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CHAPTER ONE


The fucking ache had been building for most of the day. Wendy even felt as though it had been building for much longer than that. A week at least. It had been that long since her abortive evening with Andrew.
Andrew. The name even sounded like that of a small child. And despite his six-foot height, he had been little more than a child when it came to fucking a sexually-eager seventeen-year-old girl.
Namely Wendy Halliburton.
If she really wanted to be honest, Andrew was the worst but his predecessors hadn't been the greatest set of fuckers she had ever known. Most of them were quick-shot artists like Red Hardy.
God, what she'd give for a good, honest-to-God hard fucking. A real first-class fuck.
Maybe tonight, with Phillip of the broad shoulders, and well-filled blue jeans, she would get her wish.
She gazed at herself in the mirror. She was wearing nothing but a pair of baby-blue panties, low-slung bikini bottoms, with the dark triangle of her pubic hair outlined just above the vee of her crotch.
Her firm young tits stood coral-tipped on her high rib cage, and her belly was sleek and flat. There was no baby fat on her teenaged body, though she could by no means be called lean. The flesh and muscle had achieved a happy medium on her nubile body. She was what the boys at school called stacked.
She took great pride in her big tits, reveled in the effect it had on those young bucks who lounged against the walls at school, whistling low and moaning softly when she passed, whispering lewd remarks just loud enough for her to hear.
Let them look, feast their eyes on her tits, dream their wet dreams, wake up in the morning with their shorts sticky. A man needed to have some sense of what paradise was.
And not many would argue that Wendy Halliburton was very definitely paradise – a paradise of pussy and perfect tits.
The doorbell rang in high-pitched tones. Wendy slipped into her white blouse and checked her appearance one final time in the mirror. Hair flowing past her shoulders, the bangs were cut just above her green eyes. Blouse neatly pressed and well filled with her tits. She rubbed the nipples through the fabric to make them stand erect.
She slipped on her miniskirt and twirled. Just enough thigh showed to serve as a tantalizing advertisement for the sweet pussy between her legs.
Hope it gets some action tonight.
The doorbell became more and more insistent. He'd just have to wait, since she was the only one at home. Her parents had gone for a weekend trip to the mountains, and they left the great big house to her.
She meant to make the best of it.
"I'm coming," she shouted, hurrying out of her room and down the stairs.
Damn, forgot the shoes.
She turned and went back up the stairs and slipped into a pair of sandals.
Guess he thinks I'm never coming.
She winced. That would be terrible, she thought, catching a secondary meaning of the word. I'd sure hate never to come again.
She paused in front of the big oak door.
This was her last chance with a young stud. If he disappointed her like the last two, well, she would just have to take on some better pricks. Ones with experience, who had something more on their minds than blowing their nuts as quickly as they could.
"Sure took a long time," Phillip said as she opened the door.
"Anything good is worth waiting for."
Wendy snuggled closer to Phillip on the living-room couch. She nestled her strawberry blonde head in the cradle formed by his neck and shoulder and draped her right arm across his belly.
"It's kinda nice to be alone, isn't it?" she purred, rubbing her cheek against his chest.
"Uh, sure is," he stammered, nervously stroking her back.
She edged her mini skirted thigh close to him, letting it rest alongside his. She could feel their mutual warmth mingling at the touch, and she smiled to herself, an anticipatory gleam filling her green eyes.
He wanted it. He just didn't know how to go about getting cunt. Or he was too damn afraid to try. How was it that all the young fellows she was attracted to were like this? She would just have to coax him, give him some encouragement, and maybe he'd take the hint. He may be inexperienced, but surely he wasn't retarded.
"You know, Mom and Dad won't be back for two days. We've got the complete house to ourselves."
Her fingers slipped inside his shirt and touched the flesh of his belly, tracing circles about his navel. The hair which gathered on his stomach, sparser and shorter than that which grew just a little lower at the base of his cock, tickled her fingertips.
She lightly massaged the slight depression and was reminded of a similar act in a very different place on her own body. Her motion was not unlike the tender strokes she often gave her sweet little pussy as she sought the delicate hump of clitoral flesh, rich with sensitive nerve endings.
She often resorted to finger-fucking herself. It was sometimes her only relief, her only method of releasing the hot desires which welled up inside her nubile young body. Slipping a finger into her cunt was not her favorite way of getting her sexual kicks, but she couldn't always be so choosy, and it was surely the most economical way of getting her tight little cunt a climax.
It was too bad that Phillip didn't have a clit buried in his navel. Things would be easier for all concerned. A few quick brushes of her finger and he would be ready to forget his shyness and aggressively pursue the hot little cunt that he hadn't the sense to realize was his just for the asking.
"You're sure awfully silent, Phillip. A penny for your thoughts."
He smiled sheepishly at her, embarrassed, and she was certain that he had been thinking of the thrilling action of fucking her cunt with his stiff prick.
He squeezed her arm. His palms were hot and sweaty, as though he had a fever.
"I didn't know that anything could be bought for a penny nowadays, what with inflation and all," he said.
She rubbed her hand across his belly, felt it quiver as she touched the strip of flesh just above his belt line.
"I'm willing to offer more."
She looked up into his eyes read the fire raging within them. His eyes seemed to be exploring her, trying to read her thoughts, to fathom her intentions, her willingness. She knew the signs of her desire blazed back at him, but he didn't know how to read them. He was unsure of himself, didn't know her well enough to reckon that she wanted to fuck and fuck and fuck.
"You're beautiful," he murmured, bending his head toward her.
She lifted to meet his kiss. It was tender, his lips pressing lightly to hers. She wanted him to open his mouth, but he didn't and she was disappointed.
"Do you find me exciting?" she asked, her mouth still close to his, so that their breaths mingled.
She kissed him again, opening her mouth, her kiss warm and wet. For an instant, her tongue touched his lips, licked their fullness then withdrew. He started at her touch, but before he could respond she had gone.
"Terribly exciting," he said.
His hand stroked her cheek, his fingers tracing the soft outline of her jaw, then brushing across her mouth. She kissed his fingertips, licked the palm of his hand, nibbled at the ends of his fingers, all the while making a low mewling sound of pleasure.
"I'm no Goddess, Phillip. And I don't want to be adored. I'm real, flesh and blood, and I want to be loved like a woman. Do you understand what I'm saying?"
She shifted then, drawing herself up on the couch. She eased herself onto his lap, letting her arms encircle his neck. She could feel the hardness of his cock at her hip when she snuggled close, could feel his chest heaving with desire as she pressed her titties, all taut-tipped and fiery-hot with her growing passion, against his chest.
Her kiss was received differently this time. Their mouths locked, lips open. She licked the tender insides of his lips and felt the warm touch of his tongue seeking hers. She sucked his oral organ greedily.
His hand stroked her bare thigh, each stroke carrying him higher and higher until he caressed the flesh at the hem of her silken panties. He quivered from the excitement of the forbidden touch, then moaned at the passion throbbing in his cock.
She answered his response with a low moan.
Her panties had become soaked as her cunt became lubricated. The crotch was dripping with cunt fluid, and the juices had begun to slicken the tingling warmth of her white thighs.
His hand gripped her asscheek, gave it an affectionate squeeze, then pressed her closer to him. She could feel the powerful prick thicken and lengthen as he crushed their bodies together.
"You're incredible," he breathed. "I love…"
She covered his mouth with her hand, cutting off the words.
"Don't say it. It's not necessary. You don't have to give me an excuse to let you touch me."
He nodded. "You are real, aren't you? You may be only sixteen, baby, but I'm beginning to think you're very experienced."
She took his hand from her hip and placed it on one eager tit.
"You won't be the first, Phillip. Does that disappoint you?"
"No. It excites the shit out of me."
He kneaded her tit through the fabric of her blouse, and she felt the nipple blossom into fullness under the ministration of his hand.
"Then suppose we quit talking so damn much, and get to doing something."
He chuckled throatily. "I couldn't agree more." He pulled her to him, and their mouths sought one another.
Wendy sighed contently. She had just turned sixteen but she felt older, as though somehow the biological sense of time had gone awry, had brought her not only early physical maturity, but emotional maturity, far beyond what could be normally expected of her years.
Now Phillip was exploring her physical maturity.
His hand cupped one melon-shaped breast. She wore no bra, and was very proud of the fact that her tits were firm enough to stand by themselves.
She knew that other girls had bigger tits, but she always found them a little less perfect, a little less appealing to the eye. Too many times they sagged, or swayed fleshily. She liked to think that her tits made every man's mouth water in anticipation when she passed, and she felt that she wasn't far from wrong on that count.
Phillip tweaked her nipple, and then began unbuttoning her blouse. She tugged her blouse out of her skirt, then leaned away from him as he pulled the garment free.
Her breasts tumbled free, straining eagerly, the nipples like brown pebbles sitting on the mist-colored areolas.
"You've got some good-looking tits, Wendy."
"Kiss and suck them. It'll make my pussy more ready for your fat cock."
She felt the lightning jerk of his prick, and she reached down to pet it. She knew that men liked to hear dirty words.
"Can you wait, baby?" she asked.
He swallowed and rolled her nipple between his thumb and forefinger. "I-I think so."
"We'll both enjoy it more. I think we can find something to keep us occupied. You going to suck my titties now, or not?"
"Now," he said, and he dived toward one thrusting brown nipple.
His mouth covered her nipple, and his tongue instinctively darted forward. He flicked his tongue across the hard point of her nipple, letting it circle the proud peak. Her other tit was being massaged by his left hand, his fingers plying the tiny brown bud excitedly.
He leaned her back on the couch, stretching himself out beside her. He draped one leg across her thighs and drew his knee up between her legs, pushing her short skirt up. His knee rested on the vee of her crotch right against the high cunt mound. She clutched his leg to hers, and began to hunch against it.
"Eat my titties, baby!" she murmured, burying her hand in his thick hair, holding his mouth to her breast. "Love me with your mouth and tongue. Yes, like that!"
He took the nipple between his lips, pressed them tightly against it, then slipped his teeth over the hard bud.
She tensed fearfully for a moment, afraid that he might hurt her, then she relaxed as she felt how gently he moved across her nipple.
He lifted from the tit, licked around the areola, then flicked the nipple with whip like motions of his tongue.
She moaned pressed her hand over his on her other tit guided it in circular motions, stroking his neck savagely and holding him tightly to her tits.
He licked the underside of her titties, nipping at them occasionally with his teeth, then laved the full area of her left tit until it sparkled with saliva.
"The other one. Suck it too, baby."
He moved. As he engulfed her right breast, he felt himself gripped by the power in Wendy's voice. He had always understood that in sexual matters, the male was the dominant figure, yet there was no doubt in his mind that it was Wendy who had assumed the dominant role in this seduction.
She had been the aggressor, while he had been manipulated all the way. If he plunged his prick into her burning pussy, then it would be by her own design, rather than by any sly plans or devious traps he had maneuvered her into.
He licked the area between her tits where the flesh drew tight over the breastbone before flaring outward to the high twin mounds. He moved higher to her neck, caressing each tit with his fingers and palms.
She could feel the hard prick poking into her belly, and she wrapped her legs around him, flinging her body toward him, so that her cunt mound massaged the base of his cock. He responded by hunching back at her, and for several moments they dry-fucked breathlessly.
"You're so hot," gasped Phillip.
Wendy poured out great waves of heat from the desire burning in her loins. Her cunt was raging with pent-up lust. The mouth of her pussy was swollen from the blood which rushed to her cuntlips, and her tangy twat twitched and fluttered in anticipation.
"I love to fuck," she whispered to him. Her hand slipped between their tightly pressed bodies, resting on his pants where his cock had risen. "Take off your clothes, and let me feel your naked cock."
He stood, kicked off his shoes, stripped his shirt slipped out of his trousers. She could see the jut of his prick in his shorts. He eased them down his pale thighs, revealing the gloriously ruddy shaft which was his prick.
His cock rose from the curling growth of pubic hair beneath his belly, long and straight, demanding her attention, jerking forcefully as the blood coursed through it. It was a powerfully hypnotic wand, pointing at her like an accusatory finger, demanding that she prove her femaleness. She felt as though she should bow before it, worship it.
She smiled at the tiny slit in its head, saw the thin clear drop of pre-cum ooze from it. She reached out, touched the swollen glans, spread the cum over the glistening cockhead. Phillip had not been circumcised. She wondered what effect that had on his pleasure when he fucked, and she hoped that it enhanced rather than detracted from it.
His balls hung in a heavy sac beneath his cock, and they were swollen, holding the sweet cock cream that would flood her cunt when he climaxed.
"You're really hung, Phillip. Finger my cunt. Get me ready. It'll make it easier for me to fuck your big cock."
She could not get over the mingling of fear and joy she always got when she stared at a hard prick. She wondered if all women were that way.
He knelt. She watched his body. He was beautiful, she decided, but naked men always fascinated her. She had books and books with pictures of naked men, and she always opened them and gazed at their cocks, both flaccid and erect, imagining what it would be like to be fucked by them. When she saw a good-looking man anywhere, she mentally stripped him of all his clothes, tried to picture his prick in her mind.
Most of her parents' friends had come under her scrutiny; she had daydreamed about several fucking her, plunging their pricks in her, becoming more than mere friends, becoming lovers with whom she could share herself.
It had been a friend of her father's who had first fucked her.
She had inadvertently entered the wrong bathhouse at the country club where she had seen her first naked man, a business associate of her father's. He had stood embarrassed, and she had watched him flush. She had been entranced, unable to move, thrilled by his nakedness.
She stared in fearful fascination as his flaccid prick had begun to rise. He had fucked her right there in the bathhouse, her ass perched on his beach towel, plowing through her cherry and giving her what she had always wanted – a hard cock fucking the shit out of her.
He had been embarrassed and fearful when it was over, realizing that he had committed jailbait rape by giving her the fucking she had wanted and had not fought against. The mere insertion of his prick into her fourteen-year-old cunt was enough to condemn him if he were found out. He muttered apologies and fled, and though she too had quickly gathered her swimsuit and slipped it back on, slinking out of the bathhouse, it was with no remorse over what had happened, but with a glow, a sense of her womanhood, a desire to pursue this new-found thing.
Phillip unzipped her miniskirt and eased it over her hips. His hands trembled as he slipped the garment down her thighs and off her legs. He cast it away.
Surprisingly he began to kiss her feet, her ankles, her calves, his mouth working up toward her steaming cunt. When he paused at her knees, she flopped her legs open, offering him a good look at the red meat of her pussy.
He began to lick the warm flesh. His tongue brushed lightly across the velvety inner region of her thighs. When he was within several inches of her pulsating pussy, he tasted her cunt juices, still flowing down her thighs. He imagined the thick bush of her cunt winking smugly at him. He gulped, as much in fear as from his arousal. He had seen pictures of wide-open cunts, but he had never been this close to a juicing cunt in his life. He was drawn to it like a magnet.
He nuzzled between her thighs, his face so close to her pussy that she could feel his hot breath even through the silk of her panties.
He kissed her then, right on the dampness of her crotch, felt the flesh beneath the fabric oozing softly and saturating the crotch. She moaned and pushed herself up to him, lost in her own lust, stoking the flames of need.
"Oh, God, kiss my pussy!" she whispered wildly, quivering and undulating in savagely eager jerks. She clamped her legs tightly about his head, entrapping him in their viselike grip, holding him to her.
He fought to get out, and she was afraid she had frightened him with her boldness, but the need was getting stronger within her cunt, was coursing trough her tits. She bucked and rolled to the strange rhythm, the erotic sensations of her need making her place her heels on the couch and push her pussy upward.
"Your fingers. Hurry and get me ready!" she begged, placing her hands on her panties as if to draw them down and away from her. The panties were smothering her pussy, holding in the heat that sought to escape, they were a buffer between her and the fucking she so desperately needed.
Phillip eased her panties off then placed his hand on her pussy and pressed. He watched her in fascination. His cock throbbed, the blood shooting to the head, swelling it so that he thought that any second it would burst from the immense pressure.
She had been massaging her tits for several moments, pulling them, tugging forcefully at her nipples. Her belly shivered with lightning-quick bursts of breath that were forced through her open mouth, and her tongue flicked frantically over her lips to keep them wet. For some reason they had become dry.
"Hurry!" she demanded.
Phillip slipped one knuckle of his middle finger into her cunt. Her breath whooshed out of her lunges.
"AHHHH!" she moaned. "More. Give me more of it."
She bucked against his hand, but he withdrew the finger so that her cunt could not envelop it. He was enjoying tantalizing her.
The flesh of her pussy was dark, but as he separated the cuntlips with the thumb and forefinger of his free hand, he saw that it was almost crimson on the inside.
He dipped deeper into her pussy, giving her a second knuckle, catching her erect clitoris with the motion. He could feel the clit right above his hand, and he was amazed at how stiff it was. He moved his hand so that his thumb brought pressure to bear on her clit while he eased his finger into her pussy.
"All of it!" she cried. She grabbed his wrist with her hand and shoved forward with her hips so that he could not escape her this time.
"Alihhh, there. Finger-fuck me, Phillip!"
He began to plunge his finger in and out, and when she responded, he slipped her a second finger. All the while he was stroking his cock with his other hand.
She fucked his finger for almost a minute, and then shouted, "Your cock! Give me your cock!"
He was all too happy to oblige.



