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CHAPTER ONE

Sybil slapped four slices of bacon into the electric frying pan. She could hear her husband Sid in the bathroom and knew that when he came out, he'd be ill-tempered because the alarm clock hadn't gone off this morning and he feared being late on this, his first morning tutoring the wealthy Dunlap sisters. If she had her way she'd be lolling in bed right now, instead of staring at raw meat and slimy eggs, but she'd made a vow long ago that she'd never force her husband into making his own breakfast � the way her mother had forced her to as a child. Not that he gives a damn, she muttered, stepping back to escape a sizzling spit of bacon grease.
"For Chrissakes, isn't breakfast ready yet?" Sid poked his head in the kitchen door, his fingers working at the buttons of his short-sleeved blue shirt. His eyes were still puffy with sleep.
Sid sat down at the table, throwing the morning paper to the floor and sliced a wedge of butter to scrape over the toast that Sybil had dumped over his shoulder and onto his plate. The irritating noise was torture to her as she was already beginning a sinus headache from the heavy Los Angeles summer time smog inversion that had settled over the valley, and it was all she could do to keep from screaming at him. Wordlessly, she served him breakfast and sat down opposite him with a cup of black coffee. Sybil never ate breakfast; maybe because she'd cooked so many over the seven years of marriage.
"You wouldn't have to rush if you had the girls come over here, you know," Sybil put in, knowing her suggestion would be met with a barrage of negatives. Still, she persisted. "Certainly if the Dunlaps have that much money they could afford to send their kids over in a cab�"
Sid tacitly cursed her with one of his "don't tell me how to run my business" looks and chomped on the crunchy toast, then dabbed the crust in the yellow pool of egg yolk and raised it to his mouth. A tiny speck of yellow egg dribbled from his black mustache, and Sybil had to look the other way to keep from gagging.
He does that just to bug me, she thought, distracting herself by thumbing through the society section of the paper. The sinus headache put her in a rotten disposition, and when she felt rotten she spoke her mind. "Really, Sid, I don't understand why you made such a big deal of converting my sewing room into a classroom for you if you never use it�"
"Knock it off!" Sid grunted, wiping his mouth clean with a paper napkin. Sybil knew it was useless to push the point; you couldn't push Sid into anything. But it was time she started asking questions, she decided.
When Sid had come home from the interview with the Dunlaps yesterday he had, in answer to her questioning, admitted to being successful in being hired, but that's where the conversation stopped.
Then, too, she'd noticed how strange he was acting when he came home last night from his interview. He had a funny look in his eye, and she couldn't help but notice that there was an obvious bulge in his trousers. The way he kept staring at her, too as if he was debating or mulling something over in his mind and was trying to find the answer in her eyes. It made her uneasy� she'd been afraid that he'd try and make her do disgusting things that night in bed. But he had just rolled over on top of her, without so much as an "I love you�" and roughly spread her legs apart. As usual after seven years of marriage, she tried to be responsive and to show some sigh of arousal, but his coarse jabbing with his thick, hardened penis only disgusted her. She'd just lain there with her eyes closed, as he thrust into her, and she breathed a sigh of relief when, with a few heaving grunts, he emptied his semen into her. She could hardly wait for him to roll off her again, before she dashed into the bathroom to wash away the outward signs of their "lovemaking".
Sid broke into her painfully lingering thoughts with a curt good-bye and it was with a feeling of relief that she heard the door slam behind him.

