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CHAPTER ONE


"Come on, Marilyn," Carol Thompson said impatiently. "We'll be late."
Marilyn Wiley gave herself a last searching glance in the mirror and for the third time adjusted her swimsuit strap so that her breasts would be more prominent. She knew her breasts were the best part about her. Although she was pretty she did not have the beautiful looks that some of the other girls had. Her body was the best thing about her.
She gave her swimsuit one last tug before she hurried out of the locker room. There were two boys standing near the doorway. She recognized them as being boys in her math class. Timmy Douglas and Brian somebody. She heard Timmy whisper, "Boy, does she have an ass on her."
"Yeah," the other one said. "I'd like to dip my wand in that."
She tried to ignore their vulgar comments but she couldn't help a little flush of excitement. It happened every time a boy said something nice about her. It didn't matter what he said, as long as it was a compliment.
She was very insecure about her looks.
Her mother had caused most of her insecurity. Her mother was one of those plain women who were jealous of any other woman even if it was her own daughter.
"You're too short," her mother often said. "And you're too big up top. Boys will think that you're ugly."
It took her a long time to realize that boys didn't think her large breasts ugly. In fact, most boys liked them too much. Most boys didn't even mind her being short; it made them feel taller and bigger. Still, she didn't have the good looks that Carol or Leslie had. She was pretty, but not beautiful.
She paused at the pool and tucked her honey blonde hair under a cap. Coach Bayles gave her a nod and she hit the water. She stayed in the water for almost an hour. Coach Bayles wanted her to work out like this each day. She loved the water. She was a good swimmer.
Coach Bayles finally called her out of the water. Coach Bayles was a young man, of about twenty, and he had dark, curly hair and sparkling white teeth. She felt dumb every time she got around him.
"Fine today, Marilyn," Coach Bayles said. "I wish the rest could swim as well as you."
"They've got their minds on other things," Marilyn said.
Leslie Drew came over to Marilyn's side as Marilyn dried herself off.
"I wish I could swim like that," Leslie said. "You're like a fish in the water."
Marilyn wondered what was coming. She knew that Leslie hated her.
"I've got a date with Brian Edwards," Leslie said suddenly.
So that was it. Marilyn felt a hot flush of anger on the back of her neck. Brian. Marilyn had wanted a date with him for as long as she could remember. He was the best-looking boy in school as well as the smartest and the best athlete. Everyone knew that Marilyn wanted a date with him. That was why Leslie was rubbing it in.
"So," Marilyn said.
"I just thought you might want to know," Leslie said.
"Well, I couldn't care less," Marilyn lied.
"I just bet you couldn't," Leslie said.
Leslie started giggling as she walked away. Marilyn could have strangled her. Marilyn knew it wasn't anything that Leslie had. Leslie was a dark haired girl whose figure was mostly made of plastic. Marilyn had seen her naked a few times and she knew Leslie had nothing but skin and bones.
So why did Brian take her out? Marilyn thought she knew the reason. Leslie was so innocent looking and she had such a sweet way of talking to boys that they seldom realized that she had such a hard heart.
Marilyn decided not to ride the bus back home. She knew she would only have to listen to Leslie gloat about her date with Brian.
She lived close to the school and it was no problem walking.
She dressed and waited in the shower room until she was sure the bus was gone. Then she went outside. It was getting late and almost dark. It was also a little cool. She started walking. She nearly jumped when the car pulled up beside her.
"Hey, Marilyn," a boy said. "You want a ride?" She peered at the boy's face and saw that he was Timmy Douglas, a boy from her math class. He was alone.
It was dumb to get into the car with him and she knew it. Yet this boy was interested in her and she needed somebody to be interested in her.
"I'm Timmy Douglas," Timmy said. "From your math class."
"I recognized you," Marilyn said.
"Really," he said. "I didn't think you cheerleaders ever noticed anyone unless they played football."
"That's not true," Marilyn said.
Timmy changed the subject.
"I watched you swim today," Timmy said. "I thought you looked good."
"Thank you," Marilyn said. "I only wish that Coach Bayles thought so."
"How could he help it?" Timmy asked. "Especially in your suit. You look damn fine in that suit. Do you ever wear a bikini?"
"No," Marilyn said. "I don't own one."
"Well you should," Timmy said.
Marilyn blushed red at his obvious compliments. She knew he wasn't really interested in her as a person. He was only interested in her body, but she didn't mind that so much. At least he was interested.
"I live right around this next corner," Marilyn said.
"You don't really want to go home right this minute, do you?" Timmy asked.
"I really should," Marilyn insisted. "It's getting kind of late."
"Come on," Timmy said. "Ease up a little. I've got a couple of cold beers in the trunk. How about let's park and drink them."
"I don't think that's a good idea," Marilyn said.
"Don't be like that, Marilyn," Timmy said. "Relax. Just one beer won't hurt you."
"All right," Marilyn agreed reluctantly.
He drove down her street to where it dead ended in a clump of trees. He carefully edged the car off the pavement and into the trees. He picked a place to park that was completely hidden from all sides.
"It's nice here," he said. "Don't you think so?"
"Yes," Marilyn agreed.
Timmy leaned across the seat and kissed Marilyn on the cheek.
"You smell nice," he said.
Marilyn didn't know how to answer as Timmy got out of the car and went back to the trunk. He took the blanket and two beers out. He spread the blanket on the ground and then came back to the car.
"Let's sit out here," he said. "It'll be more comfortable."
She got out of the car and sat down on the blanket. She tucked her skirt in carefully around her. Timmy was getting paper cups out of his back seat.
Marilyn shivered and it wasn't from the cold. She was afraid. She was sixteen years old and this was the first time she'd ever been alone in the woods with a boy. It was wrong. She'd been taught all her life that it was wrong. Yet she didn't want to leave. She was curious about what happened next.
Timmy popped open one beer and emptied it into two paper cups. He handed her one.
"Have you ever had beer?" Timmy asked. "Sure," she said.
He smiled and she knew he realized she was lying.
"Well, take it easy," he said.
She sipped at the cup and felt the fiery liquid go through her. Timmy sat down beside her. She felt his rough hand on her knee.
"You know something," Timmy said huskily. "I think you're better looking than any of those girls you pal around with."
Somehow Timmy had easily picked up on what was troubling her. His words made her feel warm. She snuggled closer to him even though she knew it was a dangerous thing to do. She wanted to hear more nice things from him.
His fingers started tracing little patterns on the skin at her knee.
"Drink a little more," Timmy urged. "It'll make you feel good."
"Are you trying to get me drunk?" Marilyn asked.
"Who me?" Timmy asked innocently. "Why would I want to do something like that?"
She laughed as she sipped again at her beer. It didn't taste good. It caused her to make a bitter face but she managed to finish it.
"Want some more?" Timmy asked.
"No," she said. "That will be enough."
"Just one more," he said.
"No thank you," she said. "It's getting late. I think it's time to leave."
Timmy glanced down at his watch. There was still light enough for him to see.
"Come on, Marilyn," he said. "It's only five. Your parents will probably think you're staying with a friend."
Marilyn started to protest but then Timmy was kissing her. It wasn't one of the chaste kisses that she'd had from other boys, not one of those quick good-night kisses at the door. Or even one of those kisses from the post office game they sometimes played.
Timmy's kiss was hungry, demanding. It took her breath away.
"Don't, Timmy," Marilyn said weakly. "Don't." His hard tongue forced its way into her mouth. At that moment she could have stopped him. She could have pushed him away. She started to. His kisses were not really turning her on. But he stopped kissing her. He started talking to her again.
"I think you're beautiful, Marilyn," he said. "Your body really turns me on. You're the sweetest-looking thing in a swim suit that I've ever seen. You make those other girls look skinny when you get around them. It's like you're already a woman while the others are little girls."
"Do you really think so?" Marilyn asked.
It wasn't what she'd intended to say but his words had turned her on far more than his kisses ever could. He was saying the things that she'd always wanted to believe but had just been too unsure of herself.
He started kissing her again and this time she yielded to him. Her lips became soft against his and she opened her mouth to admit his tongue. It didn't seem so wrong with him telling her all these nice things. It didn't seem wrong at all.
His fingers crept up her leg and found her hot thigh. He started drawing little circles on her inner thighs with just the tips of his fingers. She shivered each time he kissed her.
"You shouldn't do that," she said.
"I can't help it," he said. "You're just too good-looking to resist."
Again his words weakened her will. He kissed her harder and his hand crept up farther. She realized that he was trying to touch the spot between her legs. She tried to get away from his hand but he was too strong for her. His fingers suddenly touched her pussy through the thin panties she wore.
"No," she said. "Don't do that."
He continued to rub her there and she started to become excited. Her skin started to tingle. Her nipples began to harden against her bra.
"Timmy," she whispered. "You mustn't."
The time was gone when she could stop Timmy with a simple command.
His other hand was creeping up her side and pulling at her sweater. She pushed his hand away twice but each time his hand came back. The last time he got her sweater out of her skirt and his hand went underneath.
"Oh no, Timmy," she said.
Underneath the sweater she wore a thin blouse and his fingers started tugging at the buttons.
Before she realized what was happening he had her blouse unbuttoned and his hand was cupping her left titty. His fingers manipulated her nipple until her titties became hot and swollen with lust.
"Please, Timmy," she begged him. "Stop." She'd tried one last time but he was no longer listening to her. Timmy was too excited to stop. He was kissing her throat and her shoulder as his hands kept fondling her.
Suddenly she thought she had been saved because Timmy let go of her. She breathed a sigh of relief because she'd known she was about to lose her virginity. Then she looked at him and her eyes almost bugged out.
Timmy had unzipped himself and he'd pulled his large prick through his trousers. She stared at it in horror. It was entirely red except the blue veins at the head and the tiny hole seemed to be blinking at her.
"Touch me, Marilyn," he said.
"Oh no, Timmy," she said. "I couldn't do something like that."
"You're beautiful, Marilyn," he said. "You're a woman. I know you know how to satisfy a man. I know you do. A girl as pretty as you."
She was trying to argue with him but yet there was something that kept her from stopping him. She didn't understand. Perhaps it was simply because he was interested in her and nobody really had been before. She could make him happy. He wouldn't say anything about her being too short or her being too big on top. Slowly she allowed her hand to be drawn toward him. She jerked back as her fingers touched the swollen sword of his flesh.
"I can't," she whispered. "Yes you can, Marilyn," he said. "Don't you want to make me happy?"
"Yes," she admitted.
"Then let me show you how," he said.
He pulled her hand back to his swollen flesh and he wrapped her fingers around him. His skin felt loose and sweaty and he showed her how to move her hand up and down.
"That's the way, Marilyn," he said.
"Am I beating you off?" Marilyn asked.
Marilyn had heard the expression used and she'd always been curious about it.
"You are beating me," he answered. "You're beating me off. You mean, you've never touched a boy before?"
"No," she said.
"Then you're a virgin," he said. He sounded astonished.
"Yes," she said.
"You won't be after tonight," he promised.
She had somehow expected him to do the honorable thing and take her home when she'd admitted to being a virgin. But she realized then that Timmy wasn't a very honorable boy, and she also realized that she was about to get fucked.
Fucked! She was going to get fucked! She said the word over and over in her mind and each time it sounded terrible. Something that girls whispered about. Something that gave girls a reputation that she could never live down.
Yet she knew she didn't want him to stop.
"That's enough," Timmy said. "I don't want to come yet."
Timmy pulled her hand away from his cock. Marilyn didn't know what was going to happen next but she didn't have long to wait before she found out.
"Sit up," Timmy said.
She sat up and Timmy peeled the sweater off of her. She sat lifeless as he also pulled her blouse off. She shivered as the cool air touched her naked skin.
"You're looking good," Timmy said. "I told David they were real but he wouldn't believe me. Help me take your bra off."
