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Daddy_s whorehouse





CHAPTER ONE


She didn't intend to make such a big entry, but she did. With her ass pertly swaying from side to side, her long, bare legs flashing in the dim light, Susan presented quite a figure for the men gathered in the pool hall. She couldn't help but notice their eyes studying her, stripping off what little clothing she was wearing.
It was summer and it was scorching hot. There was no reason why she shouldn't have been wearing a halter-top – obviously with no bra on under it – and the skimpiest shorts she could find. They were cooler than just about anything else she could wear.
But the pool hall wasn't a place for an eighteen-year-old girl to wear such an abbreviated costume.
"Damn, but will you look at those legs!" exclaimed one man.
"Yeah. Bet they'd really wrap around you. Pull you right on into that tight little pussy."
"To hell with the legs, man, Look at those jugs! That bandanna she's almost wearing doesn't leave anything to my imagination!"
"You never had much of one to start with."
"Don't have to with her. Shit, look at those knockers! Bet they taste right good."
Susan tried to ignore the increasingly crude comments. But in a way, she was pleased. The men were noticing her. It felt good down deep inside to have them getting hard-ons just looking. And some of them weren't that bad-looking, either. She wondered what it would be like with…
"Susan!" cried a man from behind the bar, scooped the girl up in his arms and, planted a juicy kiss squarely on her lush lips. He got a lot of envious glances from the men around the hall.
"Daddy! It's so good to see you! Wheee!" she exclaimed as he whirled her around in a circle, her back arched and feet sailing out into the room.
"Why didn't you tell me you were coming?"
"I thought I'd surprise you. And you did say I was welcome any time."
"Damn right, you are! Uh…" the man hesitated. "Where's your mother?
Did she come, too?"
He glanced nervously at a tall, lithe woman idly leaning against the bar. The woman pushed a vagrant strand of black hair out of her eyes, not missing a single thing going on.
"No. She and her new boyfriend decided to go on a Caribbean cruise!
Jamaica and that whole bit."
Susan's father was obviously relieved. "How come you aren't milking this high-roller for a trip through the Caribbean yourself? He'd probably have sprung for you, too, if you'd kicked up a big enough fuss. And do I ever remember how big a fuss you can kick up when you want something."
She chastely kissed him on the cheek, then said, "I hate that bastard's guts. I don't see what Mom sees in him. Besides, the Caribbean sounded pretty icky to me. I decided I'd come stay with you for the summer."
"It's great to see you, doll, really!"
The woman at the bar straightened one leg as if stretching, then said in a voice loud enough to be heard all over the pool hall, "Why don't you introduce me to the competition, Don? At least let me know who I'm having to steal you away from."
"Cat, dearest, it's not possible for you to ever come between me and Sue. This is my daughter. Susan, Cat. She's my, uh, helper."
"Helper, my ass. I'm your girlfriend, mistress, call it what you like.
Does that bother you, sweetie?" She looked squarely into Susan's eyes, hoping the young girl would show some brief discomfort.
It didn't come. The girl was used to such things.
"No. Why should it? After all, I watch the steady stream of my mother's boyfriends. The only thing that would shock me is finding out my father had a steady stream of boyfriends, too."
The men in the room laughed.
Cat smiled broadly. "I like your style, kid. And let me tell you, your old man's no fag. He can screw like a stallion and he's hung like a bull. Why, just a couple nights ago, he…"
"Cat," Don said sternly, "Enough of that. I'm sure Sue isn't all that interested in hearing of such things."
"But I am, Daddy!" she said brightly.
He swatted her bottom with the flat of his hand. "None of that! And the way you're dressed – if you can call it dressed. I've seen more cloth in a Boy Scout merit badge than you're wearing."
"What's wrong with it, Daddy?" she said innocently, looking down at her skimpy garb.
Don swallowed hard as he looked at his daughter's clothing. The bandanna halter top left very little to the imagination. The bulge of her tits came pushing up and over the top of the cloth. The milky-white expanse was enough to make his mouth water. And the tiny buttons pressing into the cloth showed her boobs definitely had nipples.
But the bare midriff and the skin-tight shorts were what made his cock hard just looking at her. The white shorts left absolutely nothing to the imagination. They were so tight he could even see the cleft of her cunt through them.
He had to admit she had nice legs. Damned good ones. Long, sleek, well tapered. And the comment that had been made about having them whipped around your waist and having her pull your cock firmly into that tight little cunt… Don's erection was apparent.
Cat reached over and gently petted it. "Hmmm, looks like something's out of control there. Want me to do something about it?"
Don was afraid Cat would suck him off right there in front of his own daughter. She WAS absolutely shameless when it came to sex. Anything, any time was her motto. It didn't matter how many, either. One evening, she had pulled a train fifteen men long, left them all exhausted and was begging for more.
"Not now, damn it."
"But later?" she pressed.
"Sure. I wouldn't pass up the opportunity. Never have, never will. You know that."
"And how! You're one of the best, Don. But say, why don't I show Susan around the place and let you get back to work for a while? It looks like a couple orders have come in."
She glanced back and nodded toward a couple of deliverymen standing around ogling the scenery. Don saw them, sighed, then said to Susan,
"I'll take care of them in a while. But the bartender's sick today so I'm having to handle that, too. Why not let Cat show you around until the night man gets in? Then we can get together. We've got so much to talk about."
"Yeah, I agree," Susan said.
"Okay, then. You take good care of her, Cat. Or I'll whip you till you beg for mercy."
"Promises, promises! But don't worry. She'll get the full scoop on the operation."
Susan wondered at Don's sudden hesitation. But the men were beginning to bang on the bar demanding more drinks. He quickly went back and started filling orders, promising the deliverymen he'd be with them in a few minutes after the customers were refilled.
"This is the main room, Sue. Twenty tables."
"Yeah. And all filled. Isn't that a bit unusual this time of day? And those women. Whew! I wish I looked like some of them!"
She was taking a close look at the people playing. Fully half of them were women. And some were ravishingly beautiful. It was apparent from the way they brandished their pool cues they weren't novices at the game, either.
"You do, sweetie, you do. But you're not in their class in a lot of ways. Some of them, your old man would kill you for, too."
"You mean they're hookers?"
"Ummm, not really. It's just that Don runs a little different type place here. The chicks out there are sort of on the house payroll. They hustle the guys into playing. But most of them are championship grade players.
Hell, one guy's been trying to beat Cyndi over there for almost a year and hasn't done it yet!"
Cat nodded toward a table. The woman playing had one of the nicest figures Sue could remember seeing. And she was showing it off to the fullest, too. Cyndi was leaning over the table so that her tits were almost fully exposed to the man across the green felt from her. It was more than just distracting him, it was making his cock positively hard.
But outside of her tits, there wasn't an ounce of fat on the woman. She could have been a model, so perfect were her face and figure.
"Why's he keep trying? I'd think he would give up after a game or two with her. She's pretty, that I've got to admit, but just to beat her at one game of pool he's been trying a year? That doesn't make sense."
"Well, yeah, it does if you know the full story. You see, this isn't just any pool hall. It's no cathouse, believe me. Nothing like that. But if a guy beats one of the chicks, he, uh, gets to spend an hour with her. And that bozo has had this thing for Cyndi ever since I can remember."
Susan eyed the man. He was playing straight pool and not doing very well. Cyndi was ahead 132-10. About the only thing Susan could see that was straight about the game was the guy's cock. Every shot Cyndi took was a bank shot. It was almost as if she were leading the guy on, trying hard shots to give him a break.
As if reading Susan's mind, Cat said, "Cyndi's good at it. She makes it look like she wants the guy to win. But he never does. But, hey, look over there. Linda and that pool hustler. I thought she'd get beat when she took him on. Let's go on upstairs."
"I… I still don't think I understand. All these women work for my father, right? But they're not whores?"
"Of course not. It's just like losing a bet with them. Most of them are good enough to give any guy a run for his money. It's the challenge that keeps the men coming back. Like that sucker who's been lusting after Cyndi's luscious bod all this time. Your father pockets the money off the table fees."
"But what do the women get out of it? Except screwed?"
Cat smiled, exposing her teeth in a way that reminded Susan of a cat.
"That's not all that bad, you know. But we can make bets on the side.
There's not a chick down there on the floor who can't clear three hundred a week in bets. And most of them don't lose more than a half-dozen games a week, usually to some stud that appeals to them. It wouldn't do to never have to put out, you know. Bad for business."
"Does my father have them on the payroll?"
"They get a percentage off the table fees. Not much but enough to keep them interested. And not just anyone gets in here – it's a closed shop.
A real high-class operation, believe me. Hell, we even get that motherfucker of a police chief in here now and then."
"Is he any good?"
"Not at pool. And from what I've heard, not in bed. Some of the girls think they got to let him win to keep him happy. Maybe so. I know I wouldn't let that slimy son of a bitch ever touch me."
"You play, too?"
"Sure!" She smiled her wicked smile. "I enjoy it. Challenge, right? And sometimes your old man's too busy to properly attend to me. So I go out and hustle some stud for a little action."
"Daddy doesn't mind?" Susan couldn't quite believe her father was into such a bizarre pool-sex business to start with. And from what Cat was telling her, he actually shared his girl with whatever pool bum came along.
"Naw. No reason for him to. I'm no one's chick. But your old man's about the best I ever found in bed. I keep coming back to him. But let's follow Linda on up. You can see the operation from another perspective in one of the rooms."
They climbed the stairs in time to see the door at the end of the hallway closing. Cat put her finger to her lips, indicating Susan should be quiet. They quickly went to the room beside the one where Linda and her pool partner had entered.
Cat pushed aside a small picture on the wall and motioned Susan over to peer through a crack.
Sue pressed her face up against the wall and found she had a fine view of everything happening in the other room. Linda was naked and sprawled on the bed, her legs spread in wanton invitation to the man. He was shucking off the last of his clothes. As he turned, Sue could see his huge cock. It was the most massive dong she'd ever seen.
She couldn't hear what was going on in the room, but she didn't have to do much guessing. The man dropped on the bed between the woman's legs and slid forward, covering her. The expression on Linda's face told Susan how massive that rigid cock was. She could imagine what it was like, having that throbbing length of hard prick shoved into her tight pussy. She felt her juices begin to leak out as she saw the pistoning action of the man's ass.
Susan couldn't take her eyes off the scene in the other room. Linda's face was contorted in that peculiar mask of ultimate pleasure granted only by a really great fucking. She could imagine what the woman must be experiencing. Such a big cock would pull and stretch and drive deep up into a cunt. The juices would lubricate the prick's passage along tender pussy walls. But the sheer power of each stroke into the yearning cunt would send delicious lightning bolts blasting throughout her body.
She began rubbing her hand over her own crotch, wishing it had a cock in it. Her tits were beginning to fill with excited blood. The thin fabric of her halter top pressed painfully into her turgid nipples. Her boobs felt like over-inflated balloons. What she wouldn't give to be fucked by that guy in the other room!
She hadn't realized watching two people fucking could make her so horny so fast. But it was. Her hand almost flew back and forth over her cunt until her white shorts were positively soaked with fuck fluids.
She sighed as her halter top came unknotted. And the pleasant feel of hands gripping her boobs, squeezing, teasing, tweaking the nipples made her even hotter. She thrust her shoulders forward so that the jugs would completely fill the hands fondling her creamy-white mounds.
Then she realized she wasn't imagining those hands. They were real!
Looking down, she saw slender fingers cupping her knockers. The thumb and forefinger deftly took a nipple and began rolling it around. She thought she should have been shocked, but the sensations rippling down into her chest were too pleasant for that.
Cat was attending to her nicely.
She sighed and let the woman fondle her tits as much as she liked. But that only made the hollowness in her cunt more demanding. She had to have cock or she'd surely go insane!
"Hmmm, you're getting those pretty white shorts all spotted up. Here, let me take them off for you."
Susan didn't even protest as Cat began working them off her curved ass and down the smoothness of her legs. It felt so good, having her pussy exposed to the cooling air. Her fingers stroked back and forth in her thick bush until she collided with another hand.
Cat wasn't content to stay up and handle her boobs. She wanted some of the more exciting action.
And Susan was so weak and quivery and horny she didn't even care. Man, woman, dog, it didn't matter. Whoever could ease the sexual tension in her young body would be more than welcome – they'd be greeted with every ounce of pent-up emotion she had in her body!
"So empty, so needy," Cat was saying. Susan couldn't hear her very well.
The blood was pounding hard in her temples. The rushing of the blood sounded like the surf pounding against the shore.
"H-help me! Please, Cat! I… I need something!"
"How's this?"
Susan shuddered when she saw the huge double-ended dildo. It was made from a hideous blue-and-red rubber. It was like a mirror image of a real set of balls and cock. The two heads were joined in just one set of nuts. The intent was obvious. Two women could fuck themselves with the same cock at the same time.
As the rubber dong penetrated her already greased cunt, she let out a long, low moan of delight. She had missed having a cock rammed into her more than she'd imagined!
Cat sidled up close and pulled the other rubber cock into her own cunt.
The two stood facing each other for a moment, joined by the dildo. Then Cat reached down, grabbed the rubber balls and began pulling. The motion set off a chain reaction in the girl's youthful body. She fell back against the wall for support.
Spreading her legs, the teenager let the older woman ram the cock in and out of her young cunt. It was exactly what she needed. So long it had been since she'd last been properly fucked.
Now Cat was making sure the rubber dildo was driving hard and fast and deep into her twat so that the last vestiges of desire would be sated.
If that wasn't enough, Cat was pressing her body close to Susan's. Their hard nipples rubbed and pressed into each other. The woman's undulations made their tits come into constant contact as well as worming the rubber cock even farther up into the steamy interior of the girl's cunt.
"Ummm, yes, oh, Christ, I never thought… a rubber cock! I… more!
Harder, ohhhh!"
"You like this, eh?" Cat panted. Her breasts heaved and fell with her own passion. This was immensely exciting for her – making love with her boyfriend's daughter. It was kinky – and the girl was enjoying it!
Susan was totally lost in the wonderland of her body. The rubber dildo felt real. It had the same texture as a real cock. It was huge. It pulled and stretched her delicate inner membranes in all the right directions to fully stimulate her. And it was long!
It drove far up her cunt, deeper than any man had ever penetrated her.
She couldn't remember being this hot even when she'd had her cherry popped. And having the other woman's tits mashing firmly down into her own was an unexpected turn on. She'd never screwed with another woman before. That alone made this something special. But having her nipples pressing hard into equally aroused nipples was something she'd never imagined could be so nice.
"More!" she demanded. "I want more of iiitttttt!"
"Greedy bitch!" muttered Cat. But she gave the girl what she demanded.
She began thrusting her hips forward to drive the dildo up into the tight little hole between the girl's legs.
Susan got the idea. She began thrusting back, as if she were driving her hips down to meet on incoming cock. Together, the women used the dildo to the best possible advantage.
Every nerve in Susan's body sang with delight. She was flushed, her breathing hurried and her cunt totally filled. When she felt Cat's groping finger hunting for her clit, she returned the favor. Together, they diddled with each other's go buttons until Cat shrieked. She came with a huge heave of her hips.
This drove the dildo all the way up to Susan's cervix. And the finger on her clitoris was definitely not going away. It continued to stroke and fondle and stimulate her until she could feel the crouching beast of orgasm in her own loins. Her cunt began to flow faster. Her tits threatened to explode.
Then her entire world blew up. The combination of the rubber cock up her twat, the finger on her clit, the pressing against her nipples, all conspired to give her a tumultuous orgasm.
She fluttered on the winds of her climax until she came down from her sexual high. For long moments, she wasn't quite sure what had happened, where she was.
Then it all fit together.
She'd just let her father's girlfriend stuff a dildo up her cunt. And Cat had the other end of the double-ended dong in her own twat. And they'd made it together.
Susan shuddered at what she'd done. It wasn't right, making love with another woman!
Again, as if reading her mind, Cat said, "It was good, wasn't it? So what could be wrong with it?"
"I… nothing, I guess. Gosh, do you think I could sit down on the bed?
My legs are so weak, I feel like I'm going to collapse at any second."
"Sure. Take it easy. And let me put the mother's little helper back into its box." Cat put the cunt-juice-soaked dildo back into a drawer in a nightstand. Susan wondered if all these rooms were similarly equipped.
If so, she might be visiting the upstairs of her father's pool hall more often than she had first thought.
"You're good, kid. I think you're going to fit in just fine around here.
Just wait till you see some of the guys who come into the pool hall.
Hung! Damnation but you wouldn't believe how they're hung! Like stallions."
Susan decided that wasn't such bad advice.