***

Automatically, she began to clear away the breakfast dishes. A dull plodding resentment governed her actions. Used and humiliated� that's how she felt� a piece of property to be used and abused at Sid's whim. Being a good wife had always been her goal, and she kept the house immaculately clean and cooked good meals, and she knew that for her thirty-two years she had a good figure. She squeezed a sticky pool of dish detergent into the dishpan and began to tidy up the other rooms. But she felt no joy in her work, no reward� not even relief. This big beautiful house seemed like such a waste of space. And Sid was the one who'd insisted on having a study where he could tutor children in the summer inter-session to make few extra dollars to augment the meager salary he earned at the "Free School" where he taught pre-teens everything from gymnastics to French. And Sid was so ungrateful for her support and backing!
She couldn't help feeling that most of the fault of the trouble in their marriage lay on Sid's head. She had taxed her patience, skimping here and there on the household budget, remaking last year's fashions into this year's mania, taking in alteration and sewing jobs to bring in a few extra dollars. Nothing helped! Sid just didn't appreciate her efforts at conservation.
Her headache still throbbed above her eyes, so the housewife decided to treat herself to a long, hot bath and ease some of the tension in her taut, stressed body.
As the bath was filling to the brim, Sybil slipped off her breakfast robe and nightdress and scrutinized herself in the full-length mirror. On the whole, she was pleased with what she saw. Her tummy was a trifle rounded, but knew that it was not unattractive. "Titianesque�" as Sid called it. Apart from that small imperfection, she still had the figure she had that day, over eight years ago, when she'd met Sid at college and he had stared so rudely at her. Goodness! She was young then� so much had happened in those fifteen years. And not all for the best, either! she sighed, stepping into the tub.
She lay back, covering her shoulders with the calming hot water. The ends of her Raphealite strawberry-blonde curls floated for a moment and then sank into the water to straighten into slender strands of silk. A sigh of contentment broke from her chest as the warmth seeped into her pores, internally massaging her aching muscles and tight, tension-taut neck muscles.
As she lay there soaking, she reminisced on those lost fifteen years, remembering how at seventeen she'd been cheerful, vivacious, full of hope, self-promises� a far cry from the lonely, depressed person she was now. What had gone wrong? Again she asked herself the question that tormented her daily. Had she make a mistake in marrying Sid?
She knew the difference in their attitude and life style was overwhelming and now they didn't even have the same interests. Sybil, raised in a wealthy family in Memphis, Tennessee� daughter of a debutante and banker, had been blessed with everything a young girl could want: money, clothes, parties, her own car� Like the Dunlap girls, mused Sybil raising a steaming wash cloth to dab at her cheeks.
And Sid� idealistic Aquarian that he was, with no desire for material wealth sometimes even eliminating comfort. Education, learning� that's all he cared about. Oh, sometimes they went to movies together, but most nights he read and she watched television.
Tears blinded her eyes as she thought of the endless litany of unfulfilled nights� their frustrating sexual encounters� they were almost strangers to each other. In fact, she'd witnessed him with some of his students, and he showed more appreciation for their curiosities then he did for her cooking� more concern over their emotional whims than he showed over his wife's feminine needs.
Was it her fault, as Sid so darkly intimated? She knew that coming from a conventional, wealthy family she was a little inhibited. Strange that the very quality her mother had labeled "sophistication" should bring a barrage of expletives from her husband! "Up tight, bitch!" he'd called her one night when she couldn't do that disgusting thing in bed with him. But if Sid was so patient with the students, couldn't he try and help his wife, be patient with her and carry her out of the repression of a religion dominated way of life? But no�
Sid was too selfish, too caught up in his teaching and studies to take time and find out what his wife needed. Tears flowed down her face and all the misery of her unhappy existence unflowed from its pentup hiding place.
A memory came flickering back� a thought she tried to banish forever from her mind. An image of herself in Sid's apartment, under the surging poundings of her boy friend's penis! Wildly shaking her head, she tried to blot out the memory of her own premarital surrender, but her lewd words, screamed at the height of depraved passion, seemed to echo throughout the room.