CHAPTER TWO


Phillip's balls hurt from trying to hold back his wad.
He moved atop her, stretching himself out. The heat pouring out of her cunt was fantastic. She opened her legs for him, opened her arms. He rested on his knees and touched the tip of his cock to her cunt. He slid the knob across the slit several times, letting her feel the size of his prick, moistening his cockhead from the frothy cunt juice pouring out of her and glistening on her pussylips.
Her cunt flesh was incredibly soft, incredibly warm, and his cockhead spread the puffy outer lips as he moved forward.
He groaned as he felt her cunt flesh envelop his stiff cock. Wendy's pussy yielded to him gave very little resistance as he slid all the way to the hilt. He could feel her bushy cunt mound clasping at the base of his prick. Her pussy clasped every inch of his cock, and the outer muscles began to contract around the base.
"I didn't know you could make a pussy bite," he breathed, trying to hold himself back. The way she was milking his cock he felt like he would explode into her clasping cunt any second.
Her pussy clamped his cock again. He clenched his teeth.
Wendy, sensing the urgency gathering in his balls, relaxed the massage her cunt was giving his prick. She did not want him to shoot just yet, not till he had fucked her through a climax.
"Fuck me, Phillip! Stick your cock all the way up into my belly. Fuck my pussy with all your might!"
He began to move then, bringing his hard-on almost all the way out, then fucking forward with savage thrusts. She took the cock, matched its rhythm, and began to hunch back.
When she rose to meet him, their bodies pounded at one another. He lowered his chest to her, kissed her with mounting passion, then buried his face in her neck and felt her delightful young cunt stroking his cock.
Wendy reached down and grabbed his asscheek with her right hand, while encircling his neck with her left. She tugged at his ass, trying to draw him deeper into her pussy. The slap of his balls against her ass sent shimmering thrills racing through her. She moaned.
This is so wonderful, she thought. I love to be fucked! A man's cock fucking my pussy is the only thing worth living for. Oh, fuck me, Phillip! Fuck me and don't stop!
She became aware that Phillip was ready to release the pent-up cock cream from his swollen balls. And yet she was far, so very far, from achieving the same release in her cunt, of feeling the shuddering impact of an orgasm.
She slowed her pace, hoping that she could impede the rush of cum gathering in his nuts.
"No, no, no!" she cried, but it was to no avail. "Uhhh!" he cried, his fuck juice exploding into Wendy's unfulfilled cunt. His ass jerked forward, slammed deep and held, while his balls emptied the white cream.
Wendy tried to hold on to him, hunched furiously against him, trying to keep enough friction between cock and clit, but already she could feel his prick growing limber as the cum dribbled from her still-eager cunt and gathered in her ass crack.
"Oh, you're so good," he cried, satisfied, unaware that there was anything more to be accomplished.
Selfish bastard, she wanted to scream at him. Fucking kid trying to be a man. Doesn't he realize that there were two people involved in a fuck? And only one got his rocks off.
But all she said was, "Damn, damn, damn!"
She lay still. There was no need to try and fuck back at his flaccid prick. She tried to quell the ache of dissatisfaction in her tits, in her raging cunt.
"Great, just great," he breathed, slumping above her, resting on his elbows with his head bent in weariness, all his strength drained from him.
The couch was suddenly very cramped for Wendy. It was oppressively uncomfortable with the two of them lying together, especially since Phillip's prick had so completely failed her. She had thought that his youth, his exuberance, would provide her with the powerful fucking she desired, but instead, he had only served his own needs, unleashing the cum from his balls without thinking about her pleasure. It was the very quickness of their fuck that perturbed her, that and the single-mindedness of his fucking.
She felt as though she were just an economy sized masturbator, no more than a five-foot-seven pair of hands to stroke his rigid cock, receiving the same compensation that the fist received when Phillip jacked off in his bathroom or bedroom nothing.
"Get up," she commanded.
Phillip was puzzled. He was unaware that he had been tried and convicted without benefit of counsel, and that in the kangaroo court of Wendy's mind his own youthful inadequacy had condemned him to sexual death as far as she was concerned. There was to be no reprieve, no pardon, no second chance for a first offender, just sudden and swift justice.
"Huh?"
"I said, get the fuck up! I'd tell you to take your cock out of me, but it left a long time ago. I'm just sorry it wasn't in me long enough to make its acquaintance. Someday you'll have to introduce your cock to my cunt."
Phillip got to his knees and stared at her. His eyes revealed the quandary he was in. What had gone wrong? Why was she so sarcastic?
"What the hell's gotten into you?"
Let him get angry. Might as well be both of them at the boiling point.
"I'll tell you what's gotten into me. Or rather what hasn't gotten into me." She swung her long shapely legs over the couch and got to her feet. The cum dribbled from between her legs, rolled down her thighs, but she paid it no mind.
"Is that what you call fucking?"
"Well, yes. You got what you wanted. Fuck me, Phillip, you said. Well, I fucked you. So what are you griping about?"
She wanted to scream in frustration. Was he that dense? Or just that callous?
"There's more to a good fuck than poking your prick in a girl. Can't you see that? Women gotta come too. And, boy-stud, I didn't make it. How does that grab you?"
Phillip threw back his head and laughed.
"You stupid little bitch. Do you think I care what some damn slut wants? So you didn't get your rocks off, big fuckin' deal. Whores don't deserve to be treated like lovers. Get off your Goddamned high horse. If you want to climax, use your fuckin' fingers."
The rage in Wendy burst. She hurled her body at Phillip, her fingers curved so that her fingernails became claws. Both hands raked across Phillip's face, leaving thin angry lines of red where they had furrowed out the flesh. He caught her wrists, but too late. His mouth curved in a savage snarl.
"Damn you," he bellowed. "You'll pay for this."
He slapped her hard then, holding her hands in a viselike grip with one hand while he struck her again and again with the other. Her head snapped back and forth with each blow, and she was barely conscious when he stopped.
She could taste blood from her lip as she collapsed at his feet, like a slave groveling at the feet of her master.
"You want to be fucked! Then by God, I'll fuck you! But I'll do it my way this time."
He gabbed her by the hair of her head, jerked her up, and held her to his legs. She could see that he had achieved another erection. She felt woozy, the room seemed to be circling about her.
He took his cock in his hand, and then taking her neck in his grip, brought her face to his stiff prick. He rubbed it across her bloody lips. She could smell her dried cunt juice on it and the pungent odor of his cum, the male musk gathering and slickening his prick head.
"Lick it. Lick my dick, you cock-hungry little slut! But if you use your teeth, or try to bite me, I'll bust your Goddamn face. You got it?"
"Yes," she mumbled.
"Louder," he demanded, squeezing her neck until it hurt.
"Yes. I won't bite it."
"That's good."
She took his cock in her mouth, letting her tongue play over it. She was careful to obey him.
This was insane. He had changed so rapidly. Before her outburst she had been in control. Now the roles had reversed. She was not sure she liked it. She had never been dominated before, and it frightened her. Frightened and thrilled her. She felt a strange thrill to the act of sucking a cock, and she could not quite fathom what brought this on. Had she wanted Phillip to possess her, to force her to perform perverted acts?
She was confused, and would have to reason it out later. Now the insistent thickness of Phillip's prick was enough to concentrate on.
She had taken the hunk of hot cock meat all the way into her mouth, and her lips nibbled at the base of it. She could feel his pubic hair tickling her nose as she plunged all the way down on it, feeling at the same time the swollen glans striking the back of her throat.
"That's it. Gobble my cock. Lick… lick it, baby! Oh, yes, you're really quite a cock sucker."
She tongued his cockhead, letting the hot tip of her tongue circle the coronal ridge, touching the tiny little buds, all white and erect that were gathered at the prick head.
His hands were insistent at the back of her neck, and she bobbed with more and more ferocity. So he was going to dominate her, was he? She would show him her power, demonstrate that it was she, after all, who commanded, who let her lips teach him that it was woman who held the reins of power.
She gripped his asscheeks and pulled him tighter to her face as she sucked his lovely stiff prick. She spread her lips as she plunged down on his slick rock, letting her fingers seek his puckered asshole, stroke his prostate, while her mouth milked his fat prick.
"God, it's unbelievable."
"I'm… arh… mmmmm," she answered, her sounds garbled by the cock filling her mouth. He began to shove his ass forward, fucking back at her bobbing head. She answered by sucking his cock harder.
"Eat it. Drink my jism!" he begged.
She felt the surge of power rising in her. She had him now, had him in her power. She would make him fuck her. Though she wanted to taste his cum, she wanted him to be fucking her with his delightful prick. Her pussy was keeping time with the action in her mouth, and she knew that she would not be as disappointed this time when he stabbed his thick cock into her. He was unaware that she had transferred one of her hands to her erect clit and had been stroking her slippery pussy for quite some time, priming herself for the entrance of his cock.
She could feel the sperm gathering in his balls for the sudden rush up the shaft and into her mouth. She had to make her move now, or else it would be too late, and the wonderful cum would be shot into the air, to soak into the carpet rather than into her twitching twat.
She bobbed once more and then with a sudden jerk, she pulled off his prick and broke from his grasp. It was so unexpected that she caught Phillip off guard. He had been captured by the rhythm of her furious tonguing and sucking.
"What?" he bellowed, his cock twitching anxiously, just on the verge of climax. She even saw dribbles of semen gather in the slit in the head.
"Fuck me, Phillip! Put your cock in my pussy again. I want to feel you inside me once more."
She lay back on the carpet and spread her thighs, her finger still working on her erect pleasure button, the gushing pussy inflamed by her prodding.
He did not hesitate. His cock wanted to be inside something, anything – mouth or cunt made no difference.
He dropped atop her and slid his prick into her velvety cunt. She was ready for him this time, her finger having brought her to the point just short of orgasm, waiting for the final fuck stroke to be delivered by the hot cock fucking again and again into her dripping wet pussy.
"Fuck me, Phillip. This time, make me come. Fuck me hard! Oh, fuck, fuck. FUCK ME HARDER!"
He plunged, rose plunged again. He was fucking her until she thought he would tear her cunt flesh, split her wide open. He was a raging tornado, swirling around inside her pussy, his shaft a huge funnel being fed into her snatch. She poised on the very brink of orgasm, waiting, waiting for him.
She could feel his prick twitch, knew by the raggedness of his breathing, by the speed of his plunges that his release was near.
"Hard, baby. Stick me hard!" She rose to meet him.
"Christ, it's here. Ahhhh!"
The cock cream spurted its liquid fire into her cunt, and her wait was over. She let go her cunt juices mingling with his as the thrill of climax shuddered through her.
"Coming, too. I'm… commmmingggg!"
The world swirled around her, gyrating frantically as electric shocks of pleasure spasmed through her. She lay spent and exhausted, glowing in the aftermath of her total fulfillment.
And the realization of her sexual power, to be used to get her all the fucking and sucking she wanted, was very real.



CHAPTER THREE


She could have slept late. There was no one to wake her, no one she had to be up for. But she was up early. Not early enough to see the sun rise, but early enough to watch the last purples and oranges and crimsons wink out of existence under the steady crawl of Old Sol in the heavens.
The early bird gets the worm, though for Wendy there was a different kind of worm she had in mind. And she would not mind at all taking it in her beak. And several other places too.
The question was, whose worm did she want?
Not some young buck this time. She had had her fill of them. Though Phillip had finally come across with the fucking she had been seeking it had taken too much out of her. Her finger had primed her, she admitted, and his cock had only been the final instrument of the clutching rush to orgasm.
Experience was the answer. An older man. But who? She hadn't the slightest idea at the moment, but she meant to do some looking. She would shop around for her conquest, around the neighborhood if it came to that. There were plenty of men right here within a few blocks of her, right at her fingertips.
She showered and got dressed. Had she showered last night? She wasn't sure. She had been dazed by the blissful agony of her orgasm, and whatever happened after was somehow muddled in her mind. Her sleep had been fitful, filled with huge pricks and cocks, swaying above her supine body like bludgeons, threatening in their massiveness.
She chose a light yellow halter and a pair of tight-fitting yellow bellbottoms. She had to do quite a bit of wriggling to slip herself into the pants, but there was no doubt that the ultimate effect was truly erotic.
Breakfast was sparse, toast and orange juice. She did not feel especially hungry, nor did she wish to take the necessary time for an elaborate meal.
She ambled out into the backyard, clutching her second glass of juice.
To her pleasant surprise, Mr. Johnson, her next-door neighbor was also up and about, puttering with his barbecue grill.
"Good morning," she said, leaning against the fence, not more than three feet from him. She smiled at him as he turned to face her, letting her dimples show.
"HA. You're up awfully early."
"Oh. And look who's talking. I was about to say the same about you. Where's your wife?"
"She's still asleep. Won't be up till noon, I guess."
Wendy knew that Johnson's wife was pregnant, about eight months now she reckoned.
"How's she doing?" Wendy was aware that his eyes had discovered her tits. The halter did not leave much to the imagination, and he seemed quite appreciative of the tits she displayed.
"Not good, not bad. She's having a rough time of it lately. Just lays around a lot. Can't say I blame her any. Hate like hell to carry around a belly like that for this long."
"Must be rough on a husband, too, I would imagine."
Tiny beads of sweat had broken out on his upper lip.
"Yeah. A man has to learn to do without little things. Like breakfast."
And pussy thought Wendy. I wonder how long it's been since he's sunk his cock into a cunt?
"Oh, you haven't had breakfast yet. Why don't you let me make you some? I was just about to fix myself something."
He paused, looked back at his house. He had said his wife would sleep till noon. There were no other neighbors up this early in the morning. Who would know that he had gone into the Halliburton house?
"I don't want to put you to any bother."
"No trouble. No trouble at all. Come on."
She could tell that things were crossing his mind. Crossing it with enough strength to give him the beginning of an erection, Wendy noted.
She turned then, and gave him a good shot of her tight little ass. When she looked back over her shoulder, he was already moving toward the gate to enter her backyard.
The morning was even more beautiful than ever.
It was good to be alive.
Wendy watched him finish the last of the bacon and eggs though she knew for some time his mind had been on something other than food. She had felt his stare on her back while she was preparing the food. Now she sat across from him, nursing a coffee cup, making certain that her tits were always in full view.
"Thanks, Wendy. I had almost forgotten what it was like to start the day this way."
She stood up and gathered the dishes, bending just enough to give him a solid view of her tits. She heard the sharp intake of his breath.
"I'll bet there are lots of things that husbands of pregnant wives think they'll forget. Wifely duties of one sort… or another."
She stacked the dishes in the sink, wiped her hands, and then moved to a position just behind him.
He sensed her there but did not turn around.
"Yes, it can be a lonely business for a man too. He gets used to certain things… and suddenly they come to a stop… and he has to… adjust. It's very… difficult."
She placed her hands on his neck and began to massage it.
"How long has it been for you?" she murmured, her lips close to his ear.
"Too long, much too long. Many women can go on… being a wife… up until very late in the pregnancy. It's mostly a matter of mental… willingness. But Angie's had such a tough time… and she hasn't felt like it."
"When that happens, don't you think a man should be able to find a substitute? Something as habit-forming as screwing would sure be hard to give up."
She pressed her tits against him, holding him to her while she continued to massage his neck and shoulders.
He licked his lips, and his voice was weak and low when he spoke.
"But where could a man find a substitute?"
"It would seem to me that it's just being neighborly to provide help for a man in that fix. Don't you think so?"
She stepped away from him then, loosening her halter and slipping it down her white-arms.
She moved beside him, her tits free, the nipples erect.
"Don't you think so?" she repeated.
"God, yes," he said, reaching for her, his hands clutching her tits, placing his ravenous mouth over one delicious nipple.
"Oh, Mr. Johnson. Your mouth feels so wonderful."
He mumbled something into the flesh of her tits.
"What, darling? I can't hear you. Oh, keep sucking my titties!"
"Ted," he said breathlessly. "Call me Ted."
She was astounded by the force with which he sucked and tongued her tits. She laughed joyously, filled with the sense of her womanly power. She had him in her grip now, her wantonness turning him into a beast, an animal. She would force him to give her the fucking she wanted.
"Darling," she said, taking his head away from her nipples like a mother would do to a suckling child. "Why don't we find someplace more comfortable? After all, it would be nice to enjoy ourselves in comfort."
How could he refuse? The lust blazed in his eyes. He had been holding himself in too long, and the prospect of ramming his prick into her succulent cunt made him her willing slave.
"Shall we go to my bedroom?" she asked.
He stood up, the crotch of his pants poking at her.
Moving behind her, he slipped his arms around her, and took a fleshy tit in each hand. His fingers kneaded her huge tits, tweaking her nipples with his thumbs and forefingers.
"I'm not sure I can wait."
She could feel his rigid cock sticking into her ass and she ground her hips against him. Excited by her motion, he began to tongue her ear.
"Oh, God, Mr. John… Ted. Oh, shit. I'm not sure I can wait either."
One hand slipped from her tit and covered her crotch. He massaged the swell of her pussy through the tight pants, pulling her to him, pressing her ass to the front of his pants. His cock seemed to leap even higher.
"Lord, I've got to have you, comfort or not."
"You're just too excited, darling. Maybe I can take the edge off your excitement – why don't we fuck on the floor?"
"What… what do you mean?"
"Just let me go, and I'll show you."
He was reluctant to release her, but her cooing voice, dripping with erotic promise, finally won him over.
His mind refused to grasp fully what was happening to him. It still seemed like some dream. Here was this beautiful nymph offering herself to him. And already his mouth and hands had touched her sacred flesh, had pressed hotly at forbidden places.
She knelt in front of him, undoing his pants. When she reached inside his pants to take out his prick, he realized finally what she was going to do.
He almost unloaded his balls at that moment.
He stared down at her, at the angelic face with the cupid's bow mouth, now puckered as she stroked his pulsing prick.
Wendy was relishing the sight of his hot cock, the thick knob sitting atop the wrist-thick shaft. It was no wonder that Ted's wife was knocked up. With a prick like that, a man could populate the world. And make a lot of women happy in doing it. Thank God she had kept up with her birth-control pills.
"How long is your cock, Ted?" she murmured.
"About eight inches. The length isn't anything to brag about. But it's kinda thick. Angie says it hurts her every time we fuck."
"I'll bet it does. I'm not sure I can get it all in my mouth, but I'm sure in hell going to try."
She smiled up at him. Then her mouth formed into a wide "O" and slipped over the sleek cockhead.
Ted tensed at the feel of her mouth on his cock. Her lips were doing little dances on the sensitive flesh, and her tongue was keeping time by swirling around the coronal ridge. Her tongue suddenly darted to the slit in the head, pressed into it and separated it. She licked up and down his cock, sending a tingling charge coursing through his prick.
He had not expected her to be the talented cock sucker she was. This girl was experienced. Ted Johnson prided himself on his sexual prowess, but this little cock-hungry teenager was certainly going to put him to the test this morning.
"You're not a beginner at this, are you, Wendy?" he said, stroking her long flowing hair. She shook her head, but did not stop licking his prick.
She began to bob on the succulent cock shaft, taking more and more of the thick pole in her mouth with each plunge. Finally she had most of his prick in her mouth. She stopped.
"What's the matter?" he said, disappointed. She had been building up quite a suction with her mouth, and he had felt the first twinges in his nuts as they prepared to spew forth his cock cream.
"Your zipper. It was jabbing my bottom lip. Why don't you take off your pants, and I'll suck your prick all the way off. I might pinch my lip while getting the juice from your prick. Okay?"
What else could he answer? He very much wanted her to drink his jism. He murmured, "Okay."
She helped him with his pants. Finally he stood with prick and balls completely free of clothing.
She whistled.
"Your balls match your cock. You don't believe in medium-sized anything, do you?"
"First class all the way. That's why I like you, Wendy. You're a first-class operator. I think we'll go well together."
Wendy stoked his hairy sac of balls which looked like goose eggs in his scrotum.
"I sure hope so."
She bowed her head and took his cock in her mouth again. She would show him no mercy this time. With the zipper out of her way, she would give him the greatest blow job of all time.
She slowly worked her way back down his massive prick, until she had three fourths of his cock in her mouth. She could feel the swollen cockhead at the back of her mouth filling the channel to her throat. When she plunged forward, it blocked her air passage, and so site had to lime her breathing so that she did not gag.
The hunk of cock meat grew hotter by the instant. That was not so much due to the friction of her lips and tongue as from the blood coursing through his prick. Wendy wondered if it was heated elsewhere in the body before it hurried to his thick prong.
"That's it, baby," he coaxed. "Love's a hot mouth sucking a man's cock. Eat my cock, baby!"
His hands rested at the back of her head, but he applied no pressure. He was letting her take control. Anything he did would only spoil it. She was proud of the trust that men showed in her abilities as a cock sucker. A lot of men would hold a girl to them, afraid at the last crucial moment, with the cockhead twitching and the cum rushing up the shaft, that she would back off and refuse to drink the fuck fluid.
Ted had no worries with Wendy. She loved the taste of semen. And she had drunk it from several different guys, though most of them had been pitifully sparse with their cum. She yearned for a man who could flood her mouth with cum, satisfy her once and for all with a full load. She hoped that Ted's huge balls would gush forth geyser of semen.
"My balls. Squeeze them, Wendy. I'm so close! Milk my nuts, baby!"
She began to stroke his balls. They were hard as they readied for the coming ejaculation. It wouldn't be long now. Wendy's mouth and lips began to suck harder on Ted's delightful cock.
Then it began. It seemed to gather just behind his balls, like pressure in a volcano. She knew the cum had begun its rush even before Ted shouted.
"I'm coming! Drink it, baby! Suck Teddy-Boy all the way off. Aggghhh!"
Like hot lava it spewed forth. It struck the back of her throat, and she began to lick it with her tongue. But the first load was followed by a second and than by a third. Wendy was being drowned by the scalding semen. She began to gulp greedily, taking the cum in great swallows down her throat to rest warmly in the pit of her stomach.
Ted was not letting her down. His balls poured and poured the fuck juice, and when they finally stopped, Wendy drank and drank, trying not to miss even a single drop.
Ted stood still, his ass still drawn tight from the moment of climax. Wendy licked his prick, sucking at it to be sure that nothing was trapped in the tube that brought the salty semen to her from the fat balls.
When she backed off Ted's prick, which surprisingly had not yet gone down, it was perfectly clean, as though she had taken a washcloth and wiped it sparkling free of any residue.
"I thought I was going to have to back away from your cock. I must have drunk a quart of cum."
Ted pressed her to his thighs, stroking her cheek. "You were wonderful. Even better than my wife and she's no slouch. When she's feeling good."
"Not feeling guilty, are you?" Wendy asked. He chuckled. "No. And if I get sentimental, you slap me or something. I intend to pay you back for this. Now what do you say we get some of that comfort you were talking about."
"Fine with me. I'm getting a hot cunt."
"Fucking or sucking?"
"Both."
He squeezed her shoulder as they walked to her bedroom. "Fuckin' to please. That's my motto."
Wendy suddenly stopped, then burst out laughing.
"What's so funny?"
"We must be modeling the new summer fashions. Here I am topless, and you bottomless. Boy, do we look corny!"
Ted was still wearing his shirt, beneath which swayed his still-erect cock.
Wendy had on her pants, with her tits standing free.
"I've got a great idea for a better matching outfit."
"What's that?" asked Wendy.
"We'll both get naked. Then they can't tell the men's fashions from the women's."
"Don't you bet on that, Ted Johnson. Don't you bet on that."
She wrapped her hand around his prick. "See what I mean? Men got a handle, where women don't."
"Amen to that," he said, as they made their way up the stairs.



