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Robert Vickers
Seducing her family


CHAPTER ONE

The sound of the jet engines revving up drowned out the sounds of the noisy fucking going on near the terminal. Anyone not watching the silver 707's taking off could have seen a grimy engine mechanic fucking the hell out of a trim, svelte eighteen-year old blonde girl if they'd looked in the right place.
"Ohhh, Hans, you're such a fine lover!" Annemarie moaned, arching her back against the cowling of the partially dismantled engine. Her pussy was damp with lust, and she wasn't going to allow this stud to have any second thoughts about fucking in public. There was something about the idea that anyone could come along and see them fucking their brains out that excited the girl even more.
"Ach, you say that to all the men in your life. My prick is no longer than any other man's." He bent forward and kissed her mouth, their tongues dueling for a moment. Then he started a slow in-and-out movement which would, imitate the fucking rhythm he would use when he got to fucking her for real. Now, he was simply getting her hot for him.
As he began kissing hers the girl gasped out, "But it's not length that counts! You're good, I know it! And your cock is so thick! I feel it pulling me in new and wondrously different directions."
She panted now in real lust. This had started as a way of passing time. She'd met Hans in a small snackbar inside the Schipol terminal, had played up to him just to keep her feminine wiles sharp, and he had responded. When she'd seen the size of the lump at the crotch of his pants, she'd decided she could spare the time before her flight to America.
If only he would tie her up while they were fucking in plain sight!
"Your tits are so firm and young and tasty!" he said. He pulled open the front of her blouse. She didn't wear a bra. He cupped one tit in his grimy hand, then kissed it. She moaned softly at the feelings shooting across her chest.
She gasped when he licked the very tip of her tit. He caressed her tit with his lips, kissing and licking, stimulating her nipple until it sprang wildly erect. The little knob of erect flesh was pulsing hard.
"Fuck me, fuck me good with that thick prick of yours! It's all I want! I want to feel you deep inside me!" she whispered hotly in his ear. He chuckled and kept kissing and licking her body. She hardly knew where his leaping tongue would lick her next.
From tit to tit and down into the depths of the canyon between them, he licked. And when he licked lower, she helped him by lifting her skirt up around her waist. The blonde teenager almost passed out from joy when she felt his rough, pink tongue licking her cunt.
He wasn't the insensitive slob he had appeared to be. He knew how to get a woman strung out sexually. He licked her chit until her cunt was gooey and spilling its love juices. She was moaning so loud now, anyone passing within ten feet could have heard them � and anyone standing in the observation deck could have looked down into the maintenance area and seen her arched back over the jet engine, the mechanic avidly licking her cunt.
"Your cock!" she begged, "I want to feel your cock, not your fucking tongue! But it's soooo gooood I�"
"No. Not yet! I must make sure you truly want my prick!"
"I do! I do!" And she shoved her cunt toward his mouth to emphasize how badly she wanted his big prick. She'd stroked up and down the length of his mighty pillar of prick. As he said, his prick wasn't all that long. All her boyfriend's were hung longer than Hans, but few of them could match the thickness of his cock. He was as big around as a telephone pole.
And she couldn't wait to have him fuck her with that huge cock!
She began thrashing around, slapping her hands against the aluminum siding of the jet engine until it rang like a gong. He looked up from his tasty treat of cunt and shook his head. "Not so loud, damn it! You'll have all see us!"
"I don't care! I care only for your prick! Fuck me now with it!"
Her hands windmilled around again and almost hit him in the head. He saw that this was one fraulein who would really get off when she came. He sensed he wouldn't be able to stay on top of her when he really fucked her. She would be moving around too fast. He would have to do something about it now.
He pulled off his belt and lashed her right leg to one of the stanchions supporting the engine. Then he pulled out a piece of string and bound her other leg to the nearest steel rod so that she was held spread-eagle. He thought it was strange that her blue eyes never opened in horror at what he was doing. If anything, she had relaxed enough to allow him to tie her down. Then Hans understood.
She liked this! She wanted to be tied up!
He rapidly finished binding her hands firmly over her head. Her long, lustrous blonde hair now whipped back and forth in the wind.
"Oh, Hans, how can you tie me up then fuck me in public like this! I can't stand it!" she complained. But her tone of voice told a different story. This was the only way she would let him have her.
And have her he did. He moved close, grasped the sides of her straining body, positioned himself, and then shoved upward with his prick. He plunged right into her cunt with the first thrust.
She came as soon as his huge prick parted her cunt lips. Her pussy drooled obscenely at her excitement at being bound and fucked in public, and his prick shot easily all the way up into her cunt. Her slippery pussy walls stretched to enclose his thick cock. While he was hardly six inches long � fifteen centimeters sounded so much better � he was easily two inches thick. That made for a prick eight centimeters around. She loved it. She loved every inch, every centimeter of his huge fucking cock!
She gasped for breath at his sudden entry all the way up into her cunt. Her young cunt kept stretching and expanding to take the thick plug of virile prick ramming into her. She was suddenly greedy and wanted it all. Annemarie was oversexed and knew it � that was one of the best things about living in Europe. There were always men who were as horny as she was and willing to help the Dutch girl scratch her eternal itch so delightfully.
Men like Hans. He appeared to be nothing more than a mechanic, but he obviously knew all there was about pleasing a woman. And the teenaged blonde was glad she had taken the chance with him. She was certainly enjoying this public fucking more than sitting around watching the airplanes take off!
She could take off instead!
She pulled strongly against the bonds holding her spread out over the engine. She tested them and they wouldn't release her. Perfect. No matter how much she thrashed around now, she was safe from breaking loose and embarrassing both of them. She relaxed and enjoyed every single contour of the mighty cock shoving deep into her cunt.
"So tight you are!" he muttered. His face was just inches away from hers. "So fucking tight I might mistake you for a virgin. But you are no virgin. A man can tell."
"Only a real man can tell," she said breathlessly. "And you are one!" She jerked and bucked hard against his body as he slowly pulled his prick from her seething pussy. This was such torture for her. The vacuum formed inside her cunt by his thick piston of prick made her feel as if he were sucking her guts out. She shivered, in spite of the warm sunlight shining down on her bare tits and exposed pussy. Her blonde pussy fur gleamed in the sunlight like golden strands of wire. An occasional droplet of cunt juice reflected back all the colors of the rainbow.
He bent forward and kissed her again. She tried to lick his tongue, but he was a strong man. He refused to allow her to do what she wanted. He pressed his tongue firmly against the very tip of her tongue. For a moment, an oral tug-of-war went on, which she lost. He plunged his tongue into her mouth to play and frolic and do whatever he pleased.
But she didn't complain. This was exciting to her. He was in command. He was a man and dominating her. Hadn't he tied her down and hadn't, he made sure that he was the one who called all the shots in the fucking? The thought of having a true man fucking her made her even more excited. Every nerve in her trim, young body seemed to spark and beg for more.
She got it.
His prick took away her breath. She'd thought her cunt had already expanded to take that massive battering-ram of prick. She was wrong. He pulled her pussy all out of shape again. If it hadn't been for the flowing rivers of her love oils, he would have ripped and torn delicate cunt tissues. As it was, though, both of them got off on it.
He began fucking her with slow, methodical strokes. He drove his prick deeply into her cunt each time. Then he increased the power of each stroke until she was actually lifted up on her toes. She was being slid back along the surface of the jet engine. Her own weight conspired to drive his cock even deeper into her boiling belly.
"It� it's good, but fuck me more! Faster! Harder! I must have it until it bruises me! I want to feel your sweet-fucking prick inside me!"
Hans chuckled to himself. These teenaged bitches were all alike. They wanted a real man to dominate them, to fuck them cross-eyed. He was lucky that he'd caught her silent message that she liked to be bound while she fucked. That added extra zest to an otherwise-normal fucking for the mechanic. And being in plain sight was something that made him both excited and desperate. He could not afford to have his supervisor come along. He might be fired.
Or his supervisor might insist on fucking the girl, too. She had mentioned having to catch a flight leaving soon. He didn't want to be greedy, but he wasn't about to share her hot pussy with anyone else. His prick was too stiff, and he loved the feel of her hot folds of pussy flesh all around his cock.
"Worry not, my little captive bird. Hans will give you the hardest fucking of your life! I promise that!"
"Do it!" she demanded. "So do it!"
He began fucking her harder. Each thrust carried her off her toes entirely now. He felt her cunt lips spreading out under the impact of his cock as it went into her pussy. Her delicately scalloped pink cunt lips were oily and slick with her inner juices.
The friction of his prick against her cunt walls mounted, in spite of her thick, flowing cunt juices. The fucking was simply too fast for her. The heat seethed and boiled inside her tight cunt and excited him even more.
When she began tensing and relaxing her cunt muscles, he almost came. The excitement of fucking in public had robbed him of a measure of his normally-expert control. The sight of a blue-eyed, blonde eighteen-year-old who was into bondage also thrilled him more than he cared to admit. But her cunt!
Her cunt teased him. Her cunt relaxed at just the right times, tensed as if to milk him at others. He could hardly maintain his frantic fucking pace due to the way her pussy was playing with his prick.
She loved the thick prick driving so forcefully into her needy pussy. Being bound allowed her to have complete freedom in what she tried to do; she knew that she wouldn't go flopping around on the ground spastically. The restraints ironically gave her freedom to indulge in any of the fine sensations ripping through her young body.
Her tits felt like they would explode from all the excited blood rushing into them. The way her nipples expanded and pointed made her feel they would burst and send a cascade out onto the man's chest. But the biggest thrill she received was from the massive cock driving so firmly into her hungry cunt.
He fucked her with enough force to drive the entire length of his cock into her pussy. She was still deeper than he was long, but she felt her cunt walls strain in discomfort as they tried to expand enough to take his girth. The man was hung like an elephant. Not long, but thick! And that was even better, she thought.
Best of all, he didn't allow her the least say-so in how they fucked. He kept control of the tempo of the fucking. She could and did urge him on, but words were her only tools. Words and the way she could massage his luscious prick as he stuffed repeatedly into her cunt.
The thick, blue vein on the top of his prick pulsed as hard as her nipples did. And the feel of his foreskin pulling back and pushing her cunt walls out even more was the trigger she needed to get off. She came, shrieking at the top of her lungs. It was a good thing she was firmly tied down to the jet engine, because she strained and jerked and bucked around as if she'd gone mad. Not even a straitjacket would have held her as securely as the bonds he'd placed on her wrists and ankles. She was bent backwards around the curve of the engine, and this held her firmly in line for his fucking prick.
"Gott," he muttered, "your cunt attacks me! If you had teeth in it, you would have bitten off my prick! Such a tight cunt I have never felt. Not even a virgin could be so tight! How do you do it!"
"Not me! It's you and your big, swollen prick that's doing it. I love the feel of it fucking deep into me. More, give me more! I want to come again!"
And she did. Her cunt convulsed after he gave her another thirty or forty strokes. She felt her pussy lips begin to tremble and ache. This was one hell of a fine fucking!
She tensed around his prick as it drove into her cunt on what seemed like the fiftieth stroke, and she knew it wouldn't be but a matter of seconds before he fountained out his white, hot come. She knew from the way his cock bounced against her sensitive cunt walls. His cock swelled to even larger proportions, then exploded inside her pussy like a buried stick of dynamite.
The sudden surge of his hot jism set her off again. They moaned loudly, he clutching her upper arms and pressing hard against her aroused tits. She got off again, even while his prick still pumped hot, white come into her sucking pussy.
Then she relaxed, the fiery tempest of lust passed. She sighed, smiled, and looked into the man's gray eyes. "I felt like this engine roaring away," she said.
"And I, too," he agreed. He wiped sweat from his forehead and then kissed her on the lips.
"Best to release me. My plane leaves for America very soon."
"In a moment," he said. For a brief second, a thrill of fear surged into her veins. Was he going to leave her tied down like this? Perhaps fuck her again so that she would miss her flight? But no, he simply wanted to lick her drooling pussy clean. She almost came one final time at the feel of his tongue roughly laying her cunt lips and his mouth sucking out the come he'd shot inside her.
Then he released her and helped her rearrange her clothing so that she didn't look quite so rumpled.
"Must you go?" he asked.
"Yes, I am going to America to study for one year. I have a foster family waiting for me."
He nodded solemnly and finally said, "If you wish to ever take another quick trip, please ask for me."
She smiled at him and said, "Oh, yes, Hans, I will! It was so good a send-off! Much better than having people cry and try not to appear sad." She reached out and lightly touched his cheek and said, "Hartelijk dank."
"Niets te danken," then turned and walked off without bothering to look back at the girl.

