhh! eeeeeehhhhhhhhh!" Ruth voice exploded into a mammoth moan that reverberated around the room as Mara kept rubbing her pussy against her boss's. Joe, watching, was so spellbound that he could not move. But the sight was arousing him so much that he could not bear just to watch.
Finally, in desperation, because he wanted so much to make love to both women, he began to play with his crotch, rubbing his testicles at first, then opening his fly and removing his stiffened penis. He played with the head of his organ for a while as Ruth and Mara continued to rub their genitals together in an orgy of excitement. Then, unable to control himself anymore, he began to masturbate, slowly, then faster and faster until finally he came allover his hands. He looked down at them with horror. He was sure that in ejaculating he must have stained several garments hanging near him. He pulled out the hem of one of Mara's dresses to wipe his wet penis, then stopped. He could not do that. But he had to use something.
The damned fool girl had stashed his own pants with his handkerchief somewhere else. How could he dry his cock, he thought irritably? Why did that bitch have to trap him in the closet? Why did he have to jerk off because two women were rubbing their cunts together like boy scouts rubbing twigs to create flames?
He was so angry that he bumped his head against the overhead bar on which the garments hung and immediately panicked because he was sure that Ruth had heard the sound of skull against wood. But he need not have fretted. At that moment Ruth was busy rubbing a candle into Mara's pussy, twirling the wax so expertly that Mara's moans of pleasure filled the room. Any other sound was drowned out.
"There now, darling," Ruth was saying. "How does that feel?"
"Marvelous!" Mara said, "I've only tried it with a banana. They're rather plentiful in Rangoon and I usually picked a slim long one and coated it with a kind of perfumed oil we have there."
"How charming an idea. I must try it sometimes. A candle doesn't quite do it for me. My pussy's a bit wider than yours."
The dust in the closet was now making Joe Mills' nose itch and finally, after several attempts to ward it off, he sneezed. The sound was not heard by Ruth, The Chairman of the English Department was busy licking Mara's clitoris and was sunk in a kind of sexual reverie. But Mara, despite her own ecstasy, heard it clearly and was restored to a state of panic.
She had to get Joe Mills out of there. But how? She could not afford to offend Ruth by throwing her out or insisting on a cocktail outside. She racked her brains for a moment and hit on an idea.
"Darling you know what it would be wonderful to have with our drinks?"
"What?" asked Ruth as she stroked Mara's round breasts.
"Macadamia nuts."
"But I brought you some of your favorite cheddar and nuts," Ruth said chidingly, "You told me you dote on those when we have drinks."
"I know dear and I'm grateful. It's just that I was thinking of my father today. It's his birthday and I feel terribly lonely, all these thousands of miles from him. And…," she stopped and continued a little shyly. "I know you'll think this idiotically sentimental. But on my father's birthday we always toasted to him with champagne and macadamia nuts. They're his favorite and he used to tell me: 'Mara, wherever you are, think of us being together and let's have a toast like this. And say aloud: ‘Papa I love you and miss you.' "
Mara stopped and thought she must sound absolutely mad telling such an absurd tale. But she had reckoned without Ruth's innate desire to believe exotic stories.
"Crazy, isn't it, Ruth?" Mara began defensively. "But then you know what an incurable romantic I am. I can't pass an antique shop with Burmese things without dying of homesickness."
"I think it's very touching darling that you should remember these things," Ruth said. "Tell you what. I'll go to a liquor and gourmet shop I know about a mile from here and get us a bottle of bubbly and a can of macadamia nuts. Okay?"
"Oh no," Mara protested as convincingly as she dared. "Why should I make you go to all this trouble because I like to follow a silly family tradition?"
"Because I love you and because I don't think it's at all silly. Now you just relax and Ruthie will be back in a flash with the goods."
Mara thanked her and complimented herself for having thought of the tradition which of course did not exist. Not only did her father not like macadamia nuts, he was so steadfastly unsentimental that he never made family toasts, consigning them only to dull diplomatic functions.
Ruth dressed hurriedly and slipped out the door. The moment the door shut, Mara leaped out of bed and opened the closet door. Joe Mills, rubbing the bump on his head a bit ruefully stared at her balefully. "I thought she'd never go," he said truculently.
"Never mind that," Mara pleaded. "Get out of here fast. She'll be coming back soon."
"Not till you give me what I came here for," he said adamantly.
"Are you mad? She may be back in ten or fifteen minutes. You must get dressed and out as fast as you can. It's your job as well as mine if you stay."
He held his stiff penis out to her. "Suck it for me first."
"No," she said. "There's no time."
He sat on the bed looking lumpishly at her and with the stubbornness of an ox.
Resignedly she got on her knees and took his member in her mouth, licking his glans as vigorously as she could. So fast did she suck his penis that her jaws began to ache. But she was determined to get it over with.
In his irritable and somewhat tense state, her sucking had little effect at the beginning. But as she began to stroke his testicles, he began to respond. But slowly, ever so slowly. And indeed so slowly, with such molasses-like pace, that she began to despair. She knew that Ruth hated to waste time in a liquor shop. She simply grabbed things and then left hurriedly.
"Can't you come," she raged. "My jaws are beginning to ache."
He shook his head. And then he smiled. "Maybe if I sucked you?"
She lay back on the bed and spread her thighs wide. He looked at the magnificent expanse of her crotch and whistled. She frowned. "Get it over with, damn you. There's not enough time and too much at stake to fool around!"
He leaned over and began to suck her pussy with all the fervor he could muster. At last he could feel himself responding. Mara could feel Joe's thick organ swelling in her mouth as his breathing grew more and more intense. She hastened him along the road to his climax by sucking vigorously at his testicles and tickling his scrotum with the tip of her tongue.
He was nearly out of his mind as her tongue worked madly to bring him to the peak. Finally in a tremendous spurt of excitement he felt his semen spurting into her waiting mouth and falling over her lips and face. He was incredulous at the amount of spunk that spilled over onto her nose and cheeks.
"Oh God baby that was fantastic. Let me get your rocks off too," he begged, aiming his mouth at her pussy.
Mara was so excited that she could not resist putting her own genitals over his face. Sexual excitement was always infectious with her. Seeing Joe's aroused state had worked her up to a point where her own pussy was palpitating with desire.
"Do it quickly," she begged. She was caught in a dilemma. Her desire was now raging so strongly in her that she longed, wanted desperately to have his tongue work on her pussy. Yet at the same time she was terrified that Ruth would burst in.
"Lock and bolt the door," she commanded. "I'll pretend that I was in the shower and didn't want to take any chances. Then you go down on me. But quick… Oh God I'm on fire down there from your damned finger and mouth. Quick, bolt the door. You can always leave through the back stairway later."
Joe complied rapidly and in another minute his face was buried deeply in Mara's muff. While her moans and groans came in increasing intensity, his tongue began to suck at her clitoris. Neither of them paid any attention to Ruth's ringing of the doorbell. They were too involved in the exquisite pleasure that he was giving her.
To his astonishment, Joe, who seldom was able to do it twice to a woman in a three hour period, found that he was developing another erection.
"Suck my cock too, baby," he begged, "I'm hard again." without waiting for her reply, he flipped his body over heavily and plunged his stiff penis into her mouth as he continued to lick Mara's. She continued to lick his club until a thin trickle of semen entered her mouth and a moment later, he got up heavily.
"I'd better leave," he said hoarsely. "She's ringing that bell like a madwoman."
Mara looked at him in disbelief. She was burning in her crotch and he wanted to leave. How could he be so brutal, so selfish?
"Finish me," she whispered tersely. "I'll put her off."
Out loud she yelled at Ruth that she would be out soon.
Turning the shower water on, she screamed that she wanted to be fresh for their celebration and had bolted the door.
"Give me five minutes darling and I'll be right there. Okay?"
She heard Ruth give her grumpy agreement and then opened her legs to the delighted English teacher who lay naked on her bed.
He fell to his cunnilingus with a fervor that pleased her very much and within another five minutes brought her to a climax that set her heart shaking.