She helped his fumbling fingers unsnap her bra and she lifted her arms so that he could draw it off her. She looked into his hot eyes that devoured her naked flesh and she grew shy. She put her arms across her naked titties.
"Move your arms," Timmy commanded. "I want to look at them. They're beautiful!"
She dropped her arms reluctantly and Timmy grinned at her.
"Whoever would think a little girl like you would have a pair of titties like that?" Timmy whispered.
He put both his hands against her flesh and squeezed gently.
"Feel good, too," he said. "You're a perfect little woman."
His hands left her titties and he pushed her once more onto her back. His hands tugged at her skirt until he had it at her waist. His fingers went underneath the top of her panties.
"No," Timmy said, as her hands came down to stop him. "Lift your hips. I want your panties off. I want to fuck you!"
He'd said it. He had told her plainly what he wanted and she dropped her hands. She helped him by lifting her hips as he tugged her panties off her legs. She was completely naked except for her skirt bunched at her waist and Timmy stared down at her with obvious hunger.
His erection seemed to have grown even bigger, if that were possible, and now there was a little drop of white on the end. She realized that it was jism.
"I'm going to get undressed now," Timmy said. She tried but she couldn't take her eyes away from him. She had never seen a completely naked boy and she was curious. He saw her looking and he smiled.
"Don't worry, baby," he said. "I'm coming back to you. I'm going to give you this."
He ran a hand over his erection. He undressed quickly and she saw that he had a muscular, tanned body. She didn't know much about naked boys, but she thought that he had a good body.
She thought that he would immediately get on top of her. Instead he started caressing her titties again, his fingers playing with her nipples until they once more grew hard. He made her sit up and he stood above her. His hard prick dangled inches in front of her face.
"Give it a little kiss," Timmy said. "Show me how much you love it."
She looked at him in horror. She couldn't do anything like that. She couldn't! He didn't give her time to refuse. He grabbed her by the hair and pulled her face against him.
"Lick it," he said.
She was fighting him but he was stronger.
Finally she had to give in and she licked the head of his cock. She tasted his salty jism. She didn't like the taste. He released her and laughed at the face she made.
"Don't worry," he said. "You're going to get plenty of chances to learn to like the taste."
Again she looked at him in horror. His hands were back at her titties, caressing and fondling as he pushed her once more onto her back.
For the first time she felt the hard touch of his prick against her leg. He kissed her mouth and then he bent his head lower and flicked at her right nipple with his tongue.
"Oh," Marilyn moaned.
She hadn't known until that moment that a man's tongue would feel good there, but his wet, hot tongue sent delicious shivers all over her body. He realized she liked it and he opened his mouth and sucked in the creamy flesh of her fight tit. "Oh," Marilyn said again. "Oh."
It was unlike anything she'd ever experienced. Timmy might have been inexperienced with his tongue but his energetic licking more than made up for that.
Again Marilyn felt that hot tingle between her thighs. It was not just the fact that she was being kissed but that Timmy seemed to be so interested in her. She liked the way that she was turning him on. It made her feel warm and good, in a way that she'd never felt before.
"I've got to have you," Timmy said. "I've got to put my cock in you!"
She was afraid but she knew she couldn't stop him now. Timmy was prying apart her legs and getting into position. She felt the first touch of his large cock-head against her sensitive pussy lips. "No," she said. "You can't, Timmy!"
"I've got to fuck you," he said.
"But I'm so afraid," she said.
"Don't be," Timmy said. "It'll be good for you. I promise!"
Timmy adjusted his position so that his cock was resting in the outer folds of her pussy. She could feel his heart pounding against her.
He ground his mouth against hers, once more pushing his hot tongue into hers. He fondled her tongue with his own even as she felt the slow pressure of his cock entering her pussy.
She could do nothing but gasp as she felt his huge knob slowly forcing her cunt lips apart. She was afraid he was going to split her open. She started moving her hips, trying to escape from his penetration but she found that it only made him more excited.
His prick reached the obstruction of her hymen. He pushed harder and she felt her cunt walls giving way. Timmy lost control of himself as her sweet pussy walls closed around his straining cock.
He wasn't able to be gentle anymore. He withdrew his prick partly and then rammed it into her tight cunt savagely. He was like a stallion mounting a mare, plunging his hard rod deep into the tender warmth of her cunt.
His mouth crushed down on hers so that she wasn't able to scream.
Marilyn thought she was about to die. The delicious feeling had been suddenly replaced by pain. She was impaled on his fiery prick and there was no place for her to go. Had he moved, she didn't think she would have been able to stand it.
Instead, now that his hard prick was deep inside of her, Timmy was able to be gentle again.
"It's over," he gasped. "The worst part is over. Now just relax. I'll just stay like this for a while. Tell me when you start to feel it."
He started kissing her again, gentle little kisses all over her face. Timmy hadn't really expected her to be a virgin. He knew that most of the cheerleaders had already lost their cherries, with the exception of Leslie. Leslie was too much of a snob.
But there was something different about Marilyn. It had been too easy. He cursed himself for not trying her out years before. He realized she was hungry for someone to pay a little attention to her.
He was willing. He knew of a lot of other boys who would also be willing. Marilyn wouldn't be one of those girls that had to be dated for two years before a guy could get into her panties. Timmy knew that Marilyn was going to be a one-date proposition. An easy fuck.
Marilyn didn't know what he was thinking but she knew that the pain was leaving. There was a steady throbbing in her cunt that was growing slowly to a deep delicious warmth.
She tried to control it. She didn't feel that a good girl should feel the way she was feeling. Good girls shouldn't ever get carried away.
But her nipples were swollen hard again and involuntary little gasps escaped her throat. She might have controlled it even then had not Timmy bent his head and started sucking on her titties again.
It was too much. It caused the juices in her pussy to become hot.
"Pussy getting hot?" Timmy asked.
She didn't answer him. Instead she put her arms around him and drew him closer to her body. His hard, sweaty chest mashed her titties flat. He kissed her soft throat.
"I asked you a question," Timmy said. "Is your pussy getting hot?"
"Yes," she admitted.
"Are you ready for me to fuck you?" he asked. "Yes," she moaned softly.
"Then tell me," he said. "Tell me what you want me to do to you. Tell me!"
She wished he would get on with it. Her pussy ached and she wanted to feel his rod sliding in and out of her pussy. But she realized that he needed to be begged, that he wanted to feel as if he had conquered her completely. He wanted no part of her that didn't belong to him, even her mind.
She told herself that she wouldn't beg him. She had too much pride for that. But it felt too good between her legs. The friction of his large cock was making her gasp in delight. She couldn't control the deep hunger of her willing body.
"Fuck me," she said. "I want you to fuck me!" Those few words were enough to get Timmy started. Once again he was the wild stallion mounting his mare. He pulled his cock almost out of her. He rubbed the large cock head up and down her pussy lips.
"Put it in me," Marilyn sobbed. "I want to feel it in me."
He pushed it easily back into her. He started rotating his hips so that his meaty rod was rubbing against all the sides of her cunt. It felt too good to believe.
"Oh my God," she sobbed.
She was completely out of control. She was living for one thing, now, and that was his big cock in her. She was willing to do anything, to say anything that would keep him fucking her.
"Do me hard," she begged him. "Fuck me hard!"
He put both his hands underneath her ass so that she would be higher and he could go deeper into her cunt. She scratched at his shoulders, almost drawing blood, as he began to fuck her slowly.
She wanted it fast and hard but he was completely in command. There was nothing she could do that would hurry him. Or maybe there was. She started rubbing her flattened titties harder again. The feel of her nipples against his hard chest turned her on even more.
But it also turned Timmy on even more. He lost control of himself and started slamming his cock into her with a violence that even Marilyn didn't believe.
"Oh God," Marilyn moaned. "That's how to fuck me, Timmy. That's how I want to be fucked!"
She suddenly felt his cock growing within her and she realized he was going to come. It was almost a shock to her. She just hadn't thought about him coming inside of her.
"Timmy," she whispered. "Timmy!"
"It's good," he said. "It's so fucking good! I've got to come! I've got to fill your cunt with my cum! I'm going to, baby! I'm going to comeeeeeee!"
His hands squeezed her ass hard as his cock spurted a thick wad of cum into her cunt. He wasn't finished for she felt him grow and send more spurts of cum into her cunt.
The hot white seed filling her caused her to see stars. She wiggled against him as she felt her first hot orgasmic shudder touch her body. She arched her body against him, to get him deeper, as the hot shudders threatened to tear her completely apart.
She was completely exhausted as he drew his cock away from her juicy, cum-drenched cunt. She started trembling. What had she done?
"Get dressed," Timmy said.
She didn't look at him as she slowly picked up her clothes and dressed.



CHAPTER TWO


Billy Newark slapped his friend Danny Bell on the shoulder to catch his attention.
"Here she comes," Billy said.
The two boys quit leaning against Billy's car and watched Marilyn walking toward them. Both the boys had heard Timmy brag about fucking her and they were curious if what he said was true. They decided that they were going to find out.
"I just don't think so," Danny said.
"Shit," Billy said. "We can't get any if we don't try."
"But those cheerleaders are so popular," Danny protested. "You know how Timmy likes to talk. Nobody ever believes half of what he says."
"I don't care," Billy said. "You can't get any if you don't try."
Marilyn saw the two boys watching her so closely and she grew afraid. She didn't walk straight through the parking lot as she'd intended. Instead she changed direction so that she would walk around the cars instead of between them. She hurried her steps a little as she saw the two boys come swaggering toward her.
It had been two days since she'd lost her virginity to Timmy. Two long days. She'd spent each minute in fear that someone was going to start calling her a whore. She didn't know if Timmy had said anything, but she knew that so far nobody had treated her any differently.
"Hey," Danny called. "Wait up, Marilyn. We want to talk to you."
Marilyn had no real reason to keep walking except for her fears. She was aware that she could have chosen a better outfit to wear that morning. She had chosen one of her shortest skirts for some reason.
Mostly it was that she still liked the way that boys looked at her when she wore a short skirt.
"What do you want?" Marilyn asked the two boys. "I'm in kind of a hurry."
"Going to practice with Coach Bayles?" Billy asked.
"Yes," Marilyn said. "And you know how impatient he can be."
Danny looked shyly at his shoes but Billy kept staring at her as if he could see right through her clothes. Marilyn felt a little uncomfortable.
"What's your hurry?" Billy said. "You can afford to miss one practice. Coach Bayles knows you're the best swimmer on the girl's team."
"I have to go," Marilyn said.
She turned to leave but Billy put a hand on her arm. She tried to shrug his hand away but his fingers tightened on her.
"Don't hurry off," he said.
"Let me go," Marilyn insisted.
"Don't be so impatient," he said. "Why don't you walk to the car with me for a few minutes?"
"I told you," Marilyn said. "I'm in a hurry."
Danny was looking scared. There were a lot of students and teachers in the parking lot. Some of them were looking their way.
"Come on, Billy," Danny said. "We're going to get into trouble."
"You sure are," Marilyn said. "Let me go." Billy's face went suddenly hard.
"No need to be so proud," he said. "We know all about you and Timmy. We only want a little bit of what he got. He says you're a good fuck."
"Oh my God," Marilyn said softly.
She had expected a lot of things but she hadn't expected to be faced with this in a parking lot. What was worse, she felt a little twinge of excitement. These two boys were both very good-looking and obviously interested.
"He lied about me," Marilyn said.
"Sure he did," Billy said. He released her arm. "We'll be waiting for you after practice. I've got a key to a motel room. We can go there. Just you and me and Danny. Wouldn't you like that?"
"You're sick," Marilyn said.
"We'll be waiting," he said. "You can ride the bus or you can come out here and get in the car. I promise you that we'll have a good time."