CHAPTER TWO

"Oh, Annemarie, it's so good having you come to America! And to actually stay with me for a whole year!" bubbled Marcia Fontaine. The American teenager monopolized the conversation all the way home from the airport. Annemarie wondered if the teenaged girl ever shut up, even to put food into her face. Still, she was happy to see such a fine-looking family to receive her on this side of the Atlantic.
Len Fontaine appeared distracted by her great beauty. He may have been her foster father, but she still considered him an attractive man. To her with her European ways of thinking, it wouldn't have mattered if he had been her real father if she'd found him attractive. Sexual freedom meant not hurting anyone else, but always doing what gave you pleasure.
Katherine Fontaine, Len's wife, seemed to be an uptight bitch. Annemarie wasn't sure if she even like the woman or not. Perhaps she wasn't too thrilled with the prospect of playing mother to another teenaged girl.
Annemarie couldn't care less. She was in America, and for a whole year! She could find out about this strange land and its people. She eyed Len again and he looked away nervously, but not before their gazes had locked for a split second.
She saw nothing but sultry desire for her in his look. Smiling, she decided this was going to be one fun stay. Even if Marcia turned out to be something of a Puritan at heart.
"Here's our home, Annemarie," said Len as they pulled into the driveway. "I'll give you a key to the front door as soon as I get one made. I'd forgotten all about it, what with picking you up and all."
"She doesn't need a key, Len," said Kat.
"Oh, but I have one, Mother," spoke up Marcia. "Why shouldn't Annemarie? After all, we're suppose to treat her like one of the family."
"Very well." But the woman didn't sound at all happy about it. Annemarie wondered if she feared she would be dragging in at all hours of the night, perhaps even bringing home strange men. Was it that the woman wouldn't be able to sample the illicit delights of all those strange men?
"Come on, Annemarie, let me show you our room." Marcia took the girl by the arm and pulled her away from the living room and her parents. Annemarie went along wondering what all this strange byplay was. She had a very frank and open relationship with her parents. She could come right out and say what she thought, and her parents respected her opinions, even if they thought them to be wrong.
"Oh, it's nice!" Annemarie exclaimed, genuinely excited. She had a small room back in Holland, hardly larger than a broom closet. It wasn't the least bit like this. Why, there were actually two beds in this room!
"That one's yours," said Marcia. "I hope you like it."
"It's ever so much more than I have at home. And the pictures on the walls. All those rock singers." She looked at photos and posters thumbtacked to the walls. But, Annemarie didn't consider herself the groupie type. She cared nothing for images; she cared about men.
"Do you really like the pictures? I was afraid they might seem a little childish to you, being a European and all."
"Whatever do you mean, Marcia?"
"Well, we hear lots of stuff in this country about how all you Europeans just go out and�" Her voice trailed off and she bit her tongue to keep from finishing the sentence in a way that Annemarie might interpret as being crude.
"You mean we go out and fuck? Is that it?" Annemarie watched as Marcia blushed. "If you can blush at will, I bet you could have all the men eating out of your hand � and other places."
Marcia blushed even deeper red. "Well, not really. I mean, boys don't interest me all that much," she looked at Annemarie as if challenging the girl to call her a liar.
"But all these pictures show a great interest in men. Do you mean the interest is there but that you've never been with a man?" The Dutch girl immediately saw that this was the answer. It was as she'd heard it was in the U.S. The people thought about sex all the time, but seldom did anything more about it.
What a pity! She'd have to show this tender young virgin what joys could be had from a good fucking!
"Don't think I am putting you down. I'm not. It just seems a waste to me, a pretty girl like you are not enjoying yourself with men."
"Men," snorted Marcia, indignant. "All they think about is sex, sex, sex. And all they want is one thing."
"So you do not want the same thing? I do not understand. You're pretty, you're healthy, you are obviously smart. What is the matter with a good fucking?"
"D-do you really think I'm pretty?" the girl asked, hesitant. "It seems like you're about the only one who does."
Annemarie had to admit that Marcia wasn't the most beautiful girl in the world, but then she didn't try to be, either. Her makeup was all wrong, hairdo was terrible, and there was something about the way she carried herself that showed her lack of confidence. All of that would certainly scare off the most desirable men. And the ones that were left weren't worth the effort, as far as the Dutch teenager was concerned.
First-class fucking or none at all! She would rather masturbate than be poorly fucked by a man. All men thought they were superior fuckers, but only some of them were. She would have to show. Marcia how to pick and choose, how to be with only the best men.
"Yes, I think you are quite pretty, my pretty-pretty," she said. She lightly touched the girl's cheek. An electric spark seemed to pass between them, welding them together for a split-second in time.
Annemarie knew what she would have to do to help out her American friend. She approached Marcia slowly, pursing her lips for a kiss. Marcia hesitated, then closed her eyes. They kissed, and the electric spark flowed between them again.
Annemarie pushed Marcia onto the bed, and they fell into each other's arms. Marcia felt she shouldn't be doing this, not with her parents in the next room. Not at all! This was sick, perverted. Women shouldn't kiss each other like this, like lovers.
Yet, she felt a need deep inside her. And she felt an arousal that had she had never felt before. She didn't understand it, but now it no longer seemed to matter. Marcia found she wanted comforting in Annemarie's experienced arms. These arms had held men, made love to men, and she wanted to share that, even if it was only indirectly.
Annemarie broke off the kiss and hotly said, "I think it would be good for the both of us. Too long have I been without real loving. And you are so beautiful!"
Marcia didn't know whether to object or not as the other girl began undoing her blouse. She found she was too nervous to say a single word. She allowed Annemarie to strip her blouse off entirely and undo her bra in a practiced way.
When Marcia was naked to the waist, her tits bouncing slightly between them, Annemarie stripped off her own blouse. She looked down between them and then laughed. "Such a lovely set of tits we have!" Then she cupped her tits in her hands and began rubbing her nipples against Marcia s.
The U.S. teenager wanted to protest. This wasn't right, not at all. But she liked it! She found she liked the feel of Annemarie's rubbery nipples against her own. A thrill passed down into her mounts of titflesh and raced throughout her entire body. She loved it! Not even when she played with herself did this much sexual energy arise.
"Ummm, it feels good! And it's different! I never imagined it could be this good."
"It gets better," promised Annemarie, already stripping off her skirt and panties. She didn't want anything between her blonde-furred pussy and this dark haired American girl's cunt.
Marcia took off the rest of her clothes, feeling as if all seine had left her and she had become a zombie. But, the thrills filling her pussy told her that this was going to be different, extraordinary. She had never considered making it with another woman, even in her wildest fantasies. Now she couldn't wait to see what would happen.
"Ummm, such a pretty pussy you have!" Annemarie said. "I love your pussy so much I could just gobble it up!" And that's exactly what she tried to do. She lashed out her tongue and buried it in the tangled jungle of Marcia's pussy fur. She swirled her rough, pink tongue around and drew up tiny, spit wettened spires bf pussy hair.
Marcia almost went wild with ecstasy. Never had she felt anyone's tongue on her cunt lips before. Never had she experienced the delights of a tongue being driven into her pussy. The other girl was giving her a full lesson in eating pussy. And Marcia loved it!
The sensations rippling through her body were so fine she couldn't speak. She wanted more of that tongue stroking gently up and down her cunt lips, but she didn't know the right words to say, the right way to ask Annemarie to keep going.
The other girl seemed to know what was going through Marcia's mind. She looked up, cunt juice frothing her ups, and said, "Do you want an even bigger thrill? Do you?"
"Oh, yes, yes! Anything for that!"
"Then eat out my pussy, too!" Annemarie spun around on the bed, spreading her trim thighs over Marcia's face. Her blonde-furred cunt was just inches away from the girl's face. "Do what I'm doing to yours!"
Annemarie shuddered at the first touch of the other girl's tongue on her cunt lips. Then, more boldly, Marcia began loudly lapping up the flowing love oils from the Dutch teenager's pussy.
Annemarie shuddered again, more forcefully this time. She felt Marcia's tongue parting her cunt lips, then sinking deeply into her cunt. When the other teenager got the hang of tongue fucking, Annemarie went back to eating the delicious pussy split wide-open in front of her. The sauces gushing from those pink-tinged, rigid cunt lips pleased her more than anything else in the world � except jism.
She gave the American teenager a full-scale lesson in mouth love. She lashed out her tongue and parted her pussy lips. Her tiny clit was poking up, looking meek and hesitant. Annemarie began teasing her cunt into full erection. When her clit pulsed hard against her tongue, she knew she was getting through to Marcia. The girl couldn't keep her hips still on the bed.
Thrashing around, Marcia almost tossed them both onto the floor. Annemarie held onto the mattress and kept slithering her tongue all over Marcia's clit. When she could almost feel the girl's distant heartbeat through the very tip of her erect clit, she licked along one edge of a pussy lip. The girl moaned as if she was coming. Annemarie wasn't sure, since it was such a little reaction. She'd have to make sure the girl got off in a big way; she could tell them if her oral ministrations were having the desired effect of releasing the socially-inhibited teenager's sexual desires.
"Oh, Annemarie, ohhhh! I feel funny! All shivery! It it's like I'm turning into jello! What's wrong with me?"
"Nothing," she answered. "It's what should be happening. Just relax and go with the flow. And don't stop eating my cunt out, damn you, you little bitch! I want some of that, too, you know!"
The words seemed to shock Marcia. But they got her off. She went rigid all over, and her cunt overflowed with what seemed like gallons of cunt juice. Annemarie wondered how words alone could make the girl get the thrills that an eager tongue all over her cunt couldn't give. But all she wanted to do was suck up all that slightly salty, tangy fuck fluid.
She stabbed out with her tongue and speared deeply into the girl's agitated cunt. She stroked up and down along the velvety pussy walls and felt the way the muscles rippled. Marcia was still half in orgasm, and it wouldn't take much to push her back. Annemarie devoted her entire attentions to tongue fucking Marcia.
Driving her tongue in and out like a berserk prick, she tongue fucked the girl to climax again. There was no mistaking the physical reaction. The girl gasped and sucked down hard on her pussy, then went into a spasm that seemed to last forever. Annemarie knew she'd given Marcia the finest gift one person could give to another. Sexual enjoyment.
And she was receiving a fair eating out in return from the inexperienced teenager. She learned fast and did well for a beginner. The way her tongue duplicated the actions of a rigid prick almost made Annemarie forget that it was a wet, pink, tiny tongue fucking her.
The two girls continued gobbling each other's pussies until their jaws ached. Annemarie lost count of the number of comes she gage Marcia and, while the girl didn't really know all the right things to do when eating out another chick, Annemarie got off, too.
It seemed incredible, that to Annemarie the girl didn't know enough about her own body to realize her clit was the most delicate and sensitive portion of her anatomy. But Annemarie stopped wondering about it. She had had a long trip, and her jaws hurt from too much pussy eating.
All she really wanted to do now was to take a short nap, and then go out and see if American men were as uneducated in sexual things as Marcia was.

CHAPTER THREE

"I hadn't meant to sleep like that. Why didn't you wake me up? Fifteen hours in bed! And alone, without a man! It's not to be tolerated!" Annemarie exclaimed, as she and Marcia walked to school.
"I figured you were tired from your long trip from Holland. Jet-lag and all that," said Marcia. "But don't worry. You didn't miss anything. We just sat around watching television. We can do that any time."
"Hmmm, yes, we can," said Annemarie, staring at the tight ass of a boy as he walked by. "Who is that? He seems so muscular and with-it!" She prided herself on picking up slang quickly. She would soon, know all the terms, even for fucking.
"Him? Wow, you aim high, Annemarie. That's Stu Taylor, the captain of the football team. Every girl in school is after him. You should see the way they moon over him after football practice."
"And when is this football practice?" she asked, a wicked gleam in her eye. She'd finally seen a goal worthy of pursuit, and she wasn't going to give up until she explored that huge bulge in his tight jeans.
"After school, of course," Marcia said, as if stating a law of the universe. "But you're not thinking of�"
"I am. And I will show you how you can do the same thing. It is apparent just watching the way you approach boys that you know nothing about them. No wonder you are afraid of them. They are scared of you, too. The secret is to be at ease. Then they are at ease and things can progress from there."
"Aw, it's not that simple. And you're not going to get to first base with Stu."
"I did not know they used bases in your football. That is another part of my education which is lacking. But it's not first base I want to take him, it is to bed!"
Marcia looked sideways at her friend and wandered if she meant it. She would have to get to know her better before she could decide if this was simply the same type of talk all the other girls made, or whether the Dutch teenager was going to carry out her schemes for getting to Stu. Whatever, Marcia didn't think she would succeed.
She was wrong.
Immediately after school, she and Annemarie went out to the football field and watched the team practice. The blonde teenager sat watching only Stu, and it soon became apparent he knew her eyes were on him and him alone. Under her breath, Annemarie confided, "Always single out just the one and let him know you are not interested in any other. Then he will become interested in only you!"
"I doubt it," Marcia said glumly, but she couldn't deny that it seemed to be having some effect on Stu. The big football quarterback smiled in their direction and then stumbled and fell, clutching his ankle. "See what happens when you bother the players?" chided Marcia.
"Never mind that. Where is the locker room?"
"What?"
"I see it. Over there, no? You can come along if you wish, but you might be shocked. Still, a good thing. You can learn how easy it is to get any man you want to fuck you."
"Don't use language like that!"
"Why not? It is what I mean. And what I mean to get!" With that, the blonde rose and harried toward the team's locker room.
Annemarie didn't hesitate when she saw the sign on the wall stating "MEN". She walked right in and immediately made a face at the stench in the room. It smelled so of sweat and old sweat socks and bleach. But she would put up with minor irritations to get a chance at the muscular football player.
She stood beside one bank of lockers, where she couldn't be seen from the doorway. Soon enough, she heard the click-click of cleats against concrete. Stu Taylor walked into the locker room and smiled to himself. His ankle seemed to be perfectly okay.
"You are not limping now. I hope the ankle is much better."
He spun around startled. "Goddamn, what are you doing here? You're not supposed to come in here!"
"But how else would I see you?" she pointed out. She bent aver and placed her school books on the wooden bench. As she leaned forward, her blouse drifted open just enough to allow him to get an unobstructed view of her naked tits bobbing around. The two buttons she had undone suddenly became three as if by magic before she straightened again. He found himself unable to stop staring at her tempting tits.
He licked his lips and wondered about this new girl in school. The way her nipples so impudently poked against the thin fabric of her blouse left him no question that she was turned on. Hell, he could see her nipples actually getting hard as he watched!
"That football uniform must be awfully uncomfortable. Especially those padded pants." She glided up to him and began untying the lace at his waist. The thick bulge just inches below grew rapidly. He was getting a raging hard-on while still wearing his jock strap!
"Look. I faked that injury out there just so I could go up in the bleachers and meet you. But you can't come down here and�"
"If you wanted to go into the bleachers to meet me, then you should be overjoyed I met you down here. It saves you the walk up. And that's not all that's up, I see." She curled her fingers around his prick as it rose up above the elastic band of his jock strap.
She quickly pushed down his pants and snapped his jock strap once, then laughed. "So comical, that slingshot thing you wear. But this isn't the least bit comical. This is fun!"
She dropped to her knees and sucked the purpled head of his prick. He groaned and limply sagged against the lockers as all strength flowed from his legs. He felt like sitting down. Yet he didn't want to dislodge his prick from her mouth.
Annemarie loved the taste of an aroused man. The musky taste would linger on her tongue for hours to remind her of the delights of sucking cock. But this was beyond all her expectations. Stu's sweat added to his male flavor and actually excited her as much as if his prick had been driving hard and fast into her cunt.
She reached down and began stroking her pussy in an open display, to show him how much she wanted his lovely, long, hard prick shoved up into her cunt.
"Shit, baby, I never saw a hot cunt like you before! Beautiful and so damned hot to fuck I can't believe it!"
Then she spoke. "Believe it. And you, too, are beautiful!"
"Men are handsome," he corrected.
"Yes, men are handsome," she agreed, "But a cock like yours is beautiful! And so big! And long and tasty!"
She slurped all around his cock and took the knobby head back into her mouth. She loved the feel of his cock bucking virile and strong against her tongue. But she wanted to drive his passions to the point where he wouldn't want to face fuck her, but rather, to drive his delightful spike of cock all the way up her pussy.
The Dutch teenager must have succeeded. He turned around and sat down on the bench, one leg on either side. He placed his hands in her blonde hair and stared into her eyes. "Screw that! I like a chick who knows how to keep her head while giving head, but I want some more from you!"
"Yes, oh, yes!" she cried. She hoisted her skirt and revealed red string-bikini panties. The dollar-sized wet spot right at her crotch had exploded and wet the entire fabric. "I am wet and ready for you! And this lovely, big prick!" She held his prick as if it were some sort of religious relic.
"Christ, I never saw a chick so hot to fuck before! You're the foreign exchange student, aren't you?"
"Yes, and you're the biggest stud on the football team, I've heard." She smiled wickedly as he laughed.
He began stroking up and down her naked legs. He fondled her knees, then moved up her thighs. Then, slowly, agonizingly, he moved toward her needy cunt. She was breathing hard by the time his fingers were scant inches from her pussy.
Then he pulled his hands away, and then grabbed her cunt. She could barely control her rampaging passions spurred by this treatment. He knew how to play with her, how to string her out until she was ready for the next act in their sexy little play.
She fumbled at the tie strings on one side of her panties. The tiny patch of red fabric fluttered away from her silky-downed pussy mound. Stu didn't waste any more time. He bent her back on the narrow bench until she lay with her legs on either side, her cunt spread wide open for him.
He moved forward, his prick coming in like a missile homing in on a target. She shuddered slightly as the blunted tip of his cock nudged into her pussy lips. For a moment, she was afraid he was one of the "wham, bam, thank you, ma'am" type of fuckers. But he wasn't. He knew all the right moves, all the right things to do to make her want his cock even more.
He teased her sex lips with the end of his prick. She felt tingles of passion surging into her belly. She knew her pussy was flooded with cunt oils by now, but the treatment she was receiving from the tip of his prick added to the reservoir. By the time he parted her cunt lips and sought her pussy hole, she was truly ready for him.
"Fuck me good! Fuck me long!" she cried, not caring if anyone heard her. She wanted this stocky football player's prick inside her cunt where she could experience it to the fullest. She wanted nothing more in the world at that second than to fuck him.
"Don't rush it, doll," he said. "Good things come to she who waits!" He began stuffing his prick into her juicy cunt. But he didn't simply ram in and fuck wildly like so many men might have done. He inserted his prick carefully, one slow inch at a time. She thrashed around, clawing at his shoulders and finding only shoulder pads she couldn't penetrate. He seemed to rise above her, over her, like a giant of a man. He was bigger than any human should be.
Especially his prick.
She felt another inch of his hot cock slide up into her steamy cunt. She thought she was going to go insane with need. She desired this youth like she had no other. She didn't understand what it was about him that made her feel this way. She had never found a lover who could give her this much excitement so quickly.
He buried another inch of cock into her seething pussy. She tensed around his buried cock to hurry him along. It didn't seem to affect him at all. She had to blurt out, "Fast! Fuck me fast with your lovely prick! I want to feel it all the way to my tonsils!"
"Don't worry, baby, when I get going, you're gonna think I'm splitting you apart all the way to the chin. But right now, I'm just sorta getting the feel for the lay of the land!"
He sank his prick another inch into her cunt. He was having to use every bit of his willpower. Her pussy felt almost virgin tight. He'd never had a virgin before and he wondered if she might be one. Then he knew she couldn't possibly be. No virgin spread so wantonly for a man. She obviously knew what she wanted and how to go after it.
If the coach or any teacher found them in here, he worried, they might get tossed out of school. His football career would be over, for sure. But he couldn't stop. This was too good. Hers was the best damned piece of ass he'd ever knocked off!
He finally felt his balls wetly slap against her slightly upturned ass. He was all the way up her seething, hot cunt. For a brief moment he wondered if he might have fucked into a blast furnace by mistake. But no, no furnace ever clutched so firmly at his prick. Could it be a vise? Had he shoved his prick between the jaws of a closing vise? He discounted that when he realized how juicy and warm she was. No hunk of metal could be this yielding, this soft, and at the same time, so exciting.
"Fuck me good, stud!" she moaned. She ripped away at his jersey. By the way she clawed and thrashed around, she might actually reach his naked skin soon. He was glad he still wore his shoulder pads. He might need them if the fucking got really rough!
"All the way in!" he grunted. "Now, to see how well I like it�" He spun his hips in a short, tight little circle designed to stir his prick around inside her cunt. It worked to perfection. She suddenly came. He felt the sudden gush of her love juices spurting uncontrollably around his prick.
He wanted this to last forever. Never had he found a hotter, more willing sex partner than this luscious blonde. With her eyes half-closed, she looked so damned desirable he could have come � even if his prick wasn't stuffed all the way up into her cunt.
He stopped stirring around with his cock, and then began a slow retreat. There was a lewd smacking noise as his prick finally broke the intense vacuum formed inside her cunt. He hadn't realized until that moment how tight the fit was between his prick and her pussy walls.
Her cunt juices began to make his cock feel cold so he began to fuck back into her cunt, this time a bit faster. She struggled and banged at his shoulder pads with her fists. He ignored that and concentrated on driving his spike of a prick all the way into her cunt.
He loved watching the fucking in progress. Gazing down between their bodies, he could see her cunt lips parting in an obscenely wet kiss. The pink lips parted and fluttered a little bit, then accepted the thick, meaty battering ram of his prick. Inch by inch his cock was swallowed up by that yawning cunt until only the pink of scalloped lips fluttered around his balls.
Her cunt juices trickled out around the plug of his cock and dribbled down onto his balls. That tickled so much he wanted to laugh out loud, but he restrained himself. He knew better than to break the mood he was building up so expertly. But then, could anything break the mood of this fucking? Gazing down into the blonde's sex-glazed blue eyes, he realized it wasn't likely.
She was almost lost in her own wonderland of sex. And he had to admit he was getting one hell of a charge from it, too. His balls tumbled and lurched wildly in the thick stew of his sperm and semen. It wouldn't be too long before it all came rushing out the end of his cock and whitewashed the walls of her cunt. But till then, he would fuck for all he was worth!
And that was a lot!
"More, give me more of your prick!" she cried.
He began to increase the tempo of his fucking to see if it would get any reaction from the teenager spread so wantonly around his prick.
She gasped when he began pulling back. The suction inside her pussy threatened to pull her guts out with it. His cock was like a piston in some well-oiled machine. She tensed her cunt muscles to try to keep that delicious prick inside her. The juices in her cunt betrayed her. She found his cock too slippery to hang on to for long. His cock squirted from her cunt like a spat-out watermelon seed. He plunged his cock back into her cunt almost violently.
She began to moan loudly and kick her legs on either side of the football player's broad body. This moved his cock around inside her pussy in totally different ways. It was as if she had a vibrator made out of hot cock inside her. And she loved every second of it.
Then she realized, she wasn't getting enough of his cock. He wasn't sinking his cock in deeply enough to please her. She was getting greedy; she wanted all the fucking cock she could get.
She locked her lithe, trim legs around the jock's waist. Then she tensed and pulled him toward her. She screamed out in joy when she felt his reaction.
He drove his prick into her cunt as hard as he could. A trained athlete, in peak condition, he was stronger than any other man she'd fucked. And he used every bit of his strength to make sure that his prick sailed into her softly yielding cunt.
She loved it. Her legs pulled him even deeper. There was a squishing noise as his prick ripped along her juicy cunt tunnel. Then she rocked back and lifted her legs. Flapping them up and down like a butterfly, she tightened her already-small cunt to the point where she was more than virgin tight. She gave his prick a working over just as he gave her cunt one hell of a fucking.
She felt the liquid surge of his jizz as he came. She abandoned her senses totally to appreciating the force of his cock reaming her out. Every nerve in her cunt tingled with joy. Then she exploded with a climax of her own.
She looked up into his sweaty face and smiled. "That was so fine! All they say about Americans is true. You are good lovers!"
"Want all of us to show you just how fucking good we are?" asked a laughing voice coming from the direction of the locker room entryway.