"Oh lord how I needed that. How I needed that," she said over and over again. "You really worked me up. Now please go. I have to let her in or she'll be suspicious."
"When can we do this again," he asked hungrily.
She stared at him bewilderedly. There was no time to discuss that now. It was a problem she would have to deal with later.
"I'll call you. But for God's sake, please go now."



Chapter 11


The next morning, Saturday, Mara lay in her bed congratulating herself for having warded off disaster. She had managed to quell any suspicions that Ruth Peter had had. The celebration with the macadamia nuts had gone very well, thank heaven, and they had enjoyed a good session of lovemaking later. True, she had felt a kind of ache in her genitals as Ruth persisted in attacking them with her own and then had worked into her vagina with the candle again. But at least she had taken care of Joe Mills.
Her experience with Mills, in retrospect, seemed almost like an impossible dream. How on earth had she managed to make love to him-that ugly, balding dirty old man? She realized with some misgivings that she was a victim of her own strong sexual needs. Given time to think, to plan, she would have avoided the bastard. Paid him off with money or vague promises to keep him away from the principal. After all it was only his word against theirs. He did not even have the tape that Mike had to prove the women were having a lesbian affair.
But he had taken her by such surprise, had moved into her bedroom so quickly that she had been knocked off her pins. And Ruth had been right behind him to complicate matters. She would have to keep him at arm's length somehow. She could not chance another encounter like yesterdays. For one thing if she did, she might be lured into going through the whole damned sexual bout with him again simply because once anyone stimulated her enough, aroused her enough, she was helpless to resist.
She might want to, might even see the strong danger. But her clitoris cried out for relief. She simply could not help herself. If Joe had not been there to finish her, she would have gone mad or grabbed the candle again.
But Joe must never be allowed to come near her alone again. She knew his type too well. His bravado would vanish if she kept up a strong front, a cold front, and warned him that she could make trouble for him too. She would use his fears.
Now Tom Leonard was another type entirely. He was one she really feared because he was a crazy. He did things in a whimsical, utterly mad impulsive way. Thank goodness Leonard had not caught her and Ruth together.
She was still thinking about that when the doorbell rang and jolted her from her reveries. Putting on her new gift robe she walked into the living room. It was probably some package from Ruth or Mike. Mike had sent her three sets off flowers with apologetic notes begging for a private meeting. She had refused to reply either to his notes or his calls. She was through with him. What he bad done to Ruth, knowing that Mara was in the bathroom, was too mucho She had been revolted by his behavior. True, his gift of the dangerous tape had softened her anger at him, but she still was too raw to see him again or even to talk to him.
As she unbolted the door, she had a fleeting fear that it might be Mike himself coming to call in person. But when she let the door open a crack, leaving the chain on, she was surprised to see Tom Leonard standing outside.
For a moment Mara stood there speechless. He was the last person she had expected to see there.
"Hi," he said pleasantly. "I was in the neighborhood and I thought I'd drop by and invite you to have brunch. There's a terrific place about a mile from here. Great food. Marvelous decor."
He lifted up a bunch of beautiful red roses.
"For my terrible accident at the picnic. I'm really sorry about that."
She tried to smile. "Thank you Mr. Leonard…"
"Tom, please."
"Tom. It was thoughtful of you. But I'm afraid I'm busy this morning." When he frowned she added, "I'm very sorry."
In a way she was sorry. He was a very handsome man and looked wonderful in his expensive sports jacket. Maybe the picnic thing had been an accident. Everyone had been so tanked up that day, Perhaps he had had too much to drink.
"Can I come in and put these in some water?" he pleaded.
For a moment Mara hesitated, remembering Ruth's warnings about him. But he seemed so pleasant, so easygoing in his smile that she relented and unhooked the chain.
"I can't stay long," she said. "I have an appointment." Leonard entered and surveyed the apartment with interest.
"I like the way you fixed this place up. It has a real personality of its own," he said.
"Would you like at drink or some coffee?" she asked as they sat down. "I have to dress. But I have a few moments."
He smiled. "Kind of early for a drink. Maybe coffee."
A few minutes later as they chatted on the couch, she began to see him in a new light. He wasn't at all an ogre, as Ruth seemed to think. There was something disarming about his light banter as he told her stories of his travels and people he had met. She had begun to reverse her whole attitude toward him when suddenly it happened. He began to talk about his favorite hobby: taking pictures.
"Would you like to see some? I brought some along," he told her lightly, He spoke as if he were discussing a book he had read or a movie he had seen. His voice gave no hint of the cataclysm that would soon follow.
"You have them with you, you mean?" she asked.
He nodded and took an envelope from his inside coat pocket. She glanced at her watch. There were a lot of photographs and it was getting late. She had promised to meet Ruth at the Farmers' Market for lunch.
"Why don't you leave them here Tom," she said. "I'll look at them later and bring them to you at school. Okay?"
He seemed disappointed. "Can't you look at them now, I'd really like your opinion. You see I'm planning to enter them in a contest."
There was such a childish lilt to his voice that she smiled. "What sort of contest?"
"A contest where first prize is what I've wanted most all my life and never could afford."
"Now I'm really intrigued," she said grinning. "But I really must dress. Perhaps if I'm finished quickly enough I'll have a little time left to go through them. I hate to just look at pictures and run. Especially if they are so important to you."
He stared at the bare legs that appeared under her new robe. "Maybe you won't want to rush off and dress after you see them," he said in his bantering tone.
She gave him a sharp, questioning look. What on earth did he mean? But there was no answer in his eyes. Sighing she took the photos out of the envelope.
The first ten or fifteen were shots he had taken at the picnic tables and environs, showing different teachers eating, talking, playing tennis, shuffleboard or throwing horseshoes. They were interesting, she thought, but hardly of contest rank. She began to think that maybe she had mistaken him after all when suddenly another picture made her catch her breath.
It-was a picture of two women in an unmistakable sex act. One woman had her head buried between the thighs of the other. She could not make out the identities of the women but the sex act was a sixty-nine.
She handed the photos back to him with an angry frown. "Really Tom I never thought you'd do anything as dumb as this."
"Keep looking Mara," he suggested. "There are even more interesting photos that follow that one."
She tried to rise from the couch but he held her hand.
"Please examine them carefully dear."
"I am not interested in your pornography, Mr. Leonard," she said firmly. "Now please let me up and get out of here at once."
"Sure you're not interested in my pornography?" He laughed agreeably. "Even if it's biographical?"
"What are you talking about?" she snapped.
He lifted the picture that followed up to her eyes to see clearly and she trembled. Her own face was now dearly shown in the picture. She was naked and in the arms of. Ruth Peter who was equally naked.
In rapid succession, he passed her several more photographs. They showed Mara licking Ruth's vagina, Ruth licking Mara's vagina, each woman sucking hungrily on the other's breasts and both women kissing each other passionately.
She gave them back to him without another word. "Care to see anymore?" he asked casually.
She shook her head. "You were watching us."
"With my trusty little camera. You see, I followed you thinking we might be a little friendlier. I was a bit rough back near the tables." He grinned. "Now I'm not apologizing. It was an accident. But I have to admit I love the feel of my cock against that juicy little ass of yours, Mara. The reason I came was because pumping into your ass made me hotter than a firecracker. In fact what I thought was that you might be lying down taking a nap in the woods and that I might sneak up on you. Then take down your pants and shove my prick into your little brown asshole."
"Don't talk to me that way," she said irritably. "I don't want to hear such vile talk."
"That's too bad," he said, his voice hardening, "because that's exactly how I plan to talk."
He selected another photograph from the envelope and lifted up for her to see. It was a picture of Mara lying on her stomach while Ruth lovingly ran her tongue along the round beautiful curves of Mara's buttocks.
"You see, that's what I really wanted to do, darling. I had this wonderful fantasy that I would sneak up on you while you dozed off in the warm sun, lower your shorts and kiss your delicious bottom just like Ruth Peter did. Then I would take out my stiff cock and slowly push it into your asshole. It would awaken you but I don't think you'd have minded too much."