Marilyn stood looking at him for a moment and then she hurried away. Danny breathed a sigh of relief.
"Goddamn, Billy," Danny said. "Are you trying to get us arrested? What if she had screamed rape or something?"
"She wouldn't," Billy said.
"Why not?"
"Because I think Timmy told the truth," Billy said. "I think she really is a hot fuck. And I think her mouth is watering for it right now."
"You mean you actually expect her to meet us after practice?"
"Yes," Billy answered.
"Then you're a God damn idiot," Danny said.
"She'll never come out here."
"She'll come," Billy said.
Marilyn would have called him a liar. She had no intention of going anywhere with them. She was already thinking that she could control herself and her reputation wouldn't get hurt. After a while, Timmy's bragging would be forgotten.
She concentrated on her swimming. She wanted to get really tired, but Coach Bayles wouldn't let her stay in the water. He wanted the rest of the girls in the water but he wanted Marilyn to do a few practice strokes and then rest for the big swim trial coming up.
"You're doing fine," Coach Bayles said. "I think you're ready to win."
"I hope so," Marilyn said.
"Just think confident," Coach Bayles said. "Confidence. That's the key."
She nodded. The practice went well. Everyone looked good. Of course, Leslie had to tease her when they were back in the shower rooms.
"I'll be glad when the swimming is over and cheerleading starts again," Leslie said. "This water hurts my hair."
"You do have pretty hair," Marilyn admitted.
Leslie couldn't let a compliment pass without sinking her barbs in.
"Brian Edwards likes it," Leslie said.
Marilyn felt hurt. Everyone knew how she felt about Brian and it hurt every time Leslie mentioned him. The girls walked out to the bus and Marilyn stopped just before she got on. "Come on, Marilyn," Carol said.
"No," Marilyn said. "I think I'll walk home." Carol shrugged her shoulders.
Marilyn didn't know why she'd done that. She watched the bus pull away and she suddenly felt very lost and alone. She had let the bus go. What could she be thinking of? She found herself looking toward the parking lot.
It was very dark. She wondered if the two boys were out there waiting as they told her they would be. The practice had lasted longer than usual and perhaps they had given up.
Why was she thinking of the boys? she wondered, as she started walking toward home. She had no intention of going with them. Yet, somehow she found herself walking in the direction of the parking lot.
She kept telling herself that it was just curiosity, to see if they had really stayed. Yet her breath was coming slowly and her heart was pounding against her ribs.
She had not walked very far when a car's lights came on, striking her in the eyes.
"This way, Marilyn," Billy said.
She walked toward the car. Billy had the door open and she slipped into the car. Danny was driving. Billy got in the car on the other side of her and put his hand on her knee.
"You waited," Marilyn said.
"Of course," Billy said.
"But how did you know I'd come?" Marilyn asked.
"I knew, baby," Billy said. "You got a hot look in your eyes."
Marilyn wondered if that were true, if she really did have a hot look in her eyes. She didn't know, but she did know that something had drawn her to the parking lot. Something she didn't understand. And she'd known if she came that both these boys were going to fuck her.
Her skirt was so short that sitting in the seat had made it draw up almost to her panties. Billy wasted no time about letting her know what he wanted. His hot fingers brushed up her thigh and grasped between her legs.
"Oh," Marilyn said.
"You have a hot look," Billy repeated. "You can always tell a girl who loves to fuck."
"Please don't talk like that," Marilyn said. "Why not?" Billy asked. "You're going to be talking like that before the night is over. You're going to be begging for it."
Marilyn shivered. She didn't like to think that what he said was true, but she knew it was. Before the night was over she was going to be for it, just like she had begged Timmy. She would say anything, do anything, to make the two boys happy.
"I have to be home by nine," Marilyn said. "Don't worry baby," Billy said. "We've got a room, like I told you. We all know what we want so there's no need to be wasting time."
Marilyn shivered again. She felt Billy's hand become more insistent, rubbing her pussy through her thin panties. She felt a twinge of excitement. Her nipples began to harden.
"Hey," Billy said. He sounded almost surprised. "She's liking this."
She was aware that Danny's eyes were fastened on the spot where Billy's hand disappeared into her dress. She lowered her eyes and saw the already hard bulge in Danny's trousers. Danny was in a hurry to join them. She saw that they were speeding.
Up to that moment she had not really thought about two boys having her. She had known Danny was coming along, had known that he would want what Billy got, but she had just not thought much about it.
Now she realized that she really was going to get fucked by both of them. It didn't frighten her as much as she thought it would. In fact, it excited her.
Two boys and both of them wanting her. It gave her nice feelings.
Billy's fingers went underneath the top of her panties and pressed hotly against her pubic thatch. She sighed. She had known it would only be a matter of time before he grew bolder.
"Damn," Billy said, getting encouragement from her obvious willingness to allow him to do what he wanted. "Let's get your panties off."
Marilyn knew a moment of shame. "No, Billy," she protested weakly. "Don't start teasing," Billy warned.
"I'm not teasing," Marilyn said. "I'll let you. Just not here. Not in the car."
"Hell yes," Billy said. "Let's take them off. It'll save a little time."
"But Billy…" she said.
He didn't let her finish. His fingers were already tugging at her panties. She gave in and lifted her hips so that he could slide them down her long legs. He pulled her skirt up above her waist so that her blonde pussy could be admired by both boys.
"Would you look at that snatch!" Danny exclaimed.
"Keep your eyes on the road," Billy said. "I'll do the looking."
Danny reluctantly looked back at the road again. It wouldn't have mattered if he'd looked back at Marilyn because he wouldn't have seen anything. Billy had covered her pussy with his hot hand.
He started rubbing the flat of his hand all over her pussy. Marilyn was already beginning to feel juicy there.
"Like that?" Billy asked.
"Yes," Marilyn moaned.
Billy pressed one finger into her cunt. He found her clit and began to flick his finger against it. Marilyn moaned loudly.
"Hot damn," Danny said. "Here we are. The motel. I don't think I can stand just looking much longer."
Billy gave her cunt a few more flicks of his finger and he reluctantly withdrew his finger. He tasted it, smiling.
"Ummmmm," he said. "Pussy juice. There's nothing that tastes as nice."
Danny stopped the car in front of the motel. "We've got room three," Billy said.
Billy still had her panties in his other hand. He now opened the dashboard and stuffed them in.
"A little reminder," he said. "You don't mind if I keep those do you, Marilyn, honey?"
"No," Marilyn said.
She pulled her skirt down as she climbed out of the driver's side of the car. Danny was looking at the bare flesh of her thighs with obvious hunger. As soon as she was out of the car he pulled her to him.
"You're a sweet piece," he said, as his lips pressed down on hers. She didn't protest as his tongue wormed into her mouth.
"Cut that out," Billy said, as he got out of his side of the car. "Do you want the whole Goddamn world to see?"
It was too late. Marilyn heard a clucking noise and she jumped away. An old man had come around one corner of the building. He was very old and dirty-looking.
He gave Marilyn a leering look.
"Well, well, well," he said. "What have we got here? A pretty young thing and two boyfriends."
The old man peered at Billy and a hint of recognition came into his eyes.
"You rented a room," the old man cackled. "I know you. You said you were married. This young lady don't look old enough to be married."
Marilyn didn't know what to say. She remained silent as the old man approached her.
"No, sir," he said. "You don't look old enough to be married."
"She's just a friend," Billy said.
Billy and Danny were both nervous. The old man knew he had them where he wanted them. He knew they were underage. He could order them away from his small motel and there would be nothing they could do. Or he could call the police.
"I don't know what I'm going to do," he said.
"You kids may be in trouble."
"Please," Marilyn said. "We'll just leave. We'll just go."
"I don't want to let you go," the old man leered. "Maybe I want to call the police. You know, it's against the law to register as man and wife when you're not man and wife."
Marilyn knew nothing about the law. She didn't know if this old man could get her into trouble or not. She only knew that she didn't want to be in trouble.
"Let us go," Marilyn pleaded.
"I don't want to cut you out of your fun," the old man said. "Let me watch."
Marilyn turned white. She couldn't even consider the thought of this horrid old man watching her. She knew that Billy or Danny wouldn't consider it either. At least she thought they wouldn't.
"Sure," Billy said.
"What?" Marilyn whispered.
"Let him watch," Billy said. "It won't do no harm. He's an old man. Let him have a little excitement in his old age. It won't do any harm."
"I don't want him to watch," Marilyn said.
"It's either me or the police," the old man leered. "Make up your mind, young lady."
Marilyn didn't have a chance to make up her mind. Billy grabbed her arm and pushed and pulled her toward room number three. He dropped her arm as he pulled the key from his pocket and opened the door.
"Billy," Marilyn said.
"Go in," Billy said.
His voice left no room for argument, and Marilyn stepped into the dark, dingy room. The room was not dirty, but it was plain. There was only a bed and a lamp. Suddenly Marilyn felt very cheap.
But it was much too late to change her mind. Billy came up behind her and his hands went underneath her skirt. His hot hands cupped her firm ass cheeks and then went around her body pulling her ass against his hardening prick. "Feel that, baby?" he asked. "Yes," she said. "What is it?" he asked. "It's your prick," she said.
"That's right," he said. "And I'm soon going to use my prick to fill your hot cunt."
Marilyn felt weak as his hard cock, still in his trousers, pressed against the curve of her ass. For a moment she forgot that the old man and Danny were in the room.
Danny soon reminded her by slamming shut the door and going to the bed. He was undressing. He was not shy about exposing his body. He peeled off his shirt and undershirt to reveal a chest that was hairy and muscular. He stopped when his fingers touched his belt buckle. "I think I'll let you do this," he said. Marilyn nodded as Billy released her.
She walked to Danny and put her fingers on his belt. He was smiling at her as she slowly undid his buckle and unzipped his trousers. She peeled his trousers down his legs, trying not to look at the hard bulge under his shorts.
He kicked off his shoes and she pulled his trousers off. Now only his shorts remained to hide his prick from her eyes. She could already see that he was bigger than Timmy. She had somehow expected all boy's cocks to look the same.
His didn't.
She peeled his shorts down, having to lift them away from his jutting prick. He lifted his legs as she pulled them off.
He placed both hands on her shoulders and forced her to her knees. His prick was inches from her face and she knew what he wanted. The same thing that Timmy had wanted. She kissed the tip of his large cock.
"Jesus!" The old man was groaning. "Jesus, look at her."
Billy came up to her again and he lifted her to her feet before Danny could make her do any more. Slowly he started to peel the rest of her clothes off. He undid her blouse and bra and unhooked her skirt. As the skirt dropped to the floor she stood naked before three pairs of hungry, staring eyes.
"You've got nice tits," Billy said.
Marilyn nodded. Billy's cock was aching and he took her hand and placed it against it. She began to rub her fingers all over the front of his trousers. "Unzip me," Billy said.
She fumbled with his zipper but her nervous fingers finally got it down. She reached inside and found his hard prick bunched in his shorts. It took her a few moments before she was able to free it. It sprang out hard against her sweaty hand.
Danny came up behind her and pressed himself against her. His prick went in between her legs from behind Billy's prick robbed against her leg.
Billy started kissing her again, his hot tongue forcing its way into her mouth and going deep into her throat. His hot hands pressed against her tittles.
She remembered what Timmy had told her and she started moving her fingers up and down on his hard rod. She knew that she should feel ashamed but there was no shame in her. She was enjoying herself too much.
Hot flashes of delight went through her body every time Danny's prick robbed against her pussy, and it no longer mattered that the ugly old man was standing in the comer. He was still watching everything that happened and rubbing the front of his trousers. The leer had not left his face.
"Billy," Marilyn moaned. "Oh Billy."