CHAPTER FOUR

Annemarie propped herself up on the bench and looked past Stu Taylor to see four more football players standing in the doorway. She sucked in her breath and wondered what might happen. Then she flashed a wide smile at them and said, "Hello. I'm Annemarie Kundt, the foreign exchange student. I am being shown your American ways!"
"Hell, baby, we'll be more than happy to show you anything you want." The player speaking was already in the process of stripping off his padded trousers. He stood there showing her his raging hard-on. "See anything you like?"
"Yes!"
That seemed to shock the players more than anything else. An American girl would have run screaming from the locker room at the merest hint of a gang bang. This Dutch chick seemed to like the idea!
The boys exchanged glances, and the other three quickly shucked off their uniforms to stand with their cocks in various stages of hardness. She licked her lips and wondered if she had time to take on the entire offensive line of the high school football team. She decided she did. Or she would make time!
"You're not shitting us or anything, are you?" asked one of the tackles. Never had he seen a girl so willing. And she was such a lovely one! He couldn't stop staring at her bulging tits and her cunt, gleaming so pink and warm and inviting in the dim light.
"She's not kidding, gang," said Stu. Turning to Annemarie, he said, "I have to show some consideration for these guys. They block for me and keep the other side from creaming my ass on every play. How about it?"
She glanced back at his prick and saw it was limp and dead for the moment. Smiling, she told him, "Since you are used up for the moment, yes! Yes!"
"The best quarterback in the whole Goddamn state hereby give the best offensive line in the whole Goddamn state a little enjoyment. Have at her, gang!"
This seemed to confuse the other four more than anything else. How could all four of them really fuck her at the same time? There wouldn't be time to do it one at a time. The rest of the team would be rushing down from practice soon, ready for their showers.
Annemarie sighed and said, "You Americans are so provincial at times. You, the one with the big, cock. This is all yours." She spread her legs deliciously wide, and her pussy gaped open. She used her fingers to part her cunt lips to show him exactly what she meant. He didn't have to be told more. She moaned softly as he rammed his long, steely prick into her cunt. Then she gasped out, "You, that one. Up my ass! And you other two. Stand on either side of me!"
They all did as they were told. And they immediately saw what she had in mind. While one worked to get his prick into her tightly clenched asshole, she reached out and grabbed a prick in each hand. She began to slowly jerk them off. They sighed and smiled, leaning back slightly so that her grip wouldn't slip too much on their now rigid cocks.
"Shit, I don't believe this!" exclaimed Stu. "You're taking on all four at once! I don't fucking believe it!"
"C-come over here, best Goddamn quarterback in the state, and get on top of those lockers."
"Huh?" But he did what she ordered. He immediately found out what she wanted. His prick came close enough to her mouth for her to suck it into her lips. He sighed and wondered about the chicks in Europe. One of these days, he'd have to get over there and see firsthand. In the meantime, he was in paradise with the girl sucking his cock with her hot mouth.
Annemarie was certainly busy. She was working on five cocks at once, and it required all the coordination she could summon. The stud fucking her cunt didn't need any help. He was on familiar turf and knew all the rules. But the backdoor man was new at the game. She could tell by the way his prick plunged between the meaty slabs of her asscheeks but didn't penetrate her asshole.
She managed to bend forward slightly and thrust her ass directly back, into his groin. The pair fit together perfectly. She wiggled her ass just enough to feel his hairy upper thighs against her tender, satiny-soft skin. That thrilled her as much as anything else. She liked having men fuck her up the ass as if she was a bitch in heat. It made her feel even lustier.
And taking on five at once was such a challenge! She could hardly keep her hands moving on the bucking, bouncing pricks while she sucked hard on the limp, come-drenched prick in her mouth and keep the other two fucking her front and back.
She gasped as the one behind her finally found her puckered asshole. He shoved his prick against that tiny muscle as hard as he could. She wanted to tell him that wasn't the way to do it. If he rammed hard into her ass like that, he might actually tear her up inside. He had to do it slowly, carefully, with great finesse.
He seemed to get the idea. She groaned loudly as his thick arrowheaded prick plunged into her ass. Her tiny asshole finally gave up the fight and allowed his thick prick all the way up her backdoor. And for a moment, she thought he was going to lose it then and there.
His cock leaped about frantically, swelled and pulsed once just as if it were getting ready to erupt a fiery tide of jism. But his motions died down to a gentle throbbing that made her feel good. The burning feeling in her asshole slowly vanished as it always did when some stud really fucked her fast and furious up the rear. She settled dawn to enjoying this massive gang bang.
Each football player was getting something unique. And all could watch as the others on their team did something different. She stroked slowly, smoothly, up and down the cocks of the players on each side of her. She couldn't really see what she was doing and had to work by her sense of touch. But for the Dutch teenager, that was just fine.
She loved the feel of a throbbingly alive prick. She pressed down just under the head of one youth's prick and was rewarded by his passionate groan. She guided her thumb across the very tip of his cock to stimulate him even more.
And when she pinched down on the tiny flap of skin dangling just under his prickhead, he came. She felt the long, gooey strings of his come as it blasted in a high arch though the air and spattered on her arm. She kept working up and down his prick until there wasn't a drop of jizz left in the football player's balls.
"Hey, Ken, whatsa matter with you? You got off mighty damn fast! Aren't you getting enough ass out of your girlfriend?"
"Yeah, isn't Wendy putting out for you?"
"Hey, guys, cool it! I'm just uptight today. And Goddamn, but she has a hot hand! She ought to be out there catching the ball for us. Those hands are too much!"
Annemarie firmly sucked the tip of the flaccid cock tantalizing her lips. She moved her tongue slowly around the cock-head just as she had done with her fingers on the other player's prick. Now she was rewarded by the faint stirrings in the limp prick. She continued to suck and lick and soon, the prick was half erect again.
She heard, Stu mutter, "I don't fucking believe this! I never got a hard-on back this fast before. Babe, you got one hell of a hot mouth. Keep sucking!"
She mumbled assent, not caring if he understood her or not. She would let her educated tongue do all her talking for her. Annemarie spoke four languages in addition to being cunnilingual. And now she was proving that she could give head with the best of them!
"Shit, I never felt a cunt suck at me like this!" moaned the player avidly fucking her cunt. He had been poling in and out of her gripping cunt so fast he was wearing himself out. He had naively assumed that no chick could handle five of the football team at once. He was obviously wrong.
"Don't stop, Stahiworthy! You're our Great White Hope! You gotta wear her out. She's already taken Ken out of the race."
"Shit, fellows!" said Ken, leaning back against a locker watching the hot and heavy action. "I guess I've been in one too many circle jerks. I got off way too fast."
"Excuses, excuses," grunted the jock fucking her ass. "I got a real excuse going. Her Goddamn asshole is like a hangman's noose around my prick. She is gonna cut my prick off any second if she tenses up again. Ummm, shiiiit!"
"Go on, baby, fart. Show him what you really think of him!"
She was momentarily disgusted at the crude humor the footballers were displaying. To her, taking on the entire team wasn't something that should be funny, it should only be fun. She didn't mind a few laughs along the way, but not at the expense of others. And never would she consider doing anything as crude as farting.
She might fuck the entire team but not ever do anything that would be considered socially inept. Annemarie decided that she was going to have to show the loudmouth that he wasn't anywhere near as good as he believed he was.
She jerked her hands up and down his prick. When she came to his balls, she paused for a moment to lightly squeeze the furred sac. There are tricks to make a man last longer when he's fucking, and there are other tricks to get him off fast. She used every one she knew to rob this loudmouth of his control.
In less than a minute, she felt his pearly white came spewing out onto her arm. She smiled around the half-erect prick filling her mouth as she heard the others chiding him for his lack of control.
"Damn it!" he flared. "I don't know what she did to me. I could feel it building up inside me like I was a runaway boiler or something. The next thing I knew, I was jetting off. Damn!"
"Don't sweat it, Charlie," Stu joked. "Just head for the showers and take a nice, long, cold shower. That seems to be about all you can handle. And you, baby, keep that mouth of yours working. I love the feel of your tongue on the underside of my cock!"
Stu's prick was almost entirely erect now. She turned her full attentions to sucking for all she was worth. When her cheeks went hollow under the suction, she knew she could get Stu off again before they were interrupted. She used her tongue to play with just the tip of his cock, then began using a technique her last boyfriend in Europe had been fond of.
She pursed her lips tightly around his huge prick, then sucked the long cock into her mouth. As she did so, she lightly scraped the sides of his cock with her teeth. He was given three distinctly different sensations. Her soft lips soothed and relaxed his prick. Then came the hardness of her white teeth. She drew ragged, ugly red marks on the sides of his prick, arousing in him just a little bit of pain. To cap it off she excited him with her tongue. By the time she'd finished licking the glans of his prick, he forgot all about the damage done to him by her teeth.
All that remained was one hell of a big turn on!
"Hell, damn! I didn't believe any chick could get me so hot so fast after I'd fucked her!" he complained. "I gotta work to keep my jizz locked up. I'll spurt off into her mouth otherwise!"
"Poor baby," grunted the player still avidly fucking her cunt. "I feel so sorry for you. Especially since I know I'm getting sloppy seconds. But what the hell? This is great!"
Annemarie would have agreed out loud, except she was finally approaching the point where she felt her orgasm stalking her. The beast crouched inside, tensed up her muscles, made her feel like something great was ready to happen to her. Then it exploded throughout her body in one quick rush.
She thought the top of her head was going to blow off. She gulped and sucked in more cock. She cradles Stu's cock with her rough tongue, giving Stu even more of a thrill.
Her cunt clamped down hard in one spasmodic convulsion as the orgasm ripped through her tender body. She reached up with her come-drenched hands and took hold of her own tits. She started stroking her tits from the broad bases to the pointy nipples. By the time she'd stroked back and forth twice, she felt as if the ends of her tits would blow off.
Her tits felt like the safety valves on a pressure cooker. Her tits expanded as all the excited blood pounded into them, and her nipples grew in size like red, erotic weeds. She took each nipple between her thumb and forefinger and rolled it around like a tiny marble. When she got off again, it was in part due to the way she fondled her own titflesh.
Now she noticed the way her backdoor man was fucking her ass. He muttered each time he drove his prick up into her ass, then softly moaned with pleasure as he pulled his prick back out.
When just the purpled head of his prick remained inside her tight asshole, he paused for a moment, catching his breath. He told her, "If that guillotine of an asshole of yours doesn't turn me loose soon, I'm gonna come! That'll give you the sexiest enema you've ever received!"
He rested his hands lightly on her curved asscheeks. He squeezed down as if trying to rearrange her flesh. It flowed smoothly under his grip, then snapped back firmly when he released his hold. That seemed to enthuse him even more. He played with the meaty slabs of her ass until he couldn't stand it any longer. His prick threatened to explode.
Hammering fiercely into ass, he felt her asscheeks spread out against his groin. He pulled out and rammed back in. And then, Annemarie felt the hot gush of his come all the way up into her bowels. She got a weak, watery feeling as she did whenever she got an enema, but this time she didn't mind. And she was still being supported by his steely prick driving in and out of her cunt.
The prick impaling her pussy was slowly taking its toll on her self-control. He fucked with no expertise at all. This was simple fucking like any ballsy high school stud might try. He was interested in his own pleasure and nothing else. Finally he came.
She grunted as he arched his back and sent his prick driving, hard all the way up her cunt. The friction of his cock against her cunt walls burned and lit the fires for another orgasm inside her belly, but then he stopped fucking. She wanted to scream in frustration. But when she felt the first touches of his white, hot come, she got off.
She had already exhausted four of them, and now only Stu remained hard in her mouth.
"Damn, I don't believe this!" one of the football players said. "I must be in the middle of a dream or something."
"One hell of a wet dream. Look at the way she deflated my prick. I may not get it up for a month after getting drained like that!"
"Shit, the first chick you see wiggling her ass will get you hard. You could fuck a knothole, you get so horny."
"Looking at her sucking on our dear quarterback is making my cock tingle again," he admitted. "Do you think she'll let me fuck her if I can get it up before the rest of the guys get in?"
"Five bucks says she wore you out!"
"Covered!"
Annemarie wanted to laugh at those studs. They thought they were really something, but not a one of them came close to being as skillful as Stu. Annemarie liked the way he fucked. He knew exactly what turned women on, and he used that knowledge to be a real cocksman.
Cradling his prick in her rough, wet tongue, she rocked back and forth in a mock fucking. He got the idea and began driving in and out of her face. Soon, he turned it into an all-out face fucking that delighted both of them.
She sucked at just the right times. As his prick came charging into her mouth, she relaxed and kept her lips tight around his cock. But when he began to pull out, she sucked for all she was worth.
And when her mouth filled with tasty come, she drank it all. The first spurt shot past her tongue and spattered onto her tonsils. This made her mad. She wanted to savor the taste of that juice! She pressed her tongue firmly against the end of his cock and managed to smear every single gooey drop across her tastebuds.
When Stu was limp again, she sat down on the bench and looked around her. All she saw were limp pricks.
"Damn, I lost," came the disconsolate voice from across the room. He hadn't gotten his prick up again in time to fuck her.
"Unless you want to fuck forty-five other guys, you'd better split. And fast," said Stu. He gently lifted her and gave her tits a nice little squeeze to tell her how much he had enjoyed fucking and sucking with her.
She gave him a come-drenched smile and softly said, "For you, there'll always be room in my bed!"
"Take you up on it later. Run, damn it!" And he gave her a swat across the ass that sent shivers racing through her trim body. As she left the locker room she realized she'd gotten off a couple of times while she was taking on all five of them, but it hadn't been all that good. And she knew why. No one had even offered to tie her up. That gave fucking a certain thrill. She would love to be gang raped while she was tied down!
A voice pulled her out of her reverie. "God, Annemarie, I don't believe you did that!" Marcia stood open mouthed and wide-eyed outside the locker room.
"Why not? It was fun. You should have come in and joined us," She noticed a telltale wet spot on Marcia's dress. While she didn't have the courage to join the orgy in the locker room, she had been masturbating. Annemarie smiled at her and decided that one day soon, she would introduce Marcia to the joys of sex.

