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Kiss it, sis





CHAPTER ONE


"I be dawged if I ever thought I'd see a son of mine cryin' – cryin' – at his own wedding!"
The big man with the Deep South accent was talking to no one in particular, and nobody in particular paid much attention to his complaint. The guests were too busy refilling their plates from the piled-high dishes on the trestle table in the shade of the huge live oak tree.
"Fill it again, Josh!" The big man held his half-empty glass toward an old black man who walked among the guests, lugging a gallon jug. "Bawlin' like a baby!"
The shriveled-up old lady seated in a lawn chair looked at the shapely blonde sitting next to her.
"He! He! He! Ty sure is taking on about Bobby Lee, ain't he?"
"He sure is, Aunt Minerva. Wonder why?" She brushed a long strand of yellow-gold hair back from her face and forked a bite of barbecued pork from her plate. What Sue Robin Forsythe was actually wondering was, what had gone wrong? Her big handsome twin brother had just got himself married to the prettiest girl in town, but instead of grinning all over like a tomcat on the prowl, he had wiped away tears twice during the ceremony. Like her father had said.
She knew her brother like few sisters know their brothers; Buz didn't cry easy. In fact, she could only remember once that he'd cried. That was when they were eleven or twelve years old, and his collie got hit by a truck. Buz had taken his father's shotgun and finished off the suffering creature. Then, while the two of them were digging a grave for the dog, Buz had begun sobbing.
"Well, I guess we won't know for a few days. The honeymooners are honeymooning off somewhere by now. He! He! Sue Robin, would you tell Josh to fix me a mint julep? I can't drink that white lightning straight like your pa."
It was long after dark before the last of the wedding guests left the spacious grounds of Tyrus Forsythe's estate. Sue Robin went upstairs to her room, eager to get out of the flouncy frock and other semiformal clothes she had worn since the midday wedding ceremony. Blue jeans or cut-off shorts were more her style.
Kicking her bedroom door shut behind her, she reached behind her back and quickly unzipped the frock. In a moment it dropped to her feet and she stepped out of it. The half-slip dropped next. She walked over and stood before the wall mirror that reached from the floor to well above her head.
"Not bad," she murmured, smiling with honest pleasure at the supple grace of her firmly molded body. Reaching back, she unsnapped her bra and let it fall, watching in the mirror as her breasts remained standing with hardly a quiver, as solid as barely ripe cantaloupes. One thing Sue Robin couldn't stand, and that was women who let themselves get flabby, especially young women.
Through her sheer pantyhose she saw the hair-shadowed contour of her cunt. Impatiently she kicked off her pumps, then peeled off the pantyhose. Standing naked before the mirror, she was still a tall girl, even without her pumps.
"Five feet, eight inches," she mused aloud as she moved through some stylized postures remembered from her ballet lessons as a young girl. Straight as a cane fishing pole, Sue Robin had never suffered from the self-consciousness of many tall girls, because her twin brother had always been a few inches taller than she. When she walked beside his six-foot-one athletic frame, she walked proudly erect.
She brushed her sun-bleached hair back over her shoulders with both hands, and the gesture threw her high-arched breasts even higher. Smiling, she cupped her hands beneath them and squeezed gently. They felt humid to her palms, reminding her that she wanted to step into a cool shower.
Before she reached the door of her bathroom, the phone rang. Without bothering to slip on a wrap of any kind, she darted across to her bedside table and picked up the receiver.
"Sis?" came through the wire.
"Buz! Where are you? What are you doing? Or shouldn't I ask?"
Instead of a lascivious chuckle greeting her pointed question, her brother's voice sounded as if be had just lost his best friend.
"We're over at Sasser's Cove, Sis. Mary Beth is in the hotel room with a headache and I'm in the bar. Can you come over?"
Nearly twenty miles, Sue Robin thought quickly. If she took the coast road and the traffic was light, she could be there in less than half an hour. "Okay, Buz. Don't get soused. I'll be right there."
Jerking open the bottom drawer of the old-fashioned chiffonier near the bathroom door, she pulled out a pair of chopped-off jeans and pulled them on without bothering to put on panties. From the closet she took down a shirt and slipped it on.
"No bare feet in the bar at Sasser's Cove Hotel," she reminded herself, and got a pair of sandals from the closet. Then she hurried down the stairs and out to the side driveway where her MG was parked.
From a downstairs bedroom window Aunt Minerva peeked out at the little sports car as it roared down the long winding driveway to the highway.
"He! He! He!" laughed the wizened old lady. At nearly eighty, her eyes were still sharp enough that she didn't need to wear glasses. Good eyesight was one of the chief pleasures Aunt Minerva still enjoyed.
Sue Robin's pleasures were more physical, like the sheer delight of feeling her long hair streaming out behind her as she sped along the narrow coastal road. A half-moon flashed obliquely against the sea, and the smell of the salt air was stimulating. With one hand on the wheel, she caressed her bare thigh with the other. Sue had no hang ups about the sensual enjoyment of her own body.
Only right now her enjoyment was diluted by concern for Buz. Something was wrong, bad wrong. She had felt it at the wedding when she saw the tears on his cheeks. Well, a few more minutes and she'd know what was what.
The tall, broad-shouldered young man was alone at one end of the bar. The bartender's eyes narrowed as he looked up and down the curvy blonde who had just walked in wearing a pair of extremely short shorts and a partly buttoned shirt, the ends tied in a knot across her bare midriff.
"I've got my sandals on, Mike," Sue Robin laughed, poising effortlessly on one leg while she raised the other leg waist-high and extended it toward the bartender.
"I oughta change that sign to read, 'decent clothes required'," Mike growled, but the gleam in his eyes was more than disapproval.
Hard shell hypocrite, she thought contemptuously. You've got a hard-on in both eyes. But her smile was sweetly innocent.
"Sis!" Bobby Lee Forsythe had turned around on his stool. "Put it on my tab, Mike," he said over his shoulder to the bartender, and hurried to his twin. "Come on outside. I've gotta talk to you."
"What's the problem, Buz?"
"Let's get away from here. I'll tell you."
"Do you want to go in my car?"
"No, we'll take mine."
She followed him around to the parking slots in front of the seacoast hotel. Not many customers, she thought, noting how few the cars were. She saw Bobby Lee's Capri at once.
They didn't talk while Bobby Lee drove away from the hotel, on down the coastal highway to a large cleared area against the beach. He drove in and parked.
"Wow!" Sue Robin exclaimed. "After Labor Day, this place goes dead."
"Yeah," Bobby Lee grunted. "Let's walk on the beach."
They left their shoes in the car and walked barefoot down to the water's edge, then paced slowly along the deserted beach. The half-moon cast their shadows feebly ahead of them. Sue Robin slipped her arm about her brother's waist and his arm went about her shoulders.
"Well?" she said after a while.
"It's short and not so sweet, Sis. She's frigid."
"What!" Sue Robin stopped dead in her tracks. "Mary Beth! Frigid?"
"Ya all."
"Jumpin' Jupiter!" The childhood exclamation burst from her lips. "She's got to be the sexiest-looking woman in town. You're not pulling some kind of joke, are you, Buz?"
"I wish I was."
They walked on slowly, and Sue Robin held his hand comfortingly as she had always held it. "Want to tell me about it?"
"Yeah. That's why I called you. I don't know what to do."
"Is that why you were crying at the wedding today?"
"I guess so." He stopped walking. "Let's go up here on the edge of the dunes and sit down. This calls from some thinking."
And some explaining, she thought. It was hard to believe. Mary Beth Dumont had always been the prettiest girl in Maxwell. And when she got to high school, her figure had already filled out, voluptuous and enticing. That knowing look and come-on smile! She couldn't believe it. She simply couldn't believe it.
"If you were crying before you went on your honeymoon, you must've known already, Buz. So why didn't you get out of the situation long ago?"
They sat down in the soft sand.
"Because I didn't find out until last night. I never could make out with Mary Beth before, but last night I was so hard up I told her, hell, woman, we're getting married tomorrow. Let's do it now. We did, and it was lousy."
"How do you mean, Buz? Was she a virgin?"
"Yeah. Frankly, Sis, I'd never have believed it. You know she's always turned guys on. And that walk and the way she talks, you'd think she'd be a volcano in the sack." He grunted. "She's an iceberg."
"Did you – uh – hurt her?"
"Naw. Her cherry gave way like it was hardly there. A few drops of blood. Maw, I didn't hurt her. Hell, she didn't feel it. She didn't feel anything. Just shut her eyes tight and clenched her teeth. Lay there like a damn log."
He sighed and ran his fingers through the sand. "I had a feeling, a bad feeling. I guess that's why I cried today, though I didn't really know I was crying until I heard Pa holler something after the ceremony was over. Imagine being stuck for life with a frigid woman, a beautiful, sexy-looking iceberg."
"Tonight?" Sue Robin pursued.
"Even worse. She acted so skittish, I asked her if she wanted a cocktail before we went to bed. She said something like 'that's all you men care about – drinking and screwing'."
"That's really bad," Sue Robin agreed. "Is her family holy-roller, or something?"
"I don't know. But she's got some nutty ideas from somewhere."
"Frankly, Buz, I'm surprised you didn't check things out before. You know, really get to know each other."
"Hell, I thought I did know her. Sex was the least of my worries. I know every son-of-a-bitch in Maxwell is eating his heart out tonight, thinking I've got the finest piece of ass in the world."
"Crudely put, old boy."
"But you know it's true."
"Then you didn't even score on your wedding night?"
"It was worse than not at all. She went into the bathroom to undress and put on a long nightgown. When I came to bed, she made me turn out all the lights. She did it like she was performing a duty, and just as soon as I got my cookies, she moaned that she had a headache. She took a sleeping pill and I went into the bar and called you."
"You could get a divorce."
"She's not about to give me a divorce. Crazy thing, I think she really loves me. It's just this sex hang up. If there was some way to break her loose from that…"
"Poor fellow," Sue Robin said soothingly. "We'll figure out something. Meanwhile, a man shouldn't miss out on his wedding night." Her fingers stroked lightly along the top of his thigh, and she shifted her position so that she sat beside him, facing the sea.
He put his arm about her shoulder, then slid his hand down and under her armpit to fondle her breast through the thin shirt. He felt the nipple swell into a hard cone.
Sue Robin unbuttoned the shirt and untied the knot at the waist so his hand could cover her bare breast. She caught her breath as his palm slid across the sensitive nipple.
"Does Mary Beth have nice boobs?"
He laughed, and Sue Robin was relieved at the return of his usual lightheartedness. "You women! All the same, wanting to know how you stack up beside some other woman."
"Not exactly all the same," Sue Robin said roguishly, pinching his cock teasingly through his trousers. "Does Mary Beth play with it like that?"
"Hell, Sis, when I put her hand on it, she snatched it away like she had touched a rattlesnake. Ah, that feels good!" He lay back and propped on his elbows in the sand. The skilled fingers quickly unzipped his trousers, then unbuckled his belt. He raised his hips up to let her slide his pants and undershorts down.
"Poor little fellow sure looks discouraged," she murmured, bending her head over his limp dong. She slid her hand between his thighs and under his balls, to cup them and fondle them gently in her warm palm. As her probing finger tips stroked the sensitive flesh of his crotch, he spread his legs farther apart to give her better access.
"Great, Sis," he sighed, lying back with his hands clasped behind his head and resting on the sand. He knew he could count on Sis; she was the greatest. He forgot about his iceberg wife while her other hand began to stroke his slowly hardening cock.
"Mmmmmmmmmm!" she exclaimed. "He's looking more normal all the time, Buz. I think the patient will live." She hooked her fingernails delicately under the wide flange of his cockhead and pulled, then raked the points of her nails around the smooth, stretched skin. His hips quivered as darts of excitement shot through his cock and spread throughout his groin.
His tool was up and throbbing now, its full length rearing up in the dim moonlight like a miniature tower of worship of some primitive tribe. Sue Robin's hand closed over the swollen knob and squeezed.
"Is that better, Buz?" she whispered, her long hair trailing across his belly and thighs.
"Oh Lordy yes!" he gasped, thrusting his hips in short thrusts to feel his supercharged cock push into the warm softness of her squeezing hand.
Her other hand was still caressing and palming his balls, and her middle finger slid on under and up, to tickle the puckered ring of his asshole.
"Maybe we can teach Mary Beth to play games like this," she mused. "She'll get her kicks, too."
He felt her warm breath playing up and down the shaft of his rigid tool as her head went lower, and her hand slid off his cockhead and encircled the shaft about midway down. This always brought back a quick memory, old but ever fresh. He had been a tiny kid, not even five years old yet, and somehow he'd pinched his little dong on the seat of his new tricycle. At his cry of pain, Sue Robin had come hurrying to him, always the solicitous sister.
"What's the matter, Buz?"
"I pinched my peter. It hurts!"
"Let's see."
He dropped his shorts and showed her the vanishing pinch mark in the flesh, just behind the pink head. "Kiss it, Sis, and make it well."
Obediently she had dropped to her knees and taken the painfully throbbing rod of flesh in her mouth, holding it snugly with her lips while she laved it with her soothing tongue. His grubby little fingers stroked her blonde head while she continued to suck and lick his cock. The pain went away, and was followed by a feeling of concentrated delight such as he'd never felt before. He felt that something was happening to his peter.
She felt it, too, for she took her mouth off it and looked at it. "Oh, Buz, look how big it's getting!"
The little thing was rearing up at a high angle from his belly, and the pink head was twice its usual size.
"It's like a lollipop!" she exclaimed.
"Kiss it again, Sis!"
Delighted, she went down on it again, instinctively sucking and licking it like a candy stick. Finally it had gotten so sensitive he dragged it out of her reluctant mouth. "Gee, Sis, that feels good!" He pulled his pants up.
"Yeah," she agreed, licking her lips. "It's nice."
It was a game they never gave up, and through the years, into high school, and even when they'd started to college a year ago, from time to time he would look at Sue Robin and say, "Kiss it, Sis." Or, if they were in a suitable situation and the mood hit her, she'd say, "Let me kiss it Buz."
The situation was suitable now. Bobby Lee lay flat on his back on the sand, moaning first with frustration, then with mounting ecstasy as Sue Robin flicked her tongue tip rapidly up and down the shaft of his engorged cock. Like a tiny jackhammer her tongue pecked along the bulging tube on the underside of his shaft, up to the sensitive cord joining the head, and back down again to his balls.
He reached a hand down to stroke her hair. Maybe it was true what they said about twins, he thought. Maybe they were mind-readers of each other. Sue Robin knew just exactly where to touch him and how much pressure to put on and he groaned as she touched a particularly sensitive spot under the rim of his cockhead. If only Mary Beth would develop this art.
Sue Robin rounded her lips in a tight ring and forced them down over his bulging cockhead. Down she went until the knob blocked her throat, then slowly she came back up again.
"Ah, Sis, that's great!" he sighed again. He wondered vaguely if she would go ahead and suck him off. Sue Robin always managed to spice their excitement with a little uncertainty. He never knew exactly what she would do next. But it was always wonderful. He slid his fingers around her ear and gently poked his little finger inside. He knew she liked that, especially when she started getting hot herself.
With long deep strokes she went all the way down until her lips almost reached the base of his thick shaft. Nearly as acutely tuned to his feelings as he was himself, she felt the first throbs that signaled he was about to come. Bobby Lee relaxed, content to blast his load into her warm moist mouth, but suddenly she slid off him and rinsed her head. At the same time she clamped her fingers expertly around the rim of his cockhead, her thumb jammed firmly against the cord under the flange.
"Hold it, buddy," she chuckled. "I want some of that action."
As soon as the throbs subsided, she released his cock and sprang to her feet. In a second she had stripped off her shorts and was straddling his hips.
"Nobody's going to miss out tonight," she panted, seizing his cock again and stroking the head along the slot of her cuntlips. She felt the moisture of her cunt anointing the satiny knob which was already wet with her saliva. Spreading her outer lips with her left hand, she guided the tip of his cockhead upward until it stroked lightly across her clit, and a spasm shook her graceful body as the sensitive little nub sparked its sensations up through her belly.
"Oh, baby, that's good! How long has it been, Buz honey?"
His only reply was a groan of deep delight. Sue Robin was on top of the situation in more ways than one, and he was content to let her take charge. She had never failed him yet.
She titillated her rampant little clit for a few moments more with his cockhead, until she felt herself thoroughly juicy.
"Now!" she gasped. "Now, honey!" With her weight on her knees, she posed her arched-back body over him while she centered his rod tight against the slippery inner lips of her pussy. "Aaaaaaaaaaaaaah!" she sighed as she sank down, feeling the broad head wedge the walls of her eager cunt apart. Down to the very base of his shaft she went, until her asscheeks rested on his thighs.
She sat motionless, getting her breath again. Reaching behind her, she felt for his come-filled balls and softly massaged them between her smooth fingers.
"You've got a beautiful dick, Buz," she said. "A beautiful dick." Tightening her asshole, she made her inner muscles squeeze the entrapped pole like a hand squeezing a cow's tit. Sue Robin was a well-read girl and she had a healthy curiosity about everything, especially sex. So when she'd read a girl friend's book in high school about the "magic muscles" in a woman's vagina, she immediately set to work developing her own vaginal muscles.
Now she clamped and relaxed the velvety sheathed bands in her love-tunnel, and Bobby Lee groaned in ecstasy. If only Mary Beth would learn some tricks like that, he thought. Her pussy had been tight enough, but completely immobile, like the rest of her unresponding body. But the delicious massaging he was getting now washed away that other unpleasant memory.
"I'm gonna ride your ol' love-muscle to a fare-thee-well, Buz," Sue Robin warned, and suiting action to words, she rose up slowly, tensing her strong leg muscles.
As she rode back down, still slowly, her well-lubricated cunt made a slushing sound around the piston filling her snug passage.
"Oh, that's so good, so goooooooooood!" she gasped, pulling aside her unbuttoned shirt and squeezing her firm boobs.
Bobby Lee squirmed his hips, trying to match the slow rhythm she was establishing with her rising and descending buttocks. Reaching forward, he caressed the inside of her spread thighs, then slid his fingers into the upper crevice of her pussy to stimulate her clit. He found the rubbery protuberance easily from long practice, and lightly massaged it with his fingertip. He knew that Sue Robin liked a gentle rocking of her little man in the boat. Too much pressure, and it turned her off. "Ohhhhhhhhhhh, Buz, that feel perfect!" She arched her head back, facing up at the night sky, and little cries of passionate joy rippled through her tense throat. Releasing her tit, she ran her hand through her hair.
"So hard!" she groaned. "You're so hard!" Her movements became more rapid, more violent, and soon she was plunging her ass down hard, but the shock was excitingly cushioned by the pneumatic padding of her asscheeks.
"I can't – hold – it – much – longer!" Bobby Lee stammered, thrusting his hips upward to meet her downward lunges.
"Let it go! Let it go!" she sang out. "Oh, let it go!" Her movements became a wild gallop as she slammed herself up and down on his swollen cock, jerking to the first tremors of her climax.
"I'm coming, honey, oh I'm coming, coming, coming!" A series of little yelps broke from her gaping mouth, and her head whipped back and forth, whirling her hair out in long swirls.
All his pent-up frustration seemed to blast out with his sperm as Bobby Lee turned loose his load inside his sister's hot cunt. Burst after burst erupted through his aching rod and her body quivered with each change.
Abruptly she shot her legs out straight behind and fell flat on his body, to gasp out the rest of her climax. Her hot breath funneled into the hollow of his neck and shoulder, and he felt her heart pounding through her shock-absorbing tits which pressed resiliently against his broad chest.
As his breath slowed back to normal, he reached down along her hips and up to caress her plumply curved asscheeks. She lay quietly, breathing deeply as his hand dipped into the crevice between the two mounds of warm flesh, sliding easily in the valley which was lubricated by her love-juice and his overflowing sperm. She was so exhausted that she barely quivered when his fingertip poked mischievously into her tightly puckered but juice-filled asshole.
"That's one we haven't tried yet, Sis," he said. "Not now," she said languidly. "I can't take any more now. Some other time."