"Fuck me� fuck me harder�"
She clasped her hands over her ears to shut out the lascivious memory. Where had she learned those words? She never used them, before that time or since, and felt a pang of distaste whenever she heard her husband use them.
Sanity returned to her troubled mind, and she lay back again, the tears drying on her cheeks. She felt cold and began to scoop up the soap bubbles. Idly, she smoothed them over her breasts, delighting in the way the frothy lather coated her creamy orbs. As she covered them with bubbles, she noticed how the nipples, a deep blush pink, stretched and awoke and the crinkled brown skin around them began to contract and squirm. She continued to massage them, enjoying the relaxing sensation, until the reddening buds jutted out boldly from the soap-covered mounds. A shiver raced through her and she sank further back in the suds. She began to soap herself, lifting one graceful leg and then the other, lathering it right up to her thigh. A tingle erupted deep in the pit of her stomach as her hand grazed the wet clinging curls of her pink triangle. She rested her palm momentarily on the glistening mound and a forbidden tingle shot through her. She felt her nipples stiffen again and involuntarily, her hand flew up the hungry orbs. The tingle in her stomach had grown to a jabbing fire and horror crept over her as she realized she was becoming sexually aroused.
But, almost of its own volition, her hand dropped lower and began to search gently in the swelling folds of her pulsating vagina. Her ringer brushed against the tiny erogenous knob of her clitoris and she gasped at the electrical shock of the unexpected contact. A twinge of guilt prodded at her conscience� memories of the childhood warning instilled in her that to touch oneself there was evil, dirty� but the incredible hunger, borne of years of frustration would brook no sidestepping, and she began to trace the hot, throbbing lips of her vagina, swollen to fleshiness, with her ringers. Her fingertips glided over the slippery flesh of her inner folds, and slid toward the clasping, viscous opening. Her breathing was ragged and a series of sensual visions tumbled about in her head and she felt swept along in the increasing erotic frenzy that she was conjuring up in her mind. She raised up her knees to afford her probing fingers greater access to her burning vagina and she began to thrust her finger into the moistness of her vaginal orifice. Her loins were hot, and her head was spinning with the strength of her overwhelming need. With a savage mewl, she sunk her finger into the inflamed opening. The warm fleshy walls closed in ravenously over her finger and a gnawing hunger told her that one finger wasn't enough.
Desperate now, she plunged two more of her fingers into the hot, moist opening and began to frantically swirl them around in her cavernous depths. Her other hand began to knead at her breasts and her nails dug deeply into the doughy fleshiness, trying to rout out the overwhelming fire that was raging in them. She was moaning incessantly now and her hips were jerking and twisting in time to the incessant probing of her fingers. The lewd rhythm of her undulance gained momentum until her whole lust-crazed body was thrashing wildly in the water, whipping up a new froth of bubbles and lashing the water out over the sides of the tub. The back of her head was totally submerged, and only her face was above water. Her hips rose up in paroxysm after paroxysm of delight and every muscle in her body was tensed, waiting for the final release.
Then Sybil's lithe, young body was convulsed with a gigantic spasm which seized her trembling loins and held them teetering dangerously over the edge before sending her shattering into the water, her luscious hips, flailing spasmodically like a fish on a hook as wave after wave of hot, screaming tremors raced throughout her entire body, crashing against the deep secret inner walls of her womb like the Pacific surf. For interminable seconds she was unable to breathe and her heart seemed to stop in the wake of her shattering climax, until finally she sank back, exhausted and satiated.
When the momentary pleasure of orgasm had passed, a feeling of mortification engulfed her. Fresh tears streamed down her face and rising up from the tub, now a thing of horror to her, her legs, weak from the daring surge of her passion, gave way and she collapsed on the carpeted bathroom floor, her body racked with guilty heartfelt sobs.
Then a sixth sense edged its way in as she lay face down on the blue fuzzy bath mat. Something was terrible wrong, and intuitively she knew it had something to do with Sid.