CHAPTER FOUR


Nakedness was the most liberating of actions for Wendy. Somehow, knowing that her flesh was naked always excited her. Especially when she was sharing her nudity with a naked man.
She and Ted had immediately stripped the last remains of their clothing when they entered the bedroom. Now they stood, hiding nothing, each proud of their bodies.
Ted was three years away from thirty. He had been married two years, and Wendy gathered that he had sowed his wild oats early. Why else would he take on the responsibility of a baby to raise?
His hair was long and well groomed. He wasn't overly muscled like the full-time athlete, but his body was trim, and she supposed that he worked at keeping in shape.
The one muscle that he kept in top shape was the one hanging between his legs. Or should she say, jutting from between his legs. Anything standing that proud couldn't be said to be hanging.
"You ready to have your cunt lapped," he asked.
Wendy eased her ass on the bed, lay back and spread her white thighs wide. Her cunt glistened wetly, the lips swollen. When she took her fingers and separated the lips, her cunt seemed to flower, the cuntjuice oozing from the dark slit. A tiny dribble of cuntjuice slipped out of the gash and welled at the bottom of her pussy.
"Does that seem answer enough for you?"
She began to undulate, letting her fingers caress her cuntmouth in slow delicate strokes. She curled her cunthair around one finger, then brushed it lightly across her clit.
Ted climbed on the bed, his face close to her blood-engorged cunt. He blew his hot breath over the whole area, and watched Wendy's pussylips flutter.
Her ass began to rock from side to side, while she stroked her silken sheath. Occasionally her puckered little asshole would come into view. He ran the tip of his index finger across it a couple of times and felt the shock ripple through Wendy.
He did not go directly to her cunt, but nibbled at her creamy thighs for a while.
It was tantalizing to have him kissing and licking her so close to her eager pussy, but she wanted him to hurry and place his mouth on her cuntlips.
"Kiss it, darling! Let me feel your lips on my cunt," she begged.
He obeyed, letting his mouth suddenly envelop her twat. It was as tasty as he had supposed it would be. He chewed daintily on her cuntlips. Then slipping his hands under her and taking an asscheek in each hand, he began to lick up and down the great gash with the flat of his tongue.
Wendy draped her legs over his shoulders, her heels resting on his back. She rose to meet his furious licking, pressing into his back.
"Easy, angel. I'm not going to miss anything. But I can't hold onto your ass if you move around too much."
"I'm sorry," she said. "I guess I got carried away."
"Glad to know you were enjoying it."
She sighed, and hunched upward at him.
"Please… hurry! Eat my pussy."
He returned his eager mouth to her trembling cuntlips. With a quick dart, so sudden that it surprised her, Ted snaked his tongue into her oozing cunt.
Oh, God, it's so wonderful. I can't help myself. His tongue is driving me out of my mind! Oh, suck me, Ted! Tongue-fuck me, darling! Jab your tongue all the way up in me!
The wonderful sensations spreading out from her cunt were making her so passionate that her pussyjuice was flowing out of her cunt in a gush.
Ted swabbed the velvety center of her pussy, making slurping sounds as his tongue sought the insides of her tingling, throbbing cunt.
She clamped her thighs on his smooth shaven cheeks, writhing as the heat rippled through her. She felt as though she were in the middle of a raging bonfire, built from her all-consuming lust. She moaned in tight little gasps of breath, kneading her titties as she bucked and lurched wildly against Ted's educated tongue.
"Ahhhhh! It's so good. Eat me, tongue me, suck me, do anything to me, but don't quit, not now! Don't quit ever. Suck me, Ted! Mmmmmm!"
She clamped down on her lower lip, to stifle her scream.
Her nipples became harder and more erect. She was building toward the most wonderful climax she had ever had. No one had ever sucked her pussy like this before, and maybe no one would ever again. Ted was a super cunt-lapper.
Ted found her throbbingly erect clitoris then. He tongued with animal ferocity, then nibbled at it with his teeth. Wendy threw back her head, and would have screamed but the breath was depleted from her lungs. It had whooshed out at the first touch of her flaming joy button.
She brought her hands down from her tits, and placed them on the back of Ted's head. He burrowed deeper, as though he were tunneling through her cunt with his tongue. He sucked her cunt, he lapped it, he nibbled it, and every act sent her soaring higher and higher.
"Coming… It's so good! So goooood!"
She lurched up at him, bucking uncontrollably. Then she shuddered violently, held herself poised in a tense state then she began to come. The orgasm hit her, rolled her through a final series of gyrations, then left her spent and slumped on the bed.
Ted fought his way from between her clenched thighs. His eyes blazed with passion. As Wendy looked down the expanse of her body, she could see his rock-hard cock swaying menacingly at her.
Ted licked the fuck foam from his lips where the juices from Wendy's cunt had mingled with his saliva, and then he moved atop her. He pressed his mouth to hers, and she opened to receive his tongue. It darted across her teeth and tongue, and she tasted her fuckjuice. The taste was somewhat salty, but pleasant to the taste buds.
She could feel his prick so very close to her saliva-slickened slit. She reached down between their bodies and guided the enormous head to her cuntmouth. The head slid between the pulsating lips, and then with a savage grunt Ted plunged it home.
Wendy felt it collide with her cervix, knew that her cunt was adjusting to accommodate the stiff shaft.
Ted had been right. His cock filled her. Not a single inch of her pussy seemed to be out of touch with his prick. The hunk of maleness seemed to have forced every molecule of air out of her cunt. When Ted Johnson stabbed his hard-on into a girl, she knew it.
Wendy kissed him, drinking deep of his tongue, letting it search out the insides of his lips and cheeks.
Ted began to move then. His cock, so tightly enveloped by her tight little snatch, stroked her with languid motions. Her pussy strained outward as he withdrew, the lips pouting around his prick, not wanting to let it go. Then when he drove forward, they moved inward, as though they were glued to the surface of his cock.
Wendy tried to match his rhythmic bursts inside her. It was easy at first, because he was moving so slowly, but the more he kept up his plunging, the faster his rhythm became.
"That's it. Fuck faster! Your cock is really fucking me now."
Ted reached down and took hold of her asscheeks, not missing a stroke with his pistoning prick. When he had her firmly in hand, he really began to thrust. His ass rose as though pointing at the ceiling, then delved ever so deep into her clasping cunt. Waves of pleasure washed over Wendy. She moaned and clutched his back, her nails digging into him.
He was fucking so hard that Wendy had to grip his ass to keep him from pulling himself all the way out on his backward motion. That would be the worst of all possible happenings. She threw up her legs, letting her heels dig into his ass and her hands circle his waist.
He began to fuck faster, her sweet cuntflesh yielding to him, then clasping tightly to him, yielding, then clasping. Ted's cock buried balls deep inside her made her feel as close to heaven as she would ever come, and her body tingled in all the wonderful places.
He fucked harder and harder then, their mounds grinding mercilessly against one another.
It would not be long now. Already the fierceness of his fuck had gotten to her. She clutched his back and pulled him deeper and deeper with her heels.
"This is it, baby! Shoot it deep in me!"
He rammed his cock into her, once, twice, three times, then stiffened.
"Unnhhh!" he bellowed, and his balls emptied for the second time. When she felt the cum striking her cunt walls, her juice began to flow, and she was swept asunder by the raging warmth and wetness of her own orgasm. She felt the walls of the bedroom reeling about her.
Ted stood shy and silent, fully dressed in the clothes she had first spied him in this morning. But there was now a difference. She had shared something with this man, manipulated him, then been manipulated by him. And in the process they had both profited, had both come away winners.
Wasn't that the way it should be? She hoped so, but she wasn't yet sure.
"It seems foolish to leave you with a mere thank you," said Ted. He sat on the bed beside her. She was still naked, still basking in the glow of the exquisite fucking and sucking she had been given.
"It's enough."
She kissed him then, not with passion but with tenderness. He seemed to understand.
He caressed her cheek, let his hand run down her throat traced an imaginary line down her chest to circle one nipple with his forefinger.
"Good-bye, Ted. You gave me something I'd been missing. I'm glad we got together."
"Good-bye, Wendy."
And he was gone.



CHAPTER FIVE


It was mid afternoon when she awoke. She felt refreshed by the few hours of sleep, as though she had never once tossed or turned.
She showered again (it was becoming a habit, wasn't it?) and selected a blue blouse, which she disdained buttoning and knotted just below her tits. It showed off her tits to perfection, in an even more blatant manner than had the pink halter.
She also took a pair of faded hip-hugger blue jeans, which she had cut off very short. Plenty of belly and plenty of thigh were left visible. When she slipped her ass into them, her cheeks protruded out from behind.
Slipping her feet into sandals, she stopped in front of the mirror and admired herself.
Honey, you got it. Make no mistake about it, when they passed out the extras, little Wendy was at the front of the line. Nothing second class about her lithe body.
She pranced downstairs and out to the garage, feeling the best she ever remembered feeling. She supposed that was because she had been royally fucked. That made all the difference. Yes, all the fucking difference in the world.
Passing the houses in her neighborhood she thought of all the men who shared them with their wives. How many were there who were unhappy with their sex lives, who had women who did not understand their needs, their secret desires, and who, failing to understand, were cheating not only their men, but themselves?
She pulled into the supermarket, needing a few things to carry her through the weekend.
She had gathered a few staples, bread, eggs, a steak for her dinner, when she rounded a corner, and almost ran down Professor Martin Wynn.
"Whoa," he said, skirting the metal cart she was pushing with some deft steps. "I'd hate to be the unwilling victim in a hit and run."
Wendy smiled. "Sorry, Professor Wynn. I guess I wasn't watching where I was going."
Martin Wynn was an English professor at the city college whom Wendy had met during a three-week seminar he had conducted at her high school during February. Open only to honor students, Wendy had been proud to have been chosen by the faculty to participate. The course had been called Modern Communications. She had found the course exciting, even if Professor Wynn was often a bit stuffy in his strict professionalism.
She became aware that Martin Wynn was sizing up the nonverbal signals being given off by her swelling tits and tight pants. She wondered exactly what she communicated by her dress-a come hither ripeness, blatant or subdued sexuality, mere wantonness? Whatever she communicated it was getting a rise from the professor.
"And where might you be heading in such a hurry?"
He smiled then. The gray at his temples gave him a sage appearance, but his face was strong, and the lines in it seemed precisely placed. She could not imagine him with the unlined face of youth. He seemed to exude the wisdom of maturity. He was born serious, erudite, wise.
"I guess that what I'm hunting here could wait. How've you been?"
"Just fine. I haven't seen you around for a long time." His eyes twinkled. Were they undressing her, or was she just imagining that she saw a familiar look in his gaze?
"And I have missed your pretty face," he continued, his voice trembling a little as he spoke.
"I really enjoyed the party we had at your house the last day of the seminar. You have a beautiful place."
Professor Wynn probably had the most exquisite house on the block, a two-story stone home that radiated elegance.
"It was my pleasure. Good company is always welcome."
"I'd like to come again sometime, really look it over. You have some truly beautiful paintings."
"Thank you. You'll… have to come soon. I'd… we'd, my wife and I, be glad to have you come."
She agreed to visit soon, and they stood awkwardly silent for a few more moments, before Professor Wynn dismissed himself.
She watched his back retreating, going through the checkout stand without stopping, and then out the door.
Wendy smiled to herself. Whatever Professor Wynn had come to the market for had been forgotten. He was leaving empty-handed.
She went on with her shopping.
It was a couple of hours later when Martin Wynn pushed himself away from his desk and lit his pipe. He was tired of reading juvenile rhetoric, of pouncing on plagiarism's, of reading garbled interpretations of the poets he had sought to enlighten his students about in class.
Seeing the reams of paper still to be plowed through, he leaned back in his chair. He ran his hand across his brow and massaged the corners of his eyes. His gray-streaked head drooped a bit as subconsciously he admitted defeat, though consciously he clung to the hope that he could still enlighten these immature minds to appreciate the poetic masterpieces, to distinguish between the maudlin sentiments saturating the pages of most modem magazines, as well as saturating the minds of those who read their facile mouthings.
In essence he was blue-penciling his thoughts, deleting the pessimistic tones that threatened at any moment to break the barriers and confront him with their inescapable arguments of his own rank failure to enlighten and educate.
There were things on his mind, sensual things which ate into his concentration, things wet and warm and furry.
He stood and let his mind float out of the cloying confines of his room drift past emerald phrases locked in his mind, and dwell on more earthy things. On a tight pair of cut-off blue jeans hugging two well-defined hips that undulated to a rhythm more powerful than Keats.
And in a bastardization of the immortal bard, he felt his too solid flesh melt, and a warmness grip his loins.
Wendy Halliburton. He could not help remembering the seminar party. Hadn't she brushed against him then? It had been innocent enough. She had turned abruptly, standing quite close to him and bumped into him. He felt the soft resilience of her firm tits give against his arm. They were magnificent! He had already been made aware of her tits; how could he help it? Her breasts demanded attention, and he longed to give him his sole attention, but the others were there. Margaret was there. Now he was even more aware of Wendy's tits pressing into his arm, and he felt the flush of embarrassment flood him.
At the same time her loins had collided with the back of his hand, and had he touched the yielding flesh of her thighs, her belly, her cunt mound? He was not sure. The silken fabric of her dress was magnetic all sleek and warm. For one wild moment, out of control, he had wanted to turn his hand and cup it between her thighs and ardently stroke the soft female flesh, even through the cloth.
She had seemed to realize that. He thought he saw the glint of apprehension in her eyes, and he was surprised that she did not step quickly away, recognizing what had flitted ever so quickly across his mind.
Wendy. It was a haunting name, one that today he could not erase from his mind. He rolled it quietly across his lips, in a soft whisper, letting his mouth shape it, almost feeling the texture of the name. He tried to sound husky as he said it, as if he were poised above her, preparing to consummate their innocent brushing into a full-fledged frontal assault on her cunt.
He shook his head. What the hell was he thinking of? He was happily married, he told himself, but even as he admitted that, he found himself dredging up all the little annoyances that his wife taunted him with.
Margaret. Wife, mother of his grown son. Matronly was the word that came to his mind when he thought of her. He tried to apply words like "sensuous" or "passionate" to her, but quit when he realized what a dismal definition they made in conjunction with her mousy looks.
Words like "sensuous" or "passionate" were fitting to women like Wendy. She could give them meaning, could make the words into flesh. Ye Gods, and what flesh she gave them.
Margaret had never been a passionate woman, even when their love had been in its first bloom. Of course she performed her wifely duties, never shirking what she felt was her responsibility, but Martin had always been aware that she perceived of it in exactly that fashion as a dutiful response to her mate.
In her words, sex was "brutish, lacking the intellectual".
After they had fucked, she would ask, "Was I all right?" and he would invariably sing her praises, even when her performance had been less than adequate.
He paced about, restless like a caged lion.
Even he had begun to consider it a mere performance, and his own actions in the bedroom no longer had pep or energy. He would wheeze and grunt his way to orgasm, emptying his balls in her unprotesting cunt, yet always aware that something was missing.
What he wanted was a wantonness, an abandonment on the part of his wife. He wanted her to be a slut.
Now with Wendy, he was sure that he would not have to lead the slightest bit. And the more he thought about it the more enamored he became of the idea.
His wife was gone to a lecture. She was on the invitation committee, and also had to help with the refreshments. She wouldn't be home for hours.
He stared out the window at the life glowing in the trees and flowers. The sun had still another hour of life before it would disappear behind the horizon.
Martin touched the receiver of the telephone. He was tempted to call Wendy, to make her a simple overture, but the thought of rejection, of shocked outrage on her part, of embarrassment should she mention it to Margaret, stayed his hand. He would need a reason to call her.
She had said that she wanted to see the house. That would be his excuse. He would have to be careful about what he said.
He had come up with his opening remark. He would have to play it by ear from there. He did not want to rehearse anything for fear that it would sound stilted. He must be spontaneous.
Already he felt the excitement gripping him. Butterflies danced in his stomach, and lust, like a puckish elf, tickled his balls.