He stopped, unzipped his fly and took out his penis. It was one of the largest Mara had ever seen: It was not only thick but long and equipped with a head that looked like a missile. She turned her head away. "How much could I win for these photos?" he asked.
"Please, Mr. Leonard, put that thing away and leave. I'm beginning to feel ill."
"You know where I'm going to put it, baby?" he said affably. "So let's not play the coy mistress, all right? If you were some innocent virgin I could understand your dismay or the blushing bit. Or the fainting spell. But any woman who goes down on her boss woman's cunt and then gets her own sucked dry… Well really, honey. I wasn't exactly born yesterday. You are a dyke. Well that's okay with me. But I told you I wanted a prize I couldn't afford, didn't I?"
"What do you want damn it?" she said exasperatedly. "I-I don't have much money. But I suppose we can get you something. How much do you want for the pictures and the negatives?"
His eyes lit up. "Well now I never thought of a figure really. What would you suggest?"
"I can let you have a thousand dollars. It's all I have in the world."
"For these?" He laughed… "These are contest prize winners which can get me ten times that much if I really tried."
"Ten times that?" she blanched.
"From you and Ruth. She isn't exactly poor, you know. Her parents left her very comfortably off, you know,"
"Please Mr. Leonard don't say things like that. Let me have those. I'll-I'll do whatever you want. But I can't pay that kind of money. And neither can Ruth. I happen to know that her house is heavily mortgaged and that her loss in the security market drained most of her savings."
He thought for a minute. "I know you're right because I already checked her out You'll do whatever I want?"
She nodded slowly.
He rose and led his stiffened member into her mouth, "Well, let's see you suck that for a starter," he said.
She licked his penis gratefully because she had been terrified that he would insist on the money. He groaned aloud as he began to come. Suddenly he pulled out of her mouth.
"Turn around but first take off that damned robe," he said harshly.
She doffed the robe.
"Lie on your stomach on the couch," he ordered as he panted heavily.
Obediently she turned around and buried her head in the couch pillows. He stared hungrily at the exquisite curves of her buttocks as they palpitated softly and then, lowering himself, licked their surfaces. A few seconds later, he began to finger her anus, robbing it lightly with his forefinger. Then putting some spittle on his finger he wet the surface of her opening.
She groaned as she felt him introduce his large penis into her anus. He did it gently, as gently as he could, but it still terrified her. She was afraid that it would hurt too much.
"You've got an exquisite little asshole, darling," he said.
"Please don't hurt me, Tom," she pleaded.
"I won't darling, I won't."
"But it's so big… I'm afraid."
He pulled his penis out. "Just lie there. Do you have any butter or margarine?"
"In the refrigerator in the kitchen."
"Stay put honey I'll be right back and we'll do it right this time."
Tom went into the kitchen, got the plastic carton of margarine and returned. He surveyed Mara's gorgeous bottom for a minute, thinking it the most beautiful he had ever seen. Then swiftly, using his finger, he rubbed the margarine around the edges of her puckered anus and some inside. Mara sighed as she felt the soft coolness of the buttery substance relieve the achiness in her bottom.
"It will feel a lot better now baby, I guarantee you," Tom said reassuringly. "And if it's of any interest, it's margarine made from corn oil so you won't be getting any cholesterol in your asshole. Much healthier that way, don't you agree?"
"Must you do this to me?" she asked in a whining voice. "Let me turn around and do it the conventional way, please. It will be just as much pleasure for you."
"I don't like doing things the conventional way darling," he said. "Besides I've always wanted to try cornholing a beautiful girl ever since I saw the Last Tango in Paris. Remember when he lowered the girl's jeans, buttered up her hole and then rocked her that way? I got a hard-on big enough to stretch from here to Santa Monica when that happened. I kept thinking about it all the time.
"Trouble is most girls are afraid to let me do it. They're willing to suck my cock and let me put it up their cunt, but they draw a line at letting me ream them. Once I tried with a woman who teaches math up at the school, but she got panicky when I was in halfway up her ass and started yelling so much I had to pullout. Said it hurt her."
"I'm afraid it will hurt me too," Mara said worriedly.
He sighed. "Tell you what. Let me try it with the margarine. If it really hurts I'll pull out. You tell me. But if you let me finish that way… I'll give you the photos. How's that for a bargain. That's a deal you can't arrange at your corner photography shop, can you?"
She nodded and girding herself prepared for the expected onslaught. Slowly he began again. It would be a terrible ordeal. But maybe the butter might enable her to endure his penis long enough, she told herself. Anyway it was worth trying. The pictures were the worst threat of all. There would be no defense against them. The principal would have to dismiss her and Ruth immediately. Not only that. They could be subject to prosecution. The scandal would be too horrible to contemplate.
A moment later as the onslaught began, she felt Tom's club enter her anus slowly. It did hurt as she expected it to but fortunately not for very long.
The margarine had facilitated the entry of Tom's penis. It began to slide through the slippery walls of her anus until it was in firmly. As it did she heard Tom groan with pleasure.
"Oh man this feels great," he crowed. "Really great. You have a lovely asshole baby… lovely and it grips my cock just like a vise. No kidding. It's as if your hand were cupping it strongly and not letting me escape. It feels much much better than just putting it into a girl's cunt really."
He gave himself over to the exquisite pleasure of the tight, wet feeling of her asshole gripping his cock. It was so delightful a feeling, he felt so wonderful in the snug warmth of her cavity, that he did not move for a moment.
"How does it feel?" he asked her.
"All right It doesn't hurt as much as I thought The margarine helped."
She did not want to tell him that his penis was exciting her terribly, It was the first time a man had done that to her. Mike had suggested trying it a few times, even suggesting a lubricant. But she had demurred, fearing that it would hurt her too much. But now that Tom's organ was deeply imbedded in her, she felt a rousing excitement, as if she was about to undergo a new and rare sexual pleasure.
"Okay, let go. Move your ass up as I move down honey and it'll be a lot more fun for both of us."
He began to pump slowly in and out of her anus, moaning with joy as he felt the exquisite sensations going through his entire frame. He laughed and began to sing a popular ballad as he kept moving up and down. She could hear him singing even with her face buried in the pillows. After a while he stopped.
"Hey, come on, you're not moving your ass up against my cock. It isn't all that good without some cooperation from you. Let's go."
Reluctantly she moved her buttocks up against his rapidly thrusting organ as it bore down on her. She feared that it might start hurting her again. But instead it gave her a very pleasurable sensation which she found different than anything she had ever known.
"Like it better that way, honey?" he asked her.
She blushed as she heard him because in troth she really was enjoying it. It was exciting her so much she could hardly stand it. She wanted to cry out herself. But she did not want him to hear her so she did it into the couch pillows, carefully muffling the sound of her moans in that way.
He proceeded to pump his penis into her backside, his voice ringing through the room with a loud, vigorous lilt.
"Wowie," he yelled triumphantly. "I feel like a rodeo rider riding a wild bronco," He kept thrusting at Mara's backside as it began to heave wildly. She could not control her movements now. She was far too excited sexually. Her buttocks moved up and down in a wild, animal-like intensity to meet the demanding thrusts of his pole.
Suddenly he began to yell as he came and she could feel his hot semen invade her anus. And at the same moment she felt herself undergoing an orgasm. Had she not had her head against the couch pillow her own guttural yells would have matched his own. She felt transported, lifted bodily into the air as his penis came bearing down in a series of endless, demanding, unchanging thrusts.
As her body became coated with sweat she felt a pleasure she had never experienced and she wanted his thrusts to continue as long as possible. But it could not last. After a few moments more, he gave an enormous loud sigh of relief and then pulled out of her anus. His hot, sweated body, embrace her own, his hands on her slippery breasts. Turning her over, he kissed her passionately.
"On baby… oh baby… oh baby…" he kept saying. "You just sent Tom Leonard up into the stratosphere. I am not kidding into the stratosphere… And I think you liked it too. You don't have to say anything about that. I could feel it. I could sense it as your ass came up against my cock. It was like I was fucking a wild buffalo in the ass… a wild animal. Except that it was the ass of a beautiful girl. Wow I'm beat… I'm really beat. But man oh man it was worth it."