CHAPTER FIVE

"I don't know how you did it," marveled Marcia. "I just don't. The entire football team! It was like something out of a movie!"
"Are you going to keep harping on this, Marcia?" asked Annemarie. "I did that yesterday. This is a new day: a new day for new conquests. And really, it wasn't the entire team and they weren't all that good. The only one who lives up to European standards is Stu, and he has a long ways to go before I'd rate him even as good as Hans."
"Who's Hans?" Marcia was eager to hear about any of the scandalous behavior her friend had engaged in back in Europe.
"Oh, a man I met just before I left the Netherlands. I didn't know him that well, but he was a real man. Could he fuck!" She remembered the warmth she had felt in her cunt all the way across the Atlantic. He had given her something to be homesick for. And she could hardly wait to return to her homeland and look him up.
"You don't tell me anything," complained Marcia. "You treat me like a child. But I guess I seem that way to you. You're so sophisticated and know all the right things to do to keep men off of you."
"Off of me? Why should I want to do a silly thing like that? I want them crawling all over me!"
"But you don't have any trouble keeping them at arm's length. That's what I hate about men. All the time grabbing your tits or pinching your ass. It's so embarrassing!"
"I don't think so. It is a compliment in my country. But you don't hate men. You just say you do. You really hate yourself."
"No, I don't!"
"Oh, but you do. Men would be interested in you if you styled your hair differently and used a little more makeup. And what is this hang-up you have about them desiring you physically? What is so wrong about that? I take it as the supreme compliment."
"Well, I guess I don't hate men like I said," admitted Marcia. "It's just that I get so uptight around them and don't know what to do."
"That comes with practice. And you should practice at every turn. Why don't you and that lovely Mr. Jensen get it on? I think he would be a gentle lover for you to start with. He seems like such a nice man, and if his prick is anywhere near the size I think it is, he will be one hell of a fine lay!"
Marcia looked shocked. "But Mr. Jensen is a teacher! I, we, that is, we can't!"
"Why not? Isn't he a man? Aren't you a woman? I fail to see what can possibly be the matter. Surely, you think he is attractive."
"Oh, yes," sighed Marcia. "He's the handsomest man in the whole school. I even have dreams about him."
"Then seduce him. Don't let this silly sex taboo between students and teachers get in your way. If I have him figured out right, he won't let it get in his way!"
"Yeah, I know. There's all sorts of stories about him and a couple of the cheerleaders."
"I will show you the proper moves to put on him, and he can be yours, too."
Marcia fidgeted all through algebra class. She couldn't help thinking about what Annemarie said about fucking Mr. Jensen. How she wished she had the nerve to do something like that! But she secretly doubted her Dutch friend would ever do it. She'd just been spouting off, trying to act like a sophisticated woman of the world.
Yet, hadn't she actually fucked five football players at the same time? She'd watched and it had made her hot, seeing all those ugly, awful pricks, and all the excitement one blonde girl could generate. It had done things to Marcia which she didn't quite understand. She had gotten this incredible hollow feeling deep inside her.
Even stuffing three of her fingers into her cunt and rubbing them around hadn't relieved the urges she'd felt. They only got worse. What horrible spell did that seductive blonde teenager cast upon her?
After class, Annemarie didn't say a word to her. She just made, a beeline for Mr. Jensen. Marcia heard her friend's words and marveled again at how smooth she was.
"Mr. Jensen, there is something I don't understand."
"Well, Annemarie, that's why I'm here. I'll help you in any way I can."
He swallowed hard as he noticed that the top three buttons of the girl's blouse were undone. And when he saw her bare tits moving around inside, he became even more upset. He wished she wouldn't bend forward quite so much. But what could he say? He couldn't tell a eighteen-year-old girl she was making him uncomfortable and hard.
Then he heard the end of what she was saying. It shocked him. "� so why don't we simply fuck? We are both attracted to one another."
"Your language, young lady!" he flared indignantly. He had to work to make it sound good, because the same thought had been drifting through his mind. No girls in any of his classes looked anywhere near as hot as Annemarie.
"I said it wrong? Let's screw, perhaps. Is that better? Or, should we call? I'll get those idioms down one of these days. But until I do, let's fuck."
She sat on the edge of the desk, swinging her long, lithe legs. Every now and then he spied a flash of satiny skin all the way to her pussy. He could see her shocking pink panties. He was going to have to work to control himself.
But the wanton bitch wouldn't let him!
She reached over and pulled down his fly before he could say a single world. His prick leaped out as eager as a racehorse in the starting gate. There wasn't a damned thing he could say now. He was obviously eager to take her up on her offer!
"See?" she said. "I am right. And now, let's get on with it. We both need each other ever so much!"
"But what if someone comes in and sees us! I can lose my job if they catch us. Hell, girl, they fired the principal last year for knocking off a piece of ass on the side. And he only did it a couple of times!"
"How unfortunate," Annemarie said. "He should have done it more. At least then his firing would not have been such a tragedy. He would have had recompense for the injustice they showed him."
She dropped to her knees and sucked his prick into her mouth. He tried to shove her away, when he saw old Constance Prunewhip, the home economics teacher, trundling by out in the hall. She'd turn him in to the school board in a flash if she saw anything amiss in his class. They hated each other.
Mr. Jensen gasped the golden locks of Annemarie's hair and pulled her face over his prick. He couldn't have her standing up so that Ms. Prunewhip would see.
"Ummm, such a tasty prick you have, Mr. Jensen! I love it! And let me give you a special treat I learned in Europe. You need only sit and wait." And then she dived back to giving him one hell of a blow job. The man felt the sweat popping out on his forehead. But he didn't dare wipe it away. He couldn't take his hands from the girl's head for an instant. He mustn't allow her to raise up, or that old battle ax in the hallway would see.
By the time he noticed the other teacher was gone, so was his will power. He was so damned horny for this chick sucking on his cock that he would have fucked her during an assembly, on stage, in front of the principal and the entire student body.
"God, Annemarie, I can't take any more of this! I've got to have my prick in your cunt, fucking you, giving us both all the kicks we can stand."
She looked up, smiling broadly. "I knew you would agree with me. When two people are attracted to one another, why shouldn't they show it?"
"Things are different in America," was all he could say. Then he lifted her up, turned her around, and bent her over the desk so the curves of her lovely ass were poking seductively up at him. He lifted her skirt enough to see the pink silk of her panties. He caressed her ass for a few seconds, then savagely ripped her panties off.
"Ummm, I like a man who takes charge of the fucking from the very start," she told him. She silently hoped that he would tie her up, perhaps whip her snowy white ass until it was a rosy pink, then fuck the living hell out of her. But she couldn't ask for those things. They had to be done by him. He must be the dominant one.
He did none of them. She sighed as she felt him pressing close to her from behind. He pressed his meaty prick hotly between the slabs of her asscheeks and then discovered her puckered asshole. She shuddered as he nudged the head of his prick into her asshole.
"Want me to fuck you up the ass?" he whispered hotly in her ear nibbling at her earlobe. "No, no, please not that!" she said, hoping he knew she meant "yes".
But they weren't on the same wavelength at all. He took her at her word and slipped his prick away from her clenched asshole, moving toward the drooling lips of her cunt. With one long, strong poke, he fucked deeply into her pussy.
She cried out at the suddenness of it. She hadn't been expecting this at all. He shoved her forward across the desk. She dug her fingers into the wood and sobbed with joy.
"You're so big in me!" she said. "And you fucked me so fast! It is a surprise!"
"Not now it isn't," he told her gripping her hips. He guided himself as he thrust even more deeply into her cunt. He gasped at the heat radiating out from her agitated pussy. Her cunt walls pulsed and stroked along his cock, and he felt he'd found paradise. He wanted to fuck her all day long, letting his cock soak up all of her cunt juices and heat.
But the girl began wiggling her ass in a wanton invitation to really fuck her. He tightened his hold on her silky, smooth skin and slowly pulled out of her cunt. Then he slammed hard into her again. His slow retreat followed by rapid re-entry was driving her out of her young mind.
He seemed to have instinctively found the exact rhythm that pushed her to the brink of orgasm rapidly. The sudden fucking into her softly yielding cunt sent tremors earth quaking into her tensed, young body.
"Oh, give it to me good with that big, swollen prick of yours!" she begged him. "Fuck me as good and hard as you can! Please, Mr. Jensen, please, I need it!"
"You're so tight I'd think you were a Goddamn virgin, but you obviously aren't. No cherry carrier talks like you do and can hang onto a man's cock like this the first time out."
"You have had many cherries?" she asked.
"Yeah, one or two," he said. "Mostly kids in my class. They thought they could fuck me into giving them a good grade or something."
"I'm not doing such a thing," Annemarie assured him. "I want you to fuck me faster because we will both enjoy the hell out of it." Suddenly, her cunt collapsed around his buried prick. She came, the world crashing around her in shattered pieces.
She gasped and clawed at the desk. If she'd been lying on her back and able to clutch the man's shoulders, she would have stripped the skin off his back with her fingernails. When the teenager came, she came like a ton of bricks falling off a tall building. She moaned and wiggled her ass and shot her hips back into his crotch. The more she did, the more it increased her joy.
Her orgasm seemed to last forever. She could feel his cock fucking her fast, then slowly withdrawing. This seemed to hold her poised on the brink of another come. Something about the manner in which he fucked her cunt told her he was a master cocksman. Compared to the students she'd laid so far, at any rate.
Americans made up in enthusiasm what they lacked in outright skill. But she couldn't complain. His prick was big enough to please her pussy all he used it well. The rhythm of his fucking brought her off again. And still another time.
He was still worried about the possibility of their being discovered at any second. "Keep down low on the desk," he ordered. "Don't want anyone to see you if they're passing by out in the hall. God, why do I allow myself to get into meshes like this? Shit, that's one hell of a tight cunt you've got, girl! Makes me all weak and rubbery in the legs!"
"But not in the cock!" she said joyfully. She twisted and turned now and shoved her ass back even harder into his crotch. Anything that would give her more pleasure, she was willing to try. To her surprise, it was the man who reached around her waist and sought out her clit.
As he continued fucking her hard and long, he began to massage her clit. She felt his fingers curl around the base of her slippery little clit. He stroked to the very tip, then he toyed with it until she panted roughly. Every time she inhaled, it was like liquid fire. Her lungs felt like they would explode. He lightly flicked her clit until she came again.
He drove hard into her cunt from behind and slammed her into the desk. He kept rolling her clit around as if it were a little marble. He stroked back and forth across her sensitive clit, now slick with the cunt juices boiling from her pussy.
She came again at the wild rush of his jism into her cunt. She was taken entirely by surprise. But she rode out the fierce winds of orgasm blowing through her tender young body. They filled her with a roaring energy, and then the huge release came again. She climaxed one more time.
She felt his prick limply side out of her cunt. The thick stew of his semen trickled down her inner thigh, but she ignored that. The soft, warm, muzzy feelings after a good fucking were too delicious for her to miss. Looking up, she managed to focus her eyes on the doorway.
Standing there, wide-eyed and excited, was Marcia. The girl simply hadn't believed Annemarie would seduce the algebra teacher. How much she had to learn from Annemarie about pleasure!
And she would, she would!