Both Danny and Billy released her. Billy nodded toward the bed and Marilyn understood. She crawled into the bed. She was trembling.
"Spread your legs," Billy said. "Let the old man see your pussy."
She closed her eyes because she couldn't bear to see the old man staring at her. Slowly, reluctantly, she opened her legs, exposing her red gash to their hungry eyes. When Marilyn opened her eyes again she was shocked to find that the old man had taken his prick out and was holding it in his hand.
"Pretty," he said. "Pretty pussy. It's been a while since I've seen a pretty pussy."
Billy got onto the bed beside her. He bent his head and ran his hot tongue over one of her nipples. She shivered as the delicious jolts of excitement once more went through her body.
Billy slipped his hand between her legs and pushed two fingers into her already juicy cunt.
"That's it, boy," the old man said. "Get the pretty pussy all heated up. Get it all hot and juicy."
Billy continued to run his finger in and out of her cunt. The excitement grew in Marilyn's body. She didn't want to be so carried away, but she couldn't help it. She liked his fingers inside her cunt. She liked his tongue caressing her twin peaks. Suddenly she wanted to feel his cock inside of her more than she had ever wanted anything.
"Fuck me, Billy," she whispered. "Fuck me!"
"See there," Billy said. "I told you that you'd beg for it before the night was over."
Billy was proud of himself as he climbed on top of her. He separated her legs even wider and placed his cock just at the entrance to her cunt.
"Get ready, baby," he said.
He gave a savage push and his cock tore into her, filling her up.
"Oh Billy," Marilyn moaned. "Oh Billy."
Billy started to fuck her in rapid, hard strokes that drove his hard cock deep into her cunt. He was breathing heavily and his balls slapped loudly against her.
"That's it, boy," the old man said. "She's feeling it now. Fuck her good, boy. Fill up her cunt. Fuck her hard. That's the way they love it!"
She tried to close her ears to the old man's voice but she kept hearing him urging Billy on, as if he was in a race or something.
Then she didn't care anymore, for she felt the first tingle of her orgasm approaching. She started slamming herself up to meet Billy's stroke.
"Billy," she cried. "You're making me hot! So hot! I think lm going to come, Billy! Oh Billy, I am coming! I ammmmmmm!"
Billy grunted loudly as he gave her one last stroke and then his prick exploded inside her. He sent large wads of jism into her cunt that made him cry out in joyous delight. She kept grinding herself against him until he'd finished trembling.
He withdrew his now limp prick from her cunt.
"Goddamn," Billy said. "You're as good a fuck as Timmy said you'd be."
Marilyn was in a daze. Her climax had been so good. It seemed like she was hearing him from far away. She was hardly aware of when he left the bed and Danny replaced him.
"Lift your legs," Danny said.
Marilyn wasn't sure what he wanted but Danny was quick to show her. He lifted her legs above her head so that her cum-filled cunt was even more exposed.
"I don't like sloppy seconds," Danny said. "I'm going to show you a new way to do it."
She didn't know what he meant. She looked at him suspiciously as he pressed himself down on her. Then she felt his hard cock at the tiny entrance to her ass.
Her eyes blinked open wide.
"Oh no," she said. "Not there."
"You've got to learn all the ways to make a man happy," Danny said.
"Please," she said.
"Wait a minute," the old man said. "I've got something to make it easier."
Danny waited as the old man hurried to his room. It did no good for Marilyn to straggle. Her awkward position left her completely at Danny's mercy.
"Danny," she begged him. "Fuck me. Put it in my pussy. But please not there."
"I won't hurt you bad," he promised.
The old man returned. He had a bottle of some substance with which Danny coated his thick rod. Marilyn moaned as she felt his prick back at her anus.
"No," she said.
Danny began to press against her. She felt his prick sliding into her ass and there was nothing she could do about it. She started struggling again, but the more she struggled, the more excited he became.
He gave a hard shove and his prick went halfway in. Marilyn gave a little gasp of surprise as she felt his cock so deep in her ass.
"That's it," the old man urged him on. "Right up her ass. Do it to her!"
Marilyn screamed as he pressed harder and his cock slid into her tight ass up to his balls. He brought his prick half out of her and then slammed it back into her again.
"Damn," Marilyn moaned. "That hurts. Stop it. Please stop it."
"Relax, baby," Danny said. "Relax."
Danny started fucking her ass hard. His balls slapped loudly against her and she felt a little cramped in her position.
"You feeling it yet, baby?" Danny asked. "You feeling it?"
Marilyn didn't know what she was supposed to feel. It hurt. It hurt like hell. He kept slamming his cock forcefully into her and it felt like a flaming hot poker tearing out her stomach.
"Damn," Danny said. "It ain't working this way."
Marilyn sighed with relief as he withdrew his hard cock, but Danny had no intention of stopping, instead he allowed her to drop her legs, and then he motioned for her to turn over on her stomach.
She turned over.
"On your hands and knees," Danny whispered. "We're going to do this doggy style. I'm going to fuck you like a bitch in heat. Which is what you are!"
She struggled a little but he easily put her into the position that he wanted her in. He adjusted his position and slammed his cock once more back into her asshole.
"Ahhh," he moaned. "This is better."
He reached around her and found her pussy. He pushed two fingers into her pussy and he flicked her clit every time his cock drove into her. She began to feel it. A slow delicious warmth was building up in her.
"Now she's feeling," the old man said. "Now she's beginning to like it. I told you she would. They all like it."
"Damn," Billy said. "I'm getting hard again watching. Let's show her the fucking special."
Danny was agreeable. He withdrew his cock and motioned for Marilyn to sit up. Marilyn was still in a daze and she hardly knew what was happening to her. All she knew was that she was willing to do anything as long as it felt good.
Danny got on his back and pulled Marilyn toward him. She guided his prick to her cunt. He slowly pulled her down so that her cunt was engulfing his cock, drawing his hot rod deep into her pussy.
Danny started to drive his cock up into her hot pussy and Marilyn was hot enough now to drive herself back at him. She loved the feeling of going down on him, feeling his thick rod press apart the walls of her cunt and fill her.
Now Billy pushed her forward a little as he stared at her ass. He hadn't had her ass yet, but Danny would have made it hot and slippery. He pressed his cock against her ass and felt Marilyn shiver.
"Oh no," she said. "Not both of you. You can't mean both of you."
"Sure you can," Billy said. "Just relax. You're about to be double-fucked!"
He held his cock in his hand as he pressed it against her ass. He pushed and his cock went easily into her ass. He pushed until he felt his heavy balls resting against her ass.
"Now do it with me," Billy directed Danny. "Fuck her with me."
Marilyn screamed with delight as the boys began to find a rhythm to their fucking. She felt as if she was completely overpowered by the two boys, as if she only existed to meet their brutal thrusts.
She couldn't move with them. They set the pace and they directed her movements. She couldn't do as she liked. She loved it. She loved the two rods stretching her cunt and ass.
She screamed and thrashed as her first explosion threatened to tear her body apart. She heard Billy grunt and then his hot cum was pouring into her ass. A moment later she heard Danny's loud grunt and then both their cocks were spewing out the white seed.
"Oh God," she said. "Oh God!"
She had experienced orgasm before but never like this. It was powerful. It rocked her entire body. It left her completely exhausted. It was too good to believe!
They stayed inside her for a long while. Then Marilyn started coming back to the ground again. Both boys withdrew their cocks, dripping with cum.
"You're fucking good," Billy said, clapping her on her rounded ass. "Fucking good."
She was tired. God, she was tired. She watched Billy and Danny start to get dressed and she knew it was time to leave.
"What about me?" the old man said.



CHAPTER THREE


Marilyn had almost forgotten the old man. He still stood in one comer with his hand wrapped around his cock and he looked at her with the same leering grin. Danny buckled his trousers and looked at Billy.
"Why not?" Danny asked.
"Sure," Billy said. "Hell, Marilyn won't mind." Marilyn didn't understand what they were talking about. She looked at one boy and then the other. She couldn't understand the expression on their faces.
"Why don't we see what the old man can do?" Billy asked.
"Hell," Danny said. "I don't want to see. I'd rather have a beer."
The old man grinned as he started taking off his clothes.
"You two go up to the front office," he said. "There's a few cold beers in the icebox."
Danny shrugged. "Why not, Billy. Seems like a nice trade. Marilyn for a couple of beers."
"Sure," Billy agreed.
Suddenly Marilyn understood. They were trading her to the old man. Well she wouldn't have it. Marilyn got out of the bed quickly and reached for her clothes. Danny stepped on her skirt. "No," he said.
"Please," Marilyn said. "Don't leave me here with him."
"We made a trade," Danny said. "You won't mind. You like cocks and he's got a cock. It's a little decrepit, but it is a cock."
"Please," Marilyn said again.
She didn't want to look at the corner where the old man stood. She had already ought a glimpse of him standing there. He was naked and his skinny, hairless body looked vulgar. His hard jutting cock almost made her sick to her stomach.
"Let's get that beer," Danny said.
Danny reached down and picked up her skirt and blouse. He also picked up her bra. He laughed at her pained expression. Marilyn understood finally that they had used her and they were done with her. They were willing to let the old man have the leftovers. Perhaps they thought it funny.
"You'll get these back," Danny said. "When we're ready to leave."
"I won't do it," she said. "I won't let him touch me."
"Maybe," Danny shrugged. "I guess that's up to the old man. Think you can handle her, old man?"
The old man grinned and wrapped his skinny fingers around his cock.
"I can handle her," he said. "I can handle her just fine."
Marilyn couldn't believe it was happening, but Billy and Danny were leaving. Marilyn started toward the door but the old man cut her off. She saw Danny pull the door closed behind him. He was still smiling at her.
"Now, little lady," the old man said. "I'm going to teach you."
"You leave me alone," she said.
The old man was quicker than she would have ever thought he could be. He stepped close and whirled her around. He pushed her arm up behind her back until it hurt.
"A little judo trick," he said. "Now come with me."
She had no choice. He pushed her into the bathroom. He held her as he reached across and turned on the hot water.
"I want you to scrub yourself clean," he said. "I don't want those boys smell on you when I learn you to be a woman."
"I won't," she said. "I won't."
"I'm not a violent man," he said. He pressed her arm up until she cried in pain. "Now are you going to do as I say."
"Yes," she moaned.
He released her immediately.
"Get into the shower," he said.
She did as she was told. It wasn't what she expected. He actually bathed her very gently. She shuddered each time he touched her but he didn't seem to care.
He cleaned her carefully and dried her when he was finished. She didn't have to do anything, but she still did not like the touch of his hands on her skin.
He pulled her back into the bedroom and made her stretch out on the bed. His prick had gotten limp but she knew that it would only be minutes before it was hard again.
She decided not to struggle. He made her sick and she wasn't going to like it, but she decided to let him fuck her and get it over with. She had felt his strength and she was afraid he might hurt her if she resisted.
"I know what you're thinking," he said, as he got into the bed beside her. "You're thinking that you're going to let me but you're not going to enjoy it."
"That's right," she said. "I'H be the worst fuck that you've ever had."
"You're wrong," he said. "You're going to enjoy it. A lot."
She knew that he was the one who was wrong. She wasn't going to enjoy it. She hated the feel of his hands. She spread her legs slightly and looked at him with an expression of pure hate.
"Go ahead," she said. "Just do it and get it over with. Hurry up."
"Not so fast," he said. "I told you I was going to make a woman out of you and I am. I'm going to make you feel a lot better than those boys made you."
"You make me sick," she said.
Marilyn was determined she wasn't going to show any sign of passion to this dirty old man. She steeled herself as she felt his fingers brush her titties.
"You have beautiful titties," he said. "So round and soft."
He was good with his hands. There could be no doubting that. He did things with her titties that no boy had ever done. In just a minute he had both her nipples hard and her tits swollen.