CHAPTER TWO


Sue Robin sat in the living room of the new cottage, watching her sister-in-law arrange some late-blooming flowers in a vase.
"Bobby Lee's gone to Atlanta on business," said Mary Beth, her huge brown eyes carefully avoiding those of Sue Robin. "He said he might be gone a week."
Sue Robin knew that already. At breakfast that morning her father had rubbed his balding head impatiently and rumbled, "I be dawged if I can figure that boy out. Hell's bells! With a brand-new wife like his'n at home, I'd be right there Johnny on the spot, not traipsin' off to Atlanta. Business can wait a few days. But he acted like he wanted to get away. More coffee, Clarinda!" he bellowed over his shoulder toward the kitchen.
An ancient black woman, as dried-up as Aunt Minerva, came out of the kitchen with an old-fashioned coffee pot in her hand. "Watch your manners, boy!" she snapped at the big man. "I'll take an' wrap this heah coffee pot around your head."
"Yes'm, Aunt Clarinda," he said meekly. "I'm just upset about Bobby Lee."
"Ain't nobody axed me to work out no problem," she grumbled. Her dark eyes seemed to blaze yellow as she flashed a look at Aunt Minerva.
They took like sisters, Sue Robin reflected as she watched the significant looks pass between the two old ladies. One's white and one's black, but that's the only difference. She sometimes had the feeling that both of them were relics from Civil War days, so ancient they seemed, as if still living in another world. She knew that people around Maxwell feared Aunt Clarinda. The blacks called her a "root-worker" and a "conjure-woman"; the whites called her an old witch. But nobody gave her any trouble.
The comments at breakfast had impelled Sue Robin to drop in on Mary Beth and see if she could do something toward working out her twin brother's problem.
"Would you like some coffee, Sue Robin?" The brunette looked at her, and Sue Robin detected signs of strain in her smooth features.
"I'd like that, Mary Beth. Say, that's a sexy pair of shorts you're wearing."
Mary Beth's eyes flashed and a coquettish smile dimpled her cheeks. As she left the room to go for the coffee, her buttocks swayed enticingly.
I don't believe it, Sue Robin told herself. She had known Mary Beth since the beginning of high school days when the gorgeous brunette had first moved to town. When Sue Robin's long rangy body was just developing a woman's curves, Mary Beth was already a lush, fully developed woman, a teenage Venus. And that flirty manner, designed to turn a man on, any man! Hell, thought the blonde, it's a programmed reflex. She does it as automatically as I blink my eyes. Then how can she be frigid? Take it slow, baby, she warned herself. Buz's happiness is at stake. Don't blow it.
"I had to take off my bra," Mary Beth said when she finally came back with a tray bearing two cups of coffee. "It's too tight." Her melon boobs thrust hugely against the knit tennis shirt she was wearing, swaying rhythmically as she walked across the room to her sister-in-law.
"You've really got a pair," Sue Robin said taking one of the coffee cups. With no trace of self-consciousness, she placed her free hand beneath one of her own beautifully contoured tits and hefted it gently.
Mary Beth frowned slightly, but the compliment overcame her inhibitions. "I've always had these big things," she said, half-complaining, but half-proudly.
Sue Robin sipped her coffee and candidly scrutinized the other, taking in more closely the voluptuously curved hips and the full round thighs, lightly tanned against the white of her brief shorts. Was that sensual look on her face a mask? An accident? Surely the girl knew she had it. It even gave Sue Robin a thrill, and girls had never been her thing, not even at slumber parties.
"How's my big brother treating you, Mary Beth?"
The look of strain was evident for a moment, but the brunettes quickly forced a bright smile. Her eyes flashed suggestively as she said, "Couldn't be better."
"He's a healthy one, all right," Sue Robin said. "But I reckon you're a match for him." She laughed intimately as if they were sharing women's secrets.
"Yeah." Mary Beth's laugh was dry. "I just wish men had something else on their minds."
Now that that's in the open, maybe we can get somewhere, Sue Robin thought. Putting her cup down on the coffee table, she turned an innocent expression toward her sister-in-law. "Why, they do, honey. They do. They have jobs; they work hard, and they're involved in politics and all that stuff. And they like sports. But they're human beings. They like sex. It's only natural. We all do."
"Boys and men have always pestered me, just for one thing."
Sue Robin laughed easily. "No wonder. You're lucky enough to have a beautiful sexy body, and a face to match it. Think of all the women that're eating their hearts out, just wishing they had half of what you've got. Enjoy it, honey."
Unconvinced, Mary Beth gave a little shudder of distaste. Suddenly she groaned and gripped her shoulder.
"What's the matter?" Sue Robin got up and went to her.
"It's this cramp in my shoulder. It's just started recently."
No wonder, Sue Robin thought. You're tensed up, baby, fighting your nature.
"Let me massage it," she said, leaning over the seated woman. "I was a nurse's aide, remember?" She ran her fingers lightly along the other's shoulder. "Here. Lie down on the couch on your tummy. I can relax that."
Obediently Mary Beth stretched out on the long couch, face down, and Sue Robin sat on the edge.
"Just relax now," she crooned, and began to massage her sister-in-law's neck, then downward, pressing outward from her spine across her shoulderblades. She felt the tautness in the muscles around Mary Beth's neck. Baby, you're really strung out, she thought. With skilled hands she kept rubbing the woman's back and neck, gradually digging her fingers deeper into the smooth flesh.
"Ah, that feels better already," Mary Beth sighed.
Sue Robin laughed. "It's better when a man does it for you. In training, we had to practice on each other, and some of the interns used to show us how. They really got a charge out of it."
"They would," Mary Beth sniffed, but she didn't sound so convinced now.
"Let me slip this shirt off," Sue Robin said casually. "It's in the way."
Obligingly the brunette raised up enough for the other to strip the knit shirt over her head. Like her legs, her back was tanned from swimming and loafing on the beach, all except a white strip where her bikini strap crossed it.
Sue Robin increased the scope of her massaging hands, from the nape of the neck down to the waistband of the shorts, and farther to the sides until her fingers stroked the curve of Mary Beth's partly flattened boobs.
"I never felt anything so good in my life," she moaned contentedly. "You're a real expert, honey."
Sue Robin smiled, and dug a little deeper into the small of her back.
"Ah! There! There! That's the worst place of all."
"That's right," Sue Robin agreed. "Those low-back nerves get all knotted up. Let's slip these shorts off, Mary Beth, so I can really work on your back."
Half-hypnotized by the comforting massage, the brunette allowed Sue Robin to reach under her tummy and unsnap her shorts. In a moment they were stripped down over her feet and dropped on the carpet.
With the heel of her hand, Sue Robin worked at the very base of Mary Beth's spine, and the woman groaned with pleasure. "Wonderful," she sighed. "Absolutely wonderful."
Sue Robin stared at the burnt-orange bikini panties, so transparent she could see right through them to the long narrow valley where the two exciting rounded cheeks came together. She felt a flush of heat rising with herself as her eyes roved over the luxuriant body virtually naked, stretched out beneath her hands. Though Mary Beth was considerably shorter than she was, her hips were as wide and as richly curved, matching her opulent boobs.
"Might as well get your legs too," she said with studied indifference. Shifting her seat farther along the edge of the couch, she began kneading the back of Mary Beth's thighs. The brunette's groans of pleasure now became a constant purring of delight as the probing fingers and caressing palms roamed up and down her legs from her knees to the very juncture of her thighs.
What a waste, Sue Robin thought. All this gorgeous body and nothing happens in it. She slid her fingers higher inside the thighs, stroking more lightly as the flesh became more satiny, more humid, the closer she worked toward Mary Beth's cunt. Through the transparent panties she could see the bottom of the curly cluster of dark-brown hair.
"Does that feel good, honey?" she asked softly.
"Mmmmmmmmm," the brunette purred, and spread her legs a little farther apart. The movement somehow left her buttocks tilted a bit higher.
A fine bead of perspiration formed on Sue Robin's forehead as she continued to rub the fine flesh, barely pretending to really massage any longer.
"Roll over, Mary Beth, and I'll get those leg muscles on top," she said, her voice coming huskily through her dry throat.
Completely succumbed to the pleasure of the massage, the woman rolled over, and Sue Robin blinked her eyes at the wealth of loveliness exposed as Mary Beth lay on her back, her legs spread as far apart as the couch would allow. Her eyes were closed, but her lips were partly languorously. The light tan of her body emphasized the whiteness of her tits, swelling up like ripe melons and tipped with swollen purplish nipples.
Damn! Sue Robin thought, staring in fascination. Doesn't she know they're hard? She forced herself to begin kneading the taps of the supine woman's thighs.
"Ah, that's so good, Sue Robin," Mary Beth smiled without opening her eyes. "Mmmmmmmmmmmmmm!" Her tongue tip licked slowly across her lips as if she were tasting an ice-cream cone.
"Let's get those neck muscles from this side," Sue Robin muttered huskily. Leaning forward until her face was practically against those quivering tits, she pressed her fingers into the muscles of Mary Beth's neck and out along her shoulders. She noticed that her sister-in-law's breath was shallower now and more rapid, and a faint flush of pinkness seemed to follow her fingers as they manipulated and probed lower along her shoulders and neck.
Sue Robin moved her hands slowly downward across the padded breastbone. "I'll bet you haven't had your check-up for breast lumps lately, have you, honey?"
A murmur came from the other's throat, and Sue Robin interpreted it as assent. Her own breath came more rapidly as she slid her hands across the spongy mounds and began probing them delicately all over. In a few moments her expert probing was over, but she continued to slowly massage with her palms while she let her fingertips lightly caress the nipples, swollen now until they were as large as her thumb tips.
Mary Beth kept her eyes closed, but her slack lips widened in an appreciative smile. Sue Robin was sitting with her hip touching the other's, and she felt the slow squirming of Mary Beth's ass against the couch. Yeah, it was getting to her, all right. So the frigid woman wasn't so frigid after all; she just had some sort of hang-up.
Boldly now, she released the big globes she was squeezing and ran her hands down across the other's waist and belly to reach inside her thigh and begin kneading it. With one hand on the upper and outer part of the thigh, she squeezed and massaged the inner side with her other hand, reaching right up to the crotch as Mary Beth willingly moved her other leg farther away. As she squeezed the warm flesh, Sue Robin let her knuckles brush across the now vulnerable lips of Mary Beth's pussy. The gossamer material of the panties did little to reduce the sensation, and the brunette's purring became punctuated with soft gasps of pleasure.
Sue Robin had to close her own eyes for a moment, to keep control of herself. The sight of the thick curly bush of cunt hair made her want to plunge her hand into it and titillate the other until she drove her up the wall. Then, by God, she'd never be cold to her new husband again. But she restrained herself, only letting her knuckles rub expertly along the nylon-covered pussylips.
When she opened her eyes again, she saw a trickle of love-juice trailing down into the crack of Mary Beth's ass. She was sure she could go ahead now and peel off the panties, but some instinct made her wait. Leave her excited, she told herself. That way, she'll want you to come back and do it again. No fulfillment yet.
Gradually she stopped massaging. "Mary Beth," she said as soon as she could trust her voice, "you stay right here, nice and relaxed. I've got to go now, but I'll be back late this evening and give you another massage. I think we can stop those pains. Now just go to sleep, honey. I'll slip out quietly."
A faint whimper of protest came from the slack lips, but Mary Beth obediently kept her eyes closed and lay still.
"I'll drive her up the wall," Sue Robin vowed as she climbed into her MG. "She'll be begging Bobby Lee to screw her."
Mary Beth remained in a dreamy state of languor, still glowing from the stimulating caresses of Sue Robin. She had never caressed her own body like that. Her mother had drilled it into her that such things were sinful. Idly her thoughts went back to her childhood, before she and her widowed mother had moved to Maxwell. Crystal had been with them then, Crystal who was two years older than her, and even prettier. In the little town of Gammon she and Crystal were known as the two prettiest little girls for miles around. Old men bought them candy at the local grocery store, and fondled their hair and bounced them on their knees.
That was how Mary Beth had learned the flirty ways which became such a part of her that she had actually grown up unconscious of them. As a six-year-old she had reminded oldsters of little Shirley Temple, and she knew how to make her dimples appear, and how to dance and roll her eyes to please the old men and make them buy her candy. As she grew older, it made young boys her own age play with her at parties, especially games in which holding each other was part of the action.
But there was always her stern-faced mother, warning of sin and damnation, and the folly of "having anything to do with boys and men". Just exactly what she meant by having to do with them, Mary Beth didn't really know. She scarcely listened to the dirty talk of some of the boys and girls in her school, and sex was something her mother mentioned on rare occasions with a shudder of disgust. As she neared her teens, her mother warned her more and more – but vaguely still – about having males touch her, or even touching her own body. Luckily an intelligent physical education teacher taught the schoolgirls about keeping their entire bodies clean, but Mary Beth tried not to look at herself when she was scrubbing "down there" in the shower or the bathtub.
The last man to bounce her on his knees was the preacher who came to enjoy Sunday dinner occasionally with the Widow Dumont. Mary Beth was about eleven then, and already her nipple were beginning to grow and the little flesh mound that would later become such splendid boobs were pressing against her dress.
"She's a mighty nice little girl, Mrs. Dumont," the preacher said, running his hand down her back and patting her buttocks.
The mother smiled proudly as the preacher pulled the girl to sit on his knees. He looked earnestly into the mother's eyes while his hand moved, as if indifferently, over the girl's body.
"You'll have to keep a close eye on this one, Mrs. Dumont. A close eye! But with God's help, I know you'll do all right."
"Amen!"
About two years later Crystal succumbed to the urges of her passionate body and the delightful pressures of a high school football player, and got herself pregnant. Feeling disgraced, Widow Dumont had packed her oldest daughter out of the state to live with a relative until everything was over, and she took Mary Beth and moved to Maxwell, where nobody had ever heard of them. There she continued to drill into the younger daughter the sinfulness of the human body.
Still, she was traditional enough to want her daughter to marry successfully. That was "the thing to do", although it involved certain distasteful sexual duties. So when her beautiful and popular daughter attracted Bobby Lee Forsythe, the tall, handsome son of the richest man in the county, she didn't discourage Mary Beth from seeing him.
Now Mary Beth dreamily caressed her breast and imagined that it was the skilled hand of Sue Robin. A nice girl, Sue Robin. She was lucky to have her for a sister-in-law. She sure learned a lot as a nurse's aide, all that massage stuff. The tension and nagging pain was completely gone. But her own hand didn't feel as good as Sue Robin's had. She slipped her hand on down between her thighs, to stroke the sensitive flesh, and her fingertips encountered the slippery love-juice. Startled, she wondered what it was, but when she lifted her hand and looked at her glistening fingertips, she saw nothing to cause alarm.
Again she ran her fingers between her thighs, high up against her soft, fleshy pussylips. Ah, she thought, that feels more like Sue Robin's hand. It felt good, very good. It was something she had never done, rub herself "down there". She had heard talk in high school of what boys did to themselves, but she had never heard of girls doing anything like that. And any sensations of pleasure had been firmly repressed whenever she bathed herself.
Many times when she dated boys in high school, they tried to get their hands between her legs, but she'd always stopped that in a hurry. To keep them from being too angry and upset, she'd let a special ones that she really liked squeeze her boobs – outside her clothes, of course – but only for a minute or two. Nobody had ever touched her bare flesh, except Bobby Lee.
I love him, she said to herself. I really love him. Her fingers were gentle as she stroked herself absently. But he scared me. She recalled his frenzied words: "We're getting married tomorrow, honey! Dammit, we'll make love then – why not now? I'm getting a stone-ache, Mary Beth!"
She hadn't understood what he meant by a stone-ache, but she could tell he was under tremendous stress, and she thought, why not? Well be doing that after we're married, so it won't hurt to pleasure him tonight.
The lean-back seat of his Capri was comfortable enough, but it was cramped quarters for his six-foot-one frame, and he was impatient. The instant he sensed her surrender, he reached under her frock and pulled her panties down her uncooperating legs. Dragging out his aching, throbbing cock, he forced himself between her legs.
"You'll like this, honey," he muttered, but he was too sexed up to take time to warm her up, and her virgin pussy was dry as he prodded between the lips with his rampaging pole.
His own juice, drooling through the tiny slit in the end of his cockhead, lubricated the outer lips as he tried to curb his eagerness and push his way gently into her. Meanwhile, she lay perfectly still, her eyes closed tight and her hands clenched by her sides.
"Oh!" she wailed briefly as he broke through the flimsy membrane of her maidenhead, and the involuntary tensing of her cunt squeezed his swollen shaft deliciously. For a moment, he thought she was going to respond, but again she lay as though dead while he pumped away, careful not to drive his entire cock into her tight passage for fear he might injure her.
She didn't even stir while he spasmed his sperm into her in fierce volleys. When he pulled his softening cock out of her, Mary Beth sensed his disappointment, but she didn't know what to do about it. This was what her mother had hinted that she would have to expect from time to time, though the widow had never gone into detail.
Without her realizing it, her hand was now inside her panties and sliding up and down the padded hump of her pubic mound. She hardly knew what a clitoris was, but instinctively her fingers pressed through the soft furry cluster of hair to the spot that generated such lightning flashes of intense pleasure when she touched it.
"Ahhhhhhhhh!" she gasped, and her body tensed and twisted sideways on the couch. Then, "Oh!" She sprang up from the couch and stood cowering on the rug, frightened and shocked by the sudden electric jolt that had ripped through her. She looked at her fingers, slick and glistening with the extra juice that had gotten on them.
"What happened?" she murmured, and hurried to the bathroom to wash herself.



CHAPTER THREE


"So now you come to me!" The tiger eyes blazed at Sue Robin as she stood in the doorway of the little cottage, waiting for the old woman to invite her inside. "I know what you here for. Why you didn't come to me first? You chillun today think you know it all. Got no respect for us old people."
Sue Robin repressed a smile and waited patiently. Unlike everybody else in Maxwell, she was not afraid of the black witch, for the "witch" had been like another mother, or grandmother, all her life, and she loved her as much as she loved Great Aunt Minerva.
"All right. Come on in and set down." The muddy-gold eyes traveled over the tall shapely young woman, and the corners of her mouth twitched with approval. She'd done a fine job, bringing this one and her twin brother up.
"That brother o' yaurn ain't happy with his new bride."
"You knew already?" The astonishment was fake. Sue Robin was not at all surprised at the old woman's occult knowledge.
"Course I knew," the other snorted disdainfully. She pointed to the cane-bottomed chair next to her and Sue Robin came and sat beside her, towering head and shoulders above the gray mop of kinky hair.
"How long Bobby Lee gonna be in Atlanta?"
"Probably a week, Aunt Clarinda."
"We'll need more time."
"He'll probably call me tonight or tomorrow night. I can stall him, if you say so."
"I say so. Full moon ain't fill eight more days."
"I'll do it, Aunt Clarinda."
"I'll call a meetin'."
In spite of her education, Sue Robin felt a superstitious thrill shoot through her. She had heard vaguely of Aunt Clarinda's "meetings", though never from any whites. As a child, she had heard some of her black playmates whisper about "meetings", and always they looked over their shoulders with genuine dread as if afraid of being struck dead – or worse.
The eyes flamed yellow as they stared into the blue eyes of the young woman, reading to the very depths of her soul, Sue Robin felt.
"An' you won't talk about it, neither, y'heah? Nobody talks about it. You get a loose tongue, an' you won't just die; you'll come back as a zombie." The eyes seemed to grow larger and larger, and Sue Robin felt drawn into circles of luminescence, hypnotized, powerless to move or say anything.
The power was suddenly withdrawn, and Sue Robin took a deep breath. "You don't have to worry about me, Aunt Clarinda. You know I'd never talk."
The fierce eyes softened to mellow gold again, and a smile lifted the withered brown ups. "I know, honey. Don't worry no more. Everything's gonna be all right. You just keep that big dumb brother of yourn away." She shook her head. "Sometimes it seem to me that men ain't right bright. Git outta heah now; I got work to do."
Sue Robin stooped and kissed the wrinkled forehead, then turned and hurried out. She long-legged it across the fifty years of manicured lawn to the big house, smiling to herself at the fierce independence of the old woman. Her father had tried again and again to persuade her to take one of the extra rooms in the house, where they could keep an eye on her in case she should need help. At eighty, them was no telling what might happen. But so adamantly had Aunt Clarinda refused that Tyrus Forsythe had finally given up. Anything the old lady asked for – or demanded – she got, with no argument.
The early September sun was still well above the horizon, so Sue Robin didn't worry about hurrying to Mary Beth's house, which was down the road a half-mile. She stood and looked toward the river, winding a short distance away through willows and live oaks festooned with Spanish moss, zigzagging its lazy way to the ocean less than a mile to the east. She and Bobby Lee used to go down to the river as youngsters, to fish or swim if the tide wasn't pulling too strong. Sometimes they went alone, sometimes with other kids. A favorite playmate had been Sybil, Aunt Clarinda's granddaughter. Sybil was in Atlanta now, working and going to college. Let's see, Sue Robin reflected, I think she's majoring in anthropology.
The hot sun glinted off the roof of a distant building, mostly concealed by gigantic live oak trees surrounding it. The Old Place! Built by the first Forsythe on the plantation, several years before the Civil War, the Old Place was now boarded up, though once or twice a year Aunt Minerva and Aunt Clarinda and a few very trusted servants would open up the place and clean and dust and make sure everything was in good shape. Them was even talk of declaring the old estate a historic monument, and creating a tiny state park around it.
Ghosts roamed the Old Place, spirits from the family cemetery that lay tombstoned between it and the New Place where the Forsythes now lived. Or so people in Maxwell claimed. From time to time the sheriff checked the place for security, purely as a routine. Nobody dared to perpetrate any vandalism on the stately old property, although occasional lovers had sneaked in through an unlocked door or window. But they didn't stay long. Ghostly voices and hideous laughter quickly drove them out.
Strange, Sue Robin mused. Two or three of her high school girl friends had confided to her that they had gone there to make out with their boy friends. They had scored all right, but soon after that, the weird noises and wild laughter had scared them out, wide-eyed and passionless. That was strange, Sue Robin recollected, because she and Bobby Lee had spent the night there in their sleeping bags, when they were about fourteen, and they had heard nothing.
She smiled comfortably. That was the first time they had fucked, really fucked. Staying in the "haunted house" had been their initiation test for admission in the Alligator Club, a very exclusive little group organized by some high school students. She and Bobby Lee were a bit young for membership, but already Bobby Lee was big enough for junior varsity football and basketball, and Sue Robin was tall and just developing. That was the year Mary Beth moved to Maxwell, and the following year she was pledged, too.
"You've got to spend the night – all night – in the Old Place," the president of the Alligators told the twins. "Maybe the haunts won't bug you, since you're in the family."
Saying nothing to their father or Aunt Minerva, the twins had quietly slipped out of their rooms at nine o'clock and gone downstairs and outside to where they had earlier hidden their sleeping bags. Bobby Lee went in front, a flashlight in his hand, but he didn't turn it on because he didn't want to attract any attention.
The president of the Alligators and two senior members were waiting for them by a magnolia tree on the weed-covered lawn of the Old Place. Plainly they were nervous at being in the area after dark.
"Go on in. We'll wait around here for a while, and others will check through the night to make sure you're still here. Somebody will give you the final check at five-thirty in the morning. If you've made it then, you're members."
Bobby Lee clicked on his flashlight then, and followed closely by Sue Robin, he made his way to a downstairs window that was unlocked, and not covered by boards. He helped her in and crawled in behind her. By the circular spot of the flashlight they saw they were in a small bedroom. White sheets covered the bed and the few pieces of furniture in the room.
"Here?" Bobby Lee asked, struggling to keep his voice from trembling.
"No, it's too scary here. Let's see what's in the next room," his sister replied.
The next room was a spacious room with a high fireplace to one side. The furniture was pushed against the walls and covered with sheets and tarpaulins.
"Hey, Buz, look at the candles!"
On the mantelpiece over the fireplace were two candelabras with candles in them.
"Let's light one of them, so we'll have a little bit of light tonight," Sue Robin said in a half-whisper.
"Okay." Bobby Lee took down one of the candelabras, and placed it on the brick deck before the fireplace. He lighted two of the three candles.
"Not enough to keep us awake, but enough to see by – if we have to see!"
Spreading their sleeping bags in the middle of the floor, they stripped down to their underwear and crawled in. They talked in low whispers for a few minutes, but both of them were healthily sleepy, so they fell asleep.
It seemed to Bobby Lee that he was being dragged out of the depths of a dark but not unpleasant cave, somebody gripping him by the shoulder and pulling hard. Protesting, he woke up.
"It's me, Buz. I'm cold."
He felt the trembling hand against his shoulder.
"Okay, Sis. I'll light the other candle, and you can crawl in with me." He slid out of the sleeping bag, and the chilly air of early winter struck his bare legs and arms. Shivering, he quickly lighted the fresh candles; the other two were almost burned out. Then he slid back into the sleeping bag, behind his sister.
"Now I'm cold," he muttered.
Her back was to him, and he pressed close against her, spoon-fashion, and put his arms about her so they would get warm again.
"You really were cold," he said, feeling the chill of her smooth thighs and her bare back and shoulders. "Even your fanny is cold."
"You're warm," she said happily, and snuggled back against him, wriggling her cold buttocks into his groin.
They lay still for a while, waiting, for sleep to come again.
Practically orphaned when their mother died at their birth, the twins had grown up much closer than most brothers and sisters. Their father was already in early middle age when they were born, and their mother, had been in her thirties. The parents had married late. Tyrus Forsythe was a busy man, taking care of the vast plantation and his hardware supply house and various other properties, and Aunt Minerva was much too old to romp and tumble with the growing children, so it was only natural that they should become inseparable playmates. Even when they started to school, their friends and playmates. Even when they started to school, their friends and playmates recognized that the two were very close, and one was never invited to anything unless the other was invited too.
Beginning with their early discovery of the pleasure in playing with each other, especially the game of lollipop Sue Robin played with Bobby Lee's peter, they continued fondling and experimenting as natural urges impelled them. When other little playmates showed them how to play doctor, they adopted that game, and developed imaginative variations.
But by the time they hit twelve, they drifted into more boy-boy, girl-girl relationships, and their little sex games seemed juvenile, so they put them away with their other toys. Sue Robin hardly noticed that her twin brother was growing into a handsome young giant, and Bobby Lee was barely aware that his sister was beautiful, and that her body was changing shape dramatically. She started wearing bras and sheer bikini panties.
As he lay in the sleeping bag, drowsy with the returning heat of his body and the growing heat of Sue Robin's body pressed against him, he became acutely aware of the considerable curve of her firm buttocks and of the crevice between them, not at all shielded by her nylon panties. His groin became warmer, and he realized that he was beginning to get a hard-on.
His arms were still around her, and her hands were on his, pressing him to her. He felt the lightest pressure from her hands now, and it seemed as if she were nudging his hands downward to check, he moved his hands downward an inch or two. Sure enough, the pressure was still there.
Not only that, but he was now touching the top of her bra. He moved lower still, gently cupping her tits through the fabric, and her hands pressed even more firmly on his. Waiting no longer he began to squeeze the unfamiliar mounds and found the sensation pleasant.
Her head turned slightly back toward him. "Unfasten my bra, Buz," she whispered.
He moved away from her enough to reach between them and unsnap the bra, and Sue Robin slid it off. He put his hands back on her breasts, now bare, and squeezed the spongy flesh. They felt like oranges in his hands.
"That's nice," she whispered, and wriggled her buttocks delightedly. "Not too hard!" she warned after a while as he squeezed with increasing excitement. She put her hands over his again and guided his fingers until he was kneading her small pointed nipples between his thumbs and fingers. He felt them stiffening under his unpracticed fingers, and he heard her breath coming quicker.
By now his cock was stiff and straining against his shorts. Unwilling to turn loose his delightful handfuls of young tit, he thrust his hips forward and squirmed, trying to adjust his painfully slanted cock. Sue Robin responded by wriggling her buttocks against him, seeking to groove his rod between her asscheeks.
He felt hot all over now. Letting go one tit, he reached down and pushed his shorts down below his hips, freeing his bent tool. As he did so, Sue Robin squirmed and got her panties down, too. For the first time in his adolescent life, Bobby Lee felt his throbbing cock rubbing between the silky thighs of a young girl. It felt good.
Sue Robin had never been shy, certainly not with her twin brother. Now she assumed command of the situation. Reaching back, she shoved her hand between them and seized his swollen cock.
"Oh, Buz!" she exclaimed. "It gets so big when you get hard."
"Yeah," he grunted, and waited to see what would happen next. Fondling her boobs seemed a natural thing to do while he waited, so he grasped them again and squeezed them gently while kneading the turgid nipples.
Although she lacked experience, Sue Robin had, by surreptitious reading, learned a lot about her body and its workings. Gleefully clutching the hot staff in her hand, she rubbed the head between her thighs, from her asshole to the top of her youthful bush of cunt hair.
"Ooooooooooh!" she squealed rapturously. "This is great, Buz!" She kicked her legs until she had worked her panties down and over her feet. Widening her thighs, she massaged her slit more freely, with the bulging knob of his cock, checking with his cockhead the little nub in the top of her cuntlips that she had tested and tickled with her finger as she lay back in her bathtub in recent months. This felt much better than her finger, she decided.
Soon a flow of juice from her cunt walls spread inside the lips, and moistened the cockhead which she continued to rub between the folds of her pussy and over the half-concealed clitoris. Sue Robin squirmed and squeaked with joy.
"Hey, Sis, aren't you going to put it in?" Bobby Lee finally demanded. All this felt good, but he had the urge to bury his shaft as far inside her hot ass as he could drive it.
"Slide under a little more," she gasped as she tried to guide the pole into her chute. "You're up too high."
Obediently he curled under a bit more, and felt the head jamming its way through what felt like a tight rubbery ring.
"Easy, Buz. Your dick is so big! You might hurt me. Go slow, honey."
Bobby Lee had never thought much about whether he had a big peter or not, but Sis' exclamation tickled his pride. Also, it dawned on him that there was a lot more to fucking than just ramming his stiff dong into a pussy, no matter what some of his buddies at school said. He got his hands over her tits again and massaged them as before, enjoying the sensation of Sue Robin squirming and jerking against him as he rolled her hard little nipples between his fingers. Slowly he pushed until his entire cockhead was through the inner lips of her eager young cunt.
"Ohhhhhhhh, Buuuuuuuuuuuuuuz!" she quavered through chattering teeth. "I feel like I'm gonna faint!"
Instead of fainting, however, she squirmed back against him in little movements that slid her tight cunt up and down on the barely enclosed cockhead, while squeaky little cries of joy kept bursting from her throat.
A novel feeling of power surged through Bobby Lee as he realized how much ecstasy he was transmitting to Sis, while his own throbbing delight kept increasing, too. Feeling the tight passage getting more slippery, he eased his rigid cock on in, forcing aside the virginal walls of her cunt. In a moment his belly was flat against the smooth curves of her buttocks.
"Jumpin' Jupiter!" Sue Robin exclaimed. "Buz, it feels like you're coming out my throat!" She reached down through her legs to feel the thick base of his buried tool, then pushed on under to clasp his balls and fondle them tenderly.
Bobby Lee's head was spinning with the variety of erotic sensations shooting throughout his body. He felt Sis' hand come up and cover one of his, moving it down off her tit to the top of her pussy.
"There!" she grunted. "Touch me them." She guided his finger through the silky hair of her mound to her clit, better exposed now by the thick pole wedging apart her cuntlips.
He found the little pea-sized stub and rubbed his fingertip across ft.
"Oh! Oh! Oh!" she cried, her body convulsing and writhing as much as the confines of the large sleeping bag would allow.
The candlelight flickered against the ancient walls of the room as the twins gradually found an unaccustomed rhythm, Bobby Lee surging slowly into the firmly cushioned buttocks curved against him, and Sue Robin backing into his drives with joyful vigor. It seemed to him that his cock was growing ever longer and ever thicker as the soft lips gripped it and slid up and down the shaft. Jerking off had never given him such a thrill. It was too much.
"I'm coming, Sis!" he exclaimed as he felt the familiar stirring in his balls. "I'm coming!" He took his hand away from her pussy and clamped it again on her free tit, dragging on them to give him more leverage as he drove harder and faster and deeper into her.
"Me – me – tooooooooo!" she gasped, breaking the steady rhythm of her hips and jerking spasmodically. "Oh! Ah! Ahhhhhhhh!" A wail of exquisite agony ripped through her taut throat, and then she was laughing and sobbing at the same time while her body went limp. Her bathtub masturbation had never given her such a shattering climax.
They lay gasping and panting for several long moments, half-dazed by the passionate storm that had shaken them. Bobby Lee didn't try to pull his still-erect cock out of the hot snug clasp of Sue Robin's pussy, but his hands on her tits relaxed and he began to drift off to sleep. He was brought back to consciousness by his sister's whisper.
"Buz, do you hear somebody?"
He listened. A faint wind outside rapped a branch of a low-boughed tree against the roof near where they had crawled into the house, but that sound he recognized. He heard nothing else.
"No, Sis. I don't hear anything."
Maybe it's my imagination, she thought, straining her ears. Gradually it came to her that she hadn't really heard anything so much as she had felt something, a presence of someone or something that was watching them. But strangely, it wasn't a frightening feeling. In fact, she sensed something protective about the presence.
She also felt Buz's body relaxing in sleep, and she smiled. Lordy, that had felt good. So that was what real fucking was all about. Her sensitive pussy squeezed involuntarily on the softening peter still wedged inside her, and a renewed thrill shot through her loins. Maybe they'd wake up and do it again before the Alligators came for them in the morning.
These memories paraded swiftly through Sue Robin's mind as she stood facing the Old Place and the river beyond. Smiling, she turned and went on into the house.
Aunt Minerva sat in the western bay window of the huge living room, knitting away on some piece of clothing. She had watched her beautiful, long-legged grandniece coming away from Clarinda's cottage, and she knew what was going on.
"Hi, Auntie," Sue Robin greeted the little gnome-like woman. "You making something pretty for me?"
"Maybe for you, maybe for somebody else," the old lady replied tartly.
Sue Robin smiled, as unfazed by her great aunt's abruptness as by Aunt Clarinda's huffy tone. She went over, bent and kissed the gray-haired woman, then plumped down at her feet, sitting crosslegged on the polished pine floor.
The sharp old eyes looked at the handsome profile of the young woman, and she smiled. She knew what she knew!
"So Clarinda's going to call a meetin'?"
The blonde head whipped about, startled, and wide blue eyes looked into the faded gray ones. "How'd you know that, Aunt Minerva?"
The old face wrinkled even more as a broad smile spread over it. "Me and Clarinda's been close as kin for nigh onto a hundred years now. We're about as close – as close as you and Bobby Lee."
Sue Robin looked away hastily, to keep her great aunt from reading the question that sprang into her mind. Did the old lady know about her and her twin brother? Everybody knew how close she and Buz were, but they only thought it was natural for twins to be that way. She was sure of that. But Aunt Minerva. And Aunt Clarinda. Sometimes she was sure they communed with the long-dead, and that they had supernatural power. They saw things nobody else could see.
"Aunt Minerva," she said, looking down at the floor, "ever since I was a little girl, I've heard talk of-of things Aunt Clarinda could do. I know a lot of the blacks go to her when they need – something special. Like when they're having romantic problems."
"He! He! He!" The rusty cackle was full of amusement. "A lot of whites do, too. But they don't talk. They better not talk. She sure 'nough has extra powers, honey. You knew she was a root-worker, didn't you?"
Sue Robin had heard the term among her black playmates, and less frequently "conjure-woman". She knew, of course, they meant something like "witch".
"I guess so."
"Well, don't you worry your pretty head, honey. You're a sweet child and Bobby Lee is a fine young man, though no brighter than the bull-headed Pa of his'n. Everything is going to work out all right. Just leave it to Clarinda and me."
Clarinda and you? Sue Robin curbed the temptation to stare questioningly at her great aunt. What did this little aristocratic old lady, reeking of magnolia and moonlit traditions, have to do with voodoo?
"Now honey, go out into the kitchen and see if Josh is around. I want a mint julep."
"I'll tell him, Auntie. Then I'm going to run down the road to Mary Beth's for a little while. I told her I'd come. I might be late for supper."
She found the old man sitting outside the kitchen door, watching a fresh litter of puppies scrambling about the yard. After delivering Aunt Minerva's message, she hurried upstairs to her room.
She fumbled in the top drawer of the chiffonier and found what she was searching for, a long cardboard carton whose contents rattled as she picked it up. She dropped it into a large shoulder bag, hung the bag over her shoulder, and went back downstairs. She passed through the dining room, one corner of which was boxed in by a small bar. She ducked behind it and got a pint bottle of vodka, and this, too, she dropped in her bag. Then she went outdoors and climbed into her MG.