He sighed. "No wonder they did that in Last Tango. It is the ultimate sexual delight… the ultimate. And I am beat. I'm going to have to sack out for a minute."
He fell away from her and lay back on the couch. In a moment he was fast asleep. Watching him, Mara waited till she was sure he was dead to the world. Then, moving quickly, she took the envelope of pictures and tearing them up, flushed them down the toilet in the bathroom.
A moment later she put herself under the shower and washed off the sweat from Tom's heated lovemaking, feeling greatly relieved. She was in the middle of soaping herself when the telephone began to ring. She cursed the instrument silently. It might wake him up and there would be a scene. She had hoped to dress and get out of the apartment before he had awakened.
She let the phone ring, hoping the caller would give up finally and call later. But to her annoyance the phone continued to ring and ring and ring. Perhaps it was Ruth who knew she must be home. But why would Ruth call. She was supposed to be under the dryer at her hairdresser's this morning and would not be finished for at least another hour or so.
After the fifteenth ring, her heart sank. The damned fool, whoever it was, would simply not give up. He or she was going to keep ringing the damned number forever. Well to hell with them whoever they were. She dressed in a kind of feverish panic and had just got her shoes on when she beard Tom Leonard answer the phone sleepily.
"Hello?" Tom's voice drawled over a large yawn. "Yes just a minute… I'll get her."
Mara came out of her bedroom just as he began to enter it. "Call for you, darling," he said. "It sounds like a student."
Mara picked up the instrument and spoke cautiously. "Hello, Miss Blake?"
"Yes. Who is this?"
"Patty… Patty O'Hare," a girlish voice responded… "I hope I'm not bothering you?"
"No no… it's all right. What can I do for you?"
Patty hesitated… "Well actually I'm just around the comer and I-I have a very important personal problem… I was wondering if you could spare me a few minutes… To kind of talk it over."
For a moment Mara hesitated. She bad no desire to put up with Patty's confessions about a thwarted romance or some school matter right now.
"Well, can't it wait till Monday dear?" she asked.
"I don't think so. It's… well I'm in a kind of emotional dither about it,… And I haven't been able to eat or sleep for days… If you could just spare me a little time… "
Mara was silent for a moment as she stared alternately at the telephone and then at Tom Leonard's rooster-like triumphant grin.
"Of course if you don't have the time I guess it can wait till Monday," Patty was saying. She sounded very disappointed.
Mara suddenly realized that the girl represented an opportunity to get rid of. Tom now that he was awake. It was an excuse to ask him to leave.
"No… no that's okay. Give me about fifteen minutes dear and then come up. I'd be delighted to talk to you about your problem. That's what I'm here for. To help my students."
When she hung up, she turned to Tom, hoping he had overheard everything and would understand.
"That was Patty O'Hare, one of my girls. She has a problem… Would you mind?"
He shook his head. "Not at all. I'm through,"… He paused "for now anyway."
That had an ominous ring to it but she decided to ignore it. "Thank you Tom. You're very understanding."
He grinned as he put on his jacket and then his grin vanished as he felt his inner pocket.
"Where are those photos, dear?"
She did not answer him.
He shrugged. "No matter. I still have the negatives. You'll be hearing from me honey. And soon. I have a voracious sexual appetite."



Chapter 12


Tom had barely slipped out the door, it seemed to Mara, when Patty knocked on the door. She realized that the girl must have been waiting in the hall.
"Were you outside just now?" Mara asked her apprehensively.
"You mean did I see Mr. Leonard leave?" Patty asked smiling. "Yes I did. Why?"
"Mr. Leonard was here to discuss some charity drive project he wants me to help him with," Mara said hurriedly.
Patty's eyes surveyed her with an intensity that disturbed her. The girl had an odd quality about her, Mara thought. She was reminded again of her instinctive feeling that the girl was gay.
"Sit down, Patty."
The girl sat down demurely, her eyes fixed on Mara. "Would you like some candy?" Mara asked, uncomfortable under the student's fixed stare.
Patty shook her head quickly.
Mara sat down next to the thin, lanky girl.
"What's bothering you dear? What is this problem you wanted to discuss."
Patty squirmed a little. "It's hard to tell you."
"Please you can tell me anything dear."
Patty hesitated a long while and then blurted it out, "I guess this sounds crazy… but I'm in love."
Mara smiled understandingly and patted Patty's hand.
"Why that's marvelous. Why should that bother you. How old are you?"
"Eighteen," Patty frowned. "I told you before."
"Sorry. I forgot," Mara said. She felt a great deal more relieved now that she knew what it was all about. She had had all the unpleasant surprises she could take that day.
When Patty O'Hare did not answer her next questions, Mara assumed the girl was too nervous to discuss her emotional turmoil. She took the girl's hand in her own.
"Now come on Patty. It's just the two of us. You can let your hair down and have some honest girl talk with me. I'm really not that much older than you, you know. You can be utterly frank and open with me. I'll respect your confidences."
Patty nodded gratefully.
"Think of me as your friend, dear. A friend you can really trust," Mara went on softly, wanting to release the seemingly frightened girl from her uptightness.
"I know Mara dear. I know," Patty said. "I felt that the first day I met you at the picnic. I felt so close to you. But you hurt me by sending me away. I was trying to be nice and friendly and you just sent me off."
Mara was suddenly aware, and in a disturbing way, that the student's tone had changed. It now bore an unmistakable tone of rancor. Mara was at a loss to understand her.
"I don't understand Patty… I just had to be alone that afternoon. I was upset by what Mr., Leonard did… I suppose it was just a silly thing… an accident. I think he didn't really mean to, but I had to be alone, so I asked you to leave. There was nothing personal in my doing that dear."
"You weren't alone for long," Patty said tersely.
Mara blushed. "What-what do you mean. I was… I just lay there and tried to think things out."
Patty's tone now expressed not only rancor but sarcasm.
"You lay there and let Ruth Peter suck your pussy," she said flatly. "Please don't bother to deny it. I was there watching…"
Mara's heart sank. Oh no, she thought. This isn't happening again. First Joe Mills, then Tom Leonard and now Patty O'Hare. How many others had spied on them that afternoon?
"You were mistaken in what you saw," Mara tried to say. But the words sounded very unconvincing.
Patty repeated some of the dialogue she had overheard. Mara knew it was hopeless to deny anything to the girl.
"What are you going to do?" Mara asked frightenedly.
Patty took Mara's hand and kissed it. "Darling I don't want to do anything to hurt you or Ruth… But I'm… well I can't help it. I'm a little hurt… no more than a little. A lot." She wet her lips and looked Mara carefully in the eye. "You see you're the one I'm in love with, Mara."
The Eurasian girl stared at the girl beside her. The situation would ordinarily have been absurd. It would have been absolutely ridiculous comedy if it weren't for the fact that the consequences were of the most deadly serious nature.
"Look, Patty, I know how you feel," Mara began.
"Oh I'm glad you do," Patty said quickly. "Because I just haven't been able to eat or sleep since that day… I nearly went out of my mind. First because I think I fell in love with you at first sight… And then because you rejected me… "
Mara squeezed the girl's hand. "You're just imagining that you feel this way dear. It happens often at your age."
Somehow she had to make the girl back off her feelings or there might ensue real trouble. Patty was too high strung, too emotional. The men who had spotted her and Ruth were older and presumably could keep a rein on their emotions… but who knew what this insecure, unstable girl would do? Mara had heard that Patty was seeing a psychiatrist outside of school and that she had given her parents a good deal of trouble because of her tantrums. She had to proceed very cautiously with Patty.
"Now listen my dear Patty," Mara said firmly. "At your age one thinks she's in love half the time. Your probably meet a nice man soon and everything'll be changed. You won't even know I exist. Believe me."
"That is not true, "Patty exclaimed, "I'm not interested in men. I'm interested in you."
