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CHAPTER ONE


Harvey Henderson and Sheree Messmer were sitting beside on another in the backseat of Harvey's LTD. The car was parked on the top of Sex Hill, where the young people of Painted Post, Pennsylvania frequently went to do their fucking and sucking in private.
Harvey Henderson and Sheree Messmer were sitting so close to one another that they could feel the heat radiating from each other's bodies.
They had been necking for some time. The windows were fogged over from the inside because of the panting that had been going on.
Harvey and Sheree were breathing so hard that they each sounded as if they were running the final mile – the longest mile – of the Boston Marathon.
"Let's fuck. I need to fuck you so bad," Harvey Henderson said.
"I don't think so. I don't think it's a good idea," Sheree Messmer said.
"How come?" Harvey Henderson asked, with a note of irritation in his baritone voice. He suspected that he knew the answer.
"It's got to do with, uhhhhhhhh, with, you know, uhhhh…"
"It has to do with Roberta Jean, right?" Harvey Henderson said.
"Yes."
"But Roberta Jean and me are quits, baby. It's you and me now."
"She was your girlfriend less than forty-eight hours ago."
"I don't care. That was yesterday and yesterday's gone."
"I'm afraid of her, Harvey," Sheree Messmer said in a low voice.
She spoke no louder than a whisper. Her moist and puffy lips were very close to the young man's ear.
Harvey Henderson could feel Sheree Messmer's moist breath working right up against his eardrum. This made the young man shiver violently all over his body.
"That's silly. There is no reason to be afraid, Sheree."
Sheree Messmer could tell by the tone of Harvey Henderson's voice that he wasn't even sure himself of the truth of his words. Sheree Messmer got the impression from the tone of Harvey Henderson's voice that he was afraid of Roberta Jean Richardson too.
Roberta Jean was a tough broad – and ruthless to boot.
Sheree was petite, and would have been no match for Roberta Jean Richardson in a fair fight. For that matter, Harvey Henderson did not know what he would do if he ran into his ex-girlfriend in a dark alley.
She was pissed at him, Roberta Jean was. He didn't have to worry about the tough broad carrying a weapon.
Roberta Jean Richardson did not need a weapon. Roberta Jean Richardson WAS a weapon, you understand.
"Are you horny, Sheree?" Harvey Henderson inquired.
"Of course, I am. I WANT to get it on, I'm just scared – scared of the consequences, Harvey," Sheree said.
"Let's fuck!"
"I can't. I'm having my period," Sheree Messmer said.
"Shit!"
"You act as if it's my fault or something," she said.
"No, no, no, it's not your fault. You know, I'm just…"
"Frustrated?"
"Yeah."
"I'll tell you what, I'll just suck you off, Harvey!"
"Okay!"
Harvey Henderson's eyes lit up. His eyes opened so far, as a matter of fact, that one could see the whites all the way around his irises.
"Ummmmm, look at the crotch of your trousers!" she said.
"What about it?" Harvey Henderson asked. He was breathing very hard. It was as humid as a jungle in the backseat of that LTD. The air was carbon dioxide rich and oxygen-light, making the pair dizzy.
They thought they were dizzy with lust. Being horny did not hurt the light-headedness they were experiencing, however.
"There is a big bulge there!" Sheree Messmer exclaimed.
"My cock feels so swollen, Sheree," Harvey Henderson said.
It was true. Harvey Henderson had a full-fledged boner crammed inside his increasingly tight bluejeans.

***

Ever since Harvey Henderson first climbed into the backseat of his car with the diminutive brunette he had been feeling the hot blood of his masculine arousal pumping downward in his body heading for his cock and balls. His dick had been getting consistently longer and thicker and harder. Now the head of the young man's prick felt like it was about to explode at any second from the internal pressure he was experiencing down there.
His balls were swollen too.
His nuts ached.
His cock throbbed.
"Move down onto the floor so that you are kneeling in front of me," Harvey Henderson said softly.
"Okay," Sheree Messmer said. She didn't mind giving the young man a blow job. Not at all. She LOVED sucking guys off.
She thought sucking off a guy was a GREAT way to break the ice.
She thought that it was a lot more civilized – more lady-like maybe – to suck a guy off than to fuck him on the first date. Besides, she had been telling the truth about having her period.
She was on a heavy flow day. They would have made a mess out of the backseat of Harvey Henderson's car if they had tried to fuck then and there.
Sheree Messmer could feel her mouth starting to water.
The diminutive brunette's salivary gland was working overtime. Her mouth filled with spittle the second she realized that it was not going to be long before she had Harvey Henderson's cock and balls in her mouth.
Sheree Messmer knew that soon she would have to swallow more frequently than usual just to keep from drooling spittle down onto her chin.
For a moment Sheree Messmer forgot all about her fear of Roberta Jean Richardson. She forgot that she was taking her life into her hands if she let the general public know she was Harvey Henderson's new girlfriend.
Sheree moved onto place on the floor of the backseat of the LTD in between Harvey Henderson's parted thighs. Her hands went immediately for the brass buckle to his black leather belt. Sheree Messmer could see her fingers trembling a little bit. She was so excited. The bulge in the crotch of Harvey Henderson's trousers was huge. The diminutive brunette could tell that her latest lover was hung like a horse.
She unbuckled his belt.
Harvey Henderson's cock felt like it was going to come ripping right through the tight denim material.
His balls felt as if they were swollen to twice their normal size, but he figured this was sensational hyperbole created by his sexually aroused nervous system.
His cock and balls felt as if they were suffocating inside his pants.
Harvey could feel his heart starting to pound inside his chest. He could tell that this was a problem that was going to get a hell of a lot worse before it got better. The handsome young man could tell that it was not going to be very long at all before his heart was pounding so hard that it would feel as if it were threatening to pound its way right out of his chest. The good-looking young stud watched as Sheree grabbed, the latch to the zipper to his fly with her right thumb and forefinger. Sheree did this, arching her fingers at the knuckles so that she could only the latch with the fleshy part of her fingertips exclusively – so that her long red fingernails would not get in the way.
Sheree pulled the zipper all the way down. The slight but attractive stud's pants fell open. There was only a dim blue illumination within the car, provided by the full moon which was shining in through the rear window of Harvey's LTD.
The small but well-hung male could see even in that dim light that the white cotton of his jockey shorts was stretched extremely taut by the length and girth of his pecker.
The intensely aroused masculine lover could feel his come heating up inside his scrotal sack. He could feel his silver seed swimming around his swollen testicles with an ever-increasing amount of anxiousness.
"Lift your ass so I can pull down your drawers," she said.
She whispered.
She purred.
Like a cat!
Harvey did as he was told without a peep of protest.
The diminutive and passionate female hooked her fingers under the tops of his bluejeans. The dark-haired and olive-complexioned girl pushed her fingertips downward inside his pants until they were under the elastic at the tops of his underwear at the same time.
The orally compulsive local girl then pulled down his pants and trousers simultaneously. The small breasted and tight-assed chick gasped when his cock and balls came popping out of his trousers. His dick came popping out of his pants like some kind of horny jack in the box. The preciously cute and kneeling girl made goo-goo eyes at his porker. The sexually attractive twenty year old girl had never seen a cock as big as Harvey's before – and that was saying something. Sheree had been around the block once or twice during the varied six year history of her sexual career.

***

Sheree pulled Harvey's trousers and underwear down over his knees. Harvey closed his thighs temporarily so that this would be possible. Sheree did not stop tugging his pants and underwear down until they were both down around his ankles. He then opened his knees once again, opening his thighs past a ninety-degree angle to an obtuse angle.
His cock was sticking straight up in the air – the tip pointing at the ceiling of the car. She wondered if she would be able to get that dick inside her mouth. She knew that she was going to have to open her mouth as far as she could to have a chance of sucking his prick. Sheree knew that she might even have to open her mouth further than she had ever opened it before to take his cock in her mouth.
"Sheree?"
"Yes?"
"Go down on it."
"Right. You want me to just suck?"
"Give me the whole works."
"A Sheree special?"
"Oh yeah!"
"I'll do your thighs and your balls with my mouth – and your cock too."
"Sounds good."
The brunette babe quickly pulled her long hair back over her ears and away from her face so that it wouldn't get in her way while she was giving Harvey head.
She then lowered her head and began to kiss and lick up and down the insides of Harvey's masculine thighs.
The petite young woman used her pearly white and perfectly straight teeth to give Harvey little love bites up and down the insides of his thighs.
She started her oral caresses down by his bent knees and worked her way up toward his crotch. She moved her mouth very, very close to the base of his testicles.
She moved her mouth so close to his nuts that he could feel some hot moist breath on the base of his scrotum.
But she did not make direct contact with Harvey's balls.
Not yet.
"How does that feel?"
"Oh baby, that feels so good!"
"Good?"
"It feels fucking great!"
"I'm glad."
"You have got a fucking magic mouth, Sheree!" he said.
"Thanks. Roberta Jean ever touch you like this?" Sheree asked.
"I don't want to talk about Roberta Jean," Harvey said.
"I won't mention her name again – I promise," she said.
"I would appreciate it, baby," Harvey replied quickly.
Then she once again licked and kissed and bit her way up his inner thighs – switching her oral caresses from his right thigh to his left thigh and then back again.
This time, when she got her lips to within a fraction of an inch of his scrotal sack she parted them and allowed her tongue to protrude.
Her lips were puffy.
Tingling.
Moist.
Sheree could feel her tongue tingling. The diminutive and passionate female's taste buds were tingling with sexual arousal. The dark-haired and olive-complexioned girl's tongue was pink and long and slender. The orally compulsive local girl stuck her tongue out of her mouth so far that she could feel an uncomfortable tugging at the roots of her taster just above her hyperactive salivary gland. The small breasted and tight-assed chick concentrated on making her tongue as pointy as possible at the tip. The preciously cute and kneeling girl placed the tip of her pink tongue directly on his scrotal sack. The sexually attractive twenty year old girl began to flick the tip of her taster back and forth. Sheree Messmer flicked the tip of her tongue back and forth across the wrinkled sack that held Harvey's balls lightly and quickly. The handsome young man could feel various muscles in his body starting to tense top on him involuntarily. The good-looking young stud could tell that this was yet another condition that was going to get a hell of a lot worse before it got better. The slight but attractive stud could tell that soon all of his muscles ere going to be tensed up on him involuntarily. The small but well-hung male found that it was becoming increasingly difficult for him to keep his lower torso still on the backseat of the LTD. The intensely aroused masculine lover was shifting the weight of his lower body from one ass cheek to the other and then back again.
He gyrated.
Writhed.
Moaned.
Whimpered with lust.