CHAPTER TWO


"I hope you don't think I've been neglecting you, Sue," said Don. "It's just that you came at a bad time. All this business and the day bartender in the hospital. Appendix, the doc said."
"Don't worry about it, Daddy. Cat's been showing me around. This is a really neat place to hang around, too. I sort of like it here."
"Uh, yeah. I'm sure she's told you all about the way it works, too. Just don't get involved, you hear? When your mother divorced me, I had a hell of a lot of bills to pay off. And this was the easiest way for me to do it."
"Don't get so uptight, Daddy. There's nothing wrong with this. At least I don't think so. It's not as if you were pimping or anything like that.
And it's certainly not a whorehouse. If it were, Cyndi would have cleaned that joker out a long time ago."
Susan looked over at the corner pool table. The same man was back, trying one more time to win Cyndi for an hour.
"Yeah. If that dude had sprung the money for a whore, he'd be ahead. As it is, he's my best customer. He's spent a hundred times what he would have if he'd been out on the street. Better in my pocket than some pimp's. And Cyndi gets pretty good bets off him, too."
"See, Daddy. You're not a corrupting influence at all. And being busy just shows what a success you've made of the place."
"It hasn't been easy, believe me. Since your mother decided I was a no-good bastard…"
"Don't start on that, please. I know what you're like. It's just that you and Mom are on different wavelengths, that's all."
"Yeah, maybe that's it. It just seemed like we were always arguing, and about such idiotic things. Oh, damn," he suddenly said. "I got to get back and tend to the bar. You can handle things here, I guess."
Susan smiled innocently. She saw something she'd just love to handle.
He'd come walking into the pool hall a few minutes earlier and was looking around for someone to play pool with.
She wasn't going to disappoint him. And the way she played pool, there was little doubt who would win.
As her father vanished behind the bar, Susan quickly went over to the man. She studied him and decided she liked him even more than she'd thought she might. He wasn't too much older than she. He couldn't be over twenty or so. Brown hair stylishly long but not too long. She thought the guys with the ultra-long hair looked like queen.
But what turned her on the most about him was the muscles. This guy had arms on him that could crush her. And she was determined to find out exactly how it felt, too.
"Hi, I'm Sue. Want to play?" She paused for a moment, enjoying the way the bulge in his jeans suddenly grew. She hastily added, "A game of pool, that is?"
"Uh, sure. What'll it be? Eight ball? Rotation?"
"Rotation? Oh, is that the one where you put the balls in the little diamond and try to sink the nine ball?"
"That's it."
He was obviously taking in the full extent of her charms. There was no way he could miss them, in fact. The blouse she had on was just a little too small for her.
And she wasn't wearing a bra. That was one of the first things he noticed after he got past the way her tits bulged out of the opened neckline of the blouse.
"Uh, by the way, my name's Joe. I, uh, don't remember seeing you around here before."
"New." Susan decided it was best not to mention that the owner of the place was her father. It could only cause complications. And just looking at Joe was making her crotch begin to water again. She needed cock. And lots of it. The lezzie lovemaking with Cat had been nice – it had taken the edge off her hominess for a while.
For a while.
It was back in full force now. And Joe looked like just the stud to take care of that deeply buried itch she was feeling in her cunt.
"You break."
The game was quickly over. Sue missed two easy shots and Joe ran the table. The grin on his face showed that he wasn't the least bit repentant about beating a newcomer to the game. His cock was telling him this was exactly what he'd came in for.
"Well," Susan said, "You win. You're a good player. And I missed a couple really easy shots."
"You said you're new around here." A horrified thought had crossed his mind. What if she was just someone who'd drifted in off the street? What if she wasn't one of the regulars around here who played by the rules?
"Yeah. But don't worry. I know the way it is around here. You don't plunk down five dollars a game without the chance of getting something worthwhile in return, right?"
"Right!"
Without another word, Susan turned and walked toward the stairs. Joe almost lost it then and there. Watching the seductive wiggle of her ass was a real treat. And the way her jugs bounced around, he could just imagine what they would be like popped into his mouth.
He hurried after her. Putting his hand on her butt hurried her up the stairs a little bit. Susan quivered at the thought of what she was about to do. It wasn't right – not really. It was almost prostitution. But hadn't he beaten her at a fair game? It wasn't rigged and she knew what she was getting into.
But her father would kill her if he ever found out.
The answer was simple: Don't let him find out.
"In here okay?" she asked.
"With you, babe, anywhere is okay!" Joe quickly answered. Before Susan could say another word, his mouth crushed down brutally on hers. For a moment, she stiffened, resisted.
Then she melted like butter in the warm summer sun. Her lips parted and let the man's delving tongue enter her mouth. She couldn't figure out what was turning her on about him the most.
His strong arms pulled her body powerfully against his. And he was solid muscle – except for the stiffening rod between his logs. She was sure his cock would be nice and hard, rock hard, by the time they were ready for that. But his tongue was well trained in erotic acrobatics.
It caressed and stroked back and forth and drove hard against hers, driving it back into her mouth. She duelled with the tongue for a while, then simply relaxed and let him do all the stimulating.
Even his droopy mustache was getting to her. She didn't much like mustaches – or so she'd thought before Joe came along. The hair tickled and stimulated her unlike anything else she'd ever found. The way it worked feverishly against her upper lip made her even more eager for him to get on with the preliminaries and fuck her.
She needed his cock – bad.
His hands began working all over her body. They seemed to be everywhere.
Stimulating, stroking, tweaking – she was being turned into a quivering mass of flesh unable to stand.
He let her sink to the floor. As she went down, he magically removed her blouse. She didn't know how he did it and she didn't care. Just being naked for him was enough.
Soon, his mouth was all over her boobs, his face buried between the twin mounds of her young tits. His mustache tickled and made her shiver in reaction. But it was his mouth slowly working its way up the snowy slopes of her left boob that made her quiver with ill-suppressed lust for the man.
His mouth left a trail of saliva all the way up the perfectly shaped tit. When he came to the top, he let his rough tongue drag over the bumpy plain of her aureole. The coppery surface was broken by the up-jutting of her erect nipple. Already filled with blood, it was hard and throbbing.
Sucking it into his mouth threatened to set off an orgasm in her loins.
She felt her crotch pouring out its fuck fluids. She had to have cock.
It had been too long. This was marvelous. She wished it could go on forever, his mouth moving relentlessly all over her tits. But she wanted a prick stuffed up her steamy cunt.
Breaking off from the man for a moment, she gasped out, "Please! I… I don't…"
He looked up, surprised. He almost shouted, "You goddamn cockteaser!
What do you mean you don't want to?"
"No!" she hastily said, her voice trembling. "I didn't mean that! I want your cock. NOW! Not later. Now! Fuck me!"
She almost ripped off her jeans in her haste to get totally naked for him. Her gleaming flesh was exposed for his lusting gaze. The momentary anger faded as he saw how eager she was for his prick. He thought he understood her need then.
"Okay, baby, you asked for it. And here it is!" He stripped off his own pants to reveal a fierce red bludgeon of a cock. It jerked and throbbed with life. Every time his heart beat, it danced around in obvious lust.
Primed and ready to dip into her cunt, the cock had an almost hypnotic effect on the girl.
She couldn't take her eyes off it. The purple tip was huge. The entire shaft was monstrous. His dick was a good nine inches long. It was everything she'd hoped it would be – and more!
"You wanted it, you'll get it. On your hands and knees like a bitch. I'm going to fuck you like a dog!"
His words sparked electric responses in her. She quickly obeyed. She made sure her lily-white ass was poking straight up into the air. And her pussy lips were slightly spread for his easy entrance up her cunt.
She didn't care how she got his cock as long as she got it!
She shivered again as she felt his hairy thighs pressing into her smooth asscheeks. His hands were rough and hard, callused. She loved it. As he stroked back and forth over her smooth-skinned body, he was muttering,
"I never thought I'd find a chick like you – ever! You're the prettiest, horniest chick I ever seen!"
His hands moved under her body and began working on her dangling tits as if they were the udders on a cow. He started milking her. The blood was pulled down into the tips of her jugs until she was sure her nipples would explode.
But that wasn't the only place his rough, wonderful hands went. He probed her crotch and quickly found her cunt. The feel of his rough finger stroking back and forth on the tender little spire of her most sensitive flesh set off her climax.
She thrashed and bucked around. But his hands held her firmly into his crotch. He wasn't going to let her escape. Not yet. His cock was beginning to feel neglected. His balls were tight and churning beneath the long rod. Now it was time to enter her and fuck her cross-eyed!
She screamed when his cock pistoned into her. He speared her dead center. The blunt tip of his dong parted her pussy lips and seared past the gently scalloped inner cunt lips. And then he was surging all the way up her twat. When his balls smashed into her body, he knew he was buried to the hilt.
Only then did it strike him how hot and impossibly tight her cunt was.
If he'd fucked into a virgin cunt, it couldn't be much tighter. The pressure on his fuck stick was almost too much for him, it was as if he had screwed his way into a vise. And the jaws of the vise were tightening down all around his cock.
And the heat! He was being burned to a nubbin. He was certain her cunt was burning his dick off. There wouldn't be anything but a charred stub left when he finished.
But what a way to go!
He gasped and straightened up. The action sent his cock wiggling another fraction of an inch into her cunt.
When Susan felt this, she rammed her hips back. She wanted as much of that throbbing cock in her belly as she could get. Nine inches. Nine inches of extreme pleasure reaming her out.
And she wasn't going to let it escape from her twat, either. She tensed the muscles in her stomach and felt her cunt collapse around his dong.
She could feel the contours of the lovely prick inside her. The broad arrowhead of his prick spread her delicate inner tissues to the breaking point. He was not only long, he was thick.
The girth of his cock was making her faint. She'd thought it was only in the cheap gothics that the heroine could faint from getting screwed. Now she knew better. She was weak and watery in the knees. Her arms would barely support her.
She collapsed and rested her head on crossed arms. The sweat was pouring from her forehead. That cock in her twat was too much for any woman – and she sure as hell wasn't going to share it with anyone! She was going to enjoy as much of it as she could. Wiggling her pert ass ground the cock even farther up her cunt.
Her entire body felt like a string stretched out and ready to be plucked. And when it finally began to vibrate, it would sing the sweetest song ever – the song of a well-fucked woman!
He started pulling his cock out of her clutching cunt. She didn't want him to do that. Tensing her muscles even more, she tried to stop him.
She was greedy. She never wanted that cock to leave her hot cunt.
But her own body betrayed her. She was oozing out a fantastic amount of love juice. The slippery cunt juice let his prong move slowly back down the channel it had originally surged up.
There was an obscene smacking noise as he pulled his dick free. And she felt the incredible emptiness return. Her cunt was empty. Her poor little pussy was being neglected. But before she could complain, she felt the head of his cock pressing apart her pussy lips again. The plum-tipped end of his cock worked its way back into her cunt.
And this time, he didn't race up her snatch. It was a slow entry. It made every nerve in her body come fully alive. She was shaking as if she were having a fit by the time he was buried balls deep up her cunt again.
And this time, he didn't linger. He immediately began pulling out. She used her muscles to stop him. He grunted. She secretly reveled in the knowledge that her tight, hot cunt must be giving him at least as much pleasure as his cock was giving her. But again, she couldn't hold him inside her very long.
He slipped out amid another flood of cunt juice.
She found her voice. Begging, she said, "Hard! Deep! I need it hard and deep. Give it to me as fast as you can, oohhhh! Ummmm, yesss!"
He had picked up the tempo of his fucking. But he was adding a lot of other things to it. Not content with just cramming his pecker into her hot slot, he was massaging her back muscles. He was tracing out each and every bone in her spine. Each touch was like a live wire. Her back arched as she purred like a contented cat being scratched. And this drove her ass back into his groin.
His cock went even deeper up her velvety twat.
"That what you… want?" he muttered. She could tell he was having a hard time controlling himself. She could feel his cock expanding inside her juicy quim. It was pulling her inner membranes in all directions.
And she was certain that meant he was going to blow his wad at any instant.
She didn't want that. She wanted him to really fuck her. She wanted to feel the burning friction of his cock all along her cunt walls. She had to have her loins exploding with pleasure.
She had to!
"All the way! Stick it in all the waaaaaay! Ohhh, unnngghhh!"
No longer able to restrain himself, the man started fucking the gorgeous young girl. Faster and faster, he drove his hips forward. He became a piston. His flesh burned. He felt the clutching walls of the cunt begin to lose some of the frothy lubrication as the friction between his cock and her pussy walls built.
Soon, he lost all track of what was happening. His entire world was the joy hole he was so avidly fucking. He felt the tip of his cock turn warmer. The warmth slowly worked back until his entire length was on fire. The gripping little pussy he was fucking added to the heat. He might as well have been shoving his cock into a blast furnace.
When the surging heat made his balls, he erupted like a volcano. His hot jism splattered out and all over the pussy walls surrounding his prick.
The touch of his white-hot cream was all that was needed to ignite the teenager's climax. She felt the liquid goo all over her twat. And the driving, hard cock continued fucking all the while it was spewing out its load.
She came.
Shrieking, she bucked and humped her ass back into his groin. She tried to take as much of him into her as possible. Her hips shook from side to side. Her entire body was caught up in the fucking frenzy.
Together, they rammed together. His cock seemed to be made solely for her twat. They wore made for one another. And they rocked together until their passions were sated.
Exhausted, Susan collapsed forward onto the floor. Her entire body felt limp, fulfilled.
She said, not bothering to look back at Joe, "That was marvelous. You've got the biggest cock I ever saw! And when it's in me! I can't begin to tell you how it excites me!"
"You're not so bad yourself. Your little pussy is tighter and hotter than any I've ever found!"
"You mean that?" she asked, excited. Having this powerful man think she was a good fuck was about the most important thing in the eighteen year-old's world at the moment.
"Damn straight, I do. And you know something?"
"No, what?"
"I hope to hell you never learn to play pool!"



CHAPTER THREE


"Do you think he'd do anything to me?" Susan asked anxiously. She wasn't certain whether she should tell her father about her amorous adventures with Joe or not. She wasn't certain he would approve of her being "one of the girls" around the pool hall.
Cat stretched languorously as she said, "I think it would be damn silly to tell him. What he doesn't know, won't hurt him. Besides, I think it's funny putting one over on him."
She chuckled to herself. She was Don's girl, as much as she was anyone's chick. But having his daughter out hustling along with the rest of the girls wouldn't please him. She knew Don as well as anyone could. And she obviously knew what he'd do better than his own daughter.
If he even suspected she was out with the paying customers, he'd beat the tar out of her. He'd beat her bottom until it was a cherry red, then really light into her.
No, Cat decided, it was better not to let the old man know. Let him worry about rent and bills and taxes. There were more important things for him to do than worry about his daughter who was obviously able to take care of herself.
Joe hadn't looked so satisfied since the time he'd beat Cat at pool.
That, in the raven-haired woman's mind, was a high recommendation for Susan. She was obviously a real man-pleaser – Joe was a real man.
"We'll let the other girls know that it shouldn't get out you're out there on the floor looking for some action. I think they'll go along with us. Why the hell not? It's nothing to them."
"Well, don't you think they'll worry about me cutting in on their action?"
"Honey, the day you could cut in on any of their action's the day they collect their Social Security checks. Those chicks are rough. They may look all soft and cuddly but they've got six-inch fangs when they feel like it. They pick and choose who they want to ball. And you sure as hell ain't going to cut in on any of their action. Not unless they want you to. Dig?"
"Sure. I guess so. I'm the wet-behind-the-ears kid. Is that it?"
"Well, that's not the best place for a good-looker like you to be wet. I can think of lots better places, in fact." Cat looked significantly at the crotch of Susan's tight jeans. They were still damp from her bout with Joe. It would be some time before she could think of him and not get damp in the pussy all over again!
"It was fun," she mused, thinking back on Joe's nine-incher and how much a pussy-pleaser it was.
"Yeah. That's what they all say. For a while. Then it gets to be a business. More fun," she admitted, "Than file-clerking or any of those nine-to-five drags, but a job. That's why most of the girls only lose a few times a week. They get horny, sure, then pick who they're gonna fuck. They lose and everyone's happy. They're well screwed if they picked right, the customer brags about how he got a piece for only five bucks – even if he spent a yard or two getting there – and the house comes out ahead from all the other guys plunking down their money trying to repeat."
"Sounds like everyone ends up happy."
"Sure," Cat said. "Except for some guys." She pointed across the room at the corner table. The same guy was playing Cyndi and losing by some twenty balls. "That guy's gonna win one day. And I want to see the look on Cyndi's face when it happens. She doesn't think he can beat her – ever."
"I have to admit she's got a good case for it."
"Yeah, but I keep thinking, what if that guy's a real stud? What if he's the best thing she ever got into bed with? Wouldn't that be a kick in the head for her? Beating him all this time when he was the best lay this side of the Mississippi?"
"Speaking of good lays, what about that guy? The small guy sitting over there by himself? There's something about him that sort of sends shivers up and down my spine."
Susan pointed out a man in his mid-thirties dressed entirely in black.
In spite of the hot summer day and the none-too-good air conditioning in the pool hall, he didn't appear hot. He was watching several of the girls as if sizing them up before the kill.
"I doubt if he's all that good. But who knows? He might actually be able to play pool, too!" Cat laughed and slapped Susan on the back. "I pass on him. But if you think he's your type, go get 'em! The other girls and I will cover for you. Your old man can't see very much of what happens in the pool room. Just stick to that table back by Cyndi."
Susan smiled and quickly went over to the man dressed in black. She saw he was wearing black silk. She resisted the impulse to reach out and run her hands up and down his sleeve. It looked so cool. And he looked so aloof.
"Want to try a game or two?"
"Rates?"
"Oh, we might try the five-dollar game instead of the dollar-an-hour if you're feeling lucky. Or good." She licked her lips with just the tip of her tongue. She felt like a seductress in a movie. Another Marlene Dietrich. A Garbo. A Raquel Welch. She was the perfect woman giving a come-on to a man she found strangely exciting.
He didn't appear the least bit excited at the prospect. His voice was calm, level, as he said, "All right. I guess you'll do."
"Now look," Susan flared, "If I'm not good enough for you, forget it!
I'm not doing you any favors." And she wasn't. At least to her way of thinking. She'd been getting lessons in pool from Cat and the others and thought she was pretty good.
"I said you'll do. Lag for break." He pulled a silver-chased pool cue out of the case and began screwing it together.
At the sight of it, Susan shuddered involuntarily. There was something spooky about this guy. She was almost sorry she'd gotten involved with him. But she couldn't back out now. Not with all the other girls watching her.
"Okay."
She lost. And the game didn't go well for her. The man was good, very good. As he sank the last ball, she hoped he was as good in bed as he was on the table.
"Let's go," he said. Without another word, he unscrewed his pool cue and put the sections back into the carrying case. He followed her up the stairs.
Susan felt uneasy and couldn't figure out why. The man had beaten her fair and square. He was obviously an expert player. But she had acquitted herself fairly well considering how new she was to the game.
She held open the door to one of the rooms. But that was the last thing she remembered for long seconds. His hand came crashing through the air to land with stunning impact on her cheek. She staggered and fell to her knees. Her hand stroked the injured cheek.
The door was closed. And the man stood over her like some avenging angel.
"Go on. Suck it, whore! You stupid cunt, did you think you could actually win? Go on, I said! Suck it! Suck my lovely cock!"
He slapped her again.
And then she noticed his limp cock dangling out of his fly. She hadn't even seen him run the zipper down. But his prong was out in the open for her. And he was ordering her to give him head.
"Well, okay," she said, her cheek still hurting from the blows. She'd play along, she owed it to him. House rules.
Another flat-handed slap knocked her to the floor. "You will address me only as 'Master'. I am your master and you are my slave!"
"Sure, uh, Master."
She was beginning to become frightened now. There was no telling what this man might do to her. She could only do what he said and hope she pleased him. If she could, maybe he'd go away and leave her alone.
She took his cock in her hand, noticing it was slowly stiffening. As she took it into her mouth, her head was savagely pulled back. He had gripped a handful of hair and raised her face to his.
"Do it good or you'll be severely disciplined, whore. Do you understand?"
"Now look, mister. I… ohhh!"
He jerked her head a bit further back and cut off any speech. His voice was cold and emotionless. He said, "Suck. Don't talk."
He thrust her face into his groin. And she sucked. She felt his cock hardening under her tongue. As her lips pursed around the rigid rod, a million thoughts were going through her mind. If she could suck him off fast enough, he might leave her alone. He might go away and not hit her again.
She sucked hard. Her cheeks went concave and her tongue danced and darted all around the tip of his cock. She made sure that every sensitive area of his dick was stimulated. She toyed with the little triangular flap of skin just under his cockhead. That was particularly responsive. His prick hardened into a firm, usable fucking tool as she tongued him all along the underside of his shaft.
Her tongue became a miniature tornado. Swirling and teasing around, she made sure not a single square inch of his cock was neglected. She sucked harder and was rewarded with a forward thrust of his hips. The rubbery tip of his cock bounced off the roof of her mouth and began working back down her throat.
This was more than she'd bargained for. She choked, and received a flat-handed blow alongside the head.
"Stupid slut! Don't you know anything about giving head! Do it right, bitch, or you'll be sorry!"
She managed to swallow most of his cock. It was difficult. She'd never had this much of a man's cock in her mouth before. Almost choking, she finally found a position where his pecker didn't gag her. She had to cradle his prick with her tongue and, once she'd learned the secret of doing that, she was able to really apply suction to it.
She reached around his body and gripped his buttocks. She pulled his body into her face. She found her passions growing. She wanted him to fuck her face. It no longer mattered to her that he'd struck her a few times.
All that mattered was trapped between her ruby-red lips. She was sucking cock. She was giving him a blow job that was so exciting she was beginning to pant and sweat with the strain on her body.
As the black silk of his trousers slipped under her fingers, another blow knocked her sprawling.
"Don't touch me with your hands. Your filthy hands will soil me! I warned you!"
Before Susan knew what was happening, her hands were tied behind her back with a short length of twine. The coarse string cut into her wrists. She struggled and found this only tightened the bindings to the point where her circulation was cut off.
"Why are you doing this? I… I'll do anything you want!"
"Silence!" he roared. "You are a cunt, a whore, a bitch who will only speak when her master speaks first! For your transgressions, I must discipline you!"
He took the end of the pool cue out of his carrying case and thwacked it a few times across the palm of his hand for effect. He smiled slightly as he saw her eyes widen in terror.
Without a word, he lifted her and dumped her over the back of a straight wooden chair. He ripped away her jeans until only smooth, curvy white ass flesh was exposed. By this time, the teenager was quietly sobbing.
He took no notice as he stroked over the warm flesh.
She trembled. Whether it was with fear for what he might do to her or whether it was something else, she couldn't tell. But she was definitely frightened of the man in black.
"Yes, slave, this flesh will suit me and my purposes.
She gasped as his finger drove hard up her asshole. In the bent double position over the straight-backed chair, she couldn't move. Her hands were entirely numb from lack of circulation. The edge of the chair bit unmercifully into her stomach. And now the man was delving far up her asshole with his finger.
But…
But in spite of everything, his finger felt – sexy. It was something of a turn-on feeling his finger deep in her rectum, wiggling around like a berserk worm. It gave her a tingly feeling deep in her cunt. And before she knew it, her pussy was drooling out its hot juices.
The man noticed immediately.
"So! The whore likes it, eh? How well do you like this?"
She gasped as the end of the pool cue smashed against her taut thighs.
He didn't land the hard wood across her fleshy, well padded ass. He went lower and began landing a rain of painful blows on her stretched thighs.
She felt the red tide of pain washing through her body. It blotted out all the other discomfort she felt. The chair in her stomach, the hands, the awkward position – all were nothing compared to the paddling he was giving her with the pool cue.
"Enjoy this, bitch, because it's the last nice thing I'm going to do to you!" he cried.
She couldn't believe her ears. This was supposed to be good? What did he have in mind?
"Please, uh, Master!" she called out. "Please don't do this to me!"
"Silence!"
She started to plead again, but all that came from her lips was an anguished, "Aaiiieeee!"
He drove the end of the pool cue up her asshole. The slender tip of the cue went all the way up her rectum, giving her extreme pain. The wooden rod was totally inflexible. It bent her delicate inner tissues to conform to its length. She had no chance to adjust to the feel of the wood dildo crammed up her ass.
He began corn-holing her with it. Back and forth, the cue raced up her tightest passage. She writhed and began to thrash, trying to escape the punishing cue.
It was futile. She couldn't escape from the driving stick. It seemed to have a mind of its own. As she twisted one way, it followed and worked even farther up her ass.
Her tender membranes were torn and began to bleed. At the sight of the red trickle out of her butt, the man seemed to become furious. He drove the cue even harder into her ass until she was sure she would pass but from the pain. Her entire insides were lit with fire. She burned with agony.
Her whole body was consumed with pain. There was no way to escape it.
She could only wait and see what this strange man had in store for her.
"You're getting blood on my cue!"
And then the cue vanished from her asshole, its sudden absence was as painful as its presence. She couldn't understand it. But she did know it was her blood dribbling down the tender inside of her thigh. It was coming from her tortured asshole.
"Why are you doing this to me?" she asked. Her voice sounded distant, foreign, as if someone else were speaking for her. All she could feel was the white-hot pain in her rear and the fire burning in her lungs.
"You ask? You have to ask?"
His cool hands began stroking over her upturned ass once more. That touch seemed horrible to her. She cringed. And was rewarded with the flat of his hand smashing into her tender assflesh.
"Don't cower from me! Not from your master! You still haven't learned proper obedience to my whims!"
His hand began to descend again and again on her soft bottom. The red streaks appeared and formed criss-cross patterns. Soon, her entire ass was a glowing cherry pink. And it was warming her up again. She could momentarily forget about the pain in her asshole. And all the things he might do to her.
Right now, she could concentrate on the wondrous feelings slowly seeping into her body. She was feeling better. This was more like it. Her cunt began to water again. The thin flow dribbled down her leg and mixed with the dried blood already caked there.
"So you like it, eh? That is better!"
She shrieked as his prick penetrated her body. She was slammed forward against the chair, so hard was his entry. He felt as if he were tearing her apart. The cock felt good. Her cunt desired it. But her inner membranes were still pulled out of shape by the pool cue that had been so brutally rammed up her ass.
It was a peculiar mixture of pleasure and pain filling her, body. She didn't know if she should enjoy it or not.
Finally, she found it wasn't possible to accept both pleasure and pain at the same time. She began concentrating on the good, on the cock resting quietly in her pussy. It filled her. It made her feel better. In spite of her awkward position, she could accept it. The prick was twitching just a little, dancing with the man's pulse.
"Ummm, oh, yes, yes! That's nice. Now fuck me!"
"What?" he roared. "You actually think you deserve my prick? You stupid cunt! All you think of is fucking!"
But his words seemed different from his actions. He began stroking back and forth. His cock pressed firmly against the walls of her quim. And the friction warmed her even more.
With the warmth filtering into her body from her whipped butt, she was soon totally alive and warming to his fucking. She didn't like him, that didn't matter. All that mattered to her now was the fact that his prick was in her cunt and he was fucking her.
Each hard-driving stroke smashed her hard against the chair. She was gasping from the violent fucking. But she didn't care. This was better than having a pool cue rammed into her asshole.
Faster and faster came his cock. Her entire body sang a joyous song of sex. She was feeling the approaching orgasm when, suddenly, she no longer had a warm, vibrant, male cock in her cunt.
She had the butt of a pool cue. It was hard and cold and too large.
She screamed.
It did no good. He continued fucking her with the butt of the cue. She felt her cunt walls being pulled out of shape. And the rubber end was soon soggy with her fuck fluids. It did little to reduce the friction as the wooden rod smashed into her body.
She was in constant agony.
Then she felt a hand on her hair pulling her face up. Painfully, she looked up and saw the ugly purple head of the man's cock. And all around it was a halo of black silk. That was all she could see.
And then she was blinded by the creamy fountain of his jism. He came in her face. She sputtered but couldn't escape his cum. It coated her face and hair with its sticky strands.
As soon as his balls were emptied of their load, the man released her hair. Her head banged hard against the seat of the chair.
She gasped as the pool cue was yanked from her twat. The next thing she heard was the snap of his pool cue case closing. And a light step, the door opening and closing and she was alone.
Susan began to sob quietly. What had she gotten herself into? The man had done everything he could to humiliate her. And he had succeeded.
Here she was, hands tied behind her and draped over a chair. Her asshole had been ravaged and, not satisfied with that, the man had driven his pool cue into her twat.
She couldn't imagine anything more degrading except what he had done at the very end. She wasn't good enough for him to fuck. He had to cum in her hair and face. He held her in such contempt, his cum didn't belong in her cunt. It had to be put where she would realize exactly what he thought of her.
She began to cry.