CHAPTER SIX

Annemarie stood in her American family's backyard, gazing at the stars overhead, thinking about her sexual conquests in the U.S. thus far. She thought, too, about Marcia, who had spent almost all afternoon discussing what Annemarie thought were silly ideas about morality. It would be difficult, she knew, to help Marcia become a sexually alive woman. But it would be a challenge. A chilly night wind began to blow, and she turned to walk back into the house. As she did so, she noticed silhouettes on the window shades of Len and Kat Fontaine's bedroom. She could see them getting ready for bed. She watched Len's naked outline against the shade. He looked muscular, but trim.
She moved closer to the open window and could hear their voices.
"I tell you," Kat was saying. "I don't like her. She seems� creepy."
"Oh, hell, Kat, you don't know what you're talking about. Annemarie is a fine girl. They wouldn't have sent her over here if she hadn't been a good student."
"It's not that she isn't smart. I just don't think she's a good influence on Marcia. Annemarie is too� advanced."
"You mean you're afraid she might infect Marcia with the demon bug of sex. Shit a brick, woman, what's wrong with that? I think it's about time for our little girl to grow up. Frankly, her lack of development in dating boys is beginning to worry me."
"It would. All you ever think of is sex."
"That's because you're such an inspiration," he said, chuckling. Annemarie watched the shadows merge. For a moment, the woman seemed to tense, then she relaxed. She returned the kiss with all the passion with which it was given.
The Dutch girl started to go into the house, then stopped. She couldn't help herself. She had to spy on them. Peering around the ill-fitting shade, she was suddenly glad she decided to do this spying. The sight of Len's huge prick made her gasp in amazement.
His prick bounced and bucked at full erection. His thick cock looked like a real pussy-pleaser, and it was so long! Seldom had she seen a prick so long. Annemarie guessed that Len was a real fucker. Nothing would hold his muscular body back once he was aroused.
"Get those pretty legs of yours apart!" he said to Kat. "The old cocksman wants to get it on!"
"Like this, master?" the woman replied. The words sent a shiver up the spying teenager's spine. Were they going to play some real adult games? Was he going to actually tie her down to the bed before he fucked her? She couldn't wait to see.
Nothing of the sort happened. Len took both of Kat's slender wrists in his hand and held them firmly above her head. With his other hand he reached down and began stroking the woman's inner thigh. She seemed to resist him just enough to make him angry.
"God damn it, open up! I'm going to fuck you good even if I have to beat you into submission!"
"Fuck you!" the woman snarled back. Annemarie's cunt began to water. Would he actually hit her? Annemarie would demand it if she were in the woman's position. Nothing was better than having a man force his will on her. He had to show her he was master, and then she would gleefully submit to him.
Len applied more pressure to Kat's thigh, and forced one of her legs over the side of the bed. This opened her pussy to the spying girl's full view. She could see her inner pussy lips poking out eagerly, as if demanding the blunted end of a prick for an erotic kiss.
Annemarie licked her lips in anticipation, imagining what it would be like to be in bed with a stud like Len. She felt her pussy begin to drool its juices down the inside of her leg. She reached down and pulled up her skirt, lightly stroking her slick cunt lips. Her panties were already soaked.
She decided to take off her bikini panties. Casting the soggy panties aside, she felt the cool night wind blowing over her agitated pussy lips. It sent even heavier shivers into her body. She plunged her fingers all the way up into her cunt. She worked her nimble fingers against her pussy walls, stroking, feeling, stimulating. She felt her breath growing in shorter and faster gusts. Her entire body was responding, and she looked once again into the bedroom.
"You beast!" Kat was screaming. "All you ever want to do is fuck me! You animal! You're in rut all the time!" Annemarie couldn't tell if Kat was protesting for fun or if she really mean it, not that it mattered much to the man. He was going to fuck her no matter how much she resisted.
"Shut up, you bitch! You want this as much as I do!" He held her down firmly. Annemarie wished he would simply tie the bitch down and go from there. Still, she had to admit he was using his overwhelming strength to good advantage.
With one hand, he firmly held the woman's hands against the head of the bed. With his other hand he forced her legs wide apart. A small stream of cunt juice flowed from her pussy now, glittering in the dim light. With her leg dangling over the edge of the bed, her cunt was wide open.
The woman began to struggle. She kicked and landed a meaty thud against the man's chest. He grunted. He increased his efforts to get down on her.
"Dumb bitch!" he muttered. Then he dropped down and aimed his cock directly at her pinkly outlined cunt. Looking, at his knobby prick Annemarie felt shudders of delight through her entire body. She pushed in and out of her cunt, wishing her cunt was filled with Len's huge prick.
The sounds from the bedroom increased her excitement. The woman's pitiable moans and the man's savaged grunts as he neared Kat's cunt made the spying girl hotter. When she heard the unmistakable sound of a cock driving hard into a juicy cunt, she craned her neck to look farther back into the bedroom.
The sight was almost enough to get her off. Len's thick prick was slowly vanishing into the woman's humid pussy. Kat's pink cunt lips spread almost obscenely on either side of his meaty cock like an incredibly lewd kiss. Kat's cunt juices flowed onto the bed. Annemarie could see the dark cunt juice stain spreading across the sheet, as Len drove his prick deeper and deeper into the woman's agitated cunt.
"You pig!" Kat shrieked. "You Goddamn mother-fucking son of a bitch!"
"Shut your mouth, you cheap whore!" snarled the man. "I won't have you saying those filthy things!"
"Fuck you, cocksucker! Let me loose!" She struggled, and this time it looked like she might escape.
But the woman wasn't strong enough to escape. The man kept his prick buried up her cunt no matter how much she fought him. Annemarie shoved her fingers in and out of her cunt faster now as she watched the fucking continue.
"Dumb cunt!" the man hissed. "I know you want this as much as I do! Why fight me like this?"
"You're raping me!" she screamed.
Len had Kat's leg trapped beneath his. Standing on his other leg, he lurched back and forth, driving his cock deeper and deeper into the protesting woman's cunt. Her tits seemed to bounce every time he slammed hard into her cunt. The sight of Kat's tits flopping around made the spying teenager even hotter.
Kat whined weakly. She had almost stopped fighting him off, but now she surged powerfully in another attempt to dump him off. The impaling spike of cock in her cunt prevented her success. For a brief instant, the man was unbalanced, but then he righted himself and kept fucking.
"Bastard!" moaned the woman. Then she gulped hard and arched her back. From the way Kat tried to stuff her pussy down around Len's thick rod of cock, Annemarie guessed Kat had come.
The teenager felt a familiar tingle pass through her cunt and blast into her belly. Her knees felt weak, and she propped herself against the side of the house. Then her finger fucking paid off. She came. The sudden seizure shook her violently. She broke out in a heavy sweat. She continued plunging her fingers deep into her cunt. She sought out all the spots that got her off the most. Touching her erect and throbbing clit, she came again. And again. Then she massaged her cunt lips and plunged her finger up into her cunt once more.
By the time she could focus her eyes to look into the bedroom again, the action was all over. She could hardly believe it. Len was sitting back on his haunches, his limp prick dangling between his legs. She saw a tiny drop of come at the very tip of his prick. The woman lay back on the bed, glaring at him.
"Why do you always have to fuck me when I'm too tired?"
"Damn it, you're always too tired! I've got needs, you know."
"Normal men don't have to fuck as often as you do. And damn it, don't try to deny that you called out Marcia's name while you were fucking me. What are you, some kind of a pervert?"
"No, of course not! Look, Kat, we've been over this before. You know all my little fantasies. What's wrong if I act them out with you? Isn't that better than actually trying to live them?"
"In your case, I wonder. How could any man want to fuck his very own daughter? That's sick!" The woman rolled over and pulled the sheets up over her shoulders.
Annemarie heard Len let out a resigned sigh. She wondered what other unfulfilled fantasies the man had. She knew that he would be a perfect one to tie her up, then fuck her. Annemarie smiled as she studied his still-large prick. If he wanted to fuck her with that battering-ram of cock, she would certainly let him.
And if wanted to ball his own daughter, that could be arranged. The Dutch girl smiled as she began to scheme and plot.

CHAPTER SEVEN

When Annemarie got home from school, she noticed that the family's car was gone from the driveway. Kat, she presumed, had taken it to her club meeting.
"Anyone home?" Annemarie called out. She heard a faint rustling from the back of the house, and went to investigate.
Len was sitting on his bed, looking miserable. Annemarie sat beside him and asked, "Is anything the matter, Mr. Fontaine? Can I help you some way?"
"No," he said, smiling faintly. "I was just sitting here getting morose over nothing."
"Would you call it nothing that your wife doesn't like the sight of your prick?" she asked.
"What? How dare you say a thing like that, young lady!"
His shock and indignation were fake. The girl could tell. She answered, "Because it is the truth! I could not help seeing last night. What a farce! She actually was fighting you, and you were actually raping her. I had thought it all to be an elaborate sex game like I am used to."
"What do you mean by a sex game? You mean you actually like to be raped?"
"No, I don't think I would like to be raped. But that doesn't stop me from fantasizing about it I think it would be wonderful to be tied and raped by a Gestapo officer, tall and blond and dominant � and with a cock as big as yours," she said. She gazed at the bulge in the man's pants.
"The Gestapo were evil!"
"Yes, that's what makes it so kinky. And they were Gods. To see them marching along � so, perfect, so divine!"
"They were devils!" he flared, outraged.
"That, too," the girl agreed. "And their uniforms. All so nice and crisp and official looking. How exciting to hear them snap a command and to be forced to obey it!" She shuddered at the thought. She saw the bulge in Len's pants growing.
"That's, sick! YOU can't mean it."
"Things are so much freer in Europe," she said. "We can live out our fantasies and everyone benefits. No one gets hurt. Wouldn't you like to live out your rape fantasy? To tie down a nubile young girl, to feel her tits quivering under your powerful hands, to see her shivering nervously as your huge prick nears her wide-spread cunt? Wouldn't you like all those things?" she tormented.
"Yes, damn you, yes! But it's sick!"
"No, not if you want it. And not if I want it." She looked up, and their gazes met. The man knew it would be all right with this girl. She desired the very things he could offer her. He stood up, towering over her.
"I don't believe you're acting properly for a girl your age," he said. But she knew he was weakening. Soon, she hoped, he would discipline her!
"Oh, but I am, master. Really!" she said in a sweet, girlish tone. Her nipples sprang erect and poked out to farm little mushroom shapes beneath her blouse. She looked very desirable and completely vulnerable to whatever he wished to do to her.
"Don't contradict me!" he raged. "I will have to punish you if you persist!" He moved closer so that he could peer down her blouse of her tits. He reached out and cupped her tits, and then squeezed her tits hard enough to make her jerk from the sudden pain.
"Not so hard, master!" she cried, now knowing that he was hooked, ready to act out this rape fantasy.
"I'll do any damned thing I please, and no little girl is going to stop me!"
"Go to hell!" she screamed, trying to escape. She felt him clamp his hands like iron bands on her upper arms. Effortlessly, he lifted her and tossed her onto the bed. With her feet flat on the surface of the bed, she spread her legs apart.
This revealed her cunt fully for his observation. He licked his lips and then said, "Slut! You're wantonly begging me to fuck you! I can tell! I'll have to punish you!"
"No, master, no! Don't discipline me! The last time was much too severe! I can't stand it! I'll� I'll go wild if you do!" She felt the rising tide of excitement inside her cunt. Her cunt was frothy and ready to accept his cock.
"Bitch! I'll have to punish you for your own good!" She struggled to escape, tearing at his skin with her fingernails. But she ended up with her hands securely tied above her head. The rope hung over the headboard and was securely fastened to one of the legs of the bed. When she tried kicking him, he tied down her legs, too. She was held spread-eagle on the bed, entirely helpless.
They were both panting with excitement and exertion now. Len looked down at her bound form and smiled. The expression on his face seemed to show both evil and excitement.
The girl suddenly declared, "I know you! You're a Gestapo agent come to torture me! Don't deny it!"
"I don't deny it! Think what you will, but you're all mine! Say anything you want, but not till I've finished with you will I ever let you free! And you won't like it."
But the Dutch girl knew that she would like it. She felt him grabbing the inside of her thigh. But still she tried to get free of her bonds. The ropes holding her spread legs were tied too tightly for her to ever get free. But by straining hard, she was able to pull loose the bonds holding her hands.
She immediately found herself pressed down by the man's heavy weight. She struggled uselessly under his body until he tied her hands again. And this time, no amount of jerking would budge the knotted ropes.
"Slut!" he hissed. "I'll have to show you what a real man is like! This cunt of yours has probably seen the most degraded men in all of Europe. No more! Now it's going to get this!" He opened his fly and pulled out his thick prick.
The bound girl wet her lips at the sight of the man's cock. She wanted to lick and suck his cock all day. But her cunt was overflowing with love juice right now. She needed a man to fuck her good and take away the horrible ache in her pussy.
She strained mightily against her bonds and felt herself securely tied. Being tied down made her feel extra sexy and hot. No amount of movement on her part would dislodge his prick once he started fucking her. And that was exactly what she wanted, what she desperately needed.
"Those panties infuriate me! Too sophisticated for a little girl." He rubbed her panties where they covered her pussy lips. He lifted the tiny triangle of fabric, pulling the strings on either side of her hips.
He gave a sudden yank that ripped her panties off. She cried out in pain. The strings had cut into her flesh. And the way he jerked the cloth free from her gooey cunt sent a thrill of pain into her pussy.
She loved it and wanted more. "Don't do this to me!" she begged, saying just the opposite of what she wanted.
He sneered beautifully, saying, "Shut your mouth, cunt, or I'll shut it for you! Would you like a gag? Would you?"
"N-no, mister!" she said. "You wouldn't do that to me!"
"Hell I wouldn't!" He took a small rubber ball from a bedside table and forced it into her mouth. He tied a rope around her head, which held the ball securely. Now she could only moan and cry out, but not speak.
"I told you I wouldn't tolerate any back-talk! Now I am going to really show you what a man is like!"
She was totally helpless. She tried to pull her hands free, but the ropes around her wrists were too secure. She attempted to kick out, but the ropes on her ankles bit into her delicate flesh and sent shivers all the way up into her thighs. Even her ass was being tortured by the cruel ropes on her legs. The circulation was cut off, making her hands and feet feel chilly.
But worst of all, she was cut off from speaking. No longer could she tell him what she wanted, what she liked or didn't like. All that came from her mouth was a garbled mumble. The rubber ball totally stifled anything more than that.
She was helpless and completely at his mercy. And the way he had torn off her panties told her he didn't have any mercy. She was going to be raped by him no matter what she did.
No matter how she struggled, she was his sex slave. The man could use her as he pleased. When she saw him rip off his pants and crouch between her wide-spread legs, she cringed. His cock looked too big for her tiny cunt. He would rip her apart with his cock when he started fucking her. And there was nothing she could do! Nothing at all!
"Ummmm, nooooo!" she managed to mumble, but it did no good. He jumped on top of her. She watched him direct the ugly, knobby staff of his prick toward her gaping cunt. Using muscles she wasn't even aware of, she tried to close her cunt lips to him. She was determined to keep his prick out.
Her struggles did no good. He pressed the blunt head of his cock hard into her pussy lips. She shuddered as the purpled tip of his cock entered her cunt lips. She tiled to get away. She strained, pulling hard at her bonds. No matter how she turned or tugged, she was trapped like a fly in the middle of a spider's web. She was frightened and sore, and she thought she might choke to death on the rubber ball in her mouth.
Still, she had never felt as excited as she did now. Len was proving he was a real man, a man worthy of her respect and love. She moaned louder as his prick neared her cunt. And when he actually shoved forward, no amount of effort on her part could keep his prick out of her cunt.
She gasped and sobbed as he shot his prick all the way up her well-greased cunt. The lightning bolts of orgasm crashed into her young body and sent her into a sexual frenzy that she had never before experienced. The merest jerk of his prick inside her made her come. She knew it would be like this with Len, from the day she first saw him. But she hadn't realized it would last so long. The spark of delight refused to die in her cunt. The way the man's prick bucked and danced in her tiny cunt drove her to delicious new heights.
The bonds held her so firmly, she could thrash and exert herself to the maximum and it didn't matter. The feeling of security, of being held down so tightly, kept her passions aroused and pushed her to the limits of endurance.
"Liked it, didn't you, you sultry bitch?" he demanded. He was panting, and sweat from his forehead dropped onto her belly. She quivered as each salty drop hit her naked skin as if it were acid. She had never known such delight. She wanted it to last forever, but she was afraid he might do something to break the mood.
He withdrew his prick slowly. She groaned and wanted to scream at the top of her lungs. The ball in her mouth prevented it, and that gave her even bigger thrills.
The feel of his cock stretching her tiny cunt in all directions at once made her shudder and moan and try to escape his punishing prick. His hot breath gusting down onto her tits sensitized them and made her all too aware of the power this man had over her.
The muscles of his arms bulged as he supported himself over her. Then he slammed his prick into her cunt again. The impact would have slid her along the bed sheets if not for the bounds tightly holding her ankles. The ropes cut into her flesh, and the pain gave her a new sensation. The carnal delight she felt from his cock as it ripped into her juicy cunt, combined with the searing pain in her wrists and ankles gave her total pleasure.
Pleasure and pain merged and became one. They fueled the intense fire raging in her cunt. She came again. And then her insides seemed to explode. This was the most potent orgasm ever to rock bet eighteen-year-old body.
The man poising over her laughed. "Loving every second of it, aren't you, cunt? This is going to be for real, this time! Now I'm going to really shove it in!"
And he did. He plunged his prick up and down in her cunt until she was consumed with a burning fire that refused to die. She felt shaken and tossed high on the savage winds of orgasm. She clamped down firmly on the cock buried balls-deep in her cunt.
"Slut!" the man grunted. "You're trying to rip my cock out by the roots! I've never felt a pussy that could grip down as hard as yours! And so damned juicy, too. Can't believe it. Just can't!"
She wanted to tell him to really fuck her now, to string her out sexually and then give it all to her at once. But the ball in her mouth prevented her from talking. Tensing and relaxing, she gave him the message through her pussy.
He fucked faster.
The tiny fires gnawing at her flesh burst into massive blazes. The friction of his cock against her velvety cunt walls was almost too much for her to bear. And now, in addition to the wondrous feel of his monstrously huge prick in her cunt. She could feel him stimulating her clit every time he sank into her pussy.
She erupted like a volcano. Her cunt juices seethed out and boiled onto his balls. That spurred him on even more. He drove his spike of manly cock so hard into her she was sure he would bruise her cunt lips. She tossed from side to side, her long blonde hair whipping around her. It was the only motion her bonds permitted.
The rubber ball between her teeth suddenly sprang out as the rope holding it in came loose. "Aieeeee!" she cried. "I want more! Goddamn, fuck me gooood!"
"Damn bitch!" he muttered, but he fucked faster. His hips seemed to blur with the speed of the fucking. And when it seemed that he couldn't possibly give it to her any faster or harder or longer, he did.
She came, and the universe shattered around her. All she was aware of was the prick inside her tiny cunt and the wondrous feel of his body pressing down onto hers. Her tits at the point of exploding, her belly heaving, her lungs seared with the liquid fire she was breathing, she came the hardest she had ever come. She achieved the ultimate in human pleasure at that moment.
Annemarie gasped for air as he continued to piston hard into her softly yielding pussy. The bed was rocking back and forth, the springs sounding as if they would break under the load.
Then it happened. The bonds slipped loose. The ropes holding her legs broke, and his extra-hard thrust into her cunt sent her sliding across the bed. She twisted, and her hands came free. For a brief instant, she was torn between keeping her legs spread wide for him and running.
To stay meant maintaining the joys ripping through her body. But to run promised even greater delight. She jumped off the bed and ran.