"Because of the fact that I am your teacher dear," Mara said softly. "It's a natural enough feeling. Many students feel that way. They feel emotionally closer to their teachers often than to their families. You feel close to me and I guess you were hurt by what you saw. You were hurt because you didn't understand what was happening.
"Ruth Peter and I," Mara began to explain… " It's hard to make clear to you what was going on… but I wasn't lying to you when I sent you away. I thought I was going to be alone, I-I-" Mara felt herself floundering. What on earth could she tell this girl? That she and the head of the English department were having a lesbian love affair… that what she had witnessed that afternoon at the picnic went on nearly every day? Oh damn, she thought, why do I have to explain everything!
Patty saved her the trouble of trying again.
"I want you, Mara," she said softly.
Mara smiled. "Look, you'll get over this Patty… You're just leading yourself on into a-"
"I'm not leading myself on to anything. I want you, damn it," Patty said fiercely. "And I'm jealous. You don't know what I have gone through since that day. After seeing you two making love, I lie in bed every night thinking of going down on you. Of you eating my pussy. Of us in each other's arms together kissing passionately."
"Patty, you're talking crazy," Mara snapped, sensing that the girl was rapidly spinning out of control.
"I'm not crazy. I'm telling you how I feel, Mara. Yes I guess I am crazy, about you… I want to hold you in my arms. I want to kiss your breasts… "
Patty suddenly reached out and grabbed Mara and kissed her passionately on the lips. Her hands began to caress Mara's breasts. The Eurasian girl tried to tear herself away, but the teen-aged girl was so determined to maintain her grip that it was impossible. Before she could say anything else, Mara was pushed back on the couch and Patty began to grope under her skirt.
"Oh no Patty no… please don't do that," Mara said. But her pleas went unheeded. Patty was already burying her face between Mara's thighs and pushing aside the crotch piece of Mara's panties. A second later she felt Patty's hot tongue in her inner thighs, laving them and licking the skin greedily.
Mara fought to rise from the couch but the girl held her down with an iron grip. Soon her lips had strayed to Mara's pubic area and were hungrily licking the Eurasian girl's pussy. Against her better judgment, Mara opened her legs to give the girl a greater freedom of access to her pussy. It was insane but the girl was giving her head and she was so aroused that she could not back away from Patty's relentless tongue.
Mara closed her eyes and moaned aloud as Patty continued to lick her clitoris and then let her lips roam wildly over her entire vulva and mount of Venus. The girl was obviously not only determined to eat her but she was quite expert at it. In a way she did it even better than Ruth Peter, Mara thought.
Ruth Peter! The vision of Ruth waiting impatiently for her to show up at the Farmer's Market where they were supposed to be lunching right now, startled her. She had to get rid of Patty immediately. Ruth might come up and look for her. The Farmer's Market was close by and Ruth would not wait too long.
"Please Patty stop now… you must stop. I've got to leave. Someone's waiting for me," Mara yelled as the teen-aged girl's head continued to work under her skirt. Patty's head shot up.
"You mean Ruth Peter's waiting for you," she said angrily. "You're throwing me out again."
"No… no," Mara insisted. "It's just that we had already made this luncheon date and if I don't meet her she'll come up here and look for me. You don't want that dear. It would only cause a great deal of trouble for all of us. Not only you but your father. Think of him dear."
"The only thing I want to think about is you," Patty said truculently. "I don't know what I'll do if you turn me away again." She began to cry and Mara looked at her with distress and bewilderment. What in God's name was she going to do with this unstable youngster, she wondered.
"I'm not turning you away dear," she said, in order to placate her now. "Really I'm not… It's just that-"
At that instant the telephone rang shrilly, jolting them both. As she suspected it was Ruth Peter demanding to know why Mara was delaying her appearance.
"This place is jammed on Saturdays you know," she was saying, "and I can't hold a table forever. Are you coming or not?"
"Yes dear in a few minutes."
"What's delaying you now?"
"Oh I-I've been waiting for the mail dear. I expected a letter from my father… He hasn't been feeling too well. And well I was worried."
"Did it come finally?" Ruth asked.
"No… the mail did but nothing from him. I'll be over in a jiffy, Just try to be patient dear."
When she hung up she turned to Patty again.
"Patty I must leave. You know how temperamental Ruth Peter is… I can't afford to endanger my job by offending her. Do you understand that?"
Patty looked at her in a hurt way. "Yes I understand that. I understand that perfectly. But I think you'd better also understand that if I'm hurt… if you just turn your back on me… that might endanger your job too."
"What-what are you trying to say Patty?" Mara asked. She knew very well what would come next.
"I'm in love with you, Mara," Patty said. "And I want to see you and be with you. If I have to share you with Ruth Peter that's cool. I don't want you to lose your job by getting into a fight with her. But when I'm hurt I-I can't help what I do… I just have to hit back… even if I don't really want to. Do you know what I'm saying… It's something I can't help.
"I have to hit back to hurt people who hurt me and I stop at nothing… " She paused and looked at the floor. "I'm not exactly proud of myself for doing such things but I can't help myself. Do you understand now?"
"Yes," Mara said, closing her eyes in pain. "Yes I understand perfectly. Look we'll work things out. I promise you. Somehow we'll work things out."
Patty smiled. "I'm glad… I'm really glad because I adore you… I just can't even be near you without wanting to touch you."
Reaching for Mara, she drew the Eurasian girl close. Then opening Mara's blouse, she removed her firm breasts and began to suck them greedily like a baby needing milk from its mother.
Feeling the teen-ager's tongue licking her nipples, Mara gave herself over to the exquisite pleasure Patty's lips were giving her. But in her mind was the question: what happens next?



Chapter 13


What happened next was a call from Tom Leonard inviting her to an orgy the following night.
The call came right after she returned from her luncheon with Ruth. She had just congratulated herself on the fact that for the moment at least everything was stabilized. She had dealt with the problems of Mike and Joe and even Patty. The teen-ager had promised to say nothing and to meet her after school one day during the week.
She had put the thought of Tom Leonard aside, thinking that be might have at least temporarily forgotten about her. Or that he had been satisfied with his sex encounter that morning and would not bother her for a while. To her dismay he had not only not forgotten, be had been very busy arranging another sex party. And this one was with his friends as well as himself.
"I can't do that Tom," Mara protested. "Look I am not a prostitute. Okay you have those pictures or those negatives or whatever you have. But I am not going to be your handy little concubine. You had your shot at me and that's it."
"Now look, Mara, let's not fly off the handle," Tom Leonard said affably. "All I'm suggesting is-"
"All you're suggesting is that you pass me around like some damn club whore. Well forget it. I'm not doing it. The job here isn't worth it… I just won't come and that's that."
He paused. "Not even if I give you the negatives when you arrive here and my solemn promise that this is the final thing I'll ask of you?"
She pondered this. "You'll give me the negatives? All of them?"
"All of them. I promise. And after that I won't bother you. Unless you approach me. But it's important that you attend this thing. Two of the guys are men who want to finance a publishing company project I've been negotiating for some time. A company that would produce textbooks for schools and I'd be the top editor and get a healthy chunk of stock."
"I don't know," she said. She did not trust the bastard. He would use her for anything that would benefit him. The hell with what it would do to her.
Her attitude angered him now. "Look, take it or leave it. You will get the negatives and my word. If you come. If you don't, then I'll send some new prints of those lovely pictures of you sucking Ruthie's hot little cunt to the school principal and every member of the board of education the following morning. Take your pick Mara baby."
She sighed. She had to take a chance, Maybe he was telling the truth. "Give me the address," she said wearily.
The next evening she arrived at a penthouse on Wilshire Boulevard near Westwood, the kind of high-rise luxurious pad that a rich executive might take to swing in. In this instance the executive was the head of one of the country's leading insurance companies, a man who had known Leonard's older brother in the army and who was in a position to lend Leonard exorbitant sums at low interest.
The place had eight rooms and enough expensive furniture to outfit a dozen smaller apartments. It also had six men and three other girls. The sexual festivities began almost as soon as she arrived. She had barely finished her first drink when the insurance man began to order every one to pair off. Since there were only four women, Leonard and another friend had to wait their turn.