CHAPTER FOUR


Mary Beth was sitting in front of the living room TV when Sue Robin walked in. Cushions were piled behind her and beside her, and she grimaced as she sat up straighter to greet her sister-in-law.
"Still bothering you, honey?" Sue Robin asked, a wrinkle of concern creasing her smooth forehead.
"A little," the brunette said.
"We'll take care of that right away," Sue Robin promised. "But first, I'm going into your pretty new kitchen and fix me a drink."
"Just make yourself at home," responded the other.
In the kitchen Sue Robin smiled to herself as she got some orange juice and ice cubes out of the refrigerator. She had noticed right away that her voluptuous sister-in-law had switched from shorts and shirt to a mini-length housecoat, and she was willing to bet she didn't have on a bra. Probably panties, but no bra.
Well, maybe Aunt Clarinda could work voodoo, but meanwhile she'd do a little magic herself. Taking the vodka out of her bag, she poured a generous dollop into each of the two glasses or orange juice, stirred them vigorously, then sipped a taste of each. Good! With her bag slung on her shoulder again, she went back out to the living room, carrying the drinks.
"Here, Mary Beth, this'll do you good."
"You didn't put any of Bobby Lee's corn likker in that orange juice, did you, Sue Robin?"
"No corn likker. Here."
The brunette moved some cushions to make room for Sue Robin on the couch, then took one of the glasses and tasted it. She smiled. "That's good."
They sat and watched the TV show while they sipped their drinks. The vodka was virtually tasteless in the orange juice, but Sue Robin soon felt a buzz from hers, and she was sure that Mary Beth would feel hers, too. Meanwhile, take it easy, she told herself. Mary Beth was no dummy, and she surely sensed by now what the massage bit was all about, but like most Southern girls, she was schooled to hide or disguise her feelings. As long as Sue Robin didn't bring everything out into the open, the sky was the limit. The rangy blonde repressed, a smile as the vodka warmed the pit of her stomach.
When they finally finished their drinks and placed the empty glasses on the coffee table, Sue Robin said briskly, "Now, honey, let's get those aches and pains out of your pretty chassis. Aches and pains are for old folks, thrills for young'uns."
Mary Beth giggled, and Sue Robin knew the vodka had gotten to her.
"Want me to lie on my tummy like before?"
"Just like before."
Turning away coyly, the brunette slipped off the housecoat, and Sue Robin saw that her guess had been right. She had on a pair of panties, even sheerer than the burnt-orange pair, but no bra.
Mary Beth stretched out face down on the couch.
Opening her catch-all tag, Sue Robin took out a can of body powder and shook out some of the fragrant dust in the palm of her hand. Then, rubbing her hands together, she sat down as before on the edge of the couch and began rubbing the brunette's back. Knowing what to expect this time, Mary Beth relaxed more quickly. The vodka helped.
In a very few minutes Sue Robin had progressed from the neck and shoulders down to the plump thighs, kneading her fingers deeply into the resilient flesh while Mary Beth sighed and purred contentedly. When Sue Robin's knuckles grazed her pussy, the thighs slid farther apart automatically, and the sighs became groans of pleasure.
"You've sure got a beautiful body, Mary Beth," Sue Robin said softly, stroking and kneading steadily.
"You, too, Sue Robin," came sleepily from the pillowed head. "You're so nice and tall. I wish I was taller."
"I expect you're tall enough," Sue Robin chuckled wickedly.
"You're naughty!" Mary Beth giggled, and wiggled her ass.
She's sharp enough, Sue Robin thought. She just needs to be turned on. And if she does get started, Lordy, but she'll screw poor Buz silly.
After a bit they had progressed to the turn-over part, and Mary Beth's big melon tits jiggled deliciously as she curled her body around and stretched out on her back with a luxurious sigh.
She might as well not have those little skivvies on, Sue Robin thought as she looked through the transparent film of cloth at the rich auburn triangle of hair bulging at the juncture of the lush thighs. Deftly she flicked open her bag and took out a long narrow cardboard box.
Mary Beth's eyes were closed and a contented smile curved her slightly parted lips.
"You sure know how to give a massage, Sue Robin," she murmured.
"This'll be even better," Sue Robin promised rubbing some of the body powder on the smooth round surface of the vibrator she held in her hand. It was eight inches long and nearly two inches in diameter, tapering at the tip. Clicking it on, she rubbed it along the top of Mary Beth's thighs.
"Oooooooooh!" the supine brunette exclaimed. "What in the world is that?" Her eyelashes fluttered, but she didn't open her eyes.
"Just an electric device for giving good deep massage," Sue Robin said soothingly. Hell! Surely this sexy-looking woman knew what a vibrator was. But, if she wanted to pretend to be dumb – well, it was part of the game.
Skillfully she played the smooth cylindrical implement up and down the top of Mary Beth's thighs, and in a few moments the thighs slid farther apart and the hips rotated slowly on big round asscheeks like jewel-bearing machinery.
It's getting to her fast, Sue Robin smiled. This and the vodka. A little booze never hurt in a situation like this. Lifting the cock-shaped device, she ran it lightly along the curve of Mary Beth's neck and shoulder, and the woman's smile widened.
"Oh, that's so nice!" She sucked in her breath ecstatically as the vibrations touched all the sensitive areas of her neck, under her ears, and down her shoulders.
Smiling wickedly, Sue Robin slid it down between the big, purple-nippled boobs.
"Mmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmm!" the brunette groaned, writhing on the couch. Her lips parted and twisted, just as her body was twisting. With her eyes still closed, she raised her hands to press her tits inward, enveloping the vibrating cylinder.
Feeling her own temperature rising, Sue Robin leaned over her sister in-law and slowly slid the smooth instrument up and down between the hemispheres of erotic flesh. Mary Beth's breath sucked in with a loud gasping sound and her hips wriggled in wider rotations.
Now, Sue Robin thought. Now. Gradually she drew the vibrator downward across the suntanned stomach, toward the belly button exposed above the narrow bikini panties. She circled the ivory-colored tip around the deep indentation in her belly while Mary Beth's breath came in sharp moans. Her head rolled slowly back and forth on the cushion and her hand remained on her breasts, pressing and massaging them.
Sue Robin's own breath was coming short and fast as she gradually guided the vibrator across the brunette's belly button and downward across the low hill of her belly, toward the top of the mound barely covered by the transparent panties. Mary Beth's thighs were as wide apart as the couch allowed, and now her left leg flexed, dragging her heel upward on the couch.
The vibrator, circled and glided back and forth over the curve of the girl's belly, working steadily toward the mound just an inch away now. Moans came steadily from Mary Beth's throat and, bracing against her drawn-up heel, she rode her ass upward to meet the approaching instrument. Hesitating no longer, Sue Robin eased it under the nonrestricting waistband of the bikini panties and plowed through the furry bush.
"Ahhhhhhhhhhhh!" erupted hoarsely from the writhing woman as the vibrating tip touched her pussylips. She thrust up against it as Sue Robin tilted it downward to rub across her clit. "Ah! Ah! Ah! Oh, God!"
With her own intimate and experienced knowledge of eroticism, Sue Robin plied the vibrator up and down the juicy slit of her sister-in-law, urging her on and on toward an explosive climax.
The brunette's tongue was flicking back and forth over her feverish lips and one hand still squeezed and manipulated a heaving tit, while the other hand plowed wildly through her hair as her head whipped back and forth.
"Oh! Lordy! Oh! Oh! Ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhh! Aaaaaaaaaaah!" Her ass whipped up and down so hard and fast that Sue Robin could hardly control the vibrator, barely letting the bullet-shaped tip slide into the hungry cunt that lunged at it.
Sue Robin was gasping, too, as she felt part of the excitement of the stimulated woman jerking and writhing on the couch. A fine mist of perspiration dampened her forehead, and she felt the juice beginning to flow in her own pussy.
In a moment it was over, and Mary Beth's boobs heaved like mountains tossing on a volcanic eruption as she panted her way back to normal. Not once had she opened her eyes during the whole session.
I hope she doesn't come out of it embarrassed and pissed off, Sue Robin thought as she dropped the vibrator back in her bag. Then it occurred to her that this was probably the first time her sister-in-law had ever got her cookies. She had come close earlier in the day, when Sue Robin had given her the other massage, but she hadn't really climaxed.
This must've been a real block-buster, she thought, looking anxiously at the closed eyes of the other. Mary Beth was breathing normally, deeply, now, and the flush was paling from her cheeks and throat. The long brown eyelashes fluttered and parted, and Sue Robin faced the great brown eyes, glistening with satisfaction.
Mary Beth smiled. "That was wonderful, honey. You're a real miracle-worker. I haven't got a kink left in my body."
Whether she was referring to the muscle-massage or to the orgasm, Sue Robin left unquestioned. It had worked. Leave it be. She smiled back at her sister-in-law.
"Any time, Mary Beth, any time. Now you just lie there and stay relaxed y'heah? I've got to run home for supper or Papa will send the bloodhounds after me." She patted her cheek lightly and sprang to her feet.
In less than a minute she was roaring out of the driveway. "You're a real Girl Scout, Sue Robin," she laughed, then squinted her eyes against the lowering sun as she turned into the highway. "That's one iceberg that is getting defrosted. Fast."
Her father had already eaten and gone back to his office downtown when Sue Robin got home, but Aunt Minerva was still at the table.
"Sony I'm late, honey." Aunt Minerva looked at her beautiful grandniece through wise old eyes, noting the faint signs of recent excitement. "It's all for the cause."
It was dark by the time Sue Robin left the table. She went upstairs to her room and flopped across her bed, but she was stirred by a vague discontent. Giving Mary Beth a going over had gotten her horny, too, and now she felt frustrated. She looked at the telephone on the table by her bed. It would be a simple thing to call one of the young men she knew. A few, a very few had enjoyed encounters with the liberated young woman that they would not likely to ever forget.
Sue Robin had always been very selective, and it had paid off. Not a single man she'd ever screwed had talked about it, something of a record in a small Southern town. Of course, not more than half of her partners had been local boys; thanks to Tyrus' wealth and his generosity, both the twins had traveled as widely as they chose, ever since teenage. Now they were both sophomores in college, or would be when the fall semester in less than three weeks.
The early September breeze, warm and enticing, puffed through the open windows of her bedroom, and Sue Robin sat up.
"Hell!" she muttered. "I'll go for a swim in the river. Nobody's around this time of year," he said.
The tide was stable when she got to the river; no current would be running until the tide changed a couple of hours later. She slid down the short sandy bank to the narrow beach and stood looking and listening for a minute. A tardy seagull screamed in the distance, but no other sound came to her ears. A chunk of golden moon was just getting up in the sky, and its ghostly light was all the illumination that touched the area.
Slipping quickly out of her sandals and shorts and shirt, Sue Robin tested the water temperature with her bare toes.
"Nice," she muttered.
In a moment her bra and panties rested on the little pile of clothes. Poising like a graceful barbarian maiden, she lanced out over the water, hitting the surface in a smooth racing dive. Just cool enough to be comfortable, the water closed about her naked body like a caress. She struck out strongly for the middle of the river, which was a hundred yards wide. On the other side were barren lands.
It seemed ages since she had gone swimming nude, alone or with anyone. Often, she and Buz had gone skinny-dipping, and a couple of times in recent years she had brought some young man who had attracted her strongly down for a secret nocturnal dip in the silent river.
Too bad one of them isn't here now, she thought as she rolled over on her back and floated lazily, looking up at the stars getting rapidly brighter and forming recognizable figures in the early autumn sky. She slid her hand across her belly and downward until it brushed across the wet thicket of hair.
Nature's own waterbed, she mused as the gentle motion of the wind stirred river rocked her easily. She spread her legs farther apart and dipped her middle finger into the crevice of her cunt. The puffy outer lips parted readily for her questing finger. I wish I had a man! she groaned silently, rubbing the river-wet folds of her pussy and squirming slightly, but not enough to break her floating posture. Vaguely she wondered if Bobby Lee had lined up some hot girl friend in Atlanta. He'd probably call her later tonight.
How long she floated she didn't know, but suddenly she had the feeling that she was no longer alone. Silent as a shadow she lowered her body down in the water and faced the shore.
Yes. Again she heard the soft murmur of indistinct voices. Somebody was on the bank of the river. My God! she thought. I hope they haven't found my clothes!
Without raising a ripple she glided slowly and carefully through the water, invisible in the night. She stroked at an angle to the river bank that put her upriver from the voices. Soon she was close enough to touch bottom. With just her head above water, she walked slowly in the shadow of the river bank, down toward the spot where she'd left her clothes.
"Come an, Helen," a male voice said softly but urgently.
"You know I shouldn't do that, Robbie. I'm married." The woman's voice sounded firm but by no means annoyed.
In the lee of the riverbank Sue Robin's eyes glinted with mischievous delight as she recognized the voices. Robbie Early worked at her father's hardware supply depot. Redheaded and ruggedly handsome, Robbie had been the high school football star when Sue Robin was just entering her teens. The woman she recognized as her own college classmate, Helen Stanfield, not long married to Jack Stanfield. Both of them were members of the restricted Alligator Club. Jack was a few years older than Helen; already graduated from college, he now worked in the Maxwell Bank.
Well!
Sue Robin eased a bit closer, crouching so her body was still concealed under the water. Now she could begin to make out the couple in the dim moonlight, seated near the water's edge.
"Give me a cigarette, Robbie."
"Oh, all right," the man growled, obviously deeply frustrated.
Sue Robin ducked lower in the water as a cigarette lighter flicked on, the tiny flame illuminating the two faces. It looked as if both of them were naked to the waist, but she couldn't be sure. When the lighter went out, the darkness was deeper than before. Then gradually her eyes readjusted.
At least Helen wasn't at all reluctant to nestle in the redhead's arms, she observed.
"Careful, Robbie!" Helen gasped. "You'll burn us with your cigarette." Apparently he was keeping her stimulated with his hand.
"Screw it!" he snapped, and flicked his cigarette out into the river where it hissed and went out.
"Robbie!"
Sue Robin grinned. The fake shock of the well-brought-up Southern maiden. She eased nearer to the couple.
Robbie took the cigarette out of Helen's fingers and flung it after his own. Then he wrapped his arms about her and covered her lips with his own. It was a long kiss, and his hands roamed freely.
No, Sue Robin saw then, Helen wasn't bare-topped. She had on a snug knit shirt. Robbie's hands went to the bottom of it and started peeling it upward. He had to break away from the kiss to get it over her head, but Helen no longer protested. She seemed dazed by her excitement. Her braless boobs were small but they jutted out proudly in the feeble light of the moon. Immediately the big redhead bent and clamped his lips over the nipple of one of them.
"Oh, Robbie! Robbie! Robbie!" moaned Helen, rubbing her fingers through his short hair.
He must've scored with her before, Sue Robin mused, her eyes glued to the action just a few feet away. He went through her resistance like a knife through hot butter.
After sucking and tonguing both nipples into swollen thimbles, the big man eased Helen over onto the sand and stripped off her skirt. She no longer protested; now she moved her body to assist him. She made on final pretense, though, when he started to pull her panties off.
"Robbie! Please!"
As if he hadn't heard her, Robbie flicked the wispy garment down in one quick brush of his hand, and Helen lay stretched out on her back in the soft sand. Unhastily, the man took one ankle in each hand and easily drew Helen toward him until her legs forked about him and he sat facing the wide V of her thighs. Still unhurriedly, he leaned forward until he rested on one elbow. Sliding his other hand under the cheek of her ass, he tilted her hips upward, affording him easy access to her gaping slit.
Sue Robin stared in fascination as his mouth neared Helen's furry mound. Like a snake, his tongue darted out and lashed up and down the hair-fringed crevice. The woman jerked and moaned, but she was helpless in the big man's grasp and in her own passion. Her moans became whimpers as his tongue darted deeper, parting her cuntlips and penetrating the inner channel.
"Ohhhhhhh! Ohhhhhhhh!" she quavered as he laved his wet tongue across her clit, and her hips jerked upward as if jolts of electricity were belting through her loins.
He raised up, waiting for her to calm a bit. When her spasms had ceased, he went down again. Time and again he brought her to the brink of orgasm, then backed off.
In the water, Sue Robin was getting as tensed up as the woman in the sand. Damn him! she raged silently. Why doesn't he bring her off? Her heart was throbbing wildly and her hand fumbled at her own wet pussy. As Robbie lowered his head again and thrust out his persistent tongue, Sue Robin moaned and plunged her finger deep into her cunt, as far up the slippery canal as she could shove it. More! She needed more. Her rubbery inner lips stretched to admit another finger and her thumb played frantically up and down and across her excited little clit.
Helen lay whimpering pitifully as the long tongue skillfully brought her nearer and nearer to an explosive climax. "Please, Robbie! Please!" she implored, her fingers fumbling uncontrollably through his hair and about his ears.
Waiting no longer, he stood up, already naked to the waist, and threw off his trousers and undershorts. Sue Robin stared with awe at the huge pole that lunged upward from his groin. She thought Buz had a big one, but this man carried a weapon. The head swelled out over the shaft like a gnarled knob.
He'll kill her! Sue Robin thought in alarm. Helen was a petite brunette, curvy but quite small.
But Robbie didn't drive it into the eager woman's pussy. Instead, he dropped to his knees, straddling Helen's head, then leaned forward to rest on his elbows with both hands under her small plump asscheeks and his face once more buried between her passionate thighs.
Sixty-nine, Sue Robin told herself. But that huge dick would strangle poor Helen.
Apparently Helen didn't think so. Eagerly she reached up to seize his hips and draw her head up toward the swaying cock above her. Opening her mouth wide, she caught the wide-flanged head between her lips and hung on while their bodies adjusted to the head-to-tail position. She was still on her back and Robbie was over her on knees and elbows.
His tongue went to work again.
Like a panicky kitten strangling on a large piece of meat, Helen mewed and squawled around the huge gag in her mouth, but not for a second did she let go. Instead, she jerked her head higher and higher, trying to force more of his enormous cock into her ravenous mouth.
Sue Robin felt breathless, as if she were strangling, too. Her fingers worked frantically in and around her pussy, and she had to jam her other hand against her mouth to stifle the groans and cries that came to her lips.
Suddenly, Helen's head jammed hard into Robbie's loins and half of his thick shaft disappeared inside her stretched lips. Wild, suffocated cries whistled around the half swallowed cock and her hips writhed and bucked against Robbie's hands.
My God! She's coming like a wild woman! Sue Robin thought, stopping her own manipulations to stare wide-eyed and open-mouthed at the climaxing woman. The outlandish, smothered wails continued as long as the woman's lithe frame convulsed. Then suddenly she stopped and seemed to collapse. Her head fell back on the sand, and the huge dong flipped free in the moonlight.
Robbie raised his head from the V of her thighs but remained in the same position on his knees and elbows, with his hands still holding her buttocks. He waited while the last shudder racked her body and ceased.
What's he going to do now? Sue Robin wondered, slowly stroking her pussy again and staring at the sixty-nining couple. More accustomed now to the darkness and the moonlight, she could easily see his still-hard cock swaying over Helen's face like a threatening cobra. A coating of saliva made it shine like a silvered pillar.
"Ahhhhhhhhhh!" The faint sigh, obviously a sigh of satisfaction, came from Helen's lips. Opening her eyes, she saw the throbbing cock above her. She reached one hand to it and stroked the slick head while her other hand went up to caress Robbie's asscheek.
My God! Sue Robin almost exclaimed aloud as she saw what the man was doing now. Instead of raising her head to take in as much of the big cock as she could, Helen kept her head resting on the sand, and Robbie gradually lowered his hips, easing the head of his gong through her waiting lips.
He'll strangle her for sure this time, Sue Robin thought, creeping a foot nearer.
But the big man was very gentle. Slowly he began to fuck, sliding only a couple of inches in and out of the saliva-slick lips opening beneath him. Helen's hands on his asscheeks caressed and encouraged him. Soon Sue Robin saw Helen's thighs spreading farther and farther apart again as Robbie began to lick her pussy, as slowly and leisurely as he was fucking her mouth.
That little woman is insatiable, Sue Robin reflected. She watched Helen's hands, hotly urgent on Robbie's muscular flanks. Almost imperceptibly, a fraction of an inch at a time, his strokes got longer and more of his distended cock slid into Helen's mouth. Her cheeks hollowed in with her suction on each upstroke.
Sue Robin clamped her teeth together to keep them from chattering with excitement, excitement at what she was witnessing and her own impending climax. She slowed her self-stroking; she sure as hell didn't want to come before that show ended.
Helen's tongue lashed the huge piston surging faster and faster in her mouth and bumping against the narrow stricture of her throat, and now Robbie's bead was whipping back and forth in the V of her thighs as he felt the first throbs in his balls, signaling his approaching orgasm. His tongue flicked and laved the slippery-wet skin of her thighs where her love-juice had mingled with his saliva. Her pussy was so juicy that the slurping sounds carried easily to Sue Robin's ears as he thrust his stiffened tongue right inside the tunnel of her cunt.
Then he began driving hard with his hips, right down against Helen's face.
He'll choke her to death! Sue Robin thought in terror. He'll strangle her with that cock!
But he never rammed the full length in; apparently he knew just how far he could go into her throat. Obviously Helen was enjoying it at both ends, for her hips started jerking again and her hands clamped securely on his asscheeks while she sucked more strongly on the thrusting cock in her mouth.
Sue Robin's eyes rounded in astonishment as Robbie pulled up and the hot sperm gushed down into the gaping lips he had just deserted. But Helen quickly captured the spurting head in her mouth again and sucked more strongly than ever, squealing and moaning while she gulped down the creamy liquid and quivered frenziedly in the throes of her own orgasm. Unable to hold back any longer, Sue Robin felt her own body convulsing with wild ecstatic spasms. She thrust her hand into her mouth, fearful that she would break out into a joyful wail that would betray her presence to the couple on the sand.
They were too carried away with their own sensual bliss, though. As Helen sucked the last drop of sperm from the big cock in her mouth and licked the head, Robbie groaned and pitched over on his side, carrying her light frame with him.
"Oh, baby, that was the greatest!" he panted.
Recovering quickly, Helen twisted around and came up to lie in his arms, her lips now against his as they both panted their way back to normal.
Sue Robin was doubled over, quivering out the final throbs of her own climax, her mouth slack and her body as limp as she dared allow it to become. She had to collapse, she felt. As silent as the river itself, she moved slowly out until the water was over her head. Then she rolled onto her back and floated into the covering darkness of midstream, languid and at least partly satisfied.