CHAPTER EIGHT

"Damned bitch!" he screamed. "Come back here!" He rolled to the floor, and it took him a couple of seconds to get on his feet. He roared and raced after her, intent on fucking the living hell out of her now.
"You'll never catch me!" she yelled back over her shoulder. She dodged his outstretched hands and ran into the living room. Panting, she braced a big chair between the two of them. Her tits jiggled, and her breath came in harsh gusts.
He watched her every movement and got even hotter for her. Nothing in the whole Goddamned world mattered to him as much as getting a firm grip on this sexy blonde bitch and fucking the shit out of her. His cock demanded it, his manhood demanded it. She had actually run away while he had been fucking her. She wouldn't get away with that.
"Okay, slut, you're asking for it! Just give up and let me finish! Md maybe I won't discipline you too much!"
"Go to hell!" she cried. Her eyes glowed like hot coals. She was more turned on than she had ever been. She provocatively stoked her fleecy patch of pussy fur. Her furry triangle was dotted with drips of her cunt juice. He darted toward her and she jumped over the chair, her legs flashing whitely in the light.
"Come back here!" he called. He watched as her ass twitched and she flipped over the chair head-first. For a brief instant, her legs were just far enough apart that he could see her cunt. The silky hair surrounding her cunt was almost invisible, but her pink pussy lips were visibly wide. He wanted to shove his prick back into her humid cunt.
"Never! You're going to have to catch me and tie me up before you get me again! You're no master of mine! You couldn't be! I got away too easily!"
He dived at her and immediately regretted his actions. His prick stood out at an angle from his groin and caught on the top of the chair as he went over. He howled in pain. But then his cock snapped back and pulsed even harder than before with lust.
Len saw the girl running down the hallway toward the basement stairs. That single view of her almost made him come. Her long, legs, so perfectly shaped, her womanly thighs and ass, her glistening patch of cunt fur, her tits with their cherry-red nipples, her blonde hair flowing around her shoulders, made him all the more desirous of her.
She was beautiful. And the best fuck in the entire Goddamn world! And he was going to have her!
"Just wait! I'll show you! You're gonna be sorry when I catch you this time! It's not going to be a simple fucking! No way! I'm going to make you pay!"
The words stimulated him as much as they did the girl. She heard him jumping to his feet and felt him running right behind her. The fucking had burned its way into her cunt. She ran slightly bowlegged from the fucking she'd received.
She stumbled on the bottom step, and this was all it took for him to get her. He grabbed her waist and lifted her off the floor. He spun her around and dumped her onto an old mattress on the floor of the basement. Heavy dust rose around her.
The man found a long length of clothesline and wrapped a double loop around her ankles. When her feet were securely bound together, he rolled her over and tied her hands behind her back. Then he tied her wrists to her ankles, so she could only lie on her side or kneel.
"Suck my prick, bitch!" he commanded coldly.
She looked up into his eyes and saw stark lust burning there. She caught fire with renewed fury and began to struggle to her knees. When he began to whip her with a length of the clothesline, she realized he would go to any extreme.
A thrill of real fear shot through her body as she wondered if he might torture her. She tried to rise up. His stinging lash descended over and over again, but she could almost ignore the pain because of the sight of his prick bucking so near to her face. She inched forward on her knees. The way he had her tied up made every movement painful. But his cock! That wouldn't be painful at all. It would be a wonderful feeling in her mouth, rolling her lips along the turgid length, tasting the male musk his cock was sure to offer her.
"Suck, damn it!" he repeated, whipping her relentlessly. She cringed as the rope landed fully on her back and raised ugly red welts, feeding the flames of her lust like nothing else before.
Gulping, she sucked the thick, bulbous head of his prick into her mouth. Her lips were quivering as she sucked in her breath. His cock bobbed and then slipped firmly into her mouth. She stopped for a moment when she felt another heavy lash from the rope.
"Don't stop!" he commanded. "Keep your mouth working on my prick! Suck me off, damn you, you stupid cunt!"
The rope lashed across her back another time, and she knew then what she had to do. "Please, master, don't beat me! I� I'll suck you off the best you ever had if only you'll stop!"
She didn't wait to see if he would stop. She immediately sucked his prick back into her mouth. She gasped as she tasted his male musk. The odor rushed into her nostrils and made him flare wide. But the taste was sheer heaven for her!
She licked and lapped and gave his cock the best tonguing she had ever given a prick. The rope continued to land on her naked back, but soon he slowed down his whipping as passion took control of his senses.
"Ummm, yeah! Baby, yeah!" he muttered. "I love you to do that. Can't get Kat to suck my cock. Says it� it's dirty. Perverted. But you're my sex slave! So suck, damn you, suck me off!"
The teenager tried to stick her tongue into the piss-slit at the end of his prick. They both knew she couldn't possibly get her rough, pink tongue into his prick, but it was the attempt that excited both of them. She cradled the head of his cock with her tongue. Then she rolled her wet tongue all around his prick until he was gasping for air.
He took a step backward, and she fell forward onto her face. Luckily, she managed to twist just enough to keep from smashing hard into the mattress. She turned and looked up at his prick far above her head.
"Suck!" was all he said. She struggled to get back onto her knees. He wasn't going to make this any easier for her than he had to and that strangely stirred her emotions. She wanted to please him. She wanted to obey his every command. Only then would she feel fulfilled, a complete woman.
She managed to suck his prick into her mouth again. This time, she lapped the side of his prick until she came to the furry sac containing his balls. Pressing her tongue firmly against his quivering sac, she felt his balls tumble and churn the thick stew of his jism.
She snuggled closer, and sucked his balls into her mouth, gnawing gently.
"Bitch!" he snarled. He beat on her back and ass again. She kept sucking and licking his balls until she knew he was only seconds away from coming. When his halls surged and lurched, she moved back to the shaft of his cock and kissed her way back to the purpled tip.
Suddenly he stepped back and she fell again onto the floor.
"You weren't good enough!" he lied. "You failed to please me. I see no other solution to this poor performance than to punish you."
"Please, master, let me suck on your cock some more! I want it! I want it! I love your cock!"
"Yes," he smiled. "I know. And that's why the master is not going to give it to his slave. At least, not the way she wants it!"