CHAPTER TWO

Sid's digital wristwatch flashed 9:04 when he pulled up outside the Dunlaps' sprawling Beverly Hills mansion, replete with a kidney-shaped swimming pool, tennis courts shaded with palm trees, and a guest house.
Today he would meet the girls, his two new students to whom he would teach French for two months before they left for Paris where they were enrolled in a private school for girls.
Unexpectedly, the door opened.
"Hi there!"
Sid Carter whirled around at the sound of the throaty voice, and gasped as she saw the beautiful girl standing not more than a foot from his startled face. At first glance, she appeared to be about fourteen, but as his eyes traced over the molded firmness of her breasts, pushing against the soft blue silk of her French blouse, Sid judged that she had to be closer to sixteen. Her long blue-black hair swept around her golden-tanned face splattered with a tease of freckles across her high cheek bones, one hip stuck out coltishly. She wore tight shorts, which revealed the enticing line of her upper thigh.
"Hello," he gulped, unable to take his eyes off her slim hips and perfectly shaped thighs.
"You must be Sid, our tutor?" she said rhetorically, extending her hand with cosmopolitan grace. "I'm June."
Sid clasped her well manicured hand in his, and was amazed at the coolness. It felt like she was wearing kid gloves, it was so soft.
"Won't you come in?"
He timidly followed June inside, feeling awkward and out of place as he stepped into the magnificent hallway of the sumptuously furnished house. June led him into the study, a room whose walls were lined with bookshelves, all filled in hard cover elegance. In the comer a globe sat in its walnut frame adjacent to the mahogany desk behind which a black leather chair sat emptily swiveled to one side. One whole wall was devoted to a geological map of Europe, and next to it, a window overlooked the swimming pool not more than a jump away. He gazed with interest at the map, then his eyes drifted to the collection of atlases on the bottom shelf near the desk. He was rather surprised at the wealth of knowledge and experience collected in that one room, so unlike the rest of the modern house� and so unlike garish Beverly Hills.
Instinctively, Sid felt that his tutoring job would change the direction of his career. Sure, teaching at the "Free School" had its rewards, meager as they were, and helping a ghetto child learn a new concept was exciting, but damn it! It was time he started getting some decent tutoring jobs� working for people with money, people who had contacts. He wouldn't mind having a classroom filled with Junes!
As he was waiting, musing over the map, his finger tracing imaginary trips he knew he'd never take, could never afford to take, June came back into the room.
"My sister's upstairs getting dressed. She's a late sleeper," June giggled, her hazel eyes twinkling as her wide smile showed off a row of pearl-white teeth and deep dimples crinkling her cheeks. She walked around the room, eyeing her tutor who stood stoically erect, his brief case under one arm while he stared, a bit absentmindedly and engrossed, in the map.
"Have you traveled much?" she queried, a maturity to her voice putting Sid on edge. Turning, he watched her stroll over to the window and open it, the material of her brief shorts slipping into the crevice of her rounded bottom as she bent over. Sid felt a rush of pleasure sweeping through him, his cock leaped in awareness and he could feel it growing along his leg. He felt an almost uncontrollable urge to reach out and knead the enticing cheeks of her buttocks in his hands but just then, she turned around. He was aware of June talking to him, though the words were meaningless, and he dumbly nodded his head, his eyes reluctantly leaving the tight moons of her creamy flesh.
"You like books, don't you?" she asked, knowing what the answer would be. Sid nodded. "Have a look at these�" She pointed to a special glass covered case where a startling number of leather-bound books with ribbon markers, all obviously expensive and rate collector's items, stared back at him. "These are Daddy's pride� all first editions� some of them are signed." June knelt down and opened the case. Sid remained standing and sucked his breath as the girl leaned forward to point out the titles. He could see directly down the top of her blouse, to where the butter-colored tops of her young breasts pushed up out of her lacy pink bra. He could almost feel their tender softness and the warmth of the secret valley cutting between them. His prick awakened again, this time more insistently and he felt sure that at any minute, she would look up and see the tell-tale bulge. Kneeling down put an extra strain on the already tight shorts and Sid could just barely see the outline of the fleshy folds of her pussy. A tiny wisp of black pubic hair curled around the tight leg band of her shorts and Sid's eyes were riveted on the escaping fleece. His eyes burned in his head and he could not release his gaze from between her thighs, as if in hope that his staring would strip away her protective clothing.
His own groin was maddeningly alive with sensation, and he began to feel the perspiration breaking out on his face. The muscles of his thighs felt like cruelly stretched rubber bands and his stomach was a churning knot of tension. His discomfort must have been mirrored in his face for June looked up at him and said solicitously, "Are you all right, Sid?"
Her bright green eyes flicked over his trembling form, and rested briefly and a trifle daringly on the tremendous bulge of his cock, before returning to his face.
"It's just� too much coffee, I guess�" he stuttered, feeling as inept as a schoolboy. "When do I meet your sister?" Sid tactfully changed the subject.
"Oh, May�? She's not feeling very well today. I'll go up and check on her� sorry to leave you alone down here again." Coltishly, she raced out of the study, and Sid could hear a muffled clump, clump as the lithe sixteen year old ran up the carpeted steps. In what seemed like seconds, June was down in the study, apologizing for her sister's absence.
"I'm sorry, but May isn't feeling too well�" June wrinkled up her nose and cupping her hand to her mouth, whispered throatily: "Just between you and me, I think she's hungover from last night�"
"Oh�?" Sid's eyebrows raised. "How old is May?"
"Three years younger than me. Well, almost. She'll be thirteen on May first, but everybody thinks she's my twin because we look so much alike. Some people go crazy trying to tell us apart. But look�" June stretched out one golden leg and with her hand squeezed the flesh to show off a rosy red mark. "See that? That's my birthmark." She giggled coquettishly.
That tempting, teasing curl of black pubic hair curled out again from the tight band of her shorts and Sid stared dry-mouthed at the birthmark, a red splotch that formed a perfect rose petal on her inner thigh. Far from being a blemish, it resembled a rose-petal tattoo.
"I'm really sorry you drove all the way over here for nothing," the teenager apologized with a tilt of her head. "But if you'd like, you could stay and have lunch with me and I'll show you about the grounds�"
Sid's eyes raked over the succulent teenage flesh for a final appraisal, then nodded his head in acquiescence. "That sounds lovely."
Gleefully, June bounced off down the hallway leaving Sid to make his own entertainment in the thought-provoking surroundings of the study. He settled down on the leather chair, hoping to silence his palpitating heart, and gather his thoughts together.
Guilt� guilt was creeping in like an indestructible army of red ants, and his nimble mind quickly combated that invasion by a slanderous appraisal of his wife's pruddishness. He knew he was hopelessly attracted to this young rich girl of sixteen.
His mind snapped back to his wife. "Frigid!" he thought, thinking of the contrast of his wife's apparent sensuality and the actual Victorianness of her nature. Image after image of her timid responses flicked through his brain, each session of lovemaking terminating in a cold, unfilled letdown for him.
Still, he had to admit he was still in love with his wife. He was still attracted to her creamy, ivory-like proportions, her Raphealite hair and her Titian physical maturity. She only had to look at him in a certain way from those shadowy green eyes and he was ready to make love to her on the spot. All the humiliation of his attempts to experiment with her would be forgotten if she would just loosen-up and make love to him completely. That had happened once, and that coincidentally, was the night he became engaged to her. But it hadn't happened since, and their love-making seemed to cool to one degree above freezing.
When reality came back to him, he was surprised to see June standing before him, a silver tray in her hands with an assortment of dainty, crustless sandwiches, and crab salads.
"Lottie � she's our housekeeper � had this ready for lunch. I hope you find it satisfying."