***

Sheree licked at Harvey's balls somewhat tentatively at first.
But her oral caresses gained steadily in eagerness and enthusiasm as she went along. She began to lick at Harvey's nuts with the flat part of her tongue. Sheree lifted and lowered his balls with the coated part of her tongue.
Sheree licked up under his balls – at the hypersensitive patch of skin in between his balls and the young man's tight, puckered asshole. This was a portion of Harvey's body that did not have a name as far as Sheree knew. She always referred to this super-erogenous patch of masculine skin as a man's taint. That was because it taint ass and it taint balls.
Sheree did not stop licking at Harvey's balls with her bold and curious tongue until the young man's entire wrinkled scrotal sack was wet and shiny with the spittle she spilled.
"I don't want you to be startled by what I am about to do," she said.
"Okay, what are you about to do?" Harvey curiously inquired.
"I am going to suck your hairy balls!" Sheree said.
"Don't suck me too hard there," the young man said.
"Oh, I know, I know how sensitive you can be," she said.
"You could hurt me really bad if you sucked too hard."
"I promise that I will be nothing but gingerly," she said.
"You have to treat my balls as if they were fragile."
"They are fragile, lover. I will treat them like eggs."
Sheree concentrated at that moment on making her mouth soft – cottony soft. Harvey would be appreciative of this.
The diminutive and passionate female curled her fleshy and puffy lips over her teeth so that she would not risk inadvertently biting Harvey's balls as she sucked at them.
The dark-haired and olive-complexioned girl concentrated on breathing exclusively through her nose – and she could feel her nostrils flaring accordingly.
The orally compulsive local girl could hear herself making tiny snorting noises – intrinsically animalistic noises – as her nostrils began to flare.
The small-breasted and tight-assed chick then wrapped her lips around Harvey's left nut. The preciously cute and kneeling girl did not suck anywhere near as hard as she could have if she had wanted to.
The sexually attractive twenty year old girl created a subtle vacuum in her mouth. Sheree Messmer sucked JUST RIGHT as far as Harvey was concerned.
Sheree hollowed her cheeks only slightly. She kept the tip of her tongue busy at all times. Sheree sucked and licked at Harvey's intensely aching testicle simultaneously.
Harvey could feel himself bouncing up and down on the masculine cheeks of his ass on the fake leather backseat of his car.
The handsome young man could see that the windows to the LTD were fogged over even more thickly than before.
The good-looking young stud could feel the come inside his bloated scrotal sack getting hotter and hotter. He could tell that his silver seed was rapidly approaching the boiling point. The good-looking young stud could feel a tickle of manly sexual arousal forming at the base of his cock, at the underside of the shaft, at the place where his cock and balls came together. The slight but attractive stud could tell that this tickle could do nothing but grow in intensity as long as the preciously cute brunette was going down on him.
The small but well-hung male could tell that the tickle was going to grow until it was no longer a tickle at all.
The intensely aroused masculine lover knew that the tickle was going to grow until it was a raging comet-like fireball of liquid sexual anxiety. It would be at that point that Harvey would know that his sexual arousal had reached the saturation point. It would be then that Harvey would know that his libido had reached the point of no return. Then Harvey would know that he had reached the point of orgasmic inevitability. His balls felt like a pair of recently lit globs of Sterno – canned heat! His balls felt as if they were filled with a thousand hornets apiece, and each of those hornets was preparing to sting him at the same time – sting him with sexual ecstasy rather than agony. The handsome young man could feel his entire body turning into one gigantic erogenous zone. Each and every nerve-ending in Harvey's central nervous-system felt as if it were directly connected to those in Harvey's cock and Harvey's balls by this time.
Sheree sucked at Harvey's nut, wagging the tip of her tongue all the while, for a long time before she pulled her mouth away.
"You are making me so hot, you are making me so Goddamn hot," Harvey said.
"Should I suck the other one now?" Sheree asked.
"Yeah!"
"Your cock is so big!"
"Yes."
"Your balls are huge!"
"Uh huh!"
"And you are such a…"
"A little guy?"
"In comparison. You don't look like the sort of guy that would have a ten inch dick," Sheree exclaimed.
"I suppose not."
"I am shocked!"
"Frightened?"
"Hell no. Pleasantly surprised."
"Good. I have scared some women off. Girls actually. My cock has frightened some girls off," Harvey commented. "Virgins, I guess."
"I guess."
"Now the other nut."
"Ummmmmmmm, yummy," Sheree exclaimed with glee and joy.
She sucked the second nut every bit as long as the first.
Then the preciously cute young woman pulled her mouth away for a second time. She smacked her lips together lewdly – making an obscenely wet noise with her mouth.
Harvey's bobbing cock was getting in Sheree's way. She knew that something had to be done about this. Harvey's cock was flopping back and forth in front of his masculinity sloped loins. The entire length of his pecker was bobbing up and down at the base as if it were attached to his loins via a tightly-sprung hinge.
Sheree could see that the tip of Harvey's awesome pecker was snapping upward toward his belly, aiming for a spot several inches above his dimpled and concave bellybutton, giving her a concrete perspective on just how long his tube steak was.
Sheree could see that the tip of his dick was getting closer and closer to slapping him in the belly.
But, for some reason or another, that contact was never made.
In order to keep his cock from flopping out of control against her forehead, Sheree decided to hold his awesome meat pole in place. She raised her right hand, with her palm toward Harvey's flat belly. She once again arched her fingers at the knuckles so that she could touch the handsome young man with the fleshy part of her fingertips without her long red fingernails getting in the way. She touched the inside of his cock with those fingertips.
He shivered.
Moaned.
Groaned.
Whimpered.
Whined.
Squirmed.
She pushed the head of his dick upward until she was pinning it in place on his stomach. Sheree simply LOVED the way his cock shaft felt as it pulsated with such masculine urgency against her sexually sensitized fingertips. She rubbed up and down the inside of his cock shaft a little bit with her fingertips and this made the handsome young man whimper even louder than before with his pleasure. Harvey could tell that the kneeling girl was not going to have to suck his cock for very long to make him come. The handsome young man could tell that he was going to have a bit of a hair trigger when it came to shooting his wad. The good-looking young stud felt as if he were going to feed Sheree a hot meat the second she wrapped her sweet lips around the bulbous purple head of his pecker. The slight but attractive stud could feel himself breathing harder and faster than ever. The small but well-hung male could tell that it was not going to be long – no, not very long at all – before he would sound and feel as if he were purposefully attempting to hyperventilate himself with the shortness and the quickness of his breaths. His chest was heaving. The intensely aroused masculine lover seemed to be doing a lot work, but he didn't seem to be getting a hell of a lot of air into his lungs. Harvey sounded and felt as if he had magically and suddenly been stricken with a severe case of asthma.
"Play with my balls! My balls are on fucking fire!"
"Oh yeah, I love to hear that kind of talk," Sheree said.
"I feel like the head of my cock is going to explode."
"Easy does it, lover. Wait till I get it in my mouth."
"Don't worry, I won't shoot my wad yet," Harvey said.
"You know that I want you to come in my mouth," she said.
"You seemed like the sort of girl who swallowed jism."
"I am, I am, I am," Sheree confessed without shame.
"I'll bet that you have a very open mind when it comes to sex."
"I do. I even fuck when. I'm having my period sometimes."
"Only sometimes?" Harvey asked, tilting his head to one side.
"Only when I have a thick towel to put beneath my ass."
"Yeah, that is actually very conscientious of you."
"There you go," she said, raising a single eyebrow into a high arch.
The full moon, as it rose in the sky, seemed to shrink in size. It lost its orange hue and then its yellow hue – until it was almost white in color as it shone through the back window of Harvey's LTD.
What would Roberta Jean think if she could see him?
Harvey could not help but wonder.
She was a tough bitch. Roberta Jean had been kicked out of school three times because of fighting.
She had never actually graduated from high school. The school and the tough girl parted ways through mutual agreement. They did not want to have anything to do with one another any longer.
Roberta Jean's tendencies toward violence had not calmed down after she moved into the real world.
Three times in the two years since Roberta Jean had graduated, she had lost jobs because she had given her employer a punch right in the old kisser!
Sheree turned her left palm upward so that it was facing the roof of the car. The diminutive and passionate female pushed her fingertips up under his scrotal sack. The dark-haired and olive-complexioned girl wiggled her fingertips playfully and fondled Harvey's dangling balls in this manner. The orally compulsive local girl bobbed Harvey's balls up and down on the fleshy part of her southpaw fingertips so that she looked for all the world as if she were trying to judge the weight of his swollen glands of masculinity. The small-breasted and tight assed chick then opened her fingers as far as she could, so that she could at least come close to clutching the entire scrotal sack at once in the palm of a single hand. The preciously cute and kneeling girl stretched her slightly cupped palm as far as was humanly possible. The preciously cute and kneeling girl could not clutch Harvey's entire sack at once however. The sack was too big and her hand was too little. The sexually attractive twenty year old girl clutched what she could, however, and she began to squeeze his balls gingerly and rhythmically. Sheree Messmer squeezed his nuts once for every beat of his heart, and in this manner Sheree simulated the natural throbbing Harvey was experiencing in his aching gonads.
The beautiful young woman then parted her lips and once again stuck her tongue out as far as it could go.
This time she placed the tip of her tongue on the underside of his cock shaft – at the very base of the pecker.
She touched the very spot where Harvey could feel the tickle of manly anticipation growing and growing.
Sheree flicked the tip of her tongue back and forth quickly. She straightened her back and lifted her head as she licked upward toward the head.
She licked slowly.
Patiently.
Sensuously.
Sheree licked upward a fraction of an inch at a time, a millimeter at a time. She licked upward steadily until she got to the fleshy patch of skin just below the head of his cock head, on the underside of the shaft, immediately beneath the groove, the split, in his glands.
This was the split that made Sheree think Harvey's cock head looked so very much like a ripe plum.
Sheree could tell that this was a magic spot. She could tell by the way Harvey's entire body jerked when she licked him there. Harvey made a loud grunting exclamation of physical pleasure as the tip of Sheree's tongue made direct contact with the magic spot.
What Sheree did not know was that this was one of the most sensitive spots on Harvey's entire body, a spot where Harvey's nerve-endings were clustered more densely than in any other.
After allowing her tongue to linger at this spot for five to ten seconds – which seemed like a hell of a lot longer to Harvey – Sheree licked right up the groove on the underside of his cock head. This time she did not stop until her tongue was on the little hole at the very tip of his pecker.
Now that Sheree had Harvey's cock on her mouth and in her hands she could tell that it was even longer than she thought it would be.
She could tell that Harvey's dick was maybe ten and a half inches long. The truth of the matter, however, was that it was not the length of the man's pecker that impressed the diminutive woman most of all. It was the raw thickness of Harvey's cock that got to Sheree and really blew her mind. She could see that Harvey's cock was a good deal thicker than her own wrist. The diminutive and passionate female could see that Harvey's cock was very close to being as close as both of her wrists pressed together.
The dark-haired and olive-complexioned girl could see that Harvey's cock was thickest at the head.
Sheree could see in the dim light in that backseat that Harvey's cock head was shaped like a grossly overgrown acorn – the type of acorn from which mighty oak trees grow. The orally compulsive local girl could see that the skin covering the head of Harvey's cock was stretched amazingly smooth and thin by the swelling he was experiencing down there.
Sheree could not remember seeing anything quite as smooth as the skin covering the head of Harvey's cock. It was smoother than any tabletop, she knew.
The small-breasted and tight-assed chick could not wait to find out if the skin on the head of his cock felt as smooth as it looked on her sexually aroused taste buds.
The preciously cute and kneeling girl thought that Harvey's cock head looked like a mushroom cap, like a purple doorknob!
The sexually attractive twenty year old girl found herself looking at the little hole at the tip of Harvey's pecker. She was smart enough and sexually experienced enough to know that this was the hole through which both Harvey's golden urine and silver seed emerged.
Sheree could see that there were swollen little lips on either side of Harvey's cute piss hole. She smiled.
Sheree could not help but think that those little lips made his urethra look like a toothless mouth.
The petite woman could see that Harvey's piss hole was opening and closing rhythmically because of the tiny spasms the young man was experiencing down there. As Harvey's piss hole opened and closed in that manner, Sheree thought that the diminutive nether mouth looked as if it were trying desperately – and in vain, of course – to sing aloud, with its acute desire.
The skin covering the head of Harvey's dick was stretched so tight that it looked as if it would explode if another drop of blood tried to pump its way inside.
Sheree could tell that Harvey's cock head had turned a dark shade of purple because it was thoroughly engorged with the hot blood of his masculine arousal.
The diminutive and passionate female could tell that it was a blue-black hue.
Sheree could see that the shaft of Harvey's cock was slightly skinnier than the head – and that it was also a slightly lighter shade of purple. These differences, however, Sheree noticed, were not great ones.
Sheree could tell that the halt of Harvey's cock was every bit as hard as the head. She could tell that it was as hard as rock.
Granite.
Sheree could tell that Harvey's cock shaft was every bit as hard as a pillar of marble. The diminutive and passionate female could see and feel with her fingers and tongue that there were dilated blue veins protruding from the shaft of Harvey's otherwise smooth cock shaft.
Those bulging veins made Harvey's cock shaft look craggy. The handsome young man's cock stem look gnarled. The good-looking young stud's dick stalk looked angry. The small but well-hung male's cock shaft looked a hell of a lot more like an angry weapon than like an instrument of love-making, and there was something about this aspect of his dick's appearance that greatly appealed to Sheree.
The intensely aroused masculine lover's cock had one vein running up and down its shaft that was a good deal longer and thicker than any of the others. Sheree correctly assumed that this was the main vein, the vein whose job it was predominantly to pump blood all the way up into the head of his meat loaf.
The dark-haired and olive-complexioned girl had just allowed that longest and thickest being to determine the tip of her tongue's route as it flicked lightly and quickly back and forth from the base to the top of the shaft.
Harvey's balls, like his cock, were the largest that Sheree's had ever seen, and Sheree had seen some BIG balls in her day.
The handsome young man's balls were the size of golf balls, only they were not quite round. Sheree thought they were shaped like chicken eggs.
The good-looking young stud's scrotal sack was filled to the brim with come. Sheree's thought it felt against her palm and the insides of her spread fingers as if it were about to overflow.
Judging exclusively upon the sight and feel of Harvey's scrotal sack, Sheree would have guessed that it had been at least a month since Harvey last shot his wad. Logic told the petite brunette that this was not true. Still, there had to be a reason why Harvey and Roberta Jean Richardson had broken up.
Sheree could see that there was a thick patch of short and curly pubic hair growing all around the base of the shaft of his boner.
The orally compulsive local girl could see that there were even short and curly hairs growing directly out of Harvey's scrotal sack.
Very cute.
Very cute, indeed.
Sheree flicked the tip of her tongue lightly and quickly back and forth across Harvey's piss hole for a long time. Soon, each and every one of Harvey's muscles had tensed up on him involuntarily. The handsome young man could feel his face getting hot, and he correctly assumed that he was turning as red as a beet. The slight but attractive stud could feel his facial features starting to contort wildly, so wildly in fact that he no longer looked very much like himself. The good-looking young stud could feel his back teeth grinding together so tightly that the muscles at the sides of his face, at the hinges of his jaw, were protruding – bulging outward with the strain of his exertion.
His back teeth were clenched together so tightly that his jaw was starting to ache. But Harvey hardly paid any attention to this mild discomfort. This slight pain, Harvey found, was next to nothing, all but insignificant, when compared to the roaring pleasure he was experiencing down below.
Down below in Harvey's thoroughly awesome cock and balls.
Sheree began to roll the sides of her tongue over the head of Harvey's dick. She was pleased to find that the skin covering Harvey's bulbous glands felt every bit as smooth on her tingling taste buds as it looked like it would. She licked at the head of Harvey's pecker lazily. She licked until the entire mushroom-cap like glands was wet and shiny with the excessive spittle from her mouth. It was at this moment that Sheree first forgot to swallow frequently enough to compensate for the extra saliva being produced by the hyperactive gland beneath her tongue. Sheree drooled spittle onto her chin.
She didn't care. Harvey didn't care.
Sheree began to lick up and down the shaft of Harvey's cock shaft with the flat part of her tongue.
"I can't believe how hot you are making me feel," he said.
"I can't wait to taste your come," Sheree replied quickly.
"Not all women like to swallow come, you know," he said.
"I can't help but think those women are fools!" she said.
"Why?"
"Don't they know how delicious man-come can be?" Sheree asked.
"I guess not."
"Don't they know that come is good for them?" Sheree asked.
"Good for them?" Harvey queried, tilting his head to one side.
"Yeah, man-come is almost one-hundred percent protein!"
"I didn't know that," Harvey said to the kneeling woman sincerely.
"Sure! Come is like good food, it's like being fed a hot meal. You know, there are times when I can almost feel myself getting healthier when I am drinking come straight from the tip of a spasming cock!"
"Wow!"
Harvey was impressed. He had never heard a member of the opposite gender talk this way before.
"Why do you suppose some women won't swallow?" Sheree asked.
"Beats me. I guess they think it is disgusting," Harvey said.
"There is nothing disgusting about the birds and the bees."
"I guess they must think that come tastes bad or something."
"That only goes to show that they have never tried it."
"I suppose. Maybe they think swallowing come is degrading."
"Bullshit! They should live in a nunnery if that's the case."
"I couldn't agree more, Sheree, I couldn't agree more!"
Sheree licked up and down the stalk of Harvey's pecker with the flat part of her tongue – with the coated part of her bold and curious taster.
The diminutive and passionate female licked at his cock as if she were just a little girl licking again and again at an all-day sucker.
The dark-haired and olive-complexioned girl did not stop licking until she had covered the young man's entire pecker with a thin layer of her sweet and slippery saliva.
The orally compulsive local girl squeezed Harvey's cock and balls a little more tightly than before – but still nowhere near tightly enough to risk hurting Harvey's twin glands of manhood.
Sheree removed her fingertips from the underside of his cock shaft and snapped back with her head and shoulders to avoid getting slapped in the face with his rock-hard pecker.
She quickly made a fist around his dick with her tiny hand.
His cock shaft was so thick that her fingers did not make it all the way around the stem – at least not without the help of her long-red fingernails. The tips of her nails were pressing semi-circles of red into the heel of her palm as she squeezed his cock. She squeezed his cock and his balls in sync with one another, still synchronizing her squeezes to his racing heartbeat so that she would simulate his natural throbbing with her super-sexy hands.
Sheree used her right fist to aim the tip of Harvey's cock at her mouth. Sheree concentrated on relaxing the muscles at the sides of her jaw, so that she would be able to open her mouth as far as was humanly possible now that the time had come. She worked her jaw from side to side a little bit – just to get the kinks out of the hinges of her jaw.
The diminutive and passionate female once again curled her lips over her teeth so that she would not bite. The dark-haired and olive-complexioned girl did not want to hurt Harvey's cock with her pearly white choppers any more than she had wanted to hurt his balls a few moments earlier.
The dark-haired and olive-complexioned girl once again concentrated on breathing exclusively through her nose. The orally compulsive local girl knew that soon this was going to be a necessity. After all her mouth was going to be full. The small-breasted and tight-assed chick's mouth was going to be full of cock meat. The preciously cute and kneeling girl's oral cavity was going to be filled to the brim with Harvey's cock. The sexually attractive twenty year old girl then dropped her jaw. She could feel her nostrils flaring wildly. She could hear herself making animalistic snorting noises with her nose that were louder than ever.
She opened her mouth so far that the skin at the corners stretched taut. Sheree's mouth opened so far that her jaw threatened to lock in the open position. She could feel her jaw starting to ache, but she tried not to think about it. Sheree tried to push her personal discomfort into the back of her head, as far from her stream-of-consciousness as she could get it, so that she would be able to concentrate her attention one-hundred percent on the pleasure she was giving Harvey. She then pushed forward with her head and shoulders and took the head of his cock into her mouth. It was a tight fit.
But it was a fit nonetheless.
The girth of Harvey's cock head stretched the corners of Sheree's mouth even more than they had been stretched already, and Sheree would not have thought that was possible unless she had felt it for herself.
She pushed forward with her head until the entire head of his dick had disappeared in her mouth. She locked her lips desperately around the ring of scar tissue at the top of his cock shaft, just below the lower rim of his glands. Sheree knew that this ring of scar tissue came from the operation Harvey had received – no doubt when he was just a little baby – to remove his useless foreskin.
She began to suck.



CHAPTER TWO


At that moment Roberta Jean Richardson was sitting on a barstool in THE GOLDEN GREEK'S BAR AND GRILL AND BOWLING LANES, a beer and shots joint on the southern-most edge of Painted Post, Pennsylvania.
Roberta Jean Richardson was a tall woman, standing close to five feet ten inches. She was a blonde bombshell, with all of her curves in the right places. Roberta Jean, as they say, was broad where a broad was supposed to be broad. She was an Amazon woman, tougher than most of the men in town, yet her face and her body were achingly beautiful. Her muscles, though well-toned and somewhat bulky, were not the slightest bit unattractive.
It was obvious to everyone who looked at Roberta Jean that she had put in a lot of work at the local spa to keep herself in fine shape.
She had grown up with a domineering father and a drunken mother.
She had learned how to fight early – since she had nothing but older brothers, and it was a skill that had gotten her in a hell of a lot of trouble during the twenty years she had been on the earth. Her tits were huge.
She had a chip on her shoulder, mostly because of the merciless teasing she had received from the other kids in grammar school and high school because of her mother's constantly inebriated state.
The teasing had stopped once Roberta Jean started kicking ass. The trouble was that Roberta Jean Richardson did not know when to keep her fists to herself.
It seemed that she was always starting a fight and there was more than one member of the community that thought it was pretty Goddamned amazing that Roberta Jean Richardson had never spent time in prison.
The problem only got worse when Roberta Jean was drinking, which was why the bartender, Joey, was keeping a close watch on her on this particular night.
Joey was going to get Roberta Jean Richardson's ass out of the bar and back onto the street at the first signs of trouble.
He figured he would, in this manner, keep Roberta Jean from hurting herself or others. More likely others.
Sitting beside Roberta Jean at that moment was her very best friend Bertha.
Bertha Klemmer.
The woman was not a calming influence on Roberta Jean. Not at all. Roberta Jean's equally tough friend's appearance on the bar stool next to the blonde at the bar did not make Joey the bartender feel any better.
This was double-trouble as far as he was concerned.
Bertha was famous in and around Painted Post, Pennsylvania for her many tattoos which literally covered her body.
Her hair was dark.
Cut short.
Butch.
In spite of the fact that it was a Friday night, the bar was not crowded. There were a couple of guys shooting eight ball, and some girl that looked like she was still in high school, wearing tight jeans, kept playing the jukebox. Everything was calm. The calm before the storm.
"Another beer?" Joey asked Roberta Jean. His voice was low.
"Sure, fill her up. I want this to be the sort of night I can't even remember in the morning." Roberta Jean said.
"Bertha?"
"Yeah, fill her up. It'll be a cold day in hell before I can't chink with Roberta Jean one for one," Roberta Jean's equally tough friend said with a toothy grin.
Joey could see that there were gaps between Bertha's teeth.
Roberta Jean was wearing some tight jeans herself on this night. Her denim trousers were so tight that they left nothing to the imagination. Anyone who cared to look could clearly see the cleavage between Roberta Jean Richardson's buttocks – not to mention the cleavage between her vaginal lips in front.
Roberta Jean's jeans were so tight that they had to be peeled on and off. The muscular and super tough blonde bombshell's jeans were so tight that they looked as if they had been applied with a can of dark blue spray paint.
They were not designer jeans, but cheaper imitations of the same.
Roberta Jean did not have money for fancy clothes. She had been born poor and she had stayed poor. Roberta Jean Richardson was hardly a little girl who had been born with the silver spoon in her mouth.
The spoon in Roberta Jean's mouth had been copper – and reeking of poverty. Roberta Jean Richardson was poor white trash.

***

"You feeling okay?" The blonde bombshell's heavily tattooed buddy asked, leaning toward the blonde a bit as she spoke. Joey served up the beers and took the money out of the pile that had already accumulated in front of the pair of tough broads on the bar.
Joey pretended not to listen as he served the drinks.
But the tops of the bartender's ears were burning, and he couldn't help himself. He had to listen.
"Take a hike," Bertha said.
"I'd rather kill you than look at you," Klemmer said to the bartender, and he quickly retreated.
"Yeah, I feel okay. Why wouldn't I feel okay?" Roberta Jean said.
"I thought maybe you were still upset about Harv…"
"Shit! I don't fucking want to talk about him, Bertha!"
"Right."
"That motherfucker is going to pay one day," Roberta Jean Richardson said, hammering a clenched fist onto the bar so hard that it made the head of her beer spill over the side and roll down the glass.
"Easy."
"I have never been so mother-fucking humiliated in all my mother-fucking life," Roberta Jean Richardson said.
"You're getting loud," Bertha Klemmer said in a soothing tone.
"I'm sure I don't give a fuck how loud I get," the blonde said.
"Yeah, okay, suit yourself," Bertha said, sipping her beer calmly.
"Imagine HIM leaving ME. He deserves to die," Roberta Jean Richardson said.
"What about the chicks he dates from now on?" Bertha asked.
"They fucking deserve to fucking die too!" the blonde said.
"I see. We are going to be busy," Bertha said with a throaty laugh. Bertha Klemmer lit a non-filter cigarette and took such a deep drag that it made her squint.
She coughed a little as she exhaled and spit a clam on the sawdust floor.
Just then the door opened and Tammy walked in. Bad timing.
Tammy Cunningham was Roberta Jean Richardson's sworn enemy. Tammy was tough too and many times the pair had fought long drag out battles which inevitably ended in a draw.
Roberta Jean seethed at the sight of Tammy Cunningham. Tammy seethed at the sight of Roberta Jean Richardson.
They had fought their first fight in the fourth grade and things had been downhill as far as their relationship was concerned ever since.
"Roberta Jean, Bertha," Tammy said as she entered.
"Fuck yourself," Roberta Jean muttered into her sudsy brew.
Tammy Cunningham pretended not to hear. She had fire-red hair piled up on top of her head and hips that weren't what they once were. As Roberta Jean Richardson liked to say, "Tammy is going Crisco. Fat in the can!"
Tammy took a seat at the far end of the bar. Tammy ordered herself a beer and a shot. Tammy Cunningham winked at Joey as he served her. He filled the shot glass to the brim, past the little black line that measured out a perfect fluid ounce.
The redheaded and loud-mouthed local barfly knew a secret and she was never very good at keeping secrets. Roberta Jean's much-despised and sworn enemy was particularly bad at keeping secrets when they concerned the blonde.
"Joey, you'll never guess who I saw tonight driving down the main strip," Tammy Cunningham exclaimed.
"Who?" the bartender inquired, his eyes lethargy filled.
"Harvey Henderson. What a panic!" Tammy exclaimed.
Roberta Jean's head snapped toward the redhead for a moment and then she quickly stared back into her beer, watching the little bubbles rise to the surface where they popped one by one.
"You want to know why it was such a panic?" Tammy asked the bartender.
"Not really."
"Well, I'm going to tell you why anyway," Tammy said.
Bertha sensed a fight. Bertha Klemmer tensed the muscles in her arms. Roberta Jean's equally tough friend made several tattoos stretch and ripple as she tensed her muscles. The blonde bombshell's heavily tattooed buddy had a sixth sense when it came, to trouble. Of course, it took no intuition to know that there was going to be trouble when Roberta Jean and Tammy Cunningham found themselves seated at the same bar.
Since there were only three bars in all of Painted Post, Pennsylvania, this happened more frequently than Joey, the bartender, would have liked.
Beads of sweat formed across the bartender's brow.
It was obvious to the hayseeds shooting eight ball that the bartender was a hell of a lot more nervous than any of the women involved in this potentially violent tension.
Off in the distance they could hear the thunderclap roar of bowling balls rolling down, alleys, then the crash of scattered pins. The bar would fill up once the Friday Night Bowling League had finished up.
"It was a panic because Harvey wasn't alone," Tammy said.
Roberta Jean turned her head toward Tammy once again, and this time she kept her head turned. Roberta Jean Richardson was squeezing her glass so hard that it was threatening to shatter in her fist. The muscular and super-tough blonde bombshell was squeezing her beer glass so hard that each and every one of her knuckles had turned white.
"You want to know who he was with?" Tammy Cunningham asked.
"Tammy, please, shut up," Joey said, sweat now pouring from his face.
"No, no, no, no, no, I want to tell you who Harvey Henderson was with. This'll kill you. He was with that little mouse of a babe, Sheree Messmer, and I can't be sure – but it looked to me like they was headed straight up toward Sex Hill!" Tammy said.
"That does it!" Roberta Jean Richardson said, lifting her glass and hurling it at Tammy Cunningham's head. The glass narrowly missed and shattered against the wall behind the redhead, near the entrance to the Men's Room.
"GIRLS!" Joey shouted.
"You are a fucking big-mouth bitch," Roberta Jean said.
"Ohhhhhhh, Roberta Jean, I forgot you and Harvey used to go out. That is, until he dumped you!"
"You are going to eat those fucking words, bitch, and they are going to taste like my knuckles!"
"I ain't scared of you, cunthole," Tammy Cunningham said to Roberta Jean.
"Let's get her," Bertha said.
"You stay here. This is between her and me," Roberta Jean said.
"Take it outside!" Joey said. But it was too late. Roberta Jean and Tammy were already headed toward one another.
It was a collision course.