CHAPTER SIX


Wendy was playing with her pussy when the phone rang.
She had been stroking it for several minutes, not in any great hurry, enjoying the slow building of the warm tingling inside her tender cunt, feeling it spread.
She pouted when the phone rang, thought seriously about ignoring it, then shrugged. She was not far enough along in her self-stimulation that she could not resume later. If she had two fingers buried in her cunt, tickling her cunt, then she might have ignored the phone.
"Halliburton residence," she said, expecting it to be for her father or mother, and ready with her spiel about her weekend. She was surprised to hear Martin Wynn's voice.
"Wendy?"
"Why, Professor Wynn, what a pleasant surprise."
"I wasn't sure it was you. Your voice sounded so husky. I didn't interrupt anything important, did I?"
Well, fingering oneself was important for someone who was as horny as Wendy was, but she supposed she could tell one white lie to him.
"No. The reason I took so long was that my, uh, hands were dripping wet."
She still lay on her bed and continued to massage her pouting pussy.
"Doing a little housework, I suppose."
"Well, some things demand a lot of attention." He murmured agreement.
"What can I do for you?" she asked.
"Provide a little company. You mentioned that you'd like to see the house sometime. And well, my wife's gone to some silly lecture, and I find myself caught up with my work, and a bit lonely."
She caught the catch in his voice when he mentioned that his wife was gone for the evening. She lifted her pert little eyebrows. Was she getting a nibble from the professor? That would explain the nervous tension she detected in his voice.
"I could use a little company myself. But I don't have anything to wear."
"Oh, don't, uh, go to any trouble. That outfit you were wearing this afternoon will be fine. Let's keep it informal. It's so much more, uh, intimate."
She parted her cuntlips with one insinuating finger and began to pummel her clit.
"Yes, I like cozy little gatherings. Will there be just the two of us?"
Her clit was beginning to demand attention. It had risen to a fierce erectness.
"Just the two of us." He seemed to sigh as he spoke.
"I'll be over in a few… oh, minutes. There's something I've got to finish."
"Certainly. Come when you can."
"I'll come. It won't be long now."
And it wouldn't. The heat in her pussy had grown greater, licking her insides as she stroked.
"Good-bye, Wendy."
"Good… bye, Professor… Wynn."
She heard the click as he replaced the phone on the hook. Then there was something snapping in her, and she hunched furiously against her finger.
"Coming, I'm coming, Professor Wynn. Oh, how I'm coming!"
The house was white sandstone. The Wynns had taken excellent care of the house, and much of their summers were spent in loving care of it.
Wendy parked her car behind Professor Wynn's station wagon. His wife would be using the El Dorado.
When she rang the doorbell, it was answered immediately, as though Professor Wynn had been poised just on the other side of the door, waiting expectantly for the first tinge of the bell so that he could jerk open the door and usher her quickly inside before the neighbors saw.
"Come in," he said.
She stepped through into a small alcove ringed with mirrors. Just the thing for prim and proper Mrs. Wynn to be sure her makeup was on straight, her hat was not awry, or heaven forbid a hint of lace did not show beneath the hem of her skirt.
"I'd have you take my wrap, but I'm afraid I'd be quite bare without it," Wendy said teasingly, touching the knot of her blouse gathered just above her navel.
"Yes," said Professor, no, Martin Wynn. She would call him Martin. He cleared his throat. "I see your point."
"Oh, you do. I didn't think they showed." Wendy looked down at her blouse where her nipples were soft inside her blouse. She felt a slight twinge of tightening.
"If they showed any more, my dear, then you and I would be bosom companions."
She laughed and watched the leer gather in the corners of his mouth.
"Touch, Martin."
"Don't give me ideas, Wendy."
Right, dear Martin, she thought that's exactly my purpose. Giving you ideas, and perhaps a few other things.
"Would you like a drink?" he offered, as they walked past the living room and into the lounge where the bar was situated.
"Why, Martin may I call you by your first name?" He nodded, "You know I'm only seventeen."
"Sorry, I…"
"Tom Collins, please."
He stopped, seemed to be reassessing her.
"You are toying with me, Wendy. That's not showing the proper respect to your elders."
He slipped behind the bar and began mixing two drinks.
"And how would you have me show respect, Martin?"
He passed her the Tom Collins. His hand shook and he spilled some on the bar counter. He quickly wiped it up.
"There are ways."
"This is very good." He acknowledged her compliment with thanks. "You wouldn't be trying to get me drunk to take advantage of me, now would you?"
"Perhaps. Though I'm beginning to wonder just how innocent you really are, Wendy."
Slow down, girl. You're coming on strong. Let him take a little of the play. Don't make it too easy far him.
"Sorry. I didn't mean to sound so sluttish."
"I didn't take it that way. I find it refreshing in a woman, and despite your age, you are assuredly a woman."
He was sitting on the stool next to her, admiring her cleavage.
"This is a beautiful place," she said, changing the subject. She would play it a little more coyly for a while. Make him wonder just where she stood.
"Beauty is so relative. This place pales in comparison to you." He stood and took her empty glass from her hand and placed it on the bar. He took her hand. "Come with me, and we'll have a look around."
He did not let go of her hand. His fingers were warm, and his hand clutched her fiercely, as though afraid that at any moment she would turn and bolt out the door.
She noticed that his free hand was held tightly to the front of his pants. He must be keeping his hard-on from poking out the front of his pants.
"This is the library."
It was a massive room the walls lined with books, almost taking up the whole world with their multi-covered bindings. Against the far wall stood a desk, and in the middle of the room a large couch.
"I've got a number of first editions. Let me show them to you."
Perhaps she misread his direction, or he hers, but they collided as they made the turn to head for the shelves where the valuable books were kept.
She stumbled, and he caught her, pressing her to him to keep her from falling to the floor.
She could feel his breathing change, grow more rapid. And his prick, insistent and ready, poked into her belly. He held her tightly, and she buried her face in his chest as she clung to him.
"You are the softest, most sensuous creature I have ever met," he whispered in her ear. "More valuable than all the first editions in the world."
His hands were rubbing her back, and his loins were locked to her.
"Oh, Martin, I can feel your… er… your strength."
"Call it by its name," he urged.
She pressed her cunt mound to him.
"I can feel your prick, your cock. It's so hard!"
"You've known all along that I wanted you, haven't you?" His face was buried in her hair, and he was inhaling the fragrant softness of her blondeness.
"Yes, but I'm afraid." She was lying. She wanted him to fuck her, to force her to submit to his hard prick.
"You needn't be. I won't hurt you."
She clutched herself to him. She felt dizzy, and wondered if the booze might have anything to do with it. She had strange desires clouding her mind. She wanted Martin to rape her. She wanted him to fuck her against her will, even as she admitted that she wanted him now. He must completely dominate her.
"I'm afraid that you'll get me pregnant, Martin."
That was the least of her worries. She took her birth-control pills regularly. But he didn't know that.
"I won't get you pregnant. I'll pull out before I come. But I've got to fuck you."
His hand climbed up to her hair, and he pulled her face from his chest and mashed his mouth to hers. She did not open for him at first, but waited for the touch of his tongue at her lips. Then she accepted his kiss, as though he had forced her to.
She felt his other hand slipping inside her blouse, cupping her tit, squeezing it. The nipple jumped into the palm of his hand.
She broke away from his kiss then and twisted out of his embrace. He was wild-eyed, his chest heaving, gulping air.
The breast he had been massaging was still free the blouse pushed to the side.
He was driven by his lust. She would make him take her. Her protests would be just enough to arouse the beast in him, to bring out the animal that was a part of every man. She wanted him to hurt her when he fucked her, to be fuck crazy as he mounted her.
"Please, Martin, please," she begged.
"I want you," he panted. "I'm going to fuck you. You are beautiful, and wanton, flaunting your body in that outfit. I'm going to strip it from you, and fuck your naked cunt, and suck your wonderful tits! And you won't stop me."
She backed up, until her thighs bumped the front edge of the couch. He stood between her and the door, as though he expected her to make a mad dash for it at any moment.
"I don't want you to… rape me. I-I can't let you." She whimpered, as though she were fighting to protect a cherry long since ruptured by a hard cock. She loosened the other tit from her blouse. "Won't you be satisfied to feel my tits? You can even suck them, too. But please, don't fuck me…"
"Gonna eat your tits, and gonna fuck you too."
He tore off his shirt, popping the buttons as he did so. Then he kicked off his shoes and stripped off his pants to reveal his stiff cock shaft.
He did not realize that her best opportunity to escape was when he was pulling off his pants. But, of course, she did not intend to escape.
She stared at his twitching prick. It was only average in length and girth, but it was rigid and stone hard. She watched it advance swaying menacingly, as though it were a policeman's nightstick brandished angrily in her face.
Martin wrapped one hand about the stout cock, and began jacking himself.
"You see this, baby. I'm going to stab it all the way into your pretty white tummy."
He grabbed her then, and crushed her to him, his mouth seeking hers. She clung to him, moaning softly, her hands tugging at his shoulders as though she wanted to push him away from her. His cock had slipped between her legs, and she clamped her thighs, warm and slick with cuntjuice about its torrid thickness.
I'm doing it! He's acting like an animal, not caring whether I want him to fuck me or not. He's dominating me, just like I want him to!
They toppled on the couch. Wendy felt the breath being forced out of her as Martin landed on top of her. By the time she caught it again, he was at her tits, lapping them, taking each nipple deep in his mouth and sucking furiously.
Then his hand was at her knees, prying her legs apart. She did not yield to him instantly, though she wanted to. She would make him struggle for every inch of her flesh.
He continued to gobble her succulent tits, his mouth working over them continuously. His hand slipped between her thighs and worked their way up toward her moist cunt. She felt the juices dribbling out of her cunt, soaking her jeans. She wore no panties, and the rough fabric of the denim was pleasantly irritating to her swollen pussy mouth.
The closer he came to final and complete domination of her, the higher her desire mounted. His hand found her crotch and palmed it vigorously. It wouldn't be long before he would be forcing her bare legs apart, sticking his prick into her steaming slit.
She closed her eyes and savored every moment of conquest. He pulled her cutoffs down her thighs and off her legs. Then, holding her legs apart with his knees, he ran his hand back up the lovely channel and into her pussy.
He stroked the greasy slick cunt, letting his middle finger trace the length of her split. He caressed the tingling cuntlips, fingered the straining clit, plunged into the burning canyon of her pussy.
Wendy writhed and moaned, then pushed at his chest and shoulders, though she made no move to remove his hand from her blazing pussy.
"Oh, don't. You've got your finger in me. Don't stick your prick in me! Please don't!"
Reverse psychology, she figured, for she wanted his prick to be fucking her very soon. Already she was having difficulty keeping from hunching madly against his exciting finger.
It worked, Martin shifted himself then, placing both knees between hers, lying flat against her. With one hand he placed his cockhead against her tight cuntlips. Her inner muscles, over which she generally had such good control, had begun to open her cunt.
He vibrated the sleek head against the mouth of her dripping cunt, letting it slicken from her juices, then parted the clinging cuntlips as he edged his butt forward.
"Oh, Martin," she murmured, unable any longer to control herself. The pretense could last no longer, now that she had a bone-hard cock being forced into her bushy cunt.
She flung her arms about his neck, kissing his face, his mouth, his eyes, nibbling at his ears. She moaned in his ear.
"Your cock makes me glad you forced me to fuck you. Please… make me the happiest girl in the whole world."
She pressed her hands into his shoulders as he eased his quivering cock all the way into her burning snatch. The walls of her pussy sucked at his prick, as the inner muscles made her cunt milk his prick.
He was breathless as he paused when he had fully entered her.
"Got to catch my breath. Got to get control of myself. Your cunt is so hot and tight. Margaret was never like this."
"But I'm not Margaret. And you never raped Margaret. But you raped me, didn't you?"
"I'm not sure. You didn't fight too much." She was angered by that.
"Didn't fight? I'll show you. I'll fight, by God!"
With twin rakes, she dug her fingernails into his back. He yelped, in shock and pain.
Then he grabbed her arms and finally pinned her hands above her head.
"Yes, I raped you. And I'm going to fuck you now! Hard!"
He began to fuck his thrusts fierce and angry. He did not begin slowly and work up to a rapid hard fucking but began immediately to slam his cock into her. She felt as if he were driving her into the couch.
She writhed beneath the incredible pounding her pussy was taking. Martin was insatiable in his fucking, not giving her any leeway in his powerful thrusts. She could only wait for him to slam his cock into her, her quivering ass taking the slap of his balls as he drove his prick into her yielding flesh.
"Oh, yes," she panted. "Shove the meat to me, Martin. I love it! Hurt my pussy! Hurt me if you have to, but do it, do it! Ah, fuck meeee!"
He released her hands as he continued to fuck her cunt with his prick. She held him, their sweat-soaked bodies melding into one unit. Her toes curled under as she began to press her feet into the cushions of the couch, driving her eager pussy up to meet his driving prick.
She caught his rhythm then, and began to fuck back in perfect unison. He felt her rise to catch the full stroke of his cock, and he groaned.
"God, I never realized that a woman could be this good. You're the best piece of ass I ever had!" He moaned again to punctuate his remarks, and continued his fucking.
The friction between cock and cunt was both frightening and wonderful. His cock seemed to be straining to completely fill her cunt, as if his proclamation that he would be rubbing the head of it against her belly were coming true. As he rose from her each time, her cuntlips clung to his prick as though reluctant to let even once inch leave her pussy.
She could hear the slurping of their fuck as he rammed his cock into her, feel his balls nestle for a brief moment in the cradle of her ass, bear his erratic breathing in her ear.
Her cunt began to quiver. A climax was building, and she knew it was because of the ferocity of Martin's fucking. She was fucking an insane sex-driven beast, a demon giving her a supernatural fuck, and she felt the first stab of orgasmic intensity in her pussy, her belly, her whole body, as though his rutting in her cunt had let loose an inferno of lust.
"Now, now, now," she intoned feeling it hit her with a strength-sapping intensity. "Nooowww!"
She went limp expecting at any moment that Martin would spurt the scalding sperm from his balls.
But he did not come, to her amazement. He continued to fuck her hole with his relentless cock, never quitting his stunning screwing. She felt a second climax begin in her cunt, and she was bucking, clutching, moaning, yelling, begging him to fuck her forever, twisting her ass, driving up to catch his cock, sinking back as he plunged forward. She was caught in a whirlpool of lust. Her head spun, she lost track of who and where she was, and knew only that she was being ridden by a wild stallion, whose cock shuddered into her, fucking her as she had never been fucked before.
She came a second time, then a third, and still he fucked her. She was unconscious for a time, oblivious to all but the male meat fucking her with supreme power.
Neither of them heard the front door open, locked in the mortal agony of their fuck. Neither heard the footsteps, the rattling of things in the outer rooms.
The first hint that either had that there was someone in the house was when Margaret Wynn shrilled her husband's name, transfixed by the scene she had stumbled on, horrified by the wheezing, moaning, grunting beast with two backs writhing on her library couch.
"Martin, Martin, what is the meaning of this!"
The words were a low-pitched wail, an infuriated shriek. Wendy twisted her head to catch sight of the Medusa-like creature who had stumbled into the garden of paradise.
Margaret's head did not look like the serpent, but surely she was Lucifer, set to despoil the beauty of their fucking.
She turned back to see what effect the unexpected appearance of his wife had on Martin. His eyes were glazed, he seemed caught up in rapture, as though any moment his soul would leave his body, and he would be taken to paradise.
"Your wife," she whispered in his ear, trying to get him to stop, to face this wild creature, who, she saw, was advancing on them.
Margaret sped across the room, her hands thrown high, a malevolent gleam in her eyes. Wendy was suddenly very afraid. She had heard of people killing their spouses over adulterous happenings like this, killing the lover too who had defiled the marriage bed. She had no desire to be killed, and she fought with her demon lover to break his spell and get away from this enraged harpy descending on them.
"Martin, get your… thing out of that girl this instant! Do you hear me? Stop right now!"
If Martin heard her, he ignored her. Wendy was not sure he could hear anything. He was on another plane of reality, another realm of existence, and the only connection he had with this scene was the joyful cock buried in her cunt.
"Professor Martin," she pleaded. "Get up! It's your wife."
"You had better listen to her, Martin."
Then, realizing that mere words were insufficient, she began to swing her purse, a huge bulbous leather sack, as big as a small suitcase, it seemed to Wendy. The purse thudded into Martin's back, again and again and again.
Wendy was not sure he felt it. But it broke his rhythm, knocked him sideways on the couch, and gave Wendy just enough leeway to writhe out from under him and tumble to the floor. She landed on her bare ass, and without him as a shield, she was certain that the huge purse would come thundering into her naked flesh at any moment.
But the enraged wife paid her no mind. Her attention was on her husband, whose cock glistened slickly with the fuck juices front Wendy's cunt. Margaret stared at his throbbing prick, still driving forward as he continued to hunch even though his cuntal receptacle had escaped his prodding.
Wendy snatched up her jeans and retreated to the far side of the room.
Martin Wynn seemed to still be dazed. His hand wrapped about his cock, and he stared up at his wife, who had quit swinging her purse.
"Gotta get my rocks off," he said, in an eerie monotone. "Gotta get my rocks off in a cunt. Your cunt, Margaret."
Margaret gasped at the words as he spoke.
"Now, Martin, you get control of yourself. You know I disapprove of this. You get control of yourself this instant. Martin! Martin, do you hear me?"
She was backing away, fright and disbelief in her eyes.
She turned then as he advanced, started to run, but her high heels twisted and she tumbled to the floor. He was upon her, like a leopard on a helpless antelope.
"Going to fuck you."
"Nooo!" she screamed. "Don't you put that nasty thing in me. Not after you've had it in that… hussy over there. You can't… do it… to me in front of her."
He had her dress hiked up above her ass, bunched at her waist, and was tugging her pantyhose and panties down her legs.
Wendy stared in fascination at the heavy brown tangle of pubic hair just below Margaret's belly and saw that her cunt had begun to swell. She might be protesting with her mouth, but her pussy was preparing for the invasion of Martin's thick cock.
Martin forced her thighs open with his powerful hands, and thumbed apart her cuntlips.
"You never want to fuck even in private. Gonna fuck you here and now! But I'm going to eat you first. I've wanted to taste your twat since we've been married."
She clutched her cunt with both hands when he said that.
"Don't. It's a dirty thing. It's evil to talk about putting your mouth down there."
He held her legs apart with his elbows and shoulders, and pulled her hands away from her cunt. It lay open and inviting to him.
"It's not evil. It's beautiful. You've been acting like a little girl for the twenty-five years we've been married. Today, I'm going to make you a woman. Why, you know less about sex than this child here."
And without further ado, he latched his mouth onto her cunt. He licked her pussy thoroughly, savoring the cunt juices he had never tasted. He smacked his lips appreciatively, then burrowed his tongue into the steaming snatch.
Margaret, who had fought him at first, suddenly found herself feeling sensations she had never known existed. All her life she had thought cunnilingus a filthy, shameful thing, and now she was enjoying it. How could she reconcile the two conflicting conceptions?
Enjoyment finally won out. She relaxed the tautness in her muscles, and allowed the sweet sensations spreading from her cunt to seep over her. She began to lift her ass to meet the furious probing that Martin's tongue was giving her pussy, letting the hot tip of his oral instrument tickle her erect clit.
Wendy was spellbound by the slurping and sucking that Martin Wynn was giving his wife's cunt. Her own thighs were still damp with sweat and her pussy was drenched with her pussyjuice. The stimulated young girl had already cupped her pussy and now she inched a finger into the beckoning hole, found her clit which stood at attention.
She spread her legs even further apart and took a second finger and crammed it into her clasping cunt. Her fingers parted the slippery curtains of her swollen entrance and threaded theft way into the wet, pink slit.
Watching the action at Margaret's pussy had aroused her own emotions. She watched Martin lick and suck, then let her eyes trail down his body until she saw that his erection was still firm. It was a pity to let it stand so proud, begging for attention. Wendy decided that perhaps she could offer some assistance to the straining member.
She moved across the room until she stood behind Martin.
Then she eased herself to the carpet, and slid her head under his spread thighs. His prick waved above her face, and she could see the swollen line of the channel which carried his cum from his balls to be squirted out the tiny slit in the head. Also she could trace the thick blue vein which coursed blood throughout the entire length of it. She licked along that vein before she captured the bobbing prick head with her lips.
Martin, realizing that she was there, lifted his mouth from his wife's pussy and cautioned her, "Don't suck me all the way off I want to get my nuts in Margaret's pussy."
Wendy continued her cocksucking, spending more time licking than sucking to keep him from coming.
Margaret was perched on the edge of an orgasm at that moment and was not aware that her husband was getting a blow job at the same time he was chewing her pussylips and nibbling her cunt. She clutched his head to her cunt, teetering on that blissful precipice just prior to a climax. Her ass began to quiver, while Martin probed the inner walls of her velvety, spittle-slickened cunt.
"I can't stand it!" she screamed. "It's wonderful, but I can't take it! Oh, my. I never knew it could be like this! Oh, suck me, Martin! Eat my cunt! Yes, my Cunt! My beautiful cunt.Eat me, baby. I'm comiiinnng! Arrgh."
She bucked up to him, and he held her ass so that she did not lose the wonderful suction he had built up, and sucked on her juicing cunt with all his might. Her cuntlips were inside his mouth, and she felt that her pussy would collapse from the vacuum he seemed to be creating as he sucked her cunt. He felt the shudder of her orgasm, but continued sucking for several moments afterwards.
"Okay, Wendy. Now I'm going to fuck her. Thank you. For everything."
She was a bit disappointed that she could not taste the pungent liquid of his cum, but he had given her a thrilling fuck earlier, and she supposed that she had no real complaints. She patted him on the ass.
"Thank you."
He crawled forward on his knees until his thick cock contacted Margaret's pussy. She lay still on the carpet still weary from the exciting climax she had had from his tongue. But as his cock speared into her pink pussy flesh, she jerked as though an electric shock had coursed through her. She flopped under the inexorable drive of his prick, like a fish out of water. He seesawed his ass back and forth stroking her clinging flesh, bringing her more and more to life until she threw her arms about his neck and screamed out her pleasure. Each plunge brought another scream, and it wasn't long before his incessant fucking forced her to give vent to the loudest scream of all.
Wendy knew that she had gotten her rocks off then.
She got up, found her jeans and slipped them on.
Professor Wynn was still fucking his wife when Wendy eased out of the library and headed for the front door. She heard the orgasmic bellow of Margaret Wynn once more and then Martin Wynn's voice above everything.
"Shoot your jism! Ahhhhhh!"
How did the line of poetry go? No, it was better if she turned it around.
"Fuck her, Martin, not with a whimper, but with a bang."
She was asleep that night when the telephone rang.
She shook her head to clear it of cobwebs, and then answered it. It was Margaret Wynn.
"Wendy, I called to tell you something."
"Oh, what's that?"
"I want to thank you. I'm stealing a moment right now while Martin is in the bathroom cleaning his cock."
Her voice was low and conspiratorial.
"He's been fucking and sucking me all evening. I'm so glad that the speaker didn't show up. And I want to thank you. Fucking you has made a new man out of him. And most importantly a new woman out of me."
"That's great."
"Damn right it is. And in just a few minutes I'm going to go down on him."
"You'll enjoy cocksucking. Be sure and take the cum in your mouth. It's got a pleasant taste."
"I intend to. But I just wanted to tell you that I hold no ill feelings about this afternoon."
"Great."
"Just one thing."
"What's that?"
"I'd rather you weren't alone with my husband any more. I want him to save all his cum for me. He's quite a fucker."
"You can say that again," she said, remembering her many orgasms under the tutelage of his masterful prick. "He is quite a fucker."