***

They were sipping their tea when Lottie, a middle-aged black woman collected the empty silver tray and disappeared through the heavy oak doors, winking to her teenage employer before closing the doors solidly behind her.
Nonchalantly, June sipped her tea, carefully observing her tutor, her eyes strangely narrowed to smoky slits. A sliver of afternoon sunlight shimmered through the window striking her blue-black hair at an oblique angle, the blue highlights of her hair disappearing into colorless streaks. In that sunlight bath she looked ethereally tempting, almost menacing.
Sid wondered just what was expected of him and he felt nervous, sitting so close to this strangely mature girl. Her heady perfume wafted over to him across the slender expanse of the leather sofa� an erotic scent that bespoke of worldly experience and sophistication. He couldn't keep his eyes off her legs where the shorts revealed all but the vee of her thighs. The superb line of her long legs tapered to a womanly expanse of thigh and the whole sweep from hip to ankle was exquisitely beautiful.
"I want to kiss you!"
Sid's mouth dropped open and remained there a second before he had the presence of mind to close it. He looked at June's face, but her expression was inscrutable, as if not a word had been said. For a moment, he thought he had imagined it, or perhaps he was still lost in the daydream of Sybil on that one occasion when she'd been open to his advances.
"Do you want to kiss me?"
Again he looked at the young girl's face and this time there was no doubt as to the origin of the statement. Her lips were slightly parted and glistened moistly. Her hand toyed gracefully with the curve of her well-rounded hip.
Before he could speak, he felt her warm hand on his arm, and the teenage girl pulled him gently over to her. His first impulse was to draw back, but her hand was still clasped possessively on his arm and her face lay invitingly close to his. There seemed to be a magnet drawing his bead down to her's and a shot of exquisite pleasure darted through him as his lips touched hers. Her firm, yet plaint flesh seemed to burn into his and he felt he could go on kissing her like this indefinitely. His tongue slipped out and pressing against the unresisting barricade of her teeth, gained entrance to her soft, sensuous mouth. Her tongue rose expertly to meet his and performed a sort of lewd ecstatic dance, teasing and touching his own eager organ. He dabbed at her throat, feeling the ridged roof of her mouth, the sharp indentations of her teeth, and pushed at the back of her throat. Still she sought to swallow more and more of the feverishly drubbing tongue. Sid felt the buttons of his shirt being opened and then a cool hand was resting on his chest, playing with the dark curly hair. Shivers coursed up and down his back and he almost leapt up off the sofa in a convulsing reaction to the electrifying shock of her touch. Her tongue withdrew from his sucking mouth and tailed a path of burning fire along his face. Slowly she inched closer to him and Sid could feel her large, firm breasts pressing hotly against his arm. His prick was palpitating wildly in his pants and his balls began to ache from the pressure of his churning sperm.
Suddenly, her hand reached out and she touched the throbbing bulge. That's when he balked. "June� don't you think this is a little� ah� improper�?" Without hearing her answer, his blood-swollen prick leapt to even more agonizing life, burning like a firebrand against his leg. Her hand never stopped gently massaging his tormented penis while her darting tongue snaked wetly down, over his throat and among the crisp hairs on his chest.
As if with a will of his own, Sid's hand reached up and found her soft, pulsing breasts. "Are you sure?"
"Urn� hum�" Obviously, June had no doubts.
With that reassurance, he worked at the buttons of her pink silk blouse which fell willingly from her tanned shoulders, revealing her pink bra which gleamed against the golden glow of her skin. Her heaving breasts swelled up provocatively from the lacy cups, and Sid felt the moistness of his semen as it seeped impatiently from his engorged penis, egged on by her relentless ministrations. Boldly, he unclasped her bra and drew in his breath at the tempting sight of her firm young breasts, sweeping upward to her nipples, jutting out from the pinkish aureoles.
His fingers reached out and began to tweak the already rigid buds, rolling them between his fingers, gently pulling on the tender tips, eliciting gasps of pleasure from June's throat. As he felt the turgid nipples responding to his urging and with his cock jerking almost out of control, the full impact of what he was doing struck Sid with the force of a sledgehammer. He was going to cheat on his wife� he was going to fuck this teenage nymph!
Guilt rose speedily through him as he remembered all the fantasies he'd had� how he dreamt about fucking some other woman, taking a mistress, but he knew they were just dreams. No harm in dreams.
But the teasing stroking that this gorgeous half-naked teenager was giving his bursting cock drove all such thoughts from his head. Now he had to have this child-woman� there was no turning back! He closed his mouth once more over the delicious firmness of her breasts and he realized that she was quivering beneath him and that her breathing was heavier.
Then his fingers started on her shorts, easing them down over her hips, his eyes straining for a glimpse of her pubic mound between her legs. She raised herself up from the sofa, helping to free herself from the restraining garment and his eyes fell on her tiny bikini panties where he could see the black curls of her palpitating pussy mound twisting out from under the legbands.
As she lay there on the crinkling leather sofa, her butter color skin shimmering in the sunlight, Sid cast a surreptitious glance around him. There was not another human being in sight and the doors were solidly locked. Good�
June lay stretched out invitingly beneath him, her eyes half-closed, the sun peeking through the window casting strange patterns on her body, dancing through the window. He reached out and tenderly began to draw her flimsy panty's down over her satiny hips, gasping when the full vee of her silken black pubic hair came into view, and he began to imagine the moist entrance of her vaginal opening gleaming through the dark curls waiting for his touch. He ran his hands through along the inside of her fleshy thighs, his fingertips feeling the faint film of moisture which coated her slender limbs. He could feel the inner muscles of her thigh flex against the manly touch and he could sense the shivers of pleasure which raced up and down the full length of her unbelievably exciting body. Her tongue flicked out to moisten her parched lips and her breath was a shallow rattle in her throat. His middle finger moved up the silky flesh until he could feel the crinkly pubic hair brushing against the back of his hand. He could see the pink flanges of her softly pulsing vagina contracting and a few droplets of her lubricating juices wet his hand as he grazed it. Softly, June began to moan� low sighs of passion which made Sid realize that she was more than ready for lovemaking.