***

Roberta Jean grabbed a handful of Tammy's red hair with her left hand and shot a right fist right into Tammy Cunningham's belly. The punch had enough force behind it to double the redhead over. Tammy Cunningham folded to a ninety-degree angle at the waist, jack-knifing sharply with the intensity of the blow.
Tammy Cunningham reached up with her left hand and clawed her long red fingernails across the side of Roberta Jean's neck. Three lines of blood appeared, frightening close to Roberta Jean Richardson's jugular vein.
"I am going to kick the fucking shit out of you," Roberta Jean said.
"Yeah, you and what army?" Tammy Cunningham inquired.
"I am going to take care of you with me and my two friends. My fists," Roberta Jean Richardson said.
"You are nothing but a puddle of vomit," Tammy said. The redhead let loose with a right cross that caught Roberta Jean flush on the jaw.
Roberta Jean turned her head a little at the last possible second, but the punch still caught her enough to send her reeling backward.
"You are a puddle of monkey shit," Roberta Jean said.
"You are the scum from a retards asshole," Tammy Cunningham said.
"You eat the scum from retards assholes," Roberta Jean said.
Roberta Jean punched Tammy right in the nose. Blood began to flow from the redhead's right nostril, rolling down over her heavily lipsticked lips.
Tammy Cunningham let loose with a lightning quick left jab that caught Roberta Jean on the lower lip. Now they were both bleeding from the base. Roberta Jean felt savage. She grabbed Tammy Cunningham by the arm and bit her so hard that she broke the skin.
"Owwwwwwwww," Tammy Cunningham hollered at the top of her lungs.
Tammy Cunningham threw Roberta Jean up against the wall and temporarily knocked the wind out of the blonde bombshell.
"Take it outside!" Joey, the bartender screamed. The hayseeds who had been playing eight balls stepped back and began to cheer for their favorites. Roberta Jean grabbed Tammy Cunningham and threw her against the pool table. Tammy Cunningham was bent over backward across the green felt, her head moving the eight ball, as Roberta Jean Richardson punched her in the face repeatedly, throwing combinations of right and left hands. Tammy Cunningham finally managed to push her off and punched Roberta Jean Richardson right in the left tit. The tit felt soft and her fist sunk deep into the globular mammary gland on Roberta Jean's chest.
Roberta Jean kicked Tammy Cunningham in the cunt.
Tammy got Roberta Jean Richardson in a head lock.
The redhead squeezed so tightly that Roberta Jean feared for a moment that her skull was going to be crushed. There was a frightening moment or two when Roberta Jean Richardson thought her eyeballs were going to come popping right out of her head.
The muscular and super-tough blonde bombshell managed to break free and grabbed Tammy Cunningham by the neck. The large-breasted and long-legged troublemaker dragged Tammy Cunningham toward the door. She knew that if she busted up the place too badly she wouldn't be allowed in the bar anymore, and he needed a place to drink. The Lord knew that Roberta Jean Richardson needed a place to drink.
They went out the door together and out onto the street.
Bertha followed. Bertha Klemmer told herself that she was going to jump in, just in case Roberta Jean looked like she was taking the worst of it. Roberta Jean's equally tough friend, however, could see that she had nothing to worry about. The blonde bombshell's heavily tattooed buddy could see that Roberta Jean Richardson had this particular fight well in hand.
"Give it to her, Roberta Jean!" Bertha cheered loudly.
Tammy Cunningham legs gave out on her and she crumbled to the pavement, but Roberta Jean did not stop. The blonde pounced on the redhead and continued to beat her.
She beat Tammy Cunningham until the redhead went limp.
"Leave her alone, now. She's done," Bertha exclaimed.
"NO! I ain't fucking through with her," Roberta Jean said.
"What are you going to do, kill her?" Bertha asked.
"No, close, but I don't think I'll kill her," Roberta Jean said.
"What are you going to do, Roberta Jean?" Bertha asked.
"Help me drag her into your car, Bertha," Roberta Jean said.
"Why?"
"We are going to take her back to my place," Roberta Jean said.
"Why?"
"I already told you, I ain't through with her yet."
"What are you going to do to her?" Bertha Klemmer asked.
"I am going to tie her up, and then, yes, then I am going to abuse her. I am going to make her burn. I am going to give her a good old-fashioned lesson in human nature. Oh yeah, oh yeah, I am going to give her something that she ain't never going to forget."
"Sounds like fun," Bertha said.
Roberta Jean and Bertha dragged Tammy into the backseat of the tattooed lady's car. The doors were slammed shut.
Bertha got behind the wheel.
Roberta Jean sat shotgun.
Roberta Jean Richardson kept an eye on Tammy in the back, to make sure that she didn't wake up. The back of Tammy's head had taken quite a crack against the pavement.
"She looks like she is going to be snoozing for awhile," Roberta Jean said.
"I hope you didn't kill her."
"No, she's still breathing."
"So far."
Roberta Jean laughed.
"For her, the worst is yet to come," Roberta Jean Richardson said.
They drove directly to Roberta Jean's small shanty at the edge of town. The shanty had three rooms, indoor plumbing and was made of wood. There were no neighbors within a quarter of a mile. There would be no need to gag Tammy. Roberta Jean and Bertha could let Tammy scream all she wanted. No one was going to hear the bitch wailing her lungs out.
In pain!
"Help me drag her inside, Bertha," Roberta Jean said.
"Right. I'll take her feet and you take her arms," Bertha said.
The two young women, being very strong, had no trouble transporting Tammy into the shanty where they dropped her hard onto the living room floor. Thunk!
"Where now?" Bertha asked.
"The bedroom."
"What are you going to do to her?" Bertha asked quickly. There was a note of concern in the tattooed woman's voice – as if she feared that hanging out with Roberta Jean Richardson on this particular evening connoted biting off more than she could chew.
"We are going to abuse her, like I said," Roberta Jean said.
"Are we going to sexually abuse her?" Bertha inquired.
"Is there any other kind?" Roberta Jean asked with a throaty laugh.
"I guess not. I am not sure that I want any part of this."
"Chicken-shit."
"Don't start with me, Roberta Jean. I'm your friend."
"You don't have to do anything if you don't want to. You can just watch," Roberta Jean Richardson said.
"I think I am going to split," Bertha said, shifting her weight from one foot to the other nervously.
"Suit yourself. At least help me get her onto my bed first."
"Okay – then I am leaving," Bertha said firmly.
"Fine – be that way."
Once again Roberta Jean and Bertha lifted the unconscious redhead. They carried her into Roberta Jean's bedroom and flung her onto the bed. Tammy bounced up and down a couple of times before coming to a rest on her back in the center of the mattress.
Tammy was getting blood all over Roberta Jean's bedspread. The tall and muscular blonde bombshell did not give a shit.
"I'm leaving," Bertha said.
"See you," Roberta Jean responded.
"Don't do anything you'll regret later," Bertha said.
"Doing things I am going to regret later is what I do best."
"Call me later – just to let me know how you are," Bertha said.
"Can do."
Bertha left.
Roberta Jean was alone with Tammy – her latest victim. Her latest SEX victim.
Roberta Jean Richardson had been looking forward to this moment for a long time. She finally had Tammy where she wanted her – after many, many years of waiting.
Tammy began to wake. Tammy Cunningham moaned. The recently rendered submissive redhead opened her eyes and winced.
"All right, cocksucking bitch, you are finally going to get what you got coming to you," Roberta Jean said.
"Roberta Jean…"
"That's right. You are in my house now and I ain't going to let you go until I have had lots of fun with you."
Tammy Cunningham tried to sit up.
She was too weak.
She fell back down onto the bed and groaned. Blood had coagulated on her upper lip.
Roberta Jean reached down and tore Tammy's blouse right off of her body. Rrriiippp! Tammy wore no bra.
Her tits were exposed.
Roberta Jean Richardson pulled off Tammy's spiked high heels and then yanked off her pants, pulling her panties off in the process. Roberta Jean could see that Tammy's pubic patch was the same color as the hair on her head.
The color of fire!
"I am going to tie you to the bed, and then I am going to whip the living shit out of you," Roberta Jean said.
"Please, Roberta Jean, give me a break," Tammy Cunningham said.
"I'll teach you to talk about my boyfriend in public."
"He isn't your boyfriend anymore, Roberta Jean," Tammy said.
Roberta Jean slapped Tammy across the face six times.
Roberta Jean Richardson slapped Tammy Cunningham three times with the palm of her hand and three times with the knuckles at the back of her hand – three times on either of Tammy's already bruised cheeks.
The bed had four bedposts which made things very convenient for Roberta Jean's bondage purposes. Roberta Jean went into the other room and fetched a coil of copper wire and a pair of wire-cutters. She cut off four evenly-lengthen pieces of wire. Tammy was every bit as naked as the day she was born.

***

Roberta Jean grabbed Tammy by the left forearm, the redhead still on her back, and she gripped so hard that Tammy called out with pain. Roberta Jean dug her fingernails right into the flesh of Tammy's forearm, coming very close to breaking the skin.
Tammy felt as if she were caught inside a bear trap.
Roberta Jean pulled the redhead's left arm back over her head toward the bedpost at the left side of the head of the bed.
Roberta Jean pulled so hard that Tammy once again called out with her suddenly acute physical discomfort.
Roberta Jean pulled so hard that Tammy half expected to hear her bones snapping – at either her wrist or at her elbow – at any second. Roberta Jean Richardson pulled at the redhead's arm so hard that there was a frightening moment or two when Tammy thought her shoulder was about to be ripped out of its socket.
Roberta Jean pulled Tammy's arm taut, so that it was locked in the straight position at the elbow. Tammy could feel reality drifting back into her head.
Her head hurt like hell.
She thought her nose might be broken.
Now there was new pain to deal with.
Roberta Jean wrapped one of the pieces of copper wire around Tammy's wrist and the bedpost at the same time, making a figure-eight with the wire as she wrapped it around and around.
Naturally enough, Roberta Jean Richardson wrapped the wire around Tammy's wrist as tightly as she could.
Tammy could feel the wire cutting into her wrist flesh.
Tammy Cunningham could tell that the wire was going to leave an ugly red ring around her wrist, a ring that was going to take days to fade even after the bondage was removed.
IF the bondage was removed.
Tammy had no way of knowing whether or not she was ever going to see the light of day, again. For all the redhead knew the blonde was going to kill her right there on the bed after stringently binding her with wire.
The wire was around Tammy's wrist so tightly that she could tell the circulation of blood to her hand was being, completely cut off. Tammy Cunningham could tell without looking that the tips of her fingers were turning a deep purple color – the color of a man's cock head when his prick was thoroughly engorged with the hot blood of his masculine arousal.
Roberta Jean's sworn enemy could feel pins and needles in the tips if her left fingers, and she was smarty enough to know that she was not going to be able to feel those pins and needles for very long.
She knew that it was not going to be long before she wouldn't be able to feel anything at all in the tips of her fingers. Or, in her entire hand, for that matter.
Tammy could tell that Roberta Jean's bondage was soon going to render her entire hand feelingless. Tammy Cunningham tried to wiggle her fingers at the knuckles, and discovered, to her dismay, that she could only do this with an ever-increasing amount of difficulty.
Her knuckles were getting stiffer.
And stiffer.
And stiffer.
The recently rendered submissive redhead could tell that soon she would not be able to wiggle her fingers at all. Soon, she could tell, her entire hand was going to be rendered both feelingless and motionless because of the stringent bondage Roberta Jean Richardson was so cruelly administering just then.
"Please…"
"Please what, you cocksucking little bitch slut?"
"Please have mercy on me," Tammy Cunningham begged.
"Ha!"
"You laugh."
"Mercy? Mercy! Ha! I don't even know the meaning of the mother-fucking word," Roberta Jean Richardson said.
"Oh God…"
"Face it, cunt, God ain't here. It's just you and me."
"Ohhhhhhhh…"
"And I am the mistress of the devil himself, cunt!"
Since the head of the bed was pushed flush against the wall, Roberta Jean had to circle all the way around the foot to get to the other side, so she could repeat the process with Tammy's other arm.
Roberta Jean Richardson took long and surprisingly graceful strides as she walked around to the other side of the bed. Tammy watched this movement and thought that Roberta Jean looked like a wild animal, a wild jungle beast in heat, encircling her helpless prey.
And that was very much how Tammy Cunningham felt at that moment – like Roberta Jean Richardson's helpless prey.
Tammy tried to kick and struggle with her legs and her one free arm for a moment, but not for long. Each and every muscle in Tammy's body hurt and her joints felt stiff – as if they were badly in the need of oil.
"Tonight is a night you are never going to forget, Tammy."
"You are going to pay for this, Roberta Jean!" the redhead said.
"If I were you, cocksucking bitch, I would be more polite."
"Shit!"
"Face it, babycakes, I got you right where I want you. I got you right by the mother-fucking short and curlies," Roberta Jean Richardson said with a laugh.
"Fuck!"
Roberta Jean repeated the process with Tammy Cunningham's right arm, once again locking her elbow in the straight position, once again tying the wire around her wrist so tight that the circulation of blood to her hand was completely cut off.
It was not very long at all before Tammy could not feel any more in her right hand than she could in her left.
Tammy remained still on the bed, preserving her energy.
Tammy Cunningham's legs were stretched out toward the foot of the bed. She had her knees and her ankles close together. The recently rendered submissive redhead correctly assumed that Roberta Jean Richardson was not going to allow her knees and ankles to stay close together for very long. Roberta Jean's sworn enemy watched as the blonde moved to the foot of the bed.
Roberta Jean stared at Tammy Cunningham's pink pussy.
Her tits.
Her flat belly.
Her tapered thighs.
Roberta Jean Richardson then jack-knifed sharply at the waist and reached down with straightened arms to grasp both of Tammy's ankles at the same time.
Roberta Jean gripped at Tammy's ankles so hard that her knuckles whitened. Then, with a single outward swoop of her straightened arms she pulled Tammy's legs apart.
Roberta Jean looked for all the world as if she were making a wish over a human wishbone as she did this.
Roberta Jean pulled Tammy's thighs open past a ninety-degree angle to a slightly obtuse angle with that single motion.
Roberta Jean then quickly wired the redhead's ankles to the bedposts at the foot of her bed. Roberta Jean tied Tammy's ankles every bit as tightly as she had her wrists. Tammy could see her toes turning a dark shade of purple. Soon she couldn't wiggle her toes any better than she could wiggle her fingers. Soon she could feel anything from the ankles down. The wire was cutting deeply into Tammy's ankles, hurting her worst of all at the anklebones.
"Now you are going to be whipped, cunt," Roberta Jean said.
"Please don't do that to me," Tammy Cunningham begged.
"The more you plead, bitch, the more I want to hurt you."
"I'll scream. I'll scream my fucking head off!" Tammy said.
"Go ahead."
"You don't care?"
"I don't give a flying shit, Tammy," Roberta Jean said.
"How come?"
"We are put in the middle of nowhere, remember?" Roberta Jean said.
"Oh, yeah."
"Oh, yeah. No one is going to hear your fucking screams."
"What, what are you going to whip me with?" Tammy asked.
The redhead found it difficult not to stammer as she spoke.
"I am going to use a black leather belt, cuntbreath!"
"Ohhhhhhhh, you are going to cover me with welts!"
"Yeah, you cocksucking bitch, that it the whole idea!"
"Don't you want to whip my other side, my ass and back?"
"If I wanted to do that I would have bound you on your belly."
"But…"
"That's right, you scumsucking cuntface! I am going to whip your tits!" Roberta Jean Richardson said.
"Noooooooooo!" Tammy Cunningham screamed hysterically.
Tammy could never remember being so frightened before.
The redhead could feel fear filling her belly. There felt as if there were about a million fluttering butterflies inside her tummy. Those butterflies felt as if they were flopping around on top of one another, filled with anxiousness. Those butterflies were anxious to get the hell out of there!

***

Tammy Cunningham could feel the blood rushing from her face.
The redhead could feel her complexion becoming pasty. She was pale with fear. This paleness even changed the color of the freckles that sprinkled across the bridge of her nose. Her complexion suddenly reminded Roberta Jean Richardson of buttermilk.
Tammy could feel perspiration oozing from each and every pore on her naked body. The sweat was cold.
Like ice.
She was sweating the icy perspiration of her unadulterated fear.
"I can feel the wire cutting into my skin," the redhead screamed.
"Good."
"I can feel the copper wires actually breaking my flesh."
"Yes."
"I can't feel anything in my hands or my feet!" Tammy screamed.
Tammy began to toss her head from side to side wildly.
"Good. I want to render you completely helpless!"
Tammy's shook her head from side to side with reckless abandon.
"I want to render you completely hopeless, Tammy," Roberta Jean Richardson said with an evil laugh.
Tammy shook her head from side to side as if she were purposefully attempting to injure her rather slender neck. Her big tits were heaving up and down on her chest.
Her nipples were erect. Tammy Cunningham's nipples were stiff with fear and terror rather than with lust and passion, Roberta Jean Richardson understood.
The recently rendered submissive redhead realized that she could no longer move any part of her body. The bondage was unadulteratedly stringent. Roberta Jean's sworn enemy realized that the only part of her body that she could move was her head. She could lift the sore back of her head from the bed a little bit if she wanted to, and, obviously, she could still turn her pain-contorted face from side to side. But she tried to keep her head still from this point on. She tried to conserve her energy. Tammy Cunningham correctly assumed that she was going to need all of the pooled energy she could muster before Roberta Jean Richardson's sado-masochistic sex session was complete.
"I am going to get you back for this, Roberta Jean."
"What did I tell you before about being polite, bitch."
Tammy shut up.
The redhead came to the conclusion that this was not the time to mouth off. There would be plenty of time for revenge – but this was not it.
Roberta Jean shook her ass from side to side as she left the foot of the bed and walked over to her closet. She opened her closet door. Tammy Cunningham turned her face in that direction so she could see what the blonde bombshell was doing.
Tammy Cunningham could see that there was a full-length looking glass mounted with screws onto the inside of Roberta Jean Richardson's closet door.
Roberta Jean got up on her toes and reached onto the top shelf of the closet. She found what she was looking for.
The belt.
The whip.
It was black.
Genuine leather.
It was the only genuine leather article she owned – if you don't count her softball mitt.
The tall and muscular blonde bombshell swung her hips from side to side and laughed contentedly to herself as she returned to the side of the bed holding the belt in her right hand. She folded the black leather strap in half and held it by the buckled end. She cupped her left palm. Roberta Jean then slapped the belt HARD across her slightly cupped palm and created a sharp sound. The sound alone was enough to make Tammy Cunningham wince. The sound reminded the redhead of the sound of a firecracker, a cherry bomb, going off on the Fourth of July.
The sound reminded Tammy of a gunshot, a shotgun blast.
The sound reminded the redhead of an old pick-up truck backfiring out on Interstate 17! The sound alone was enough to frighten the stringently bound female.
The sound frightened Tammy Cunningham because she knew this was the same sound the belt was going to make when it came down across the hypersensitive flesh on the front side of her feminine physique.
Roberta Jean was in no hurry to get started. The blonde bombshell was smart enough to know that dread was an important part of any torture.