CHAPTER FOUR


"Sue?" came the soft voice. "SUE!"
Susan didn't answer. She couldn't. Her body refused to move. Her voice seemed to have died. All she could do was cry out her anger and frustration. And feel like dying.
Cat came over and surveyed her. The pert ass thrust high up into the air was well spanked. The rosy glow still remained. But the bruises forming across her thighs were also obvious. And the way the twine bit into her wrists was positively cruel.
It didn't take much imagination to see something rotten had been done to the girl. Her asshole had caked blood around it. And her cunt was still distended. Cat thought she could stuff her entire fist up that hole.
Something huge – larger than a cock, at any rate – had been screwed up both asshole and cunt.
Susan was learning a lot of different things fast.
"Okay, kid, lemme get you out of this." Cat found a pair of scissors and snipped the string. Then as she was helping Susan stand she noticed the semen caked on her face. "Oh, shit!" she said with feeling. "That bastard really did you up good, didn't he?"
"I… oh, Cat!" Susan threw her arms around the woman's neck and buried her cum-drenched face into her breast.
"All right, all right now. Let's go to one of the other rooms. I bet you want out of here. Come on, She led her out, her arm supporting the teenager. In another room, she carefully cleaned off her face. Then she began a careful examination of the girl's body.
"It could be worse, I guess. He didn't do you any permanent harm. Unless you want to turn off sex entirely."
She was running her hands slowly, sensuously over the girl's body. The smooth flow of her skin turned Cat on in a big way. Susan was so innocent about some things, so mature in others. She hoped this little interlude wouldn't get to her. It was just one of those things that happened in a place like Don's.
"No, Cat, no. I… I still like feeling a… a cock in me, I guess. It's just that, ummm, that feels nice. Please, keep doing it. It's just that I… ohhhh!"
And the girl reclined, naked, on the bed.
Cat's hands continued to massage and soothe. The skin began to flush under her agile fingers. She wanted to drive away all the bad feelings in the teenager's body and was succeeding better than she'd hoped. She gripped both of the girl's boobs in her hands.
Starting at the broad base, she squeezed and kneaded her way to the crest. And there she found copper pennies with big bumps. She took each nipple between thumb and forefinger and tweaked. Susan moaned in delight and Cat continued.
The strong pulsation of the teenager's heart was obvious through the nipples as they filled with excited blood. The throbbing picked up tempo as the girl became more and more aroused. Soon she was gasping for breath, her own hands groping for Cat.
The woman smiled, then said, "Just a sec, honey. Then we'll be ready for some real therapy. My style!"
She stripped off her skirt and blouse, throwing them onto the floor.
They were useless pieces of cloth for what she had in mind. Naked, she jumped onto the bed and straddled Susan's head. She bent forward and gently pressed open the girl's thighs. For a moment, Susan resisted.
Then her legs opened in wanton invitation. She knew what Cat wanted and she wanted the same thing!
Susan couldn't believe a cunt could look so attractive to her. Just inches above her mouth was the grinning cavity of Cat's pussy. The wiry bush seemed to beckon to her. And she wasn't going to deny herself the pleasure of eating the woman out.
Not when Cat's mouth was already luxuriously fastened on her own snatch!
Her hands reached out and spread Cat's asscheeks. The skin was satiny smooth and quivering under her grip. This turned her on as much as anything could.
Cat wanted her!
Then the pussy was crammed down around her mouth. She was sucking and tonguing and trying to eat out everything at once. She didn't know where to start. Calming down a little, she decided to enjoy everything but to do it right.
Her tongue flicked out and began to stroke along the very edge of the woman's sex slit. A shudder through her body confirmed for the girl that this was the right thing to do. She parted the cunt lips with her tongue and worked back until she found the little head of the woman's cunt poking out of its protective sheath.
She couldn't pass this up. Her tongue wrapped itself around the base of the sensitive spire. Then she worked her way up the slope until she got to the very tip. There, she began playing with the clit. She flicked it back and forth.
And the reaction was instantaneous. A gushing of cunt juice poured down onto her face. She had to abandon her post at the pleasure center of the woman's body and work back.
When she found the joy hole, it was already well greased with fuck juices. Not knowing exactly what to do, she hesitantly reached out with her tongue. To her surprise, the juice was tasty. Slightly salty, tangy, perhaps a little acrid. But it was great!
She began slurping it up like she was dying of thirst. She couldn't get enough of the tasty juice. She sucked and tongued and lapped up every drop of it she could. And she could feel the woman's reaction to her rough tongue working vigorously all over her snatch.
She was driving her hips down into the girl's face. She was silently demanding more, silently because her own mouth was similarly involved with pussy.
And Susan knew exactly what Cat was doing to her. She felt the woman's tongue probe far into her twat. Inside, it dragged back and forth across all the nerve endings. She felt tremors of delight coursing throughout her body. It was wonderful. It was exactly the thing she needed to forget what had happened to her in the other room.
All her world was filled with a tongue driving far up her cunt. Her own thin love juices were quickly sucked away as the woman showed her how to perform cunnilingus. There was no doubt this was the best method of instruction possible.
Demonstration.
Susan quickly put to use her new-found knowledge. She let her body dictate her own actions. Her tongue swirled up into the woman's cunt.
The love juices clinging there were rapidly slurped up with a lewd sucking noise that excited the girl immensely.
She drove her tongue as far up the twat as she could. She felt her jaw muscles creak in protest but she didn't mind. This was so exciting, she would do anything to have it last forever. But she was doing a better job than she thought.
One minute, her tongue was like a tiny tornado whirling around just inside Cat's pussy lips, tantalizing the delicately scalloped inner labia, the next she found herself blind and deaf. She was totally cut off from the world around her.
Cat's fleshy thighs clamped firmly down on her ears, cutting off all sound. And she jammed her cunt firmly down onto the girl's face. All Susan could do was stuff her tongue even further up the twat presented so wantonly to her.
As the woman's orgasm surged through her body, Susan realized her own body was preparing for one also. She felt the tenseness in her loins.
Her breath was coming in hurried gasps. She felt the electric sexual tension throughout her belly.
The tongue was both soothing and stimulating. Cat knew all the right places to touch. Susan loved it when the woman started at the front of her sex slit and worked back. She felt the tongue playfully tangling and untangling the wiry hairs of her bush. Then the very tip of her tongue was thrust into the vee of her gash.
This was the start of intense pleasure. Her tongue erotically dueled with the girl's clitoris. Lightning bolts of delight smashed through her body, arched her back, made her feel weak and watery inside. She thought her innards had been replaced with jello. Every time her clit was lightly touched, another jolt of carnal electricity blasted into her.
Cat worked quickly back, not wanting to give the girl everything without the full course of oral love. She dragged her tongue along the sex lips until Susan was thrashing and bucking about.
The girl tried to cram her twat fully into the woman's face. Her entire body was more alive than it ever had been before. She was one giant raw nerve ending. The lightest of touches set off delightful depth charges in her body.
She felt the rough, pink tongue drive hard into her cunt. Cockhard, she received a first-class tongue-fucking. The sexual pressure building in the girl's body was beginning to become intolerable. It wouldn't be long before the dam of emotion burst and she was inundated with orgasm.
But Cat wasn't satisfied she had the girl strung out far enough. Her tongue left her pussy and its well of fuck fluid and slowly, languidly moved back along the perineum. The rippled plain just before the asshole was especially sensitive to the teenager.
She struggled to spread her legs wide enough for Cat to get her entire mouth over her crotch. Her legs went up in the air and she rolled back a little to expose as much of her cunt as possible to the delving tongue of the woman.
She gasped when Cat's tongue lightly touched her tortured asshole. The woman sensed this was the wrong time to tend to that tightest passage into the girl's body. She moved back.
This time, when her tongue rammed far into the cunt, the girl came.
It was Cat's turn to be cut off from the world. Firmly fleshed thighs clamped down on her head. She was held in position.
Even if she wanted to leave her erotic post, she wouldn't be able to without leaving her head behind.
Susan convulsed with the full force of climax. She was dimly aware of Cat's tongue continually probing into her pussy. The feathery touches all up and down the walls of her cunt kept her on her sexual high longer than she'd thought possible. She drifted and soared and enjoyed the cum to the fullest.
As she came back down to earth and the reality of her position, she found a crotch still stuffed into her face. Her tongue lovingly worked from front to back. Cat sighed and wiggled her hips a little to let the girl know it was appreciated. Susan couldn't quite do the same thing so she just spread her legs a little wider.
But something was gone. They'd both gotten off on their oral lovemaking.
And that seemed to be enough for the moment. Both were highly sexed, but Susan was feeling drained, exhausted, in need of some rest.
She pushed free of Cat's pussy for a moment and said, "Please, Cat, let's do this again – later. Right now, I… I want to rest. Can you understand that?"
"Sure, doll, easy."
She vaulted off the bed with the easy grace of a feline. Susan wondered if the woman's name was a nickname or for real. She asked.
"Cat? Hell, my real name's Catrina and I hate it. So, when some joker told me I had all the morals of an alley cat, I liked that. And I figured Cat was a lot more descriptive anyway."
"Hope you don't mind my asking."
"Why? Look, honey, you're going to have to learn some ground rules around here. If you ask, you will probably get answered. You might not like the answer, so be careful what you ask. And if someone doesn't want to let you know something, you'll find out in no uncertain terms.
They'll just tell you to fuck off."
"Oh."
"Oh, indeed. Now look. You need some lessons in how to cope with this place. Your old man's too busy right now. Besides, he still doesn't know a damn thing about you out there hustling. And after today, I don't think any of us would really want to tell him."
"No," agreed Susan, "I sure as hell wouldn't want to tell him. He'd probably do something like blow the guy away."
"If that motherfucker was lucky, that's what your father would do. I know Don. He'd torture that bozo and then do him in. He's that much whacked out over you, honey. And I can see why. So look, why don't I show you the ropes?"
"You mean it?"
"You need help if you're gonna stick around here. And I'm the best there is. In everything."
Susan thought of the woman's tongue stroking back and forth in her cunt.
How she was able to bring her off just licking along her pussy. She could easily believe the woman was the best!