CHAPTER FIVE


Hardly had Sue Robin got back to her room than the phone rang.
"Hello."
"Sis? How are things going?"
"Okay, Buz. How about you?"
"Oh, so-so. You know."
She smiled into the mouthpiece. He didn't sound like he was exactly suffering; he must've made out with some old girl friend.
"Look, Buz, Aunt Clarinda wants you to stay away for at least another week and a half. Can you manage it?"
"What's that witch up to now?"
"Watch your tongue, Buz! She's a sweet old lady – and you know darn well if you talk out of the wrong side of your mouth she'll work a spell on you."
"Come off it, Sis! You don't believe all that crap."
"Well, never mind now, whether she can or not. Just stay away eight or nine more days." Her voice became teasing. "You're not hurting, are you, honey?"
He chuckled. Then, "What the hell will I tell Pa? He thinks I'm nuts for staying away from the nuptial couch of my new bride. If he only knew!"
"You can think of something, Buz. Now, you just call me in about eight or nine days. Y'heah?"
"Okay. Goodnight, Sis."
"Goodnight, honey."
Two days later in the early afternoon Mary Beth telephoned Sue Robin.
"I've got this awful crick in my back again, Sue Robin. Would you be a dear and give me another massage?"
Molasses, warm, slow-flowing molasses, Sue Robin thought as she listened to the sultry voice begging. That woman's got more sex appeal bundled up in her beautiful body than a dozen normal women. Well, some of it was beginning to leak out.
"Okay, Mary Beth. I'll be over in about fifteen minutes."
The voluptuous brunette was again wearing the shortie housecoat when Sue Robin entered the living room. Soft music was playing from skillfully concealed speakers, and Sue Robin spotted the bottle of chilled wine and two glasses at once, in the middle of the coffee table.
"I thought we might sample a bottle of Bobby Lee's wine," Mary Beth said apologetically.
"Why not, honey?" Sue Robin exclaimed breezily. Dammit, why did the woman have to act so embarrassed about enjoying herself. She poured the pink wine into the glasses and handed one to Mary Beth.
"Happy days," she said, and took a long swallow. At least, she decided, Buz was expert at selecting wines.
"The Alligator party will be in about a week, Mary Beth. It'll be over at Sasser's Cove, I reckon. A lot of us will be getting back to college, and it'll be our last fling of the summer, you might say. You're going, aren't you?"
Mary Beth puckered her full velvety lips in thought. "I don't know, Sue Robin. If Bobby Lee is back by then, I'm sure we'll go. But he called this morning and said he'd be delayed for several days. Business! Business! I declare!"
Sue Robin smiled. "Hell, honey, if he's not back, you and I'll go together. Nothing wrong in that. An we haven't missed a single reunion party since we were sophomores in high school."
They finished their wine. Mary Beth stood up, and turning away from Sue Robin, she pulled off the housecoat. The tall blonde stared. Her sister-in-law was completely naked. She wasn't even wearing the wispy bikini panties.
"It hurts way down here." Mary Beth's big brown eyes looked back over her shoulder at Sue Robin as she pointed with her finger how far down her spine the pain was.
She's apologizing for being naked, Sue Robin thought. She felt like shouting, Damnit girl, enjoy it! But she said nothing.
Mary Beth stretched out face down on the couch, and Sue Robin dusted some body powder in the palms of her hands, then began stroking lightly down the satiny back stretched before her. She kneaded carefully around the very base of Mary Beth's spine, parting the firm-cushioned asscheeks as she did so. Soon the brunette was as relaxed as if she were asleep.
After working all up and down her sister-in-law's back, Sue Robin got out her vibrator and played it around the back of Mary Beth's neck and across her shoulders. Contented purrs arose from the couch.
"Honey," Sue Robin said, "we've got a date next Thursday night."
"What, you mean, a date?" Mary Beth murmured drowsily.
"Aunt Clarinda is having a special meeting and we're invited."
"A meeting!" The relaxed body tensed. Obviously Mary Beth had heard whispered rumors about the old witch's "meetings". "Are you sure?"
"Don't worry," Sue Robin said soothingly, caressing lower along the spine with the vibrator. "We'll be together. Nobody's gonna get hurt. Aunt Clarinda's taken care of me and Bobby Lee since we were babies, when Mama died."
"Have you been to one already?" The tense back relaxed again.
Sue Robin plied the cock-shaped instrument in the small of the brunette's back, then slid it briefly into the top of the crack between her high mounded asscheeks. Mary Beth squirmed with delight.
"No. I've heard some stories. You know, people with broken hearts; women who are jealous of their men; some man who wants to get next to a special woman. You know. Aunt Clarinda does some voodoo, some hocus-pocus. Only thing, I've never heard of anybody that really told the whole story about what goes on. And I reckon you and I had better keep this a big deep dark secret, too. I don't want to be turned into a zombie, or something."
"Sounds like real fun," Mary Beth murmured, relaxing again and enjoying the sensual stimulation of the vibrating object across her buttocks and the backs of her thighs. "I'll never tell."
Sue Robin had gone at the massage more slowly this time in order to convey Aunt Clarinda's message. The old woman had given her the word that morning, briefly and with her tiger-eyes blazing up at the tall young woman. "An' you don't talk, child. You don't never talk. You don't never say a word to nobody. Neither of youngins."
"No, Aunt Clarinda," Sue Robin had promised solemnly.
Now the stimulation of the tapered cylinder was getting to Mary Beth, and she was squirming on the couch. She was ready to turn over.
I'm damned if I'm going through the frustration of masturbating her again, Sue Robin resolved, feeling the perspiration popping out of her forehead and upper lip. She patted Mary Beth's buttocks and said, "Honey, I've gotta run along now. You just keep this vibrator, and you can finish massaging around – uh – your neck and shoulders. I've got another one at home."
She laid the ivory-colored rod on the couch by Mary Beth's clutching hand, got up and picked up her bag. "You just stay right there and do your thing. Y'heah?"
When she reached the door she glanced back at the couch. The voluptuous brunette was twisting over on her back, her eyes closed, the vibrator held firmly in one hand. And it was already gliding down across her belly. She'll bury that thing up to the hilt in her hot pussy before I get my car started, Sue Robin thought, and hurried out.
Thursday seemed never coming to the impatient blonde. If I'm antsy, I'll bet Mary Beth is climbing walls by now, Sue Robin thought. What's going to happen? she wondered over and over.
The clay finally arrived, and dragged endlessly by. Aunt Clarinda stayed in seclusion in her cottage, but Sue Robin noticed Aunt Minerva regarding her from time to time with an owlish expression on her wrinkled face. She's in on this, too, Sue Robin surmised. Something tickled in her brain, a half-formed thought – a scattering of fragmentary memories. But the picture would not shape up.
After supper she drove down the road to Mary Beth's. Her sister-in-law was sitting out on the lawn in a comfortable deck chair. She was dressed in slacks and a light blouse, and Sue Robin noticed immediately that she had a glass of wine.
"Building up your courage, honey?" she said.
"Something like that. Would you like a glass of wine?"
"I don't believe so. Just finished eating."
"Sit down, then." Mary Beth gestured to the other chair. "The moon will be up in a few minutes." She paused, then added, "The full moon."
Sue Robin sat down. Both deck chairs faced the eastern sky, rapidly blackening into deep night. "Are you nervous, Mary Beth?"
The tense laugh of the other betrayed her. "I sure am. What's going to happen, Sue Robin?"
"Nothing to hurt you, honey," the other soothed. "You just relax and enjoy it, like – you know."
Mary Beth giggled. "You're naughty, you know it?"
"And I enjoy it," Sue Robin returned, laughing. She was tempted for a moment to ask her sister-in-law how she was making out with the vibrator, but decided against it. No need of pushing the situation; things were falling into place nicely.
"No," she said, "Aunt Clarinda will just work a little voodoo. We're spectators."
The upper tip of the rising moon broke above the horizon, and both women were silent, staring at it. Slowly but steadily it broke through the shrouds of blackness until it was fully exposed, a huge golden disk that seemed startlingly near. In spite of herself, Sue Robin shuddered in a fearful ecstasy. It was a night for magic, all right.
For a long while they sat silent and still, their eyes fixed on the rising globe.
"What time do we go?" Mary Beth's voice was husky, and her words sounded as if they had been forced through fear-stiffened lips.
"Around ten." Sue Robin shuddered again. Her common sense told her nothing supernatural was happening, that all this was just nature and human beings. But deep inside her feelings were confused, and tiny, primitive terrors pricked at her. Snap out of it, girl, she charged herself.
After a while they began to talk, stiltedly at first, then more easily. They talked about the annual wingding of the Alligator Club coming up that weekend.
"We'll take a room together at the beach hotel," Sue Robin said. "There'll be about twenty of us in all." She laughed. "Funny, isn't it, how many of the people in the club married each other. It's been a real fine group. Imagine high school kids being smart enough to form such a compatible club."
"Imagine that many people keeping everything so private," Mary Beth said.
"That's right." It is surprising, Sue Robin mused, in a small ton where gossip is a way of life, we've kept things so quiet. Not that they ever actually did anything outlandish, not in public, anyway, except really turning loose at the annual get-together. Last year it had been in Atlanta, but this year they'd decided to enjoy the beach. The younger members were mostly in college, and it would be nice to get in one more swinging weekend before fall semester began.
She giggled.
"What's funny?" Mary Beth asked.
"Oh, nothing." She had suddenly remembered chic little Helen Stanfield and big Robbie Early eating each other up in a frantic sixty-nine the other night. Wonder where Helen's husband Jack had been? Somehow, Helen had never struck her as being particularly sexy, although her small figure was shapely enough. Was she making it with Robbie out of revenge? For reassurance? Did she have an old crush on Robbie? Well, it was no worry of hers.
"It's almost that time, Sue Robin."
"Yeah." She studied her luminous watch dial. "Almost ten. Come on."
They got up and dragged the deck chairs across the lawn to the wide porch, although there was so sign of rain in the starry, moonlit sky. They stood looking at each other in the moonlight. Then, taking a deep breath as if they were about to dive into a lake, they turned and went to Sue Robin's little sports car in the driveway.
The old family graveyard was almost as bright as day. The two young women could easily read the names on some of the larger stones as they picked their way through grass and weeds.
"Over here," Sue Robin whispered. "Robert Angus Forsythe." She couldn't read the weathered name on the tall, ancient tombstone, but she knew as well as she knew her own name that this was the grave of her first ancestor in this country. "This is where we wait."
They stood still, without speaking, and in spite of a balmy breeze coming in from the ocean a mile away, they both shivered slightly at if chilled.
A pale wraith rose up to one side, and Mary Beth gave a short cry.
"Hush you' mouth, child!" snapped Aunt Clarinda, coming closer. "Bend you' head down."
When Mary Beth stooped her head, the little woman secured a wide blindfold over her eyes. "Now you." The eyes blazed up at Sue Robin, and the tall blonde stooped low and allowed Aunt Clarinda to blindfold her.
"Jes' stand still now."
A dried weed crackled as the witch vanished into the night, leaving them blindfolded. But only for a few moments. Sue Robin felt a hand take her by the upper arm in a firm but gentle grip, and urge her along slowly. She allowed herself to be guided, not knowing who her guide was, whether a man or a woman, young or old. She guessed that Mary Beth was being handled in the same way.
The hand on her arm cautioned her to go even slower. Her sandal struck against a beam of wood. We're going into the Old Place, she thought. A thrill of anticipation coursed through her. She had never been in more than three or four of the rooms. Many of them were locked even from one another, and as far as she knew, only Aunt Minerva had the keys. Aunt Minerva! Where did that little old rascal fit into this?
She and her unseen guide walked across some floors, passing through she knew not how many rooms and passageways. Then the hand restrained her even more, and eased forward and down. We're going downstairs, into the cellar, she thought. That's got to be it. Old stories came back to her memory, tales Aunt Clarinda and Aunt Minerva used to tell her and Buz and their playmates when they were little. Wounded Confederate soldiers hidden from Yankee troops. Food and family silver hidden in undiscoverable places.
Sue Robin almost laughed aloud as she was struck by sudden illumination. Of course! People who had sneaked into the Old Place, to screw or whatever, to be later chased away by hideous laughter and other ghoulish sounds. Only Aunt Minerva and Aunt Clarinda knew about fake walls and secret closets and all that sort of stuff. So her ancient relative and nursemaid were peeping Toms! Well, how about that!
Her thoughts were jerked back into the present as she came to the bottom of the steps and felt earth beneath her feet instead of flooring. Her guide had still uttered not a sound. Her sandal struck another beam on the ground as she stepped from one compartment to another. The odor of clay was strong in her nostrils, and a smell of roots.
Then she heard something that resembled the running of a brook. The hand on her arm signaled for her to stop, then it was removed. The blindfold was pulled off, and she stood blinking in the flickering dim light of two candles stuck in iron candleholders on the wall. She was standing in front of a huge hollowed-out cypress log that lay on the earth floor. A large pipe rested on one end feeding a stream of fresh water into the wooden reservoir, and another pipe at the other end drained off from the top, to prevent overflow.
That's right, Sue Robin recalled. This was the secret water supply from an underground spring. A movement behind her made her turn. A figure completely swathed from head to foot in a white sheet motioned for her to strip and get into the oversize wooded bathtub. Without hesitating, Sue Robin kicked off her sandals and removed her shirt and slacks. Next came her bra and panties, and then she stepped gingerly into the water. It was cool, but not chilly, and in a moment she had accustomed herself to it.
This feels nice, she thought, sinking down in the running water until it was up to her neck. Over a hundred years of use had worn the inside of the cypress hull to satiny smoothness, and the contact of her bare body against it was sensually pleasing. She laved herself with her hands while the white-clad figure stood motionless to one side.
This must be some kind of purification ceremony, she reasoned, luxuriating in the refreshing bath.
The swathed figure raised a hand and beckoned for her to come out. Reluctantly she stepped out on a mat and another white-robed figure appeared, this one with a large towel. With no qualms at all, Sue Robin submitted to the gentle but thorough rubdown at the hands of the unknown. When she started to put her clothes back on, the white-robed one stopped her, handing her instead a large white sheet.
Sue Robin understood. She wrapped herself from head to foot like the other, then followed the figure out through a far door.
She found herself in a small room, also lit by a few candles. In the center, seated on a low square table, was Aunt Clarinda, her head decorated in a wildly colored calico turban, but the rest of her body was covered in a white sheet like all the others. Her face was like a mask of petrified dark mahogany, so expressionless did it seem to Sue Robin. Her tiger-eyes appeared to be looking through and past the young woman rather at her as Sue Robin approached.
At gesture from the other, Sue Robin opened wide the sheet, exposing her nude body. A brown claw of a hand dipped into a clay pot on the table, and with a thick liquid the color of fresh blood Aunt Clarinda traced a circle around each nipple of Sue Robin's breasts, then drew a peculiar symbol on her belly, just above her pubic mound.
The old woman wiped her hand on a towel. On the other side of her table was a pitcher and some glasses. She poured some amber liquid into a glass and handed it to Sue Robin, who took it and raised it to her lips. It tasted pleasant, flavored with unknown spices, but she recognized the basic liquid as the powerful corn likker that old Josh made every year at the family's private still on the plantation. She drank it down, then wrapped the sheet about herself again.
Her guide waited with a candle. She fell in behind and followed the robed figure through a short tunnel, then a sharp left turn, and they were in a large room, how large she couldn't tell. A smell of burning incense came through the earthy underground odor. Vaguely, by the feeble light of the single candle, Sue Robin sighted some benches and three or four other figures, white-robed, sitting on them. The candle-bearer motioned for her to sit on a bench at some distance from the others. It seemed to Sue Robin that the benches were arranged in a rough semicircle. Then her guide was gone, and the light, too.
She sat still in the darkness, listening from some sound from the other seated people, but she heard nothing. The air seemed fresh enough, so she was sure there was plenty of ventilation, no matter how far underground they were.
The liquor hit her just as the guide returned, followed by another neophyte. This one sat down beside Sue Robin, and she immediately recognized Mary Beth. The guide departed, and Mary Beth seized Sue Robin's hand and held it, trembling with fear and excitement. Suddenly she relaxed, and Sue Robin guessed that the powerful drink had hit her sister-in-law, too. They made no sound, but sat in tranquil silence, waiting.
The eerie blackness operated on their time-sense, too, leaving them unable to guess how long they sat. Finally, a light flared about fifteen or twenty feet in front of them, then another. Two more lighted up, and Sue Robin saw four huge candles, as large as her arm, at four corners of a smooth arena that resembled a small dance-floor. Aunt Clarinda appeared in the center of the arena, no longer wearing the white sheet, but now in a bright blouse and a wrap-around sarong that came to her ankles. Her feet were bare, the color of the earth floor.
With that turban she sure looks like a voodoo queen, Sue Robin thought languidly. The liquor and whatever else Aunt Clarinda had put in it was working like a pleasant sedative, but her senses seemed sharper than ever. She was more acutely aware of the incense now, and she believed she could hear the breathing of the three of four other watchers, though they sat at least five yards away.
Out of the darkness a white-robed attendant brought forward two wicker baskets. Aunt Clarinda took the lid off one and lifted out a white rooster with its legs bound. She laid it on its side in front of her and opened the other basket, taking out a black rooster, similarly bound. As the attendant took away the baskets, the soft muffled throb of invisible drums began, one deep-voiced and two others higher pitched. At first they were felt rather than heard, so softly did they beat out their steady persistent rhythm.
A strange chant broke from the old woman's lips as she knelt with the tied roosters on the ground in front of her, and her arms raised upward as though in prayer. The words were alien, incomprehensible to the two women seated in the darkness, but one sound was repeated until it became clear: "Legba!"
"She's praying to an African God," Sue Robin whispered, her lips right against Mary Beth's ear. "I remember some stories from childhood."
Legba, the trickster God! By word of mouth from mother to daughter, as the super sensitivity of a voodoo priestess became evident in an adolescent girl, the ancient chants and rituals were kept alive. Legba, changer of destiny!
The drums sounded louder.
Aunt Clarinda finished her invocation, but the chant continued, carried on by the unseen drummers. Now the old lady lifted the roosters one after the other high above her head, and her lips continued to move soundlessly. Placing them on the ground again, she changed them about, alternating their position, black on the right, white on the left, then white on the right and black on the left.
Sue Robin wondered if the birds had been drugged, so submissively did they accept this checker-playing with their feathered bodies. Beside her, Mary Beth sucked in her breath loudly and her eyes widened at the developing action in the arena.
The voodoo priestess drew a long knife from behind her back. Like summer lightning the blade flashed twice, and both roosters flopped headless on the ground, their necks gushing crimson fountains. The drums thudded louder, more urgently, and Aunt Clarinda sprang to her feet. Snatching up a white sheet, she folded herself in it and began a twisting dance about the rectangle, passing closer and closer to the tall candles on each pass. The fluttering ends of the sheet brushed the candle flames, dimming them momentarily as the old woman continued to whirl at a speed incredible for one of her years.
For a moment the figure seemed to blur in the midst of the eerie, flickering light, and Sue Robin shook her head slightly to clear her vision. That likker, she thought. It sure has got me.
The chanting welled up and the rhythm of the drums changed drastically, building to a crescendo.
"Mawu! Mawu! Mawu!" called the hidden chanters. Then the drums stopped abruptly in the midst of a rumble.
Sue Robin stared in disbelief.
The robed figure halted in the middle of the arena, and as the candles flared up again, the enveloping sheet was thrown off and the slim, naked figure of a young woman sprang forth, her creamy chocolate skin gleaming in the golden light.