CHAPTER NINE

"What are you going to do to me?" Annemarie demanded to know.
"I think you should be punished for all the trouble you're putting me to," he said. "After all, didn't. I tie you down on the bed? I was fucking you � enjoying myself � and then you got free and ran. You ran away! And I won't tolerate that!"
"But, master!" she pleaded, beginning to enjoy the game again, "I did everything you wanted after you recaptured me. I sucked your cock as hard as I could."
"It wasn't good enough."
"I tried, I did! It was the best I could do with you hitting me on the back, and with my hands tied the way they are."
"I think I'll free you."
A surge of despair raced through the young girl's mind. He couldn't! That would be quitting too soon.
He untied her wrists from her ankles, leaving her hands firmly bound together as well as her ankles tied to each other. She straightened up, but he pushed her down with his foot.
"You annoy me," he yelled. "And you must be punished for all the things you have done, slave!"
The word "slave" renewed her hope that he wasn't simply giving up.
The man found a straight-backed wooden chair and sat on it. With a quick jerk, he pulled her across his lap, her ass poking up into the air.
She gulped when she felt him stroking the smooth curves of her ass. He lay the flat of his hand on her ass and then began squeezing gently. The girl kept her mouth firmly closed. She wanted to tell him what to do, but she couldn't. She was his slave, and slaves didn't tell their masters what to do.
Especially when the slave was so firmly bound. Her wrists were still tied behind her back, and her ankles were tingling from lack of circulation.
He began to spank her. The first resounding slap took her by surprise. She heard the echo before she really felt pain from the stinging swat. By this time, the entire basement was echoing with the blows. She felt each and every one of them.
He gave her a long, hard paddling. She found herself responding in a surprising way. Her cunt drooled from the excitement. The rising heat from her ass spread throughout her body, and soon she was squirming and wiggling in an attempt to avoid the blows raining down on her ass.
"Quit moving!" he commanded. "I might miss!"
"Please, master, I'll be good! Just don't spank me any more!"
"I'll spank you like a little girl because I enjoy seeing the red marks appear on your snowy-white ass!" He landed a few more open-handed blows on her upturned ass and smiled. The criss-cross pattern amused him. Soon her butt looked like an erotic checkerboard from his spanking.
She continued to squirm and struggle. He decided to show her who was boss. He doubled up a length of the clothesline and landed that across her ass. And then instead of spanking her across the ass, he landed each and every blow from the rope into the crack of her ass.
He even reached her cunt lips, no matter how much she tried to keep her legs shut against the rope. The wet slapping of the cotton rope against her pussy pleased and excited him.
And it was driving her out of her skull. She had to have something more substantial driving into her cunt. The blows were tickling and stimulating. Her already rigid cunt lips tinged and pulsed. Never had her cunt felt so aroused, so stimulated. She wanted to scream out her joys, but she was afraid he might stop.
"Like that, bitch? Do you?" he called to her. The sound of the rope smacking into her ass gash almost drowned out the man's words. Her head buzzed from the blood drumming in her temples. She was getting dizzy.
"Yes, oh, yes! More, give me more! And fuck me! I want to feel your cock, tooooooo!"
Her sudden come surprised her. She had felt the sexual tensions mounting, but she hadn't realized she was this close to coming. When the fierce winds had died down a bit and she caught her breath, she realized then that the man's cock was poking hard into her belly.
She rocked back and, forth to stimulate his prick. And this was enough to provoke him to dump her out onto the floor. She rolled off and landed on her back, looking up into his blazing eyes. She sobbed, "Please fuck me! My cunt is burning up with need!"
"I won't!" he answered flatly.
She began to cry, her tears running down her cheeks. He couldn't do this to her! It was too humiliating. He had spanked her and forced her to suck his prick, and then he hadn't let her finish the blow job, and now this! She was livid with frustration.
Me stood up, grabbed her ankle, and pulled her roughly along the floor until she was lying behind the chair. Then he grabbed her armpits and pulled her to her feet.
"Stand there!" he ordered. She found she couldn't. She toppled forward, bending at the waist over the back of the wooden chair in which he had been sitting. The sharp ridge along the top of the chair cut into her tender belly. She tensed her muscles and tried to stand up again.
He pushed her head down and held her in this position. He wrapped a rope around her neck and tied it under the seat of the chair. She was bound to the chair in a pretzel shape.
"I like this better!" he told her fondling her tortured ass. "Now spread those legs of yours real wide!"
"You beast!" she cried out. "How can you do this to me?" To make sure he didn't get the idea that she was just like his wife, complaining for real, she wiggled her ass seductively.
"You bitches are all alike!" he said. He rubbed the well-spanked expanse of her ass, which made her insides shake.
"What do you mean, master?"
"You're all cock teasers! You let me fuck you just enough to get really hot, then you ran!"
"You frightened me, master," she lied. This was turning into more fun than she'd ever had before. Even if the top of the chair was cutting into her ribs. She found it hard to breathe, but this was a small penalty to pay for the excitement building in her body. The ropes bit cruelly into her wrists, and her legs felt like leaden weights, but the fucking to come would make up for all that.
"The hell I did! I doubt you've been frightened of a man's cock since you had a cherry. You probably fuck anything that moves!"
His words sent shivers of delight up the girl's spine. She had!
But what came next? The uncertainty kept her strung out to the highest possible sexual level. She was helpless and totally subservient to this man. His slightest whim was her command. No amount of fighting could possibly free her from this humiliating position � and that made it all the more delicious!
"Wh-what are you going to do to me, master?" she asked in a shaky voice.
"I think I'm going to leave you."
"What?" she responded, shocked.
"In the dark. I'll be back. In a couple hours, maybe." He turned the lights out, plunging her into complete darkness. The sound of his footsteps going up the stairs echoed back to her. She fought hard against her bonds, but he had her tied too tightly to ever get loose.
"No, don't leave me like this! You can't do it!"
But he did. She hung over the top of the chair in the absolute darkness of the basement for what seemed like hours. She began to ache in every joint of her body. The ropes cut painfully into her wrists and legs.
She felt frightened and abandoned. Now she feared she wasn't good enough for him to fuck. She tried to get free from her bonds.
The motion sent tiny tremors into her chest, and she felt more and more blood pumping into her titflesh. Soon, her nipples began to spring erect from the stimulation. But she wanted cock and lots of it. Now her pussy was hollow and aching and entirely empty of anything except lust. He'd turned her on, tied her up, and then walked out on her.
She screamed and was mocked by the echo. She knew then that it wouldn't do any good to shout in the hope she would be rescued. The concrete walls kept her screams from leaving the room.
"Why did you leave me, master?" she cried openly. She felt the tears running down her cheeks. But she couldn't even wipe them away, not with her hands tied down to the chair legs. The welts across her back pulsed and throbbed with a vicious silence that made her cry even harder. And the ache in her pussy became sharper.
She jumped and strained against the ropes when she heard a quiet voice asking, "Me you repentant enough to want this?"
She felt a prick drive hard into her cunt. She almost passed out from the shock. One second, she was all alone in the cellar, and then came the cock fucking hard into her cunt. Her love juices had long since dried up. Now the cock driving so hard into her cunt found only hard cunt walls.
She screamed in pain as his prick ripped along and pulled harshly at her ungreased cunt walls. Then she felt the sluggish flowing of cunt juice in response to the thick length of cock inside her, pulsing and throbbing powerfully. In a few more fucks in and out of her cunt, her pussy was entirely juicy again.
"Why did you come back, mister?" she moaned out.
There was no answer.
That frightened her. What if this wasn't Len? What, if some bum had been spying on them and was taking advantage of her predicament to knock off a quick piece? She didn't know whose prick was in her pussy. As long as the man didn't say a word, she couldn't be sure who it was fucking her from behind.
"Who is it? Who's there?" she cried out. She struggled again, but the ropes wouldn't budge. The sweat from her wrists made the ropes tighten. She was even more helpless than she'd been before!
She felt the cock drive in and out of her cunt a few more times. It pulled the flesh around her clit tight and sent lightning bolts of delight into her belly. She shuddered and came, but it wasn't the big orgasm she had been hoping for.
Fear kept the teenager's emotions confused and rampaging. Was she being raped by a stranger? She couldn't find out. The rope around her neck prevented her looking backwards.
She gasped as the rotary motion of the cock continued in her pussy. She groaned and felt the man fondling her ass. He stroked and pressed against the meaty slabs of her asscheeks. This would tell her if it was Len or someone else, she thought.
The girl was wrong. He grabbed a handful of ass meat and began to knead it like a lump of dough. She groaned as the sensations worked their way into her belly. The way he twisted at her ass stretched the skin across her clit even more taut.
She came again, this time a little bigger than before. But it still lacked the intensity she had been expecting.
His cock plopped wetly from her pussy and, for a ghastly minute, she thought the man was going to leave her again. It no longer mattered to her to know whether this was Len or not, as long as he fucked her good and hard! Her cunt needed it. If she didn't get lots of cock soon, she would surely go entirely out of her mind.
"Don't go!" she pleaded. "I want your cock in me, fucking me good! Don't leave me all alone again!"
The man moved closer to her. She felt the heat of his crotch near her ass, and then the crinkly hairs of his thighs stimulating her sensitive assflesh. He pulled her asscheeks apart, and then positioned his prick against her asshole.
The feeling of his huge prick poking into her asshole set her off again. This come was even larger than the one before. She shuddered and goose flesh covered her arms and upper body. Her tits were beginning to respond to what was being done to her ass, her nipples throbbing with every frenzied beat of her heart. How she wished he would squeeze her tits!
But he didn't. His total attentions seemed directed at her ass. She felt the slippery prick prod even harder against her tensed asshole. The prick blasted up her asshole, her entire body reacted. She came again, her teeth shaking from the intensity. But still she wanted more.
"More!" she sobbed. "Give me more! I want to feel it raking my tonsils!" The stoic man said nothing. He began pulling his prick out of her tight asshole.
This was as much torture as anything else done to her. A powerful vacuum formed in her guts as he pulled his prick out. The girl thought her insides would be pulled out along with the departing cock. She wiggled her ass as much as possible to give the man the idea that he should stay lodged deep inside her, but it didn't work.
When only the thick head of his prick remained inside her tight asshole, she tensed her muscles more, trying to squeeze down on his cock. A tiny yelp from his lips was the first sound he'd made since he began this phantom fucking from behind. But it wasn't good enough for her to identify the man screwing her ass.
When he started to drive his red-hot spike of cock back into her, she couldn't control her body any longer. She exploded with an orgasm that brought tears to her eyes. Her entire body was racked by the most intense pleasure imaginable. And still he stroked avidly into her ass, fucking her to another climax.
He fucked her repeatedly, his thighs grinding into her ass. The teenager came again at the feel of the cock digging deeper and deeper into her ass. He greased her with more speed and power now. He stretched her insides into new and wondrously fine directions until she just feared her insides would be torn apart by his cock. He fucked faster. The heat mounted in her guts.
The fucking activated all the nerves in her cunt. She began to feel her thick juices sluggishly dripping down the insides of her thighs, tickling her, stimulating her, giving her another come.
Then she blasted off in a series of orgasms. One come was followed so rapidly by another that she might have been a human machine-gun firing pleasure. She thrashed around the impaling spike of cock fucking her ass. She screamed. She strained against the ropes until they cut into her slender wrists and ankles. And she kept coming.
Just when she thought she would surely die from the sustained orgasm, she began to calm down. Straining harder at the ropes binding her, now the girl wanted nothing more than to be left alone to feel the warm fuzziness following the superb fucking.
But the man's prick was stiff and hard and eager in her ass. She sobbed out, "Please, I ache up the ass! Don't fuck me any more!"
Her words shocked her. She'd never thought any man could fuck her too much. Now it had happened. He gripped her hips with feverish intensity as he plunged his cock into her asshole repeatedly. He sped his furious fucking. And in spite of herself, the blonde felt her desires mounting again.
She jerked as he drove his prick harder into her tender ass. And then she felt the liquid gush of his jism all the way up into her guts, creaming her insides. His prick pulsed and jetted out spurt after gooey spurt of jizz. She gasped for breath and came again. This orgasm was the best of all of them.
She screamed, "Unnggghhhh! It burns! My ass is on fire with your fucking cock!"
"God, yes!" the man said, the first words he spoke during the entire ass fucking. "Never felt am ass so tight before! It was something super!"
She felt his cock go limp inside her ass and dribble out in a flow of semen. Then the lights came on, almost blinding her. She managed to look toward the top of the stairs. Standing there, with a horrified look on her face, was Marcia.
"Sweet Jesus God, no!" the girl cried out. "My own father! And Annemarie! No!"
Marcia turned and ran.

CHAPTER TEN

"Marcia! Come back!" called Len, running up the stairs. Annemarie could only wait and hope that the man returned soon to let her loose.
Her cunt and ass still burned from the fucking she had just received. Everything Len had done had been perfect. She loved it!
Craning her neck, Annemarie was able to get a better view of the stairs. Suddenly Len appeared carrying Marcia, who was kicking and clawing at him. He easily controlled her violent actions and dumped her onto the dusty mattress.
She jumped up and tried to escape. He reached out and caught her arm, dragging her back to the floor.
"Nope, you're going to stay here and listen to what I have to say about all this, young lady."
"Go to hell, you monster!" Marcia shrieked, her eyes wide. She pointed at Annemarie and screamed, "What have you done to her? I saw you when I turned on the lights! You tied her up and then you� then you did things to her!"
"He didn't 'do things' to me, Marcia," interrupted Annemarie. "He tied me up, spanked my ass until I came, and, then he fucked me until I came again and again. It was marvelous!"
"What?" the girl responded, shocked. "I don't believe this. I knew you were really a sicko when it came to sex, Annemarie, but I never thought you'd enjoy having anyone do� this� to you."
"Do what? What I enjoy? It is you who is sick if you feel anything done between adults is wrong."
"Yes, Marcia," piped up Len. "You seem to have acquired your mother's fucked-up head as well as her beauty. She can't get things right, either."
"Right? You call doing things to a helpless girl fight? My God, how awful!"
Annemarie said to Len, "I think your daughter suffers from the same fantasies I do � with one more. She has a craving for the cock of her father."
"Shut your mouth, bitch!" the man snapped. But the tone of his voice suggested he thought it might be true. He turned to Marcia and asked, "Is she right? Do you really want that kind of action?"
"God, no! To have my very own father fuck me would be horrid!" she protested. But she had revealed her true desires when she used the word "fuck".
Len moved with the speed of a striking snake. He gripped his daughter's upper arms and pulled her flat onto the mattress. Her fighting lacked much spirit. He was able to easily tie her hands behind her back as he had done with Annemarie.
Marcia kicked him hard in the shins. He yelped in pain, then slapped her across the face.
"God, you beast! How can you do this?" Marcia demanded.
"Yes, master, it isn't right for you to fuck your own daughter!" Annemarie chimed in. She smiled when she saw the looks exchanged by the two. Marcia was afraid, perhaps more terrified than she'd ever been in her life. But there was desire there, too. Of all the men in the world, she worshiped her father the most and wanted to give him pleasure.
And Len's face showed passion for his daughter. He realized then that he had to take away all sense of guilt from the girl by tying her up. That way, she wouldn't be allowing him to do anything to her; he would be forcing his will on her.
With a quick turn he held Marcia's wrists tightly and tied her up. He dumped her on top of Annemarie. Both girls gasped as Marcia fell heavily over Annemarie's pretzeled back. The chair cut cruelly into Annemarie's belly as Marcia's weight forced her down.
"Don't do this, master!" she moaned, hoping he wouldn't stop. She quickly figured out his scheme. He was tying his daughter's legs to the same chair legs that hers were fastened to. A quick turn of rope held Marcia's body firmly on top of hers. They were bent together over the top of the chair like two slices of bread in a sandwich. Annemarie wondered if the meat would be shoved in between them.
"You offend me with your outmoded morality, girl," Len told his daughter. He began taking off her clothes. She struggled and nearly choked Annemarie.
"Stop it, damn it, don't wiggle so! You're going to cut me in half!" Annemarie warned. Marcia stopped struggling.
The man began stripping the jeans off his daughter. Her feet were tied down, so he couldn't pull them much farther than the curve of her ass. He grunted, then picked up a sharp knife and began slicing her heavy denim off her body.
"Daddy, no! Don't use the knife on my jeans!" But he continued. Soon she was clad only in her blouse and panties. And the thin cotton panties wouldn't last long under the sharp blade of the knife.
Surprising her, he tossed the knife aside without slicing away the panties from her cunt. The girl looked back over her shoulder and saw an expression of lust on his face.
She began to squirm again until she heard the moans of the girl tied underneath her. The slightest movement on her part brought added pain to her friend.
"Such a lovely ass!" Len said. "And it's going to be mine." He moved closer and shoved his thick prick forward. Marcia jumped in reaction, but it was Annemarie who received his cock all the way up her cunt.
"Ummmm, so wonderful your prick feels inside me! And it's turning stiffer! I can feel it hardening in my cunt!" She tensed her cunt muscles and gave his prick a good squeeze. He moaned, and she began relaxing and tensing her belly muscles to give him the greatest pleasure possible. When the thick juices flowed from her cunt and lubricated his prick, he began to slowly fuck her. The delight boiling up in her cunt offset the pain from the weight of the other girl on top of her.
"No!" protested Marcia. "You can't fuck her! If you have to fuck one of us, do it to me!"
"So you're turning noble. You want my prick so you can save your friend from such a horrible fate. What do you say, Annemarie, my little sex slave? Should I fuck my own daughter instead of you?"
"Whatever you want, master," she said.
"Very well. I'll tend to my self-sacrificing daughter and fuck her a little bit."
Marcia groaned as his prick smashed into her cunt. She didn't get the entire length buried up her virgin cunt, however. Her cotton panties seemed to hold back the fleshy battering-ram of cock. He shoved harder and carried a bit more of her panties into her cunt hole. The girl felt as if her entire body was on fire.
The pressure of his cock against her panties transmitted itself all over her cunt. He was able to apply pressure to her pussy mound and all the skin around her cunt. When she felt her tiny little clit begin to perk up, she knew he was succeeding in turning her on. She hated herself for responding to the man. After all, he was her daddy! But the tension building inside her couldn't be denied.
She could feel her cotton panties yielding with every stroke, and she was turned on just a little more every time he fucked into her. The cloth stretched and clutched firmly at her pussy mound. It tantalized the tip of her erect clit.
But that wasn't enough. This was like an appetizer before a meal. She had to have the full course. March had to have her daddy fucking her cunt! Her virgin cunt!
"Give it to me, please, Daddy, please! I'm burning up inside. I have to feel what it's like!"
He said nothing but continued to drive harder and faster into her panties. There was a tiny tearing sound as his prick shoved hard against the fabric, now soaked with her cunt juices. Her virgin cunt was slobbering as if begging for the full length of his prick. Nothing less would please her now.
The cloth ripped and his prick hurtled into her cunt. She screamed as he rammed hard against the rubbery curtain of her hymen. He bounced back, then shot forward again. The blunted head of his cock slowly stretched her cherry until it popped.
She screamed again as she felt as if her guts were being ripped apart. She hadn't thought it would be this painful. And then she realized the pain was turning into a dull ache, which soon faded away to be replaced by a mounting excitement. This was totally different from anything else the girl had ever experienced before. She was shaking all over.
When her father pulled his bloodied prick out of her virgin cunt, she loudly begged him to fuck her good. He stuffed his prick back into her cunt. When he began to really fuck her, she thought she would lose her mind from the pleasure.
And her father was the one who'd plucked her cherry. That gave her an added thrill. The feelings rampaging inside her cunt were new to her. She didn't know how to control them. And she achieved her first orgasm unexpectedly. It leaped through her tender young body when she least expected it.
Tensing, crying out, she thrashed around wildly.
"Stop, please! You're killing me!" Annemarie screamed.
"Maybe this will help," Len said. There was a wet plopping sound, then he shot his prick into Annemarie's agitated cunt. He fucked her with short, quick strokes that created a hot friction against her pussy walls. The sudden warmth in her cunt flared into an all-consuming fire that raged through her. She exploded in climax.
When she came to her senses after her orgasm, she realized that his prick was no longer up her cunt, but in Marcia's. He fucked Marcia for a while, and then Annemarie again. From one cunt to the other he pulled and plunged his thick cock.
"My God, you're both so tight and seething hot, I can barely stand it!" he groaned. His prick was shaking hard.
"More! Deeper! I have to have it all!" Marcia moaned. "I'm getting to be a greedy b-bitch! F-fuck meeeee! Fuck me goooood!"
Len snapped, "Don't use foul words like that! I must punish you for it!" A ringing slap sounded, and Annemarie felt the shock of his swat on Marcia's naked ass.
And then he really fucked her. Slowly, he drove in and out. His relentless prick warmed her to the point where she came, but still he fucked on, faster. His prick swelled inside her tight cunt. He began using a corkscrewing motion to drill deeper into his daughter's pussy. He fucked as hard and fast as he could, and she got off again. Her convulsing pussy clamped fiercely on his buried cock, and he came. He blasted out streamers of his thick gooey manseed. He filled her cunt to overflowing, then slipped his limp cock out.
He looked at the two girls tied to the chair and sighed. He asked, "Should I leave you two alone to discuss this? Or would you rather be freed?"
"You're killing me!" said Annemarie, fighting for air. The weight of Marcia's body was increasingly painful. Len smiled and untied the ropes holding them to the chair. Annemarie collapsed onto the mattress and didn't mind at all that it was dusty. It felt so damned good to not be bent double any more!
But what thrilled her the most was the knowledge that Len hadn't undone the ropes holding her wrists tightly together. There was more to come. For both her and Marcia!