CHAPTER FIVE


"So don't chop at the ball like that. Make it a smooth stroke like this." Cat showed Susan what she meant. "Make it just like you'd want a guy stuffing his cock into you."
"What?"
"Make each stroke just like you'd want a guy fucking you. Nothing short and choppy. Long and smooth and powerful. And right on target. It wouldn't be any good if the guy missed your sweet little cunt, would it?"
"No, I don't guess so."
"So you want to pretend you're making love with the cue ball. And this is your prick." She tapped the pool cue on the side of the table. "You stroke easily and all the balls dance around just right."
"Okay. Let me try it."
Cat made a face. But she had to admit Susan was improving. There probably weren't a half-dozen regular customers who could beat her now.
And those were regular guys. None of the kinky stuff. Cat sighed when she thought about the guy in black.
She wished she could have gotten him instead of Susan. It had been a long time since a guy had really made her feel like a total woman. And that rough stuff was what she liked every now and then. Don was almost too much of a gentleman to rough her up like she needed.
On impulse, Cat asked, "You know why the pool table's green, don't you?"
"Huh? No. I never thought about it."
"You'd be green too if you had your balls knocked around with a stick."
Susan laughed, then said, "I thought maybe it had something to do with having eight complete sets in one tiny pocket."
"You're ready to go out and meet the public. I can tell. But, say, what happens if a guy does beat you? I mean at pool?"
Susan swallowed and thought about the man in black silk. She wouldn't want to repeat that scene – ever. But what about just some straight fucking? What would she do if she lost? Would she mind sucking a guy off? Would she care if they did fuck?
"I guess it's sort of like riding a horse. Get thrown, climb back on again as soon as you can."
"Never having ridden a horse, I don't know. Well…" she paused. "I take that back. Fucking Don is a lot like riding a stallion. The cock that man's got is simply fantastic!"
"Cat! You're making me jealous," Susan teased. But she was thinking. Cat had been around. She had seen the best and still she bragged on Don a lot. Susan could tell it wasn't simply because he was her father. Cat meant what she said.
What would it be like being screwed by her father? The idea sent little tremors up and down her spine. She felt both icy and hot at the thought.
But it was simply too kinky for her to consider for too long.
And yet…
"Hey, honey, take a look at that one." Cat pointed to a guy walking in the door. He looked like Robert Redford.
"Jesus fuckin' Christ!" came the exclamation from the far corner of the room. The others girls had seen him, too. Susan bet they were matching coins to see who would get to play him. And she'd lay odds whoever played him would be exceptionally lousy – at pool – that day.
She turned and quietly said, "I want in on this, too." She didn't see Cat's smile. The woman was happy the girl was willing to be ridden again.
Half a dozen coins flipped in the air. All but Susan and Cyndi were out.
They flipped their coins again and Susan said, "You call it. I always lose when I call it."
"Okay, Sue. I should let you call it, then, but…" Cyndi's tongue made a quick circuit around her lips as she eyed the man who was idly checking out the pool cues hanging in the rack on the wall. "Even."
Sue was triumphant. "Odd! I win. See you all-later!"
She heard Cyndi mumble, "Lucky bitch! Me, I got that geek again. Every day he comes in here. What's it been, Cat, eighteen months of losing now? Christ!"
Susan quickly went to the man and said, her voice low and sexy, "You know there are a couple different types of game you can play around here."
"I heard." His eyes worked up and down her body. It was obvious he liked what he saw. He reached into his pocket and pulled out a roll of bills thick enough to choke a cow. They were all fifties. "I'm not that good a player, but I'm persistent."
"Choose your weapon, mister," Susan said, pointing to the rack on the wall. She watched as he pulled down an 18-ounce cue, expertly rolled it on the table, then carefully chalked it up. He didn't over chalk like an amateur would. Susan knew he wasn't anywhere near as bad as he hinted.
And he wasn't.
She beat him the first game by only five balls. And it was sheer luck.
Almost afraid he would leave, she started to speak.
She was cut off by the man. "Here's another five bucks. You're damn good."
"I'll just bet you are, too," she said with meaning. Their eyes locked, then she broke for the next game.
It was close, also, but he managed to beat her by one ball.
Susan looked at the score, 150-149, and said, "I hope you're better than just one ball -elsewhere."
He smiled and told her "There's one way of finding out."
She inclined her head toward the stairs and led the way. She gave her rump an extra-special wiggle as she went to make sure he was hot by the time they reached the room. She needn't have bothered. He was about ready to cream in his pants.
"Well," she said, turning to face him. "How do you want it?"
"Spread wide!"
And he grabbed her. She started to resist, thinking of the man in black.
Then she melted in his arms. The man kissed her deep and long. She felt herself responding. And then all thought of the silk-clad man was erased from her mind.
She was living for the moment. She was living for the man who was so passionately kissing her, drowning her with kisses, kissing her entire face.
Her hands roved up and down his broad back. She felt the muscles ripple as he pulled her powerfully to him. She clutched at his shoulders and tried to crush her body into his. She felt the growing bulge between his legs. There could be no doubt his cock was standing stiffly at attention. And that it was painfully imprisoned. Pushing away, she said,
"Let me."
She dropped to her knees and unzipped his fly. His cock snapped out like the blade of a switchblade knife. She licked her lips at the tasty sight in front of her face.
Then she stuffed the prick into her mouth. Her tongue raced around the rim of his dick. He moaned and laced his fingers in her hair. He began guiding her head back and forth in the motion he liked best on his prick. He managed to face-fuck her with all the passion she was able to handle.
She felt his cock slipping back and forth between her ruby lips like a piston in a slot. She knew that she could control him if she wanted. But the sensual feel of his cock between her lips was too much for her to want to give up.
Letting the cock slip and slide back and forth between her pursed lips, she began using her tongue on the underside. He groaned with pleasure as she found the triangular flap of skin just under the head of his dong.
His dick was pulsing with joy now. Every time her tongue laved along the length, it bucked and jerked with renewed lust.
She used her teeth on the sides of his cock to stimulate him to the utmost. His ass began to shake and quiver under her hands. She knew he was getting really worked up over the mouth love she was giving him.
Sucking his dick into her mouth, her cheeks went concave under the vacuum.
There was no escape for the man's cock. She held him too firmly in too many ways. Her teeth ran lightly along the sides of his pecker. That alone sent tingly flutters of delight into his balls. But she didn't think of stopping there. Her tongue roughly surged back and forth along the most sensitive area of his cock.
Still she kept up her suction on his tool. She made sure he never wanted to leave. Besides, she loved the taste of the male organ in her mouth.
The slick secretion from his dick aroused all her animal instincts. She became an animal in rut. She wanted nothing but cock – his cock. In her mouth, in her cunt, in her asshole, it didn't matter.
She wanted prick.
He pulled back and gasped out. "To the bed! I want… oh, shit, you know what I want!"
And she did. She wanted it as badly as he did. She wanted to feel his lusty cock ramming in and out of her gooey cunt. But to give up this meaty treat wasn't exactly to her liking. She couldn't have her cock and eat it, too.
Deciding wasn't easy, but when he reached down and lifted her up, she knew then that she wanted her cunt stuffed full of throbbing prick. She could always find something to put into her mouth. Anything would do.
But there was nothing like a hard, long pecker going up her twat to give her that complete-woman feeling she loved so.
She wanted to be fucked.
"Yes, yes! Fuck me! Now!"
He lifted her and dumped her on the bed. The springs squeaked and she rocked back and forth, taking the shock of landing across her shoulders.
She raised her legs and peered at him through the erotic gun sight of her legs. There was no doubt left in his mind how much she desired him.
The tiny spot on her crotch was spreading rapidly. Her cunt was oozing out a continual flow of juices-and all for him!
"You're gorgeous! And that was the best game of pool I ever played if I won you!"
"Shut up," she told him. "Come aver here and let me play with your balls."
"Just don't knock 'em around like you did on the table!"
"Don't worry. They're precious to me. And that prick of yours! I want it so bad I can taste it!"
"You have," he assured her, "You have!"
And then there was no more time for talking. They were too busy doing other things. Their mouths met and melted together. Their tongues began wiling over and over like two planes in a dogfight – but it was an erotic battle that they both won.
When he started working his mouth back along the line of the teenager's jaw, they were both breathing hard. Her tits felt like they were going to pop at any instant. She was certain he was stringing her out like this just to be cruel. But she loved it so! The feelings running wild in her body were just the medicine she needed.
When he got back to her ear, she felt a soft shudder go through her body. His tongue was ramming cock-hard into her ear. And his hot breath was sensitizing an already sensitive portion of her body. He'd found an erogenous zone that really made her wild with lust.
Her body began bucking and hunching up, finding nothing.
That would quickly remedied. Hands flew over her body, stripping useless clothing, fondling tits, stroking the slightly domed belly. And when his hands moved down into the tangled jungle of her bush, she came.
The sensations had been building up in her body too long. Sucking his cock had been a turn-on. When he was nibbling at her ear, she knew it would take a major effort on her part not to come. And finally, his hands all over her tits and crotch, that was it.
When the grip of orgasm released her, she felt something new and wonderfully different.
At the gates to her twat was poised the blunt-nosed cock. He pressed forward gently. The bloated cunt lips parted under the pressure. And then the entire head of his huge pecker was inside her. He was pushing and shoving his cock across every single nerve in her cunt.
And it was sheer heaven.
She wasn't going to be able to stand much of this. She felt the grip of climax tightening around her body again.
Then there was a quick surge and he was buried balls deep up her cunt.
There was nothing she could do but climax. Her hips lifted off the bed as she rammed her body toward his groin. She tried to take as much of his cock into her body as possible.
Her convulsing cunt clamped down hard on his rigid length. He moaned out and then rode her until she was back on the bed, sweating and ready for more.
"Damn, but you're a hot one. Doesn't take much to get you off, does it?"
"Only a great big cock stuffed up my cunt!" she cried. "Now, damn you, fuck me good!"
And he did.
His body began a slow, sensual movement. It drove her to a fever pitch of ecstasy. The sensations built more slowly in her body this time. The banked fires of her lust were awakened one more time. He stoked the embers buried so far up her frothy twat with his cock until she was thrashing about on the bed, held captive under his muscular body.
She tried to lift off the bed once more. This time, she found her tits mashing hard against his broad, powerful chest. The tiny, hard points of her nipples tried to poke holes in his hairy chest. But most of all, she wanted her cunt to be completely impaled by his cock.
Wrapping her legs around his waist helped. She was able to pull him even farther into her pussy. Her hands clawed at his naked back. Neither noticed the bloody tacks left by her fingernails. Their passion was too great, there was something more engrossing going on between their legs.
His cock was buried balls deep in her twat. And still she wanted more from him. Her legs squeezed tightly around his body. Her hands pulled him down into her. And his own muscular hips tried to drill his dick even deeper in the soft sheath of her pussy.
"Yes, ohhh, unnnggghhh!"
She came again.
As her tight grip around his waist lessened, he managed to pull out.
With only the head of his cock left inside her pussy lips, he paused for a moment. He knew how tight and clinging that velvet-hung cunt was.
He rammed forward with all the strength of his body. He was aided in his entry by her legs tightening down on his ass once more. Their bodies slammed together with a noisy squish as his cock surged through the liquid fire of her juicy quim.
He ground his hips into her crotch. His cock reamed her out good. Their bodies were locked together in the most intimate embrace possible. And he wasn't about to let up now. He pulled out, then fucked powerfully into her cunt again. And again. And again.
He had begun slowly to build her passions. The tiny fire left after her last orgasm was now beginning to burn once more. He stoked it hard with his stiff prick. He was bringing life back into her temporarily exhausted body. He was pushing her to the brink of orgasm one more time.
"Here it comes!" he bellowed as he forcefully rammed into her.
The lewd smacking noise as his cock raced up her well-greased cunt turned him on as much as anything else. Having such a sexy chick hanging around his neck, clutching down firmly on his dong with a virgin-tight pussy, all that was a turn-on. But the sounds of their bodies coming together in the ultimate human act of pleasure turned him into an insatiable animal. He had to possess her totally.
The teenager's cunt was burning with desire. She could almost feel the smoke coming out of her manhole as he reamed her out. There was suddenly no holding back. She came, crying, sobbing, clutching, clinging.
The way her cunt convulsively clamped down on his buried cock was all it took to bring him off. His rocks exploded with lusty force. His jism whitewashed the walls of her cunt. Spurt after spurt of cum blasted deep into her body.
Then he was lying on top of her, breathing hard, the sweat running off his body in rivers.
"God, but you're good. You're even better in bed than you are as a pool player," he gasped.
"You're no slouch yourself, guy. Hey, it's still stiff. Don't stop until you go entirely limp."
"Damn! I am still hard. You do great things for me, doll."
He started ramming his semi-rigid cock back and forth in the hole filled with his jism and her cunt juice. To his surprise, her hips began to lift off the bed in reaction to his deep fucking.
Instead of going absolutely limp, he felt his cock hardening into a workable fucking tool again. He couldn't believe it, but he wasn't going to worry about it.
He began fucking her with all the force left in his tired body. When she came again, he was totally worn out. His cock dribbled out of her tight little hole amid a white flow of cum and cunt juice. This time, there was no doubt his dong was sleeping and would remain that way for some time. He felt so exhausted, he couldn't believe it.
Exhausted and happy.
"You're really something, you know?" she said, her fingers twining back and forth in the hair on his chest.
She loved the feel of his body moving against hers. The way his hairy chest had stimulated her tits was too much to begin to describe. Each and every fiber seemed to send a new and different message of delight into her chest.
And when he was grinding his crotch into hers, his cock shoved all the way up her twat, that was pure heaven. She hadn't made any mistake in wanting to go to bed with this stud. He was dynamite!
"I gotta split now," he said.
"That's all right. I'll split for you any time." To emphasize her point, she opened her legs wide for him so that he could see her snatch. She almost laughed when she saw his Adam's apple bobbing up and down. But his cock remained asleep between his legs.
"I really gotta go. Dammit!" he added with feeling.
Susan lay on the bed for some time after he'd left, feeling good. She had that glow felt by a well-fucked woman. She was feeling like life wasn't so bad after all.
And her father's pool hall was going to be a hell of a lot nicer than any Caribbean cruise ever could have been!