CHAPTER SIX


"My God!" breathed Mary Beth, and her hand fell on Sue Robin's thigh and held.
Slowly, the drums resumed a soft rhythm, but this time it was a more erotic beat. The moon Goddess had appeared, transformed from the old priestess by the trickster God, and now she glided gracefully into a dance as old as man and the memory of man. The earth Goddesses, Sue Robin mused. All of them were fertility Goddesses. And this beautiful creature was Mawu, the moon Goddess. She could also be Aphrodite and Ishtar and all the other Goddesses of beauty and sex.
The dance was slow at first and openly a sensual and suggestive. As the splendid figure swung to face directly toward Mary Beth and Sue Robin, the brunettes hand clenched suddenly on Sue Robin's thigh. She had just noticed that the dancer's cunt was as smooth as a baby's, shaven clean and rubbed with a glistening oil or some other body ointment. Like ripe pears, her pointed breasts thrust out between her sinuously weaving arms, and her prominent African buttocks arched high behind, a perfect symbol of sexuality. Her black hair was close-cropped in a modified Afro style, accenting the huge golden earring swinging from her ears.
The earrings were all she had on.
The drums throbbed a bit louder and the rhythm became even more exciting. The girl turned her back toward the white-robed watchers and faced into the darkness behind her. Her feet were spread far apart and her arms moved in restless liquid motions over her head while her hips jerked forward as if thrusting her shaven cunt at someone or something in the pitch darkness.
"She's calling somebody," Mary Beth whispered in Sue Robin's ear. Her hand on the tall blonde's thigh was no longer clutching but was now caressing slowly and lightly through the thin sheet covering it.
Something moved forward into the candlelight of the arena and Sue Robin's breath stopped. The something was a powerfully muscled young black, and he was as naked as the dancer. His dark face impassive, he took a stand on one side of the arena and folded his arms, his magnificent body easily erect.
The increasingly intimate touch of Mary Beth's hand on her thigh told Sue Robin that her sister-in-law was overwhelmed by the sight of the thick cock dangling far down between the man's parted legs. They were close enough to see clearly the head flaring like a huge pink mushroom. Sue Robin's eyes roved up and down the figure, from the close-cropped curly hair, down the sloping shoulders thick with muscles, the small taut waist, and the sinewy thighs. But always her rapt gaze returned to the massive cock between his legs. What would it be like erect? she wondered.
She looked back at the dancer, now dancing at the man, flaunting every part of her body at him with lewdly suggestive movements full of promise and mind-blowing ecstasy. Why, it's Sybil! she realized suddenly. Sybil, her childhood playmate, Aunt Clarinda's granddaughter, and an anthropology major at the university. Of course! Who would be a more likely incumbent priestess than this granddaughter of a priestess, filled with occult lore from childhood, and now studying it in the classroom as well.
Only this lithe creature teasing and tantalizing with her supple body was not a student be a Goddess of sex, alluring and confident. The pear-shaped tits jiggled and shuddered as she writhed and contorted her body, and her hips swayed and rolled and quivered in the oldest rhythm of woman. She danced nearer to the motionless man, smiling up into his face, then turning away and wriggling her protuberant buttocks at him.
It was too much for him. He still held his stance, arms folded and body motionless, but his face was coming alive with lust as he stared at the maddening female. Not only that. Mary Beth's hand on Sue Robin's thigh sought to slide under the enveloping sheet while both women gazed wide-eyed at the awesome cock as it, too, responded to the irresistible magic and began to rise like a sorcerer's wand preparing to summon still more demons to the meeting.
A wide smile of triumph illuminated the face of the dusky dancer and her eyes flashed in the candlelight. Still she whirled and gesticulated with her body, provoking the man. His cock continued to rise, at the same time swelling as if it were being inflated by some invisible pump.
The air seemed still, and Sue Robin felt heat coursing through her body, although the place had been comfortably cool before. Moisture gathered at her armpits and between her thighs, and heat rose through her loins up to her breasts. She licked her lips, and continued licking them softly. She was hardly aware of her sister-in-law's searching hand, now under the sheet and caressing the bare flesh of her thigh. She wondered briefly about the other watchers, and tried to look toward them, but her head would not turn. She could not look away from the scene before her.
The great cock was now fully aroused, erect, aimed up at the face of the tantalizing creature dancing before it. Her face showed mischievous, feminine triumph, but the face of the man was now pleading for satisfaction. But still he did hot move his body.
The drums throbbed louder yet, and the rhythm changed to become even more excitingly erotic. The dancer's body glistened with sweat and ointment, and lust mingled with the triumphant look on her face. Her chocolate-brown buttocks writhed and jerked as she improvised endlessly new and more daring movements of her body to torment the man.
Suddenly he dropped to his knees, his upper body arching backward in a slight bow, and his cock rose even more prominently, a living phallic pillar in a pagan temple. Now the dancer whirled and soared above him like a triumphant rooster in a cockfight. Closer and closer her thrusting, hairless cunt teased at the throbbing dong. Swooping in a low graceful dip, she brushed her hand over the cock in a swift caress.
Sue Robin clenched, her teeth. Her heart was beating faster, seemingly in rhythm with the prodding drums. She felt as if she were the dancer, caught in the spell of some demonic sorceress of sex using her body like a living incantation. She felt Mary Beth's hot moist hand on the inside of her thigh, right up against her pussy, but she did nothing to hinder her.
The caresses came more frequently as the dancer-priestess-Goddess incarnate demonstrated her complete power over the kneeling man who pleaded with his face and with his throbbing cock. Supple as a snake, she bent all the way down and touched her lips to the glistening head of his tool.
Jumpin. Jupiter! Sue Robin thought. Why doesn't he bounce up and grab her and rape her? What's holding him? But her own body was held fixedly to the bench on which she sat. The drink? Black magic? Voodoo? She couldn't move any more than the man could move.
Apparently Mary Beth could move her hand, or was that being controlled by the spell, too? The fingers were now lightly stroking the soft mat of hair covering Sue Robin's pussy.
The dancer leaped nearer and dropped in a squatting posture right over the erect cock as the kneeling man arched back even farther. The puffy lips of the hairless cunt seemed to gape as they jerked nearer and nearer the smooth triangular cockhead. Then they touched, but only for the briefest instant. A silent laugh seemed to float up from the dancer's lips as she leaped away and continued her tormenting movements.
"Look!" Mary Beth's whisper in Sue Robin's ear was unnecessary. The blonde had never stopped looking. Now! she thought. Now!
The man was slowly rising to his feet again, and the look of pleading was changing to one of confidence. His feet moved and he gradually picked up the rhythm of the drums, moving toward the whirling woman. Her triumphant expression changed, too, becoming one of alarm as the powerfully muscled male danced after her, his huge cock swaying threateningly toward her. He loomed over her, and her body seemed to grow even smaller.
Gone was her arrogance. The candles formed a square area which she could not break through, though she danced at the edges, seeming to seek escape.
Her movements were quieter now, and she cowered, bending nearer the ground, while her pursuer came closer and closer. The drum beats changed abruptly and she fell to her knees. The thudding softened and the rhythm was more caressing than urgent. The man walked in front of the kneeling woman and stood facing her. His hand went out, slid behind her head, and drew it to him, toward the pulsing cock that reared higher than ever from his loins.
Her lips stretched wide to encase the pink head briefly, then slid back off and her tongue thrust out to lick the smooth knob. Her head moved lowered as she lapped with her darting tongue up and down the quivering black shaft, and even around the dangling balls. Again she took the knob in her mouth and moved her head up and down in slow sensual strokes. Her attitude was complete submission now; his was triumph.
Mary Beth's smooth fingers were plowing through her cunt hair now, and playing along the soft lips of her slit, but Sue Robin didn't care. In fact, she welcomed it; otherwise the tension of the drama before her would have been more than she could stand.
The drumbeats changed again. Pulling her head off the huge cock, the woman twisted about and fell forward on her elbows, her back swayed downward in a bow and her firm swelling buttocks thrust up toward the man. Her knees were braced wide apart on the ground.
For a moment he stood eyeing the exciting mounds of dark flesh, separated by the long narrow valley. Then he dropped to his knees between hers and his hands caressed her flanks, her curved back. As he reached forward and under to seize her breasts his cockhead brushed against her ass and slid under. Her body quivered.
He drew back, gripped his cock by the shaft and lashed her lightly across the asscheek with the thick rod. She flinched each time, but the smile spreading over her face was not a grimace of pain but of pleasure. Again he slapped her quivering cheeks, then rested his rigid cock upright in the valley between. The knob glistened with her saliva.
Raising one hand, she reached back between her widespread thighs and seized the tool, and rubbing the head up and down her juicy slot to get it further lubricated with her own moisture, she guided the bulging head until the tip of it rested just in the entrance to her cunt.
They were in profile to the two women watching them spellbound, and both women could clearly see the black piston sliding forward slowly, into the dark valentine of Sybil's uptilted ass. The crouching love-Goddess quivered and writhed with slow-mounting pleasure as she felt the blunt cudgel forcing its way into the sensitive tunnel of her cunt.
Sue Robin's lower lip was gripped between her teeth and her breasts heaved with passion. Not that the slim fingers pressing into her own juicy pussy were anything like the engorged cock penetrating Sybil from behind, but they were sufficiently satisfying to relieve part of her lust. Mary Beth no longer pretended innocence and ignorance; she knew exactly what she was doing with her fingers. The vibrator must have taught her something, Sue Robin thought briefly.
To the steady throb of the muted drums, the man fucked slowly and deeply, riding forward now until his belly pressed solidly against the sensitive curve of Sybil's buttocks. Each time he drew his cock almost out on his backstroke, she rode back to meet his new drive, but as he sank in and continued to surge forward, his powerful body carried her graceful frame ahead of him until she almost pitched on her face. Yet he was never brutal in his thrusts. Just complete.
Her wide sensual lips parted and rounded in a soundless cry of ecstasy on each stroke, both back and forth. The beautiful curves of her body and the massive muscles of his flowed together and writhed in the candlelight. Her head lifted and arched back with the intense rapture of her sensations, but they still kept in rhythm with the drums.
Mary Beth's fingertip probed expertly at Sue Robin's erect little clit, then rode over it to slide into her overflowing pussy. Back and forth she moved her hand, matching the fucking couple in the arena. Sue Robin felt rather than heard the moans coming from her sister-in-law's throat, and she wondered: What the hell is she doing to herself? But she couldn't take her gaze away from the candlelit arena to look at her companion. She was moving her hips back and forth on the bench to accommodate the rhythm of the fingers prodding and massaging inside her cunt.
As if sensing the approaching climax of the couple in the arena, the drums speeded up gradually. Releasing his partner's breasts, the man reached across her back and seized her neck fiercely. His other arm wrapped under her belly to hold her tightly as his drives speeded up, becoming more violent. Her mouth writhed now as if in agony, for she was caught firmly in his cruel grasp, unable to move from the merciless penetration of his steel-hard cock. Harder and harder he drove into her, and the wet, slapping sound of their meeting bodies was audible in the dark room.
Her groans and cries were audible, too. Gone was the proud, arrogant love-Goddess, tantalizing the helpless man. Instead, she had become a helpless but still writhing target for his spearing cock plunging deeply into her. But just as Sue Robin was feeling compassion for the raped creature, Sybil tried out, an unmistakable cry of orgasmic ecstasy. Her trapped body twisted and jerked like a hooked eel, but not to escape the barb inside her. She threw herself back on it harder while her sharp little cries mounted to the invisible ceiling and the drums pounded faster.
Then the man jerked back, hauling out his inflamed cock just as the first gush of creamy sperm splashed out and over the small of Sybil's back. He held it while the second burst erupted over her quivering asscheeks. Then he drove it back into her eager cunt and she sighed with rapture as she felt it fill her again with its solid, stretching weight and its squirting fluid.
"Oh! Oh! Oh!" Sue Robin stifled her own cries with her fist shoved hard into her gaping mouth, and her body jerked through a climax, brought on by Mary Beth's fingers. Just as she subsided through a last weak spasm, she felt Mary Beth bouncing on the bench, and heard her muffled cries behind her clenched lips.
Like dying characters in a ballet, the two dark figures in the arena slowly collapsed into a boneless heap. Suddenly the candles blinked out.
What now? Sue Robin wondered. What else can possibly happen now? Her panting breath gradually slowed down while she sat, waiting.
A small candle flame came from the darkness, moving toward the other watchers on the benches. Then, one by one, they were led out of the room.
It seemed that a long time passed while the two women sat motionless and silent in the blackness of the room. Finally Mary Beth was led away, and after five or ten minutes the white-robed guide escorted Sue Robin back to the room where she had left her clothes.
As she quickly pulled on her clothes, she heard a muffled laugh: "He! He! He!"
Why, that old dear! she smiled. Aunt Minerva. Imagine the old lady still getting her kicks at her age.
Blindfolded again, she was led through several turns, and then upstairs, and finally she felt the outdoors night air on her face. The blindfold was taken off.
"My God!" Mary Beth exclaimed softly. "I can't believe it, Sue Robin. I simply can't believe it!"
"You'd better believe it, honey," the blonde replied. "And you'd better never say anything about it, not to anybody. Not even to Bobby Lee."
"I know," the other said solemnly. "Let's get out of here. I need a drink of something."
Another one? Sue Robin wondered, surprised. She still felt the effects of Aunt Clarinda's love-potion, or whatever she called that dressed-up corn likker drink.