CHAPTER ELEVEN

Len looked down at the two bound girls and sighed. How he wished he could get another hard-on!
"My hands," said Marcia. "They're turning cold from lack of circulation. Why don't you untie us?"
"Why should I?" he asked, looking down at his half-naked daughter. Her pussy still attracted him. Tiny flecks of blood and come dotted her busy, and this made her pussy all the more attractive to him. He wanted to bury his prick in her cunt and fuck her until she came apart at the seams.
"But, look, Daddy, we're not your personal sex slaves. That was just a little fantasy. Wasn't it?"
Annemarie had other things on her mind. She knew what she wanted by the itch deep inside her cunt. "Master, please, don't make us eat out each other's pussy. That would be so� degrading." She had almost said "fun" but had caught the word and held it back at the last instant.
Her words excited him. His prick stirred slightly. "No," he said. "You won't do that." He saw his daughter tense a little bit. He almost laughed thinking of his little girl lying down on the dusty mattress, and gobbling pussy. And he wondered what it would be like for him to crawl between her legs and eat her out.
"A daisy chain," he announced. "We'll form a daisy chain, and if you don't suck my prick good enough, I'll have to whip you both. That'll give you the incentive you seem to need!"
The words thrilled Annemarie as much as they confused Marcia, who obviously had no idea at all what a daisy chain was.
He dragged Annemarie toward Marcia, pushing her head onto the inside of one of Marcia's thighs, so that her mouth was just inches away from Marcia's curly black-furred cunt. "Now suck on her clit! Drive your tongue into her cunt, eat her out!"
Annemarie avidly lapped and licked and drove her tongue relentlessly all over the young girl's come-soaked cunt. She loved the taste of the dried fuck juices. Licking them away with her tongue made her shiver. The feeling raced up and down her spine and made her own cunt begin to chum again.
"Now you, girl, suck on my prick!"
"It'll be an educational experience for you. And I'll take care of our blonde friend's pussy!"
Marcia looked at her daddy's prick and wondered just what to do with it. Then she sighed as she felt her body tingling from the tongue fucking Annemarie was giving her. She decided to do the same for her father.
She sucked in his limp prick and licked around the rim. Len moaned and shoved his crotch closer to her face. She licked up and down the entire length of his limp prick, licking off the oddly tasty come dried there. Then she realized she was also licking her dried cunt juice, and this excited her even more.
His cock stiffened slowly. She teased him, licking the loose folds of flesh all along his cock.
"Ummm, that's good, Marcia!" he said. "Keep doing just that!"
He grunted when she sucked his prick and his balls into her mouth.
She shivered again, both with the sensation of Annemarie's cock-hard tongue fucking deeply into her pussy, and the knowledge that she was a prisoner being forced into his group sex scene. She sucked even harder until her father's prick would no longer fit in her mouth.
Len had to hold back his own convulsive shivers. He didn't want to scare Marcia with any sudden moves, but he wanted to suck Annemarie's pussy. Her blonde-rimmed cunt was too appealing to him to ignore.
He crawled between her legs. She seemed intent on keeping him out. That was fine with him � he enjoyed forcing his attentions on the girl as much as she enjoyed his dominant attitudes. When he managed to get closer to her pussy, he found her cunt hole already dribbling out a thick flow of tasty cunt juices. He speared his tongue deep into her pussy.
She shuddered and came. He tongued her cunt lips, tasting her salty love oils. Her thick sauce covered his tongue and he found he wanted more.
And he could take it as he wished. He licked and sucked up and down the entire length of her pussy. Her pussy was churning out more frothy juices.
He sucked her cunt roughly until he found the center of her cunt lips. Poking up was the tiny spire of her clitoris. He swirled his tongue around the base, then spiraled in, giving her a jolt of sexual electricity that raced throughout her body. She tensed and spurted out a sudden gush of liquid as she came again.
He still licked her clit, teasing it, flicking his rough pink tongue over it. Whatever he could do to stimulate the girl, he did. He finally closed his lips on her clit and sucked as hard as he could.
Her thighs clamped down hard on his ears. She was having one hell of a powerful come. He rode out the storm racking the young girl's body, and then as her sweaty thighs relaxed, he went back to work on her little clit.
He rolled her clit around like a tiny marble, then sucked it into his mouth again. Using his lips to stroke the spire of sensitive flesh, he began flicking his tongue over only the tip. He heard her gasp, then she tensed again with still another come.
The orgasms he gave to Annemarie caused her to suck in her breath as she continued to suck Marcia's cunt. Annemarie stopped sucking for a moment, and her breath came in harsh, hot gusts that stimulated Marcia's cunt as much as her rough, probing tongue had done.
Marcia sucked harder on her daddy's prick, and he sucked harder on Annemarie's pussy. Everything they did affected the others and spurred them on to even more intense oral pleasures.
Now Annemarie really went to work on Marcia's cunt. She shot her tongue in and out of her tight cunt hole. Pressing hard against the cunt walls, she tried to enlarge the tunnel of pussy. This gave Marcia intense stabs of delight that raced up into her belly. It was almost as good as when her daddy had fucked her. And she wanted more!
This was obvious to Annemarie by the way Marcia crammed her cunt down onto her mouth. She sucked the entire length of Marcia's cunt as hard as she could. Thick juices came spilling out of Marcia's cunt. Annemarie licked up the juices.
When she started licking the pink-tinged, rigid flaps of her aroused cunt lips, Marcia came. Annemarie kept sucking as the girl soared through her come.
"Ummm, it feels so different the way you lick all over my pussy!" moaned Marcia.
"What do you mean it feels different? You mean when a girl does it instead of a boy?" Annemarie asked.
"No, no," the other girl said hurriedly. "I mean it feels different having a tongue all over my pussy lips instead of my fingers. This is so much more fun than masturbating!"
Annemarie would have laughed except she had better things to do with her mouth. She stabbed her tongue into the girl's cunt. The flood of juices pouring out from between those tightly clenched cunt lips told her the excitement the other girl felt. She began a slow, tongue fucking designed to drive Marcia wild.
She succeeded. Marcia went berserk. Her body gave one convulsive shudder, then she exploded, thrashing around so much that Annemarie could hardly keep her mouth fixed firmly on her pussy.
Annemarie sighed, trying to relax and enjoy the way Len tongue fucked her pussy. She tensed her cunt muscles, then relaxed them totally. It made little difference as long as it was his tongue inside her flowing pussy.
"Daddy!" cried Marcia. "Your cock is growing so big! It's supposed to do that, isn't it?"
"Yes, ummmm, oh, God! Yes, it is," he muttered. "You're sucking real good on my cock! I love the way you use your tongue. Me you sure you haven't been sneaking out and giving some of your boyfriends' blow jobs just for practice?"
"What, those clowns? Don't be ridiculous!" the girl sniffed. Then in a teasing tone she added, "I've been saving up for you!"
Annemarie shuddered as Len's tongue prodded her to another orgasm. Never in one afternoon had she been fucked this much. She was suddenly glad she'd come to America.

CHAPTER TWELVE

"Should I s-suck it off? You off? However you say it?" asked Marcia, unsure of what to do with her daddy's nice, long, quivering prick.
"Don't worry about it, honey," Len said, sitting up. He glanced down and saw the purple head of his prick slowly expanding. The blood was pumping hard into his prick now. He could hardly believe it had been his very own daughter who had sucked him hard.
He looked up and saw Annemarie staring at his cock. He knew what was going through the blonde girl's head. She wanted another chance at his prick. Should he give it to her or save it for his daughter?
He decided to fuck Annemarie. But how? It would have to be different for the sophisticated European girl. Simple fucking probably bored her. He would have to do this differently to really get her off. Then he had it. "On your feet, Annemarie. We're going to show my daughter some acrobatics."
"Acrobatics?" she asked, wondering what he had in mind. She would have been content if he'd simply ordered her to suck his prick. But with her hands still securely tied behind her back, she was his slave to command as he wished.
She struggled to her feet and stood with her legs spread provocatively wide. Len could see dewy droplets of her cunt juice running from her excited pussy. She was all ready for his prick. All he had to do was order her.
"I'm going to fuck you, just like this!" With a quick scooping motion, he grabbed her ass and lifted her off the floor. Then he tipped her backwards, turning her upside down.
She felt him forcing his prick firmly into her cunt lips. She realized then why he was doing this. With the blood running to her head like this, she might be able to get off even more on the fucking. And with her hands firmly tied behind her back, it was even better!
"Go on, Len!" she urged. "Do it to me! I want to feel your cock in my cunt!"
Marcia sat on the floor, watching as her daddy raised Annemarie's ass a little more, then sank down. They groaned and shivered.
Len plunged his cock deep into her pussy. His cock bent downward, and Len thought it would be yanked from his groin. He hadn't counted on the girl's cunt being so tight and clinging. He should have remembered the virgin-tight fit from when he had fucked her earlier. But it was too late to back out of this upside-down fucking. He began lowering her until she caught her breath. Then he pulled her back into his groin and sank his prick all the way up into her cunt.
Annemarie got a real rush out of this. She could raise up slightly and peer up between her tits. They were like an erotic gunsight on what was happening in her cunt. She could see his huge prick sinking into her, vanishing completely from sight.
She found she could aid this fucking by locking her legs around the man's waist. Controlling the force of his re-entry into her cunt gave them both tingles and thrills.
Annemarie managed to glance over at Marcia. The girl seemed to be hypnotized by the sight of her daddy fucking her friend. Annemarie licked her lips, and then a shivery sensation hit her and she couldn't focus her eyes any more. The quake pf orgasm blasted through her and made the fucking even more intense.
She wondered how the man stood it. She could tell by the angle at which his prick was bent that he was straining to the limits of his endurance.
The teenager wanted this to go on forever, but from the way his prick felt inside her cunt, she knew he would get off way too soon for both their liking. His thick cock was swelling as if he was going to spurt out his gooey come at any instant.
She tried slowing him down to prevent his premature come. The way the sweat beaded on his forehead and then dropped off onto her, body tickled her and made her concentration fade away. Once, when a big, salty drop splattered onto her belly, she came. The tickling feeling coupled with his thick cock burning its way into her cunt was too much for her.
Suddenly he came. He bounced her up and down until her tits bobbed around and her teeth rattled. She felt the liquid surge into her cunt as he blasted his pearly-white jism. Too soon, it was all over.
He lowered Annemarie to the mattress and said, "I'm sorry. I wanted to last longer, but you took it out of me. My cock isn't used to being bent at such an angle and being held by such a tight cunt."
Annemarie sighed and smiled sadly. "Another time we can spend all day long at this. I demand a rematch!"
Len looked embarrassed and then glanced at his daughter. "I don't know if we should ever do anything like this again."
"Daddy, no! I want to! It� it's part of my education! This is a hell of a lot nicer than any old sex education class at school!"
Len laughed. "I suppose it is. But here, let me untie you two now that we've finished for the day. You've got to realize that sooner or later your mother would walk in on us, just as you walked in on Annemarie and me when I was fucking her up the ass."
"S-she'd understand, too," the girl said weakly. "I'm sure she could be convinced. Maybe the four of us could�"
Len held up his hand. "Stop right there. I'm sure your mother wouldn't ever consider such a thing. And, damn it, I'm not as young as, I used to be. I couldn't handle three hot women all by myself!"
Annemarie said nothing for a moment, her mind racing. Len was a real stud, but what he said was true. She might be able to wear him out; with Marcia and Kat joining in, he couldn't possibly satisfy them. No one man would have the staying power. But if she invited that football player, Stu, that would make quite a little fuck fest. The five of them could do just about anything she'd ever heard of, and she'd heard about one hell of a lot of things.
"As I see it," Annemarie said slowly, "the problem is convincing Kat that this is indeed a fine thing to dp. Is that it?"
"Yeah, I guess that says it all," agreed Len.
"Then let me try to convince her. I have my own little ways." Winking at Len, she knew that her scheme was going to work. It had to. She couldn't stay in the U.S. for an entire year deprived of this man's fine cock � or his daughter's tasty cunt!
"Mrs. Fontaine?" Annemarie called, tucking the tail of her blouse into her skirt.
"In the kitchen, Annemarie," came the answer.
The Dutch teenager saw the woman bending over the stove. She walked toward her silently, helping her unload the groceries from a sack on the counter. Faking an accident, she dropped a glass bottle of fruit juice onto the counter. It splattered all over both of them, drenching them with sticky juice.
"Oh, I am sorry!" said Annemarie. "So clumsy of me to ruin your lovely blouse. Please, let me show you a way to make sure a stain does not set." She began licking the juice off the woman's arms, and managed to open a couple buttons of her blouse before the woman could protest.
"Annemarie, dear, stop that!" she said, pushing the girl away. Annemarie opened another button. Kat protested, "You don't have to do anything like that. We have all sorts of detergents in this country."
"Yes, you do. But this is much more fun!" Annemarie stared at the woman for a second, and confusion raced into Kat's face. She began to say something and then the two of them were pressed lips together, tits touching, nearly glued together by sticky wetness.
Annemarie touched Kat's cheek and said, "Your face is so classically molded. I wish I looked so fine!"
"But you do. It� I� oh, hell!"
The confusion was just what Annemarie needed to unbutton the woman's blouse entirely. She licked the fruit juice from the woman's skin. This time Kat didn't protest. Instead, she returned the favor. Soon they discovered other parts of their bodies soaked with the spilled juice.
It was a long, hot, sweaty, exciting afternoon for both of them. And as Kat was relaxing, thinking about the feel of Annemarie's tongue all over her cunt, the girl quietly asked, "Wouldn't it be fun to have others join us? Like Len and Marcia?"
The woman tensed, but the Dutch girl couldn't tell if it was due to her outrageous suggestion or the way she was rolling the woman's nipples around between her fingertips. Kat leaned back and moaned softly, then said, "Yes, I think that would be nice."
And it was.
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