CHAPTER THREE


"I have dreamed about this moment," Roberta Jean said.
"You are going to have nightmares about it someday," Tammy Cunningham replied.
Was it Tammy?
Or was it Roberta Jean Richardson's conscience?
The tall and muscular blonde bombshell gripped the buckle end of the belt so tightly that her knuckles were whitened.
The menacing and hot-tempered tough chick then raised her right arm, her whipping arm, slowly over her head, just as if she were deliberately cocking the hammer of an old-fashioned pistol before firing.
Then down came the arm.
Hard.
The black leather strap made an ugly whistling sound, like bombs over London, as it moved through the air.
Crack!
Roberta Jean brought the strap turned whip down across both of Tammy's large tits at the same time.
Roberta Jean Richardson held nothing back. She grunted with her exertion as she brought the belt down.
Roberta Jean was working up a sweat of her own, the steamy sweat caused by the sadistic work she was doing.
The blonde bombshell laughed with delight, baring her teeth as she heard the crack of the leather against flesh.
The truth of the matter was that Tammy heard the sound of the strap biting into her tit flesh a fraction of a second before she felt the pain. It took her terrified nervous-system that long to get the dreadful message to her brain.
Then the pain did strike.
It struck hard.
It bit into the reeling gray matter of Tammy's brain. "Owwwwwwww!" Tammy Cunningham yelled at the top of her lungs.
The redhead could feel the pain spreading outward from her boobs to affect all of the nerve-endings in her body – with the exception, of course, of those in her hands and feet where Tammy could feel nothing at all.
The redhead could feel the pain spreading to envelope her.
The pain spread just as the pleasure of an orgasm would have.
The belt had come down across Tammy Cunningham's left nipple very hard – and this seemed to Tammy to be the point at which her pain was most severe. She looked down at that nipple and she could see that the nipple was swelling grossly.
The nipple was beginning to discolor.
It was turning purple.
Tammy Cunningham correctly assumed that the entire front side of her body was going to be black and blue by the time Roberta Jean Richardson stopped whipping her.
Crack!
Whack!
Smack!
Crack!
Roberta Jean was careful not to bring the whip down in the same place twice. This would have been a bloody waste of time as far as the blonde bombshell was concerned. Roberta Jean Richardson knew that Tammy's nerve-endings were being numbed and deadened by each blow, and she saw no point in striking the redhead somewhere were the bitchy redhead could no longer feel it. The tall and muscular blonde bombshell concentrated on striking the other nipple, so that both of Tammy Cunningham's feminine erections at the tips of her knockers were grossly swollen.
Tammy tried not to scream out with pain. Tammy Cunningham did not want Roberta Jean Richardson to have the satisfaction of knowing how much she was hurting her.
The recently rendered submissive redhead bit her lower lip hard to keep from crying out anymore. But it was no use. Tammy could tell that her efforts to keep her screams inside were inevitably going to be in vain.
Crack!
Whack!
Smack!
Crack! 
Roberta Jean whipped the cleavage at the tops of Tammy's tits, the y-shaped cleft just below Tammy's rather slender neck.
Roberta Jean whipped at the base of Tammy's tits, and at the base of her slightly protruding ribcage.
The blonde bombshell was determined to keep whipping the redhead until her arm became tired with the exertion of her thoroughly sadistic abuse.
The tall and muscular blonde bombshell was going to whip Tammy Cunningham until she became bored with this form of abuse. The menacing and hot-tempered tough chick had more in store for Tammy.
Much more.
The worst was still yet to come for the bound woman.
Roberta Jean began to strike the flat plain of Tammy's stomach with the black leather belt. She struck above the redhead's dimpled and concave bellybutton, then below the navel, at Tammy Cunningham's soft underbelly. The recently rendered submissive redhead could feel the belt digging into her abdomen.
Her loins.
It was at this point, as the leather burned into her loins, that Tammy Cunningham could no longer hold her screams inside. She stopped biting her lower lip.
Tammy had been biting her lower lip so hard that her upper tooth had come close to popping through the puffy flesh.
The pain from the whipping was so severe that Tammy Cunningham all but forgot the egg-sized knot on the back of her head from where she had smacked her head against the pavement outside THE GOLDEN GREEK'S BAR AND GRILL AND BOWUNG LANES.
"Please, please, please, please, please, please, stop. ohhhhhhhh! ohhhhhhhh! ohhhhhhhh! I cannot take it anymore. I cannot take the pain anymore!You are making my entire body hurt! You are making my whole fucking body hurt! You are killing me. Roberta Jean!Roberta Jean! You are killing me with the motherfucking whip! You are killing me with the motherfucking whip! I cannot take it anymore! Please! Please! Please! Stop it! For God's sake, can't you see that you are killing me! Owwwwwww!" Tammy screamed.
This outburst of hysterical screaming only made Roberta Jean Richardson want to hurt her bound nemesis that much worse.
Like a baseball pitcher who was in a jam, Roberta Jean reached back for something extra and really let Tammy have it, striking again and again into the redhead's loins.
Crack!
Whack!
Smack!
Crack!
Great big tears were welling in Roberta Jean's sworn enemy's eyes. Those tears spilling out of Tammy's eyes and began to roll down her face. Her nose was running.
The redhead was drooling slippery spittle onto her chin.
Tammy could tell that her face was being stained by the tracks of her tears as they dripped down over her dirty cheeks and bruised cheekbones. Tammy Cunningham could feel her tears dripping all the way down to the corners of her mouth. Those rivulets of saltwater worked their way right into Tammy's mouth and eventually onto her tongue.
They tasted bitter.
Tammy Cunningham's tears tasted as if they had been tainted and poisoned by her unadulterated despair.
Her terror.
Her pain.
The recently rendered submissive redhead could feel her eyes swelling because of the tears she was spilling.
She was tossing her head from side to side more enthusiastically than ever. Her eyes became so swollen that Tammy Cunningham was shocked to find that she could only blink with an ever-increasing amount of difficulty.
The insides of Tammy Cunningham's eyelids felt as if they had magically and suddenly been transformed into a particularly rough variety of sandpaper.
Crack!
Whack!
Smack!
Crack!
Roberta Jean began to whip at the insides of Tammy's bound-open thighs, where the nerve-endings were clustered particularly densely. Roberta Jean Richardson was whipping one of Tammy Cunningham's most hypersensitive regions.
Again, Roberta Jean was careful not to whip Tammy twice in the same place. She whipped the right inner thighs and then the left inner thigh – and then the right inner thigh once again. She whipped the fronts of the thighs and then Tammy's shins. Roberta Jean Richardson even whipped at the tops of Tammy's feet.
The tall and muscular blonde bombshell's arm was starting to get tired. The menacing and hot-tempered tough chick could feel herself getting bored with this form of abuse. Roberta Jean could see that the entire front side of Tammy's body was striped with the welts the whip had raised.
Just to be cruel, more psychologically than physically, Roberta Jean decided to whip Tammy Cunningham's tits a little more, concentrating the force of her blows on the redhead's already grossly swollen nipples. Tammy could tell that the icy sweat of her fear and pain had a different odor that the hot and steamy sweat of her exertion. Tammy Cunningham found that the cold sweat that was oozing from each and every one of her pores at that moment had the bitter and almondy scent of the devil. The recently rendered submissive redhead remembered what the blonde had said about being the mistress of Satan himself. Roberta Jean's sworn enemy could not help but think that Roberta Jean Richardson was telling the truth when she spoke those words.
Crack!
Whack!
Smack!
Crack!
Roberta Jean laughed.
Tammy's cries of pain were no longer as loud as before.
She was weak from the beating. Indeed, the redhead was exhausted from the abuse she had already had received.
Tammy Cunningham thought that she might pass out at any second from the extent of the pain she was suffering.
There was a part of the redhead that wanted to pass out.
She knew that there was no pain in her unconscious world.
Still, there was a bigger part of Tammy Cunningham that thought that she should stay awake – that she should stay awake at all costs. Tammy couldn't help but fear that, if she passed out into a blissful sleep, that this would be a sleep from which she would never wake.

***

Roberta Jean stopped whipping. The blonde bombshell tossed the black leather belt carelessly aside.
Roberta Jean did not even bother to turn her head to see where the belt went. Tammy, however, could hear the beltbuckle scuttling its way across the bare wood floor of Roberta Jean's bedroom into the far corner, into the corner furthest from the doorway.
"Now comes the real torture!" Roberta Jean Richardson said.
"What, what are you going to do to me now, Roberta Jean?"
"I am going to fuck that sluttish pink pussy of yours."
"Fuck me? How are you going to do that? You have no cock."
"Who said that I was going to use a cock?" the blonde said.
"You, you are going to use a dildo on my pussy?" the redhead inquired curiously Tammy Cunningham blinked some of the tears out of her eyes and the insides of her eyelids felt as rough as ever.
"Then what are you going to use?" Tammy Cunningham asked.
"I am going to fuck your cunt with my whole fist!"
"No!"
"Oh yes," Roberta Jean Richardson said calmly. The blonde turned up one corner of her mouth to form a half-smile of self-amusement.
"But, but, but, you will, you will rip me apart!"
"Maybe."
"You are going to make it so I can't have no babies!"
"No man was ever going to want to fuck you anyway!"
"Ohhhhhhh," Tammy Cunningham moaned with complete despair.
Roberta Jean went into the kitchen where she found the latex gloves she wore to wash the dishes.
She returned to the bedroom and threw the gloves onto the bed so that they landed, partially on top of one another, in between Tammy's bound open thighs.
"What are those for?" Tammy Cunningham inquired, her voice shivering with fright.
"You don't think I want to touch your cunt do you?"
"Why not?" Tammy Cunningham asked. It seemed an absurd question to the redhead the second she heard it come out of her mouth. What the fuck did it matter?
"Shit, your cunt is rancid, bitch. I would get a stink on my fingers from fisting you that I wouldn't fucking be able to wash off for a month," the blonde said.
Roberta Jean left the room once again, this time to go to the bathroom, where she found a jar of petroleum jelly in her medicine cabinet. Roberta Jean Richardson correctly assumed that Tammy Cunningham's pussy was not going to lubricate itself for the fist-fucking she was about to receive, so Roberta Jean fetched a little something to help her fist slip in and out of Tammy's poontang.
Roberta Jean put the right latex glove on only. The blonde used her left hand to flick the metallic cap off the can of petroleum jelly.
Roberta Jean Richardson then scooped her gloved fingertips into the jar of jelly, pulling out a big glob.
The tall and muscular blonde bombshell was standing at the foot of the bed, jack-knifed at the waist.
As Roberta Jean leaned forward with her head her long blonde hair dangled downward. In this position Roberta Jean's tits looked even larger than usual because the force was gravity was in their favor.
Roberta Jean slapped the jelly onto the bound woman's quim and rubbed the stuff up and down the entire length of the gash.
"That feel good?"
"No."
"Fuck you, cunt."
"Fuck yourself."
"Be nice, bitch, or I'll shove my fist into you until I am in to my fucking elbow!" Roberta Jean said.
"Try it!"
"Oh, I will, Tammy, I will," Roberta Jean exclaimed.
Roberta Jean rubbed her greasy fingertips up and down the outer lips of Tammy Cunningham's pussy, touching her clit a little. The recently rendered submissive redhead was too frightened, and in too much pain, to feel any physical pleasure from these caresses. Roberta Jean had been right about one thing. Tammy Cunningham's pussy was not even beginning to lubricate itself.
Roberta Jean rubbed her greased fingertips up and down the entire length of Tammy Cunningham's poontang in between her inner cunt lips and her outer labia.
The tall and muscular blonde bombshell then rubbed ever-so-lightly, indeed almost sensuously, at the outermost edges of Tammy Cunningham's protruding and slightly curled back inner cunt lips.
The menacing and hot-tempered tough chick then turned her right palm upward, toward the ceiling of her bedroom.
Roberta Jean pushed her middle finger up inside Tammy's pussy.
"You don't feel very tight down there," Roberta Jean said.
Tammy Cunningham said nothing.
"You don't feel like you would be much of a fuck!"
Tammy Cunningham again remained completely silent.
"You feel too loose to pleasure a man's cock," Roberta Jean said.
Tammy grimaced with the blonde's insulting rhetoric.
"You feel like you are already stretched in your pussy."
Tammy decided that this was no time to mouth off.
"You feel like you will take my fist with ease!" Roberta Jean said.
Tammy Cunningham knew that this was not true. Her muscles were so tensed and tight that the redhead could tell that it was going to hurt like hell taking Roberta Jean Richardson's fist inside her cooze.
Roberta Jean pushed her middle finger, her longest finger, up inside Tammy's cunt as far as it would go.
She pushed way up under the base of Tammy's pubic bone. She pushed until Tammy's inner cunt lips were gripping her finger at the third knuckle.
She bent that finger at the knuckle and rubbed at the spongy roof of Tammy Cunningham's inner pussy.
Roberta Jean found Tammy's cervix with the tip of her middle finger – the dimpled mouth of the redhead's womb.
Roberta Jean Richardson pressed against that spot so hard that she brought fresh tears to Tammy's eyes.
The tall and muscular blonde bombshell then added her forefinger to the seemingly impossible penetration effort.
She worked her middle finger and her forefinger in and out of Tammy's pussy, holding them side by side.
Tammy had to admit – at least to herself – that this felt pretty good. Her body was reacting with pleasure in spite of the signals her brain was giving out.
Roberta Jean then pushed her ring finger, her third finger, into Tammy Cunningham's pink poontang.
Roberta Jean clustered those three fingers very close to one another as she worked them in and out slowly.
Roberta Jean clustered her fingers together so that their latex-covered tips formed the corners of a small triangle.
Roberta Jean Richardson twisted her fingers as she worked them in and out, pushing at the top of the tunnel.
The top of the tunnel, causing the clitoral foreskin to work back and forth across Tammy Cunningham's little man in the boat.
And then and the sides of the tunnel. Roberta Jean Richardson, in this fashion, was stretching the muscles at the sides of Tammy's vulva in every possible direction.
Roberta Jean then worked her pinky into Tammy's pussy, along with the other three fingers.
Now the blonde had her four penetrating digits clustered together so that their tips formed the corners of a small square.
Roberta Jean hollowed her right palm. She placed the tip of her thumb precisely against the center of her palm. She moved one foot behind the other and straightened her right arm so that it was locked tight at the elbow. Roberta Jean adjusted her feet on the floor of the bedroom so that she would have perfect balance.
Roberta Jean Richardson raised her right shoulder a little bit so that she would be able to get the entire weight of her upper torso behind the seemingly impossible penetration effort. Then she began to push.

***

Because of her fear and pain, Tammy could feel her sense of time and space being warped severely.
She felt everything being registered by the reeling gray matter of her brain with a dreamlike quality.
A nightmare-like quality, to be more precise. Tammy Cunningham felt as if she were trapped inside a bad dream.
A horror movie.
Tammy Cunningham felt as if she were bound in the torture chamber of a cinematic villain – a masked sadist.
The recently rendered submissive redhead could feel her sense of time being all but shattered by her fear and pain.
Each second felt like a minute. Each minute felt like an hour.
Roberta Jean clenched her back teeth together hard as she began to push her whole hand against the mouth of Tammy's fuck hole.
Tammy Cunningham tried desperately to relax the muscles at the sides of her vulva so that Roberta Jean's whole hand would be able to fit inside her pussy while causing her a minimum of pain.
Tammy began to feel as if Roberta Jean were attempting something that was physically impossible – like putting a square peg in a round hole.
Tammy then felt those muscles at the sides of her pussy stretching further than they had ever stretched before. Tammy Cunningham could feel the sides of her cunt parting further than she would have thought possible.
It hurt.
It hurt like hell!
Roberta Jean watched with wide eyes as her hand disappeared inside Tammy Cunningham's greased cunt.
Tammy's pussy opened furthest of all as Roberta Jean's knuckles worked their way past the inner labia.
Tammy Cunningham's inner poontang lips were actually allowed to close a little around Roberta Jean's wrist.
Yes, Roberta Jean's entire hand had managed to push inside. Incredible – but true.
Of course, Roberta Jean's fingers were still straight inside Tammy Cunningham's greased poon tang.
She had yet to make a fist.
"Ahhhhhhhh," Roberta Jean Richardson said with a sigh.
"Owwwwwwwwww," Tammy Cunningham cried in a shrill voice.
"There, there, there, it's only my whole fucking hand!"
"You are hurting me! You are hurting me so fucking bad!"
"You don't seem to understand. That's the whole point!"
"You are ripping me. I can feel you ripping me," Tammy screamed.
Roberta Jean looked carefully at the pussy. She didn't see any blood. Maybe she was ripping inside, Roberta Jean figured. She wouldn't know whether or not that was true until she pulled the gloved hand back out of the loud-mouthed redhead's quivering and grossly stretched quim.
A few seconds after her whole gloved hand disappeared inside Tammy's cunt, Roberta Jean began to close her fingers – and she did not stop closing her fingers until she was making a tight fist inside Tammy Cunningham's suddenly pungent poontang.
Roberta Jean could smell a rich womanly smell wafting up toward her flaring nostrils from between Tammy's forced open thighs.
Roberta Jean Richardson began to twist her fist around inside Tammy Cunningham's cunt, causing fresh tears to stream down the sides of the redhead's face.
The tears were following the tracks made by previous tears. There were lines across Tammy's face where those rivulets of despair-laded saltwater had cut through the dirt on Tammy's face, the dirt that was there because of the fight Tammy had lost inside and outside THE GOLDEN GREEK'S BAR AND GRILL AND BOWLING LANES.

***

Roberta Jean Richardson began to twist her fist around inside Tammy Cunningham's cunt, working her arm up and down.
From side to side.
Then Roberta Jean did something so cruel and so sadistic that the blonde Amazon woman had trouble believing it herself.
While keeping her fist clenched she pulled it all the way out of Tammy Cunningham's poontang. Sure enough, there was blood on the rubber glove. Roberta Jean then punched her fist back inside the pussy.
She pulled out.
Punched back in.
Pulled out.
Punched in.
Roberta Jean did not stop this in and out fist-fucking motion until Tammy Cunningham passed out from the pain.