"See there," he said. "I know what I'm doing."
"You still make me sick," she said.
He laughed. He lowered his head to her left titty and his tongue flicked her hard nipple. It was a delicious feeling. She shivered. He moved his head to her right nipple and did the same with it.
"You have beautiful titties," he repeated. "And I bet you've never had them sucked. Not by a real man."
She wanted to laugh at him. She wanted to tell him that his skinny body and wrinkles did not belong to a real man. But there was no doubting that he was doing something to her.
Even as tired as she was and after two orgasms, he was still doing something to her.
With his hands he held her titties together and placed his face in the crevice. He began to lick the flesh of her titties. Both at once. He made her feel tingly again.
"Oh," she said. "Ummm."
He looked at her and smiled.
"You like that," he said. "I know you do. But I haven't even started yet. I'm going to eat your sweet pussy, baby."
Marilyn shivered as his hot tongue started down her body. Of course, she knew what he meant. There had been the usual bawdy talk among the girls. Getting your pussy eaten was supposed to be something that only happened to girls who made dirty movies. Good girls weren't supposed to let things like that happen to them. But then Marilyn wasn't a good girl anymore.
She felt his tongue between her legs and she opened wider. He pushed his tongue through her curly blonde pubic hairs to her cunt. It was no longer an old man sucking her cunt as she felt his tongue touch her sensitive pussy.
"Oh my God," she groaned.
He played with the outside of her pussy for a few minutes, just long enough to get her hot pussy juices flowing again. Then he pushed his tongue deep inside her and began moving it in and out of her like a cock.
"Ummmm," she moaned. "Ummmmm!"
He continued to push his tongue into her until she was squirming hotly. Then he flicked her clit with the tip of his tongue and she nearly went out of her mind. She screamed and her ass bucked. "Oh Jesus," she said. "Oh Jesus!"
He pulled her clit between his lips and began to chew on it. It was sweet. Her every nerve tingled and she was being driven slowly wild with desire.
He seemed to sense her need and he began to eat her with a frantic urgency. It was enough to build up the heat of her climax.
"I'm coming," she screamed. "I'm coming! Oh Jesus, I'm cominggggg!"
He didn't pull his mouth away from her as she'd expected. Instead she heard the soft sucking sounds as he swallowed her juices.
He pulled away when she quit trembling and now she expected him to fuck her. She didn't really mind as much as she had before. He may have been a dirty old man but he knew how to make a girl happy.
But he still had other things in mind.
Instead of climbing on top of her he pulled at her hair and made her sit up. He leaned back on his elbows. He grinned at her.
"Now you do it for me," he said.
She looked down at his hard cock with a deep disgust. She shook her head.
"No," she said. "I couldn't do that. I've never done anything like that."
"I want you to drink my cum," he said.
She looked at him in horror. She kept telling herself that she wouldn't, but she wasn't leaving the bed and he was making no move to force her to his desires. It was like he expected it and he knew she wouldn't turn him down.
"Do it," he said. "The boys might be back soon."
She shook her head again. This time he gently took hold of her head and pressed her face to his cock. She licked the tip of his cock and tasted his strong, salty cum.
"Open your mouth," he said. "Take me in."
She still didn't want to but she found herself opening her mouth and taking his rubbery cock in between her lips. He pressed against her teeth but she was afraid to open them.
"Open your teeth," he said. "Take me in your throat. Pretend I'm a sucker."
She closed her eyes. She had to get her courage back before she could open her teeth and accept his cock into the moist cavern of her mouth.
He grunted as her hot mouth closed around his cock. He started directing her and she took more and more of the hot sword into her throat.
She finally felt his large cock-head pushing against the back of her throat. His balls rubbed against her chin.
"Ahhhhh," the old man groaned. "Ahhhhh, that's it, baby!"
She dropped her hands to cup his nuts and began to like it.
She didn't understand why, at first, all she understood was that for some reason she suddenly liked sucking his cock, and she wanted it to be good for him. He didn't have to direct her actions any longer.
She withdrew his spear from her throat and she moved her lips over the knob in quick, light kisses. He groaned. She started licking him up and down, covering the entire length of his cock with her saliva.
"Jesus," he moaned. "Now you're getting into it, baby. Now you're doing me good!"
"Just tell me," she said. "Just tell me what you want me to do."
"Just what you're doing, baby," he groaned. Again she opened her mouth over his large knob and worked him into her throat. He was going crazy as her lips and tongue worked on his throbbing shaft.
He jerked as she drew him deep into her throat once again. She felt his heavy knob pushing again at the back of her throat. She was not the greatest at sucking cocks, but she was enthusiastic and learning fast.
"Oh fuck, baby," he groaned. "Oh fuck, I'm going to shoot off."
She released his cock quickly, giving him a look of distaste. She loved sucking his cock but she was afraid to take his jism into her mouth. He pulled her head back to his cock.
"You have to finish me," he said.
She once more jerked her head away and started backing off the bed.
"Please," she said. "I don't think I can."
"You can," the old man said. "You're a natural cock sucker. Now finish me!"
Something inside her wanted to, but she was just too afraid. She tried to get off the bed and the old man caught her.
"All right," he said. "I wanted to come gentle but we can also do it the hard way."
He took hold of her hair and bent her to her knees beside the bed. He bent her head back until it started hurting her.
"Now you open your mouth," he said. "Wide!" She was in too much pain to refuse. She opened her mouth wide and he savagely plunged his cock back into her mouth. He relaxed his hold against her head.
"Now do what I tell you," he said. "I'm going to fuck your mouth! Just let me do what I want and don't fight. You might get hurt if you fight!"
She saw that he was too far gone and he meant what he said. He started fucking her mouth in deep, violent strokes. She tasted a little more of his salty jism.
"Shit," he groaned. "I'm coming. I'm coming. I'm going to blow my waddddddd!"
She choked on his first spurt and the largest part of his cum escaped the corners of her mouth. But she had to swallow some of it. She found the taste wasn't bad and she wished that she'd finished him the easy way instead of having him fuck her mouth.
He finally released her. It was just in time. The door opened and the boys came back. Marilyn could see that they had both had a few more beers than they should have.
"Come on," Danny said. "Let's get the fuck out of here. Put on your clothes, Marilyn."
Marilyn wiped her face and neck where the old man's cum had exploded against her and she quickly put on her clothes. The last she saw of the old man was a glimpse of him asleep on the bed, a smile on his face.



CHAPTER FOUR


"Boy," Danny said. "You sure showed that old man a nice time."
Marilyn shuddered. She didn't want to think about the old man. She wanted to get home as quickly as she could and forget about the night. After it happened, she was always sorry she behaved as she did but she couldn't help it while it was happening.
It seemed like the boys had a hold on her she couldn't refuse. Any boys. It didn't matter if they were fat, gangly, ugly, or handsome, all they had to do was ask.
She didn't want to believe that she was a nympho. She had heard about nymphos. But it wasn't just sex with her. It was being needed. It was being close to someone who didn't care that she wasn't the most beautiful girl who had ever lived.
"Hey," Billy said. "Slow down, will you. You want us to be caught for speeding."
"Hell," Danny said. "There's not any cops on this road."
He was wrong. Almost before he had spoken there was a flashing blue light behind them.
"Oh shit," Billy said. "I told you to slow down."
Marilyn was really frightened. What would her mother say if she was caught with two drunk boys when she was supposed to be at school swim practice? Marilyn closed her eyes. She could already hear her mother's voice.
"What the hell were you thinking of?" her mother would ask. "Two drunk boys. Don't you know the reputation a girl could get? Don't you know how it's going to make us look as parents?"
"Pull it over," Billy said. "You know, we can't run from him. They'll have another car at the city."
"I can get away," Danny said. "I've gotten away before. I know an old road."
"Goddamn," Billy said.
He cursed because Danny had suddenly turned the car off the road onto an old dirt road. Marilyn felt her heart pounding. She had never gone this fast in a car before. There were great clouds of dust swirling behind them but she could still see the blue light.
"Goddamn," Billy said again. "Slow this thing down."
"I can get away," Danny said. "I can."
Danny pressed the gas to the floor and nearly lost control around the next curve. Marilyn was silent. She was hoping that Danny would indeed escape from the policeman. But tonight it wasn't to be.
There was a second police car parked in the road just around the next curve.
"Goddamn," Billy said, for the third time.
Danny braked the car and it went sideways in the dirt road. There was no place to go. The other police car also went sideways, blocking any attempt to get back in the direction they had come.
A fat policeman came walking around the car. Marilyn felt a shiver of fear as she looked at him. He looked like something evil with his fat gut hanging over his shiny leather belt. His big gun was swinging by his side. He had a broad grin on his face but even that looked evil.
"Well," he said. "Didn't work this time, did it?"
"No sir," Danny said.
"Get out of the car," he said. "All of you slide out the driver's side."
Danny got out first and then Marilyn. She tried to keep her skirt down but she thought she saw a flicker of interest in the fat policeman's eyes over the bare thigh that she did show.
"Everybody," the officer said.
Billy got out last. He looked a little afraid, not at all the cocksure young man anymore, Danny was also pale.
A young police officer walked up from the other car. He carried a shotgun in his hands. He was a big man with curling blond hair. He didn't look friendly.
"Back up against the car, there," the fat policeman said. "I want to have a look at you."
All three of them backed against the car. The police car's headlights seemed to be burning big holes in Marilyn's skin.
"Well," the policeman said. "Three little mice. You been drinking, boy?"
He stared at Billy.
"No sir," Billy said.
The fat officer smiled. He turned to the younger man and handed the younger man his gun. He then took Billy by the arm and walked him to the rear of the car. Neither Danny or Marilyn could see what was happening.
"Shit," they heard Billy exclaim.
There was silence for a moment and then the officer came back without Billy. He took his gun back from the younger officer.
"You been drinking, boy?" he asked Danny. "Yes sir," Danny said quickly.
"That's better," the officer said. "I like right answers."
For the first time he turned his attention to Marilyn. He put one pudgy hand under her chin and lifted her face to the light.
"I know you," he said. "You're on my daughter's swim team."
Marilyn almost gagged from his breath. It smelled of cheap wine. He had been drinking. She tried to see the resemblance to any of the girls on the swim team. She couldn't. He was too fat and ugly.
He released her.
"My name's Officer Drew," he said. "I want you to remember me."
Drew! The name hit Marilyn like a hard blow. He was Leslie's father. God, couldn't he have been anyone else's father beside Leslie's?
"You know why I want to be remembered?" Officer Drew asked.
"No sir," Danny answered.
"Because I don't like kids who run from me," Officer Drew answered. "And I don't like kids who drink. I don't like many kids."
"Yes sir," Danny said.
The young officer had put up his shotgun and now he was searching the car. Billy came around the comer. He looked in pain. He was clutching his stomach and his face was a sickly white.
"You'll be all right, son," he said kindly. "Must have been something you ate."
"Yes sir," Billy agreed.
"Hey, Drew," the young officer said. "Look what I found."
The young officer came around the car with Marilyn's panties. She almost fainted. She remembered that Billy had put them in the dash.
"Panties," Drew observed. "Now which one of you wears these?"
He looked at the three faces and the broad grin came back to his face.
"These yours, young lady?" he asked. "These your panties?"
"Why don't you leave her alone?" Danny asked him. Danny was furious but he was also afraid. The words had been choked out of him.
"Take us to jail," he said. "Or write a ticket or do what you have to, but leave her alone."
Marilyn was thankful for his interference. She didn't want to answer the question about the panties. The broad grin left Officer Drew's face.
His arm shot out and caught Danny by the throat. He lifted him and shook him like a master might shake a disobedient puppy.
Danny was white faced when Officer Drew released him.
"You shut the hell up," he said. "I'll let you know when I want you to talk."