CHAPTER SEVEN


Soon after Mary Beth left the lounge with Shawnee, Sue Robin, Jack and Helen began to really feel their drinks. So did most of the other Alligators in the lounge and on the dance floor. Jack danced with his wife, then with Sue Robin, then alternated again.
While they were ordering another round of drinks, Sue Robin said, "Too bad we can't all dance together."
"We can, honey, we can," Helen said, darting a significant look at Jack, who smiled and nodded.
Sue Robin vaguely caught the signal, but wasn't sure of the interpretation right then.
"What time are you all eating dinner tonight?" she asked the Stanfields.
"Not until about nine," Jack replied easily. "What do you say we go up to our room and finish off a couple more drinks there. We can relax better."
"Suits me," Sue Robin agreed.
They finished their drinks and the plate of hors d'oeuvres on their table, then got up and left.
"I feel like a midget between you two skyscrapers," Helen complained as they went up the stairs to the Stanfields' room.
"You're big enough, honey," Jack laughed.
"At least, I'm bigger than your fist," she retorted.
Sue Robin laughed. I must be getting really smashed, she thought, laughing at such cornpone humor as that.
Jack had a regular bar laid out on the counter in the bathroom/dressing compartment of their ocean-front room.
"Same?" he called to the two women who flopped across one of the large beds in the spacious room.
"Screwdriver for me," Sue Robin called back.
"I got the tool if you got the time," he chanted.
Helen and Sue Robin both laughed. Oh brother, Sue Robin thought, the wit is getting more and more backwoodsy. Oh, what the hell, why not? These were good friends from way back. Let it all hang out.
Jack's shirt came sailing around the corner.
"Hey!" Helen called out. "What're you doing, making drinks or undressing?"
"Both," he replied.
A moment later he came out with a plastic tray bearing three drinks. He was stripped down to his undershorts.
Sue Robin stared in fascination at the silky black pelt of hair that covered even his shoulders.
"Oh no you don't," he laughed. "You have to have a hunting license to shoot me. And it's out of season, anyway."
"I wasn't thinking of shooting you exactly," Sue Robin said. Through the alcoholic haze that was floating her on a pleasant high, she was beginning to sense the relationship here. Helen and Jack were swingers. Maybe he knew about her thing with Robbie Early, maybe not. But anyway, it probably didn't matter. So join the fun, girl, she told herself. These were two of her favorite people.
"Comfortable as he looks, I think we rate the same deal," she said to Helen.
"Right," the small black-haired woman replied. "Woman's Lib, equality, all that jazz." She placed her drink on the table at the head of the bed and flipped off her halter. Her small but shapely boobs popped out proud and firm, the nipples already swelling like raspberries from the brawn areolas of her breasts.
Jack smiled approvingly at his wife's action, but when Sue Robin followed suit, his eyes bugged out.
"Hell!" he exclaimed softly. "I knew they were big, but I didn't know they were that big!" He walked over to the seated blonde and gently put out his hand and fondled one prominent boob after the other. Sue Robin's ripe-cherry nipples promptly sprang erect.
"Sensitive, too," he said.
"Let me," Helen said, and reaching over, she caressed her friend's firm round boobs with her knowing feminine hand, and Sue Robin caught her lower lip between her teeth to stifle a spontaneous gasp of delight.
"Yours are nice, too," Sue Robin said, sliding her smooth palms across Helen's hard little tits.
Helen purred with pleasure, then reached her hands down along Sue Robin's thighs while the blonde continued to massage Helen's breasts. They hardly paid any attention as Jack clicked on the bed lamp and lay down beside them on the king-size bed. He had taken off his shorts, and his limp cock was practically buried in the thick mat of curly black hair sprouting all over his belly and thighs.
He unsnapped Helen's shorts and zipped them open, and in a moment she was as bare-assed as he was.
"Her, too," Helen said, nodding her head toward Sue Robin.
Without hesitation, Jack wrapped his arms about Sue Robin's shoulders from behind and reached down to unfasten her shorts. With a surprising strength in his slim body, he twisted her about on the bed and pulled her shorts and her panties off at the same time. He was bent over, facing her cunt as it was exposed to the soft light in the room. In a swift sinuous movement he parted her willing thighs and buried his nose and lips in the curly bush of golden hair at her pussy.
"Oooooooooh!" she quavered as his tongue raked wetly along the slit of her cunt. "You touched all bases that trip." She spread her legs even wider apart and lay back on the pillows which Helen quickly slipped under her head and shoulders.
Helen crouched on her knees facing into Sue Robin's side, and like a doe browsing at some delicacy, she nuzzled and lipped the blonde's erect nipples. Thrilled by the double stimulation of Jack at her pussy and Helen at her nipples, Sue Robin reached a long arm around the small hunched-over figure of Helen and fondled her shapely buttocks. In appreciation, the brunette rocked her ass back against Sue Robin's hand. The blonde slid her hand into the long valley and stroked her fingers up and down from the small of her back all the way under to her black-bushed pussy.
As the tongue became more intimate in her pussy, Sue Robin's sighs came strongly and rhythmically and her lips squirmed upward to thrust her moistening cuntlips against the invading tongue. Abruptly Helen withdrew her lips from Sue Robin's nipples, and the rangy blonde looked to see what was happening.
Jack had twisted his kneeling body around and dropped to his side, never releasing his hold on Sue Robin's buttocks, nor slowing his tongue-lapping of her slit. His cock was now emerging from the camouflaging bush of hair covering his groin, a rather slender but extremely long tool with a modestly expanded head glowing pinkly.
But not for long did it glow. Helen had forsaken Sue Robin's nipples for the larger pleasure of his cockhead, and now she was mouthing it like a popsicle. As she turned her head from side to side, sliding her mouth down over the shaft, the head poked out her cheeks.
Keep the daisy chain complete, Sue Robin thought, and slid her hand down the dividing ravine of Helen's asscheeks. Her fingertips raked lightly over the brunette's puckered little asshole, and she jerked involuntarily. That's what I've always wanted to try, Sue Robin reflected languidly. What would it be like, taking that long slim cock in my bunghole?
"I think we can improve on this," Helen panted, raising her head and twisting her ass reluctantly from Sue Robin's stroking fingers.
As if on signal, Jack rolled over on his back, his cock thrusting out from his hairy belly.
"Sue Robin, you straddle his head, honey," Helen directed.
Obediently Sue Robin let the small brunette guide her over Jack until she was on her knees with her pussy right over his face, and her back toward Helen, who was bent over his cock. She heard the slurping sound of Helen's mouth and tongue playing lollipop on his tool.
"What does it taste like, Helen?" she laughed, feeling delightfully giddy.
"You can try it later," Helen replied. When she felt the long slim rod expand to its full size, she quickly straddled Jack's hips, facing Sue Robin's back. With the skill of long practice, she grasped the throbbing dong and tipped the streamlined head into her already juicy cunt hole. In a moment she was riding up and down in slow, short movements, letting the long pole slide deeper and deeper into her loins.
Feeling his cock getting buried in, his wife's hot pussy, Jack slipped his hands over Sue Robin's generous asscheeks and guided her down until her pussylips were brushing against his mouth. He squeezed rhythmically on the big mounds of flesh, coaching the blonde into a short riding movement. Meanwhile he lapped at her wet groove with his tongue.
"Oh, wow!" Sue Robin squealed. "That's great, Jack baby!" She twisted her head around to look back at Helen who was riding up and down, lower and lower on each dip. "This man must keep you horny as hell all the time."
Helen was already gasping, so hot was she from the excitement of the threesome bit. Her small body was surprisingly agile and flexible, and she had learned quite early how to shift about to accommodate the full length of Jack's long dick. Both in her mouth and in her cunt.
"I'm about to come!" she wailed.
Jumpin' Jupiter! Sue Robin thought, what a firecracker! Getting her goodies already. She was getting a super-thrill herself, from Jack's snaky tongue flickering over her clit and in and out of her pussy. Then she felt Helen's small hands slip about her waist and come up to squeeze gently on her boobs. The slim fingers kneaded her nipples with consummate skill, and she felt the first throbs of her own orgasm.
"So quick!" she gasped. "I don't be-be-believe it!"
Jack's tongue concentrated on her clit, poking and licking the erect little nub of erotic flesh, and rapture lightninged through her loins and up through her stomach and her tits to where Helen's fingers were triggering the same shooting darts of delight through her nipples.
"Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhh!" she moaned, openmouthed, and her hips quivered and broke the rhythm she had maintained. Her whole body jerked as tremendous spasms twisted her about. "Ohhhhhh, Lordy!" she wailed. "That's so good, so gooooood! Don't step! Oh, please, don't stop!"
A series of sharp cries broke out behind her as Helen came, too. "Oh! Oh! Oh! Oh!" The fingers pressing Sue Robin's tits gripped savagely, painfully, while the brunette bounced up and down like a wild woman, swearing and muttering obscenities as if she were frantic.
Then, like a summer storm, it was over, and the two women reeled over on their sides on the bed, gasping and sweating.
Jack lay smiling, waiting for them to recover. His long cock still soared proudly toward the ceiling, red-tipped and glistening from Helen's love-juice. The hairy man had good control, and he had held back, waiting for greater goodies to come. He knew how hot his own wife was; she always got her cookies three or four times when they made love. And he guessed that Sue Robin was just as passionate.
"Look at that!" Helen exclaimed weakly, rolling over and staring at the veined cock throbbing in the air. "He can go on for hours."
Sue Robin reached over and felt the thing. "Feels like an iron stake," she said languorously.
"You're gonna help a poor man out of his misery?" he smiled.
"Give us a break first," Helen said. "I'm going to have some more of my drink." She slid off the bed and brought the glasses, and they all propped on their elbows to swallow the cool liquid.
With her glass still in her hand, Helen slid on her belly toward Jack. While Sue Robin watched delightedly, the brunette filled her mouth with liquor and, holding her lips pursed tightly, slipped them over the tip of Jack's cockhead.
"Hey! Let me have some of that!" Sue Robin exclaimed, and slid toward Jack's hips from the opposite side. As the drink trickled from Helen's mouth and ran down his shaft, Sue Robin thrust out her tongue as far as it would go and lapped it up.
"Mmmmmmmmmmmmm," she murmured, still licking up and down the rigid dick.
"You do it," Helen said.
Sue Robin filled her mouth and followed Helen's example, holding her lips closed until she forced the tapered cockhead between them. She felt the liquor flowing out of her mouth and down over the long rod. While she held the head snugly in her mouth. Helen shoved her head beneath and tongued the liquid flowing over Jack's balls.
"Damn!" Jack exploded. "You girls are really getting to me!" He clenched his teeth and fought to hold back his load as they kept alternating on his cockhead and around his balls.
When they finished their drinks, they lapped up and down his cock, one on each side, and their tongue tips brushed one another, exciting them even more.
"Let's see who can take the most of it," Sue Robin giggled.
Helen smiled knowingly. "Are you sure?"
"Sure I'm sure. What do you want to bet?"
"The one who loses gets screwed in the bunghole. Is it a bet?"
Sue Robin felt a tickling sensation around her asshole at the very thought of being buggered. It was something she'd always wanted to try, but somehow had never gotten around to it. So, what the hell? Win or lose, she'd still win.
"You're on," she said.
"Hey, I like that bet," Jack said, shifting some pillows under his head and shoulders to make himself comfortable. "Be my guests, ladies."
Helen reached over and pumped his stiff cock playfully with her hand. "You first, Sue Robin."
The memory of Helen swallowing the gigantic dick of Robbie Early came to the blonde's mind as she knelt between Jack's spread legs and lowered her head until her long hair trailed across his loins, contrasting sharply with his black curly pelt. She ran her fingers under his balls, caressing them, then fondling the very base of his cock and stroking the thick tube underneath.
Experimentally she licked out her tongue, poking daintily at the tiny silt in the tip of his cockhead.
"Nice!" he sighed gustily, squirming his hips.
Opening her lips into a perfect circle, she slid down over the pointed head until she felt the flared rim pass inside her mouth. Then she gently closed her teeth and gripped behind the flange, tugging lightly at it.
"Hey! Don't bite it off!" Jack protested in mock terror. But the delicious sensation was too much to conceal, and he squirmed his ass about on the bed even more.
Holding him in her clamped lips, Sue Robin giggled, and the vibration of her muffled laugh tickled him even more.
Helen, who was watching closely, protested, "Now, Sue Robin, you're going to make him come off before you ever get started. I declare a time out. I'll freshen our drinks."
She hopped off the bed and picked up the empty glasses and ran into the bathroom. Sue Robin sat back on her haunches and patted the throbbing peter with her hand.
"You just relax and be a good boy," she said soothingly.
"I sure hope you lose, honey," Jack said, eyeing her swaying boobs longingly. "I don't know, though, what would be more fun. Screwing you between those big tits, or shoving my ever-lovin' joy-rod between those big beautiful cheeks of your ass. For a big woman, Sue Robin, you've got the sexiest body I've ever seen."
For reply, Sue Robin reached forward, seized his cock, and pumped it vigorously up and down a half-dozen strokes.
"Hey! Watch it!" he protested. "Foul play!"
"Then eat my pussy again until Helen gets back," she said. "I declare, Jack, you've really got an educated tongue." Without waiting for his consent, she got up and straddled his head again, and in a moment she was riding against his thrusting tongue.
"Ahhhhh! Ahhhhh! Ahhhhh!" she sighed blissfully, her eyes closed and her tongue licking her lips as steadily as his tongue was licking her pussylips.
"Hey! Enough already!" Helen climbed back on the bed, juggling the three glasses, and Sue Robin slipped off of Jack's head. "No quickies allowed on the side."
They drank deeply, then Jack handed his glass to Helen and lay back on the pillows. Sue Robin leaned over and set her glass on the floor. She got back between the long hairy legs that opened wide for her and again took the shaft in her hand.
A shining drop of jism was oozing out of his cockhead and Sue Robin licked it off.
"Reminds me of the first time I ever gave a boy a blow-job," Helen said, crouching across from Sue Robin and watching intently as the blonde went down on the stiff peter once more. "It was at a birthday party of one of my friends. I think we must've been about thirteen or fourteen years old. Anyway, most of the alder people who'd been chaperoning drifted away, to look at TV or get some grownup drinks. One of the kids suggested playing post office. Everybody thought that sounded pretty funky, the kind of stuff our parents used to play."
Sue Robin slid her mouth lazily up and down the upper half of Jack's meat-pole, wetting it good with her saliva. She felt dreamy, floating in a cloud that lightly stimulated her body all over like gentle massaging fingers. She smiled, causing her large soft lips to writhe about the pulsing dong. With half her attention she listened to Helen recounting her tale.
"But one of the girls, a little bit older than the rest of us insisted, and she went out first, into a small room, a den or something, where she could lock the door behind her. I don't even remember how the selections were made, like who went first or what. Anyhow, the first boy who came out had a smile on his face that stretched from ear to ear. I noticed that he had a cone of ice cream in his hand. 'Take some ice cream,' he told another boy."
"The second boy went into the den. In a few minutes he came out, and he was smiling even wider than the first. Before long, nearly every boy had gone into the den for his post office trip. And all of them carried an ice cream cone."
An ice-cream cone, Sue Robin thought languidly, mouthing and licking the head of the cock pushing between her lips. It was wetter now, and she leaned down farther on it, letting the head slide along the roof of her mouth and on down into the softening throat passage.
"After a while," Helen continued, her eyes still glued on the cock disappearing into Sue Robin's mouth, "the girl came out, and she was smiling, too. 'Who's next?' she asked me, I was very curious to know what was going on in the den. I knew damn well they weren't just smooching. So I said, 'Me, I'm next.' I went into the den, and the girl followed me in. 'I'd better show you one time,' she grinned. 'I'll bet you've never given head.' I didn't even know what she was talking about."
Sue Robin's mind drifted to the first time she'd done it, way back when she and Buz were just kids. She'd done it nearly all her life, she mused, and it just got better and better. She slid lower on the cock, feeling the pointed head nosing into the constriction of her throat. Jumpin' Jupiter! How long is this damn thing?
"A boy came in and locked the door behind him. The girl unzipped his pants and took his dick out. It was already hard. I think it was the first stiff dick I'd ever seen."
Jack laughed. "Keep it truthful, baby," he said.
"You tell your stories and I'll tell mine," she said tartly. "So the girl took the ice-cream cone from his hand and licked off a big gob of strawberry ice cream. She held it on her tongue and got down on her knees in front of the boy. She took his dick in her hand and laid the gob of ice-cream on the head of his dick with her tongue. He was so hot the stuff started melting right away. And she started licking and sucking."
Automatically, Sue Robin's lips tightened about the cock in her mouth and she sucked lightly, pulling up and down.
"When he started to come, though, she made him take out his handkerchief and catch the load. She didn't take it in her mouth."
The fool, Sue Robin thought, licking lower down the shaft. The blunt head poked harder at her throat constriction as she worked lower.
"Well, the girl and boy went out, and in a little bit another of the boys came in with an ice-cream cone. I was nervous, but it had looked like so much fun I knew I'd try it, no matter what. I unzipped his pants and took out his dick. I began to get the idea that all dicks stayed stiff when boys hit twelve or thirteen. I took some of his ice cream and knelt down and laid it on his dick. It was the funniest feeling, letting that thing slide inside my mouth. It felt like a snake poking around, punching and throbbing. After a while it felt so good I started sucking on it and licking it like a lollipop. I wasn't as experienced as the other girl and I didn't know when he started coming. Anyway, with all that vanilla ice cream in my mouth, his stuff felt and tasted just like the other. In a little while I noticed he was puffing and sort of sagging at the knees, and then I felt his dick getting soft."
"'What happened?' I asked him. 'I got my rocks off,' he said, his face all pink and his eyes shining. So the rest of the girls got into the act, and we had a real ball, playing post office the rest of the afternoon."
Helen stopped talking and leaned closer, so close she could smell the spermy scent of the well-lubricated cock sliding farther and farther into Sue Robin's mouth.
Then Sue Robin stopped and gagged a bit. With an air of definite defeat, she came up off the shining pole. "That's as far as I can go," she said. "Over two inches still to go. Can you beat that, Helen?"
The shapely little brunette gave her a confident smile. "Move over," she said. Instead of crawling between Jack's legs as Sue Robin had done, she crouched alongside her husband's hips with her pert little buttocks pointing back toward his face and her head toward his feet. Taking the throbbing dong in her mouth, she began bobbing slowly, and in a few strokes she was as far down as Sue Robin had gone.
"How do you do it?" Sue Robin breathed, her nose practically against Helen's cheek.
Helen came off and faced her. "Watch this, honey," she said. "You'll learn something real useful." She went back down, slowly and carefully until she was two or three inches from the base of the shaft. Holding the shaft lightly in her lips, she breathed steadily three or four times, like a swimmer getting ready to surface-dive.
"Good Lord!" Sue Robin exclaimed as she watched the encircling lips slide even lower on the blue-veined shaft. How? She started to ask, then remembered Helen's admonition to watch closely. She looked at the other woman's throat, and saw a distinct swelling as her head went down, down, a fraction of an inch at a time, until the lips were touching the black hair at the root of the long cock. Another half an inch and the entire shaft was buried in her mouth and throat. Helen cocked her eyes at Sue Robin to make sure she was observing. Then she slowly raised up and off, leaving the pole waving springily in the air.
"See? You just relax your throat muscles and push on, like swallowing a blunt sword. Set your mind to it, it's easy."
"I don't know," Sue Robin said dubiously. "That's one long piece of hard gristle. Let's have a drink."
"Hey!" Jack complained. "How about one of you girls finishing me off? I'm hurting!"
Sue Robin smiled at him. "How about that tit-fuck you mentioned, Jack. Come on." She lay on her back on the bed.
He got up happily and crouched over her, positioning his aching cock between the upthrust mounds with their cherry tips. "Push them together," he grunted, lowering his weight until his balls rested on her stomach and his long shaft was buried in the humid valley.
Obligingly Sue Robin wrapped her arms about his slim buttocks and squeezed inward, locking her resilient boobs against and over his lunging cock.
His need was urgent and he had no desire to wait any longer. Digging his toes into the bedsheet, he shoved forward hard and fast, his grunts echoed by the woman beneath him, like a firm cushiony mattress, he thought, shoving harder and harder.
Then his long-delayed load squirted out in thick gobs, spraying the valley of her tits and her throat and chin. When he finally throbbed out the last charge and relaxed on hex tits, he thought, a big woman had a lot going for her. His entire weight rested on those spongy globes.
"Give her a break," Helen said, patting his ass.
He rolled off and sprawled limply on his back. "I need a shower," Sue Robin said, and hopped off the bed to run into the bathroom.
After she finished, Helen and Jack showered, and then Jack made fresh drinks.
"Let's not forget, you lost your bet," Helen said mischievously as they sat crosslegged in the middle of the bed, sipping their drinks.
"I'm game," Sue Robin said, "but remember, I've never done it this way before."
"Don't worry," Helen said soothingly. "We'll do it right and it won't hurt. You'll enjoy it."
She put down her drink and went to the dresser for her handbag. Taking out a tube of petroleum jelly, she came back.
Sue Robin was already excited by the idea of the whole deal. She got on her hands and knees in the middle of the bed and waited.
"No, honey," Helen said. "You can just lie on your back, like for regular screwing."
But Sue Robin had a clear image in her mind of the black dancer at the voodoo ceremony, on her hands and knees before the man. He hadn't gone into her asshole, but the position appealed to the blonde. And she wanted to feel those furry thighs and hairy belly pressing against her from behind.
"I'll take it this way," she said.
Jack knelt behind her and she spread her knees farther apart. His cock was only half-hard, but at the sight of the puckered little brown eye staring at him from behind Sue Robin's big round asscheeks, his passion re-kindled swiftly. Helen's skillful hands did the rest, caressing his balls and his shaft until the blood again surged through his cock, swelling it out and extending it to its full length.
"Some of Grandma's love-grease," Helen said, squeezing out a stream of jelly in her palm. She massaged his cock thoroughly with the slippery jelly, particularly the head. Then she wiped her hand between Sue Robin's asscheeks, smearing some of the stuff over her asshole.
"Woooooh!" Sue Robin squealed, hunching her hips forward. "Feels good already."
Jack reached out and caressed her hips and buttocks. With one hand resting on her back, be took his greased cock in his other hand and guided it carefully to the center of the taut little hole. He rubbed his cockhead about, stimulating the sensitive asshole until it relaxed a trifle.
Helen, meanwhile, crouched alongside Sue Robin and reached under to fondle her tits hanging like big ripe papayas. The slight nervousness Sue Robin felt soon evaporated and the erotic excitement of the hands on her breasts and the blunt knob probing at her asshole overcame every other feeling. She waited.
Sensing her readiness, Jack leaned forward, shoving gently but steadily on his rigid cock until the tip of the head succeeded in spreading the rubbery ring of her asshole. Just as soon as the tip was inside though, he stopped and waited until she became accustomed to the feel of the intruder in this virgin orifice. He reached around her hip with one hand and down to fondle her pussy, fingering her clit until she squirmed with delight. Her squirming pressed her buttocks back against him and he held rigid, letting her gradually impale herself on his turgid cock.
Before she realized it, Sue Robin had the head of his cock wedged past the outer ring of her asshole, distending the narrow channel. Her mouth gaped open as she adjusted to the peculiar sensation, testing the size of the invader by squeezing her cunt-muscles. She found that the same set of muscles operated in her asshole as in her pussy canal.
"Oh, that's right!" Jack groaned as she clamped down on his trapped cockhead.
It's great! Sue Robin decided suddenly. Never one to be bound up by inhibitions and hang-ups, she sensed the elasticity of all her body openings. Like Helen opening her throat to let the cock pass through, she thought. Jack's finger continued to manipulate her clit, sending waves of ecstasy flooding through her body. It's all good, she told herself. And I'm a little drunk. She smiled. So what?
Relaxing her anal muscles, she pressed back gingerly. She wanted to feel those hairy legs brushing against her sensitive thighs.
"Let me feet you," she murmured. "Let me feel you. Push it in me."
Her willingness and the slipperiness of his greased cock made it fairly easy for Jack to lean into her harder, pushing his cockhead on through the tight rings lining her tunnel.
"Fuck me, Jack!" she urged, backing her beautiful big ass against him. "Shove it in me, honey!"
Whatever discomfort she had felt at first was all gone as the big blonde rolled her hips in a rotating movement while riding back and forth on the several inches of cock already penetrating her asshole.
"Good! Good! Good!" she moaned in rhythm with her movements. "Oh yes, it's good!" She squeezed her muscles, drawing in on the rock-hard dong and shoving back strongly. "Oh, baby! Oh, baby!" She fell forward to her elbows, tipping her ass higher, then reached back with one hand to seize his slim hard buttock and pulled him into her.
"Now! Now! Now!" she chanted, feeling at last the brush of his body hair across her ass and up and down the backs of her thighs as he drove even deeper into her.
Jack was groaning, too, from the extreme tightness of the passage he was plowing through. Sweat beaded on his forehead and he felt wetness under his armpits. He reached under and replaced Helen's small hands with his larger ones on Sue Robin's swaying tits, but even his hands didn't cover them. Big as they were, they were almost as hard as Helen's taut little tennis-ball tits. His fingers dug in as he sought more leverage to shove in the final inches of his long cock.
"Awwwwwww!" Sue Robin suddenly screeched. "Oh, Goddam I'm about to come! Oh shit yes yes yes yes!" Her cries became blurred, meaningless, a volcanic rush of obscenities and she hurled herself back harder and harder on the spike impaling her lush ass.
Jack's grip on her breasts tightened as he fought to hang onto this big, bucking woman beneath him. His cock was pinched and twisted and tugged until he feared it would be torn off by the frenzied creature, no longer a cool sophisticated young lady but a savage, lust-crazed female of the jungle.
The bed heaved under them and Helen looked on with wide eyes, her mouth gaping in an expression of horror and disbelief. She was convinced they had gone berserk, swearing and slamming at each other like maniacs.
"Damn you!" he grunted. "Damn you! Damn you! I'll split you open, you big bitch!"
"Fuck me!" she hissed back at him. "Fuck me good! Fuck me deep or I'll pinch your dick right off at the balls!" She was sweating, too, her back a shimmer of perspiration under his hairy chest and stomach, and sweat ran from her armpits and down her braced arms. The terrific pressure of his grip on her breasts only excited her more.
Heat flooded her body, shot through with lightning-spears of limitless ecstasy, and her body lunged of its own accord, out of control of her mind. Wild visions exploded on her mind-screen: the dancer-Goddess bucking back against the muscular male riding her from behind; Helen receiving in her open mouth the hard driving, immense cock of Robbie Early; a stallion mounting a mare in heat and driving her into the ground with his hooves and his tremendous engorged cock.
"Now! Now!" she shouted, and slammed back so hard she nearly knocked Jack over. The shock drove his cock all the way inside her tight ass and his balls flipped forward to slap against her pussy from below.
They came together, jerking and writhing, their sweating bodies slipping all over each other, and the slushy sound of his spurting, plunging cock pistoning in and out of her sucking asshole mingling with their grunts and gasps. Sue Robin gave a final spasmodic jerk forward, and his cock slipped out of its tight prison. She flopped forward on her face on the bed and Jack dropped beside her, panting, his heart pounding madly.
They were both so drained they nearly went to sleep, but after a few minutes Helen nudged them alert, a fresh drink held toward each of them.
"I think you set some sort of record that time," she commented brightly. "I'm just sorry I didn't have a movie camera. Nobody will ever believe it."