CHAPTER FOUR


Sheree could feel the ache in her jaw starting to subside a little bit as she got used to having her mouth opened far enough to accommodate the bulk of Harvey's pecker.
"Ohhhhhh, baby, you suck so good, you suck so hard."
Sheree Messmer could not respond to her new lover.
Her mouth was full.
The diminutive and passionate young woman began to pump up and down on the shaft of Harvey's cock even as she sucked him.
She was sucking off and jerking off Harvey's pecker simultaneously – much to the young man's delight.
She could tell by the sounds he was making that she was not going to have to suck him for very long to make him spill his seed inside her sucking mouth.
She could hear his cries of pleasure getting steadily louder and higher in pitch. Harvey Henderson was letting out an exclamation of pleasure with each and every one of his rapid exhales.
The dark-haired and dark-complexioned woman knew why Harvey's exclamations of pleasure were rising in pitch the way they were.
She understood that the muscles in his neck were tensed.
Those tensed muscles were squeezing at his voice box – altering the product of his vocal cords. He was no longer a baritone.
Sheree Messmer had turned Harvey into a terror with her anxiously sucking mouth and her sensuously pumping fist.
The brown-eyed and libidinous little female could tell that just about every muscle in Harvey's body was tensed with his pleasure. She knew that the end was near.
The super-horny and petite twenty year old woman could feel the head of Harvey's cock getting a little bit thicker as extra blood pumped up into the already bulbous glands.
Yes, Sheree could feel Harvey's cock head getting even larger. Even more blood pumped up into his glands and still the damn thing did not explode with the internal pressure he was experiencing down there.
Sheree would not have thought it was possible unless she had felt it for herself. She could feel her jaw being forced to open even further than before to accommodate the bulk of his pecker – and Sheree probably would not have thought this was possible either unless it had actually happened to her.
"I can feel you sucking the come right up out of my balls."
The little girl pumped his cock with her fist more anxiously than before. She was squeezing his cock hard.
"I can feel my come gathering at the base of my pecker."
Harvey could feel his facial features contorting with his pleasure. His eyes were closed so tightly that his eyelids were wrinkled. Harvey Henderson's back teeth were clenched together so hard that the muscles at the sides of his face were protruding. Roberta Jean Richardson's old boyfriend could feel his usually smooth forehead becoming deeply furrowed with the tension he was experiencing. The extremely handsome yet rather slight young man could feel his libido taking control of his willpower. The well-hung and sexually attractive young stud boy tried to think about other things so that he could delay his orgasm. Sheree Messmer's brand new lover tried to think about other things so that he could prolong his pleasure.
"You are going to make me come, you are going to make me come so fucking hard," he screamed. The masculine owner of the dark and cozy LTD's voice sounded hysterical. The good-looking and large-cocked lover boy sounded like a raving lunatic as he screamed these words at the tops of his lungs.
Then Sheree felt the head of Harvey's cock starting to spasm against her mouth, against her lips, against the coated part of her tongue against the mucous membranes at the insides of her deeply drawn-in cheeks.
Sheree Messmer could feel the shaft of Harvey Henderson's cock spasming against her right palirt, and against the insides of her tightly curled fingers.
"Coming! Coming! Ooooooh! Ohhhhhh! You are making me come, you are making me come so fucking hard! You are making me come! You are making me come so mother fucking hard!"
The little swollen lips on either side of Harvey Henderson's suddenly parting. Harvey's piss hole dilated.
His internal volcano erupted.
His molten lava began to flow.
The first spurt of rich, creamy fluid entered Sheree's mouth.

***

It did not take Sheree long to figure out that Harvey was going to shoot a hell of a lot more jism than she had been counting on.
The little girl had to puff out her cheeks in a desperate – and inevitably futile – attempt to keep all of Harvey's fuck juice inside her mouth. She began to swallow.
Hard.
Immediately.
Sheree, as she puffed out her dark cheeks, made herself look as if she had suddenly contracted a severe case of the mumps.
Harvey let loose with a scream of pleasure that sounded to Sheree Messmer to be unadulteratedly animalistic. Why, there was nothing remotely human about the sound that Harvey Henderson made at that moment.
He howled.
Like a wolf.
Like a werewolf.
Sheree would not have been surprised if hair had come sprouting like a rug out of Harvey's forehead just then.
Harvey Henderson sounded as if he were howling at the full moon – the full moon that was still casting a blue light through the rear window of the young man's LTD.
Sheree Messmer quickly discovered that there was no way she could hold all of the man's come inside her mouth.
There was too much come.
Her mouth was too little.
The diminutive and passionate young woman could feel Harvey Henderson's jism oozing hotly and thickly from the stretched corners of her mouth.
The dark-haired and dark-complexioned woman could feel that fuck juice rolling down onto her tiny chin, where it immediately began to cool and coagulate with its exposure to the fresh air.
The brown-eyed and libidinous little female could feel some of the come dripping right off the tip of her chin.
Plop.
Plop.
Plop.
That come dripped onto the inside of her left wrist. She was clutching Harvey's balls with her left hand more tightly than ever – but still nowhere near tight enough to risk hurting the young man.
The super-horny and petite twenty year old woman managed to keep ninety-five percent of Harvey Henderson's come inside her mouth. Sheree and Harvey agreed that this was quite an accomplishment all by itself.
Roberta Jean Richardson's old boyfriend could feel his pleasure spreading outward from his cock and balls.
The extremely handsome yet rather slight young man could feel the pleasure rolling down his slender legs.
The well-hung and sexually attractive young stud boy could feel the pleasure ripping its way up his back.
Sheree Messmer's brand new lover could tell that he was going to be able to feel the pleasure spreading until he was enveloped by it, until each and every one of his nerve-endings were affected by its power.
The masculine owner of the dark and cozy LTD could feel himself injecting raw protein into the beautiful young woman's sucking mouth.
The good-looking and large-cocked lover boy could feel his physical pleasure exploding into his already reeling brain.
He could feel the pleasure all the way down to his toes.
He could feel the pleasure all the way to his fingertips.
He could feel his sense of time being elongated. He could tell that his brain was telling him that his body was about to explode.
He was going to come.
Yes, that's what he was about to do.
The pleasure that he was feeling as the mouth moved back and forth on his cock was mounting.
He was close to the point of no return.
Very close.
And moving closer with every stroke the pretty young woman gave his hard, throbbing cock.
Then it hit him.
Blam!
"Ohhhhhhhhhhhhhh," Harvey Henderson screamed loudly.
Sheree found that he had to wait for Harvey Henderson's come to cool off a little bit inside her mouth before her taste buds could properly register the flavor.
Sheree found that it was worth the wait. Every second of it.
Sheree found that Harvey Henderson's come was delicious – even more delicious than she thought it was going to be, and that was saying something.

***

Sheree thought that Harvey Henderson's come tasted fishy.
Salty.
Refreshing.
She quickly discovered that she couldn't get enough of that stuff. She never stopped sucking and Sheree was determined to not stop sucking.
Not until Harvey Henderson's come was completely finished.
Sheree Messmer wanted each and every drop of that jism down inside her tummy – where she wholeheartedly believed it belonged.
The diminutive and passionate young woman figured that Harvey Henderson's come tasted better than anything else in the world. She figured that his come tasted better than the world's most expensive caviar. Not that Sheree had eaten the world's most expensive caviar or anything like that, but she was positive that Harvey Henderson's come had to taste better than any overpriced tuna roe.
Just as Sheree had hoped, she could feel herself getting healthier as she sucked down the raw protein that was shooting from the tip of Harvey Henderson's awesomely large tool of masculinity.
The diminutive and passionate young woman discovered that she loved the texture of Harvey Henderson's come every bit as much as she loved the taste.
The dark-haired and dark-complexioned woman thought that the come felt like so much raw egg white as it slithered its way down the entire length of her gullet heading for the spot of warmth and contentment that was forming at the pit of her tummy where the silver seed was accumulating.
The brown-eyed and libidinous little female really did feel as if she were being fed a hot meal from Harvey Henderson's spasming meat pole.
The super-horny and petite twenty year old woman correctly assumed that the raw egg white texture of Harvey Henderson's come would have grossed her out royally inside her throat in anything but the most prurient context.
This was a moot point.
Sheree could think of no context more prurient than this.
Harvey thought that Sheree had a magic mouth. Harvey Henderson could tell that Sheree sucked cock better than any other girl who had ever gone down on him – including Roberta Jean Richardson.
Roberta Jean Richardson's old boyfriend thought Sheree was so sweet and nice and sensuous that he wanted to keep her around for awhile.
The extremely handsome yet rather slight young man wanted to keep Sheree Messmer as his girlfriend for some time. Heck, this might even end up to be the girl he wanted to marry. A blow job like this was just the sort of thing that could make a young man like Harvey Henderson fall in love.
Sheree Messmer's brand new lover could feel Sheree's left middle finger continuing to caress ever so-lightly at the hypersensitive and super-erogenous patch of tissue between the base of his dangling scrotal sack and his asshole.
The masculine owner of the dark and cozy LTD could feel stars flashing back and forth across the insides of his tightly closed eyelids. He could feel the earth moving.
He could feel the bombs bursting in air.
The good-looking and large-cocked lover boy could feel his ability to think rationally leaving him. He was in a dream-world – a dream-world created by Sheree Messmer's anxiously sucking mouth and anxiously clutching little hands on his cock and balls.
Sheree was determined to keep sucking at Harvey Henderson's cock until his scrotal sack was completely emptied of its jism.
She was determined to keep sucking until his balls were as dry as a pair of bones that had been left out in the hot summertime sunshine to bleach white.
The little girl could feel her come filling with come. She was pleased to find that after the first squirt of come she had no trouble keeping all of Harvey Henderson's silver seed inside her mouth. Sheree found that the quantity of come in each of Harvey Henderson's squirts diminished rapidly after that first humongous blast.
Then it was over.

***

As it turned out Sheree had no trouble figuring out when Harvey Henderson's come had been completed. Not only did the jism stop spurting from the puffy little hole at the tip of his pole of masculinity, but all of his muscles relaxed at the same time as well.
Harvey Henderson was pleased to find that he could once again completely fill his lungs with air. This was quite a relief to him because he had hardly been able to breathe at all during the course of his orgasm, or during the last part of his sexual arousal's rise toward the saturation point for that matter. Because of this the young man's bloodstream found that its supply of fresh oxygen had been severely depleted.
Roberta Jean Richardson's old boyfriend anxiously went about the task of replenishing that supply.
The extremely handsome yet rather slight young man continued to pant, but now his panting breaths were getting steadily longer and further apart rather than shorter and closer together as had been the case when his libido was still on the rise.
The extremely handsome yet rather slight young man could feel the steamy perspiration that had covered his body starting to cool off. He shivered a little because of this and he could feel the entire surface are of his body becoming covered with a thick layer of gooseflesh.
The well-hung and sexually attractive young stud boy could feel his racing heartbeat starting to slow.
It was slowing toward a normal rate. The masculine owner of the dark and cozy LTD could feel Sheree continuing to suck on his cock even after his come was through. The good-looking and large cocked lover boy could feel Sheree continuing to squeeze at his cock and balls in spite of the fact that his lust had been completely yet temporarily appeased.
The good-looking and large-cocked lover boy, however, noticed that Sheree had loosened her grip with both of her hands considerably out of respect for his sexual satisfaction.
Harvey could feel the ecstasy of his orgasm being replaced by the warmth and contentment of his afterglow.
Sheree left her mouth on the head of his dick. She never wanted to take his purple glands out of her gaping mouth.
It felt at home in there.
Sheree Messmer could feel his pecker losing some of its urgent rigidity the second his come was through.
Sheree could feel his cock head shrinking also. This offered her jaw a chance to relax for the first time in what seemed like – to her, anyway – like ages.
When Sheree finally did remove her mouth from the head of Harvey Henderson's dick, she did not pull it off very far.
The diminutive and passionate young woman stopped pulling upward with her head and shoulders when her upper lip was still only a fraction of an inch – a millimeter or two – away from the still swollen lips on either side of Harvey Henderson's piss hole.
The dark-haired and dark-complexioned woman crossed her dark brown eyes and looked down past her nose at the tip of Harvey Henderson's pecker flesh.
The girl could see that Harvey's piss hole and her upper lip were being bridged by a string of come.
The brown-eyed and libidinous little female pulled upward with her preciously cute face about three more inches.
The string of come stretched.
Drooped.
Broke.
Half of the string of come fell onto the sloping side of Harvey Henderson's steadily diminishing cock head. Half of the string of silver seed ended up on Sheree Messmer's right front upper tooth. The super-horny and petite twenty year old woman could feel Harvey Henderson's cock starting to soften against her palm. She could tell that Harvey's cock had lost its ability to defy the law of gravity. She could tell that Harvey Henderson's cock was going to tumble and curl down onto the inside of his thigh the very instant she released her grip on it.
Sheree pumped at the shaft of Harvey Henderson's softening cock three times to make sure there was no jism trapped uncomfortably inside.
Sure enough, several droplets of post-orgasmic dew oozed from between the swollen lips on either side of his urethra.
Sheree Messmer saw to it that those watery droplets were not allowed to stay there for very long!

***

Sheree thought that the little droplets of fluid at the tip of Harvey Henderson's cock looked like pearl drops.
She flicked outward with the tip of her tongue, looking for all the world as if she were doing an imitation of a bullfrog capturing a horsefly in midair.
Sheree Messmer laved away the droplets of post climactic goo from the tip of Harvey's dick with a single swipe of her pointy and slightly curled tongue tip.
The diminutive and passionate young woman could see that there was a thin film of come covering the entire head of Harvey Henderson's tool. She used the flat part of her tongue to lick him clean.
The dark-haired and dark-complexioned woman did not stop licking until all of the come had been laved away, until his cock head was as clean as a whistle – until the only thing making Harvey Henderson's purple cock head wet and shiny was the sweet and slippery spittle that came from Sheree's tingling mouth.
The brown-eyed and libidinous little female then released her grip on the shaft of Harvey's cock and on his balls at the same time.
The super-horny and petite twenty year old woman could see, just as she had expected, Harvey Henderson's cock curl and collapse, slump and slouch, onto the inside of Harvey Henderson's thigh.
"Wow," Harvey said, closing his eyes and leaning back so that the back of his head was pressed against the back of the seat.
Sheree smacked her lips a couple of times, making sexy little sounds with her puffy, little girl lips.
"Whew!" Harvey Henderson said. He shook his handsome head from side to side slowly, then shivering as a post-orgasmic spasm rippled up and down the entire length of his spine.
"Was that okay, Harvey?" Sheree Messmer inquired sweetly.
"It was more than just okay," Harvey Henderson said.
"What was it?" the diminutive brunette queried in a voice no louder than a whisper. Sheree sensed a compliment coming.
"It was fantastic!" Harvey Henderson said, his eyes opening wide.
"Come on, you are pulling my leg," Sheree exclaimed.
"Not at all. I've never felt anything like it," he said.
"I guess that's what happens when you get a lot of practice."
"I don't want to hear about your past. I never want to hear about your past," Harvey Henderson said.
"Okay."
"I want to pretend that this was your first blow job."
"Does it go both ways? Are we going to pretend that you have no past too?" Sheree Messmer inquired quickly.
"Definitely! I have nothing in my past that I care to think about – that I care to talk about," he said.
"I have a feeling that this is going to be tough," she said.
"Why?"
"I think your past is going to come back to haunt you."
"I know what you mean!" Harvey Henderson said with a sigh.
"It's scary."
"Let's not talk about it," Harvey Henderson said. "I can stop talking about it, Harvey, but I can't stop thinking about it. I'm scared. Of her!" she said.
Then Harvey Henderson looked down at Sheree Messmer's face, which was lit more brightly than ever in the illumination provided through the rear window of the LTD by the full moon.
He laughed.
"What's so funny?" the pretty little girl asked quickly.
His laugh was not mocking – so she did not act annoyed. Still, she wanted to share in her lover's joke.
"It's your face," Harvey Henderson said, calming himself. He was still smiling widely however – baring his teeth.
"What about my face?" Now Sheree Messmer did sound annoyed.
"It has my come all over its chin," Harvey exclaimed.
"And who's fault is that, I might ask?" Sheree Messmer said.
"I will take full responsibility," Harvey said quickly.
"You had better," Sheree Messmer said, tilting her head to one side.
Harvey Henderson leaned forward a little bit so he could get a better look at Sheree Messmer's precious kisser.
"Would you like me to wipe my face clean?" she asked.
"Nope," Harvey Henderson said, leaning closer still. He could see that the diminutive brunette had one eyebrow raised into a high arch. The other eyebrow had stayed where it was, the young man could see.
"You want it to stay on there and just get crusty?"
"Nope."
"What do you want?" Sheree Messmer inquired softly.
"I want to lick your face clean, Sheree," he said.
"Oooooooooh, you are such a kinky fellow," she said.
"Not usually. I guess you bring out the kinkiness in me."
"You like the flavor of your own jism?" she asked.
"I don't know."
"Huh?"
"I've never tasted my own come before, Sheree," he said.
"Wow, I guess I do bring out the kinkiness in you."
"Do you think I will like the flavor of the jism?"
"Are you kidding? Your come is delicious!" she said.
"Good, then I am looking forward to the experience."
Sheree Messmer straightened her back and tilted her preciously cute face upward so that Harvey Henderson could more easily get to it with her tongue.
The diminutive and passionate young woman could feel his hot breath on her chin and lips. She closed her eyes.
Harvey Henderson lapped up the coagulated man-come off of his new loves chin with an eager motion.
She sighed.
This cleansing process, naturally enough, turned into a passionate kiss.



CHAPTER FIVE


Roberta Jean pulled her fist out of Tammy's cunt for the last time. Tammy was still breathing. Good, she thought.
Roberta Jean was many things, but a murderer wasn't one of them. The blonde carefully peeled the latex glove off of her right hand and threw it in the sink.
Roberta Jean could see that there was a big bloodstain on her bedspread beneath Tammy's ass, from the blood that had dripped out of the redhead's thoroughly ravaged cunt.
Roberta Jean quickly uncoiled the copper wire from around Tammy's wrists and ankles. She grabbed Tammy by the ankles and dragged her off the bed, Thump!
Tammy's head hit the floor hard. Shit!
Roberta Jean knew that she wasn't going to be able to do this alone. She dragged Tammy as far as the living room and managed to put on her clothes, everything except Tammy's underwear, which she tossed in the waste basket.
Then she got on the phone.
Bertha. "Hi, Bertha."
"Roberta Jean! I was just going to call you. The cops were just here."
"Why?"
"They were looking for you. I guess Joey called them after we split the bar. He must have figured we was going to kill Tammy."
"Shit."
"Tammy still there?"
"Yeah, I was calling to get you to help me get her out of here."
"What kind of shape is she in?"
"Bad."
"Fuck! Leave her. Get in your car and get over here fast. The cops just left. Take the back way so you won't cross paths."
"What are we going to do?"
"Roberta Jean, it looks like it is time for you and me to quit this town."
"I'll pick you up, but we ain't leaving town, not yet."
"What are we going to do?"
"I still, got a piece of unfinished business."
"What?"
"I got a date up on Sex Hill."
"Leave Harvey. Leave Painted Post."
"I will, I will – but first I am going to kick some ass."
"What about Sheree?"
"Her ass is going to be the first to get kicked, babe."
In the distance Roberta Jean could hear the wailing of the police siren.
"I'll be right there," Roberta Jean said.
"Hurry!"
Click.
In a flash Roberta Jean was in her car and down the road, heading away from the police. Roberta Jean was sorry that she had bothered to put Tammy's clothes on her.
The cops would have gotten a kick out of seeing her naked.
Blood still oozing from her fist-fucked poontang!
By the time Roberta Jean got to Bertha's house the tattooed woman was packed and waiting in front. She hopped in, sat shotgun and Roberta Jean laid rubber.
"Let's head west," Bertha said.
"Not yet."
"What if there are cops up on Sex Hill?" Bertha asked.
"Why would they be?"
"Tammy made her announcement about Harvey and Sheree in front of everyone at the bar," Bertha said.
"Shit, Bertha, the Painted Post cops ain't that smart."
"Yeah, you're probably right," Bertha said, but she didn't sound sure.
Roberta Jean took the straightaway on Union Street at ninety miles per hour, and barely slowed down as she made the turn onto South Road, and then onto the dirt road, South Road extension, that led up to the top of Sex Hill.
Roberta Jean was driving with one hand on the wheel.
The other hand was clenched into a tight fist at her side. Her knuckles were white. Roberta Jean was grinding her back teeth together. She slowed the car.
"I don't want the bastard to hear me coming. I want to catch that little motherfucker in the act!"
"Roberta Jean?"
"Yeah."
"What did you do to Tammy?"
"I bound her to the bed, whipped her tits with my belt and then fucked her cunt with my fist," Roberta Jean said matter-of-factly.
Bertha's stomach felt slightly sickened. There were times when the tattooed woman thought Roberta Jean was ready for the crazy house.
Why did she stay with Roberta Jean if she feared for her sanity?
That was an easy one. Bertha was a full-fledged lesbian, and thought Roberta Jean was the hottest piece of tail in all of Painted Post, Pennsylvania.