Danny may have still been mad but the courage had been shook out of him. He was quiet as Officer Drew turned his attention back to Marilyn. "Are these yours?" he asked pleasantly. "Of course not," Marilyn said.
"You're lying," he said. "Why are you lying to me?"
"I'm not," Marilyn said. "I'm not."
Marilyn could see the big blond policeman behind Officer Drew smiling and licking his lips. He was enjoying this. Officer Drew turned back to Danny.
"Are these hers?" he asked Danny.
Danny gave Marilyn a frightened look. He didn't know how to answer. His throat was suddenly dry. He knew Officer Drew was capable of hurting him very badly. He didn't know what he'd done to Billy but Billy was not standing straight yet.
"I asked you a question," Officer Drew said. "I'm waiting for an answer."
"No," Danny said weakly.
Officer Drew made the motion of handing his to the blond officer. Danny caught his ann.
"No," he said. "They're hers. They're hers. Don't take me back there."
Marilyn couldn't blame him. Danny was afraid.
"I thought so," Officer Drew said. "Now, what was so hard about telling the truth?"
Officer Drew placed his fat hands on his hips and he began to march back and forth in front of them. He seemed deep in thought.
"Now what am I going to do with them?" he asked the other police officer.
"Put them in jail," the officer said.
"Now that wouldn't be right," Officer Drew said. "They're not really all that drunk."
"Maybe not," the officer said.
"You've learned your lesson, boy," he said, stopping in front of Billy. "Haven't you?"
"Yes sir," Billy said.
"And you?" he asked Danny.
"Yes sir," Danny said.
"You're not going to run from us anymore," Officer Drew said.
"No sir," Danny said.
"I thought not," Officer Drew said. "Okay. You take your sick friend there and take him home. We'll take care of the girl."
"Oh no," Marilyn said. "Danny, you can't leave me here with them."
"That's not…" Danny started.
He was stopped when Officer Drew balled a fist up and smashed him lightly in the mouth. Even a light blow from Officer Drew's fat hand was enough to knock Danny to the ground.
"Now get up and wipe your mouth off, boy," Officer Drew said. "Then take your friend and get your ass out of here."
Danny got up slowly. His eyes were hotly furious but there was nothing he could do. The blond officer looked as if he wanted Danny to do something. Danny helped Billy into the car. Billy was still white with pain.
"Danny," Marilyn whispered.
"I'm sorry, Marilyn," Danny said. "I really am."
"Get your ass out of here," Officer Drew said. Danny got into the car and started it. He carefully edged his car around the police car and then took off down the road. Marilyn watched his car disappear with a growing apprehension.
She was afraid they were going to take her home to her mother and tell her mother everything, but one look at their faces told her she had more to be afraid of than just her mother.
"What would you say, Alan," Officer Drew said, "is the kind of girl who rides around with two boys with her panties off."
"I'd say she wasn't much good," the other officer said.
"I'd say that," Officer Drew agreed.
"In fact," the other said, "I'd say she was close to being a whore."
"Very close," Officer Drew agreed.
He put his pudgy fingers against her chin again and brutally lifted her head. He glared into her eyes. His face was inches from her and she had never been so afraid in her life.
"I'm glad my daughter is not like you," Officer Drew said. "She's a good girl. I don't like her having a tramp for a friend."
"I'm not a tramp," Marilyn said.
He squeezed her chin.
"I know what you are," he said. "A girl taking her panties off for the boys. Did both of them fuck you?"
He kept squeezing her chin until it began to hurt. Again his foul breath caused her to choke. Things were made worse by her knowing that it was Leslie's father who was doing this to her. "I asked you a question," he said. "They're not my panties," she insisted.
He released her. He was breathing harder and a new look had come to his eyes. She saw his searching eyes go down her body and she shivered. She realized what he wanted and she knew there was no way to stop him.
"Please don't hurt me," she whispered.
"I won't hurt you," he said kindly, "but you're going to have to do anything I say."
"Yes," she said.
She was afraid of the fat policeman. Afraid because of what he had done to Billy and what he was capable of doing to her. She knew that he wanted her and that he would have her. He was at that point where, if she resisted further, he would take her by force.
"Are those your panties?" he asked.
"Yes sir," she admitted.
"And you let both those boys fuck you?" he asked.
"Yes sir," she answered.
His hard eyes were filled with lust. He grabbed her by the arm and walked her to the front of his car. The lights were shining brightly and he could see her better there. His fat hands touched her legs.
"Nice legs," he said. "I guess you get them strong from swimming."
"Yes," she said.
His hands slowly crept up her legs until he was touching her thighs. His pudgy fingers caused her to shudder but she knew she didn't dare turn away. She didn't want to make this man angry.
He forced his mouth to hers and his fat lips caused her stomach to turn. She forced herself not to turn her head away as he slobbered over her. He pulled away.
"Sit on the car," he said.
She sat on the front of the police car and opened her legs. He was staring at her pussy and licking his lips.
"Shit," he said. "A pussy like that is wasted on those boys."
"Have her undo her blouse," the other police officer said. "I want to see her titties."
"You heard him," Officer Drew said.
She reached to the top of her blouse, with her legs still open for their hungry eyes, and she undid her blouse. She reached behind her back and unsnapped her bra and took it off.
Her naked titties were freed. The young officer licked his lips and came close to her. He placed his warm hand flat against her left titty.
"Beautiful," he said. "Goddamn beautiful."
"All right," Officer Drew whispered. "Get off the car and bend over. I want your cunt."
Marilyn got off the car and bent over so that her naked titties were pressed against tile hood. The engine was hot but she paid no attention to that. She heard him unzip his trousers.
"You hot little cunt," he said. "You should have stayed at home tonight."
She closed her eyes as she felt his large cock-head pressed against her pussy. He had not taken off anything. His gun still swung by his side. He leaned across her so that his fat gut pressed against the back of her legs.
"Feel this," he said.
His hips gave a savage push and he tore into her cunt. She wasn't juicy and it hurt. He didn't give her time to protest. He brought his cock out and then gave her another of his hard strokes.
"Shit," Officer Drew cried. "She's a tight little cunt. She's tighter than hell."
He pressed himself against her harder and his pudgy fingers came around her body to cup her titties. This fuck wasn't any fun for Marilyn. It was kind of sickening. He grunted like a pig each time he drove his big cock into her.
"Fucking whore," Officer Drew said. "Fucking pig whore, I'll teach you to fuck around, I'll give you a little lesson in fucking."
It wasn't like he was fucking her, it was more like he was beating her with his cock, savagely tearing into her cunt with deep vicious strokes. It was actually worse than a beating.
"Goddamn," he moaned. "Goddamn, I'm going to come."
She hoped that he would come and get it over with.
But he wasn't going to be that easy. Instead of pumping his jism into her cunt he released her. She turned her head and looked at him, surprised.
"That's not where I'm going to shoot it," he said.
He grabbed her by the head and jerked her off the car. He made her go down to her knees in the dusty road. His fat cock was inches from her face.
"Eat it, bitch," he said. "I want you to swallow my cum."
He pressed her face into his crotch and she opened her mouth. His cock slid easily down her throat. He grabbed her hair and began slamming her face against him.
"Ahhh," he said. "I'm going to shoot it, baby! I'm going to shoot it right down your mouth! Swallow it, baby! Don't you spill a drop!"
He slammed his cock deep in her throat and then his cock-head exploded in a geyser of hot, thick liquid. She was forced to swallow it and to swallow the spurts after that. She gagged at first, but then she found the rhythm of his spurting.
He didn't release her head until every drop had emptied down her throat. He released her head and wiped his fat cock with a handful of her blonde hair.
"Pretty good cocksucker," he said. "Your turn, Alan."
Marilyn had forgotten about the other officer. Alan came close to her and he lifted her up by her hair. He dragged her to the police car and pushed her into the back seat.
"Spread your legs, bitch," he said. "Because I'm going to have some of your cunt."
The young officer didn't bother to undress either. He unzipped his trousers and pulled out his long, thick pole. He was on top of her almost before Marilyn got a chance to catch her breath.
He slammed his pole into her and she felt it go deeper than any cock had ever gone. He was long but he wasn't very thick. He fucked like a little boy, panting and gasping, as he smashed his savage sword into her.
"Move your ass," he said. "Move your fucking ass!"
It was almost impossible to move in the back seat but she tried. It didn't take very much movement to make him come. She heard him grunt and then his pole erupted in a wad of thick jism.
He was finished almost before he had gotten started. He caressed her titty and then got out of the car. He wiped his cock on her panties, which he still had in his fingers.
"How was she?" Officer Drew asked.
"Good," he said. "Fucking tight."
"It's getting late," Officer Drew said. "Let's take her home."
They allowed her to get dressed and then the young blond officer drove her home. He allowed her to get out just before her house so that none of the neighbors would notice her being taken home in a police car.
"I'll see you again," the young officer promised.
Marilyn shivered. She hoped not. God, she hoped not.



CHAPTER FIVE


Danny cornered Marilyn the next day at school. "Get away from me," Marilyn said.
"God, I'm sorry, Marilyn," he said. "I really am. But there was nothing I could do."
"You could have done something," Marilyn said.
"What?" he said. "There was nothing I could do. I'd end up like Billy. He still doesn't feel well today. That bastard kicked him in the balls."
Marilyn softened a little. It was true that Danny couldn't do anything. She had wanted to blame what happened on Danny, but it was as much her fault as Danny's. After all, nobody had made her get into the car.
"I'm sorry, Danny," she said. "I just wanted to have someone to blame."
"What did they do to you after we left?" Danny asked.
"I don't want to talk about that," Marilyn said.
At that moment Leslie walked by. She gave Marilyn and Danny a little thin smile.
"Hi, Marilyn," Leslie said. "Are you and Danny having fun? I heard you've been having a lot of fun lately."
Marilyn blushed red. So Leslie knew. Marilyn wondered how much Leslie knew. Had her father actually told her anything about the night before or had Leslie just been hearing rumors.
Marilyn suddenly felt very alone. Danny seemed to realize it as he put his strong arm around her shoulders. Leslie gave them a smile and walked away.
"That bitch," Danny said fiercely.
Marilyn pressed herself closer to his body. He felt warm and reassuring. Suddenly she felt a hot tingle between her thighs and she knew she wanted to take Danny somewhere and fuck him. "Danny," she said. "I need you." He looked at her in surprise. "You what?" he asked.
"I need you," she said. "I feel so lonely and mad. I need you. Is there someplace we could go?"
Danny didn't answer. Instead he took her elbow and started guiding her toward the stairs. They went down the stairs, past the last set of classrooms, into the old part of the building. This part of the building was to be torn down and new walls put up. It was old and dangerous and nobody was allowed into it.
Danny seemed to know where he was going. He guided her into a classroom and Marilyn gasped in surprise. It was the old English room, but there had been someone living there. There were a few empty beer cans and a dirty mattress.
"It's not fancy," Danny said. "I discovered it a few days ago. Some hippies had been living in this part of the school. Now the door has been double-locked and they can't get back in."
"Amazing," Marilyn said. "I didn't think anyone could live in a school and not be found out."
"You know how it is," Danny said. "Nobody ever comes back here."
"Nobody?" Marilyn questioned.
"Nobody," he said.
"Then we can do anything we like?" she asked. "Anything," he said.
"Then first I want to suck your cock," she said. "Goddamn," Danny said.
She took his hand and led him over to the mattress. He sat down and she sat down beside him. Quickly she unzipped his zipper and reached inside for his cock.
She didn't know why she had this sudden urge to have his cock in her mouth. All she understood was that she wanted the feeling of being able to satisfy Danny. Of being able to make him happy, and of being able to draw his hot soul into her mouth.