CHAPTER EIGHT


It was nearly midnight when Sue Robin and Mary Beth met again in their room. Both were quite high on booze and on their highly satisfying sexual exploits, and neither felt modest restraints when it came to telling each other what they'd been doing. Sue Robin sprawled across her bed on her tummy, stripped down to a pair of bikini panties. Mary Beth was happily naked, half sitting on her bed and propped up on pillows while she toyed with a nightcap screwdriver she'd brought up from the bar. She waited patiently while Sue Robin gave her all the ins and outs of her first asshole fucking.
"It was wild, honey, absolutely wild. I'd always wanted to try it, but – you know – I was afraid it would hurt something awful, at least the first time."
"I've still got that goodie to look forward to," Mary Beth drawled. "But not much else. Y'wanna know who I made it with tonight?"
"Who?"
"Shawnee Harrigan!"
Sue Robin stared. "You mean the rock singer? The half-breed?"
Mary Beth beamed. "That's the stud. Only, frankly, I was a little disappointed after a while. Oh, it was exciting enough at first. You know, getting balled by the great super cock."
"Was it really that big?"
"No. He was just average size – as far as I know – my experience has been limited to two men so far. His dick wasn't as big as Bobby Lee's. But he was real good – until he pooped out on me. I was all set to stay with him all night. But just imagine, Sue Robin, making it with Shawnee! Wow! Now every time I play his records, I'll probably come all over the place."
Through her boozy haze Sue Robin felt some signals of hokey. Shawnee Harrigan was in England, on tour. She'd seen him on a TV news report just the night before, being greeted by a screeching bunch of groupies at the airport in London. But the exalted look on her sister-in-law's face stilled her tongue. If the girl believed she had been screwed by the big man of macho, let her stay happy. It all added up to a cure for what had ailed her before. She grinned to herself. Ol' Buz was going to be in for one helluva surprise when he got home.
They fell asleep, still talking.
Sue Robin awoke first the next morning. Feeling a bit wobbly and with a slight headache, she got into her swimsuit and went out for a refreshing dip in the ocean.
When she got back she felt much better. Mary Beth was still asleep. Worn to a frazzle by all this unaccustomed fucking, Sue Robin mused. Let her sleep.
She showered and got into some shorts and a swimsuit bra and slipped on a pair of sandals, and went downstairs for breakfast. The coffee shop was surprisingly full, but she found a booth just being cleared, and slid into the seat.
"Orange juice and coffee right away, please," she told the waitress. "I'll order when you get back."
The coffee was hot and fragrant, and she sipped it gratefully. After the waitress had taken her order and departed, she looked around at the other booths and tables, nodded and smiled at some fellow Alligators, then turned her attention back to her coffee.
"I tell you, man, she was outta sight!"
The man's voice was low but clear and it came from the booth just behind her. The partition between the two booths was too high for her to see over.
Whoever was sitting across the table from the unseen speaker said something, low and indistinguishable.
"No, it wasn't hard at all," the first speaker came through clear again. "I tell you, Pete, these dumb Rebel broads are so slow you can fuck 'em before they can say no. Then once they get onto the old greased pole, they go ape. Just slide up and down, up and clown."
The other man – Pete – said something else that Sue Robin couldn't make out. Then the first one came on again. "Yeah, her name was Mary Beth." He drawled it in a poor imitation of Mary Beth's speech. "She wasn't any expert, but that broad was sure willing to learn." His voice became more arrogant. "I had her begging for more – crawling after it, man. She was jumping through hoops."
Sue Robin smiled wryly. That wasn't quite the impression she'd received from her sister-in-law's account of the little affair. This guy needed to be taught a lesson.
"Yeah," the man said, "these dumb Rebels take my word for it that I'm Shawnee. How stupid can you get, man?"
Sue Robin ate her breakfast, and when she heard the men leave the booth behind her, she peered cautiously around to see where they went. They were going out on the patio, a wide tiled expanse on one side of the hotel, unroofed, but with tables topped by gaily-colored beach umbrellas.
"Give me another cup of coffee," she told the waitress when the latter brought her bill. "Put it in a thermal cup; I'm taking it outside."
Cup in hand, Sue Robin sauntered casually out the door onto the patio, swinging her wide hips tantalizingly from side to side and shoving her boobs out into even more prominence. She sighted the two men at once, seated near the far edge of the patio. Even more slowly, she strolled beneath the high-raised beach umbrella. When she came quite near, she paused and looked out toward the beach as if she were searching for someone.
"I decleah," she murmured in an exaggerated drawl.
"Mawnin', ma'am," the stud who called himself Shawnee greeted her. "Right nice day, ain't it?"
"Well, good mawnin' to you," she said, turning and smiling. "My, but you look familiar." She wrinkled her brow as if in deep thought. "Now let me see, are you that cousin of Hazel Jean Etheridge's, the one who lives up in Atlanta?"
The long-haired one suppressed a grin and shook his head solemnly. "No, I reckon I ain't that'un. Why don't you set your little ol' self down here and we can really get acquainted. Pete, you go see about some more coffee for us. Or maybe you'd like a little eye-opener. What'd you say your name was?"
"I'm Bonnie Jo," she replied sweetly. "It's mighty early, now isn't it, for a strong drink?"
"Getting nigh onto noon," the other said. "Go on, Pete, get some Bloody Marys for us. Nothing like a good eye-opener, my ol' pa used to say."
Pete quickly disappeared and Sue Robin sat down. She turned a bemused look on Shawnee. "I still think I ought to know you. You just look so familiar."
"Well," he smirked, "maybe we can get familiar together. Axe you staying at the hotel, Bonnie Jo?"
"Till tomorrow," she said, giving him her most naive smile. "You?"
"Same," he replied.
A waiter came out with two Bloody Marys on a tray. Pete had made himself scarce.
"Here's to familiarity," said Shawnee, lifting his glass.
"Oh, hush, you're haughty!" she giggled, fluttering her lashes at him. She tipped her glass, meanwhile giving him the full treatment of her blue, wide-spaced eyes over the rim.
His own dark eyes slitted as they dropped to her breasts, straining like heavy melons at the narrow bikini bra, and unconsciously he licked his lips. After a moment she pushed her chair back and crossed her legs, giving him a large view of her belly button and her naked thighs bulging out of the abbreviated shorts.
"If you're not from Atlanta, where are you from?" she asked, still keeping to the exaggerated honey-dripping drawl.
"Oh, I'll tell you after a while. Enjoy your drink."
"A mystery man, eh? Dark, handsome and dangerous. Right?"
"Right on, baby." He dropped the fake accent. "So you want to know my name, eh?"
"I feel like I ought to know you," she repeated, smiling archly.
"My identification is up in my room," he said, staring boldly into her eyes.
This guy's got balls, all right, she thought, keeping the dumb smile on her face.
"What sort of identification?" she asked, widening her eyes at him.
A gleam of triumph lighted his narrowed eyes momentarily. The expression was not lost on Sue Robin.
"Something to show you who I am, Bonnie Jo."
"I declare!" she exclaimed. "You've just got me plumb confused."
"You come on along with me and we'll soon unconfuse you." He stood up confidently, his thumbs hooked into the wide leather belt of his low-slung Levi's.
"If you say so." She got up, and in her flat sandals she stood eye to eye with him. Little squirt, she thought, I could break your back. Maybe I will. But she smiled sweetly and stepped beside him as if she were about to take his arm.
She didn't take his arm, but she brushed close enough to him as they walked across the patio that she knew he was getting a lot of sexy vibes from her nearness.
He was silent while they went up the stairs to his room. The heavy curtains over the glass doors to the balcony were partly drawn, letting in some of the bight sunlight, but the bed was in shadows. He went to the corner table and put together two more Bloody Marys. He handed one to Sue Robin.
Now he'll put on the Shawnee Harrigan tapes, she said to herself. Mary Beth had given her a detailed description of his mode of operation.
True enough, he went to the tape-deck on the dresser and slipped in a cartridge, and in a moment the heavy suggestive beat of "Travelin' Man" thudded through the room. He turned and held up his hands and began rocking to the rhythm.
"That's mighty fine music," Sue Robin said, kicking off her sandals and swaying toward him. "Sounds like my favorite, ol' Shawnee." She stopped and stared at him, her eyes rounded like deep-blue spotlights. "Why, I declare, you look like the pictures of Shawnee Harrigan." She let the emotions of confusion, then enlightenment, play over her mobile features as she faced him. Then, "Is that what you were going to tell me? You are Shawnee!" She let her voice trail off in a teeny-bopper's squeal. "Lordy me!"
The black-haired man smiled arrogantly and held out his arms toward her. "C'mere, babe!" he ordered in a tone that allowed no protest.
Like a hypnotized sheep, Sue Robin drifted toward him, astonishingly light and graceful for such a big woman. In a moment her boobs were pressed against his chest and he was drawing her head to his.
Well, she thought after a moment or two, he can kiss, at least. This ol' boy's had lots and lots of experience. She let herself enjoy it, playing her tongue over his lips and just inside, flicking rapidly about the sensitive lining of his mouth.
After a little while he pulled away and stared deep into her eyes. "Say, kid, you know the score, don't you?"
"Whatever are you talkin' about, Shawnee?" she asked in a sugary drawl.
"Never mind." He closed her in his arms again and pressed his open lips against hers. This time he thrust his groin forward until he felt the curves of her hips and belly meld against his own. His hand slipped down from her waist to slide lightly across the tight-stretched fabric of her shorts, fondling the firm swell of her asscheeks.
Sue Robin wriggled her hips just a fraction, hinting rather than stating her willingness to go farther. Then she pulled away, panting. Her breathlessness wasn't faked now. This guy, she decided, would be okay – up to a point. If inexperienced Mary Beth could screw him silly, then by golly she could drive him up the wall.
"Gracious me, Shawnee," she murmured, trailing her forefinger across his lips. "You sure get a girl all hot and bothered. Are all rock singers like you?"
"How the hell should I know?" he growled, starting to clamp his arms about her slim waist again, but she backed off.
"I do think I need something cool to drink. You're just too much for a little ol' country girl."
He picked up her Bloody Mary and handed it to her, meanwhile eyeing her suspiciously. Was this chick putting him on? he wondered. Then he remembered his boast to Pete, the thing about dumb Rebel chicks who didn't know how to say no. And he recalled the inexperienced Mary Beth, charmingly willing but rather awkward. Yeah, this super-size Scarlett O'Hara could be for real, he decided.
"You really turn me on, Bonnie Jo," he said, relaxing and sitting down on the edge of the bed. "Give me my drink." You gotta keep giving them orders, he told himself. The macho image of Shawnee.
With the same sweet smile, Sue Robin brought him his drink.
"So you dig my music, eh?"
"Oh yes, I love it. Why, if I told you the things that run through my mind when I listen to it…" She stopped and spread her hand before her face as if hiding a blush. "Lordy, how I run on."
She noted the self-satisfied smile curving his thin cruel lips. He's hooked, she thought. I've got him by the balls – or I will have in a few minutes.
"We oughta be able to make a few dreams come true, don't you think?" He no longer made a move toward her. She was secured, he told himself. Now she could come to him. Jesus, what a gorgeous hunk of woman! You hardly noticed how big she was because she was so well-proportioned. Her knockers were almost as big as Mary Beth's, and they looked even firmer, though she managed to make them jiggle as she rocked to the rhythm of the music. He relaxed still more and sipped his drink, he had time.
Sue Robin let the booze get to her quickly, but not enough to lose control of the situation. Hell, she might as well enjoy this, too. Of course she would! She gave Shawnee her most sultry smile and flicked her long eyelashes up and down.
"It sure gets to me," she said, shifting her hips almost in a hula rhythm to the beat of the taped music.
"Yeah, babe, and you're getting to me," he growled.
"Aw, now, you couldn't be interested in a little ol' local-yokel girl like me. Man like you, you've probably had all the pretty girls in New York and Hollywood and all those wonderful places."
"Come here, Bonnie Jo!" he ordered her abruptly. "Sit here beside me." He set his glass down on the floor and kicked off his shoes. His shirt was unbuttoned all the way down to his belt buckle, exposing his brown chest covered with black curly hair.
But nothing like Jack Stanfield's, Sue Robin thought as she went to the edge of the bed and sat down within easy arm's reach. She lifted her glass and tilted her head back to drink, knowing full well what would happen next.
It happened.
Shawnee slid his arm about her waist, not too tight, and caressed her for a moment, then raised his hand to cup under her tit.
"Mmmmmmmmmmm! What are you doing, Shawnee?" she said, turning naive blue eyes on him.
"Just checking this superstructure," he grunted. "I couldn't believe it was real."
"Oh, it's real, all right." She slid her hand quickly over his and raised it up against her breast even harder. "See?"
"No. Let's see. I mean, really see. Dig?"
"You mean you still don't believe they're real?" Her incredulity seemed real as she played her game.
"That's right. Seeing's believing, you know."
"I don't know." She hesitated. "Well, I reckon it's all right." She untied the string about her neck and unsnapped the narrow band at her back and the bra floated outward, revealing coral nipples in the center of large, reddish-brown areolas. She flipped the garment to the floor.
"See?"
"Jesus Christ! Yeah, I see." Sucking in his breath, he ran his hand over the smooth rounded surface of one amazing globe, then zeroed in on her nipple. Immediately it hardened and swelled under his finger and thumb as he massaged it.
"Oh! Oh! Shawnee!" she gasped, and this time her reaction was for real. "Ooooooooh, honey, you don't know what you're doing to do."
"The hell I don't!" he grunted, putting his other hand on her other tit. "This is the nicest handful I've ever had."
"Are you sure?" she sighed. "You wouldn't tease me, would you?"
For answer, he lowered his head and took one of her nipples in his mouth and sucked it until it got even larger and harder. He touched it lightly with his teeth, and she quivered all over. He massaged the other tit, then put his mouth on its nipple, and sucked it, too, while Sue Robin ran her fingers through his long black hair.
"Let's get out of these things, babe," he said, pulling his mouth off her nipple.
"What do you mean, honey?" she faked shocked surprise.
"Get out of 'em!" he ordered, stripping off his shirt and unbuckling his belt.
"Do you mean – do you mean – nude?"
"I mean nude. Get them shorts off or I'll pull 'em off." He yanked his Levi's off and his enlarging cock swung out, long and dark, the swelling head gleaming pinkly in the shadows of the room.
"You mustn't!" she squealed, and turned her back toward him. But she also unfastened her, shorts and stripped them off, together with her panties. When she turned back around to face hi she was as naked as he.
"Jesus Christ!" he exclaimed, running his eyes down the slim waist to the wide-flared hips and full thighs. Then his eyes focused on the golden fleece of her mound. "Come here, woman!"
Coyly she minced toward him, then allowed him to wrap his arms about her waist and drag her down to the bed with him. He stretched out beside her, braced on one elbow, and his other hand started a swift survey of her supine body, from tits to cunt. He ran his fingers through the silky mat of hair, luxuriating in the erotic delight, then trailed his middle finger lightly along the slit of her pussylips.
"Ohhhhhh honey!" she wailed. "What are you doing to me?"
He slipped the tip of his finger into the slot, feeling the moisture already collecting in the narrow ravine. Sliding his finger upward toward the apex of the lips, he traced the tip over her clit, finding the erect little protuberance quite easily.
Sue Robin shuddered from the quivers of ecstasy shooting out from her love-center and spreading all through her body. This guy knew which buttons to press, all right. She squirmed and thrust her cunt lightly against his finger, and in a moment she felt it sliding right into the channel, now well lubricated with cunt juice.
"Mmmmmmmmmm! Aaaaaaaaaaaaaah!" she moaned, riding her hips forward against the palm of his hand cupped over her mound while his finger played about inside her cunt. She clamped down with her love-muscles, milking lightly on his finger.
"Jesus!" he barked. The bitch had a snapper pussy. He'd had only a few well-educated pussies doing to him what she was doing now. His cock came on up to full erection, throbbing with anticipation of getting the same treatment his finger was getting.
He rolled over her and thrust his knee between her legs, forcing them apart.
Looks like no more preliminaries, Sue Robin thought, but it doesn't matter. I'm hot enough to start burning him up. She let him shove her thighs apart and crawl between them, his gristly cock thumping and poking like an awkward puppy's nose. When he had guided his cockhead to the mouth of her cunt, she drew her feet up along the sheet, flexing her legs so she would have plenty of leverage.
With his cockhead accurately planted on target, Shawnee lunged forward with his hips, expecting to ram the full length of his tool into her slippery canal. But Sue Robin clamped down hard with her pussy muscles and twisted her hips, stopping the rampaging cock when it was only half in.
"You're hurting me!" she screamed in simulated pain. "Don't hurt me, honey! You're so big! I didn't know they made 'em that big."
"I guess I was a little rough, babe," he grunted, delighted by her reaction. Big woman doesn't necessarily mean a big cunt, he reminded himself. He backed off a couple of inches and began a slow fucking with only the embedded part of his shaft. "A hhh, honey, that feels marvelous!" she sighed, and nibbled at his earlobe. "I don't know why you got me so hot and excited. But I want you sooooooo!" And she shoved her hips upward to capture another two inches of his sliding cock. Her strong legs, braced firmly against the bed, sent her cushiony ass upward to match his riding rhythm, and in a few moments she could tell he was getting overexcited.
"Slow it down a little, babe," he panted, unwilling to blow his load just yet.
But Sue Robin smiled to herself and increased the length of her thrusts so that her grasping pussy swallowed the entire length of his cock on each stroke. Working her love-muscles expertly, she milked down on the swollen rod each time she backed off, and short moments later he began gasping.
"Oh shit! I'm coming already!" he wheezed. His ass bobbed up and down faster as his balls throbbed and he felt the first charge building up. "Now! Now! Now!" he grunted as the first salvo shot through his shaft and exploded deep in her hot cunt passage. His body spasmed again, and she wrapped her arms about his back to hold him close on her jouncing boobs, absorbing the shock of his quivers.
It was quickly over and he rolled off her and onto his back, panting and sweating.
"Oh, honey, do you always do your thing so fast?" she asked solicitously, leaning over him so her long blonde hair fell partly across his face.
He looked up at her, half-angry, half-embarrassed. "I slipped a gear that time, babe. It'll be longer next lime."
She faked a smile of surprised delight. "Do you mean that you can do it again, Shawnee?"
His wounded ego healed quickly. "Sure, Bonnie Jo. That was just a warm-up. Give me a few minutes. Say, fix us a drink, will you?" His voice had lost much of its domineering sharpness.
Sue Robin hurried into the bathroom and quickly cleaned herself, then went back out to the improvised bar and made two more Bloody Marys.
"Take a shower, Shawnee honey," she suggested. "It'll make you feel spry again." She smiled lewdly at him and winked.
"Right on, babe." He took his drink and went into the bathroom.
She heard the shower turn on, and she smiled. Sue Robin, she told herself, you really ought to go into acting. She was really getting a charge out of leading the fake rock singer on, and she was also getting some sexy thrills, too. He wasn't really that bad; she was just rushing him along faster than he could handle things. She lay back on the bed and sipped her drink.
"Say, Bonnie Jo, where'd you learn that trick?" he asked when he came back into the bedroom.
"What trick, Shawnee?" she asked, wide-eyed.
"You know, that snapping cunt deal."
"Why I don't really know what you're talking about, honey. I just did what came naturally. You led me on." Oh-oh, she thought, I blew it that time. He won't swallow that one.
But he did, so convinced he was that her slow speech indicated a slow-functioning mentality. He nodded, satisfied, and nursed his drink.
"Want me to put on another one of your tapes, Shawnee?"
"Yeah. Yeah. That'll be great," he said without a lot of enthusiasm.
She selected one with a particularly gutsy beat, and plugged it in. When it started, she stood beside the bed facing him and did a bump-and-grind routine, her hands clasped behind her head. Her posture thrust her tits up at a provocative angle and their swaying matched in miniature the swiveling of her sinuous hips.
"That's one of the things I imagine when I hear your music," she grinned at him and rolled her eyes. "It just gets me so hot and bothered." She closed her eyes and sucked in her breath, while her golden cunt bush flipped toward him in rhythmic jerks.
He closed his eyes and sighed. Christ, what a bundle of sex! He opened his eyes again and watched her lascivious dance, and his weary cock began to throb and swell once more.
Sue Robin opened her eyes and saw the stirring brown flesh-pole. "Oooooooh!" she squealed. "He's getting so biiiiiiig again! Can I touch him, Shawnee?"
"Be my guest," he invited her grandly.
Sue Robin sat on the side of the bed and leaned forward, stretching her hand out timorously to barely touch her fingertip to the growing cockhead. "Ooooooooh!" she squealed again, snatching her finger away, only to reach out for his peter again.
After several faltering starts, she finally squeezed the turgid shaft in her hand, and lightly pumped it up and down a few licks.
"That thing sure does a fine job of making a girl feel good," she said, leaning still closer to look at it better. Her hair trailed across his thighs and swirled around the flaring head of his cock.
"Take it in your mouth!" he ordered, fully aroused again.
"I couldn't do that!" she protested.
"Sure you can. You'll like it. Go ahead." He placed his hand on the back of her head, but he didn't shove down hard.
Slowly she lowered her head until she could reach the tip with her tongue. She still grasped it in her hand, and her hand stroked up and down slowly. She stuck out her tongue and flicked the tip once, squeezing his dong at the same time.
He winced and gasped. Damn! This was a dumb bunny, but she sure had all the right instincts, he resolved. She could do better with her hand than some broads could with their cunts.
Her tongue flicked out once more and laved across the entire head, leaving a film of saliva.
"Just like a lollipop," she said, raising up and looking at him, delight shining in her wide eyes.
"Just like a lollipop," he agreed.
She leaned down again, her tongue far out and wrapping around the head of the captive dick. Sliding her hand lower down the shaft, she followed with her tongue, licking it thoroughly all around, top and bottom, until finally she was lapping at his balls. His legs spread as wide as they would go and he lay back on the pillows, sighing and groaning with rapture.
Gently she lifted one of his balls and took it into her big warm mouth, then closed her lips over it while she washed the sphere with her wet tongue.
"Oh, Christ!" he moaned, squirming like a passionate snake. This chick sure had an imagination. Pete will never believe this story.
She replaced the ball with the other and gave it the steaming mouth treatment, too. By now his cock was distended to its fullest extent, and throbbing excitedly. Sliding her face upward along the tense shaft, she brought her soft lips across the head, licking all the while. Then slithering her fingers down to grasp his balls, she opened her lips wide and took in the satiny cockhead, right past the flange. She sucked on it lightly, bobbing her head and caressing his balls.
"Baby! Baby!" Shawnee moaned in a delirium of passion. "You sure can give head!" His taut asscheeks writhed uncontrollably from the sensation of her wet tongue licking all over his captured cockhead.
Gradually Sue Robin worked downward, taking in more and more of the shaft on her slow strokes. Never for a second did she slack off her manipulation of his balls, either. This Yankee bastard was going to be one drained fucker when she finished with him. Her lips writhed and nibbled as she progressed toward the base of his cock.
The image of petite Helen came into her mind, with her short, black hair at Jack's groin while his cock slid through her lips and down her throat. Well, now she knew how to do that trick, too.
The knobby head bumped the back of her mouth and slid along the soft palate. Backing off, she took several good breaths and went down again, easing the rubbery head into the constriction of her throat. Relax, kid, she told herself. Just relax. You're Sue Robin, the lady sword-swallower. Just ease into it. The tension went out of her throat and she felt the thick rod sliding through the yielding walls. Suddenly she was lapping the base of his cock with her lips, and her mouth was fringed with his pubic hair.
"Oh Christ! Oh shit! Goddamn, woman, that's good! Too much! Oh, too much!" She heard the spluttering and exclaiming as if through a shower curtain with the shower running. For a few seconds she rippled her throat muscles, fucking him in the tight grip while his ass jerked even more as if he were trying to drive more of his cock down her throat. But she had it all, and it wasn't difficult at all. I'll have to teach that one to Mary Beth, she reflected briefly. Then she slid back up and off the painfully throbbing dong.
Shawnee was still gasping and muttering, his arms flailing against the bed. Sue Robin grinned wickedly. I'll finish the son-of-a-bitch now, she decided. He'll wish he'd never heard of the South before I finish with his poor ol' ass.
She slid her hands under his asscheeks, got a firm grip, then went down on his cock again, not to deep-throat him, but to suck him off as quickly as possible. In the tormented condition it was in, his cock was ready to explode. Bobbing her head up and down with woodpecker rapidity, she soon felt the familiar throbs. Sliding one hand into the crack of his ass, she waited until his first charge came pulsing through his shaft. Then she jammed her finger into his asshole.
"Jesus Christ!" he yelped, his ass flipping up off the bed. "What the hell are you doing, woman?" But he was in the middle now, shooting his load into her sucking mouth and unable to do anything but spasm helplessly while she drained him relentlessly.
Even after the last feeble spurt had passed through his inflamed cockhead, she kept sucking and licking while Shawnee twitched and moaned, as weak as a baby. "Please! Please!" he implored, tugging at her hair.
Finally she released him and sat up to look down at him. She smiled and licked her lips like a contented cat. "Yummy, honey, you sure do taste good!" she exclaimed.
"Yeah," he grunted, half-unconscious. "Right on, kid."
"Would you like a drink?"
Sue Robin got up and freshened their drinks. When she got back, Shawnee was flattened out like a punctured inner-tube, his eyes closed and his lips parted, and she could tell he was just on the brink of sleep.
"Here, honey!" she called cheerfully. "Here's your drink."
He groaned and rolled over, then pushed himself up on one elbow.
"I must say," she exclaimed, "you're one real man!"
"Yeah." He mustered a pallid smile and tried to tense his stomach muscles. "Yeah, kid, you're right." He gulped his drink thirstily. The vodka jolted him enough that he could sit up on the bed, cross legged.
Sue Robin seated herself close in front of him, also crosslegged, her golden cunt aimed right at him. Beaming happily, she jiggled her tits and stretched one arm high to raise her blonde hair and let it flutter down about her face and shoulders. She saw the dark eyes flash instinctively, but a quick glance at his limp cock showed that it hadn't shared the reaction.
"You must've made love to thousands of beautiful women, Shawnee," she said. "How do I stack up with all those others?"
He grinned and began to come alive. "You broads are all alike," he said. "You want to be the greatest lay in the world."
"I guess you're right," she said. "But how was I? Good?"
"You're good, baby. Real good."
She sighed happily and reached between his crossed legs to tweak his flaccid dong. "That's a real pretty dingus, but he looks plumb tuckered out right now."
"He'll be up and around," Shawnee boasted. He took another long swig of his drink.
She slid closer and wrapped her long slim fingers about the soft flesh. Her fingers pressed cunningly and persuasively, and after a while she detected a faint throb on the lower side, down near his dangling balls. She went on under to fondle the drained nuts, her pressure light and sensual.
He licked his lips and his eyes focused more clearly on the big swinging boobs just in front of him. He reached out and squeezed one of them tentatively, then with more ardor as the velvet skinned globes excited him once more.
Prettiest damn boobs I've ever seen, he thought, getting more heart into his caresses. Like molded vanilla ice-cream mounds topped with cherries. He kneaded one of the nipples until it was as large as the end of his forefinger.
Sue Robin sucked in her breath as her own passion rekindled. Yeah, she mused, this was a game she was sure to win, but she was enjoying the play. Her fondling hand went from his balls back to his cock, now attempting to expand. She slid the skin down on the shaft as far as it would go, thrusting the head forward to where she could hook her fingernails under the spreading flange. Very lightly she scratched the sensitive rim and beneath it with her manicured nails, and immediately the languid peter began to stir. Very slowly, but it was rising.
"Let me," she said, pushing him back on the bed and taking the glass from his hand. She put the drinks on the floor, then straddled his hips, facing him. Rising high on her knees, she seized his growing hard-on and sank back down to where she could stroke the head the full length of her pussy slit, from asshole to clit. She was still wet from before, and in no time she had his cockhead well lubricated.
He had stopped groaning with weariness, and his moans took on a different tone as his battered cockhead began to respond to the wet stimulation of her puffy cuntlips.
"My, Shawnee, he's getting bigger than ever," she sighed gustily. It was a lie, but she wanted to give him all the power possible for his ego-trip. "I don't even know if it'll go in me this time or not."
She sank down slowly, easing the bluntly tapered head through her outer lips and into the tight clasp of her pussy entrance. She looked at him, and she was sure he was looking somewhat pale beneath his swarthy complexion. His eyes were closed, and a pleased smile curved his thin lips. You conceited bastard, she thought gleefully, I'm gonna screw you half to death.
When the head was well seated inside her, she began to ride up and down on it in short gentle strokes.
"Ah! Oh! Wow!" Shawnee grunted and sighed. "Cool, baby, real cool." He tried to wiggle his ass to accommodate her riding rhythm, but the effort was too much for his weakened body, and he relaxed, letting her run the show.
Sue Robin rode the hard pole in an erect posture as if she were posting on a spirited saddle horse, her strong thighs easily absorbing the strain. His dick was hard enough now that she could enjoy it, and she subtly swiveled her buttocks so that her pussy applied a wringing motion to the entrapped tool. Her elastic channel kept a snug squeeze on him, while the overflowing lubrication easily let his full length slide into her.
She slowed her pace to practically sit on his belly and do a coffee-grinder routine with her buttocks.
"Do – you – like – that – honey?" she panted. She was really enjoying it now, no longer acting. Hell, she thought, a woman can fake it only so long. "Ahhhhhhhh!" she gasped. That one really slipped up on her, an unintended thrill that shook her from asshole to tonsils. I'd better bring him off before I lose control, she thought, and began riding him again.
"Jeeeeeeeeez!" a long sigh escaped his slack lips and his ass quivered.
Here we go, Sue Robin told herself. Ride'm, cowboy! Faster and faster she sprang up and down, squeezing him on the upstroke and churning her ass on the bottom.
"Hunh! Hunh! Hunh!" he grunted under the impact as she bounced on his belly.
Up! Down! Up! Down! Her sopping cunt sloshed like an old-fashioned butter chum with the in-and-out pistoning of his battered cock.
"Ooooooooooooooh!" she started to wail with the first shivering spasms of orgasm. Hang in there, Sue Robin, she told herself, clenching her teeth tightly. Bring this sonuvabitch off. Fast! Faster and faster she went as the joyful throbs quivered through her loins. "Ah! Ah! Ah!"
The grunts and groans were as much Shawnee's as hers as they both flipped almost hysterically.
"Aw, shiiiiiiiiit!" he groaned, his body convulsing under the plunging woman, sending his charges of sperm into her body. He felt beat, detached from his frame which went on jerking uncontrollably, even after he was drained for the third time. It ain't so, someone seemed to be muttering in his brain. That hungry lusty woman just wasn't for real. He wanted to drift away.
"I'm – coming – again! Ahhhhhhhhhh!" Her thighs flexed tirelessly as she kept on sliding up and down the slippery dong. Her hands plowed frantically through her flying hair as she whipped her head from side to side and arched backward like an acrobat.
"Fuck me, man! Fuck me!" Just as she was about to come again, she felt his cock collapse like a piece of rope, and a hoarse groan escaped his lips.
Steady, girl, she told herself. Keep cool. Cool, hell! She was still vibrating all over with the electric excitement of her climax; she wanted more.
The shrunken peter slipped out of her cunt. In spite of her frustration, Sue Robin looked down at the tiny wet thing and giggled. Too much. The mighty Shawnee fucked to a fare-thee-well. Not Shawnee; an imposter who had traded on the similarity of his looks to those of the rock singer.
She clasped her hand under her left breast, feeling her heart pounding through the resilient cushion of flesh. Gradually her panting subsided and she slipped off the spent body beneath her.
"Asleep!" she murmured, peering closely at his closed eyes. He had actually passed out. Three times and out. Oh no, buddy-boy. You're gonna get it one more time. Dumb Rebel broads, hey?
She got off the bed and went into the bathroom for a refreshing shower. When she came out, cooler and relaxed, she brought a damp washcloth. Shawnee never stirred as she sponged off his juice-smeared cock and wiped around his hairy balls. For a fleeting moment she felt sorry for the man, whoever he really was. But only for a moment.
She stretched out on the bed beside him, not quite touching him, and closed her eyes for a light nap. She'd got hers, not quite as much as she wanted, but good.
She slept lightly for no more than fifteen minutes, then awoke, lying on her side with her ass curved into the man sleeping behind her. She turned her head without moving her body and looked at him. Still out like a light. She smiled maliciously. One more time, then she'd leave him alone.
Almost on cue he rolled in his sleep, facing her back, spoon-fashion. Great, she thought. She snuggled her buttocks back into his groin. That always turned Buz on, she knew, and undoubtedly it worked for most men. Even asleep, he'd feel the sensual heat.
For perhaps five minutes she lay still, her back against his stomach and her warm asscheeks pressed into his belly and thighs then his deep breathing changed, and she felt a quickening of his thigh muscles. Slowly she slid her hand between them and felt for his cock. Yes, sure enough, it was thickening slowly, not really hardening yet, but coming to life.
He's a pretty good stud, she admitted to herself. If he hadn't come on with his insulting line about dumb Rebels, she'd have enjoyed spending a night with him and really doing it right. But this was civil war, and he was in for it.
Slowly she massaged his sleepy cock, at the same time twisting sinuously about in the bed until she was in a sixty-nine position with both of them lying comfortably on their sides. Her head pressed into his thighs as she reached for his cockhead with her lips and tongue.
Not even a dead man could remain quiet with all the things happening to him that she was doing to Shawnee. His eyes fluttered open, to stare right at a furry mass of gold, not six inches from his nose. He also felt an involuntary quiver around his asshole; something was tugging at his cock, something wet and hot and softly snug. Jesus Christ! He came fully awake. That blonde bitch was sucking him!
He tried to move, but discovered that he was so weak he could barely wiggle. Also, he was pretty well blocked in. Her wide hips loomed before his face, and her strong arm was about his ass, holding him to her while she continued lapping and sucking on his cock. And yes – by God! – he was actually getting another hard-on. Pride and dismay conflicted within him. Didn't this broad ever get enough?
But cunt was cunt, and the one right before him was lovely, a big beautiful mound of golden fur, with a pink juicy slit showing down the middle. As he watched, the upper thigh, a shapely suntanned pillar of woman flesh raised, spreading the outer lips of the furry pussy. He leaned forward and lapped the slot with his tongue. A responsive quiver vibrated through the spread thighs.
Now's the time, Sue Robin decided. The gloves were off for this round. For all the womanly curves of her large body, she was as strong as most men of her size. And Shawnee was one pussy-whipped man! With a powerful but not ungentle roll of her body, she came up on top of Shawnee, his cock still held firmly in her mouth and her pussy pressing lightly against his face. He couldn't move if he wanted to.
Reluctantly his cock stiffened and swelled to almost a full hard-on, one strong enough for Sue Robin to practice every trick she knew with her fingers and teeth and lips and tongue. With her warm juicy pussy nearly smothering him, he had no option but to probe and lap with his tongue. In spite of his weakness, he began to enjoy the double sensation, and he plunged his tongue into her narrow inner lips as far as he could.
A muffled squalling sounded from the other end of the bed as Sue Robin reacted to the new energy playing in her excited cunt. She had his entire cock in her mouth, but it was still not fully erect, so she didn't have to deep-throat it like before. But it was still growing, and her ecstatic wails and shrieks vibrated against it, stimulating it even more. When the head swelled and bumped deep in her throat, she backed off and began sliding her mouth up and down, fucking him with gradually accelerating speed. The motion made her body move a little, enough to jiggle her cunt over Shawnee's mouth and tongue.
Her head bobbed up and down faster until it seemed her neck was made of spring steel, strong and tireless. Her saliva mixed with the juice oozing from the tip of his distended cockhead, lubricating her soft, sucking lips. She slid one hand under his slim asscheek and upward to fondle his balls, and in a few more minutes she felt the throbs coming on.
"Jesus Christ, woman!" Shawnee tried to shout, but the soft fur-fringed lips smothered his outcry, and smeared his face with her love-juice. Feebly he raised his hands and tried to push the balloon cheeked ass away, but he was too weak – or she was too strong. His hands flailed without force against the smooth rounded curves while her slippery cuntlips furrowed back and forth over his mouth.
Again he tried to shout: "I'm coming! Goddammit, I'm coming!" Hazily he felt his loins jerking away, shooting out his fourth load into the powerfully sucking lips that seemed to be swallowing him, cock, balls and all. The steaming pussy sliding above him slowly came to a halt and raised off him. His senses reeled, and he heard his own blood pounding in his temples and ears. He'd never been so drained in his life. What the hell had happened?
Sue Robin climbed off the bed, smiling triumphantly. Casually she pulled on her few clothes, then stood over the semiconscious man lying helplessly on the bed.
"You prick!" she said pleasantly. "You silly little two bit phony. Nobody believes you're Shawnee Harrigan. Furthermore, you're a lousy fuck. Before you come South again, sonny boy, grow some balls. Rebel chicks like real men in the sack."
She strolled out of the room, leaving the dazed man wondering what had hit him.