***

Harvey pulled Sheree up onto the seat beside him. He kissed her on the mouth. Their lips pressed together lightly at first, but that did not last for long.
Soon Harvey was pressing his mouth against Sheree's so hard that the diminutive brunette could feel her own lips being pressed back against her gums and her front teeth.
They kissed with their lips only at first, but this too did not last for long. After writhing their mouths together and panting with shared lust.
Then, just as if Sheree and Harvey had practiced this oral caress of mutual pleasure a thousand times in the past, they both offered the tips of their tongues at the same time.
They touched the tips of their tongues together lightly, almost tentatively. They flicked the tips of their tongues back and forth across one another.
The movements of their tongues gained steadily in eagerness and enthusiasm. Soon they were rolling their tongues together with reckless abandon.
They performed a wet internal swordfight with their battling tongues. They thoroughly explored the insides of each other's mouths. They licked at each other's gums, at each other's teeth, at the mucous membranes of each other's inner cheeks. They sucked each other's tongues. They swapped spit merrily.
They quaffed deeply of each other's sweet saliva.
Harvey looked at Sheree after pulling his mouth away from hers. He thought of Roberta Jean and then he thought of Sheree. How could he have picked two girls who were so different? Maybe that was the whole point.
Roberta Jean was an Amazon woman.
Sheree was a sweet little cutie-pie.
The truth was that it was an understatement to call Sheree diminutive. She stood only a fraction of an inch over five feet tall.
Sheree had never, in her entire life, weighed more than one-hundred pounds. That included once when the little girl had weighed herself while, she was soaking wet.
She had long dark brown hair that licked lightly at her small shoulders. Her eyes were shaped like almonds. Her eyebrows were neatly plucked so that they were slender and femininely angular. Her eyelashes were very long and curled upward at their tips.
Sheree's eyelashes were so long that they licked lightly at her high cheekbones each time she blinked – or winked for that matter.
Sheree had a tiny nose. It was a mere button, which turned up a little at the tip. Her nostrils were a little on the flared side but had a tendency to flare wide open whenever she was excited about something.
Her nose had a cute way up moving up and down on her face. Whenever it did that Harvey could not help but think that she looked like a bunny-rabbit who was curiously sniffing at a patch of green clover out in a meadow someplace.
Her mouth was not large either, but her lips were full and sensuous.
Harvey thought that Sheree's mouth, somewhat, as if it were in the shape of a heart. Her lips were puffy with passion.
Sheree had what is called a pouting mouth. There were many men, including Harvey, who could not look at Sheree without wondering what is was like to kiss her – without wondering what those lips would feel like wrapped around the head of his cock. Well, Harvey did not have to wonder anymore.
Sheree tended to hold her lips parted and slightly puckered at all times. It had been said that Sheree was walking through life looking as if she needed desperately to be kissed. There was a hell of a lot of truth in that.
Sheree had a sexy habit of running the tip of her tongue back and forth across her lips to moisten them.
Men went nuts when she did that with her tongue. Folks could tell that it was a habit because she did it at times even when her lips were already wet.
Her cheeks were silky smooth. Her ears were small and clung closely to the sides of her pretty head. Harvey thought that Sheree's ears were shaped like sea shells.
Sheree's neck was long and slender. Her tits, though not outrageously large, were firm and supple and rested high on her chest. Sheree's tits did not sag, not even a fraction of an inch, in spite of the fact that she had never worn a bra in her entire life.
Harvey found that Sheree's tits fit into the palm of his hand perfectly.
Her tits were round and full with her youth. Harvey loved squeezing them, even when Sheree still had her blouse on.
Sheree's nipples were very large, considering the size of her tits. Her nipples were the size of silver dollars – such as those used in Atlantic City for gambling purposes.
"Take off your blouse, Sheree. I want to suck your tits," Harvey said.
"Ummmmm, my tits are on fire with desire," Sheree said.
"You make me feel guilty – a little," the young man said.
"Why?"
"Because I can tell I am getting you horny, and there isn't anything I can do to get you off," he said.
"Do you have a towel or something in the car, even a rag?"
"Yeah."
"You could diddle me, sweetheart. Make me come with your finger. You will just have to wipe the blood off of your finger when you are through," she said.
"Okay! I have an open mind about these things," Harvey said.
"Dynamite!"
It was obvious that Sheree Messmer was tickled pink.
She removed her mouth.
Her nipples were erect. Yearning to be sucked!

***

Harvey could see that Sheree's tits were perfectly shaped. They were rounded at their bottoms and sloped at their tops. They were shaped so that her nipples pointed slightly upward whenever she was sitting up or standing up straight.
Standing and sitting straight had never been a problem for Sheree. She was the sort of young woman who never slouched.
It had been said that Sheree was walking through life looking as if she were balancing an invisible book on top of her head.
Once her blouse was off Sheree stretched out on her back across the backseat of the LTD. Now that she knew she was going to be diddled to orgasm by her new boyfriend, she could feel the ache of desire in her cunt growing a mile a minute. She no longer had to suppress her horniness out of fear that her desires would go unappeased.
Sheree's tits were so firm that they did not flatten at all, in spite of the fact that she was on her back and the force of gravity was directly against them.
Her belly was flat. Her loins were femininely sloped.
She had a remarkably slender waist. As a matter of fact, the little brunette's waist measured a mere twenty-two inches.
Her hips were preciously round. Her legs, though not long, were femininely shapely. Though Sheree was wearing jeans on this particular night, Harvey had seen her many times in short skirts and knew just how fine her legs were. The young man knew that her thighs were perfectly tapered from her round hips to her unscarred knees.
Sheree was always amazed at how smooth and unscarred her knees were – taking into consideration the amount of roller-skating she had done on cracked sidewalks as a child. Her shins were flat. Her calves were rounded without being overly muscular. Her ankles were trim. Her feet were dainty and slender. Her toes were dark, chubby and cute.
All of Sheree's toes were very close to being the same length, including her two big toes.
She had the perfect legs and ankles for high heels – which just so happened to be Sheree's favorite form of footwear.
Sheree's fingernails were very long and had been carefully manicured so that they were all a common length.
Sheree's fingernails all had a common curve to their tips, and she had painted them a deep crimson color – which she correctly assumed went very well with her dark complexion.
Her toenails were small and round and, of course, she always kept them painted so that they matched her fingernails.
Sheree's tiny toes had a tendency to tightly curl under whenever she was sexually aroused. At that moment her toes looked as if they were desperately trying to grip at the balls of her feet. Harvey moved his mouth so close to Sheree's left tit that she could feel his hot moist breath breathing down upon it. Her tits were aching. Her tits felt swollen. Sheree knew that this was merely an illusion created by her sexually aroused nervous-system. Her tits were actually the same size. Only her nipples had grown larger. Harvey began to kiss and lick at the tit, from the base of the mountain, spiraling upward – kissing in ever-diminishing concentric circles, arranging his oral caresses so that each tender kiss was a little bit closer to her nipple than the one before.
"You make me feel so good, you make me feel so hot!"
The young man took his time about it, but he finally got his mouth to the place where Sheree wanted it most – oral! – to her nipple!
Harvey parted his lips and stuck out his tongue as far as he could get it. He placed the pointy tip of his pink taster directly on her nipple and wiggled it again playfully. Harvey rather lazily rolled his tongue all over her nipple, not stopping until the entire feminine erection was wet with spit. Harvey could see that her nipples were quite brown.
He couldn't look at Sheree's nipples without thinking how much they looked like Hershey Kisses, with the aluminum foil already peeled off. The little girl could feel her nipples getting harder. Harvey could feel that feminine erection getting both larger and harder against his sexually aroused taste buds. Now it was Harvey's salivary gland that was working overtime. Now it was Harvey's mouth that was watering. Now it was Harvey who had to swallow more frequently than usual to keep his spittle from dribbling and drooling over his puffy lower lip onto his chin. Harvey flicked the tip of his tongue back and forth across Sheree's nipple. He started out doing this lightly and slowly – but he steadily increased the tempo and the pressure of his tongue's movements as he went along. "Ohhhhhhh, my nipple, my nipple, my nipple!" she said.
"What about your nipple, Sheree?" Harvey asked quickly.
"It is so hot!"
"Yes?"
"It is on fire."
"You know what I need?"
"What?"
"I need it sucked!"
"Okay."
Harvey wrapped his lip around her nipple and began to suck. There was nothing cute or subtle about the way he sucked. He sucked every bit as hard as he could. He sucked so hard that he stretched the nipple up and away from the rest of Sheree's tit, from the rest of Sheree's chest. He sucked so hard that the little girl's whole tit looked a good deal pointier than usual – and that was saying something because Sheree's tit was damned pointy to begin with.
He sucked so hard that the skin all around the nipple was stretched taut. He hollowed his cheeks deeply. The young man created an intense vacuum inside his oral cavity.
Harvey kept the tip of his tongue busy at all times so that he was licking and sucking at Sheree's nipple simultaneously.
"Bite it!"
Harvey got her nipple between his rows of teeth. He nipped at it lightly.
"No! No! No! No! Bit! Hard! Bite harder, Harvey!" she said.
He chomped down good.
He bit so hard that it hurt.
Sheree did not mind the pain.
It was intrinsically sexual pain.
The diminutive brunette found that her sexually aroused central nervous-system was translating her pain into pleasure before the signal was sent into the reeling gray matter of her brain.
Now it was Sheree's face that felt hot. Now it was Sheree that was turning as red as a beet. Now it was Sheree's facial features that were contorting wildly because of the intensity of the sensations she was experiencing.

***

Harvey began to make growling noises in the back of his throat, intrinsically animalistic noises, as he yanked at Sheree's nipple, still clutching that feminine erection tightly between his upper and lower teeth.
There was a frightening moment or two when Sheree thought that her new boyfriend might have lost control. Yes, there was a frightening moment when Sheree thought Harvey was going to yank her nipple right off the tip of her tit.
But – as it turned out – Sheree had nothing to worry about.
As it turned out, Harvey knew precisely what he was doing. He released his grip on the nipple before any damage was done.
Sheree opened her eyes and looked at the nipple that had just popped out of Harvey's mouth. She was shocked by what she saw.
Sheree could see that the nipple had grown, by far, larger than she had ever seen it before. Sheree could see that her feminine erection was protruding almost a full inch from the tip of her tit. Harvey immediately began to repeat the process with the other nipple. He once again went all the way from gingerly licking and kissing to harsh sucking and biting. He did not stop until both of Sheree's nipples were once again the same size.
Harvey pulled his mouth away from the second nipple and began to massage Sheree's tits with his hands.
He opened his fingers.
He stretched his palms.
He placed his hands over her tits so that her nipples were throbbing precisely against the centers of his palms. He curled his fingers at the knuckles so that the tips of his fingers were puckering her tit flesh a little bit. He then began to move both of her tits at the same time in slow sensuous circles. He pushed her tits upward toward her neck. He pulled her tits downward toward the base of her slightly protruding rib-cage. He pulled her tits apart so that the skin in between them was stretched taut. He pushed her tits together so that they were flattened on their inside and the cleavage between them was extraordinarily long and deep.
He lifted his palms from her tits and got each of Sheree's super-erect nipples in between his thumbs and forefingers.
He pinched.
Pulled.
Tweaked.
She moaned.
Groaned.
Gurgled.
Harvey moved his mouth to the side of her neck and began to kiss and lick and bite up and down, concentrating his oral attention predominantly on her jugular vein.
Yes, his teeth gave her little love bites up and down the side of her neck, but he did not allow his teeth to linger in one place to leave any lasting marks.
He thought it was a secret that he and Sheree were up on Sex Hill.
Harvey thought that giving Sheree a hickey on the side of her neck would be a move that was prohibitively indiscreet.
He parted his lips.
Stuck out his tongue.
He flicked the tip of his tongue back and forth lightly and quickly across Sheree's dangling earlobe.
He used the tip of his bold and curious taster to explore the outer portions of Sheree's shell-like ear.
Then he stiffened his tongue and rammed it right up into her ear, exploring deeper and deeper into her inner ear canal – getting closer and closer to her ear drum.
Sheree shivered violently, as if she were trying to shiver her way right out of her skin. Sheree could feel the entire surface area of her diminutive body being covered with a thick layer of gooseflesh. She could feel the little dark brown hairs at the nape of her neck standing on end.
"Harvey?"
"Yes?"
"Open my jeans."
"Okay."
"You got the rag handy?"
"It's right here on the floor."
"Unzip me."
"Right."
"Stick your hand inside my pants."
"Yes, ma'am."
"Into my panties."
"Right."
"Under my sanitary napkin, ummmmmmmm, that's so good!"
"You feel like you have no hair down here on your crotch."
"I don't have. Not much anyway."
"You shave?"
"Nope. Never grew any."
"It must look precious."
"Be a good boy and I'll show it to you someday."

***

This had always been a very sensitive point with Sheree, and she was pleased with herself because she could now joke about it.
Sheree had known for a long time that most girls had inverted triangles of hair covering their mounds above their pussy slashes.
Sheree knew that most girls had thick hair growing along the sides of their vulvas – sometimes even spreading out onto the insides of their thighs so that they had to shave extra in order to wear bikinis in the summertime. Sheree knew that most girls had hair growing in the cleavage between their ass cheeks, especially around that tight pink assholes, but Sheree had none of this. She merely had two dark brown curls of hair at the base of her mound growing above and to the sides of her clitoral foreskin. The hair covered less than a third of her mound. She had no hair at all growing along her outer cunt lips, and she was equally bald in between the cheeks of her ass.
Harvey pushed his finger down to the top of her pussy slash.
"Yeah, touch the little fleshy part at the top," she said.
He pushed her clitoral foreskin back and forth across her clit.
"Oooooh, I can feel my horniness growing and growing."
He dug his finger under the hood and touched the clit.
"Ohhhhhhh! That's it. That's the ticket, Harvey!" she said.
He began to roll her love button in slow sensuous circles.
"You are going to make me come, so fucking hard," she said.
He began to diddle back and forth across her little man in the boat.
"I can feel the explosions starting. I can feel myself starting to COME!"
Harvey could tell that his finger was getting bloody.
"coming! Coming! Coming!" Sheree wailed at the top of her lungs.



CHAPTER SIX


Sheree could feel the explosions of in orgasm starting at her clitoris, naturally enough, then spreading outward from there.
The diminutive brunette could feel the pleasure spreading downward into her inner thighs, were the flesh was hot.
The prone little lady was jerking wildly on the backseat of Harvey's LTD as he rapidly diddled her clit.
Sheree could feel the pleasure spreading upward into her femininely sloped loins. Her cries were shrill.
The brunette's exclamations of pleasure were so high in pitch that the human ear could not hear them properly.
The small woman's cries were so shrill that only a stray dog could have heard them – a stray that might have been wandering around Sex Hill at that moment.
Sheree could feel the pleasure of her fantastic come spreading outward from her clit in ever mounting concentric circles.
The brunette could tell that her pleasure was not going to stop spreading until each and every one of her nerve-endings were going berserk with the joy.
Sheree could tell that the pleasure of her sexual release was not going to stop spreading until she was completely and unadulteratedly enveloped by it.
The brunette could feel every muscle in her body tensing. She was bouncing up and down on her ass cheeks.
Sheree could feel the pleasure exploding right into her brain. Her mouth fell open with her physical joy.
The brunette had her mouth open at that moment every bit as far as she had when she was sucking Harvey's cock.
Sheree's tongue was flopping berserkly in and out of her mouth as she writhed and bucked with her come.
The brunette looked as if she were about to have some sort of epileptic seizure at that intensely sexy moment.
Harvey would not have been surprised if foam had come pouring out of Sheree's mouth at that point – or out of her bleeding cunt, for that matter.
The little woman had the strange and wonderful sensation that she was becoming weightless with her joy.
Sheree felt as if she were floating around in outer space, like a lady astronaut out on a tethered space walk.
The diminutive brunette felt as if she were levitating inside the car – outside the car. She could no longer feel her back against the backseat.
Sheree was pressing downward against the imitation leather backs at of the LTD with the back of her head.
The brunette was also pressing downward with the balls of her feet. Her ass cheeks were tensed tightly.
Sheree was pressing her buttocks together as tightly as she could get them, and pushed upward with her loins.
The brunette was arching her back sharply, making herself look like a bow that was ready to shoot an arrow.
Sheree was pushing her loins upward as if she were pretending in her mind that her cunt was being fucked.
This – as a matter of fact – was the truth. Sheree WAS pretending that her cunt was being plowed by a cock.
The diminutive brunette was pretending that she was getting royally screwed up the poontang by Harvey.
By Harvey's rock-hard cock meat!
Sheree could feel her sense of time being so shattered by her pleasure that she thought her come would go on forever.
But, as everyone knows, all good things must come to an end – and the same is true of even the most intense of clitoral orgasms.
Sheree was shocked to find that her come ended every bit as abruptly as it had begun. She collapsed back onto the seat.
Harvey pulled his finger off of her cut the second her orgasm was through, since he was smart enough and sexually experienced enough, to know that her clit would be too sensitive to even be touched during those precious first few seconds following her orgasm.
He pulled his finger out of her pants and grabbed the rag on the floor in front of the backseat with his free hand.
He wiped his finger clean.
It was at that moment that Roberta Jean's car pulled up alongside Harvey's LTD. Harvey took one look out the window, saw Roberta Jean and Bertha and knew that he and Sheree were in big trouble!

***

"All right! It's time to kick some ass!" Roberta Jean screamed.
Roberta Jean Richardson was already out of the car.
Sheree heard Roberta Jean's voice, and she could feel the blood draining out of her face, making her turn pale.
Sheree felt dizzy.
"It's Roberta Jean and Bertha," Harvey said. Sheree could hear the panic in his voice. Harvey sounded hysterical.
Sheree could tell that Harvey was every bit as afraid of his ex-girlfriend as she was. This was not a good sign.
"What are we going to do?" Sheree inquired urgently.
"Quick, lock the doors. I'll get in the front seat and try to get the car started," Harvey said, his voice sounding as if he were about to burst into tears.
Roberta Jean grabbed a baseball bat, a Louisville Slugger, out of the backseat of her own automobile.
"What the fuck are you going to do with that?" Bertha asked.
"I'm going to smash!" Roberta Jean Richardson said, sounding like The Hulk, the one in the comic books.
"Don't do that! You will kill them," Bertha said.
"Shit, I ain't going to use it on their heads," the blonde said.
"What are you going to use it on?" the tattooed woman asked.
"I'm going to smash the windows of the car," Roberta Jean said.
"Why?" Bertha said. Everyone was screaming with excitement.
"So we can get the fuck in and get at them!" Roberta Jean said.
"Right," Bertha said, nodding her head with agreement.
Roberta Jean Richardson ran up to Harvey's LTD and swung the baseball bat as hard as she could at the driver's window.
She swung right-handed, and with great force. If she had actually been playing baseball she sure as shootin' would have hit a home run with that nasty swing.
Crash!
The window shattered.
Roberta Jean reached in and unlocked the door.
She opened the door and pulled Harvey right out onto the dirt, almost pulling his arm out of its socket in the process.
"You going to help me or am I in this fight by myself?" Roberta Jean Richardson screamed at Bertha.
"I'm with you, I'm with you," Bertha said, her fists clenched tightly at her sides.
"Take care of that little prissy bitch in the back then!"
"Right."
Sheree was trying to scramble put the other side of the car, but she was too slow, still groggy with her post-orgasmic afterglow.
Bertha grabbed Sheree by the back of her pants and pulled her out of the car.
Roberta Jean rolled Harvey over onto his back in the dirt and began to punch his face mercilessly. Roberta Jean Richardson broke Harvey's nose with the first punch, and blood began to spill from both of his nostrils.
The buxom and long-legged blonde bombshell blackened both of Harvey's eyes with a right and left combination. Harvey tried like hell to wriggle free, but it was no use. Harvey knew that Roberta Jean Richardson was tough, but he had never suspected that she was this tough. Harvey realized that there was a hell of a lot of truth in the old axiom: "Hell hath no fury like a woman scorned!"
The redheaded and large-breasted bar brawler punched Harvey right in the mouth. She split his lower lip.
The evil and thoroughly sadistic blonde woman punched Harvey in the mouth once again. Harvey felt something in his mouth rattling around, feeling like a piece of hambone.
Harvey realized that this was one of his teeth he was feeling.
The heavily-muscled and mean-tempered female continued to punch her ex-boyfriend in the face until his kisser was a bloody pulp.
Harvey was unconscious.
Barely breathing.