His prick was limp and she wrapped her fingers around him and slowly massaged him to hardness. It was easy. His young cock stood up sturdy and proud in just a few seconds.
"Oh, Danny," she said.
She bent her head and touched the tip of her tongue to his tiny hole. He groaned as her red rough tongue flicked all over the head of his cock.
"I love to suck your cock, Danny," she said. "You have a sweet cock."
She realized that she had told the truth. She did want to suck Danny's cock. He didn't taste like the two other cocks she'd been forced to suck.
She ran her tongue all over his thick cock, covering him with her saliva. She licked his balls and sucked each of them into her mouth.
It was a new experience for her. She liked the way that Danny moaned and groaned as she worked on his balls. She couldn't get enough of him and she raised her head.
"Take your trousers and shorts off," she said. "Hurry up."
Danny was willing. He didn't take them all the way off, but he pulled his pants and shorts down to his knees. His stiff rod sprang up proudly. She bent her head again and licked him. She licked lower than before, almost running her tongue to his anus.
"Turn over," she said.
He turned. She didn't know exactly what she was doing, but she knew that she wanted to kiss him all over. She wanted to cover him with her tongue.
She ran her tongue down his spine to the crack of his ass. She didn't stop. She ran her tongue into his crack and then pushed her tongue at his anus. "Oh God, Marilyn," he groaned.
She kept licking at him until he raised his hips to meet every stroke of her tongue. She lifted up and quickly stripped out of her clothes. She wanted to feel naked against him. He was curious about what she was doing, but he didn't turn his head. He groaned when he felt her naked titties rubbing his back.
She rubbed her naked titties all over the back of his legs. She was hot between her legs but first she wanted him to come in her mouth. She needed him to come in her mouth.
She tugged at him so that he turned back over and she bent her head to his nipples. She teased his nipples with her tongue and then she pushed her head lower. She was once more between his legs and she opened her mouth and took his long rod deep in her throat.
"God," he moaned. "O God Marilyn!"
She made loud sucking noises as she went up and down on his stiff cock. As she sucked him, her tongue also worked on his rod. He was moaning and his hips were bucking and she knew it wouldn't be long before he came.
She hurried her movements, her lips going up and down on him so fast that it seemed she would bum him up. He yelled that he was coming and she went down on him so deep she could feel his cock against the back of her throat.
His jism splashed against the back of her throat. She reached for his balls and fondled them, urging even more of the thick white cum into her mouth.
She swallowed every drop, and when he have his last spurt she sucked more out of him. She got all she could out of the head of his cock and then she used her tongue on his rod again, licking his cock up and down.
"Oh Jesus, Marilyn," he said. "What you just did to me!"
"Did you like it?" she asked.
"Did I like it?" he questioned. "My God, that was fantastic."
"I'm glad," she said. "Now you just lay back. When you get hard again I'm going to fuck you!"
"My God," he said.
He leaned back and closed his eyes while Marilyn went to work on his prick once more. She licked him all over with her tongue and she teased him with her fingers. He was young and it wasn't long before his cock began to stiffen.
She went to work on him harder and she had him growing. She slipped his prick back into her mouth and she sucked hard until he grew to his full hardness.
She released his prick and she climbed on top of him. This was a way she had read about in books and now she wanted to try it. She rubbed her titties up and down the front of his body, even capturing his prick between her large titties and rubbing.
"God," he said. "Oh fuck!"
She came back up his body and pressed her right nipple into his mouth. He obediently opened his mouth and took her nipple in. He chewed on it and then opened wider and took in more of her big titty.
It was her turn to moan as he savagely chewed on her titty. She pushed her tit farther and farther into his mouth. He greedily accepted all she gave him.
"Oh, baby," she said. "That feels good."
She pulled her titty from his mouth and slowly moved up his body until her cunt was poised before his face. She didn't know how he would react until she felt his tongue going through her pubic hairs and licking at the lips of her cunt.
She slowly lowered herself onto his face, feeling his hot tongue go up into her cunt, sucking at her already juicy pussy.
"My clit," she begged him. "Suck my clit!"
He found her clit with his tongue and drew it into his mouth. He sucked and teased it until she was burning hot. She wanted to come, but she wanted to come with his big cock inside of her. She moved down his body again and found his cock. She sucked it into her mouth once more until he was good and hard. Then she stretched out on top of him rubbing her titties against his chest. "I want you in me," she said. "Yes," he said. "God, yes."
She reached between them and grasped his cock. Carefully she pressed it against her hot pussy lips and sucked him inside of her. She sat up carefully, feeling his cock go into her stomach.
"Jesus," he said.
"Ummmm," she moaned. "That feels fine!" She started bouncing up and down on his cock. His cock rubbed against her clit each time she went down and caused delicious tingles all over her body.
"Fuck me," he said. "Fuck me!"
This was a new way for Danny, but he was getting to like it. He was going to have to try this again. He especially liked the fact that Marilyn fucked him so enthusiastically.
Marilyn had never felt so good. She was filled up by him; she felt his thick cock going places no cock had ever gone before.
"Christ," he moaned. "Christ, it's fine. I can't stand it. I'm going to come! I'm going to shoot my wad. Oh, Christ, it's too gooooooood!" 
She felt his prick grow and she started bouncing harder on him until she felt the first spurt of his jism. She went down on him slower now, savoring each delicious spurt of his cum. She put her hands in her hair as she felt her body start to jerk. She screamed loudly and pulled her hair as explosion after explosion rocked her body. It was fine. It was wonderful!
Most of all, it didn't make her feel alone. It made her feel very needed!



CHAPTER SIX


The night of the swim meet finally arrived. It had been the night Marilyn had been looking forward to with longing and apprehension. She wanted to win. She wanted to win more than she had ever wanted anything.
She had never thought about it before, but winning was like a sexual release for her. When the applause started it was wonderful.
Carol Thompson patted her on the shoulder as they were dressing. "Good luck," she said.
"I'll need it," Marilyn said.
"Not you," Carol said. "Poor Leslie's practically foaming at the mouth she's so jealous of you."
"Jealous of me?" Marilyn asked.
"Sure," Carol said. "You know that Leslie wanted to be the number one swimmer. She wanted it badly but she doesn't have a chance as long as you're swimming."
"But why would she want it so badly?" Marilyn asked.
"I don't know," Carol said. "I think it's got something to do with Brian liking athletic girls."
Carol's name was called over the loudspeaker and that meant her trial was coming up. She gave Marilyn a wave of her hand and left her alone in the dressing room.
Marilyn watched her go with a warm flush. So Brian liked athletic girls. Well she was an athletic girl and there wasn't much doubt that she would win the trials. Maybe that would make Brian notice her. At least he would be there. A boy like Brian wouldn't miss even the girls' swim meet.
She tugged her swim suit into place and put her cap on. She would be the last one to enter. All of the other girls were already out there waiting their turns. Marilyn was to participate in the last three races.
She was suddenly aware of someone in the room with her. It gave her a strange feeling and she turned around quickly.
Officer Drew stood there. This time he wasn't in the uniform of a policeman, but in civilian clothes. He looked fatter in civilian clothes.
"Hey there," he said.
"What are you doing here," she asked. "This is the girls' dressing room."
"That's true," Officer Drew said. "But then, I knew there wasn't nobody in here but you and you ain't got nothing I ain't seen before."
"I've got to go," Marilyn said.
He blocked her way. "I want to talk to you," he said.
"I do have to go," she insisted.
"Not before we have our little talk," Officer Drew said. "I want to ask you a favor."
"A favor?" she asked. "What kind of favor?"
"I don't want you to swim today," Officer Drew said. "I want you to hurt your foot or something."
She stared at him in horror, searching his face for some sign that this might be some sort of ugly practical joke. It wasn't. He had the same broad grin on his face that he'd worn the night he had raped her.
"You must be kidding," she said.
She tried to bluff her way past him but he caught her arm and pushed her back. She tried to slap his face, but he caught her hand easily and all of her courage and anger drained away from her.
She started feeling weak.
"You won't swim today," he said.
"But why?" she asked. "Why don't you want me to swim? I'm a good swimmer."
"You are," he said. "Too good. You're better than my Leslie."
She understood them. If she didn't go out there, or if she pretended to be hurt, then Leslie would have to take her place. Leslie was a good swimmer. Leslie had a chance to win, though it wasn't as good a chance as Marilyn had. But if Leslie won, then she would have no more trouble getting Brian to be her permanent boyfriend.
"Don't do this to me," she said. "I want to race today. Please let me."
"Nah," he said. "You don't really want to race. You and I both know what you like to do."
She was aware of what the look in his eyes meant. She backed away from him but she was aware also that there was no place she could go.
"I'll just lock the door," Officer Drew said. "Then we'll wait until the trials are over. Maybe we can find something to do until then. You look real good in that swim suit. Real good."
She ran. She had suddenly remembered the door, a very small door tucked away at the other corner of the dressing room. Nobody ever used it and it stayed locked from the inside most of the time. It emptied out into the parking lot but she might make it.
Officer Drew had turned his back and was locking the dressing room door. He yelled for her to stop as he turned back again.
She didn't stop. She was running for her life. She ran into the long hall that led from the dressing room to the showers. She got there ahead of him. She pushed against the door and it wouldn't open. She stood there sobbing and beating her hands against it.
"That won't do any good," Officer Drew said. He was angry and he was breathing hard. She turned with her back toward the door and held up her hands like she would try to claw him if he came near her.
"Yes sir," he said. He didn't move any nearer to her. "You look might pretty in that swim suit. You know, I really didn't get a good look at you the other night when I was fucking you. I didn't get a good look at all."
"Leave me alone," she said.
"I wonder what you'd look like in the shower," he said. "I bet you'd be a pretty thing in the shower. I used to like to watch my wife in the shower before she got too fat and ugly."
"Please leave me alone," Marilyn said.
"Why don't you take a shower for me?" he said. "Make it easy on yourself."
"I'll scratch your eyes out," she said.
"No you won't," he said. "You're not brave enough to do that. Besides, you know you only live to get a big fat cock."
Marilyn heard her name called on the loudspeaker. A moment later it was called again. They stood like that for five more minutes and then her name was called a third time.
"They'll come looking for me," Marilyn said.
"I thought of that," he shrugged. "But I don't think they'll have time to look for you. They wouldn't want to be late and lose points. My daughter's right out there and ready to swim."
He was right. The loudspeaker was on again announcing the start of the first race that Marilyn was supposed to be in. Marilyn started trembling and she felt the tears brush at her cheeks. This was what she wanted most of all, and now it was too late.
"Now that we have a little time," he said. "Let's have some fun. Are you making it easy on yourself, or are you going to make it hard?"
Marilyn was beaten. She thought that she might as well make it easy on herself. Somehow she thought that Officer Drew might very well like her to make it hard. He looked like the kind of man who got pleasure in hurting people.
"What do you want me to do?" Marilyn asked.
"A shower," he beamed. "I want you to take your clothes off and take a shower."
Marilyn reached behind her neck and loosened the strap that held her swim suit. She peeled it down over her breasts and dropped it to the floor. She saw the lust in his eyes as he looked at her.
"Goddamn," he said. "You are a beautiful little cunt."
She stood before him until he was tired of looking and then he demanded that she turn around. She turned, letting him see all of her body, ogling her with lust in her ugly eyes.
"Goddamn," he said softly.
She kept turning until he told her to get into the shower. She wondered what kind of weird kick he got out of watching her take a shower, but she did as she was told. She slipped under the water and let it run on her.
At least the water felt good. He stood in the doorway watching her, rubbing the front of his trousers. She could see that his fat prick was already growing and she remembered how he had hurt her the first time with his savage attack. "Come on out," he said finally.
She turned the water off and came out of the shower. He placed his fat hands against her tittles and mauled them like he was kneading dough.