CHAPTER SIX


When she came down, all the girls were looking at her. They could tell how good it had been by the way she was walking. Not quite bowlegged, but almost. Her cunt actually ached. But it was a good ache. It wasn't the pain she'd felt after having a pool cue rammed up her twat. This was the way she should feel – well fucked.
"So it was pretty good, huh?" asked Cat.
"It sure was!"
"Some people are so damn lucky, I can't believe it," said Cyndi. "I beat that creep who's been coming in here five times while you were up there with a guy who looks like a movie star and apparently fucks like a bull.
Five goddamn times I beat him. And you get laid. Damn!"
"Don't feel bad, Cyndi," Sue consoled. "One of these days that pool cue's going to slip and that guy's going to beat you. And then what?"
Cyndi got a funny look on her face, spun and left. The others broke out laughing.
"Poor Cyndi. She really wanted that stud you laid, Sue. Really. But she'll get over it. Apparently he was pretty good in the sack, huh?"
"You bet he was, Cat. He was just what I, uh, needed after my little bout with the guy in black."
Cat pursed her lips, then said, "Look, we had to do some lying ourselves while you were up there packing your brains out. Don came asking for you. Wanted to take you to the zoo or something, I guess. We told him you were at the library. Christ, the lies we tell!"
"Thanks, Cat. Somehow, I don't think Dad is up to understanding his baby girl's not four years old any more."
Cat's eyes moved up and down the teenager's slim, svelte body and she said, "That's an understatement. Four years old, indeed. Not and fucking like a rabbit. But cool it, you know? Don't make Don too suspicious or he might decide to boot the lot of us out."
"I wouldn't let him do that!"
"Don's a pretty hard-nosed character at times. And something tells me he can be mighty protective of his only girl child. Dig?"
"Yeah, Cat. I understand. But it's so silly."
She was interrupted by a familiar voice saying, "How about a game, Sue?
A five-dollar one?"
She turned and saw Joe standing there. He had dressed up for the occasion. And the way his muscles flexed under the knit shirt, she was almost ready to rape him then and there when another voice spoke.
"Like I said, better cool it for a while. Don's got a mean disposition, don't forget."
"All right, Cat. You warned me. But I'm a big girl now. And this big girl's got the hots for a very big boy, if you know what I mean."
"I know, honey, I know. Have fun." And Cat walked off, a new customer in her sights.
"Well, how about it, Sue?" asked Joe, obviously thinking of much more than a simple game of pool.
"Sure. Pick your weapon."
"I've already got a dandy one."
"Yeah," she said, eyeing his crotch. "I can see you have. And it's a big one, too. Real big. I remember. But l was thinking of making you earn your keep this time around. Last game was all too easy for you to win.
I've been practicing."
"I don't remember you needing any practice."
"I meant pool."
"I was thinking of something else."
"I know you were," she smiled. "Let's get going. Don wants to make a little money off this. Five dollars on the line, tiger. And you get to break."
"Spoilsport."
"Wait and see," Susan said meaningfully.
The game was long and both of them played every ball the best they could. Even so, Joe managed to beat the teenager by twenty balls. He laughed as he put his cue stick back into the wall rack. "That was a tough game. You have improved."
"So have you. In more than one game, I hope."
"I didn't hear any complaints last time around. You're not going to turn fussy on me now, are you?"
"I doubt it. Unless you really take me for granted. I don't think I could stand for that."
"Take you for granted? Not likely!" His eyes were taking in the girl's trim figure. There was no way in hell he could ever take Susan for granted.
Her figure was nothing less than perfect. Her tits impudently pressed out against her thin blouse. And they were just the right size. A little bigger than apples, they were as firmly fleshed. He wasn't much of a tit man – but he certainly never missed taking in a nice pair when they came by.
He certainly couldn't miss Susan's. They were superb.
But it was the rest of the package that turned him on the most. Her trim waist flared out into very womanly hips. And the curve of her ass was enough to give him a hard-on just looking at it. Her jeans were very well filled by her ass. He wanted nothing more than to stuff his fat cock between those slabs of asscheek and fuck away. He wondered what it would feel like being surrounded by so much ass.
But this still wasn't all the attraction he had for the girl. Her legs were tightly sheathed in the denim material. But he knew from experience that they were slender and perfectly tapered. And they went up into such delicious thighs. Soft, creamy smooth and framing the triangle of lustrous fur just above her snatch.
That was where it was at with this chick.
Her pussy was so tight he would have thought it was a virgin cunt except for all the tricks she knew. She could really please a man. Her muscles were well trained and could grip down on his prick like a hand gloved in the softest velvet.
The entire package of lithe, slender woman was the turn-on for him.
And then he felt the boner in his pants start to hurt. Thinking about how great a lay Susan was wasn't doing him any good. He had to get into the saddle and ride this filly. There was no substitute for actually fucking her until there was nothing left in his balls.
"Let's go." he said.
"Sure, if you think you've ogled me enough." She was aware of the thoughts going through his head. And she was secretly pleased. She enjoyed being attractive to attractive men. It made her feel even sexier.
They quickly went up the stairs and found an empty room. Susan thought, from the number of rooms occupied, that the girls were either very horny today or were playing sloppy pool.
As the door clicked shut, Susan spun around and dropped to her knees.
Her fingers fumbled out the rigid cock. She held it like some precious work of art. She felt it shivering at her light touch. There was nothing in the world she wanted more at that moment than to have this cock ramming hard and fast up her cunt. She wanted him to fuck her more than anything else.
But she wanted him to feel he was getting something special. She didn't want Joe to feel cheated. Any chick could flop on her back, spread her legs and say, "Fuck away, guy. I'm yours!"
She wanted to make sure he appreciated everything about her. Not just her tight pussy. Not just her willingness to ball with him. There had to be a lot more to keep him coming back for more – and more and more!
"Umm, wow! That mouth of yours! You sure, ummm, know how to use it!"
She had popped the tasty morsel into her mouth and was sucking for all she was worth. Her hair flopped in wild disarray as her head moved back and forth. She was working slowly down the nine-inch prong of solid manmeat. When her nose burrowed in his bush, the entire cock was down her throat.
She had learned a lot. She didn't gag. There was a trick to it – she was no Linda Lovelace but she had figured out how to eat cock. And she did it wonderfully well.
The man had no complaints at all.
Her withdrawal let his cock slowly slip from her mouth. Her lips were puckered up into an "O" shape that perfectly conformed to his diameter.
Each section of his cock received tender loving care as it left her mouth. She let her tongue glide under the rim of his dick as it finally came free from her lips. She licked her lips with just the tip of her tongue and started to put the tasty rod back into her mouth when she heard the man protest.
"Wait a second! That's great – marvellous! But that's not where I want to stick my cock. You know what I mean? I want to fuck you royally.
That's the only way a princess should get it, you know?"
She felt a surge of joy. He wanted her as badly as she did him. She looked up, her eyes soft and slightly gazed with lust.
"Okay, tiger. Whatever you say. Undress me."
While he was struggling with her clothes, she was stripping him down for action. She finished a little head of him although he didn't have as much to get off her. She was wearing only a thin blouse, her jeans and a pair of bikini briefs.
But the time didn't matter. The sensual feel of hands moving across bare skin was what counted the most. And they were both ultra-hot and ready for anything by the time they tumbled into bed.
Their mouths locked together in a scorching kiss. Their passions were running full stride now. They were wrapped in each other's arms, rolling over and over.
She loved the way his tongue carefully explored her mouth. Then their tongues tangled in an erotic knot. He tried pushing her tongue entirely into her mouth. She resisted, slipping off to one side. He sucked her tongue into his mouth and gently trapped it between his teeth.
He tantalized her to the utmost. The tip of her agile tongue was being stroked and teased by his. And when he started sucking, she ground her body firmly against him. She wanted more, ever so much more!
"Ummm, you're so gooood!" he moaned.
"You taste good. And your tongue is driving me wild!" she told him, her mouth refusing to form the words properly.
The reply was drowned out by his crushing kiss. Her lips parted to let his tongue enter but it didn't. She was surprised to find his mouth moving along the line of her jaw. She was certain he was going for her ear. But he wasn't. At the hollow just under her ear, he worked forward, his tongue leaving behind a trail of saliva.
He found the hollow of her throat and kissed it. Then he moved even lower until he came to her boobs. Firm, resilient, they resisted his oral efforts to mold them to suit his own desires.
Pressing hard against one slope, the flesh moved under his tongue. But it popped back, the instant his pressure was released. She felt a cold sweat break out on her body. He immediately began lapping up the salty fluid oozing from her pores. There was nothing about her body that he didn't love. She felt wanted, needed. She couldn't remember a nicer feeling in all her young life.
After sucking on her tits and sending one surge of delight after another into the girl's chest, he worked down until he was on the slightly curved plain of her belly. The corn silk soft hairs delighted him. His tongue worked through them like wind through a field of tall grass.
Soon, he found what he was looking for. Her navel was quickly explored.
His tongue shot out and down into the deep depression. The girl arched her back and moaned constantly now. The wet feel of his rough tongue dredging around in her belly button made her come alive. Every, nerve in her lower body was telling her how delightful this was.
Even her toes were tingling. They felt numb. She tried wiggling them and found they were still attached. But it was a measure of how much his mouthing of her body was turning her on. He was an expert. And the way his mustache tickled and stimulated made her even hotter for him to fuck her.
But he wasn't going to grant her his cock. Not yet. His face moved even lower. She thought he was going to eat her out. She was wrong.
He skipped entirely over her crotch. His lips never touched her cunt.
His mustache didn't even come in contact with her pussy lips. She was starting to protest when she felt his mouth on the inside of her satiny thigh.
She sighed and collapsed back to the bed, suddenly weak and shivery inside. This was even better than having him stuffing his tongue up her twat. His mustache twitched from her knee slowly up almost to her snatch. Then he stopped.
He returned to her other knee. Slowly, he kissed and licked his way up the inside of her leg. His mustache wiggled and quivered and made her anticipate his mouth on her twat again.
Almost at her snatch, he stopped. She was being driven out of her mind by his teasing tactics. He was stimulating the softest flesh on her body, coming almost to her cunt, then stopping. He refused to go on and finish what he was starting.
Her passion had built up to the breaking point.
She mumbled, almost incoherently, "I… I need you! I want your goddamn cock in my cunt! Fuck me! Fuck meeeee!"
The world spun around her. She remembered opening her legs wide to him.
Then he was pressing down hard against her boobs. She felt her knockers flatten against his chest, her nipples hard points poking into him. And her legs went up in the air to fully open her cunt to him.
But still he didn't ram into her twat.
She heard his voice, distant as if he were in a cave, saying, "Over.
Roll over onto your belly. I want to fuck you up the ass."
The words were electric to the girl. He wanted to fuck her up the ass!
He was going to corn hole her! She couldn't let him. Not since she'd had the pool cue thrust up her ass. He would tear her apart with his nine-inch cock! She was certain he would permanently injure her.
"No! I… I, oh, please!"
Powerful hands rolled her over. She tried to resist but it wasn't in her. She felt his hands working under her body. Callused fingers probed for her pussy mound, then moved lower. He found her go button and began diddling with it. Involuntarily, she began to bring her ass up into the air. The feel of his fingers all over her pussy lips sent electric tremors earth quaking through her.
She was soon resting on her elbows and knees, his knowing fingers delicately probing her deepest recesses. The finger up her twat was in full control of her. He wiggled it one way, she moved in that direction.
He moved it in another, she followed.
And she felt his cock pressing into her from behind. But it was going into her twat. She relaxed as his cock surged far up her well-greased slot. This was what she wanted. She was getting his prick and that was all that mattered to her.
A few quick strokes back and forth completely lubricated the man's cock.
He pulled his cock out of her cunt and moved it upward. Poised outside her asshole, he hesitated. This was what he had been wondering about.
He was surrounded by the thick slabs of her ass. The heavy meat collapsed all around his cock. He was completely compressed on all sides by her humid, firm asscheeks.
And it was great!
He felt the head of his cock resting against the tightly held anus. The muscle didn't want to let him in. His cock couldn't make any headway at all into her back passage without the anal sphincter relaxing a little.
His glans was slippery with her cunt juice. That was one delightful reason he had fucked a few quick times in and out of her clinging pussy.
But now he wanted in her tightest passage.
The resistance he was meeting was too great simply to drive his hips forward and overcome. He sensed her fighting him off. He had to relax her first.
His fingers found her clit again. Massaging, teasing, tormenting it, he released a monumental orgasm. The girl's entire body quaked under his.
He had to hang on for dear life. He wasn't going to release his hold on her. Not with her tempting asshole so close at hand – so near to the end of his prick!
As she relaxed from her orgasm, he pressed forward. His cuntjuice slippery pecker worked into her anus. The muscle relaxed just enough for him to get the fat head of his cock into her ass.
The teenager almost blacked out from the excruciating pain. The sudden intrusion up her asshole sent slivers of pain shooting throughout her belly. Her tortured rectum wasn't up to having a cock in it so soon after the pool cue.
If he had done nothing but bugger her, the girl was certain she would have passed out. But the man was more knowing than that. His hands searched out parts of her body sure to arouse her, excite her, to make her forget the pain of his entry up her ass.
His hands stroked across the turgid nipples. His finger delved far up her cunt and wiggled around like a spastic worm. He looped a finger around her slippery little clit and stroked upward. The good sensations smashing into her body blotted out the pain of being sodomized.
She was soon making little gurgly noises of joy deep in her throat. Then and only then did she feel an extra inch inserted up her asshole. And when her inner membranes had stretched to accommodate the huge prick being shoved in, another inch followed. The entry was gradual. Not a bit like the anal rape she had endured before.
This was even exciting!
She felt the man's cock bouncing around inside her. The prick was jerking and pulsating in rhythm to his heart beat. Her sensitive passage could detect the slightest change in shape and size.
The broad arrowhead of his glans seemed to expand. She knew he was having a hard time controlling his lust. And that excited her even more.
He wanted her so much he was having trouble keeping his jism back!
She could sense his balls wetly slapping against her dangling pussy. He was working firmly behind her now. His hairy thighs were pressing into her silky-smooth bottom, the ass that had been whipped by the man in black clothing. She quickly got him out of her mind. There was too much else going on to please her. Hurtful memories were best buried.
Buried like the cock up her rear passage. He was completely in her rectum now. And his cock was throbbing and waiting to give her the sexiest enema of her life. Soon, very soon, he would be spewing out his jizz. He would cream down her entire asshole and make her feel good instead of bad about being butt-fucked.
"Go, baby, go! Fuck it good!" she cried out. Her entire body was trembling in reaction. She knew she had to have it done. She wanted it.
She needed it badly.
And he gave it to her.
His cock slid out, then went back in. Slowly at first. The next trip up her tailpipe was a little faster. And the next was faster still. Soon, he was uninhibitedly fucking her shit chute. All the emotion locked up in his body was being given release.
His prick surged up her tight passage. He felt like he was being crushed to death. But still he fucked on. His prick was seared by the intense inner heat from the teenager's asshole.
Each forward thrust was greeted by a backward one. She was trying to impale herself entirely on his dick. The way the elastic tunnel tightened down around his dong made him sure he was doing the right thing. This was the best fucking of his life.
His body was covered with a thin sheet of sweat from the exertion. He was struggling to hold down the tide of his passion. His balls had hardened into a tight little sphere dangling under his cock. The fuzzy little sac was filled with super-heated, lead-heavy jism. It was beginning to boil and burn. It wasn't easy holding it back. He had to get his rocks off soon or he'd lose his mind!
He fucked even faster up her rear. His cock was almost sucked up into her body now. She wasn't fighting him off any more. She was trying her damnedest to take as much of his cock up her ass as she could. Corn holing seemed to appeal to her in a big way.
The girl's entire body shook in reaction every time the meaty battering ram smashed into her asshole. She clamped down on it, trying to hold it inside her. She felt the broad glans expand and knew she was milking him of his cum. It wouldn't be long before he was blasting his seed into her ass.
Still she clutched at his cock. She didn't want to let it leave. It was warming her inside. He was driving deep into her guts with every hard fucking movement. And that was exactly what she wanted the most out of his long prick.
"Yes, go, yesss! Aieeee!" She came.
Her world shook and spun and revolved entirely around the prick impaling her ass. As she was coming down from her pinnacle of lust, she felt his cock begin to tremble as if with some exotic form of palsy. She knew it was over for him.
When the fiery tide of his cum splattered up her rectum, she came again.
Together, they rocked and bucked out their passions. Their bodies smashed together. They struggled passionately until it was no longer possible for them to continue.
Susan collapsed forward onto the bed, her body drained of all emotion.
Joe remained on his knees, his cock dangling limply between his legs. It was obvious he wasn't going to get it up for some time.
"That was simply super, Joe!" she enthused. Rolling over, she gazed into his eyes and saw he agreed. "Thank you."
"Why are you thanking me? I actually beat you at the pool game. And this is the reason I was paying five bucks a game."
"It's more than that. I can tell. Don't lie to me. It's more than just sex to you, isn't it?"
He looked uncomfortable. "What do you mean? I like balling. It beats hell out of jerking off over a girlie mag."
"There's more than just sex to what we do. I feel it. I think you feel it, too."
"Love?" he snorted. "Don't talk to me about love. You don't have the foggiest idea what you're talking about."
"Okay. Forget I mentioned it. But… any time, Joe. Any time you want – sex – will be fine with me. You don't have to go through the motions of beating me at pool. I'm yours."
He looked at her, a combination of confusion and stark lust in his eyes.



CHAPTER SEVEN


"Well," he said reluctantly, "You are different. A lot different. I didn't come into this place much, you know? But when l saw you, hell, I would have spent every last dime I had trying to win."
"You don't have to do that."
"Yeah, I know it now. But won't your boss get pissed off at you for this? I mean, giving it away hardly seems like something he would really groove on."
"He doesn't own me. I'm not his slave or anything like that."
"Yeah, sure. That's what they all say."
She flared up suddenly. "What are you saying? That I'm nothing but a cheap whore? You stupid son of a bitch! Don's my father!"
"Oh sweet Jesus," Joe sighed, sinking down onto the bed in a cross-legged sitting position. "I didn't know! Honest! Christ, he'll murder me for fucking around with his daughter. I heard about him. He's an okay guy as long as nobody crosses him."
"Silly. I'm old enough to pick anyone I want and Daddy can't say a word about it. Well," she admitted, "He can but it won't do any good."
"How old are you?" Joe was looking decidedly nervous.
"Uh, eighteen," she lied. Seeing he didn't believe her, she said, "Oh, all right. I'm only sixteen but what's that got to do with it? Don't I make love like an eighteen-year-old? What's a couple years?"
"The difference between statutory rape and consent, babe. That's what the difference is. I don't blame you. Hell, I can only blame myself. But I sure enjoyed it! And I can see why so many guys end up doing time for statutory if all their chicks are like you!"
"Oh, you're just trying to get rid of me. Don't you like me?" she asked, her hand straying down between his legs. His cock was still limp but she felt a strong pulse in the big blue vein on top. A little squeeze here and a tweak there and he was decidedly uncomfortable.
And his prick was coming back to life.
"It's not that!" he protested. "Dammit, you're the best lay I ever found. And the prettiest! But watch it!" He swatted her hand away from his pecker. But it did no good. She quickly returned to her post.
"That's telling me you really want me. Look at it. Your lovely cock is rising from the dead!"
And it was. His prick was beginning to stiffen. It wasn't the full-fledged fucking tool he had before. But she didn't expect it to be – yet. It was still depleted from reaming out her ass.
She sighed and snugged down into the soft bedspread. She felt the softness soothing her rear end. Her entire ass seemed to be glowing red hot. She'd had it spanked and it hadn't felt this warm before.
Butt-fucking had a lot to recommend it, she thought. It could keep her really warm on cold winter nights.
Her entire body seemed to glow just as if she'd been fucked up the cunt.
But there was more to it. Buggered well, her innards were still quaking with lust. It seemed as if his cock running in and out of her rectum was a trigger setting off hidden desires, desires that had never been brought out in the open before.
She was feeling an insatiable need for cock now. It had been bad before.
She was usually horny. But this was a yearning that wouldn't die easily.
She would have to have cock and lots of it to be satisfied again. She had Joe to thank for awakening those deep-seated itchings.
Her introduction to ass-fucking was over. Now she was willing to repeat the same old stuff she had always enjoyed so much. Her little pussy was screaming for attention – and a finger crammed up her twat simply wouldn't be enough.
She had to have more cock. And since Joe's was the only one available, she did her damnedest to bring it back to life.
Gently fondling his balls was doing the trick. He tried to get away but as long as she held his nuts, he wasn't going anywhere. And he seemed to be amazed at the sight of his cock rising up again.
It hadn't been that long since they'd finished their lovemaking. To get another boner so fast was something of a record for him. And Susan loved the thought of him ramming his prong into her cunt. It was the reason she was struggling so to get him up one more time.
Her asshole was well fucked. Now she wanted a repeat – this time in the yearning cavity between her legs.
"Look at that!" she enthused. "This is going to be pretty and long and hard in another couple minutes."
"I don't know how you do it. I'm not a one-shot man, no way. But I never got it back this quick. You're a hot bush, Sue. A really foxy chick. I bet we could make it all night long!"
"Want to try?"
"Let's just try for the afternoon. I want something to look forward to later on."
Joe had completely forgotten his worry about screwing a sixteen-year-old girl whose father just happened to own the building they were so busy getting ready to fuck in.
And who could blame him? Susan had his balls cupped in the palm of her hand. She was gently massaging and soothing the flesh of his cock. And like magic, it was rising straight up in the air.
Like a soldier scaling a wall, she was all over him. Joe was carried back and found himself lying on the bed, Susan straddling his waist. She was still stroking his swelling hard-on. The girl wasn't going to let that get away from her.
Joe laughed. "This is the first time I ever been raped. You gonna do a good job of it? Or will I have to complain to the management?"
"I'll do a good job, big boy. As long as you keep it long."
His cock was standing rigid now. Her fingers felt warm flesh underneath.
The loose skin was vanishing as her manipulations made him more and more aware of his own desires and lust.
She soon had a completely stiff prick in her hand. She began working her hand up and down the entire length. Rewarded by moans from the man's throat, she moved her fingers more rapidly. She was beating him off in the best possible way.
The cock began jerking and dancing around. She realized this was what she was really after. Her cunt felt empty and neglected. It needed to be filled. But not yet.
Her hands left his cock and began to roam over his body. His flat belly was muscled with thick slabs of hard flesh. And the thick mat of hair on his chest excited her. She felt her cunt begin to water as she laced her fingers in the man's hair.
His little nipples seemed to throb under her touch. She lightly pulled at the hair, pressed into his nipples, then said, "Those seem like such a waste. Tits on a bull."
"They break up the blankness. Now, damn it, get on with it. I can feel my balls beginning to boil. If you keep talking, I'm going to come all over you. We wouldn't want that, would we?"
"No, we wouldn't," she agreed.
She leaned forward and kissed him. Their mouths worked feverishly against each other. Their lips strained to crush the other's. Then their tongues began darting back and forth in an erotic hide and seek. She felt a tremor pass through the man's body. He was beginning to really get hot for her.
And she wanted him strung out all the way. He'd blown his wad just a few minutes before. Getting a hard-on again was possible but there wouldn't be all that much locked up in his nuts. If she brought him off again so soon, it could be painful for him.
She had to give his balls time enough to accumulate a new load of jism.
All this flashed through her mind in a split second, then she was too busy working with her mouth to care about anything else. His tongue smashed hard into hers. As the rough, pink tongues caressed each other, she felt a new dimension being added to their lovemaking.
Hands clamped firmly on her boobs. She knew he was expert in manipulating them when the lightest touch sent icy chills through her chest and hot spines up and down her back. He gripped the base of her jugs. From there, he moved carefully up until he came to the coppery area just around the nipples.
His thumbs and forefingers squeezed down. She let out a little yelp of joy. This was where it was at!
She could let him fondle her jugs all day long!
When he pressed the tits firmly together, she knew he was just trying to remold them to suit himself. It didn't matter to her. The slow warmth shooting down into her chest was expanding like ripples in a pool. Her entire body was beginning to respond to his manipulations.
And that meant her cunt, too.
She had to have cock thrust all the way up her twat. The hungering slit begged for dick. There was nothing else it would accept. If it didn't get it soon, she would surely go mad.
Reaching down, she found the long pole of his cock. Her fingers moved relentlessly up and down his cock until she was certain it was hard and stiff. It had grown into a full-fledged fucking-stick. There was no question in her mind this was exactly what she needed.
Lifting her body slightly, legs spread wide, her cunt gaped. She moved the prick around like the stick shift on a car. It was slowly pulled upright and directly under her yawning cavity. She relaxed her muscles a little and lowered around the prick.
He grunted as her flaming pussy lips touched the very tip of his glans.
She had to agree. That light touch was almost enough to set off her own orgasm. Rut there was more waiting. There had to be. This was just the start. And she wouldn't finish until she had fucked herself good on his nine-inch prong.
Wiggling her hips from side to side in a sensuous motion, she screwed herself down around his dong. The plum-tipped prod pushed through her hot cunt lips. She felt as if millions of tiny needles had been thrust into her cunt. Her insides churned and came alive.
She lowered her body a little move. A full inch of cock was inside her hot little box now. She rejoiced in the way his dick completely filled her. It rubbed against the walls of her twat, stroked hard against the delicately scalloped inner cunt lips, stimulated all the nerves.
She kept twisting from side to side. She knew what he was reeling. He had to be thinking she was trying to rip his cock out by the roots. At any rate, that's the way it felt to her. And she wanted nothing more than to have his prick all to herself!
She kept up the screwing motion as she lowered still another inch. She gasped when it felt as if his cock had stuck. Her juices were fully lubricating her twat now. She couldn't understand what had happened. She wiggled and bent forward slightly. Then she gasped as his prick slid all the way up her cunt.
The position she was letting it slip into her cunt had bent his mighty prick just enough to prevent its full entry. Leaning forward gave it a more normal entry angle. And it slid all the way home.
She felt her pussy fur mingling with his bush. Their crotches were firmly touching. She sighed as a tremor quaked through her. Tits jiggling slightly, the girl began to wiggle her hips back and forth. The motion of the cock far inside her cunt set off a chain reaction that promised to lead to an atomic blast of climax.
Every single inch of her slimy cunt was being stroked by the long cock.
That nine-inch pleasure stick was giving her the maximum enjoyment. And it would give more, lots more!
She placed her hands on the muscled slabs of his stomach and began moving up his rod. It slipped out of her juicy quim like a sword from a sheath. There wasn't any need to hurry. She made the exit as slow as she'd tried to make the original entrance.
His belly was quivering under her hands. As long as he lay back and did nothing, he could control himself. She knew how aroused he was by now.
His cock told her everything. She could feel the steady pulsating of his cock trapped inside her twat. And his breathing was becoming more and more hurried, but still nothing he couldn't handle.
Handle. Like her tits. She missed his fingers stroking across the inflated tips. There had to be more to this.
"My boobs. Take them and fondle them again. I… I like that a hell of a lot."
"Okay," His voice rasped out. His control was good but being pushed to the limits by her slow fucking.
The teenager felt his hands working on her tits once more. He shoved them from side to side, then gripped them and began rotating them. She thought he was trying to pull them off. But it didn't matter. It was so damned stimulating, she would have gladly let him tear them from her slender body for a little more excitement.
He was turning her left tit in a clockwise direction. The right tit was being turned in the opposite direction. Her entire being told her she was being pulled apart.
But the warmth rapidly returned to her chest. Her lungs seemed to fill with liquid fire. Each breath was ragged, tortured. She was feeling the full effects of his tit-fondling.
And between her legs was another wonderland of sex. His slippery dick was sliding out of her manhole. Soon, only the very glans on the tip remained inside her body. She didn't want to let it all escape. If that happened, in her aroused state, she might miss. She didn't want to let it get entirely away from her. She had to use her hands to support herself against his muscular stomach. And asking him to stuff his cock back up her cunt would mean he would have to take one hand from her tits. That just wouldn't do.
Not at all.
"Sue, doll, oh God! Hurry! I can barely keep it in!"
"Ummm!" she sighed. Her eyes were half-closed as she let the waves of pleasure wash through her body.
It was too good to give up.
But the old urgency in her loins made her move faster. Her body started up and down on his trapped cock with increased tempo. She began fucking herself with new vigor. Her hips corkscrewed down in a twisty, turning motion. But that was icing on the cake.
What really mattered was the prick surging into her guts.
She took his cock into her cunt even faster. The friction began to mount. Every time his cock pushed through her pussy lips, they compressed those sensitive flaps a bit more. She was getting the sensation of a forest fire raging out of control. And it was in her cunt. And his cock was stoking the flames higher and higher.
The fire spread rapidly throughout her belly. And the burning, all-devouring warmth filling her body from the way he was fucking her nipples around was pouring down through her.
The two raging conflagrations met. The teenager's entire body was gripped with the heat and warmth and wonderfulness of being well fucked.
The hands on her boobs helped. But it was the cock driving back and forth in her cunt that did it.
She came.
Her hips began flying up and down, out of control. She fucked herself as rapidly as she could on his slippery prong. There was nothing else in her universe except for the impaling spike of hot flesh penetrating her twat. That was the center of everything. And she wanted to get the best out of it she could.
As her body was ravaged by the velvet and iron grip of orgasm, her cunt walls smashed down hard on his buried cock. He gasped and gripped harder on her tits. He had tried guiding her up and down his prong in a rhythm that pleased him. She was too horny for that. She was intent on fucking herself in exactly the way she wanted.
Now that his cock was fully inside her, the orgasm took its toll on his control. The collapsing walls of her convulsing cunt made him think he had fucked into a vise. A hot vise lined with velvet. But he managed to arch his back and lift her body off the bed.
His cock drove even deeper up her cunt. Their crotches pound together in the most erotic way possible. He felt the heat boiling out of her cunt and setting fire to his prick.
He fell back to the bed and felt his cock slip partially from her twat.
His shaft was suddenly very cold. He arched up again and buried himself as deeply as he could in that raging, convulsing sea of flesh.
The wave of heat coming out to meet him set fire to his cock. The flames leapt back and tickled his balls. Then it set them to boiling. And he knew his balls had become a boiler with only one safety valve.
The pin-prick hole at the end of his cock expanded. Then it fountained out the white tide of his cum. His jism hosed down her still shivering cunt with total abandon.
He twisted and hunched in to drive his cock all the way to the hilt in its sexy sheath.
He succeeded. He felt her body seized again with another orgasm. And then another. While his cock was still spewing out its load, she came a fourth time. She was consumed with lust. And her squeezing cunt milked him entirely dry of his jizz. His cock deflated like a pricked balloon this time. It slipped out of Susan's manhole amid a flood of white slime and cunt juice. He was totally exhausted. Coming twice in such a short time had entirely drained him physically and emotionally.
He was sated.
But Susan wasn't.
"Wow," she sighed. "That was super." Then she saw his limp cock and knew it would be a long time before he could ever get it up again. Maybe an hour or longer. The disappointed look told Joe all he needed to know.
"Look, doll, I've had it for now and it's apparent you're still horny.
So why don't you come over to my place later on tonight? Then we can get it on again?"
"Super!" she agreed, visions of fucking all night with this stud in her horny brain.