***

Bertha grabbed the front of Sheree's shirt and pulled as hard as she could. The buttons popped off.
Bertha then grabbed each of Sheree's nipples between her thumbs and forefingers and twisted as hard as she could.
Tears began to stream down the little girl's face.
Sheree's face was soon stained by the tracks of her tears.
Then Bertha began to beat Sheree's face just as Roberta Jean had beaten Harvey's face a few seconds before.
Harvey's gurgled a little.
Roberta Jean Richardson punched him again and he stopped gurgling.
Harvey's face looked like a thoroughly blood-soaked sponge.
It wasn't going to be long, Roberta Jean Richardson could tell with delight, before Sheree's face was in the same condition. Bertha was doing a fine job punching out the diminutive brunette, as far as Roberta Jean Richardson was concerned.
Sheree's nose was smashed. Her lips were swollen and already starting to turn an ugly purple color. Her eyes were blackened.
The little girl's front teeth had been pushed inward by one of the ham-fisted lesbian's savage blows.
Sheree's screams stopped. She passed out from the pain.
Bertha stood.
Blood dripped from Bertha's knuckles. Bertha wiped her knuckles on the seat of her own pants, just to make sure that the blood was Sheree's and not her own.
Bertha would have been ashamed of herself if she had busted up one of her hands punching out a little pipsqueak like Sheree Messmer.
"Well done!" Roberta Jean Richardson said with a smile.
The buxom and long-legged blonde bombshell kicked her ex-boyfriend in the side hard, and both Roberta Jean and Bertha could hear a snapping sound. Roberta Jean Richardson correctly assumed that this sound was the snapping of one of Harvey's ribs.
"I think we had better get the hell out of here," Bertha said.
"Right. What's the best way out of town?" Roberta Jean asked.
"To avoid the cops?"
"Yeah."
"Take South Road east to the end and then take Bowerman Road as far as Garbut. We can get on Interstate 17 there and be home free."



CHAPTER SEVEN


On the road.
Free.
For Bertha this was like a dream come true. For years and years Bertha had been dreaming about being out of Painted Post, Pennsylvania, alone with Roberta Jean. You see, Bertha was madly in love with Roberta Jean. It was something that the blonde had always suspected, but the two had never discussed the subject.
Not till now.
"Roberta Jean?"
"Yeah?"
The blonde was behind the wheel.
"I have a confession to make."
"What?"
"I'm a lesbian."
"I know."
"You do?"
"Sure! How could I not know. I see you checking out women. I sat with you when you got all those tattoos. I see the way you walk. I hear the way you talk. How could I now know?"
"I guess you're right. Did you ever see me checking you out?" Bertha asked. It took all of the woman's courage to ask that question.
"Sure, but you have been cool about it," Roberta Jean said.
"I think I am in love with you, Roberta Jean," Bertha said.
"Really?"
"Yeah."
"That I didn't know."
"It's true."
"Forget I said anything," Bertha said, feeling her face turn hot.
"No, no, no, no, let's talk about it. We are going to be alone with one another a lot from now on, we should talk about these things," Roberta Jean said.
"I want to make it with you," Bertha Klemmer said. The short-haired and somewhat stocky lesbian had to concentrate to keep herself from stuttering. The short-haired and somewhat stocky lesbian could feel some sweat forming across her upper lip.
"Okay."
"What?"
"I said okay."
"You mean you want to make it with me too?" Bertha said.
"Look, Bertha, you are my best friend. The idea doesn't repulse me. I'm always going to be straight. I am always going to want to be fucked," Roberta Jean said.
"But you are willing to let me caress you?" Bertha asked.
"Sure, I think it's a good idea, you eating me out and stuff."
"Are you willing to eat me out too?" Bertha Klemmer asked.
"Gee, I'm going to have to think about that one."
"You don't have to if you don't want to," Bertha said.
"It doesn't seem fair unless I pleasure you too."
"Falling in mother-fucking love isn't fair," Bertha said.
"I suppose."
"Okay, I'll do it. I think giving you pleasure will be fun."
"Wow!" The short-haired and somewhat stocky lesbian was really on top of the world now. Life couldn't be better.
"What the hell!" Roberta Jean Richardson said. They were driving west at ninety-five miles per hour. They didn't know where they were going and they didn't know that they were going to do when they got there.
"I have an idea," Bertha said. The heavily-tattooed and nail-tough bulldyke's eyes were dancing.
"What?"
"In case you have trouble finding guys to fuck, you know, when we are traveling and all, I could buy one of those strap on dildos and fuck you with it. I could pretend that I am your man," Bertha Klemmer said.
"Do you wish that you had been born a man?" Roberta Jean asked.
"I have always felt like a man trapped in a woman's body."
"Poor baby. I'll be your girl, for awhile anyway."
"I don't know how I could possibly thank you, Roberta Jean."
"Shit, you'll think of something," Roberta Jean said.

***

Roberta Jean and Bertha were in the middle of Ohio when they decided to take a break. They had been sharing the driving, but neither of them were good at sleeping in a moving automobile and they were bushed.
It was dawn.
That had enough money to last them a couple of weeks.
When that ran out they were going to have to get jobs.
Doing what?
They had no idea.
Bertha was driving, her chin getting closer and closer to the steering wheel. Their paranoia was beginning to wear of. They were pretty sure that there were no longer any cops looking for them. It was a local matter. As long as they stayed out of Painted Post, Pennsylvania for the rest of their lives there would be no problem.
"Let's stop at the next motel we come to," Roberta Jean said.
"Right. One room, for us," Bertha said. She was in dream-land.
"You know what, Bertha, baby?" Roberta Jean said.
"What?"
"I'm getting pretty horny thinking about getting it on with you."
"No?"
"Yes, Bertha. I think this is going to be fun!" Roberta Jean said.
"I think I am living inside my own fantasy," Bertha said.
"Hey, there's a place up ahead, on the right," the blonde said.
"I see it, I see it," Bertha Klemmer said anxiously. There was blinking neon light announcing the inn.
The sign said: FLAMINGO MOTEL – VACANCY. FLAMINGO MOTEL – VACANCY.
"You stay in the car. I'll get the room," Roberta Jean said.
"Right."
Seconds later, Roberta Jean Richardson was back with a key in her hand. They had the room for twenty-four hours, though neither of them suspected they would need it for that long.
Roberta Jean had been telling the truth about feeling horny at the thought of getting it on with her best friend.
Roberta Jean Richardson could feel the hot blood of her feminine arousal pumping downward in her body.
The buxom and long-legged blonde bombshell could tell that each and every drop of that blood was heading for the pink delta in between her long, shapely legs.
The redheaded and large-breasted bar brawler could feel her pussy swelling – and swelling with great rapidity.
The evil and thoroughly sadistic blonde woman could feel both her inner and outer cunt lips swelling.
The heavily-muscled and mean-tempered female could tell that it wouldn't be long before all of the mucous membranes in between her legs were going to be as swollen as they could possibly get. Soon, she knew, both her inner and outer cunt lips were going to be thoroughly engorged with her passion – a passion, as it turned out, that was bisexual.
Roberta Jean could feel her nipples getting erect. She could feel her clit, along with the rest of her cunt, starting to swell.
Roberta Jean could feel her love button getting a little bit larger and a little bit more hypersensitive with each passing second.
Roberta Jean could feel her clitoris pushing out from under the fleshy sheath that usually all but covered it.
Roberta Jean Richardson could feel her clitoral foreskin being pushed upward and out of the way by her little man in the boat – and she knew that it wouldn't be very long at all before her love button would feel like it was going to explode from the internal pressure she was experiencing down there.
Roberta Jean could feel the little glands inside her hungry pussy starting to secrete her natural lubrication – the juice designed to allow a man's cock to slide in and out with ease.
Roberta Jean could feel her pussy getting moist, and she correctly assumed that it was not going to stay moist for very long.
Roberta Jean knew that soon her pussy was going to be more than just moist – more than just damp. The blonde knew that soon her cunt was going to be soaking wet with her lesbian lust.

***

They entered the motel room.
It was plain but clean.
The bed was crisply made.
"Home sweet home," Roberta Jean Richardson exclaimed.
"Let's go to bed!" Bertha said eagerly, rubbing the palms of her hands together with her anxiousness.
"Let's get naked first," Roberta Jean said with a smile.
They undressed in a flurry. Clothes were strewn about the room.
They met, both as naked as the day they were born, at the foot of the bed and embraced. They pressed their tits together.
They pressed their loins together.
Their muffs.
Their lips.
Their tongues.
"I want to taste you, Roberta Jean, I want to taste your cunt," Bertha said. The short-haired and somewhat stocky lesbian could feel her mouth watering with her lesbianistic anticipation.
Roberta Jean got on her back on the bed. The blonde pulled both of the foam rubber pillows out from beneath the previously crisp covers. She placed the pillows on top of one another and then punched the top one with a tightly clenched right fist to make an indentation for the back of her head. Roberta Jean Richardson wanted her head to be propped up a little bit so that she would better be able to see what Bertha Klemmer was doing.
They kissed again.
Bertha sucked Roberta Jean's neck.
Bertha Klemmer sucked Roberta Jean's tits.
The short-haired and somewhat stocky lesbian kissed Roberta Jean's belly.
The heavily-tattooed and nail-tough bulldyke pushed her tongue right into Roberta Jean Richardson's bellybutton, and the blonde bombshell was pleased to discover, thrilled to discover, that this felt a hell of a lot better than she thought it was going to.
Roberta Jean Richardson's companion and best friend kissed at Roberta Jean Richardson's abdomen.
Her loins.
Her inner thighs.
The brown-haired and distinctly masculine woman crawled all the way down to the foot of the bed and began to kiss at Roberta Jean's feet. The baritone-voiced and muscular female began to suck at Roberta Jean Richardson's toes, first one at a time and then in groups of two and three. Roberta Jean was amazed that it didn't tickle. Only later did she figure out that it was impossible for her nervous system to be horny and ticklish simultaneously.



CHAPTER EIGHT


Bertha used her thick fingers to pull Roberta Jean's toes apart – two by two – so that she could flick the tip of her tongue back and forth in between them.
"I never knew that my feet were so sensitive!" the blonde said.
"I have always had a foot fetish," Bertha Klemmer said.
"You dig feet?"
"Yeah."
"Dig my feet?"
"Oh, Roberta Jean, you have the sexiest feet I have ever seen."
"What do you think is so sexy about them?" Roberta Jean asked.
"It the toes," Bertha Klemmer said after a moment's thought.
"The toes?"
"They are so LONG!"
"The toenails?"
"No, no, no, no, the toes themselves," Bertha said.
Roberta Jean Richardson mused on this and then laughed.
"What's so funny?" Bertha asked.
"I just thought of something, something that happened a long time ago," Roberta Jean Richardson said.
"What?"
"Oh, it's silly."
"Tell me!"
"When I was a little girl I used to impress my mother, who was always drunk of course, by picking up pencils off the linoleum kitchen floor with my toes."
"I would have been impressed too, Roberta Jean," Bertha said.
Bertha kissed Roberta Jean's ankles.
Her shins.
Her calves.
Bertha Klemmer lifted Roberta Jean Richardson's legs, one at a time, so she could flick the tip of her tongue lightly and quickly back and forth across the hypersensitive and super-erogenous skin at the backs of the blonde bombshell's knees.
Roberta Jean could feel her pussy's natural lubrication gathering at the base of her pussy gash.
Roberta Jean Richardson could tell that soon her cunt's secretions were going to come spilling right out of her cunt.
The buxom and long-legged blonde bombshell knew that soon her poontang was going to start drooling.
Soon, she knew, the juice was going to dip right over the inch-long patch of mucous membrane in between the base of her pussy and her tight puckered asshole.
The redheaded and large-breasted bar brawler knew that soon the crack of her ass itself was going to be wet and slippery with the secretions from her tunnel of lust.
The evil and thoroughly sadistic blonde woman knew that soon she was going to start making a wet spot on the dark red and ridged bedspread beneath her ass.
The heavily-muscled and mean-tempered female could feel her pussy flesh starting to crawl around between her legs as if it had magically and suddenly developed a mind of its own.
Roberta Jean began to rub up and down Bertha's bare back with her feet as Bertha kissed and licked and nibbled with her teeth up and down the insides of Roberta Jean's thighs.
Roberta Jean had her knees up in the air. Her thighs were spread as far as she could get them. Roberta Jean had her thighs so far apart that she could feel an uncomfortable tugging in their muscles. Roberta Jean Richardson made a vain attempt at pointing her knees at opposite walls of the cheap roadside motel.
The blonde managed to get her knees opened past a ninety-degree angle, to an obtuse angle. The buxom and long-legged blonde bombshell had her thighs parted so far that her cunt lips and her ass cheeks parted a little bit along with them.
Roberta Jean felt like opening and closing her thighs rapidly, so she could fan the flame in her crotch.
She would have, too, except she was afraid that she would forget herself and hurt Bertha's head in the vise.
"Ummmmm, I love the way your pussy smells," Bertha said.
"How does it smell?"
"Like fish. I love the smell of cunt in general, but…"
"But what?"
"I think you have the best smelling pussy I have ever smelled."
"Thank you."
"You are welcome."
"I have a secret for you, Bertha," Roberta Jean said.
"What's that?"
"I have been told that I taste every bit as good as I smell."
"Wow."

***

Roberta Jean Richardson and Bertha Klemmer could tell that it wouldn't be very long at all before the entire room reeked of the scent of the blonde's quivering quim.
Bertha kissed and licked and bit up and down the insides of Roberta Jean's finely tapered thighs, all the way from her bent knees to a pair of spots that were less than an inch away from the sides of her vulva.
Bertha allowed her mouth to come as close as she could possibly get to the outer lips of Roberta Jean's pussy without making direct contact with those hypersensitive mucous membranes. Bertha Klemmer could feel Roberta Jean Richardson's blonde pubis tickling her nose a little bit as she got closer and closer to the edges of the blonde's thoroughly engorged cunt. Bertha could see that Roberta Jean's pubic hairs were the same golden yellow color as the hair on her head.
"Lift up your legs for a second, Roberta Jean." Bertha said.
"Why?"
"I want to work over the backs of your thighs with my mouth."
"Okay."
"I want to kiss your ass," Bertha Klemmer exclaimed.
"Well, all right!"
"I want to kiss you in between your ass cheeks!" Bertha said.
"You mean…?"
"I want to rim your asshole, Roberta Jean," Bertha said.
"Oh my."
"I want to lick your asshole clean, Roberta Jean!"
"Wow, no one has ever done that to me before, Bertha."
"There has to be a first time for everything, baby."
"Yeah!"
"I want to lick your asshole clean inside and out."
"Really?"
"Yes! I want to stick my tongue right up inside your ass."
"Wow."
Roberta Jean lifted her legs high up in the air. She straightened her knees and pointed her toes at the ceiling.
For a moment Roberta Jean Richardson was making a perfect vee with her long and femininely shapely legs. Then Roberta Jean tucked her knees up toward her big tits and reached up to clutch herself at the backs of her thighs to help hold herself in this tucked position.
Bertha kissed and licked and bit at the backs of Roberta Jean's thighs. Then she worked her mouth downward toward the cheeks of Roberta Jean's ass. Bertha sucked at the blonde's milky white ass cheeks. Bertha licked at the firm yet supple flesh of Roberta Jean's buttocks with the flat part of her tongue. Bertha Klemmer bit hard at Roberta Jean Richardson's ass cheeks, so hard that the blonde squealed. There was a moment when Roberta Jean thought Bertha was going to break the skin with her teeth. This was not the case, but Bertha did bite hard enough to leave several semi-circles of red teeth marks.
Bertha then pulled her mouth away from Roberta Jean's ass cheeks and placed one hand on either of the fanny cakes.
She caressed gently with the fleshy part of her fingertips. She scratched at Roberta Jean's ass cheeks with the edges of her masculinity squared-off fingernails.
Then Roberta Jean could feel Bertha massaging her ass cheeks with strong fingers, kneading the flesh as if she were preparing a pair of white bread loaves for a stint in the baker's oven.
Then Bertha turned her fingertips inward toward the crack of Roberta Jean's ass, while pushing her elbows outward so that they were pointing in opposite directions.
Bertha pushed her fingers inward, deeper and deeper into the cleavage between the ass cheeks, closer and closer to Roberta Jean's pink and puckered asshole.
Bertha Klemmer pushed her fingers inward until the tips of her middle fingers were only a millimeter or two away from the mucous membranes at the mouth of Roberta Jean's rectum on either side.
The short-haired and somewhat stocky lesbian then curled her fingers at the knuckles and pressed into Roberta Jean's ass flesh with her blunt fingertips. Bertha pushed hard enough to cause Roberta Jean's ass flesh to pucker a bit beneath the pressure she was exerting. The heavily-tattooed and nail-tough bull-dyke then began to peel Roberta Jean's ass cheeks open. Bertha did this slowly and ceremoniously. Roberta Jean Richardson's companion and best friend pulled the blonde's ass cheeks apart as if she were parting the sections of a ripe and sacred fruit. The brown-haired and distinctly masculine woman did not stop pulling Roberta Jean Richardson's ass cheeks apart until the ass cheeks were separated as far as they could go, until the skin in the crack of Roberta Jean's ass was stretched taut, until even some of the puckers in Roberta Jean's rectum were smoothed.

***

The baritone-voiced and muscular female parted her lips and stuck out her tongue as far as she could get it.
She placed the tip of her tongue at the very top of the crack of Roberta Jean Richardson's sweet ass.
She touched Roberta Jean with her tongue at the y-shaped cleft at the top of the ass crack, close to the small of the blonde bombshell's back, directly in between the twin dimples that indicated the location of her lesbian lover's kidneys.
Bertha began to flick back and forth lightly and quickly with the tip of her tongue. Bertha's chin was pressed against the ridged dark red bedspread. As it so happened, Bertha's chin was on the bedspread directly in the center of the wet spot Roberta Jean had made there beneath her ass with the natural lubrication that was still dribbling like honey from the base of her pussy. Bertha Klemmer looked at the juice dribbling from Roberta Jean's cunt, and she couldn't help but think that it looked like so many melted pearls were oozing from the blonde's cooze.
The scent of Roberta Jean's cunt was rich in Bertha's nose.
Her nostrils were flaring.
She sucked the scent of Roberta Jean's cunt deep up into her sinuses. She felt intoxicated by that odor.
Bertha licked upward slowly, deeper and deeper into the cleavage between Roberta Jean's ass cheeks, closer and closer to Roberta Jean's asshole!
"Lick it! Lick my asshole!" Roberta Jean Richardson screamed.