CHAPTER SEVEN


The Halliburtons came back from their trip into the mountains late Sunday night. They were worn and weary, with slight sunburns. They proclaimed the beauties of spring in the mountains, and recounted to their daughter all she had missed.
Wendy was appropriately sad for all the fun that had eluded her.
She did not make mention of the three men who had fucked her over the weekend.
School was a bore for most of the week. Finals were very close and the teachers were hurried and harried by the dread that they would not get to the "end of the book". Wendy could have saved some of them some worry; there was no possible way to cover the remaining chapters. So American history would do well to get past World War I, economics was bogged down in the redundancy of federal regulatory agencies, and she had no idea where they were in calculus.
The end result was that she didn't give a damn one way or the other. Her grades were good enough to graduate, and that was all that mattered. As far as school was concerned.
As far as Wendy's sex life was concerned there were more pressing affairs.
She couldn't deny that she had been satisfied by the stiff pricks exploring her pussy, but she wasn't sure she had her head straight. She was still confused about her own role in the age old ritual. Could she give herself over completely to a man? But what if he were weak, uncertain of himself? Did she then turn and assume command, coax and wheedle him into fucking her.
She still had no answer. Maybe her next man would provide her with a solution to her dilemma. She would just have to wait and see.
But who was to be her next man? What neighbor would she now choose?
Circumstances had brought her two of them.
Circumstances brought her Denny Stewart.
And did not take long to do it.
It was Thursday night. Wendy and her friend Vicki Stewart were just leaving the library after finishing some research for their last paper in English class. It was still early, and both girls were pleased that they had finished so quickly.
"Glad that's over," said Wendy.
Vicki murmured agreement. She seemed awfully pensive tonight, which was unusual. Vicki was normally one of the most outgoing girls in Fulkner High School. Raven-haired and petite, she seemed like a scaled-down model of older girls, and few who did not know her would have guessed that she was a senior in high school. She had pert little tits and a winsome smile, and was quite popular among most of the students because of her outgoing personality.
"Hey, Vicki, what's bugging you? You haven't uttered ten words tonight."
Vicki tried to smile, but Wendy could tell it was an effort.
"Nothing important. Just some family problems have gotten me down."
Wendy's car was parked just ahead.
"Want to talk about them, get 'em off your chest. I'll be glad to lend an ear."
Vicki smiled again, this time for real. They climbed in the car, and before long they were heading toward Vicki's house.
"It's my brother Denny. He's having marital problems. His wife Julie left him, and he's started drinking."
"Gee, I'm sorry about that, Vicki. They always made such a good-looking couple." Wendy had been a member of the wedding party, a server. She might have been a bridesmaid, except that the bride was wise enough not to let someone as attractive as Wendy draw attention from her.
"I wish I knew what came between them, but both of them are being very tight-lipped about the whole thing. Julie won't even talk to me, and Denny just mumbles and swells up like a blowfish anytime I mention her name to him."
"Perhaps someone outside the family might reach them. They might even have to go to a marriage counselor."
Wendy knew both Denny and his estranged wife very well, and could not imagine what difficulties they could be having. She knew that Vicki was very close to her older brother, even though there was about seven or eight years difference between their ages. Denny had been good friends with Wendy's brother Gordon, who had been killed in a car accident over four years ago, and had always been hanging round the Halliburton house when he and Gordon had been mischievous teenagers.
"That's a great idea, Wendy. If we can identify the problem, maybe we can find a way to help solve it." Vicki's voice was breathless, excited by the prospect of getting her brother's problem solved.
"I don't think we are the ones to do the prying. If his family can't help, then you don't need any amateurs butting in. Tell him to get a pro for this kind of thing."
"He won't go to anyone like that. He's already vetoed it. But he might talk to you." Vicki's house was just around the corner, but the dainty, dark-haired girl motioned for Wendy to go on past. "Denny lives only a block away. Let's drop in and see him."
"Okay, we'll go," Wendy agreed. "But don't go expecting him to spill the story just because I'm there. I've the feeling that it'll work just the opposite. Seeing me, he'll clam up completely."
"You can do it, Wendy. All the fellows at school would do anything you ask. Just use some of that old Halliburton charm on him."
Vicki's naivete was sometimes appalling to Wendy. She wanted to look the dark-haired girl in the eyes and say, They aren't charmed by anything but my body. Each one of them wants to stick his cock in me. If making mouths water, palms sweat and pricks rise, was charm, then Wendy guessed she had it. But she wasn't sure that Denny was going to be affected by that.
The house was obscured by a number of trees and shrubs. As they pulled in the drive, the house was dark.
"There's nobody home," said Wendy, still leery about this whole business. "His car's here."
Wendy sighed. It was inevitable that she would have to make an attempt. Vicki was not going to be placated with anything but that.
"Come on," said Vicki.
They got out and crossed to the front door. Vicki pressed the doorbell.
"He's probably asleep. Maybe we should go before we wake him." Wendy winced. That had been a dumb statement. It couldn't be much past seven-thirty.
"My brother's not a farmer, Wendy. He doesn't go to bed with the chickens."
"No, I suppose not," said Wendy, sufficiently chastised.
Vicki had said he had a drinking problem. Wendy imagined him staggering across the room, flinging open the door and staring bleary-eyed across the threshold at them. When he spoke, his voice would be thick with liquor, and he would demand their reason for rousing him from his drunken stupor. What would she tell him? Relax, Denny, I have come with a panacea. Have no fear, Wonder Wendy is here. Shit!
Denny was none of those things.
When he opened the door, he stood straight and tall, eyes clear and piercing. He was surprised at the sight of his visitors.
There were no lights on anywhere. Not even a lamp cast its small glow about. Denny had obviously been sitting in the dark.
Had he been brooding, using the dark for his companion rather than liquor?
"Well, hello. What have we here? If you've brought Girl Scout cookies to sell, then you're out of luck. I just got through eating a brownie." He paused. "She wasn't half bad, either."
Vicki was wide eyed at his remark. She didn't know whether to laugh or blush. Wendy brushed her hand across her mouth to keep from chuckling out loud.
And this was the fellow drinking himself into oblivion. Echoing Mark Twain, the reports have been quite exaggerated.
But still, he was sitting in the dark.
"Come in ladies," he said, flicking on the lights. Both girls stepped into the living room, and Denny closed the door behind them.
Wendy was surprised. She had expected the place to be in a mess, but this place was neat. Everything was in its place.
Neither of them had yet spoken.
"I'm so glad I've gotten a visit, from such brilliant conversationalists. Which of you is Harpo Marx?"
"Sorry, Denny," Vicki said. "I guess we've both been gawking. We expected you to be lying around, unshaven, hair uncombed, wallowing in misery. I guess we're… uh… surprised."
Wendy gave him a dimpled smile. "Hello, Denny."
"Hello, Wendy," he said, drawing his greeting out. "My, haven't we grown."
Wendy stared at his pants. It was a habit of hers: staring at male cocks. She was glad to see that Denny had gotten the beginnings of an erection.
The ice broken, they chatted amicably for a while, about old times, about their schoolwork, about anything and everything that tame to mind. Except of course, Julie.
Suddenly, Vicki arose.
"I've got to go powder my nose. Excuse me," she said, and was gone.
"Be sure and flush it when you're through," called Denny at her retreating back.
Wendy understood her ploy. She was leaving the two of them alone, so that Wendy could broach the subject that had brought the two of them here. Yes, Wendy understood, and she wanted to wring her friend's neck for it.
"And, uh, how have things been with you, Denny?" she began nervously.
Denny's eyes twinkled. Wendy crossed her legs nervously, and watched Denny's eyes gazing interestedly at her creamy white thighs. She felt a tingle touch the sweet flesh of her cunt, an involuntary twitching of her warm, pink slit.
"We've already talked about that. Unless you mean, how are things between me and Julie. That is why Vicki so subtly left the room, isn't it? To let you find out?"
Wendy gulped. Damn Vicki and her half assed ideas.
"Isn't it?" he repeated.
"Well, yes, sort of."
Denny pursed his lips.
"I figured that much. Well, things are lousy. And prospects for improvement are very slim. You might say we are incompatible. Sexually incompatible."
She was aware of the insistent prick poking at his zipper. He dropped his hand to it and began to rub it, making no attempt to hide it.
"I didn't know… I mean, it's none of my business… We just thought… that is…"
Words failed her. She was transfixed by the circular motions he was making with the palm of his hands at his crotch.
She knew that her pussy had become wet. She could feel the warm dampness soaking her panties.
"You see, Wendy, there are certain things I wanted her to do. But she didn't want to do them. She said I was queer for wanting to do them, that I was some kind of a homosexual… just because I wanted to… fuck her ass."
Wendy's heart was in her throat. Her chest pained from the shortness of breath she had suddenly developed.
"It got so bad," he continued, "and I became so obsessed with the idea of fucking her ass, that I couldn't hold an erection when I fucked her cunt. It's terrible to go soft when you're inside a woman."
"Yes," Wendy breathed.
He had unzipped his pants and slipped his hand inside them. She wanted to put her hand on her pussy and finger herself. Watching him, listening to him, was arousing her so that she felt weak from the angry need between her thighs.
"That's what you wanted to know, isn't it? Why Julie left me. I raped her, raped her virgin ass. I fucked that tight little brownie again and again and again. And she left because she couldn't face the fact that she liked it. Have you ever had your ass fucked?"
"No," she whispered. Her voice felt so tiny.
His hand came out of his open fly, and with it came his ruddy prick. He began to slowly jack it with his fist.
"Would you like to have it fucked?"
His cock looked so yummy. She needed something to soothe the angry burning in her body.
"Yes. Yes," she admitted. "But what about Vicki? She'll be back any second."
"Are you kidding? She's been listening to every word of this. Haven't you, Sis?"
He turned then, and Vicki stepped out from the dark hallway. She was wild-eyed, and Wendy couldn't help noticing that her right hand was working away under her skirt.
"Yes, I heard."
"Fingers feel good?" he said, laughing.
She was breathing erratically. She had been finger-banging herself all the while she had been eavesdropping. Wendy was angry. She had sat here writhing, trying to keep herself under control.
Now, since everybody was playing with themselves she pulled her panties to the side with one hand and slipped a finger into her juicy twat.
Meanwhile her eyes concentrated on the stiff cock shaft enclosed by Denny's fingers.
Wish those were my fingers. Or my mouth. Or my cunt.
And then wildly, remembering Denny's question, she thought, or my ass. Yes, I said that I'd like to take his stiff cock in my ass.
Thinking about that, she felt a burning tingle in her asshole, and she wriggled her butt to relieve it.
Denny stood up, his prick jutting from the zippered gap in his pants, the knob of his rigid cock dribbling slightly.
"Since you were so agreeable to my offer to fuck your ass, I'm not going to let a bargain like that pass me by," he said, his cock on an even par with her face.
She stared at his prick. The slick cockhead was purple from the blood gorging it, and the slit in the head looked like a tiny puckered pair of lips from which clear fluid oozed.
For the first time in a very long time, Wendy was frightened by the sight of an erect cock. She tried to imagine it being thrust into her tight little asshole, but it seemed impossible. It was thick and the head seemed massive, shoving that thing into her shithole would rip her open.
Wendy shivered at the thought of pain. If he forced her, like he had forced his wife to submit to his anal desires, he might be brutal, like some animal consumed by his lust, and unmindful of who or what was damaged in the pursuit of his passion.
And yet she wanted him. Wanted his cock fucking her butt, poking up in her ass. She did not want pain, but she would bear it if there were ultimate pleasure. And from the times she had let her finger trace the outlines of the sphincter ring of her asshole, she had no doubt that pleasure would be the end result. Or since he would be fucking her ass, there would be even more emphasis on the end result.
"Take off your clothes, Wendy," he commanded.
She listened to the tone of his voice, felt its power settling over her. She rose and began to strip off her garments. At the same time, Denny was removing his shirt and pants.
Vaguely it registered on Wendy's consciousness that Vicki was still in the room, staring transfixed at them. Her mouth was open in disbelief, and her eyes seemed to bulge from her head.
Vicki was rubbing her tits through her blouse with one hand and fingering herself with the other. Little gasps of pleasure escaped her lips as she writhed to the rhythm of her delving digit.
Wendy had removed her clothes and stood still. "I want you to eat my prick while I get your ass ready, Wendy. Does that sound awful to you?"



CHAPTER EIGHT


She shook her head, too awestruck by the unreality of this whole affair to say anything. They lay on the floor then, Wendy settling herself between Denny's legs, while he assumed a position similar to hers near his thighs. It was much like the infamous sixty-nine position.
She began to lick his prick while he rubbed his fingers in the juices flooding from her cunt. Then he reached behind her and spread the cuntjuice on her asshole.
She settled her mouth to his cock, moved down it rapidly, until she could feel his pubic hair at her chin and touch his balls with her nose. She began to pull on the stiff cock with all her might.
"That's it, baby. Suck my delicious cock. You're certainly an eager beaver. Or should I say that you've got an eager beaver stuck here so close to my face."
He jabbed his finger into her cunt a couple of times and then returned to massaging her asshole, letting her cunt juices lubricate the delicate hole of her ass.
He insinuated one finger into her rectum, crooking it as he entered, swabbing the area just inside her ass with his dripping finger.
Wendy continued to suck his luscious prick, stroking his balls with her hand, feeling the tiny hairs at her fingertips.
"Now you've got it. Milk my balls! This isn't the first cock you've eaten, right?"
Wendy nodded, then continued to bob at his prick.
Denny began to finger her, slipping all his digit into her shit chute, then slowly pulling it out, only to delve into the clutching channel again. He could feel the inner walls fluttering from the contact, the tight ring at the entrance to her rectum becoming more and more elastic with each thrust. It was mere seconds before he would have the virgin asshole primed and ready to take his massive hard-on.
"Let my prick go, baby. I'm going to lick your ass and then jab this hunk of male meat into your lovely ass!"
Vicki, who had in the meantime stripped herself naked, moved closer to the two of them.
"But what about me? I'm getting awfully hot watching this. Can't you do something for me, Denny?"
Denny frowned.
"Hey, listen, I've got to concentrate on screwing Wendy's ass. I'll fuck yours later. Why don't you finger yourself or something?"
"But I've done that," she whimpered.
"Come here," said Wendy huskily. "I'll finger your ass for you. It's always more exciting if someone else does it for you."
Denny reached up and patted her rounded hips.
"Don't worry, love. Brother Denny will take care of you. I haven't met the ass yet I wouldn't fuck. Sisters not excluded."
That particular problem out of the way, Denny was left to concentrate on eating out Wendy's ass. She angled it high as she propped herself on her elbows and knees so that he would have easy access to her asshole. Vicki positioned herself and Wendy began to rub her finger across the pouting asshole of her best friend.
Denny began to lick the round cheeks of Wendy's ass then his thumbs forced them apart to reveal the eager little brownie. He pressed his mouth to it, and swirled his tongue around the elastic ring.
Wendy swallowed rapidly as she felt the rolling tease of his tongue.
She twisted two fingers into Vicki's pumping ass, then locked them by curling her fingers. With Vicki bucking like a bronco in heat, it was the only way she could keep her fingers in Vicki's enlarging asshole.
Besides, Wendy couldn't afford to concentrate too completely on Vicki's tumbling butt, since Denny was sucking so avidly at her own asshole.
His tongue licked across her hole, then jabbed into her winking brownie, convulsing Wendy with its exquisite pleasure. She shuddered and tightened her fingers in Vicki's wriggling asshole, and heard the lust-driven girl yelp with pain and pleasure.
Vicki reached back and pulled her asscheeks apart so that Wendy might poke her fingers into her rectum even further. Wendy watched the hole grow in size as she continued to finger-fuck Vicki's ass.
But she could not keep her mind on Vicki too long. Denny's mouth was too insistent. His tongue was licking her asshole with circular caresses.
"Tongue-fuck my ass, Denny! That's it, swirl it around inside me like a swizzle stick. Oh, that's sooo goooood!"
"Glad you like it," he said, pulling his mouth away from her butt.
Denny's hands became frantic around her ass. They stroked, caressed, probed her inner ass flesh, dipped into her cunt. He then licked up and down her ass crack, soaking it with saliva.
Wendy could no longer devote any of her attention to Vicki's ass. She withdrew her fingers and reached back to caress Denny's face, the face that was buried so deeply in her asscheeks.
Vicki whimpered at the loss, then she began to attack Wendy with lavish affection.
Wendy was smothered by kisses at both ends. Denny was tonguing her ass, while Vicki planted a soulful kiss on her mouth. She felt the probe of tongues working deep in two of her orifices, and then as though Denny knew what she was thinking, he plunged his fingers into her cunt.
Her mind began to spin from the glorious action she was receiving. The instincts of the female in heat took over, and she sucked Vicki's tongue passionately, while attempting to squeeze her asshole tight over Denny's darting tongue.
"I think you're ready, little darling," said Denny, as he moved in position behind her. She could feel him rubbing his prick across her ass flesh, tickling her brownie with the swollen head.
Then to her surprise he dropped his cock lower and inserted it in her dripping twat. He thrust it home two or three times, then withdrew. She gasped at the suddenness of it all.
"Just getting a little lubrication. I'm going to put it in your asshole now. Just try and relax. Sis, you can go ahead and keep her busy until I get it in, then you better find some place else to work. She's going to need all the air she can get."
He pressed his bulging prick head to her hot little asshole, but the tiny puckered brownie refused to yield him entrance. He pushed harder against her anal opening, trying to wedge his taut-skinned cockhead into the elastic ring of her asshole. Her anus stretched somewhat, and Wendy felt the pain shooting from her protesting butt. She cringed at the pressure, arched her back, and tried to pull away.
But Denny's hands were firm at her pelvic bone, and he would not permit her to retreat. He continued his relentless pushing with his prick and the rubbery tissue yielded grudgingly.
"It hurts… Oh, please, stop!" begged Wendy, as she twisted herself away from Vicki's kisses. "Your cock's too big, and my hole's too little… Please don't… ahhhh, tear me open!"
"Fuck her, Denny," breathed Vicki. Her eyes were blazing with fiery lust. Her brow was covered with sweat, and her mouth glistened from the saliva of her passionate, probing kisses with Wendy.
"Gonna do that. Gonna fuck her ass. But I've got to get past her tight hole first."
The pain was very real to Wendy. As he moved forward, it felt like her assflesh was tearing. Her lips drew back over her teeth, and she threw back her head and screamed her pain. Her eyes were clenched shut, and she pounded her tiny fists into the carpet.
"Hurts," she moaned. "Mmm… almost un… bearable!"
"Help me," said Denny, through his own clenched teeth. "I'm going to fuck you… so you might as well help me."
"I'll try," she whispered. She couldn't catch her breath.
Wendy pushed her ass back up to help him.
Suddenly his cockhead popped through the stretched opening, and relieved some of the hurt from Wendy's pain-racked asshole.
"You've got it, Denny. She's about to faint. Fuck her senseless," Vicki ordered.
"Shut up," Denny murmured.
The difficult entrance had depleted Denny's reserves of strength. He lay very still, listening to Wendy moan. The few seconds of pause seemed to renew him, and he took a deep breath and was ready.
He began easing forward, the tight ring thrilling every inch of his massive cock. Wendy was amazed by a fierce tremor as his prick explored deeper into her virgin ass.
The tight and tortured channel clasped greedily at the slick cockmeat, hungrily settling around it. He became so excited that he could not wait any longer and heaved himself forward to bury himself in her asshole to the hilt.
"Aieeeee!" she shrieked as his prick pushed to the depths of her bowels.
"Tight," he gasped.
The ache was being replaced by a dull throbbing, and just below the surface, Wendy became aware for the first time of pleasurable sensations.
"How are you doing, Wendy?" he asked. "Fine. I think I'll live. But I wasn't sure there at first."
His prick began to twitch convulsively as her clinging assflesh held tightly to his cock.
"Now comes the good part."
"I sure hope so."
"Talk, talk, talk," Vicki broke in. "Why don't you get on with it? She's not the only chick here. I want some time, too."
Denny glared at her, as did Wendy.
"Why the fuck don't you find something to stick in that mouth of yours. I'm damn tired of hearing you fuss and bitch."
"Well, maybe I will."
Vicki got up and disappeared into the kitchen.
"Now for the business at hand."
Denny began his rhythm. He withdrew his cock to the point where his wet knob was just shy of her anal ring then he plunged all the way to the hilt. Wendy groaned as he plowed into her shit chute. Her ass grew hot from the friction of his fucking, and she began to jiggle her ass.
"That's it," Denny said. "Keep that up."
"Fuck my ass," hissed Wendy. "Bugger my butt!"
He hammered away at her wagging ass. His pelvis slammed into her full cheeks. Faster and faster he fucked into her ass, his white ass pumping harder and harder.
Wendy ceased struggling and matched his action. His hands clutched her tightly to him, and a blissful grin settled over her features.
His prick punished her, pounding her assflesh, diving into the hot pit of her bowels.
"Good!" she yelled, flinging her body against him. Her keyed-up nerves sent her hunching backward to receive his cock blows to her aching ass.
"Tight, so tight," he gasped, punishing her with his cock.
"Fuck… fuck meeee!" she shrieked, the pressure of her agonizing ecstasy torturing her body. "Faster… harder… deeper!"
He reamed her shitter stabbed her bowels, fucked her ass. She could feel his thighs molded to her, could feel the hardness of his pelvic bone pushing into her hips.
His balls began to throb. He plunged faster, harder, deeper, aware that his climax was near, yet wanting to make her come too.
"So good. Your cock feels so good in my ass!"
She fucked him back, insanely, a mad woman locked to a lust-mad giant, whose massive prick was beating her flesh with its hugeness. She jockeyed, she bucked, she fought to reach her climax.
And then, her climax came.
The pain was a mere disguise for pleasure. The foam washed over her, caressed her, sought out her mouth, cunt, eyes, ears, nose, and most important of all, her ass. The foam was scalding her ass, was inundating her bowels.
Denny came with a great bellow, flooding her insides with thick blasts of burning sperm. Wendy sobbed brokenly, as she felt not only his release, but her own orgasm seep throughout her. Denny fucked a few more times in her sweet ass, then still locked together, they collapsed on the floor, and lay very still for a long time.
The world was peaceful and calm. Nothing could interrupt their bliss.
"Quite a performance. Quite a Goddamn performance." Vicki's raucous voice filled the room.
The calm shattered, Wendy forced open her eyes. They were leaden, as though the weight of the ages hung upon them. She tried to pierce the grayness of the room, to make out what Vicki was doing.
"Want a Polish sausage," asked Vicki. "I've heated it. It's almost as good as the real thing. Almost."
What does she mean? Real what?
Then Wendy saw. She gasped in disbelief.
Vicki was shoving the Polish sausage up her ass. It looked like a fat brown dick.
"Improvise, that's what you've got to do. When there's only one prick around, one must improvise. Isn't that right, Wendy? Ah, it's so good. And hot, too."
Then she began to laugh a long piercing wail of a laugh.
Wendy feel asleep and dreamed of long Polish sausages and long cocks fucking her ass.