The insurance millionaire picked Mara as his first lay of the evening and the Eurasian girl complied after making sure that Leonard gave her the negatives.
"Just a moment," she said peremptorily as she put the negatives in a self-addressed stamped envelope. She marched outside to the mail chute in the hall and then dropped it in. When she came back she told Neil Ransman, the insurance tycoon, that she was ready. To Leonard she said simply:
"If you threaten me again after tonight or send any other prints around, I'll kill you." She said it simply, without emotion. But Leonard blanched and nodded as he got the message.
A moment later she was lying on a damask-covered round bed in the first bedroom down a long corridor. Neil, a tall exuberant man, immediately took off his clothes and began to make love to her. She did not object too much at first. He began by licking her breasts which she always enjoyed anyway. It was his penis that bothered her. The insurance man's organ had an enormous head on it and what seemed like a series of knots or bumps in it.
When he spread Mara's thighs and licked her pussy to lubricate it properly, she had lain back with her hands folded behind her head. She decided it would be a simple act of cunnilingus in which the man worked up his appetite by sucking her pussy and then putting his peter in. But when he actually inserted his member it was so big that she could not believe it. The enormous sex organ seemed to fill her genital cavity, swelling up like a balloon in it, to fill every inch and to seemingly expand the walls of her vagina.
"Does it hurt baby?" Neil asked solicitously. "I have a tough time finding pussy in New York because most girls are afraid of my cock."
"No no it feels good," she said honestly. "But I was afraid of those bumps I have to admit."
"They're just natural bumps," Neil explained. "But they do scare a lot of girls. I was really eager to fuck you honey after seeing your photo. Tom showed it to me yesterday and I went up the wall. You got a gorgeous cunt you know that? But I thought it such a waste of time to have that other girl licking it. My tongue's much more expert."
Mara blushed. Leonard had shown the pictures of her and Ruth to his friends. How many others had seen them, she wondered?
For a few moments she lay back and reveled in the expert pumping of Neil's stiff organ, thinking that it wasn't too bad. She would let him climax, satisfy him and then plead a headache and leave. After all it was Neil that Tom was most concerned with, though the insurance man had made a comment that his West Coast vice president Harry Banner wanted to lay her next.
But what happened later completely took her by surprise. As Neil was on the last lap of sexual intercourse with her. Harry came in and began to suck her breasts. Then Tom came in and put his member in her mouth. There was no questioning, no conversation. As she kept bouncing up and down on the mattress. Banner simply glommed on to her breast and began to suck furiously. Then Tom stuck his penis half way down her throat.
After that there were a succession of men and women who climbed into bed with her. It was Mara's first experience with an orgy and it completely bamboozled her. She did not know what was going to happen to her next.
At one point a young redhead put her pussy over Mara's face and began to rock back and forth, robbing her moist vulva that reeked of a heavy perfume over the Eurasian girl's mouth. She was forced to suck Tom Leonard's penis. At the same time, one man sucked her right breast while a second greedily licked her left one. Then, when she turned around to suck Neil's bumpy sex organ, Harry Banner shoved his stiff penis into her anus, thrusting into it without any warning. All of it happened swiftly.
She had barely time to breathe and even to move. It seemed as if every part of her body was being enjoyed by either a man of a woman or several at the same time. At first she was frightened at the plethora of sexual stimuli, the fingers groping at her breasts and pussy and buttocks. She was afraid the profusion of sex organs thrust on her at all turns would hurt her. Then she found it terribly exhilarating and very enjoyable.
It was as if her body had been electrified by a sudden spurt of electric current. All her senses were tingling with enjoyment. Her pussy was aroused by a rapid succession of tongues that worked their way in arid out of her vagina canal. Somehow a finger worked its way into her anal cavity and excited her there. The nipples of her breasts were stiffened and pleasured by other hands and mouths.
Even the rocking pussy of the redhead proved exciting. As she felt the girl's vulva press down on her mouth, the smell of a scent she recognized as Chanel Number Five filled her nostrils and she was filled with a new olfactory as well as tactile sensation.
All the while a loud high fidelity speaker system continued to blare forth a variety of rock and country music. Banner told her, as she sucked his penis, that the music was designed to keep their sexual passions aroused. He informed her that they had tried the same experiment in other cities and that it worked marvelously. The men were obviously delighted with her and Tom was especially grateful because he would have the promised loan from Neil and Harry.
For two hours she enjoyed the orgy but finally it began to wear her down. The other participants seemed to have an endless front of energy and Banner and Ransman in particular seemed to be able to go on forever.
After she had submitted to all of them, Mara grabbed her clothes and ducked into one of the large bathrooms. A few minutes later she slipped out without any difficulty. In the circus-like atmosphere of the orgy with music blaring and men and women filing in and out of bedrooms, no one seemed to be interested in counting noses.
She was anxious to get home for another reason. Her excuse to the jealous Ruth had not gone down too well. Ruth had listened to her story that she had to meet a friend flying across country at the Los Angeles airport and have dinner with her. But Mara knew Ruth too well not to notice the strong suspicion in her voice and especially in her eyes.
"How come you didn't tell me about this woman coming in yesterday," Ruth demanded in a sulky tone.
"She just cabled me at the last minute, darling," Mara said, making something up. "How could I warn you ahead of time?"
"Where's the cable," Ruth asked firmly. "I think you're meeting that bastard Mike or someone else."
Mara insisted that she had destroyed the cable but that she remained loyal. Still, not till Mara swore that she would meet Ruth at her apartment after the dinner with her traveling friend did the teacher seem placated. Even then she demanded that Mara give her an extra key to her flat.
Ruth was already fuming when she got to her apartment a little after ten. Why had Mara been so long she asked in an angry tone? She was supposed to have met the woman at five-thirty. Why did the dinner take several hours? And why did Mara look so completely worn out? Her face was all flushed, her hair was awry and her finger nail polish was coming off.
"You went to a motel and made love to her, didn't you?" Ruth said accusingly.
"Good lord no. I swear I didn't. It was just so hectic at the airport, homecoming crowds, people jostling etc. that's all."
She took Ruth into her arms and kissed her warmly and a moment later led her into the bedroom. Slowly she began to strip the teacher. As she took off each nylon, she bent down and ran her lips over the woman's thighs. Then she let her lips roam upward toward Ruth's pussy. The older woman drew her breath in sharply.
"Oh your tongue is exquisite darling! I've been so lonely for you that I could barely endure it here alone. I haven't been able to think of anything but making love to you."
"Me too darling," Mara said soothingly, sensing Ruth's need to be cajoled.
"I get so jealous sometimes when you're late," Ruth said, "that I want to go out and strangle whoever's with you. I can't help it. I'm terribly possessive I can't help it." She grinned ruefully. "Can you understand me?"
Mara kissed her and embraced her again. She was about to say something else when the doorbell began to ring furiously.
"Who on earth is that?" Ruth said. "It's after eleven."
"I don't know. Probably some mistake," Mara said.
She tried to ignore the rings but then they were succeeded by an endless series of loud knocks. Finally, getting up from the bed and putting on her robe, Mara answered the door. As soon as she did, Tom Leonard, Neil Ransom and Harry Banner rushed through the door. Mara wanted to kick herself for not putting the chain up.
"Hey what happened to you," Neil said drunkenly. "All of a sudden you just walked out… And we'd just begun… Came to get you because we're all flying to Las Vegas in my private plane. Everybody's waiting outside. We gotta keep the party going."
Mara stared at them in horror as they opened the door and let in the others. They were all crocked: Tom Leonard, the three other men and the three other women.
"Hey baby we can eat each other on the plane again," the red-headed girl yelled out merrily. "Let's go."
In the wall mirror Mara saw the bedroom open a crack and caught a quick flash of Ruth Peter's face. She had seen and heard everything before closing the door quietly.
"I'm sorry," Mara said, pushing them all out into the hall. "But I'm exhausted and I can't move."
"Don't have to move," Harry yelled. "I'll do all the moving you need inside your lovely pussy. And if you need more motion, we got plenty of others to help. Come on honey."