CHAPTER NINE


Bertha could taste the natural lubrication that had dripped down into the crack of Roberta Jean's ass.
Bertha Klemmer could tell that Roberta Jean had been telling the truth before. Even before Bertha licked Roberta Jean's pussy itself, she knew that the cunt really did taste every bit as good as it smelled.
The short-haired and somewhat stocky lesbian flicked the tip of her tongue lightly and quickly all around the outermost portions of Roberta Jean's rectum.
The heavily-tattooed and nail-tough bull-dyke stopped for a moment to pluck a golden short and curly ass hair from the tip of her tongue with her right thumb and forefinger.
Roberta Jean Richardson's companion and best friend then immediately went back to work, giving Roberta Jean Richardson a rim job, licking now more eagerly and enthusiastically than before, using the flat part of her tongue, the coated part of her bold and curious taster.
The brown-haired and distinctly masculine woman did not stop laying the outer part of Roberta Jean's asshole until all of the pussy juice was gone, until all of the delicious anal flavor had been laved away.
The baritone-voiced and muscular female then stiffened her tongue and concentrated on making it pointy as possible at the tip. She placed the tip of her tongue at the very center of the pink asterisk of Roberta Jean's asshole and she began to push.
Roberta Jean Richardson concentrated on replacing the ring of muscle at the mouth of her rectum, and found that this was easy to do. The muscle, Roberta Jean found, was not very tense in the first place.
Bertha pushed.
Roberta Jean opened.
Bertha entered.
Roberta Jean screamed.
"Yeah! Oh, yeah, Bertha, baby, baby, baby, stick itin me, stickitinme, stick your tongue in me! Stick your tongue up inside my ass, deep, deep, deep, as deep as you can! Stick your tongue up inside my asshole as deeply as you can get it, baby, baby, baby!" Roberta Jean Richardson hollered.
Bertha did just that.
She pushed until her nose was touching Roberta Jean's pussy.
Bertha pushed the tip of her tongue right up past Roberta Jean Richardson's tight tubular sphincter muscle, right up into the softer and infinitely more elastic flesh of the blonde bombshell's colon.
Bertha Klemmer wiggled the tip of her tongue around inside Roberta Jean's colon playfully. Bertha used the tip of her pink taster to press against various spots with varying pressures. Bertha began to work her tongue in and out of Roberta Jean's asshole. The blonde could feel her rectum being pushed and pulled by Bertha's stiffened tongue.
Roberta Jean thought that this felt very good. Still, Roberta Jean Richardson knew that it was only a tease. The buxom and long-legged blonde bombshell did not take very long at all to figure out that Bertha's tongue was neither long enough nor thick enough to appease the deep-anal craving the rim-job had kindled.
The redheaded and large-breasted bar brawler knew that the appeasement of her deep-anal craving was a task that only a stiff man's prick could accomplish adequately – or a dildo perhaps.
The evil and thoroughly sadistic blonde woman was making frantic little gurgling noises in the back of her throat, moving her head from side to side, her eyes closed tightly. The heavily-muscled and mean-tempered female was puffing her lips outward, licking anxiously at the corners of her mouth.
Bertha sensed that she was only teasing Roberta Jean with the tongue-fucking she was administering to the blonde's asshole.
Bertha knew that this oral buggery she gave Roberta Jean Richardson was only making the desire in the blonde's soaking wet poontang grow that much worse.
Bertha Klemmer pulled her tongue all the way out of Roberta Jean's asshole. She pulled the tip out slowly.
Bertha did not want Roberta Jean's asshole to be forced to slam shut on her uncomfortably. After all, Bertha Klemmer knew, that was why Roberta Jean Richardson's turds were tapered!

***

Roberta Jean lowered her feet back down to the bed, and once again parted her thighs as far as she could get them. The large blonde would have had to have studied yoga to get her thighs open any further than they were.
Bertha moved her fingers to the outer lips of Roberta Jean's cunt and began to peel that pussy open.
Just as had been the case when she opened up Roberta Jean's ass cheeks a few moments earlier. Bertha pulled the blonde's cunt lips open gingerly and she didn't stop until they were opened as far as they could go.
Bertha Klemmer opened up Roberta Jean Richardson's poontang until it looked like a slab of raw meat.
"Ohhhh, I have wanted to lap up your pussy for so long," Bertha said.
"Don't say it, do it!" Roberta Jean Richardson said.
Bertha Klemmer took this advice to heart, and got down to work.
Bertha placed the tip of her tongue on the inch long patch of mucous membrane in between the base of Roberta Jean's stretched-open cunt and her thoroughly rimmed asshole.
The natural lubrication from Roberta Jean's cunt was gathered quickly at that spot.
Ummmmmm!
Yummy!
Bertha then licked up and down the outer lips of the pussy, up and down the entire length of the pink gash – all the way from the very bottom to the very top of the cunt and then back again.
The lesbian allowed her tongue to come within a most minute fraction of an inch of Roberta Jean Richardson's love button without making direct contact with that fiery bulb.
Bertha knew a lot about feminine anatomy and sexuality.
She knew that the intensity of Roberta Jean's inevitable orgasm was directly proportional to the amount of time she spent building the blonde's arousal up to the saturation point.
Bertha knew that the longer she made Roberta Jean wait for her come, the better it was going to feel for the blonde when all of that sexual tension was released simultaneously in the form of a blissful clitoral orgasm.
Bertha Klemmer licked just at the sides of Roberta Jean's love button, and just above the fiery bulb at the clitoral foreskin. Roberta Jean was panting wildly.
The short-haired and somewhat stocky lesbian loved the way Roberta Jean Richardson's tits looked a they heaved up and down on her chest with her increasingly frenzied panting. The heavily-tattooed and nail-tough bulldyke could hear Roberta Jean letting out increasingly loud exclamations of pleasure as she lapped happily at her pussy.
"You are driving me nuts, you are making me wild!"
Bertha then licked up and down the entire length of Roberta Jean's cunt in between her inner and outer cunt lips.
She once again allowed her tongue to come within a millimeter of Roberta Jean's clit without touching the magic spot.
"My clit! My clit needs to be licked so bad! So fucking bad!"
Bertha flicked the tip of her tongue back and forth across the outermost edges of Roberta Jean's protruding and slightly curled back inner cunt lips – the labia that surrounded the blonde's wanton fuck hole.
Bertha wiggled her tongue from side to side and worked her tongue in between Roberta Jean's inner lips.
The brown-haired and distinctly masculine woman touched the tip of her tongue to Roberta Jean's pisshole – her urethra. The buxom and long legged blonde bombshell could feel Bertha's tongue touching her pussy directly below and less than an inch away from her clit.
The buxom and long-legged blonde bombshell was bouncing up and down wildly on the cheeks of her ass. The evil and thoroughly sadistic blonde woman was shifting the weight of her lower torso from one ass cheek to the other rhythmically. The evil and thoroughly sadistic blonde woman yearned to have Bertha Klemmer lick upward, onto the very focal point of Roberta Jean's desire. Bertha licked downward instead, toward the mouth of the blonde's fuck hole.
Bertha tilted her head a little to one side and plunged her tongue deep into Roberta Jean's poontang.
Roberta Jean wondered why Bertha tilted her head to one side before pushing the tip of her tongue up under her pubic bone, in a vain search for her cervix. Then it occurred to Roberta Jean that Bertha did not want to touch her clitoris with the tip of her nose, since the lesbian was smart enough to know that just about any direct contact with Roberta Jean's love button was apt to trigger her orgasm at this point. Bertha was determined to lick every nook and cranny of Roberta Jean's cunt before the clit.

***

Bertha pulled her tongue all the way out of Roberta Jean's pussy and placed the tip of her right forefinger at the very top of the blonde's poontang slash.
Bertha gingerly peeled Roberta Jean's clitoral foreskin upward with the tip of that finger, and, in this manner, rendered the entire love button naked and vulnerable to her oral caress.
Bertha then darted outward with her tongue tip and touched Roberta Jean's clit as lightly and as quickly as she could. Bertha pulled her tongue away from the magic spot the second she touched it. Bertha Klemmer sought – and she found – the most subtle possible clitoral caress. She knew that she did not have to touch Roberta Jean Richardson's clitoris very hard – after all, it was the most sensitive part of the blonde bombshell's entire body.
Roberta Jean could feel a lightning bolt of pleasure starting at her clit, shooting up her spine as far as the base of her skull, where it paused and retreated. The pleasure did not explode directly into her brain the way the ultimate pleasure of her orgasm would have. But she was close. So very close!
Bertha dabbed her tongue at Roberta Jean's clitoris, always pulling the taster tip away from the fiery bulb before the blonde's pleasure had an opportunity to become orgasmic.
"I can't take it anymore! I can't take it anymore! I can't! Ohhhhhhhh! Owwwwwwww! Give it to me! Give it to me! Make me come! I need to come! I need to come so fucking bad! I need to come so motherfucking bad!" Roberta Jean Richardson screamed.
Bertha could tell that Roberta Jean was not in the mood to be teased any longer. She placed the tip of her tongue on Roberta Jean's clit and this time she kept it there. She began to roll the clit in a series of slow circles, and then some figure eights.
"Yeah!"
She licked softly.
"Harder!"
She licked slowly.
"Faster!"
Bertha licked harder and faster.
Roberta Jean thought the top of her head was going to blow off as the explosions of ecstasy started in her cunt.



CHAPTER TEN


Just at the moment that Roberta Jean burst into orgasm, Bertha could feel a little squirt of liquid from the blonde's urethra striking her on her lower lip.
There was a time when Bertha would have thought that Roberta Jean Richardson had lost control of her bladder.
There was a time, when Bertha Klemmer was very young, when she would have thought that Roberta Jean was pissing on her mouth.
Now that Bertha was older, and infinitely more sexually experienced, she understood that this was not piss at all.
Bertha understood, as a matter of fact, that this little squirt did not even have anything to do with Roberta Jean's bladder.
This squirt, Bertha knew, was Roberta Jean's feminine ejaculation, proof positive of her come's authenticity.
Of course it would never have occurred to Bertha in a million years that Roberta Jean might fake her climax.
Such thespian skills, Bertha knew, were reserved by straight women exclusively to preserve the male ego.
The little squirt of fluid struck Bertha initially on the lower lip and then worked its way into her mouth.
Onto her tongue.
It tasted sweet.
Bertha Klemmer steadily increased the pressure and the speed of her tongue's movements across Roberta Jean Richardson's little man in the boat, until she was lapping at the fiery bulb every bit as hard and fast as she could.
Just when Roberta Jean thought the intensity of her climactic convulsions, her orgasmic spasms, were bound to diminish, Bertha Klemmer did something she did not expect.
The short-haired and somewhat stocky lesbian wrapped her lips around Roberta Jean's clitoris. The heavily-tattooed and nail-tough bull-dyke also wrapped her lips around the clit's surrounding tissues.
Roberta Jean Richardson's companion and best friend began to suck the clit. The brown-haired and distinctly masculine woman kept the tip of her tongue busy at all times. The baritone-voiced and muscular female was sucking and licking at Roberta Jean's clit simultaneously.
Roberta Jean was in heaven. Roberta Jean Richardson could feel her spiritual self and her physical self separating. The redheaded and large breasted bar brawler could feel her spirit drifting out of her body, drifting upward toward the ceiling. The evil and thoroughly sadistic blonde woman could feel the world spinning on its axis. The heavily-muscled and mean-tempered female, oddly, felt as if she were spinning in precisely the opposite direction.
Then it was over.
Bertha pulled her mouth away immediately.

***

It did not take long for Roberta Jean and Bertha to get into trouble.
St. Louis.
Their second night on the road.
A city bar.
Roberta Jean and Bertha sat side by side sipping shots when two tough girls entered and sat down underneath the elevated TV, where they could see the blonde and her bull-dyke friend.
One of the St. Louis girls looked to the other and then to Bertha and said, "Tell me Marlene, is that a boy or a girl?"
"Can't tell."
"Shit, can't even tell if that's a boy or a girl!"
Bertha could take no more.
"Why don't you suck my honey pot and find out!" Bertha screamed.
All four were off their bar stools at the same time.
What a fight!
Roberta Jean Richardson and Bertha Klemmer had the best of the locals right from the start, but they took a few licks too.
Roberta Jean had her opponent by the hair and was punching her face. The other girl had a grip on Roberta Jean's right tit. She was squeezing it and yanking at it as if she wanted to pull it right off her chest.
This really pissed Roberta Jean off. She took the back of the girl's head and rammed it repeatedly against the wall.
Thunk!
Thunk!
Thunk!
Bertha Klemmer in the meantime had her opponent on her back on the sawdust floor and was popping right and lefts into her face – much as she had to Sheree Messmer up on Sex Hill that fateful night earlier in the week.
In less than a minute Roberta Jean Richardson and Bertha Klemmer had both rendered their opponents unconscious.
"That ought to teach them to mouth off," Roberta Jean said.
"Yeah, fucking cuntfaces!" Bertha Klemmer concurred.
They went to return to the bar to order up fresh drinks but their was no bartender.
"Where'd the man go?" Roberta Jean Richardson asked a guy who was sitting their, wide-eyed with the commotion.
"Phone booth, calling the cops," the man said in a wheezy voice.
"Let's split," Roberta Jean said.
"We're gone," Bertha Klemmer said.
"Bye!" Roberta Jean Richardson shouted happily to the men who sat there staring. It felt great being in a fight again.

***

In the motel in Kansas City Roberta Jean sat alone on the foot of the bed, contemplating he somewhat frightening future. Bertha burst into the room with a happy grin on her face.
Roberta Jean noticed immediately that Bertha was carrying something in a brown paper bag.
"What you got there?"
"A surprise!"
"Let me see!"
"Hold your horses! It's a present."
"For me?"
"For us."
"What is it? What is it? What is it?" Roberta Jean said.
Roberta Jean Richardson sounded like a little girl on her birthday.
Bertha opened the bag.
She pulled out the dildo.
The buxom and long-legged blonde bombshell could see that the dildo was very long, about ten inches long. The redheaded and large-breasted bar brawler could see that the dildo was very thick too, every bit as thick as Harvey Henderson's cock. The evil and thoroughly sadistic blonde woman could see that there were little rubber bumps at the base of the dildo. The heavily-muscled and mean-tempered female knew that those bumps were designed to fit over Bertha's clit when she wore it, so that she could receive pleasure too when she was fucking Roberta Jean with it. Bertha held the dildo up with pride.
Bertha Klemmer pointed out that the dildo had elastic straps attached to the base so that one size fit all, and she could wear it around her hips just as if it were a real cock. The short-haired and somewhat stocky lesbian suggested that they try it out right away. The heavily-tattooed and nail-tough bull-dyke threw the dildo on the bed and began to get out of her clothes. Naturally enough, Roberta Jean Richardson stripped also. Roberta Jean Richardson's companion and best friend told Roberta Jean to get on the bed on her back with her legs spread. The brown-haired and distinctly masculine woman then quickly strapped the dildo on and adjusted the base so that it was snug over her clit. The baritone-voiced and muscular female knew that she might even be able to make herself come by rubbing her love button against the base of the dildo as she fucked Roberta Jean. The broad-shouldered yet surprisingly romantic woman then mounted Roberta Jean and used her right hand to guide the molded head of the black rubber ersatz pecker to Roberta Jean's cunt.
Bertha rubbed the tip of the dildo against Roberta Jean's clit for a moment or two. Roberta Jean thought that this felt very good, but it was not what she wanted most. The blonde was anxious to get that rubber pole deep, deep, deep up inside her cunt. Bertha then rubbed the head of the dildo up and down the entire length of Roberta Jean's cunt slash. Bertha Klemmer did this to cover the head of the spurious erection with Roberta Jean's natural lubrication. Bertha was smart enough to know that the initial penetration of Roberta Jean's cunt would be easier for both of them if both the hole and the pole were wet and slippery. Bertha then moved the dildo down to the base of Roberta Jean's cunt and wiggled her ass from side to side so that she could work the tip in between Roberta Jean's protruding and slightly curled back inner cunt lips. Bertha adjusted her hips so that the shaft of the rubber pole was at the appropriate angle for the deep-vaginal penetration. Bertha tensed the muscles in the cheeks of her ass and pressed her buttocks together as tightly as she could get them.
She began to push.
Roberta Jean began to open. It had been a long time since Roberta Jean had felt her cunt opening up like that. She could feel her pussy flesh stretching taut around the dildo head. Bertha kept pushing. Roberta Jean knew there was no way Bertha was going to stop pushing until the entire length of the dildo had disappeared inside her pussy. Roberta Jean Richardson knew there was no way Bertha Klemmer was going to stop pushing until her inner cunt lips had the honor of gripping that latex sword at the very hilt. Roberta Jean Richardson whimpered and moaned as she felt the tip of the rubber lance striking the dimpled mouth of her womb. The buxom and long-legged blonde bombshell could feel the tip of the dildo pressing against the back wall of her pussy, and this was thrilling for her because she knew there were still several inches of rubber pole at the base of the shaft remaining to be inserted.
Bertha pushed the dildo all the way in. She ground her hips. She gyrated her lower torso. She used the head and the shaft of the bogus boner to stretch the inner lips and inner walls of Roberta Jean Richardson's cunt in every possible direction. The dildo was so thick that Roberta Jean Richardson knew it was going to rub directly against her clit when Bertha began to fuck.
Bertha pulled out.
Pushed in.
Pulled out.
Pushed in.
Roberta Jean began to work her hips in sync with Bertha's fucking motion. Roberta Jean Richardson pushed up with her femininely sloped loins each and every time Bertha stabbed down with hers. The buxom and long-legged blonde bombshell wanted each and every penetration to be as harsh as possible. The redheaded and large-breasted bar brawler began to come. The evil and thoroughly sadistic blonde woman came a second time. The evil and thoroughly sadistic blonde woman came a third time. The heavily-muscled and mean-tempered female was pleased to find that each come was longer and more intense than the one before. Roberta Jean stopped counting after her third come. She thought that numbers no longer mattered. Roberta Jean figured that only the intensity of her sensations mattered.
In retrospect, Roberta Jean realized that she probably would not have been able to count all of her comes even if she had been in the mood to try. Her comes were snapping off inside her cunt so closely to one another that they were becoming harder and harder to tell apart.
Indeed, Roberta Jean's deep-vaginal orgasms were becoming all but indistinguishable. It felt more like Roberta Jean was having one continuous orgasm rather than a bunch of shorter comes all strung closely together, which was actually the case.
"I can't stop coming!" Roberta Jean Richardson screamed.



EPILOGUE


After both spending some time in the hospital, Sheree and Harvey were released in good health. After a couple of trips to the dentist they were as good as new.
With Roberta Jean out of Painted Post, Pennsylvania forever they were free to continue their romance.
They moved in together and had wild kinky sex each and every night. Harvey fucked Sheree in the cunt. Harvey fucked Sheree in the ass. Harvey ate out Sheree's sweet pussy.
Sheree sucked on Harvey's huge cock. Sheree even took Harvey's cock right down into her hot throat.
They took turns pissing into each other's opened mouths.
They gave each other enemas.
They were very happy.
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