CHAPTER NINE


She awoke to the frantic sounds of a hard fucking. She wasn't sure how long she had been asleep. Not long she guessed. But she was refreshed, and she smiled like a satisfied cat, remembering the terrific way she had gotten tired.
She shifted herself to a sitting position, trying to find where the fuck sounds were coming from. She heard another shriek, and knew that the action was taking place in the bedroom.
She eased herself to her feet. Her asshole was a little sore, and she was sure she was going to have bruises from where Denny had gripped her flesh so tightly while he fucked her butt. No matter. It had been worth it. A few bruises were a cheap price to pay for a little bit of heaven.
She walked quietly over to the bedroom door, and pushed it open. The bed was against the far wall, opposite the doorway.
"Oh, Denny," Vicki crooned. "It's in me so deep. It feels sooooo good."
Vicki was straddling her brother, facing him. Wendy could not see their faces, but she had a good shot of just how deep Denny's cock was crammed in Vicki's ass. She could see maybe half an inch of his long prick just beneath the distended circle of Vicki's asshole. The brown flesh of her rectum looked like a tanned mouth drawn tight on the ruddy cock. Her asscheeks were cradled by his strong thighs drawn close together and extended straight out on the bed.
"If it feels as good down there for you as it does for me, then I know just how you feel."
Vicki leaned forward and rested her hands on Denny's chest. Her fingers toyed with the curling black hair gathered on his chest and swirling across his deep brown, erect nipples. Even his flat belly had a fine mat of hair which ultimately joined with the fine curls around the base of his prick.
"Would you like to fuck my ass till eternity?"
"Oh ho. It's not me who's going to do the fucking. Why do you think we're in this position? You, little sister, do all the screwing. I'm tired, and if you want your ass fucked, then you'll have to do the fucking. I just provide the cock."
Wendy stood silently watching the proceedings, not wishing to disturb the two of them. She moved away from the doorway. She had never watched anyone screw before, not even a fuck film at one of the X-rated houses in town. She had always been a participant, never a spectator, and her new role thrilled her.
So this is how peeping toms get their kicks. I wonder if a person could climax by simply spying on others screwing.
Vicki slowly lifted her ass off the hunk of stiff cock, then slid back down on it. Her rectum gripped it fiercely as she began to pump her white ass over his prick. The thick spear of flesh probed her ass, spreading the inner membranes as it plugged her shit channel.
"Oh, my!" she gasped, her ass frenziedly working on the thick meat. "It's so good, I think I'm going to faint."
"Oh, you don't want to do that. It gets better. Here, let me play with your cunt while I fuck your ass."
His fingertips began to massage her cuntlips while she jammed his prick into her bulging rectum. She squealed in ecstasy as he plunged the joint of his middle finger into her steaming pussy.
"Lord, it's too good. I'm coming! Arghhhhh!"
"Hang on! Keep fucking! I'll give you another one."
"Another," she breathed, her head spinning from the burst of warmth spreading through her. Then as she felt his fingers plying across her clit, tickling the erect tip of her pleasure button, and several more fingers being jabbed into her twat, she continued to fuck.
Wendy was squirming, watching the thrilling action on the bed. She was having trouble keeping her hands from clutching at her crotch.
Oh, oh, it's too much for me. I'm going to have to use my fingers.
She spread her throbbing cuntlips and found her clit and squeezed it between her fingers. She had to bite her lip to keep from screaming at the spiral of ecstasy that whirled through her. The tender sprout was rock hard, and she pinched and tugged it while she watched the erotic scene on the bed.
Vicki was really fucking Denny's dick now, slamming her ass down harder and harder each time, the rhythm now frantic, her ass a blur as she strove to bring her brother, her lover, to the peak.
"Fuck it, fuck it, Sis! Drive my cock home in your sweet ass. I'm almost there!"
"Me, too!" she shouted. "I'm going to come again!"
He dug his fingers into her dripping pussy, at the same time Wendy was savagely fingering her own cunt. She watched Vicki's ass stroking the long shaft, saw Denny's balls tighten, and watched it jerk as he unloaded his white fuckjuice. Even as Vicki's tight asshole held onto his cock, the juice began to slicken his prick, and glistened like liquid diamonds on his cock as it dribbled out her ass.
"Coming, I'm coming!" he shouted, lifting her completely off the bed as he jabbed upward.
"Arghhhh, yessss!" she squealed, her head thrown back, trying to keep from toppling off her brother's cock.
Wendy did not scream, but she too felt the explosion within her. The throbbing spilled out from her cunt and captured her limbs, rocked her belly, sent her heart pounding and her blood racing.
Then all was quiet as the savagery of their organs cooled.
Wendy staggered to the door, her limbs weary from the strength-sapping ecstasy of orgasm, yet somehow invigorated by it.
Seeing Vicki lying spent beside Denny, his limp cock having slipped from the grasp of her asshole, his hands about her young body, fingers toying with her nipples, Wendy saw beauty, unadulterated beauty.
She moved then closer to the bed.
Denny noticed her only when she had sat down on the edge of the bed, and begun to stroke his back and buttocks. Her fingers were delicate, certain tingling his flesh with their massaging.
"You're awake," he said, rolling on his back and reaching up to cup her breast. He tweaked the bud of her nipple.
"And Vicki's fallen asleep." She stroked his hard flat belly, tangled her fingers in his pubic hair caressed his soft round balls. Then she palmed his cock, massaging it with the flat part of her hand.
Then she picked up his limp prick and beheld its shrunken state. It was sticky with dried come, and the foreskin had settled back over the head.
"I need to take a shower," he said. "Would you like to take a shower with me?"
"Umm-hmm. I like to do anything with you. You're quite a man, Denny."
He rose and put his hands on her slim waist. Vicki was breathing softly beside him, a cherubic smile on her mouth.
"And you are quite a woman. Did you like having your ass fucked?" He stroked her back languidly, kissing her neck.
"Yes. It was wonderful. But there are other things I like to do, and that I like for men to do to me."
"Perhaps we can do them together."
"I'd like that." She still held his cock in her hands. It was beginning to grow, though slowly. "But let's take that shower first. It'll be so good to feel that warm water flowing over me."
Denny followed Wendy into the bathroom and stared at her delicious ass as she bent over and adjusted the controls of the shower. It was hard for him to believe that not long ago he had been reaming that lovely ass with his cock.
His cock was so limp now. But with a woman like her so near, and so obviously available, he did not imagine that his prick would be in such a dead state for long. She could bring life to any man's prick.
He feasted his eyes on her loveliness. Her blonde hair was straight as it hung to her shoulders. Her tits were firm, as though they had been molded out of white marble. They did not sag in the least, and he found his mouth water in anticipation of sucking them.
"The water's just right," she said, rising to stand close to him.
Wendy stepped into the shower first. Denny stared at her as the water cascaded over her body, rolling down her neck, over her breasts, down between the valley of her tits, onto her belly, and down into the bush of her cunt. Water beads gathered on her flesh, and the tiny droplets that gathered at the tips of her nipples particularly entranced him.
"Aren't you coming in?" she asked her voice sultry.
"Sure. I was just admiring the view."
He stepped into the cubicle, closed off the glass doors, and stood behind her. The brunt of the shower fell on her, and only a thin spray hit him.
He took the soap and slickened his hands. Then he began to rub the white foam on her back, on her shoulders and trim waist. Then he devoted some time to her ass.
"Oooh, that feels nice," she crooned.
"Feels pretty good to me, too."
She turned to face him. He began to rub the soap over her belly, devoting some time to her navel. His hands moved higher, tracing the globes of her tits, dwelling on her nipples, until they were covered with suds. Her nipples stiffened under his stroking, and he chuckled.
"Not getting excited, are you, Wendy?"
"Anything you do to me excites me."
"I'm glad. I like to thrill you."
She took the soap from him and lathered her hands.
"My turn to wash your body."
He pressed her to him and kissed her, deeply, passionately. Her body, heated by the warmth of the water as well as by his earlier stoking, was slick from the soap, and she writhed against him as they kissed. The shower spray cascaded over them, but they both ignored it.
When they broke their lusty clench, Denny's chest and belly glistened whitely from the writhing that had gripped Wendy.
"You should have mentioned that you had a better way to get lathered up."
"I'm lathered up all right."
"Yes, I know."
She had already felt the new erection he had developed when they had clenched. She took her soapy fingers and stroked his cock.
"Be a shame to let it go to waste," she said.
"My thoughts exactly. Have you ever been fucked in a shower, Wendy?"
She shook her head, and squeezed his prong.
"No, but I'm game for anything. But shouldn't we rinse your cock off first?"
It was rich with soapy lubricant.
"I want to put it in you right now."
He leaned her against the powder-blue tile. Her asscheeks pressed flat against the water-speckled tile, and she spread her legs wide.
He bowed his knees, letting his prick slide up under her crotch. Then slowly he wedged his cock into her cunt. Wendy's juices were copious enough that the water had not lessened her lubrication and the entrance was achieved with little resistance.
"Ah, that's a nice place for a man to be," murmured Wendy. Her cunt clutched at his prick as they stood pressed tightly together.
"The only place for a man to be. You should always have a man between your legs, you're such a wonderful fuck."
"But you haven't ever fucked me in the cunt."
He hunched once for emphasis.
"When it feels this good at the beginning, it can only get better."
She snapped her hips in response, showing her appreciation for his confidence in her.
"Then let's make it get better."
Placing his hands on her hips while she encircled his neck, he began to stroke the inner walls of her cunt. They were oblivious to the spray of water hitting them like tiny pinpoints. Denny pounded his cock into her yielding pussy, heard her squeal at each thrust.
"Fuck it, baby! Fuck my cunt!"
He lifted her high with his thrusts, and with her back braced to the wall she picked up her legs one at a time and placed them around his hips. He pinned her to the tile, slamming his prick into her, the suctioning mouth of her cunt sucking hungrily at his prick as she worked the inner walls of her agitated cunt. The soft pussylips clasped his dick like a hot vise, each powerful penetration of her cunt shooting thrills through every inch of his fat cock.
She responded to his plunges with soft moans and cries, squeezing his back. The pleasant fever of her passion shimmered through her, making her tingle from cunt to asshole. Her dripping pussy began to wriggle as the sleek prick head delved into her.
His prick frenziedly fucked her delightful cunt, and pleasure rippled through her.
"Is it… ahhhhhlih… better than my… asshole?" she screamed, then groaned.
"It's hot… and tight… And your cunt… is biting me. Oh make it… keep on biting! Clamp… your wonderful pussy on my… cock!"
His chest heaved, and a gurgling noise slipped from his mouth as he tried to catch his breath.
"But is it better than fucking my ass?"
Her cunt clasped the throbbing shaft, her legs straddling him, her heels digging into his ass.
"Yes. Yes, Oh Goddam, your cunt's goooood!" he shouted, slamming harder and harder.
"Fuck me, give me your hot cream, but fuck me, you big dicked stud. I love it!"
She wanted this to be the best fuck he had ever had. He had said that he could not keep an erection while he screwed, but did he have a massive hard-on now! And she did not think it would go down, not until he had unloaded the full force of his zesty cock.
His cock began to twitch convulsively, and she knew that he would not be long in coming. Thankfully her own orgasm was near. She wriggled her ass, twisting it like she was wringing the neck of a chicken, making his rock-hard cock touch every part of her cunt.
"That's it, baby! Twist your ever-loving ass! You are great, soooo great."
"Fuck… close… fuck… nearer… fuck my cunt!" she yelped.
She came while his plunging prick still worked savagely inside her. It washed over her like hot lava, and she squealed her release.
"Come, Denny! Shoot my pussy full of your cock juice!" She continued to shove her pussy tightly against his thick throbbing shaft.
He exploded in her. She heard the hard expelling of his breath, and felt the jet of scalding sperm striking her cunt walls. He shot a massive wad of love cream into her, mingling it with her hot cunt juice.
He bowed his head and touching it to her cheek. "It's been so long since I unloaded inside a furry pussy. Thank you." He seemed, to weaken, and she eased herself from her position. "Thank you," he whispered again.
She pressed herself to him. The cum dribbled from her cunt, and when he released her she noticed too that rich foamy lather had been stirred up within her pussy by the sex action and flowed down her legs.
They rinsed themselves, and took turns drying each other.
Then dry and satiated, they went back into the bedroom.
Vicki was awake, propped against the headboard.
"You two are so damn noisy that a person can't sleep."
She smiled and Denny and Wendy laughed.
"You should have joined us," said Wendy, though she was glad that she and Denny had the enjoyment of their fuck to themselves.
"Are you kidding? It sounded like a buzz saw had gotten hold of your cunt, what with the way you were screaming and carrying on."
Wendy chuckled and touched Denny's flaccid prick.
"It wasn't a buzz saw, but it was a power tool."
She patted Denny's prick.
"It's getting late. Almost ten o'clock. We'd better be getting home. Hey, what about your hair? They don't have showers at the library, and I know your mother's not going to believe you were playing in the fountain."
It did pose a problem. Wendy's hair was plastered to her, though she had rubbed it furiously with the towel.
"No trouble," Denny said. "I've got a blower. It'll have your hair dry in no time."
He retrieved it from the bathroom and plugged it in for Wendy.
She began to work its hot air over her damp hair.
"Say, big brother," Vicki said. "Listening to you fuck has gotten me kind of bothered. I've got a blower myself. How about a little blow job to get your cock up again, and you cramming that cock of yours in my eager pussy."
"If you get it up, then I'll put it in."
"You've got a deal."
Wendy continued to work on drying her hair while she watched Vicki eat her brother's dick. Then when the limp cock had risen enough, Denny fucked her dog-style. She enjoyed the sight of Denny working at her snatch from behind.
Later, after Denny had finished fucking Vicki to ecstasy, they dressed and bid him good-bye.
"It was wonderful, girls. You'll have to come by again sometime."
"I sure hope you and your wife get back together," said Wendy. "She sure is missing a lot of man."
"Maybe I'll give her a call and try to patch things up. I can give it to her in both holes now. I don't think my cock'll go soft in her pussy now, thanks to you two."
"Our pleasure," Vicki said.
"Yeah, our fucking pleasure. See you."
They waved good-bye and walked happily to their car.
"You know," Vicki said, "research trips to the library can sure be fun."