"Goddamn fine," he said. "I didn't get a good look at you before. But you are Goddamn fine."
He grabbed the towel and started to dry her off. He wiped her brutally, getting some kind of sadistic pleasure in the way she winced when he hurt her.
Especially between her legs. He rubbed hardest of all there. She tried to pull away a couple of times, but he kept grabbing her and pulling the towel back between her legs.
"I like you," he said. "I think you're a sweet little cunt."
He took her hand and placed it on his crotch. He made her rub him until his prick started getting hard.
"Take me out," he said.
She unzipped him and reached into his trousers for his fat cock. She laced her fingers around his sweaty maleness and he groaned loudly.
"Little cunt," he said. "Fucking little cunt."
He hit her. She didn't expect it. One minute he had been enjoying it and the next minute he drove a fist into her face. It wasn't a hard blow, or he would have broken her nose. It was only a light tap that made her lose her balance and fall on her ass. "Fucking little cunt," he said. "Why?" she asked.
"You don't even deserve to breathe the same air as my daughter," he said.
Suddenly she was afraid. It was no longer just sex with him. He wanted to beat her, to hurt her.
He wanted to prove his mastery over her.
"Get up," he said.
She got up and he knocked her down again. This time he picked her up by her hair.
"I'm going to fuck your ass off," he said.
He dragged her to one of the benches near the shower and he made her get on her hands and knees at the end of the bench. He didn't undress. He pressed his hard cock against her cunt.
"I'm going to give it to you like nobody has ever given it to you," he said.
She could hear the loudspeaker announcing the winner of the race. It was Leslie. She closed her eyes as her father's prick slammed savagely into her warm cunt. It hurt but he didn't care.
He wanted her to get no enjoyment out of it. All he wanted was to get his own enjoyment out of it. He grunted as he began to fuck her rapidly.
"Move your ass, cunt," he said. "Move your ass."
She moved against him as much as she could, wanting to get it over with. It wasn't long. She heard him grunt again and then his balls released his thick wad of jism into her. He quickly pulled out of her and let his thick jism run onto her ass. "Cum for the cunt," he laughed.
He made her turn around and he placed his cock against her mouth. He was only slightly hard, but she tasted his salty jism.
"Clean me," he said. "Clean my prick."
She ran her tongue all over his prick and balls, cleaning every drop of cum from him. He sighed as his prick went completely limp. He stuffed it back into his trousers.
"You like to fuck, don't you," he said.
She didn't answer and he grabbed her hair and held her face up to him.
"I asked you a question," he said.
"No," she protested.
He slapped her face, leaving the imprint of his fingers. He slapped her twice more before she changed her answers.
"All right," she said. "I like to. I like to fuck!" He stopped slapping her. He took off his suit coat and told her to put it on. He took her hand and led her toward the back door.
"You can't get out here," she said.
He kicked the door and it opened with the cracking sound of rotten wood.
"Where are you taking me?" she asked.
"Someplace where you can fuck as long as you want to," he said.
He dragged her to his car and pushed her into the front seat. She could hear the loudspeaker announcing the last race as he drove the car out of the parking lot. He drove toward the town and he turned off in a direction that Marilyn had never been.
She knew what was there. The old housing project. Her mother had warned her many times not to go there, for old drunks and trashy people were always around.
"Why are you bringing me here?" she asked.
"I told you," he answered. "I wanted to bring you someplace where there were enough men to make you happy."
He turned onto a dirt road that led to a wide area where there were a dozen old houses. A few men were sprawled out in the front yard of one of file houses in front of a huge fire.
Officer Drew stopped the car and got out. The men started getting up when they saw him. Marilyn shuddered as she looked at the men. They were all shapes and sizes, but all of them were skinny and dirty and dressed in old clothes.
"We ain't done nothing, Officer Drew," one man said quickly. "We been here all evening."
"I'm not accusing you of anything, Jack," Officer Drew said. "I just brought you a present."
"A present?" Jack asked. Jack looked suspicious. He didn't like cops, and he especially didn't like Officer Drew. Officer Drew had put him in jail a few times. Jack watched Officer Drew walk around and open the door and drag the girl out. Jack saw the flash of white thigh as Officer Drew dragged her from the car.
Jack felt a hardening at his crotch. It had been a while since he could afford to buy one of the whores in town, and none of the town whores looked anything like this young thing.
He wondered what she had on underneath the coat. He was sure it couldn't be very much, for the coat only came down to her thighs and her legs were bare.
"Isn't she a pretty thing?" Officer Drew asked, as he held Marilyn by the arm. "Look at them legs. She gets good-looking legs like that from exercise. This little girl really likes exercise."
"What do you want from us?" Jack asked.
"I told you," Officer Drew smiled. He was enjoying himself. "I brought you a present. Take off the coat, Marilyn."
"No," Marilyn whispered.
"Do as I tell you," Officer Drew said.
Marilyn looked around desperately at the faces. She wanted any sign of mercy but there was none. Only a deep hunger that told her that these men had been a long time without women.
Officer Drew's steely fingers dug into her arm and started hurting her. She knew she had no choice. She reached for the top button on the coat and undid it. The rest of the buttons came apart automatically.
She slid the coat off her shoulders and Officer Drew caught it before it hit the ground. She closed her eyes, but she had already seen the looks of lust and she'd heard the collective gasp from the men.
Jack was the first one to reach her. He took her arm and pulled her away from Officer Drew. "Do you want to watch?" Jack asked. "Nah," Officer Drew said. "Just have fun."
She opened her eyes to see Officer Drew get into his car and drive away. A moment later she could see nothing but a tight circle of men.
"Please," she said. "Let me go."
"Where shall we take her?" one man asked.
"There's a blanket on the ground by the fire," one man suggested.
"Come on," Jack said.
He dragged her stumbling and crying toward the blanket. More men had come from somewhere. She didn't know where they were all coming from. Jack pushed her down and he started unzipping his trousers.
He had a feeling that this girl wasn't some whore that Drew was punishing for working the town, but he really didn't care why Drew had brought her there.
Jack's cock was aching. He had never seen anyone so good-looking, or at least not in a long time. Her pink gash was so close and he knew she'd feel tight and hot around his cock.
"Open your legs, baby," he said.
"Please," she said again.
Jack didn't bother taking off the rest of his clothes. He only slid his trousers down to his knees and took out his long, thick rod. It was already crowned with a drop of cum. He fell on top of her, mashing her huge titties fiat and pushing his cock against her thigh. Her crying was turning him on even more as he reached between them and guided his cock to her cunt.
He shoved and his cock went partially into her. Her sobbing stopped and she gave a twist, trying to escape from his cock. It did no good. He wrapped his arms around her and pulled her tighter to him. Slowly he began to worm his cock into her cunt.
"God, she's tight," he moaned. "She's the tightest I've ever had."
He was nearly into her and he gave one last shove that pushed his thick rod into her up to his balls. Marilyn shuddered as she felt his balls resting against her. He was into her; there was nothing she could do about that. She quit fighting.
He felt her relax in his arms and he laughed. He started moving his cock slowly in and out of her cunt. He wanted her to feel it too. He had a feeling that she had a hot cunt.
Marilyn didn't want to show any sign of responding with this many men looking on, but once again her body was betraying her. It was humiliating, but she could feel the hot fires rushing through her body.
Jack felt the tingle in his balls that told him his orgasm was near. He started pounding his cock into her more rapidly.
"God," he moaned. "God, it's good! It's so good! Ahhhhh Jesussssssss!"
She felt his hot liquid pouring into her. She realized she had her eyes closed and she opened them again. She saw the rest of the men watching, their cocks springing hard from their trousers. "Oh no," she said. "Please."
But the men were too carried away with their lust. Almost before Jack had gotten up another man was taking his place. She felt the quickness of his breath against her neck and she felt his large pole sliding easily up into her cunt.
"Move it, baby," he said huskily. "Move it so it feels good!"
She felt the shame of hot fires going though her even as the man pounded his cock into her. Then another man couldn't wait and he was kneeling on the blanket beside her head.
"Let's see how she sucks," the man said.
"Oh no," Marilyn said.
He wasn't listening. He had his cock in his hand and he was pressing his cock-head to her mouth. The strong smell of his unwashed cock almost made her ill. He saw that she wasn't going to open her mouth without help.
He gave her the help by grabbing her hair and forcing her head backwards. In a moment she couldn't breathe and she had to gasp for breath. He pushed his foul-smelling cock closer to her lips.
"Open your mouth," he said savagely. "Open your sweet mouth."
She opened her mouth and he crammed part of his cock in between her lips. She felt the man fucking her cunt start getting excited.
"I'm coming," he cried. "I'm fucking coming!"
She felt his cock spurt into her but no longer was she feeling hot. Her pussy was beginning to hurt from being so misused.
The man fucking her mouth straddled her body and poked his hard rod deeper into her mouth. He held her by the hair as he drove his long rod in and out. His cock was covered with her saliva and he moaned loudly as his cock thrust between her pretty lips.
There was another man between her legs. She felt his cock slipping easily into her cunt and going very deep. She was being used as she'd never been used before. It was shameful.
"Shit," the man in her mouth cried. "Oh shit! I can feel it coming. Oh shit, baby! Swallow it! Swallow my hot cum!"
She tried to turn her head but nothing she did could prevent him from coming in her mouth. She tasted a great gob of his cum deep in her throat. Then he spurted again and she couldn't breathe.
His cum ran down the sides of her mouth, dripping in hot rivers to her neck and titties.
The man pulled his cock away from her mouth with a loud pop and then wiped himself in a strand of her blonde hair.
"Jesus," he said.
She barely had time to breathe before she felt another cock rubbing against her cheek.
"Take me in your hand, baby," a man said.
She grabbed his long rod and began jerking him off. He was not yet hard but it took only the touch of her hot fingers to get him that way. She felt his cock brush her cheek again and then his cock-head was rubbing against her lips.
"Goddamn fucking good pussy!" the one fucking her cried. She felt his cock spurt gobs of semen into her.
"Turn her over," someone said.
She felt herself being turned over on her stomach.
"Hunch, baby," someone said.
She didn't understand, but the hands helped her. She was curled into a little half-ball with her legs underneath her and her ass in the air. She felt hands parting her asscheeks and then a cock at her tiny anus.
"Oh no," she said. "Not there."
The man who had been at her mouth lifted her head slightly.
"Shut up," he said. "And use your mouth for this."
He laughed as he pushed his cock into her mouth. She almost choked on him but he gave her a moment to breathe before he plunged deeper into her throat.
"That's it," he said. "What a sweet sucking mouth you've got."
She winced in pain as she felt a cock going into her ass. He went to quickly, almost tearing into her with a savage stroke.
"God," the man said, "Tight. Fucking tight!"
It hurt. God, how it hurt! He started fucking her hard and it took him only a few minutes before he started groaning and his hot cum was filling her ass. She could hear his loud sighs and the slap of his balls against her ass as he came.
She was in an uncomfortable position and the man in her mouth kept slamming his cock into her throat. She was tired, physically exhausted. She was at the point where she didn't care anymore what they did to her.
The cock in her mouth spurted and she swallowed some of his cum and some more ran down the sides of her mouth. For a moment she thought they were done with her but they had only stopped to help her to a different position. They put her on her side and she felt two cocks going into her at the same time, one in her cunt, the other in her ass. A third cock was pressed against her mouth and she opened her lips to admit him.
She had no idea how long it continued. It seemed like hours. Some of them men didn't take her, but simply beat off above her and let their hot drippings fall onto her naked body.
She felt sticky and hot with their cum. She was covered with it. She had it in every hole and in her hair. Finally they left her alone.
She lay for a long time without opening her eyes. Then someone put a blanket over her. She looked up and saw that it was the first man who'd had her.
"Go home," he said. "We're done with you."
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