Abruptly Sid stood and began desperately stripping his pants off. A twinge of self-consciousness came over him as he stood over her, his long, thick cock jutting out like a lone tree from the dark forest of his pubic hair, the head glistening purplish in the light. I'm going to fuck her right here in her daddy's study, he thought, becoming even more aroused at the thought.
June focused her glance on the throbbing penis dangling over her and she smiled as she contemplated the width of the bulbous head.
Sid lowered himself down beside her on the sofa, and drew her to him, cupping the moons of her buttocks in his hands, and breathing deeply of her flesh. Her body was soft and yielding against him as he ground his mouth down on hers, locking their lips together in a bruising all-consuming kiss. Tremors cavorted up and down her spine as her fingers reached down and closed around the fleshy protuberance of his lust-engorged cock. She spread her legs a little and felt his pelvis grind against her smooth, slender hips. His belly glided against the smooth flat plane of her's and the abrasive rubbing of his pubic curls against her tremulous pussy acted as a completely new erotic stimulant. The young girl squirmed beneath him and began running her hands exploringly all over his hard body. Unable to wait any longer she lifted up and wrapped her legs around him, squeezing hard. Sid groaned with pleasure as he felt the full fleshy lips of her pussy contract around his rigid penis which felt about to burst from the pressure.
June's pelvis began to gyrate, swirling his cock around in an unbearable imitation of fucking, and already it felt moist and lubricated from her free-flowing juices, and the sensual aroma of her secret orifice combined with the redolent air around them intoxicated him.
"Do it now� oh, Sid� do it to me�" his new student moaned through clenched teeth.
"You put it in!" he whispered hoarsely, taking command of the situation.
Eagerly, June reached her hand down, forcing it between their clamped together bodies and once more her finger curled around his long suffering cock. Unhesitantly, she guided the blood-filled column of hardened mate flesh towards her young and pulsating pussy lips and moved it up and down the hot eager outer surface, coming to rest at the throbbing, softly bearded mouth. He could feel the clasping petal-like opening grazing the sensitive head of his swollen cock as it tried to desperately suck his manhood into its gaping hot depths. Then the pentup fury of his sexuality was uncontainable and he drove his cock forward until it slipped inside the elastic ring of her eager young cunt and it glided easily through the slippery satin sheath.
"AAAAAaaaaahhhh�" she moaned, her heart-felt cry a mixture of lascivious delight and slight shock at the girth of his cock inside her. As he continued to slide forward, the smooth walls of her vaginal canal caressed his granite cock like a velvet glove, until he reached the very tip of her cervix. The head of his rampaging prick teased and jabbed at the hilt of her womb, the sensation bringing little cat-like moans from the child-woman. June was flinging her head from side to side, a rosy blush spreading over her angelic face.
He began to fuck into her lithe, young pussy with long, hard relentless strokes all the way up, far into her belly, until he could go on no further. Still, he wormed his thick cock around inside her, probing at her feminine secrets, battering her ceaselessly in the age-old rite of subjugation. Her face was a contorted rage of desire as her fingers dug hard into his shoulders and she returned thrust for thrust, slamming her uptilted pelvis against him, spreading her quivering legs even further apart, to help him in her ravagement.
Perspiration broke out in little rivulets down their bodies, and Sid could feel the salt-taste of his own sweat as he labored over the young sinewy girl he had met such a short time ago. The sun was fading from the window now as the leather clung to June's flesh as she thrashed about under his fucking.
"Ohhhh, God�" she moaned, almost incoherently, "stick your finger in my ass� do it now, please do it!"
Her blatantly lewd request startled Sid and he was unsure at first of what to do. He wasn't sure he'd heard her right at first, but she continued to beg him, and, almost in a daze, Sid reached down and tentatively pushed between the twisting cheeks of her buttocks. His fingertip grazed the tight puckered lips of her anus and June moaned impatiently.
"Do it now, please� do it now!"
He loosened the tight ring, stroking its elastic resistance with his finger, and then he rammed it in to the first knuckle, the rubbery flesh closing tightly in on his digit. A strangled cry escaped June's throat and she grimaced with pain, but she immediately began to screw her rectum down on his finger, seeking to swallow it completely. He probed further, to the second knuckle, and then until it was all completely imbedded in her grasping nether passage. He twisted it around inside her, feeling his own still-pistoning cock through the thin membrane dividing the twin channels, and the pulsating veinous underside of his cock made a strange vibration on his finger as the two intruding implements fucked into her.
Her pelvis was flailing wildly between the dual intruders, and Sid began to saw in and out, his cock and finger in unison, bringing a shrill unending whine from June.
His bloated balls felt as if they were on fire and he knew that he would cum soon. But he wanted the pleasure of seeing her, this rich, high-class little bitch, writhing about in abandon from the orgasm he was giving her, before he spewed his cum into her hot blue-blooded little belly. She began to jerk in great body-heaving spasms, her hips smashing against his.
"Oh, God, I'm cumming� fuck harder, fuck harder!!!" she cried.
The words tore themselves loose from her in a mad jumble and at the same time, her creamy orgasmic juices gushed around his battering cock as giant tremors of sexual ecstasy ripped at her insides and the crashing walls of her gasping vagina milked at his churning prick now swollen beyond anything he had ever known and her cumming, the supreme act of submission acted as a signal for his own release and his thick hot seminal fluid began its headlong dash from his fomenting balls. His cock jerked again and again as the milky liquid splashed heavily into her still-quivering belly until finally he was milked dry and there was nothing left and they lay back on the sweat-dampened leather couch, already glistening with tiny trickles of shimmering cum-juice.
Sid lay on his side, looking up at the high ceiling, his teenaged sexual partner lay beside him, sleeping lightly. The glow of satiation fading, Sid felt embarrassed as he glanced over their naked bodies. The realization that anyone could had heard them in their nude fornication, combined with guilt over deceiving his wife, not to mention June's age, brought a blush of shame to his face. His shame and guilt began to give way to anger after a moment, anger at the way this rich girl had assumed his intentions. As if every man in the world would give up their marriage to get in her pants!
His thoughts were interrupted when he felt the youthful sprite stir beside him, and then she sat up, looking at him. "Mmmmm, Sid, I'm going to like learning French from you�"
"Yeah, good, because tomorrow we're gonna get down to business and start conjugating those verbs. You're father is going to be mighty angry if he finds out he's paying me to make love to his adolescent daughter."