CHAPTER TEN


"Wendy." It was her mother's voice.
Freshly awake, Wendy yawned and stretched her youthful muscles. Her breasts rose and tightened as she lifted her arms high above her head, arching her back.
"Yes, Mother."
"It's time to get up, dear. You mustn't be a slug-a-bed."
Thank goodness her mother was on the other side of her bedroom door, so that she could not see the awful face that Wendy made. For Christ's sakes, couldn't a girl get a little sleep on Saturday. She'd been popping out of bed for nine months now, going to school, and it seemed grossly unfair to have to follow the same routine on Saturday. A girl was entitled to one day of rest. Even the Lord took off a day every now and then.
"I'm up, Mother. I'll be dressed in just a minute."
"That's good, dear. We've got some new neighbors that have come over to introduce themselves, and I'd like you to meet them."
"Be right down."
New neighbors. Well, that cast a different light on things. If there was one thing that Wendy was growing to appreciate, it was her neighbors. At least the male side of the neighborhood.
Her ass felt funny now that it was back to normal. During the final throes of her ass-fucking with Denny it had felt like a tank could be driven through her ravaged rectum, but now it was just as tight as ever.
She brushed her teeth, and combed her hair. Then she put on fresh underwear, light-green panties and a bra. A pair of shorts and halter top finished the outfit, and she added only her sandals before walking downstairs.
Her father, a thin-chested, pot-bellied man with eyes that seemed to consume everything about him, was seated in the heavy black leather chair that dominated the living room, and which was his favorite chair. He did not give the impression of strength, but he possessed a wiriness, and a steeliness that had often surprised his only daughter. And from the few times she had overheard her parents in their bedroom, he could still fuck his wife like a young man. At least her moans and cries indicated a large degree of enjoyment.
The guests were an older gentleman, who obviously took great pride in his body, and worked out several times a week. He was physically impressive, barrel-chested, and without any trace of a paunch.
His wife had not taken as good care of her body. She had accumulated some excessive flab, and the knee length shorts she wore showed the extra flesh on her thighs. She had once been a very good-looking woman, but that was years, and pounds, away.
But it was the third member of the party that attracted Wendy.
If the father was impressive physically, then the son was even more so. Over six feet, she guessed, with broad chest and straight shoulders. He was dressed casually in a sport shirt opened at the neck. His hair was modishly long, and well-groomed.
"Wendy, come in," her mother said, motioning to her.
All eyes turned to face her, and she was instantly aware that her entrance had drawn appreciative glances from father and son.
"This is my daughter, Wendy. Her father's pride and joy," beamed Samuel Halliburton. "Wendy, I'd like you to meet Ralph Sebastian, his wife Nora, and their son Ron. Ralph's an old friend, and they're going to be moving into the Nelsons' place just across the street."
She said the proper greetings, nodding and smiling, though she didn't really give a damn one way or the other about such meetings. Very soon, her father, and Mr. Sebastian would be talking business and her mother and Mrs. Sebastian would become as bored of it as she was, and would dutifully listen for a while.
Wendy was definitely interested in Ron, and when she realized that he was as disinterested in what the two older men were discussing, she rolled her eyes at him in mock dismay and jerked her head as if to say, "Let's get the hell out of here."
"Dad," Ron interrupted, "I think I'll go on over to the house. The moving van will be here before long and I think I'll take a swim in the pool. Would it be okay if Wendy came with me, Mr. Halliburton? She could fill me in on the city, where to go, what to do, that sort of thing."
Sam Halliburton nodded, his bald head bobbing.
"Sure. Glad to have you young people get acquainted."
Wendy smiled. "I'll get my suit," she said, then disappeared upstairs.
Ron watched her climb the stairs, noticed the swell of her hips, and their delicate movement. Wendy's legs were long and shapely. She was the most physically attractive girl he had ever met.
"Ron and I are very close," Ralph told Wendy's father. "We like to do a lot of things together. Don't we, Ron?"
Ron turned to the two fathers.
"Sure do, Dad. Lots of things."
Ron let his mind wander to the last thing they had done together. If his mind didn't desert him, her name was Janice. She had been a little leery of the idea at first, but Ralph Sebastian was an experienced cocks man, and when he got to pumping his prick in her eager snatch while Ron fed her his cock in her luscious mouth, she had grown to like the double-barrel action.
And from the glint in his father's eyes, it looked like they had a mutual interest in that scrumptious piece of ass who had just climbed the stairs.
He'd have to arrange that they "do" her together.
His prick already ached from the thought.
The house was empty when they entered it. Wendy had not known the Nelsons very well, and had never seen the place filled with furniture. It seemed cold, and sad. "When are you expecting the van with all your furniture?" she asked, wandering toward the back of the house. With the electricity off, the hallway was dim.
"Tomorrow."
"But I thought you said…"
"I did, but it was just an excuse to leave. And to be alone with you."
"Well, I'm flattered that you would want to be alone with me."
The whole downstairs area was carpeted except the kitchen. She stood in one of the doorways to a downstairs bedroom or study, and Ron moved close behind her.
"Any fellow who wouldn't want to be alone with you would have to be a faggot. And I'm a red-blooded American boy, much attracted to red-blooded American girls."
He placed his hands on her bare shoulders, and she stepped back into his arms. She could feel the imprint of his erect cock at her hips. He pressed his pelvis closer to her.
"Yes. I can testify to your red-bloodedness."
He nuzzled her hair.
She broke from his grasp, walked across the room and turned to face him.
He was like every young man she had ever met. The minute they met you, they were trying to mount you, or at the least get a finger in you. Well, she had to admit that she was attracted to this fellow, but she damn sure wasn't going to make it easy for him.
"You come on awfully strong, Ron."
Perhaps he had misjudged her, he told himself. He hadn't expected her to be so coy about the whole thing. He was certain that she had been putting out signals, but maybe he had misread her. Still, he meant to have some of her pussy.
One way or another.
"Sorry, but you're an awfully appealing girl. I didn't mean to offend you."
"Apology accepted. Perhaps we can have that oswim now."
"That's why we came, isn't it?"
She brushed past him and walked toward the back door.
"I'll have to get my suit from the car. Why don't you go and take a dip. I'll be right there."
"Okay."
She went to the back yard. The pool was kidney-shaped. She cast her towel aside, and with a short run propelled herself forward, cleaving the clear blue water. She swam with strong strokes under the water and came up on the opposite side, then propped herself against the side with her elbows, letting her feet dangle in the pool.
She spied Ron entering through the gate. Except for the two-story Hamilton home next door, the back yard was protected from the prying eyes of the outside world.
Ron paused several feet from the pool, his swim suit clutched in his hands. He stared at her hanging on the side of the pool, an impish grin on his face. His gaze seemed to pore over her.
"How's the water?" he shouted. His voice was husky.
"Fine," she affirmed. "Come on in."
She expected him to step into the kitchen and change, but to her wide-eyed amazement, he stripped off his shirt and pants right where he stood.
His shorts were full of his stout prick. She could see that he was no pygmy where his cock was concerned.
She couldn't tell if her pussy was getting wet from the intriguing sight, but she was certain that the water had gotten several degrees warmer.
Then the water must have gotten boiling, because the heat in her pussy shot higher.
Ron had pulled his shorts over his bulging prick head.
Wendy gasped at the sheer audacity of the young man.
Her cunt tingled, which she tried to quell.
And then instead of slipping on his swim suit, he sprinted across the yard, his naked body slicing into the water, his plunge heading in a straight line toward her.
Wendy broke from tier position and kicked out from the side of the pool and swam strongly away. When he surfaced, she was gone and he gulped the sweet air into his lungs. He spied her on the other side of the pool sucking the clean cool air into her lungs, her tits heaving as she did so.
"I could have sworn you were right here," he said, leering at her.
"Now you see it, now you don't," she said, smiling at him.
He shoved himself away from the poolside, and made for her position. Wendy laughed exuberantly, then pushed herself out of the water, and stood poised just above where she had been propped and where he would be surfacing at any moment.
When his head broke the water, she shoved powerfully with her legs, diving over his head, striking the water cleanly. His hands reached futilely for her as she soared over him.
But this time he did not hesitate. He stroked powerfully under the water as he caught sight of her slim legs.
They scissored frantically, and then he saw them settle as she came to rest at approximately the same point she had been when the race started.
Wendy surfaced, spewing water, her eyes scanning the pool. Ron was nowhere in sight. She was about to lift herself from the pool when she felt his hands gripping her thighs, holding her still. She yelped as she felt them being pushed apart, and his hand tugging aside her bikini crotch band, and a finger slipping into her cunt.
Ron's head burst from the water and he stood breathless beside her.
His finger had not deserted her, and she made no attempt to remove it.
"Now you feel it…" He jerked his hand away from her cunt. "And now you don't."
She frowned. She had liked the feel of his finger.
"Gosh, you're a strong swimmer," she said.
"Just barely missed making the team at college."
"Then I didn't stand much of a chance of eluding you, did I?" She stroked his chest, where only a few sparse hairs grew. He pressed himself to her, cupping one of her tits and massaging it.
"Very little."
"Ummm, that feels nice." She dropped her hand under the water and found his prick. Her fingers trailed lightly over its hardness.
"That feels nice too."
"I'll say," he grunted.
Then he was pressing himself flat against her, his mouth seeking hers, and finding it. She opened to receive his probing tongue, let it swab her lips, her teeth. She could feel his cock thrusting into her belly.
He released her and slipped beneath the water, and tugged at her bikini bottoms. They slipped over her thighs, down her legs, over her ankles. She still balanced herself by bracing close to the poolside.
Ron's hands caressed her thighs beneath the water, toyed with her pubic bush, then spread open her legs wide enough to insert his head. He placed his mouth close to her cunt, then exhaled the pent-up breath in his lungs. The air bubbles bombarded her pussy, trailed over her ass and belly as they fought their way to the top.
When Ron was beside her again, she told him how much it had tickled her, like hundreds of little fingers touching sensitive areas and then fleeing erratically.
"If I were a fish, I'd suck your pussy underwater. Can you imagine that?" He crossed his eyes, stuck out his lips, and sucked in his cheeks, then worked his mouth fishlike.
It was a ludicrous sight, and Wendy laughed pleasantly.
"You liked that." She nodded. "Have you ever seen my impression of an octopus?"
"No, but I've known a few boys who made like octopusses in a car."
"That's octopi, Wendy."
"That's octo-fuck you, for correcting me. Besides I'm right, too."
Ron sighed.
"Honey, everything's right about you. You're about the best chick I've ever met."
Wendy put her hand to her mouth and blinked her eyes vampishly.
"I'll bet you say that to all the girls," she said, in a little-girl voice.
It was Ron's turn to be amused.
"You're sexy even when you're fooling around."
"Oh, if I'm so sexy, then why haven't you tried to put that long prick of yours in me?"
She pressed her thighs to his crotch, felt the stout cock throbbing and the heavy sac of his balls.
"Baby, I thought you'd never ask."
"Well, the gate's open. Come on in."
He moved to face her, and she spread her legs to accommodate him. But, when he tried to put his cock in her, he found that the buoyant effect of the water was interfering. Since they were in the deeper part of the pool, he had nothing to brace his feet on.
"I'll never understand how a fish fucks," he said, frowning.
Wendy was laughing at his unsuccessful efforts.
"Here I am, ass-naked to the world, and you can't get your prick in me. Whatever happened to the innovative spirit in man. Where have you gone, Orville and Wilbur Wright? If man can fly, surely he can find a way to screw in the water."
Ron pursed his lips thoughtfully.
"It's just a simple matter of leverage. Say, come on down to the shallow end. We can stand and fuck there."
"Once again, man is triumphant. Let's go. I'm getting horny as hell taking about fucking. Let's get your cock inside me before the water makes my pussy so soft and wrinkled that you won't even feel me."
"I'll feel you, don't worry about that."
They swam to the shallow part of the pool.
They stood in three feet of water, smiling at one another.
Then Wendy opened her arms and spread her thighs as wide as she could.
"See if you can get it in this time," she said.
He moved into her embrace, touched his cockhead to her cunt, parting the lips with his rigid cock, and eased it into her.
"Ahhhy that's tight," he said, holding her to him.
Wendy lifted her legs and wrapped them around his waist, the water easing the strain of holding her up.
He placed his hands on her ass and began to lift and drop her on his pulsating prick. Her cunt protested at first, but soon the juices that the water had washed away were replaced.
Their fuck turned into a frenzied hunching.
Wendy pushed her cunt mound at him, even as his hands pried apart her ass as he lifted and dropped her.
Her pussy muscles vigorously stoked his prick as he drove into her. Wendy ground her body against him, their wet bodies slapping together, the water trapped between them, jetting upward as it was driven from between them in tiny jets of spray.
"French me while you fuck," Ron demanded. Wendy was happy to oblige.
Wendy first licked his lips, then plunged her tongue into his mouth. Her tongue achieved the same rhythm as his prick working in her cunt.
Wendy twisted her hips, agitating his cock as she did so. Her cunt sheath was massaging the sides of his dick.
"Milk me! Use your cunt to milk my cock!"
She snapped her pussy over his cock. He slammed deeper into her, shooting ripples of pleasure through her, the nerve endings of her sensitive cunt flesh raging with the fire of their fuck.
"Fuck me!" she begged. "Fuck me with that big juicy prick!"
He increased his strokes, waking her pussy flesh heat up with the furious rhythm, sending her higher and higher on the peaks of lust with his hard screwing.
Her hot hands clutched at his back as she felt the force of his fuck strokes increase. She tightened her cunt muscles on his pounding cock, and he burrowed his prick head deeper into her tortured loins.
"Fuck it, baby. Your cock owns me… ajeecee!"
She tossed and writhed, undulating against his stiff shaft, feeling her pussy contract around the base of his cock. Their breathing was erratic, and the water churned about them.
"Not long, not long… grind your ass, Wendy!"
She bounced on his cock, loving the savage prodding he was giving her. The angles of his entrance and withdrawal were forever shifting, giving her new and exciting thrills with each plunge as he explored every part of her pussy.
"Fuck me!" she panted, digging her heels into his ass, holding her upper body away from him, so that he could stick his cock more directly into her cunt.
"There, there, there, there, there!" The climax hit her, corkscrewing its way through her, the sheer strength of it causing her to claw his shoulders.
He unloaded his wad moments later, the hot sperm being trapped by the water-tight seal of their screwing.
He sucked air into his lungs.
"You are the greatest Goddamn fuck in the world."
"It's nice to be appreciated," she said.
For a young stud, he wasn't bad. Not bad at all.
Wendy wondered if she could be falling for him.
Just the aftermath of a good hard fucking. That's all.
"How about tonight? Will you go out with me tonight? We'll rent us a motel room, and try a few other things."
She nodded her agreement.
"Sounds great to me. But we'd better get dressed. I think we just gave the neighbors a good show. If I'm not mistaken, I saw a curtain move up there at the Hamiltons'."
"So they got a little X-rated entertainment."
"And if my father comes over here and finds us like this, 'X' will mark the spot all right. Where they buried you."
They dressed, and walked back over to Wendy's house.
"Don't forget tonight. I've got a few surprises for you."
"I'll bet you do," said Wendy. "I'll just bet you do."