CHAPTER NINE


Bobby Lee Forsythe pulled into Sasser's Cove and stopped at the hotel for a quick drink before continuing home. He'd stayed in Atlanta for several extra days like Sis had told him to, but he'd been unable to reach her by phone for a week now.
"Bourbon on the rocks," he told the bartender, and when the man placed the glass before him, he took it and went to the phone booth past the end of the bar.
The phone was picked up at the other end of the line.
"Sis? Hey, what's going on? How about coming up here to Sasser's Cove and filling me in. No, no, I haven't been home yet. I'm just coming from Atlanta. What? Go on home first? What's going on, Sis? Okay. Okay. But give me a call later at my house. Right? G'bye."
The tall husky young man finished his drink and went back out. What the hell was Sue Robin up to? Why should he check in at his own place? Nothing to look forward to tonight. Beautiful, ice-cold Mary Beth and her frozen body.
Grumbling to himself he drove to Maxwell. When he wheeled into his driveway, he thought at first all the lights were out. Maybe Mary Beth wasn't at home. The thought didn't exactly displease him. It would be great to make it with Sis again. He got out of the car and went in.
Mary Beth was seated in a deep easy-chair, manicuring her fingernails. The floor lamp illuminating her was the only light in the spacious living room.
"Honey!" She sprang up and ran to him, raising her arms as she came.
"Hello, sweetheart," he said, feeling the old surge of desire in spite of the knowledge that it would come to nothing. Her arms were about his neck and she was murmuring against his throat. Then she was kissing him, her soft wide lips moving sensually over his mouth while her hands played at his neck and hr his hair. His cock twitched hopefully.
"Oh, I'm so glad to see you again, darling." She covered his mouth again and the tip of her tongue flicked briefly at his lips.
Damn! he thought. What's happening? Then he became aware of what his hands had already discovered. He'd noticed when he came in and she ran to him that she was wearing the cute little shortie housecoat that someone had given her as a wedding gift. Now he realized that she didn't have on a bra underneath the housecoat. In fact, it felt like she didn't have on anything.
I don't believe it, he told himself. People don't do a switch just like that. Still, he recalled the sultry look and all the sexy gestures Mary Beth had always used ever since he'd known her. When she turned out to be so frigid, he couldn't believe that, either.
Women! He shrugged, but the soft arms about his neck held him tight, and he quit wondering.
Finally she pulled away, breathing fast, and looked up at him with a happy smile on her lips.
"Have you had supper yet, honey?"
"Yeah. I ate on the road. What time is it, anyway?"
"It's after nine. I tell you what, you go into the kitchen and make you a tall mint julep – and a small one for me. I'm going into the bedroom for a shower before bed. Come on in after a while." She gave him a long, inviting look and tipped her tongue across her lips. "Later," she breathed, and turned away.
Afraid to get his hopes up, Bobby Lee went into the kitchen and got out a jug of the family bourbon and set to work creating a mint julep. Halfway through his task, he stopped suddenly, a puzzled look on his face. And a small one for me, she'd said. Now what the hell? Mary Beth had never been known to do more than take a sip of a Tom Collins or some other weak-kneed drink. He shook his head and got down another glass, but a tall one, not a short one. Maybe a stiff jolt of real likker would – thaw her out.
He sat on a tall stool in the kitchen and sipped his drink. There was no need to rush. Mary Beth was slow in the bathroom, and he had no idea how long she'd be in there. Probably putting on a set of armor-plated pajamas or something, he thought bitterly. He nursed his drink and recalled fondly the redhead he'd connected with in Atlanta.
After a while he glanced at the wall clock and saw that he had been moping over his drink for twenty minutes or more. Quickly he topped off his drink from the jug and added a touch to Mary Beth's. Then he went down the short hall to the big master bedroom.
He nearly dropped the chilled glasses in his hands. Tall white candles flickered in silver candlesticks on the vanity table, reflected in the immense mirror that covered much of the wall on that side. But the candles were not what got him.
Mary Beth was lying like a voluptuous cat in the middle of the king-size bed, propped on several pillows. She wasn't wearing pajamas, armor-plated or any other kind. She was wearing a fingertip nightie of black nylon, though it was hard to tell the color for it was so sheer.
"Wow!" he exclaimed. "I like that, honey!"
Her smile was even more warm and inviting. "What kept you so long?" Her voice had a throaty quality he'd never noticed before.
He hurried to the bed and handed her a drink, noticing as he bent toward her that even in the weak light of the candles he could see her purple-grape nipples plainly, thrusting against the gossamer fabric. His eyes dropped to her hips, but by chance or by skillful distribution of her succulent body, a fold of the garment covered her loins, and he couldn't tell if she had on panties or not.
She took the drink and said, "Why don't you get comfy, Bobby Lee? You look all hot and stuffy in those clothes."
He had had enough of the powerful moonshine drink before coming into the bedroom that he no longer hesitated, debating whether this was for real or not. Likker and sex. She had screamed against them on their wedding night. Right now she seemed to experience no objections, for her lips were puckering at the rim of her glass and she was sipping it with gusto.
He set his glass on the bedside table and went to his dresser and started taking off his shirt. Then his shoes and socks. He glanced at her once, but the soft smile only encouraged him and he jerked off his trousers. Wearing just his undershorts he went back to the bed.
Lazily, Mary Beth leaned across the pillows and set her glass on the table beside him, then held up her arms. "Did you miss me, honey?"
He practically threw himself on her and again her soft lips practiced their caressing movements across his while her arms played up and down his bare shoulders and back. He felt his cock shoving frantically against the restraint of his shorts as it tried to rise. Tentatively he slid one hand downward and cupped it over her spongy tit, holding it still for a moment to test her reaction.
Her only response was a little sigh, and again the tip of her tongue probed at his lips. He squeezed down on the exciting flesh, feeling the hardened nipple pressing into his palm. His cock throbbed in its cramped position.
"Can we have another swallow of your delicious drink, lover?" she said huskily.
"Hunh? Oh, yeah. Yeah." He braced himself up and rolled to the side of the bed and reached for the drinks, embarrassed by his bulging shorts. He tried to squirm about so the bulge wouldn't show, but he only succeeded in letting the rampaging pole slip through the opening in the front of his shorts. It reared up majestically, big-headed and lusty.
"My!" Mary Beth exclaimed, a thrill of excitement making her voice quaver. "You look all hot and bothered, Bobby Lee!"
The drink had bolstered his courage. "You bet your sweet ass I am," he growled. He tipped his glass and took another long swallow, then set the glass back on the table. His greenish-blue eyes gleamed hotly in the subdued lights. He laid his hand on her thigh and slid it upward until he rippled under the hem of the nightie. Now he could see she had on nothing under it. His hand glided on up over the swell of her hip, then around to caress the curve of her asscheek.
"Honey, you'll make me spill my drink if you're not careful," she said softly. There was no bitchiness, no puritanical waspishness in her warning. In fact, it was the old come-hither personality of Mary Beth, magnified infinitely.
He slid his hand on around the big curve and trailed his fingers down the valley separating the two mounds, on down until he touched the lower fringe of her cunt bush. "Oh, honey," she breathed. "You'd better put this drink on the table. I'm afraid I'll drop it."
Impatiently he grabbed the glass from her hand and shoved it toward the table, and for a fleeting moment Mary Beth felt a touch of panic, the same as when he had plunged into her unready body before.
"Please, Bobby Lee," she pleaded, "go easy with me."
He remembered that she had been cherry, after all, no matter how passionate she had looked – and looked right now.
"Sure sweetheart," he said, instead of going for her pussy again, he put his arms about her and kissed her, enjoying the growing ardor of her lips and the exciting strangeness of her tongue practicing its art on him. In seconds she was back at the same pitch, panting and eager, her warm breath brushing quickly across his cheeks as they continued to kiss.
When her arms again roamed up and down his back, he started his own caresses of her body, more slowly this time. With part of his mind he wondered vaguely if Aunt Clarinda had put a hex on his wife, some kind of voodoo love charm. He had known all the stories about the little old witch from childhood.
"Oh, lover!" Mary Beth sighed in his ear. "I want you so much!"
The wispy nightie was more exciting than if she had been completely naked. His hands slipped over it and under it, though by now it was well above her ripe hips, baring their broad splendor to his eyes as well as his hands. He leaned down and kissed the outside of her plump thigh, then brushed his lips on up, over the swell of her hip, and inward across her belly.
"Honey! Honey! Honey!" she gasped, fingering his reddish-blond hair and twisting her body slowly as her pulse quickened with desire.
He was right against the triangular thicket of black hair. He sniffed. Perfume, by God! Mary Beth was really trying, he realized. Just go slow, Bobby Lee, he warned himself. This is too good to foul up. Easy, ol' boy. He ran his lips over the fragrant cluster of fur, and her thighs slowly drew apart, exposing the warm inner sides.
Gliding around her bushy mound, he tongued and nipped at the sensitive skin of her inner thighs while she writhed and moaned and continued to stroke his head. His cock was as hard as steel and impatiently throbbing to bury itself in her hot cunt, but he was enjoying this, too. He tongued higher toward the apex of her thighs, feeling the heat of her tender flesh on his face.
"Bobby Lee!" she cried softly. "Oh, honey, honey, honey!" Her urgent fingers in his hair told him that he was hitting the right spots.
He put his hand on her knee and slowly spread her thighs even farther apart until her pussy was exposed through its furry coat, the pink slit already glistening with dewy juice.
Thrusting out his tongue, he tipped it against the plump lips. Up and down he laved, while her moans grew louder and her body quivered. He touched her clit, rising like a miniature cock under its hood of hair-fringed flesh, and her hips jerked up and down, shoving her mound at a higher angle for him to work under.
"Bobby Lee!" Her cry was almost a shriek, but he hardly heard it, so engrossed was he in exploring her fascinating pussy, still practically virginal, yet so ripe and luscious and ready for all kinds of love. He slid one hand under her asscheek, gripping it like a basketball, and pressed upward to open her slot even more to his eager lips and tongue.
He closed his lips and sucked on her clit lightly, and her shrieks echoed through the room as she went into a quick orgasm, her hips bouncing up and down and her upper body writhing frantically Bobby Lee paused, a little frightened, but highly excited by her violent reaction. He had never heard a woman carry on so when she got her cookies. Good thing they had no close neighbors; they'd think he was beating hell out of his wife. He let her cool down a little, and her sharp cries softened to moans of delight.
"Hell, honey, I'd better get out of these shorts," he said, sitting up and peeling off his undershorts.
The lovely brunette lay back against the pillows, smiling, panting, her liquid brown eyes watching her muscular husband as he finished stripping. He had a powerful body, and the thick pillar of knob-headed flesh rising up from his loins was in proportion to the rest of him. Certainly it was bigger than ol' Shawnee's. She shuddered deliciously, anticipating the huge thing going into her anxious pussy.
"Oh, Bobby Lee, that thing's so big!" she wailed, pushed up on one elbow and staring at it.
He grinned and sat on the bed with his hip right against her head. "Play with it, honey," he urged. "You'll like it."
Fearfully she reached over and patted the strawberry-pink head.
"That's nice," Bobby Lee sighed, and leaned back down beside her, his face against her hips where he could resume eating her pussy.
Mary Beth looked at the vein-streaked shaft and the huge flaring head, and thought of how Shawnee's dick had felt in her mouth. Leaning forward, she wrapped her fingers around the cock and brushed her lips quickly across the tightly stretched, satiny skin of the head.
"That's great, sweetheart," Bobby Lee sighed, and went for her pussy again.
She eased her thighs apart and he shoved in between until his mouth was right against the juicy slit again. Just as he flicked his tongue against the snug, rubbery-lipped entrance to her cunt passage, she took his cockhead inside her mouth, and they shuddered simultaneously in a paroxysm of delight.
Great God! he wondered. What's happened? Mary Beth was turning out to be just as hot as she'd always seemed to be. But, he told himself, don't question good luck. He stabbed his tongue into her cunt hole again, and felt her thighs tighten and quiver against his cheeks.
"Bobby Lee!" she screamed, jerking her mouth off his cock. "You're going to drive me out of my mind, honey!" But her next yelp was muffled by his bulbous cockhead which she had stuffed back inside her warm mouth. Imitating his tongue exploring all over and inside her pussy, she began to lap his cockhead with her tongue, then pulled off to go up and down the shaft, lipping and tonguing the entire swollen length of the pulsing tool. Her stifled moans and yelps vibrated against the sensitive rod, shooting ripples of ecstasy through the overjoyed husband.
I wonder if she'll take the load in her mouth? he wondered, probing her clit with his tongue tip. Better take it easy. There'll be other times. He pulled his head from between her thighs and sat up, with her mouth still clinging to his stiff cock. "Let's take off that sexy nightie, honey," he said.
Reluctantly she turned him loose and lifted the nylon garment over her head. As she flung it to the floor, he seized her tits, one in each hand, and pressed her back against the pillows again. Impulsively he shoved his face between the cushiony hills and pressed them inward against his cheeks. More perfume! She had put a touch between her breasts, an enticing musky odor that made him dizzy for a moment.
"Honey, I can't wait any longer," he groaned, spreading her legs with his knees and crawling between them. He had to shove his aching prong into that juicy slit or he'd go crazy.
She shifted her hips to accommodate him and her arms went about his neck and shoulders as his cockhead probed impatiently for her cunt entrance.
"Easy, lover!" she pleaded passionately. "Easy!" But her tone sounded more like, "Plunge it in me! Drive it through me! Now! Now!"
He forced himself to ease the head in slowly, passing inside the inner lips that were so tight they seemed to snap shut behind the wide flange of his cockhead as it slid through. He paused for a few seconds after he was securely inside, letting them both get accustomed to the warm feeling. Wonder if she's got snapper muscles in her pussy? he wondered. Like Sis? But that could come later. Right now, he enjoyed the thrill of her tight pussy and her voluptuous body shivering excitedly beneath him.
Her fingernails raked lightly along his back and her hips quivered.
"Oh, Bobby Lee, it's so good, honey, so gooooooooood!" she wailed. "I love you, love you, want you! Oh, push it in me, lover! Deeper! Deeper!" She squirmed her hips upward, trying to swallow more of his rigid pole inside her cunt.
Waiting no longer, he eased forward, stretching the velvety folds of her cunt passage with his cockhead until he felt as if he were trying to rum it through a small garden hose.
"Lordy! Lordy! Bobby Lee! Bobby Leeeeeeeeee!" she screeched, and began gnawing on his earlobe so fiercely he was scared momentarily. "Honey! I'm coming! I'm coming! Oh! Oh! Ohhhhhhhhhh!" Her scream rose higher and higher, then broke into a series of loud gasps as her body heaved and pitched beneath him.
Damn! he thought, relaxing. Hot as a firecracker. She gets her cookies faster than anybody I've ever screwed. Hell, he wasn't even all the way in yet. But it was great. Don't knock it, he told himself.
"Is it good, sweetheart?" he asked her, raising his head and looking into her huge eyes, wet with tears of joy.
"Oh, yes, yes, yes!" she babbled, her melon tits quivering with the lingering tremors of ecstasy. "I love you so much, honey. I want to do this with you forever."
"You will, baby, you will," he growled happily. He bent his head down and captured one of her nipples in his mouth. Then he rolled partly on his side, carrying her with him.
Instinctively she raised her legs and locked them high about his waist, to hold him snugly while he sucked on her nipples. Her hand scrabbled nervously about his neck and through his hair and her breath came in long shudders. That damn Shawnee hadn't done this to her, she recalled. Her man was the greatest. Then she realized that she'd come twice and he still hadn't got his. She smiled to herself; she hadn't given the poor guy a chance. Slowly she began to hunch her pussy up at him, sliding the remainder of his shaft into her clasping cunt, then riding off it a few inches. She'd give him a real good screwing, she resolved.
"Your time, honey," she whispered, tickling inside his ear with her forefinger.
He rolled again, firmly atop her this time, and bracing his knees and elbows, he started thrusting into her with long slow drives that slapped his balls against her asshole on each downstroke. She dropped her legs from about his waist and braced her drawn-up heels against the bed to give her leverage. Still clasping his hips with her thighs, she commenced shoving upward to meet his thrusts, sinking his randy cock even farther inside her willing pussy.
"Ahhhhhh, honey," she sighed, "you must be the greatest lover in the world. Ahhhhh! Ahhhhh! Ahhhhh!" The well-lubricated pole continued driving relentlessly, choking her with rapture while tears continued to flow from her wide-open eyes. "Lover! Lover! Lover!" she moaned in rhythm with his thrusts. It was too much for him, this juicy creature who seemed to have been transformed into sex incarnate. He felt the first tremors in his balls and under the base of his cock, and he knew he was ready to blast off.
"I'm gonna come, baby," he grunted, speeding up his drives.
"Oh, do! Do! Do! Do!" she babbled, speeding up to stay with him. She felt her own climax approaching, too, but she wanted to make sure he got his this time.
"Now!" he shouted, lunging fiercely at her, no longer caring if he hurt her cushiony body. His first charge exploded through his hot shaft and into her tunnel, and at the same instant she shrieked.
"Oh Lord! Oh Jesus! Oh honey! I'm coming, too!" Her balloon-cheeked ass bounced wildly on the bed, bounding up at him to absorb his savage drives and her shrills rose and fell as she continued to come in ecstatic spasms. "Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me! Drive your dick through me, lover! More! More!"
Her screams were muffled by the blood pounding in his eardrums as he gushed his sperm deep inside her, but the total excitement kept him lunging into her even after he had spent his entire load. Finally his cockhead was so sensitive he had to stop, but even then he felt her hips squirming insatiably under him and the quivering of her excited pussy about his diminishing cock. Lord! What a woman! He rolled over on his side, dragging her over, too. Their bodies still clung together as if afraid they would be separated forever.
As their gasping breath slowed to normal and their taut bodies relaxed somewhat, they dozed off into a light sleep. They couldn't have drowsed more than five minutes when the bedside phone rang. Quietly disentangling himself from his wife, Bobby Lee reached over for the receiver.
"Hello."
"Buz! This is Sue Robin. Are you all right? How are things going?"
"Sis! Well – uh…"
Before he could say anything more, a slim hand glided up his arm and took the receiver. "Goodbye, Sis," a low sultry voice said, and the hand replaced the receiver in its cradle. A moment later Bobby Lee felt the warm fingers closing around his limp cock with a persuasive pressure.
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