It took several minutes before she could convince them to leave and then chain and bolt the door. She had just finished the job with a long sigh of relief when the bedroom door opened and Ruth Peter, fully dressed and obviously in a towering rage, emerged.
"So you had a hectic time at the airport," Ruth raged. "What did you do screw everybody in the flight lounge?"
"Ruth listen," Mara began. "Let me explain for heaven's sakes."
"Let me out of here, you faithless little bitch," Ruth fumed. "I don't want to see you or talk to you ever."
"Ruth you've got to listen to me," Mara cried. "I had to do it. Tom Leonard was blackmailing me. Us! It was even worse than what Mike had on us and he was going to show it to everyone."
Ruth stopped and listened as Mara poured out the entire story.
"Is that all of it?" Ruth asked quietly.
"No. There's more. I've spared you the details but you might as well know the rest."
Slowly Mara proceeded to tell her what had occurred with Joe Mills and Patty O'Hare.
Ruth listened quietly and then getting up grabbed a vase full of flowers and smashed it on the floor.
"So you've been putting out for every bastard and bitch who came near you."
"What else could I do? I was protecting you. As well as me," Mara said. "It was horrible. The worst ordeal I ever went through!'
"Was it?" Ruth said in her usual sulking tone. "You sure you didn't enjoy having Patty lick your coot or Joe Mills putting his elephant cock in you? Or that orgy!"
"Of course not," Mara yelled. "What a stupid idea." Ruth looked at her as if she did not believe at word she said.
"I think I'd better go home now. I-I'm in no mood to talk or do anything."
"I thought we could sleep together," Mara began uncertainly.
"I think you've had enough sex for one day," Ruth snapped. She unlocked the door, took off the chain and left slamming the door behind her. An hour later she phoned to apologize. "Bear with me sweet. I'm terribly jealous. I just need time to get over it or I'll break." All that week Ruth barely communicated with her except in a formal manner. And she pleaded special evening chores that would preclude their having dinner together.
It was another week before Ruth thawed sufficiently to invite her to take a trip to Palm Springs for the Easter holidays. When they got back three days later, it was to find that the old principal was gone, transferred to another school and that in her place was a large, aggressive, domineering woman named Allegra Haskell. Ruth, who had liked the old principal, was chagrined.
Almost at once she decided she hated Allegra with a vehemence she could not control. Allegra not only insisted on daily staff meetings to discuss departmental projects but in addition installed a new system of bookkeeping and memos that involved a great deal of work for the department chiefs. After two weeks of this Ruth muttered that she was going to seek a transfer.
"But where would you go'!" Mara asked. "Jobs are hard to get. You know that!"
"I know that but I cannot stand her. Everything about her irritates me. Not only her bossiness, her lack of trust, her refusal to delegate authority. But her manner is damned impossible to take. She acts like she owns everybody in the building."
Mara realized that among the things that bothered her most was Allegra Haskell's attitude toward her. The new principal was always inviting Mara to come in and discuss the Far East with her and this had aroused Ruth's jealousy.
It was, an invitation Mara did not welcome. As with Patty O'Hare, she sensed that Allegra was a dyke, either active or a closet deviate. There was something mannish about her, something so unfeminine that Mara's sixth sense told her to be careful. The new principal did not, as had Ruth Peter, make obvious or leading remarks that would prove lesbian desires. And yet she did invite Mara into her office daily for long chats about Burma and Rangoon, about Asiatic music and dancing. Although the reason given was Allegra's preparation for a P.H.D. thesis, Mara was not convinced.
During each office visit, Allegra's eyes never left her body. They seemed to roam over its curves like a jeweler appraising a fine gem. Several times she would compliment Mara on the beauty of her clothes, her hair do, her accessories. And once when Allegra approached close to her she breathed in the scent from Mara's hair and said poetically that it had "the heavenly scent of fresh cedars' of Lebanon tinged with oil of cloves," and that Mara seemed to carry with her the "angelic quality of the folk of the bible!"
What disturbed Mara was the steadfastness of Allegra's gaze. A big-raw-boned woman with a massive bosom, there was somehow something almost Rabelaisian about her. Mara looked at her, she had, despite Allegra's outward conservatism, a sense of vast appetites, sexual as well as gastronomical, all tightly reined in. She was not only formal with everyone, she dressed very conservatively in black, high necked dresses with her hair done in a chignon so that she appeared to be an abbess, fresh from her daily meditations.
For several weeks Mara felt relatively comfortable with her in their interviews but the private chats continued to infuriate Ruth Peter. The chairman of the English department made no effort to hide her rampant jealousy. She would talk about it endlessly to Mara, wanting to know if Allegra had made any passes at her, if she had said anything that proved she was a lesbian.
"She hasn't and she isn't gay," Mara repeated over and over again. But it was of little avail and she began to feel as if she were walking a tightrope. If she made one false move, Mara felt, Ruth would attack her bitterly. What would happen next she had no idea except that she feared Ruth Peter's jealousy more than anything. The tension finally became so great that she could hardly stand it and it was with great relief that she got a long newsy letter from Wendy.
Wendy was teaching at a private school near London and spoke with glowing nostalgia of their old love affair in Rangoon, of the easygoing life in Burma, of her hatred of the English climate and the English corseted personality.
"What I'd give to be back there with you, darling Mara," Wendy wrote, "snug in our little forest glen, with our own private warm clear pool to swim in naked, free of the stupid traffic, the personality dashes, the school politics that surround me. For two shillings I'd toss it all up and go back tomorrow for good. And if you came along I'd even make one shilling."
The letter affected Mara so deeply that she carried it around in her purse for days. It made her feel good, warm, aware of a time in her life when she was happy. And it changed her mood completely from moroseness to happiness. There was a new brisk spring in her step. The change was so great that even Ruth was impressed and Allegra commented on it. She flattered Mara with several compliments on her new clothes and asked her to lunch.
One afternoon a few days later, Allegra Haskell invited her to have dinner at her house. It was not so much an invitation as an order. Mara, who had just arranged to spend the evening with Ruth, was taken aback but tried gracefully to decline. Allegra's steel like voice told her it was urgent that she come.
"Frankly I am planning to recommend that some of our teachers be transferred or dropped," she said. "Their work has become sloppy. I need your opinion." When Mara tried again to back out, she said in a curt voice that maybe she was mistaken about Mara's interest in the school and her own job. The hint was unmistakably clear and Mara reluctantly agreed to come.
As she expected Ruth flew into a rage. She had planned a lavish dinner in her house and had bought special foods, wines and gifts. She demanded that Mara plead illness and get out of the date.
"I can't do that Ruth," Mara protested.
"You're going there to go to bed with her just as you have with that bitch Patty O'Hare and Mills and Leonard!" Ruth yelled at her in the privacy of her locked office.
No amount of placating talk mattered. Mara patiently insisted that she had broken with Mills, Patty and Leonard. She repeated her explanation that she had saved their jobs. It was useless. Ruth was insanely jealous. It was all she could do to escape from Ruth's office and the jealous woman's accusations. As she did, she knew she would have to break with Ruth. She had become insufferable.
Three hours later she realized, as her car neared the area of Allegra Haskell's apartment near the beach, that Ruth Peter was following her. Her efforts to hide her car behind the flow of traffic were so pitifully futile that Mara felt sorry for her. She was sorry but Ruth's childish ploys also made her angry. She hated to be followed and spied upon this way. It was the same silly tactic that Mike had used and she promised to have it out with Ruth later.
Allegra Haskell lived in a high-rise building that overlooked the sea. The view from her eighteenth floor terrace was breathtaking. They began their evening meal by having Mai Tais and staring at the beautiful sunset. Mara thought the Mai Tais were uncommonly strong but said nothing. Allegra talked gaily of plays and films she liked, of her travel and continued to refill Mara's tall glass as well as her own. There was no mention of food.