***

Later that night as Sid sat in the quietude of his study, absentmindedly thumbing through his college French conversation books and the hordes of foreign literature he'd carried with him over the years of teaching, the idea that his departing words to June might have been a trifle cold-blooded filtered into his brain. But what could he do? His job was at stake, his reputation, not to mention his marriage.
Sybil� Lord what havoc would this new job reek on his marriage?
Transfixed, an open book in his hands, he listened to the silence and, hearing the buzz of the television station that had signed off the air for the night, Sid set down the book and headed for the bedroom. It would be safe now, and no doubt Sybil would be asleep before the television set. God, he wished she'd show more interest and enthusiasm for life rather than wasting her time before that damnable silver screen!
Just as well she was asleep tonight. Thinking back on the incredible afternoon, his feeling about June had changed to a warmer attitude now. Whatever the reason was for June's interest in him, he was willing to go along with it. He wanted to teach her and learn from her at the same time, and judging by her performance from this afternoon, he thought wrily, that was a hell of a lot!
He knew then, that he was caught by that teenage nymph!

CHAPTER THREE

"Sid, we have to pay the rent this week or Mr. Hansen's going to have us evicted! How could you be so irresponsible? You know I can't pay it out of the money I make from taking in sewing," she complained. Sybil refused to let up her tirade as she cleared the breakfast dishes from the table. In the month since Sid had started teaching the Dunlap sisters, everything seemed to take second place. Sid's meager contribution of taking out the garbage and cleaning out the garage had since ceased, and Sybil was getting tired of having to take full responsibility for everything.
"Damnit! I said I'd get to it," Sid stormed. "Just quit nagging me, will you?"
Sybil, fighting back biting words of anger, dashed out of the kitchen and rushed into the bathroom, slamming the door behind her and kicking the wall. She'd lost her temper completely, something she hadn't done since Sid last tried to do those awful things in bed with her.
"The irresponsible bastard! He leaves everything up to me! I'd like to get out this Goddamned house once in a while myself! But no�! I have to stay here and fix broken zippers and hem dresses for other women to pay the rent." She felt more than angry at Sid� a slow, burning hatred was taking over her being and controlling her mind. She felt just like the bills� forgotten, neglected, unwanted. Sid seemed to be living in a different world lately. At times, he was moody and dreamy and wouldn't come out of his study. At other times he'd come home from the Dunlaps and sleep until morning without even trying to make love to her! It seemed he'd lost all sense of time in these past weeks.