CHAPTER EIGHT


Sue and Joe walked down the stairs, hand in hand. That was their big mistake because Don was standing at the foot of the stairs, an ugly expression on his face.
"You don't have to tell me what you've been doing," he said.
Sue glanced from him to Joe. Joe had blanched entirely white. She was going to have to say something – fast – to avoid trouble.
"Oh, Daddy, don't be such a stick-in-the-mud. You're too uptight over what goes on these days."
"The hell I am. I don't want my daughter acting like a common whore."
"Are there any around here? Is Cat?" Sue know she was hitting below the belt – and that was exactly where she had to reach her father.
"Don't give me that. You know what I mean. Hell, look at the way you're walking! He must have really fucked you silly."
"Yeah, he did. He's damn good at it. And I enjoyed it, too. Is that a crime?"
"I'll talk with you later. As to you, kid, I'll break your fuckin' neck if I ever catch you with my daughter again."
"Now look, Don, it's just like she said. Everything between us is…"
"There won't be anything else between you."
"There really wasn't much between us upstairs, Daddy. Not when he had his cock all the way in. And it's such a long prick, too." She hoped to shock him to his senses. Instead, it had the opposite effect. It drove him wild with rage.
Don reached out and grabbed Joe by the front of his shirt. In spite of Joe's bulky body, Don easily picked him up and held him at arm's length for the span of a heartbeat. Then he let him down but still held onto the fistful of shirt.
"I ought to push your face in. But I'll be satisfied if you never show it around here again. And if you do…" He left the rest of his sentence unstated. His meaning was perfectly clear to all the onlookers.
Cat spoke up. "Cool down, Don. So what's so bad about the kids having a little tumble?"
"Shut up."
"Now look, you, nobody uses that tone…"
His look would have frozen a blast furnace. Cat started to say something else and the words caught in her throat. She fell silent. She'd never seen Don in such a rage and wasn't about to tangle with him. Let the kid pull her own chestnuts – or nuts – out of the fire.
"Daddy, you're being ridiculous. We…"
"You shut up, too." Turning to Joe, he said, "Ten seconds to get the hell out of here."
"Look, I didn't mean anything. Your daughter, she…"
"You've got five seconds. And then I get mad."
The look was enough to send Joe scuttling out the door. He glanced back at Susan and winked. A little smile danced at the corners of his mouth.
His meaning was plain.
He was telling her: "See you at my place. Later."
She smiled wanly. And nodded. She wanted him. Badly. And her father was being such a drag about it. But she wasn't going to argue with him. Not while he was in such a rage. It had been a long time since she'd seen him this mad. Since he and her mother were still married, in fact.
Don watched Joe leave, then turned back to his daughter. "I ought to ship you right back to your mother. But she's still off with her boyfriend, I guess. You just watch your step, young lady, or you're going to get your bottom properly spanked."
Susan blushed at that. More from embarrassment thinking of what the man in the black silk had done to her than anything else. For a ghastly minute she thought her father knew about that, too. But then she realized he would have killed the man. With Joe, he was taking a less violent route because deep down he knew there was nothing wrong with what they'd done.
He was just feeling responsible for her. Maybe he thought he had been derelict in his duties as a father.
Whatever explanation, he was being a real drag. If this kept up, he could put a real crimp in her sex life.
"All right, Daddy. I'll watch my step."
He started to say something and then thought better of it. He reached out and grabbed Cat by the arm. He pulled her up the stairs. The woman smiled broadly and waved to Susan as she went up… The decided wink told the teenager Cat would try to intervene in her behalf in the best place possible – in Don's bed.
But it wouldn't do to have her father mad at her. Not with her cunt just begging to have cock stuffed up it again. ‹hr› Susan didn't have any trouble finding Joe's apartment. She hesitantly knocked on the door. She didn't know if she was doing the right thing or not. Her father would be furious if he caught her sneaking off to meet Joe. Especially after the way he'd publicly made it known he didn't want Joe seeing her again.
There was no way he would ever admit his daughter was going to see Joe.
Don would always twist it around the other way. Susan was certain about that.
The door opened and Joe stood there, outlined by the light within. His broad shoulders seemed even more muscular when seen in silhouette. Susan felt a familiar shiver coursing through her body.
She wanted him so bad she could taste it.
"Sue! Come on in. Or is this a kiss-off?"
"I'll kiss you," she said. And she did. For long minutes.
Finally breaking off, he said, "Hmmm, that's the kind of kiss-off I like. But is everything square with your old man again? I don't want him coming after me. He could tear me into little pieces. Or even worse, I've heard he's a crack shot. Ventilation is nice in the summer – but not when it's my body."
"Oh, don't worry about Daddy. I can handle him."
"I'd rather have you handle me."
"Really?"
"Within reason. Just keep your old man away and you can handle me all you want. On one condition."
"What's that?" she asked, fumbling at the zipper on his trousers.
"I get to handle you at the same time!"
"It's a deal!"
She managed to fumble out his cock. It was soft but slowly stiffening.
She decided to help it along. Dropping to her knees, she began kissing the limp hose. In her hands, it began hardening with surprising rapidity.
Kissing up and down the length, she began lightly nipping at the loose folds of flesh: when the cock was almost entirely rigid, she thrust the very tip into her mouth and sucked.
For one horrifying second, Joe thought she was going to suck his guts out through the tip of his pecker.
"Damn, but you can suck!" he cried. "Let up a second – oh, wow!"
She kept sucking but changed her style a little. She pulled in the entire glans. Inside her mouth, she was able to give it the full benefit of her agile tongue. Rolling around the rim, she gave him surge after exciting surge of enjoyment.
It blasted down the length of his cock and tightened up his balls. The little sac containing his nuts collapsed into a tiny sphere. His load of jizz had been replenished. And it was beginning to feel like he had a runaway boiler trapped under his cock again. She was bringing him to a quick boil with her mouth.
Her tongue traced around the edge of his cockhead. Each feathery touch was like having a live wire rammed into his flesh. The tingles grew in intensity until he was constantly moaning.
Then she began sucking more of his cock into her mouth. Inch by inch, his red pecker vanished from sight. The rubbery tip of his cock bounced off the top of her mouth. With a convulsive gulp, she managed to swallow all nine inches of his cock.
Every time she swallowed, her throat muscles worked against the sensitive underside of his cock. He was barely able to keep from coming.
His hips were struggling to keep still. He didn't want to begin ramming any deeper into her face.
Not with all nine inches buried in her throat.
She gently pushed his cock from her mouth using her tongue. At first, it was a sensual cradle for his prick. Then it became a teasing, tormenting probe lightly touching first here, then there. His entire cock pulsed in excitement.
"Sue, umm, wow! Susan! Let's go into the bedroom. I… I want to eat you out!"
His hands reached down and looped under her arms. He lifted her.
Reluctantly she abandoned her post at his cock. But the promise of being eaten out was too much to resist.
Together, they went into the bedroom. And there they slowly undressed each other. Much kissing and fondling later, they were stretched out on the bed, laying flat on his back, her crouching over his face.
In this position, he could reach up and sample the delicacies of her cunt. And she could bend forward and take his dork into her mouth and suck. They were both happy.
And they both vividly went after the object of their hunger.
The girl felt his tongue spear out and into her cunt without any preliminaries. And she loved it!
The way he was eating her out, she knew she might come at any instant.
So she leaned forward, hunkered down so that her crotch would be comfortably available for the man's attentions, and then began sucking on his turgid cock again.
The pecker looked so lonesome, she just had to stuff it into her mouth.
The male taste of it turned her on in a big way. She could barely keep from sucking it out by its roots. Her tongue laved it with long, lapping caresses. And her teeth lightly nipped at it. She didn't want to hurt him. This was just one more way of getting him really hot in a short lime.
"Umm, yeah, baby, suck!" he cried.
She let his cock slip free from her ruby lips and called down to him,
"Shut up and keep eating!"
"Your wish is my command!"
She groaned as his tongue shot back up her twat. She could feel it rummaging around inside her cunt. He was slurping up every single drop of love juice he could find. Starting at the back part of the split vee of her cunt lips, he carefully worked forward. She knew it every time his tongue leaped out and sucked up another droplet of her lubricant.
He parted her lips with his rough, wet tongue. Running along just underneath the edge of the labia he sent shivers racing up her spine.
Her ass began to twitch in response to his erotic mouthing. Her entire body started to come alive to his mouth-love.
When he reached her clit, she was sure she would lose her mind. He sucked the tiny pillar into his mouth. Then he gently nibbled away with his teeth. The hardness contrasted sharply with the roughness of his tongue. And the soft caresses of his lips made her all weak and watery inside.
Her guts had turned to jello. She was shaking as if she had some sort of erotically induced palsy. There was nothing that could be done to her snatch that he wasn't attempting.
His tongue gently flipped the tip of her clit back and forth. Each touch sent a knife of pure delight into her body. Her cunt superheated and turned frothy in reaction. She had to have it tended to – fast!
"My… poor little pussy!" she called. "Your tongue! Tongue-fuck me now!"
And he did.
She felt his tongue slip past her labia, swirl around her delicate inner cunt lips for a moment, then stab out into the deep recesses of her cunt. And once there, he turned his tongue into a swirling tornado of pure desire. He didn't miss a single drop of her cunt juice. His tongue leaped and flickered and bounced from one side of her twat to the other.
She was completely aroused.
Falling forward, she let his cock enter her lips. She started sucking in response to what he was doing to her pussy. The teenager let all her lust flow free. She sucked until her cheeks went concave under the vacuum. Her tongue was a never-ending source of delight for the man. And the way her head bobbed up and down insured he was getting a fine blow job.
She was fucking her face as hard as she could. Her lips were pursed into an "O" which touched every section of his pecker as it came soaring into her face. And once there, she tried to hold it in several ways. Her tongue pressed it hard against the roof of her mouth. She sucked as hard as she could. And her teeth promised an incredibly erotic prison for his length of fuck stick.
He was groaning but the sounds were muffled. His face was crammed entirely into her twat. She could feel his nose close to her asshole.
His mouth was completely locked on her cunt lips now. He had bunched them up and sucked them into his mouth to torment them with his tongue.
He ran his tongue along the creased pussy lips. And he tried sucking her juices out from between them. She felt tongues of flame leap into her cunt every time he touched her. And the way he was rocking his head back and forth gave added stimulus to this wondrous eating out.
She let his cock snap out of her mouth as she moaned, "More! I need more of, ohhh, aaaieeee!"
He had rammed his tongue far up her twat again. This was all it took to ignite the rocket blast of orgasm that erupted in her body. She rocked back and forth with the sudden release of pent-up energy.
His hands reached around her body and gripped hard at her asscheeks. He rocked and rolled with her motion as the climax seized control of her hips. Under his fingers, the silky-smooth flesh flushed. She was burning up with lust.
Lust he had built up in her!
That thought lodged and drove him on. He wanted to give her more, ever more excitement. His tongue began slurping all along the gash of her cunt. He found her cut. He diddled with it until another orgasm exploded in her body. Then he moved forward a bit and found the tangled mat of her pussy mound.
His tongue looped and laced through the forest until he tired of the wiry hair. He moved back, lightly passing over her clitoris. He found the well of her cunt. His tongue descended into her hole once again. He rolled his tongue around the tiny hole so that he could find and excite every nerve ending in her snatch.
He succeeded.
She climaxed again.
She was coming like a machine gun now. It didn't matter what he did. It was all pure, undiluted excitement for her. She was so totally responsive to his mouth love, when he sucked off some of the juices leaking froth her twat, she came still another time.
He wondered what her body was going to be like after they finished. No woman could come this many times and not feel it.
She would be totally drained. Drained and exhausted just as he'd been earlier in the day. He smiled slightly at the thought. This was fitting revenge on her. He'd make her come so many times, she wouldn't be able to continue. He'd wear her out. He'd completely sate her sexual drives.
He'd show her who was boss!
His mouth clamped down on the slightly bristly rim of her cunt again. He sucked. His tongue massaged. He slurped up every drop of fuck fluid leaking from her manhole. Tireless this time, the man's appetite for things sexual soared and knew no bounds.
She came again.
There was a great satisfaction in knowing he was bringing her off so many times in a row. But it was also demanding on his body, too. Her sucking had increased to the point where he was certain she would completely pull off his dick.
And the way she was fondling and tugging at his balls convinced him he wouldn't be able to keep it up much longer. The salty taste of her succulent juices drove him wild with lust. The feel of the fuck fluid dribbling across his chin made him suck even harder, made his tongue drive cock-hard up her cunt.
But there was no denying the way his balls felt. He was going to blow his rocks off at any second.
When the teenager's tongue made a slow, sensual circuit around the rim of his cock, that was it. His cum exploded into her eager mouth.
He felt her sucking hard on his rod. She pulled every drop out of his balls. The fiery surge all along his length spread rapidly throughout his body. He experienced the ultimate in human pleasure. His orgasm was the best ever.
As the two lovers collapsed to the bed, he said to Susan, "I don't know about you but I've about had it. For the moment."
She smiled. "I'd like to keep going but I can see you're not up to it.
Not right now." She idly fingered his limp cock.
He couldn't believe his ears. She'd come repeatedly and still she wanted more. She wasn't human – she was a fuckin' nympho!
"I'm so sweaty," he said, "I'd like to get some of it off, I need a shower. How about you?"
"I can think of something even better."
He was curious. He asked, "What might that be you horny little bitch?"
"A cat bath."
She quickly spun end for end and lay across his body. Her quick tongue flashed out and began leaving broad paths of saliva across his hairy chest. She was intent on licking him clean.
He had to admit the feeling was nice. The wet, rough feel of her tongue across his chest was good. It stimulated him, but not enough to bring his sleeping cock back to life. That was some time in the future. But he could enjoy this for the moment.
His fingers laced through her silky hair. He idly played with it as she made soft, animal-like noises and worked over his body. Her tongue was untiring. It sought out every possible place where he might be stimulated.
Just looking at her sleek body was a big enough turn-on for Joe. She had the curviest ass he could remember. And the way her tits gently swayed told him again how firm and young the flesh was. There was nothing about Sue that he didn't like.
She wasn't beautiful. But she was a lot more than pretty. The tits were a pretty handful. The slim waist he could reach around with both hands if he tried. And the hips were definitely womanly. That ass was a big turn-on for him. He remembered with fondness what it was like to have it surrounding his cock as he drove hard and far up her asshole.
But the triangle of her pussy mound pointed at the best part. That snatch could suck a man up into it and hold him prisoner. She could do things with her stomach muscles other chicks only dreamed of doing. And such wonderful things!
She could massage and grip and caress his cock once he got it up that virgin-tight pussy.
And her sex drive seemed to be limitless. She could fuck like a rabbit all night long. And right now, that was exactly what she seemed intent on doing.
He could think of worse ways of spending a night.