CHAPTER ELEVEN


Ron picked her up at seven-thirty and they drove away in his sporty blue Pontiac convertible. The wind toyed with her hair, giving her a wanton look, as though she had been tumbling in bed with someone.
"It's nothing fancy, but it's clean."
"Does it have a bed?" queried Wendy.
"Of course."
"Then what more do we need?"
"Bluntly put," he said. "But accurate."
She stifled an urge to reach across and take his prick out of his trousers and beat his meat while he drove. She would save it all for later.
Later wasn't long in coming.
Ron pulled into a motel parking space and turned off the ignition. It looked very, very private.
Just the place to get fucked.
They got out and found their room. Ron fumbled with the key, then opened the door. The light was a bit garish, and the bedroom furniture was in stark shadows. Dresser, chest, nightstand, and a huge bed, big enough for an orgy, thought Wendy.
Wendy exhaled her pent-up breath and stepped through the door. Ron closed it securely behind him.
"Well, here we are. Just the, uh, two of us."
Wendy arched her eyebrows. His voice had caught on that phrase. Why did he do that?
He smiled at her, a sickly sort of grin, rather sheepish.
Damn, he was making Wendy nervous.
"Well, darling. You promised forbidden delights and some surprises. I'm ready to see what the evening holds in store."
Ron licked his lips.
"Suppose we begin with a little striptease. Do you think you could get in the mood that way?"
"Ron, I'm in the mood anytime I'm with you. But you seem a little nervous. Maybe it'll help relax you."
She motioned him to sit on the bed, and then stepped away from him.
She licked her lips so that they glistened wetly, sensuously, and then tousled her hair.
Ron watched her intently. She slowly undid the buttons of her blouse and slipped it over her luscious arms. Then she reached around her to undo her bra, clutching it to her when the clasp released the heavy load of her tits. She dipped her shoulders forward, letting the straps fall over them, then removed first one arm and the other, still holding her breasts trapped in the cups of her bra.
"This what you had in mind?" she said teasingly.
"Yes," he said hoarsely. His pants pushed out at her, as though his cock had noticed her with the same intentness that Ron's eyes held for her.
Pressing her forearm across her bosom to keep her tits hidden, she unbuttoned her skirt and unzipped it, letting it tumble down to the floor, to circle her ankles. She stepped out of it, then with twin flips of her feet, tossed her shoes aside. She had on only her silken panties and the loosened bra.
"Can you see my cunt hairs, darling?"
His gaze was on the dark triangle behind the silken panties. He licked his lips and dropped his hand in his lap, where his prick strained against the confining fabric of his trousers.
"Yes," he panted.
"Then you're looking at the wrong place."
She had slung aside her bra with one swift motion. He moaned at the sight of hertits standing high and firm, the stiff-pointed nipples stabbing accusingly at him.
"You're beautiful."
"Do you want me?"
"More than ever."
"How will you fuck me?"
"Hard. I'll fuck your cunt with all my might," he promised.
He took his prick out of his pants and began to stroke it.
"Will you eat me?" she breathed, her voice so low that he strained to hear it.
She turned her back on him. He stared at the ripeness of her quivering buttocks as she worked her ass in a slow circle. He could see the hint of her ass crack peeking from above her bikini panties.
"I didn't hear you, darling. Will you eat me, if I want you to?"
"Yes," he said chest heaving. He tugged off his shirt.
"Do I have a pretty ass?" She placed her hands on her asscheeks and massaged them.
"Exquisite."
"Will you fuck my ass if I want you to?"
"Yes. Yes, I'll do anything you want. Only hurry please, I'm hurting. My cock wants you!"
She slipped her hands between the elastic waistband and her hips. Then she arched her wrists and peeled her panties down over the succulent curves of her buttocks, letting them fall in a pile of wrinkled silk at her bare feet.
Then she bent over, and he could see her asscheeks point at the ceiling, and her cuntmouth snapping between her thighs. It gleamed wetly at him. He had never seen pussy from this angle before.
Through her legs he could see her face, her hair touching the floor.
"Can you see my pussy? Maybe it's not open wide enough?"
She reached through her spread legs, muscles tight at the back of her thighs. He had a muscle that was tight too, and it was beginning to throb and ache.
Her fingers found her tantalizing twat and pushed apart the swollen cuntlips. He could see the sprout of her clit craning outward, and the slick puff of her inner cuntlips.
"Jesus!" he moaned.
"Yes," she moaned. "Pray. Get on your knees, and come to me. Pray between my legs."
Ron sunk to his knees and waddled over to her, he reached up to caress her clit, to hold the sacred flesh of her ass, to lick the crack of her butt.
Her juices welled out of her juicy slit, and he tongued them from the gushing gash. Wendy moaned, as Ron was mouth fucking with his tongue, licking the tangy fluid as quickly as it gathered on the succulent lips of her pussy.
"Eat my pussy, darling. Is your prick hard?"
"God, yes," he answered. The answer was appropriate. She was like a Goddess, a fuck Goddess, and he was worshiping at her twat.
"Then fuck me. Fuck me from the rear! Stick your hard cock up in me!"
He rose to his feet and quickly stripped his clothes off. Wendy rested with her hands on her knees, her ass still pointed back toward him, her cunt still flowing in anticipation.
He touched his prick to the yawning hole, rubbed the head up and down her inviting crack. Wendy moved her ass as he did so, letting him anticipate what thrills she was going to give him when he poked himself balls-deep into her.
But he did not stuff his prick into her cunt. He held it still, letting her cunt nibble at the head. Her pussylips snapped, trying to trap the dribbling cockhead, to clasp it and pull it into her furry cunt.
"Darling, put it in me. I want it!"
She reached between her legs and pulled apart her cuntlips, already growing anxious for his ready prick. He teased her with his cock, and she snapped her hips backward to clasp it in her cunt.
But he retreated, holding himself just beyond her.
"Baby, I'm hot, and wet, and wanting you. Give me your cock!"
"Where do you want it?"
"Here." She stretched her pussy wider.
"Say it! Where do you want it?"
"In my cunt, my pussy, my twat, my box. Give me your cock. Fuck me!"
He slammed into her. She gave a loud "oof" and then moaned appreciatively. Ron did not pause to give her time to catch her breath, but began instantly to piston his prick in her pussy.
Wendy hunched to meet him, twisting her ass to increase the friction from the hard cock flesh. It was new and thrilling to have the underbelly of his prick stroking across her clit.
"Twist that sweet ass, hot stuff. Your cunt is great," said Ron, his hands tightening at her pelvic bones.
She moved her hands from her knees, slipping them to the outside of her thighs and gripping Ron's thighs at the back of his legs by cupping her fingers in toward him.
"Oh, my… it's gonna be quick… fuck me… ahhhhhh!"
The passion mushroomed through her, and her frenzied hunching matched the equally aroused fucking that Ron was delivering.
"I can't hold it any longer," she panted. "I'm coming, arghhhhh, coming!"
She climaxed then, and only mere instinct kept her cunt clinging to Ron's pistoning prick. She must have blacked out for a second or two from the exquisite climax she had received.
She was disoriented when she opened her eyes. She shook her head. It seemed that she was staring at a pair of expensive leather shoes on the carpet, and most surprising was the fact that they were not empty.
Ron was still reaming her cunt from the rear, but he was quite close to blowing his nuts. She let her eyes trail upwards and then twisted her head so that she could see who those feet belonged to.
"Hello, Son. I see you've gotten started without me."
Wendy gasped. What was going on here? This wasn't a figment of her imagination after all. That man was real flesh and blood, and his pants were poking out at her.
"Couldn't wait. This gal has the most exciting cunt in the world."
"Good evening, Wendy. I hope you don't mind, but you see my son and I are going to take turns showing you an exciting evening. We hope you'll get in the spirit of the thing, but we're ready to force you to accept our wishes. Do I make myself clear?"
"Oh, Ron, how could you do this? I thought you more of a man than this."
His fuck thrusts had slowed, she could have sworn he was on the verge of climax.
"Show her how misinformed she is about what a man is, Son. I'll be getting undressed while you finish fucking her."
"Sure thing, Dad."
Wendy felt as if the world had been turned upside down. Things weren't at all what they seemed. Ron had lured her here for his father's use. Why, he was nothing more than a pimp and that meant that he visualized her as nothing more than a cheap whore.
It angered her. She had thought she was falling for this young fellow, but she didn't see how she could have been so blind. It was not that she minded Ron's father fucking her, it was the manner in which it had been accomplished.
How could he?
Well, she was here. She might as well make the most of it. But she wasn't sure she could put her heart in it; it felt as though it had been ripped from her.
Ron began to undulate at her ass again and she could feel his cock fucking into her. The slap of her ass into his lower belly was heady music to her ears. And despite the young man's duplicity, he could still fuck.
This time, he was unhesitant about roughly pursuing his orgasm. Armed with the knowledge that Wendy had already climaxed, he pounded savagely at her clinging cunt, bruising her as he crammed his wrist-thick prick into her pussy. His hands tugged at her buttcheeks, and he slid a finger into her asshole.
Wendy clamped down on the finger and because the muscles of her ass and cunt worked in tandem she also clamped down on Ron's savagely stroking prick. He shuddered at the viselike grip of Wendy's inner muscles and gave only a half stroke, but then resumed his rhythm.
Wendy sneaked a peek at Ralph Sebastian. He was naked, sitting in a chair against the wall opposite her, his fingers wrapped around his erect prick, stroking it while he watched with avid interest the rapid-fire thrusting of his son's cock in Wendy's pulsating hole.
Ron's strokes were no longer lengthy ones; he had settled now into short bursts of his cock as his orgasm neared. He was grunting with each thrust, her clit receiving the swift touches with erect elation, straining at his prick.
The cum gathered in his balls, he fucked wildly to release the syrupy load. He hunched against her yielding pussy flesh, held himself tightly to her, and seemed to shove the white love cream upward and outward through the ballooning slit of his cockhead. She could feel the fuckjuice laying her inner walls, thudding into her cervix. She snapped backward in response and then stiffened as a second climax rolled mercilessly through her.
Ron's cock, growing limber as he spent the last few drops of his sticky sperm, backed himself out of her pussy, leaving her battered cunt empty. The cum dribbled from her and landed in a soft white puddle at her feet.
Then Ralph was on his feet, clutching her to him, his hands fiercely exploring her still-warm body, flushed with the excitement of her climax. He fondled her tits, tugging at her nipples, sunk his hands in her hair and kissed her with raging lust. She acted automatically, out of her reflexes, opening her mouth to him, so that he could probe her oral cavity with his tongue lashing kiss.
He picked her up and carried her to the bed. She spread her legs without having to think about it.
Ralph eased himself between her legs, and she could feel the hair along his outer thighs pricking the smooth inner surface of her thighs. With little effort he buried his prick into her sloppy cunt, still plugged with the remaining vestiges of Ron's semen, not at all mindful that her cunt was slick and slippery from the wet release of the mutual orgasm that he had watched while he was masturbating.
"I don't mind sloppy seconds, Wendy," he breathed in her ear as he held himself deeply within her. "Not when a cunt's as hot and tight as yours. Ron wasn't kidding when he said that you were the best piece of ass he'd ever fucked. Lord, I could just come from the heat that you generate."
She turned her head to the side and stared at Ron, who was sprawled in the chair his father had just vacated, his once proud cock laying limp and weak on his thigh.
She felt ashamed by having this man atop her. She had not pursued him, nor had he in any sense pursued her. She felt like a mere tool for the gratification of his desires.
"Just fuck me, Mr. Sebastian," she said tiredly.
"Sorry your mood is so bad. Maybe before the evening's over, you'll change your mind, and get into the swing of things. Two cocks are better than one, my dear. They can do more things. You'll come around. You like fucking too much."
Don't lecture me. Just fuck me, get your aging nuts off and let me go home. I'm so ashamed that they could care so little about me.
Ralph withdrew his cock and then slowly eased it back into her tight cunt.
Wendy ignored the pleasurable sensations that it caused in her pussy.
I am not going to enjoy this. It's nothing more than rape.
Ralph began to thrust with more authority. The thrills shot through her again.
She fought to hold back her natural responses. It made her angry that her body was trying to betray her. She did not want to enjoy this, not by any stretch of the imagination, but as he speared into her cunt the exciting warmth spread over her belly. "Can you feel it, Wendy?" said Ralph, his brow speckled with beads of sweat. "Can you feel how my prick loves your sweet pussy?"
"No," she lied.
But when he withdrew and held his prick steady, with only his cock buried in her, she rose to engulf the portion of his cock that had escaped her pussy.
Obliging her action, he rammed himself forward, slamming her ass into the bed, driving himself into her so that she felt the crash of his belly into her hairy cunt mound.
"Can you feel it now?" he asked again.
She bit the back of her hand. Yes indeed, she could most certainly feel it.
"Too bad. Well, I'm going to fuck you. If you get to where you can feel it, you let me know."
He lowered his chest to her, flattening her tits then he began to pour on the coals as he fucked her clasping cunt. His strokes were long and hard, and when he backed himself out of her so that perhaps only an inch of his flaming cockmeat was left in her, his ass quivered with the power of his thrusts as he pounded himself back into her pussy.
She could taste the blood of her hand as she fought to hold back her cries of ecstasy. Her body was rapidly melting her resolve not to respond to Ralph's fuck. She released her hand and screamed out her joy.
"I can feel it. It's so good! Yes, fuck me, I want you to fuck the shit out of me!"
Her lips glistened with drops of blood.
Ralph laughed, and she hated him for it. Yet she clutched his heaving back, pulling him to her, anxious that he not stop shoving the thrilling cock to her.
Having managed to conquer her, to make her admit that she was enjoying being fucked by him, Ralph quit holding back, on his balls, and let them build to the final release point. Within seconds he was shooting his sperm into her glove like pussy, her cunt accepting his deposit of scalding semen.
Wendy wailed as she felt him coming. She had fought off her own part in the fuck, and now that he was emptying his cum into her, she knew that she was not going to make it.
She hunched furiously against his shrinking cock shaft but to no avail. With his prick withering, there was not enough friction to toss her across the finish line.
Ralph lay spent atop her, chest heaving. Wendy fought back her tears. She had been such a fool. Because of that she was left unfulfilled, her clit throbbing fiercely, almost angrily at her.
"Wendy, I know that you didn't make it, but if you turn on to the two of us, we're going to take you for the greatest ride you've ever had!"
Wendy hoped so. She still felt guilty, but she wanted to be thrilled.
And Ralph had said that two cocks were better than one.
She was willing to find out.



CHAPTER TWELVE


Ralph withdrew his limp cock and crawled off the bed. Wendy stripped one of the pillowcases from the bed and held it between her legs, holding in the cum as she got up from the bed. She stared across at Ron, whose prick was thrusting stiffly from above his huge balls.
"We'd like to tongue your cunt now, Wendy, but I don't like sloppy cunts when I eat pussy. Would it bother you too much to take a bath? I'd like you clean and fresh when I lick your cunt."
Wendy was glad to oblige them. She felt dirty.
"I don't mind. In fact I'd rather do that. It would renew me. I'm having a hard time adjusting to the two of you. I've only fucked with one man at a time before."
She walked toward the bathroom, and Ron followed her. He wet two washcloths and passed one of them to his father who remained in the bedroom. Then while Wendy was adjusting the water in the bathtub, he began scrubbing the dried fuckjuice from his stiff cock.
Wendy watched him wash his prick and balls. Her cuntjuice was on that rigid rod being carefully cleaned now by Ron's scrubbing, just as part of his fuckjuice and his father's still was in her.
His proud prick glistened wetly as he finished his wiping.
Wendy eased herself into the water. It was warm, and soothing, seeping into her cunt, lapping softly al she moved her legs. She lathered herself vigorously, especially her cunt, and the hairs were foaming white, little ivory curls nestling between her legs.
Ron watched her, his eyes devouring her even though sitting in a bathtub was not Wendy's idea of an erotic position.
"You're beautiful, but I've said that. Yet those words keep coming to my mind."
How could she explain her feelings toward him?
"I'm frightened of you, Ron. I don't know why."
"Because of what happened. Because of my father."
"Partially. Why did you do that?"
"I don't know. It's a turn-on. We've been doing it for years. He helped initiate me into the pleasures of fucking when I was just a teenager. We both fucked some older woman he had picked up in a bar. For a long time, he would make the score, and I would come in for the seconds. Later, it sort of turned around. I'd pick up girls, and then we'd share them."
He feasted on the sight of her body. His eyes warmed her.
"Would you like to wash my back?"
"Sure," he said eagerly, moving to take the soapy cloth from her hand. He rubbed in large circular motions, then dissatisfied with the cloth, lathered his hands and used his fingers.
"Your father's quite a lover," she stated.
"Better than me?"
She thought about it for a few seconds.
"Not better. Different. Rougher. But you're more passionate. I can feel as if I'm more than a cunt to you."
He turned his attention to her front, letting his hands caress her belly, the palms slick with the soap. His fingers circled her nipples, brought them back to life.
"Yeah, I feel sort of funny when I'm around you. I lose control of myself. When you stripped for me, it was magic. I was like a quivering mass of jelly."
"I'm beginning to feel that way right now," breathed Wendy. "Your fingers feel so good on my titties. Why don't you rinse me off now?"
He cupped the water and let it slide over her body, the lather fleeing toward the basin as he let the liquid cascade over her.
Then he stopped and stared into her eyes.
"I've got to admit one thing to you, Wendy."
"What's that?"
"I was jealous of my old man when he was fucking you. I've never felt that way with the other girls we've doubled with. And I'm going to prove I'm a better lover than he is."
Wendy kissed him lightly.
"I already think that. But I'll be glad for you to try. It'll only make me enjoy you even more."
She rose from the tub, and he toweled her dry.
"Do you hate me, Wendy? For what I've gotten you into."
Did she? She could very easily do that. Yet she didn't. She knew that now.
"No," she said. Something vague prevented her from hating him, and she did not understand it fully.
She did not even understand herself sometimes. She wanted to be fucked again by his father. Was she depraved because of that compelling desire? Were her desires normal?
They had been standing very close to one another each locked in their own silent thoughts, when Wendy spied Ralph standing in the doorway. His cock was up again, and he was eyeing her with renewed lust. For some reason it thrilled her to know that a man wanted her as much as he did.
These men would eat her, fuck her, be sucked off by her, but it was going to be of her own free will.
"You two going to take all day?"
"I'm ready, Mr. Sebastian." She touched Ron's cheek to let him know it was all right. He nodded, aware now of her total commitment to making the two of them happy.
She went into the bedroom.
She stretched out on her back on the bed. The two men got on either side of her and immediately they attacked her thrusting tits. Their hot mouths sucked furiously on her nipples, and Wendy began to squirm from the double action at her breasts.
Ron, who was on her left, massaged down to her damp bush, then cupped her crotch in his rotating palm. He slipped her a finger, and she rose to meet the thrusting digit.
Ralph, whose tongue was whipping her tit with rapid lashes, lifted her right buttock, and found her tight asshole, and he also slipped a finger into her wrinkled brownie.
They both fingered her for a while, setting her lust raging. She writhed, her hands clutching the pillow under her head, her eyes closed so that she could concentrate on the two mouths and two fingers loving her.
"You first, Dad," Ron said.
Ralph slithered down from his position at Wendy's nipple, withdrawing his finger from her ass. Ron pulled his finger from her cunt at the same time, and she was sorry that so many tingling spots had to be vacated for Ralph to move into position to suck her pussy.
Ralph straddled her, licking across her belly as he moved downward toward her sizzling twat. He paused at her navel, darted the hot tip of his tongue in the slight depression. His hands were relentless, roaming about her body, yet managing to avoid her crotch.
His wet tongue trickled across her trembling lower belly, and he nipped at the short and blonde curly hairs. His hands stroked the sides of her hips, then reached to caress her inner thighs, as he insinuated his head between her legs and breathed warmly on her pulsating pussy.
Then he touched his mouth to her trembling cuntlips, his tongue feinting at her swollen labia, as though afraid to be jabbed into the slick slit.
Wendy undulated. Ralph opened his mouth and pressed his lips to her eager gash. His tongue licked up and down her tingling cunt, and he grasped her squirming ass and pressed his face to her as his tongue thrust deeper into her twat.
The sensation was incredible. Wendy's cunt had been sucked before, but never in exactly this manner. Ralph's tongue was the most educated one she had ever known, and it was long enough to explore spaces of her cunt that had never felt a tongue slither across them before.
Ralph swabbed the inner surfaces of her pussy, groaning into her box.
He slurped as he sucked, his fingers squeezing her ass tightly as he burrowed his tongue into her. When his oral organ went to her throbbingly erect clitoris, she clamped her thighs around his head and squealed her delight.
Bucking and lurching wildly under the furious flailing her clit was receiving, she was only vaguely aware that Ron had left her tit and moved to straddle her face.
She opened her eyes when she felt the touch of his hairy balls on her chin, then stared up at his cock. It seemed to reach to the heavens and to be topped by a head which had swelled to globe size. Her mouth began to water as she stared up at its massive hardness. She tongued his balls, then saw his hand bend his prick toward her lips.
She opened to receive the throbbing cock, took it into her oral cavity, and sucked it with passionate pleasure.
Ralph had begun to nibble on her clit. Lapping and sucking the sensitive flesh of her pleasure bump sent waves of ecstasy rolling through her. Her mouth pulled greedily on the cock in her mouth, while Ralph sucked with equal ferocity on her clit.
She came with such swiftness that it startled her. Never had a climax been drawn from her in such a short time before. On its heels came a second, spasming through her, and she jerked and squirmed under its impact. She held Ron to her face, his prick buried all the way in her mouth, the pubic hairs tickling her nose, while she held Ralph to her cunt with her tightly-clenched thighs.
Then the tidal wave of emotion left her, and she relaxed her hold on both men.
They shifted position then, Ralph coming up to plant his prick in her mouth, while Ron jammed his tongue in her twat.
It happened so quickly that she did not have time to tell Ralph how much she had enjoyed his mouth loving her pussy. She decided to demonstrate her appreciation by giving his cock a super sucking.
Ralph held her head in his hands and began to lift and thrust his prong in her mouth, though slowly and with surprising gentleness. She licked the solid pole of flesh, hot and hard prick that she enjoyed, especially whipping her tongue on the tangy knob.
Ron was giving all his attention to her tingling clit. It throbbed with each touch of his tongue, and she was pleased to find he was as talented a cunt-eater as his father.
Ralph was right. Two cocks are better than one. She loved having one in her mouth and wished that before too long she could have the pleasure of having a second in her cunt while she sucked one.
Ron chewed her clit, then lapped and sucked it until she climaxed for a third time.
"Hey, Dad, you want to fuck her front and rear. I'll bet Wendy'll get a real bang out of that."
"Sure thing, Son. Ass or cunt, which do you want?"
"Let's ask Wendy where she'd rather have us. What about it, Wendy?"
Ralph withdrew his saliva-coated cock from her mouth, which saddened her.
"Ron, you take my ass, and Ralph you get my pussy."
Wendy got to a position on her hands and knees. Ron kneeled behind her, and pressed his hands on her hips, drawing her asscheeks apart.
"You've got a good ass," he said, then licked the crack, letting his tongue circle her asshole. Then he jabbed it in her anal ring, and sucked the tiny hole.
His tongue reamed the tight and hot channel, and his mouth sucked so hard on her asshole that she thought he would pull part of her bowels out. Then he withdrew his tongue and swabbed the area around her asshole.
"Got to get it wet," he explained.
She didn't mind at all.
She felt the touch of his cockhead at her butt, and thankfully, the rubbery tissue of her asshole yielded without much discomfort from his thick shaft. The aching entry soon turned to a dull throbbing.
When he had wedged himself deep in her, they rolled on their sides and then on Ron's back, Wendy resting on him with his arms circling her and holding her tightly to him so that his cock did not slip out.
Ralph mounted her, easing his prick into her oozing cunt, until his balls were nestled just above his son's.
They maneuvered again until they were on their sides, Wendy sandwiched between them, two rock-hard cocks plunged up in her, pulsating in her anus and cunt.
"Oh my, this is wonderful. I love having two cocks in me!"
"Exactly what I promised, Wendy," Ralph said.
"Yes… yes it is."
Ralph kissed her, sucking her tongue. Ron reached around and took her tits in his hands, massaging and kneading her luscious globes as if they were soft dough, rolling the erect nipples between thumbs and forefingers.
The two of them began to hunch against her, Ron's prick plowing up her shit channel, ravaging her rectum with his massive cock. Ralph drew in and out, in and out of her clasping cunt. Her inner muscles clamped on both cocks. The soft assflesh smothered the swollen head of Ron's prick shaft when she clutched her muscles around it, and he gritted his teeth and drove further into her, fiery lust burning in his eyes, rippling through his heavy balls.
Her wetly clasping cunt sucked lewdly at the base of Ralph's prick. His ass ground harder, spearing his cock into her pussy.
Wendy was out of her mind with pleasure. The two thrilling cocks seemed to be massaging one another through the thin membrane separating ass from cunt, and she could feel the electric shock of each pair of matched thrusts.
There were so many kinds of sex, and she loved to turn on to all the ones she had known. Each thrust spiraled her through pleasure peak after pleasure peak and before long she had lost track of the orgasms she had had.
Ralph came with a low growl and a sharp thrust. Ron followed seconds later, shooting his jism into her bowels.
They lay sandwiched together for several moments, the two men caressing her while they fought off the natural impulse to sleep. She appreciated their concern for her well being, and finally suggested that they let her go.
When they had released her from their bind, she licked each prick until it was clean of all sperm.
"Well, Wendy, it's getting late, and Ron had better be getting you home. I hope you enjoyed it. I know I have."
"Yes, thank you both. It's been the best time I've ever had. I'm filled to the brim with the fucking and sucking we've had here tonight."
She stared at the two men sprawled on the bed.
Father and son.
They were beautiful.
After she had cleaned up, Ron took her home.
Her mind was all awhirl. How many days ago had she set out to dominate her lovers? And now she had just finished being completely dominated by two thrilling men, with two thrilling cocks.
How wrong she had been.
If a woman gave herself completely to her man, then she had nothing to fear. Concentrating on giving him pleasure brought only pleasure to her in return.
Even sex had a golden rule.
Ron parked the car in front of her house. The place was dark. Her mother and father had obviously gone to bed early.
She stared across at Ron's handsome face.
Well, they could stand being just a bit more neighborly these days. Wendy hoped she hadn't exhausted all the possibilities of the neighborhood. There was still plenty of love in her young body.
She reached across and touched Ron's zipper. His cock had gotten such a workout today.
It was customary to give a goodnight kiss to a date if the girl had enjoyed the evening.
She had something better in mind.
She unzipped his pants and eased his flaccid prick out of his pants.
She was going to give Ron a goodnight suck.
She took his cock in her mouth and began to lick it.
"You don't get enough, do you, Wendy?"
She turned her head, so that she could see his face while she tongued his prick. His face was flushed from her sucking, and already his prick had begun to harden.
No, she guessed not.
But then why should a girl stop when she had found something she liked.
Wendy liked to suck. And she liked to fuck. She was just being neighborly.
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