After a while Mara began to feel giddy and imagine she was seeing things. Was Allegra really on her knees now and kissing Mara's bare toes after removing her shoes? She could not be certain. Then she was aware that Allegra was lifting her skirt and running her fingers over her thighs. One of the principal's actions seemed so bizarre, she thought she must be dreaming it.
Allegra had a small silver scissors in her hand. She was spreading Mara's thighs and lowering the girl's panties. Then lowering her nose, she sniffed deeply in Mara's rich pubic hair, digging her nose into the cleft of her vulva and licking her clitoris. A moment later she began to snip little tufts of Mara's curling dark pussy hair and then putting it in a large silver snuff box. Mara blinked her eyes as she watched Allegra.
Giggling, Mara heard a refrain in her head: "Allegra's putting my muff in her snuff… Allegra's putting my muff in her snuff." Muff was a term of endearment that Mike had had once for her pussy. Then suddenly she felt the sharp point of the tiny scissors and she jumped. More sober now, she stared in disbelief. Allegra was actually cutting little pieces of her pussy hair. But even more in credibly, the older woman had spread her own thighs on the adjoining chair. She was naked and Mara could see Allegra's thick luxuriant brown bush a few inches from her face.
As she watched Allegra snipped a few tufts of her own thick bush and then mixed it with Mara's pussy hair in the same box. Then she sniffed the box's contents reverently.
"What-what are you doing?" Mara asked, still a little woozy from the heavy drinks. Allegra's vast bush seemed like a veritable forest and as she spread her legs further Mara had a view of an enormous slit that was already pearling with the moisture of passion.
"I like to mix my pussy hair with those of girls I feel very close to," Allegra confessed in a blurred voice. "That way when I feel lonely, I can smell them together and it warms me up. It reminds me of the passion we enjoyed together."
"I don't think…" Mara began. "I mean, I didn't think the reason for tonight was… my coming here was-"
Her words faded away as the strong liquor made her brain whirl. Allegra's lips began to wet Mara's pussy lovingly, then using her two forefingers, she spread the pretty pink labia and ran her tongue in and out till Mara wanted to leap over the rail into the sea.
"Aaaaaahhhhh eehhhhhh aahhhhhhhh," Mara groaned as the principal began to devour her pussy hungrily, greedily, without stopping even to take a breath. At the same moment, Mara, opening her eyes, saw that Allegra Haskell was running her own finger into her own pussy. She was masturbating vigorously while she sucked Mara.
"Oh I love your luscious cunt darling," Allegra said. "I love your lovely delicious cunt. I can't help myself… all month I've been holding back. I don't do this often. It's too risky. It's why I even married once… just to give people the feeling that I was straight. But there are times when I meet a girl like you and I go out of my mind…"
"Every day when you came in, I longed to get on my knees, part your thighs and suck your cunt, did you know that? And to turn you over my lap, raise your skirt and lick your delicious coffee-colored ass… did you know that?… But I held myself back… I held back because I know that if I give in to my secret desires I can't stop… I wouldn't have done it now except that you looked so gloriously wonderful today and I am a little tight… Forgive me darling… forgive me…" And Allegra went down on Mara's wet, hot pussy again, licking it madly, her hands groping for Mara's breasts, now exposed from her dress.
Mara, still groggy, her movements uncoordinated, tried to move her thighs from the principal's mouth. Impossible. It was like trying to dislodge a leech that would not let go of her crotch. What happened next was fragmented in her memory. At some point she heard the door open and Ruth Peters come in. The English Department chairman's eyes were red rimmed with anger and tears were coursing down her cheeks…
"You bitch… you goddamn bitch, let go… she's mine… she's mine!" Ruth kept screaming to an unheeding Allegra. Then as Mara watched with astonishment and complete disbelief she saw the drunken Allegra wrestle with Ruth Peter.
The two women fought on the veranda and Mara stared helplessly and tried to yell at them to stop. Allegra, feisty in her drunkenness kept punching away at Ruth's face and body while Ruth tried to defend herself.
Then suddenly the table with the drinks and the snuff box and the scissors fell on the floor. Surveying the crash, Ruth saw the pubic hair on the floor and suddenly her anger mushroomed as she saw that both women were naked below the waist.
"You lousy, kinky bitch," Ruth screamed… "You lousy kinky bitch… what have you been doing to her… what the hell have you been doing to my girl?"
The two women began to wrestle and in her fury, Ruth who was much lighter in weight than Allegra, seized the other woman and pushed her toward the rail. As she moved back Allegra slipped on the fallen ice cubes and plunged headlong over the rail.
"Oh my God!" Ruth said as she stared down at the broken body. "Oh God… no… I didn't mean to… I didn't mean to… I… who thought… Oh God… no… " The woman's voice suddenly stopped. Mara stared at Ruth's glazed eyes and shook her but no sound came. The shock of what she had done, the sight of the body on the beach eighteen floors below had snapped something inside her. Nothing Mara said brought another sound from her lips.
Mara led her gently to a couch inside the living room and then looked at the ground. The beach was empty. She had to get Ruth away quickly. Disposing of all evidences of her own presence in Allegra's apartment, she opened the door and searched the hall. There was no one in it. As quickly as she could Mara led the helpless teacher to the elevator and to her car in the garage. An hour later she called the doctor she knew Ruth used and waited. Telling him as little as she could, she left Ruth in his care and drove quickly to her own apartment.
She knew what she had to do next and she did not want to waste any time doing it.
Picking up the telephone, she dialed the long distance operator and placed a call.



Chapter 14


The call was to a school in England. To Wendy. When she got the girl on the wire, she did not have to say who she was. Wendy knew at once.
"Darling," she said. "I was praying that you would call me."
There was a long pause and then Mara, her voice, almost hoarse, asked her if she would accept one shilling. "Just answer yes or no dear. If you meant what you wrote in your letter."
There was a long pause and Mara thought the connection across the continent and the Atlantic Ocean had been broken.
Then Wendy's answer came loud and clear across the six thousand miles between them.
"I don't need one shilling. I'll meet you in Burma day after tomorrow. It's the first plane I can get." She said she would cable immediately to get a reservation at the leading hotel in Rangoon.
"I'll be there as soon as I can get on a plane," Mara said.
Three days later she was on the plane flying over the Pacific. In her hands was a copy of the Los Angeles Times discussing the strange death of Allegra Haskell. There was no mention of either Mara or Ruth. The death was put down as either an accident or suicide. The writer noted that an autopsy had revealed that Allegra been drinking heavily before her fall.
Ruth, Mara knew, was in a hospital, still in a catatonic state. When she had visited her the day before she left, Ruth had not even recognized her. But the doctor was optimistic.
"She has had a past history of psychiatric care and this could have resulted from severe emotional traumas though we are not sure what they are. But I think in time, with care and the right therapy she'll be all right."
She fell asleep as she read the paper. When she awakened she could see the coast of Malaya approaching on the horizon. Several hours later she alighted from the plane and within an hour she was at the hotel she and Wendy had agreed upon.
In the privacy of their suite the two girls embraced warmly.
"I already checked the school situation," Wendy said laughing. "They can use two good teachers of English. We'll have to wait a few weeks while the necessary paper work and interviews are over. But there'll be no problem. And I made enough on my last English teaching job to keep us till then."
"I have some money too," Mara said. She looked at the beautiful warm sun outside their window and sighed.
"I never want to go back. I want to stay here forever." Then she brightened. "But there is one place I do want to go back to."
"Where we first made love?" Wendy smiled.
Mara nodded quickly.
"It'll be light for another three hours," Wendy said suddenly. "My car's downstairs, full of petrol."
Mara smiled. "What are we waiting for?"
Half an hour later on the outskirts of the city, the two girls lay in the luxuriant foliage, kissing each other passionately.
As Wendy's lips sought Mara's pussy hungrily, she looked up and laughed.
"I warn you. I haven't eaten all day."
As the English girl's hot, greedy tongue sought out her clitoris Mara felt a wonderful feeling of exaltation. Spreading her thighs out full so that Wendy's mouth could make love to her pussy with all the passion of which she was capable, she sighed.
"I'm so glad you're on a diet, darling."
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