CHAPTER NINE


He could have lain there all night letting the teenager work her tongue under his chin, across his jaw line, over his mustache. Even when the licking turned to kissing, he didn't mind. Quite the contrary. He loved the attention he was getting.
But Joe was worried. He remembered what Susan's father had said. True, she had come to him. And he wasn't about to go back to that pool hall as long as Don was mad. But if he got the hair up his ass that Joe was making a special attempt to seduce his daughter -that was a laugh! – there was no telling what he might do.
Seducing his daughter…
With her licking and begging him to fuck her again?
That was a laugh. A real joke to be appreciated only by those there and experiencing it. Joe decided that was a pretty limited membership club at the moment.
"Sue," he said, when she began working on his ear with her mouth. "I do want to take a shower. Your spit is starting to dry all over my body.
It's tickling me. Hey!"
Her fingers worked down over his ribs. She began tickling him.
"How do you like that? And do you really prefer an old shower to me? I think I'm being insulted. Am I?"
"Why don't you come along and see?"
The thought of the girl's naked body gleaming in the shower, water falling all around them, suddenly appealed to Joe. There wasn't a hell of a lot he would rather experience at the moment.
"You mean it?"
"Sure. How else am I going to get my back properly soaped down?"
She swatted him on a trim flank. He just laughed at her, reached out and hooked his middle finger up and into her cunt. She moaned but followed him. She didn't have much choice.
And the last thing she wanted to do was disobey. The promise of the shower was appealing to her, too. Seeing his body all wet and shining and muscled was making her hot just thinking about it.
In the bathroom, Joe turned the shower on until he got the right temperature, then opened the stall door,, bowed from the waist and said,
"After you, dear lady."
She bit back her laughter. He looked so silly standing there, stark naked, bowing. His cock bounced back and forth in a very undignified manner but she wasn't going to say anything.
She returned the bow with a little curtsey, saying, "Thank you, good sir." Stepping into the shower, she felt the sharp sting of the needles of hot water against her aroused flesh. "Umm, that's nice!"
It was crowded in the stall. But neither of them really cared.
Joe produced a bar of soap and said, "I'll soap you down first. It looks like fun to me!"
"Me, too!" she returned. "But don't take too long. I don't want to run out of hot water."
"Don't worry about that. If things go as I think they will, we'll be making everything hot enough in here to boil water!"
"Braggart!"
"Nope. Optimist."
And then he began plying the bar of soap over her body. It left foamy bands across her back. With his other hand, he gently rubbed the soap in. His hand glided across her shoulders and down her back so that he could feel each and every bone in her spine.
When he reached the bottom of her backbone and started out over the curving expanse of her ass, he felt the first twinges of life returning to his cock. He knew this was going to be just the ticket to get him up again.
His hands probed and dived between her asscheeks. The humid canyon between the meaty slabs seemed to vibrate with life. He liberally applied more soap and fondled her buttocks until he thought it was unseemly to continue much longer. He doubted if she would complain, but he couldn't use up the entire bar of soap just on her.
"Turn around," he ordered.
As she turned, tiny drops of water were slung off the tips of her jugs.
He licked his lips when he saw them gleaming in the light. A thin sheen of water coated them. Without even thinking, he moved forward and bent down and began to suck.
He felt the hard nipple press against his tongue. He was quickly lost in the sheer pleasure of sucking on her boob. His mouth worked hard against the stiff button.
"Umm, that's nice. But the soap?" she asked. Her fingers were stroking the back of his head, pulling his face in to her knockers. She was saying one thing and demanding another from him.
"Umpgh!" was all he managed to say. With a mouthful of titflesh, he wasn't about to give it up to carry on a conversation that couldn't possibly be as interesting.
He buried his face in the deep crevice between the twin mounds of tit.
The pillow flesh on either side of his head aroused him. The twinge in his groin was growing. He felt energy surging back into his depleted cock. The feel of her tits brushing on either side of his face was nice, the feel of silky flesh under his fingers made his hands tremble, and added to all of it was the falling water against his body.
Each tiny jet of water was revitalizing him. And the nearness of such a wonderful piece of ass was definitely getting his cock back into shape for fucking once more.
"Gotta keep soaping," he muttered, then moved lower on her body.
"Don't stop! Keep, ohhhh, keep going!"
He worked lower with the bar of soap. He found her bush especially responsive to his work. Soon, he'd built up a huge pile of lather on her pussy mound. Scrubbing, he stimulated her. The man tried not to touch her pussy lips: he wanted to save that for later.
Skipping down, he worked over her thighs and legs. The satin feel of skin flowing under his hands completed the task of making his cock completely hard again.
As he finished off a dainty foot, the teenager said, "My turn!"
She took the bar of soap and immediately worked down his body. But when the girl got to his prick, she suddenly discovered he had a raging hard-on begging to be buried up a cunt. She fondled it, her hands slick with soap. Her agile hands worked back and over his hard-muscled ass. As she reached around, she sucked his prick into her mouth. Suddenly assaulted by three carnal delights, he almost came.
Her hands were delving far into the crevice between his asscheeks.
Slippery with soap, her slender fingers glided over his skin like they had been well oiled.
The water plummeting down stung and aroused.
But her mouth sucking on his cock gave him the most excitement. She seemed to be forever hungry for cock. It didn't matter to the girl how she got it. She would give a blow job then expect to get her tight little cunt fucked. And she'd turned around and wonder why he couldn't screw her up the ass.
She was insatiable.
Finishing off his legs, she mumbled around the plug of cock in her mouth, then rose up to her full height. Looking into his eyes, there was nothing but worship and glowing sex mirrored there.
"Ready?" he asked needlessly.
"Yes!"
He reached down and gently pressed his hand into her thigh. The flesh was trembling in anticipation of what was to come. She wasn't quite sure what he'd do. This was obviously new to her. But she knew it would be good. Sex always was.
He reached through and lifted her leg up. By bending down a little, he was able to slip his pecker under her body. Holding her leg up split her pussy wide and presented him with a good target to hone in on. He straightened a little and felt his cock brush against her pussy lips. He was just enough off target so that his cock went sliding away toward her asshole.
"Go on, doll. Guide me in."
She reached down and gripped the pulsating cylinder of warm flesh. There was nothing she loved more in the world than cock. Unless it was a cock driving hard and deep up her twat.
Shuddering when the wet prick probed into her cunt, she hooked her leg around the man's back. Like a snake, she tried to twine herself all over the wet body wrapped in her arms.
There could be no doubt she was approaching exactly the state she desired so much. The prick slid into her snatch in a smooth, even movement. She shuddered anew as the pussy lips folded inward under the impetus of the cock. Her entire cunt was coming alive. It was feeling the full effect of being fucked once again.
Clutching hard at the slippery body in her arms, she pulled herself around the man's chest. Her boobs dragged delightfully over his hairy chest. Nipples titillated, she heaved a big sigh of joy. But her mashed jugs were only part of the turn-on fucking in the shower was giving her.
Her leg was lifted high. And with the cock inside her twat, this caused entry at a new and exciting angle. That seemed to be where it was at – finding new ways of getting his cock into her cunt.
By lifting and lowering her leg looped around his back, she was able to stimulate herself. She felt the constriction around his cock and it transmitted sheer carnal enjoyment to her.
Soon, her entire body was ablaze with wanton lust. She was moving up and down, fucking herself on his cock. The smooth sliding action of her body over his only heightened the sensation. And the water failing all around, matting her hair, giving needle-point stimulation to her sensitive skin, was all an added bonus.
"Ummm, this is super!" she sighed, snuggling closer.
The man gasped as she tightened her cunt muscles and gripped down hard on his dong. He had to admit she was right. This was something special.
And a hell of a lot better than the old missionary position. He was having a hard time keeping his balance, though. With her fucking herself on his cock, he had to brace his feet on the slippery shower stall floor.
And with the soapy water running off their naked bodies, it wasn't as simple as he'd thought it would be at first. But he wasn't complaining.
He enjoyed this too much to want to stop.
She was doing such a fine job of screwing herself on his dick, he hardly felt he had to do anything more than stand there and enjoy. But he did.
He bent his knees, leaned back so that his hips would lever forward, then thrust straight up.
His cock speared hard into her twat. There was a liquid slurshing noise as he penetrated far up her pussy. Then the man's hips retreated a little. His cock moved out enough for him to build up momentum for another powerful fucking.
Soon, their bodies were working together perfectly. She was taking his prick all the way. He was splitting her beaver wide with each and every movement of his hips.
And both of them were held captive by the impaling spike of flesh ramming far up her cunt.
He loved the way her twat collapsed all around his cock. Her stomach muscles were good, very good. And she knew how to use them. She could trap his cock every time. He felt like a velvet glove was squeezing down on his rigid rod, massaging, giving him the ultimate in pleasure.
And she was enjoying giving him the full benefit of her educated cunt.
Just to have his hot flesh stuffed up her twat was good enough. She was getting to be a greedy bitch. She hungered for cock like most people desire food. It was becoming an obsession with her. She had to have all the prick she could find.
And Joe's was just about perfect.
The way his arms wrapped around her, supported her, comforted her, was sheer heaven. And with her leg curled around his back so that his cock could easily enter her – wonderful!
She started bouncing up and down to drive that nine inches of pleasure even deeper into her guts. The friction from his fucking was building like a storm. She knew it wouldn't be long before lightning blasted through her body – sexual lightning set off by orgasm.
The heat flushed her body and seemed to turn to steam as the water lightly stung her skin. She thought her crotch might be smoking, so fast were they fucking now. She didn't look. She couldn't. Her eyes were screwed shut. She wanted to enjoy each and every sensation smashing into her body.
As his wet bush rubbed against her clit, she came. The deep plunging cock was enough to set off her orgasm but the pressure of his wiry pubic hair over her clitoris was an added bonus.
As she came, he felt the burning tide of his own climax. Locked together, they passionately struggled and strained against the other's body. When their mutual lust had abated a little, Joe was gasping for breath. The cascade of water over his head robbed him of breath.
"Whew!" he panted. "That was something entirely new for me. I felt like I was floating and fucking at the same time."
Susan hung limply around his neck. She waited until his cock fell out of her twat of its own accord. It was dead for the moment and she knew she couldn't expect it to come back to life any time soon.
"Yeah, Joe, it was the best ever. I… I'm just sorry it's over."
He looked at her and shook his head. He couldn't believe she was still horny. And yet that seemed to be what she was saying.
Without another word, he dropped to his knees, forced open her legs and began tonguing and licking at her jism-drenched pussy. His tonguing didn't stop until she was as limp as a rag and couldn't stand even one more orgasm.



CHAPTER TEN


Susan spent the night with Joe. Alternating between fitful sleep and passionate wrestling, she had her fill of sex by morning. They had made love more times than she could count. Her dreams were even filled with visions of large cocks smashing into her tender body. And she loved it.
She had never felt better than when she left his apartment. Clinging to his neck for a moment, she said softly, "I think you're really something special, Joe. You're the greatest."
"Nope," he said. "I'd be the greatest if I could ever satisfy you, get you to beg me to stop fucking you. I swear to God, you're the horniest bitch I ever saw!"
She smiled. "You turn me on. Can I help it?"
"Probably not. But I'm not complaining – I don't mind losing a night's sleep when I can make love to the sexiest, foxiest chick I ever saw."
"And who might that be?"
"Bitch!" he said, slapping her on the bottom. "Stop fishing for compliments. You know I mean you. Who else is there?"
"I don't know. Who else was there?"
Joe hesitated when she said that. She was getting possessive and that he didn't like too much. Susan was great in bed, tireless and one hell of a fine piece of ass, but he didn't want to get too involved with her. The thought of her angry father still loomed in his mind like a spectre of death. Don could get very nasty if he ever found out what was still going on between the two of them.
"Well," she demanded. "Who else?"
"I told you to quit fishing for compliments. Do you really want me to compare you with Sophia Loren and Catherine Deneuve and…"
"Silly. But I love you, anyway."
Then she kissed him.
Electric sparks seemed to leap back and forth. It wasn't merely a kiss.
It was a KISS. It took on all the built-up emotions locked in this teenaged girl's body and was given even more power from her innate horniness. Joe took it all and then returned it with the same fervor.
He hoped he was doing the right thing.
If Susan didn't keep quiet about their fucking, he could end up very dead somewhere and no one would really care much. Sure, the girl would cry a few tears and then some other stud would come by and she would forget him. But Joe was like a junkie. He was hooked on sex, the sex that Sue brought to bed with her.
She was so damned addictive, he thought she should have been made illegal in all fifty states.
Thinking that made him shudder. Since she was only sixteen, she was illegal in most states. But his need for her sexy body, her clinging cunt, her voracious mouth, outweighed such things. He returned her kiss, then patted her on the rump.
"Time for you to be getting along. I've got to go to work. Not everybody gets to lay around in bed all day long, screwing and cavorting."
"I suppose I should get to work, too. At the pool hall." A mischievous gleam danced in her eye. She wanted to make him jealous. And he almost rose to the bait.
Stopping a quick retort, he merely said, "On your way. And I'll see you later. After I get off."
She smiled as she said, "It's a deal." And then she was gone, a lovely vision that refused to leave Joe's mind. ‹hr› As Susan walked into the pool hall, she heard a stem voice bark out,
"And where the flamin' hell have you been?"
She knew her father had worked himself up into a monumental rage. He had probably been thinking hard on all the places she'd possibly be and eliminated all but the right one. He knew she'd spent the night with Joe. Since he knew, there was no need for her to deny it.
"I was with Joe."
The straightforward approach stopped him in his tracks and robbed him of much of his anger; if she'd lied or tried to weasel out of answering, he would have felt justified in his wrath. Now, with all the cards on the table, he found he didn't have much to say.
"I told you not to see him."
"You told him not to come in here again. So I went to him."
"You knew what I meant. I don't want you getting messed up with any of the cheap grifters that come in here."
"He's not a cheap grifter. And besides, what if he is? I dig him. And he's mighty good in bed. I'm human. I need to get laid just like everyone else."
"I think she has a point, Don," Cat said. She lounged against the bar with careless ease. She never seemed tense. It was as if she didn't have a bone in her willowy body.
"She disobeyed me. Or the intent of what I was telling her." Don was getting confused now. He wasn't used to having to fight on two different fronts. And Susan's honesty had taken a lot of the wind out of his sails. His wrath was a thing all hollow and artificial now.
"Bullshit. Let the kid have her fun. Nobody's getting hurt. And I doubt if she's really hung up on the guy. Maybe the length of his cock, but there's nothing new in that. Know what I mean?"
Cat stared him down. Don turned to his daughter and said, "I don't want you seeing him again."
"Are you willing to reason this out or are you going to pull the high-handed bastard?"
His lips thinned, then he said, "What do you propose?"
"How about a game of pool? You're the house player, I'm the sucker off the street. I think we know what the stakes are." Susan took a deep breath and then exhaled. Her braless tits bounced slightly.
Don thought it over for a moment. Why not? He could beat his own daughter at pool and then she wouldn't have any gripes about him telling her not to see Joe.
"Pick a cue," he said.
Susan smiled, then kissed him. "You're a dear!"
"I said pick a cue. This is going to be a game. Let's lag for break."
He felt something was beginning to slip away from him when Susan won the lag. He played a safety but it didn't matter. Seventy-seven balls later, she finally missed.
The game was close. But she won by eighteen balls. He knew he'd met his match and was going to admit it. What other choice did he have? He'd agreed to this match in front of Cat and all the other girls.
"Okay. I admit it. You won fair and square. You can see Joe."
"Joe?" she asked innocently. "Whatever are you talking about, father dear? I said you were the house and I was the customer. And you lost. By house rules, that means we go upstairs together. Doesn't it, Cat? Cyndi?
Karen?" She looked around at the sea of faces watching them.
Most of the girls were beginning to snicker a little. Don's little girl had pulled a fast one on him and put him on the spot – right behind the eight ball.
"Yeah!" came the chorus.
Don spun and stalked up the stairs. And Susan quickly followed, getting a broad wink from Cat. This was going to be fun.
In the room, Don snapped, "What's the meaning of this? Now cut that out!" He swatted her hand away from his crotch. But he didn't know what was more embarrassing, having her beat him or letting her see the large bulge there.
In spite of himself, he was almost wishing he could fuck his own daughter. She looked so much like her mother. The same impish glee on her face, the same trim, wonderful body meant for screwing. But he couldn't possibly fuck his own flesh and blood. That just wasn't done.
"You're backing out on your own bet?" she asked, her voice incredulous.
"What will everyone say?"
"Don't be ridiculous." His voice trailed off. Sue had worked his fly open and her slender fingers were groping around for his prick. And she found a hard cock all ready for fucking.
"You do want me, don't you? And I want you, Daddy!" She impulsively kissed him as she pulled out his dick.
He found himself in a strange position. For the first time in more years than he could remember, he was nervous with a chick. And everything told him there was no real reason to be – everything except a tiny voice buried way down in his head saying: Incest! Incest!
Tensed, he found that he had little choice in the matter. His arms were filled with warm, straining young girl. And her mouth on his was delightfully aggressive. He didn't even part his lips to have her tongue intruding into his mouth.
Once her tongue started stroking up and down the side of his, he began to relax. It no longer mattered to him who the teenager was – that it was his own daughter. All that mattered was that a warm, willing and completely wanton girl was begging to get laid. He'd oblige her. His cock was telling him that was the thing to do.
She stroked up and down the hot length of his prong as her tongue slithered in and out of her father's mouth. The girl found herself totally aroused by the prospect of fucking her father. She would find out what it was about him that made Cat think he was so special. And there couldn't be any doubt that he was well hung.
The pulsating dick beneath her fingers told her that. He had a big cock.
It was a long, hard, thick pussy-pleaser. And she couldn't wait to get it rammed all the way up her twat! Somehow, they managed to drift toward the bed. And his fingers deftly removed her clothing. She was less agile about getting his shirt and trousers off, but she succeeded.
And naked, on the bed, they continued their passionate embrace. The idea of having her father make love to her turned the teenager on. But Don was thinking of other things. He was exploring the lithe young body pressed so close to his. He wanted to see exactly what it was he'd been missing – and he wanted to relive some of the experiences he'd had with her mother. She was so much like her mother!
His cock did a flip-flop.
He had to get it into her flowing gash or he'd shoot his wad just like a kid getting his first piece of ass.
His body weight pressed her firmly down into the bed. His mouth began to become more and more demanding. Tongues raced back and forth. He searched out each and every bidden section of her mouth with the sole intent of stimulating her to even higher levels of arousal.
His tongue lightly outlined her teeth, then dueled with the tip of her tongue. Soon, the girl was panting in reaction. She gripped his cock firmly in her hand, not wanting to let go.
And he didn't want her to. It felt good having her hand wrapped around his cock. It gave him a sense of well-being, a sense of being wanted.
And she could guide him directly to the erotic target in a few minutes.
When they were both ready, there wouldn't he any preliminary fumbling around. That wasn't his style.
He worked his body between her legs. His hand raced down almost to the knee, then worked back up slowly – very slowly. He felt the tension grow in her body as he approached her twat. But he never quite touched her snatch.
Instead, his hand raced down the sensitive inner thigh of her other leg, stopping just above her knee. The methodical trip upward brought her up off the bed. Her hips were straining upward in the vain hope his fingers would touch her snatch, delve deeply into her cunt. She wanted him to finger-fuck her.
He wasn't going to do it. That was too much like what a teenaged boy might do. He was going to give her his meaty cock and really fuck her, fuck her like a woman deserved. There wasn't going to he any question in her mind that he was all man when he finished.
Over and over he felt the satiny-smooth flesh of her leg quiver and flow under his fingers. He was stringing her out to a high tension. Soon, she would barely be able to restrain herself. Then and only then would he cram his jerking cock into her cunt.
He felt the twat juice oozing from her cunt lips. It puddled up on his balls and tickled. With a slow circular motion, he ground the underside of his pecker against her pussy mound. He pressed down hard enough to stimulate the clit beneath the tangled jungle of fur. His daughter was completely caught up in the rapture of being made love to by her very own father.
He knew the time to fuck her was at hand.
His hands under and gripped a double handful of assflesh. She sighed, then groaned as he pulled the twin globes of soft flesh apart. He wanted her to think he was tearing her apart. Her cunt would contract, tense up.
And when it did, he rammed forward, her hand guiding him directly to his erotic target.
He speared her dead center. For a long minute, he poised at the gates guarding her inner reaches. Then he fucked hard and fast up her twat. He was suddenly surrounded by flaming pussy flesh. The liquids lubricating her cunt came oozing out after she'd been plugged by his rod of hard male flesh.
With her ass lifted off the bed and her cunt split wide, she was totally vulnerable to his advances. He could do anything he wanted to her.
Anything at all.
Her hot, velvety twat tried to sap his iron control. He didn't let it – not yet. He savored the wondrous heat and soaked up all her cunt juice.
His cock began to feel like a sponge. He wanted to revel and frolic in the erotic playground of her cunt. He dipped his prick deep into her well and let it stir around slowly.
The jerking, dancing movement of his cock was pushing her desires to the breaking point. He felt her stomach muscles tensing, clamping down all around his cock. She was good, damned good. He had to admit it. But he'd found better – like her mother.
But his daughter would learn. She was still young. She was only eighteen. But she already had a hell of a start on knowing how to properly please a man.
"Oh, Daddy, fuck me hard! Deeper! Deeper!"
He shrugged his shoulders and managed to lift first one, then the other of her knees onto his shoulders. With her legs high up in the air, he was able to brace himself on the bed like he was doing pushups. By relaxing his arms, he sent his cock far down into the girl's cunt. The way he held her captive, her cunt was entirely exposed to his hard thrusts.
And he was able to dive a full inch deeper than he could otherwise. He knew he wasn't as long as some guys. But that didn't matter. What he did with what he had was all that counted. And he was a master cocksman. He had never failed to please a woman yet. And he'd bedded a couple really frigid chicks in his day. They'd come back begging him for more.
"Anything my little girl wants," he muttered from between clenched teeth. It was getting harder for him to keep his control. His balls were beginning to ache. The strain of holding in his cum was telling on him.
His daughter was working his cock over with all the expertise of a pro.
He felt the ripples of sensation up and down his length. She tensed, then relaxed her stomach muscles. The effect was like having a velvet glove working on his cock. A heated velvet glove with the fingers inside individually working against every nerve ending on his sensitive prong.
He straightened his arms and pulled back from her cunt. His cock was covered with her sparkling fuck fluids. But he didn't notice. All that he knew was the coldness suddenly assailing his prick. He had to have it buried in warm, tender flesh once again.
He relaxed and went down. His cock drove hard up his daughter's twat.
With a wiggling action, he was able to corkscrew his way in. She was bent double and barely able to move as long as he held ha knees over his shoulders. He knew the higher he could get her legs, the deeper his penetration would be.
Over and over, he dipped and dived down into her. His cock began to sail back and forth like a berserk piston. His hips maintained a steady rhythm that was a more potent force than his deep entries into her cunt.
He knew that a ragged fucking motion would excite a chick. But a regular rhythm slowly built up into all-out fucking was lots better.
It would keep her at a fever pitch of desire for his cock a lot longer.
She would be burning inside and unable to come. He would control when her orgasm would seize her.
He wanted this to be the ultimate fucking for his little girl – his daughter, his sixteen-year-old sexy bombshell of a daughter.
As he plunged downward again, he bent her knees all the way back into her tits. Mashing them flat with her own knees gave an added thrill to the young girl. She felt him entering her body, quickly, firmly and with great authority. And now he was stimulating her boobs with her own knees.
She was bent in an uncomfortable position and never noticed it. She was too lost in the ocean of her own emotions. Her pent-up feelings were coming to the surface and threatened to burst loose at any instant. She tried to trap his cock deep in her cunt.
She couldn't do it. In spite of the fact he was managing to screw her even deeper than Joe had with his nine-inch dong, she wasn't able to hold onto his buried cock. Her own lubricants betrayed her. His cock slipped easily out of her lust slickened pussy.
And with her knees pressing firmly into the hard buttons of her nipples, tiny jabs of delight were arching down into her chest. The fires that had been banked there now blazed merrily. The warmth spreading from her cunt and her jugs collided in the center of her body.
But she couldn't come. There was still something holding her back. In a dim way, she realized he was controlling her absolutely. And that he wanted to gave her the big "O". The ultimate orgasm.
"Please!" she moaned, her head thrashing back and forth on the bed. She had to come but wasn't allowed to.
"Please what?"
"I… fuck me harder! I gotta cum!"
His own balls told him he was nearing the end of his run. He'd been steadily fucking his own daughter for fifteen minutes. Slow, easy at first, he'd built up to deep and hard strokes powerfully reaming her out. And now he was ready. She was ready. They would both get off at the same instant because that was the way he wanted it.
His strokes began to drive to the limit. Their crotches smashed together. And he twisted and turned and drilled his cock far up her cunt.
As his body relentlessly moved across her clit, she came. At the same instant, his balls erupted with all the power of an exploding volcano.
As she rocked through her orgasm, he was fountaining out his sperm into her clinging cunt.
Their bodies smashed together again and again. His fucking had lost its tempo. It was a mindless animal rutting now. And neither cared. It was what they both needed, wanted.
Susan couldn't remember a longer, more beautiful cum. She seemed to hang suspended in space for an eternity. All that mattered was the heat generated by the long prick surging in and out of her cunt. And then she began drifting down from her sexual high.
Still bent double, but now uncomfortable, she asked, "Could you let me free of this cat's cradle?"
Her father let first one, then the other of her long legs slip to either side of his body. He was still firmly embedded in her cunt, his cock stiff.
He stroked back and forth until she came again.
When Susan returned from her sexual wonderland, her father's dick had turned into a sleeping snake. It hung soft between his legs.
She looked into his eyes, a hint of awe tingling her being. She could understand what it was about Cat's comments that had excited her. She had been wondering just how goad her father really was in bed to captivate such a free spirit as Cat.
Now she knew. Don was good – the best she'd ever found. And he was her very own father!
The girl couldn't possibly imagine what it was that had come between him and her mother. Any man who could screw like this was a sterling commodity in a world of mediocre, wham-bam thank-you-ma'am lovers. She'd come across a fair number of them herself.
True, most of them were high school kids who probably didn't know any better. But they'd grow up into studs who carried over the same philosophy of fucking.
They would never get anything out of balling except their own pleasure.
That was okay as far as it went. Susan suspected that Don got a hundred times as much pleasure out of screwing her because he knew she'd been satisfied. In a dim way, she realized just how much in control he had been.
She'd done her damnedest to bring him off, to get his rocks off, and had failed. He was completely dominant. He was the one deciding the pace of their lovemaking and it was he who finally decided when they should both have their climaxes.
And what an orgasm!
Susan couldn't remember a more powerful one. It had jolted her to the very foundations of her being.
Don was one hell of a fine lay.
"Daddy, was it… was it special for you, too?"
"For me too? Sure it was, babe. I had a few hang-ups about it. I thought at first you wore kidding about taking your old man to bed. The incest thing bugged me. Hell, it still does. I'm sorry if that hurt my performance any."
Hurt his performance? She couldn't believe her ears. What he was saying was that his lovemaking this time around had been second rate!
She looked at his body, saw the muscles rippling and knew he knew himself in top shape. He had to if he kept up a frantic fucking pace like that with Cat.
She wished it could have gone on but now she had a lever to use on him.
Don wouldn't be able to say a word about Joe. Not ever again. Not when he'd sampled the very honey pot he was trying to keep the other man away from.
Susan started to say something when they were interrupted.
Cat and Joe came into the room.



CHAPTER ELEVEN


"What is this?" flared Don. He didn't even try to pull the sheets up around his body. There was nothing he should be ashamed of. It was apparent all the people downstairs knew what was going on in the room. A couple more verifying it firsthand wasn't going to matter.
But it went against his principles having anyone walk in on him when he was with a chick – any chick. And, he ruefully admitted, especially his own daughter.
"Don't get so uptight, Don. You always snap and snarl so bad but I know you've got a heart of gold. "
"I had my heart taken out and a cash register put in a long time ago.
Now, what the fuck is going on with you, Cat?"
"Well, Joe and I were in the neighborhood, see, and we just decided to drop in and join in the fun."
"Don't give me a load of bullshit like that."
"No bullshit. Straight stuff. I figure now that your little girl's got the goods on you, maybe you'll be a little easier to live with. I mean you can't possibly bitch about her screwing around with Joe, can you?"
"No," he admitted.
"Good. And I don't think it's a good thing for you to keep on with your somewhat, uh, shall we call it incestuous relationship with her?"
"Keep talking."
Don's eyes were on the slim woman. She was beginning to shed her clothing. Her tits bobbed into view, then she bent over to step out of her skirt. Her well-fleshed ass stirred his prick to new life. Then he realized what she was doing. Cat was making certain he wouldn't cut her out entirely. She would let him have a little fling with his own daughter. That was cool. But she wanted to be certain she was number one with him in bed.
She quickly stripped off her panties and tossed them aside. She knew she had his undivided attention. His eyes were flitting all over her body.
First her naked tits, then her snatch, then her long tapering legs.
Cat had him dead to rights.
Don pulled his attention away from the woman for a moment and glared at Joe. "So what the hell are you wanting here?"
"What do you think? Sue."
Don looked over at his daughter and saw the lust shining brightly in her eyes. He couldn't deny her anything.
He shrugged. "To hell with it. Get naked and let's have a party. There's a bottle around somewhere."
"So who needs a bottle?" asked Susan.
"Not me – as long as I have you," said Joe, beginning to undress.
"Christ, don't get all mushy on me," snarled Don.
"Don, darling, just shut your lousy mouth. Even better, try sucking on one of these lovely boobies." Cat thrust one of her knockers toward his face in wanton invitation. "That's more like it!"
She smiled at Susan as Don began working on her tit. Her hands stroked and worked up and down his back and soon they were on the bed locked in an embrace.
Joe dumped the last of his clothes and motioned to Susan. He sat down in a straight-backed wooden chair, his erection jutting straight up from his lap.
"So come sit on it,' he said.
She quickly came over and straddled the chair, opening her cunt wide, then she hesitated. The girl looked back over her shoulder at the couple wrestling passionately on the bed. Her father and Cat were oblivious to the world. It was apparent they weren't going to be interrupted by anything else going on in the room.
"Okay," Sue said, lowering her hips over Joe's cock.
She shuddered as the large end of his dong touched her turgid pussy lips. The way he filled her up wasn't forgotten. She knew how big that prong was – nine inches, easy. But she wasn't going to take all of it in at once. She was going to go slow and easy.
Her hips wiggled as she settled down. The feel of the man's hands on her tits quickened her pulse. The blood began pounding in her ears like the tide against a pier. Her entire body was trembling with anticipation as she felt his callused fingers griping hard on her boobs.
He was so good at turning her on, she could hardly believe it. Each light touch sent electricity volting into her body. When he took one of her nipples between thumb and forefinger, her entire chest seemed to glow with an inner fire. He pulled her forward so that he could stuff the other hard mushroom into his mouth. She lowered her hips a little more.
The glans of his prick pushed through her cuntlips. She twisted around a bit to get the full stimulation from the entry into her cunt. The nerve endings just inside her twat were ultra sensitive. They had been primed for action by her very own father.
Her entire body had been well fucked. She was trembling from that incestuous lovemaking. And she was ready for more – from anybody.
As the cock pushed even deeper into her twat, she felt tiny stabs of delight surging into her body. Wiggling her ass drove the sensations all the way up to her belly. The friction of his penetration was still slight, but enough to give her an idea of what was to come.
It was going to be good. Very good.
She lowered herself another inch. Then another and another. Finally sitting on the man's legs, she had taken his entire cock all the way up her quim. The rod was pulsating and throbbing inside her. She could feel his heartbeat setting the cock to vibrating against her well-oiled walls.
With the man's head bent over onto her tit, he found himself in an uncomfortable position. He quickly moved his mouth up the smooth, snowy slope of tit to the hollow of the girl's throat. His kisses moved upward again until he found her willing mouth.
The teenager moaned slightly as she felt his mouth crush down on hers.
But she was the one whose tongue leaped out and into his mouth. There, the two tongues rolled over and over, erotically twining together.
Every time she thrust her tongue out, she would wiggle her hips from side to side. The way her cunt felt, she thought she might have let a white-hot poker up her pussy.
Acid seared at her nerves. Her entire body shivered with the delight of being plugged full of cock. There was no doubt he came close to entirely filling her up. She was deeper than he was long, but it didn't seem by much.
His dancing cock stretched and pulled at her cunt walls. Each movement pulled her in a new and wonderfully different direction.
She broke off the deep kiss and muttered in his ear, "I need more! I have to have more!"
His hands reached down and caressed her slender waist. Then his hands were lifting her up. She felt the cock slipping from her twat. She squeezed down, trying to grip it inside her with her stomach muscles.
The juice lubricated her twat too well.
As the cock sprang free of her twat, there was an obscenely loud smacking noise. The very sound seemed to stir up her passions even more.
She had to have that cock back inside her, fucking hard, driving deep, striving to split her apart all the way to the chin.
She reached between her slender thighs and grabbed the greasy fuck stick. She maneuvered it back under her body, then moaned, "Down! Lemme down on it! I want your cock, damn it! Oh, shit!"
She shuddered as the entire length of it drove deep into her cunt.
Leaning back, she discovered she could make the cock stir around in her guts. She wanted nothing more than to have all that cock to herself. She was fucking herself by stimulating deeply hidden nerve endings she hadn't guessed existed before.
"How is it, babe?" he mumbled.
"Good, oh, damn, it's so good!"
"Your old man seems to be doing pretty well for himself."
The teenager twisted around, feeling the cock turning in her quim. She could just barely see the other couple on the bed. Her father was really getting it on. His ass was moving so fast it blurred in her vision. She imagined what it was like having his cock driving into her body again.
She instinctively spread her legs a little wider. She fantasized that it was her father's prick inside her now. Not some other guy's but her father's. He had fucked her perfectly. He had done everything just right to get her the largest orgasm she'd ever had.
She wanted more. She was getting greedy.
Spinning back and forth on the impaling spike of cock, she tried to get it thrust even farther up her. Failing this, she lifted her hips off the cock. It slid easily out of her twat. Then she smashed down, taking the cock up her so hard the man groaned.
She didn't care. She repeated this self-fucking over and over, oblivious to the fact she might be breaking his balls. When the cock twitched and began to buck in her cunt, she knew he was approaching the point where his prick would spew out its creamy load of cum. It was too soon. She wanted more – lots more.
Poised so that just the head of the man's cock remained in her pussy lips, she began licking back along his jaw until she came to his ear.
Her self-fucking had momentarily stopped. The hollowness in her cunt begged her to continue. But she knew the man wouldn't be able to control himself unless she cooled it for a moment or two.
She found his ear and immediately sent her tongue stabbing into it. The man's entire body quivered in response. She began to gently nibble at the earlobe. Sucking the tender flesh into her mouth, she used her tongue on it. The girl was ruthless. She wasn't going to let him go free until he was able to give her the full measure of pleasure she now demanded from all her men.
Her standards had gone way up since fucking her father. She had seen what it was like to be fucked by the best. Nothing less would do now.
She hoped she wasn't becoming too demanding.
It was apparent that the man's control was returning. Reaching down with one hand, she found the furry little sac containing his balls. The heavy cream inside was still churning, but it didn't seem to be out of control now. He could hold it back.
She dropped on his prick once more. It seemed to catch for a brief instant just inside her twat. A quick wiggle of the hips and the cock easily slipped all the way up into her cunt. She sighed as the rod reamed her out.
Nine inches.
Nine inches of incredible delight.
She loved it. She had to have even more of his prick. Her hips corkscrewed up and down that lovely length of prick. She was panting, gasping, her tits heaving up and down in reaction to having that dong shoved into her so hard and fast.
His hands stroked and moved along her waist, gripped at her ass, occasionally touched her pussy lips.
In his ear, she whispered, "Press down. There! Oh, oh yessss!"
He was squeezing down on her labia now as his pole rared in and out of her twat. The compression on the pussy lips gave an added dimension to the balling. It felt as if his dick were ten times larger than it really was.
And his fingers moved carefully over her go button. The clit was coated with her slimy cunt juices. As he pushed down with his thumb, the tiny spire would slip free and spring erect. The lightest touch gave her the sensation of an icy spike driven deep into her body.
She couldn't control her hips any longer. She fucked herself with complete abandon. No longer caring if the man could keep his balls under control or not, she drove for the most pleasure she could get. The cock drilled hard into her juicy quim. She twisted and turned and moaned and came with the power of an exploding atom bomb.
She rocked back and forth. Her fingers clawed at his bare shoulders. But he wasn't aware of any pain. His overtaxed balls had blown. He was jetting his spunk into her with the power of a firehose.
They sat there, facing each other, locked together cunt to cock, and experienced the ultimate in human pleasure.
Sweaty, shaking in reaction, Joe finally said, "That was super, babe. I never came like that before. You're just too much."
She was gasping for breath. Leaning onto his shoulder, she regained a bit of her composure. The sweat was running down her body in rivers. She hadn't realized how much effort she was putting out.
Glancing back over her shoulder, she saw her father still fucking Cat cross-eyed. Both of them seemed tireless. She wondered if he could screw all night. It would be something to find out. His cock was so cunt filling. It made her feel so – different.
She couldn't describe it. While it wasn't any nine-incher like Joe's, her father's prick was much more educated. It knew all the right things to do, all the right places to touch, every nerve to stimulate to the maximum.
Joe was a stud. But he wasn't anywhere near as good as her father. She found herself wanting Don again – and envying Cat.
"Hey, you still there?" Joe asked, shaking her.
"Yeah, still here. Just resting." She wiggled her hips back and forth and felt the slowly stiffening prick in her cunt again. "Ready one more time?"
"Sure!" he said.
And they started fucking again. But it wasn't her father doing the honors. The entire time she was wrapped around Joe's cock, she was fantasizing it was her father fucking her.
As she came, she vowed it would be her father next time. Joe was good, sure. But he wasn't her father. Not by a long shot.
And she wanted only the best from now on. She'd gotten to be a really greedy bitch. Susan just hoped that Cat would understand – and share.
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