***

Sid stepped on the accelerator, thankful to leave his bickering wife behind closed doors. Sybil had been giving him a hard time lately he grumbled, as he stepped on the car's gas and roared out of the driveway. Maybe she was right to complain, he thought, but a man just had to have room to grow once in awhile. And he'd been growing, all right� inside June's tight little pussy! It was almost impossible to think about paying the rent and making car payments with June around.
The Dunlap girl was young, he thought, but she had a maturity about her that put Sybil to shame! She was intelligent, eager to learn, and eager to teach. Why he'd gone years with Sybil without getting laid properly� and it had taken only one phone call to settle that as well as his formerly distressing financial situation!

***

May Dunlap sat in a chaise lounge beside the kidney-shaped swimming pool, its turquoise water winking back at her in the mid-morning sun. In her lap a French book was opened and she muttered through her present verbs of to be.
"Je suis, tu es�"
Someone was tapping her on the shoulder and, turning, she saw her older sister leaning over her shoulder, squinting down at the open page. "You're so serious, May�" her older sister said with a sigh. "You've been studying too hard. But I can think of something else that's hard that you'd really like!"
May's eyes brightened. Her sister June was so mischievous, so full of life� but sometimes she got in trouble for all that curiosity. "Like what?"
"Like our tutor's cock!"
"What�? He's married! My gosh, June, don't you eves quit?" the younger sister chided, her cheeks blushing with the intimacy of her claims. She closed up her book, a knowing expression on her face. "So that's why we've had only two hours of practice a day. Now I see! And I thought you were just giving me time to 'study'." May's dark eyes sparkled big.
"You wanna try out our teach�?"
"Oh, June I couldn't�" She paused. "Or could I?" the thirteen year old mused out loud. How this crazy chain of exchanged lovers between her sister and herself had started was still a mystery to the youngest Dunlap; still, she hadn't been disappointed yet by her sister's generous offer of her lovers. "Okay�" Her cheer clouded. "But how?"
"Simple�" her sister directed, sitting down on the squeaking chaise lounge. "When Sid comes to our house he always goes right to the study. He'll wait till I get there� we always make love first thing in the morning before you come down from dressing. Sometimes it's a quickie because we never know when to expect your knock on the door. So all you have to do is be there, and habit will take care of the rest."

***

June was right.
Sid parked the Chevy in in the service driveway, grabbed his book-laden briefcase from the backseat of the car and whistled his way to the door, Sybil's nagging behind him. Lottic answered the knock, and with the confidence of familiarity, the tutor headed for the study, gave his appearance a quick appraisal in the mirror, popped a dynamint in his mouth to cover up the acrid taste of coffee, and waited.
The moments of expectation were long, torturously bittersweet ones. What would June be wearing? Her peach colored negligee�? A stylishly European caftan�? Her string bikini under a terry swim robe�? That sixteen year old bundle of beauty had never let him down yet. Without fail, he was always excited before she even entered the room, as if her magnetic appeal could penetrate walls and doors like a bionic monster from a science fiction movie.
Finally, the door opened. There she stood: a black haired Goddess wearing a short tennis dress with delicate hand woven lace adorning the bodice and a pair of sandals oil her feet.
"June, you ravishing little piece of ass, come over here and sit next to your teacher." He reached out for her. "Voulez vous couchez avec moi?" he teased. Surprisingly, she drew back from him, stepping backwards out of his reach.
"What's wrong?" he asked, suddenly worried that he'd done something to offend her, or worse still, someone might be watching.
May's exquisite features recomposed themselves, and she smiled reassuringly at the man before her. He was very handsome, she thought, suddenly realizing why her sister had fallen for a man twice her age plus two.
"When are we going to start the lesson?" she inquired.
Sid blushed and felt a momentary flush of anger. After all he'd done with this girl, why was she turning off to his advances like this? There was something different about her today, but he couldn't quite put his finger on it. His rampant penis, however, jerked upward a little more at each sway of the full, sensual hips before him, and he found that this new attitude of hers was highly stimulating, whatever its cause.
"Do you think we have enough time?" asked May, sitting down on the sofa next to the French teacher who's eyes raked over her golden flesh with such penetration that she could almost feel his fingers on her already. "I mean we wouldn't want my sister walking in on us, now would we, Sid?" It was a teasing chide, aimed at his patience, and it worked.
"All the more reason to get on with it, little girl," Sid rasped, his fingers working with practiced haste at his belt buckle, then flew to his shirt to rip that off. In a second he was naked, stripped to the skin. His uncommonly big prick sprang up, semierect; joyfully free, the head gleaming in the window's sunlight, and May sat there, gaping at it, as if mesmerized by the sight.
"Oh, it is lovely," she breathed, all interest in her book gone, "and so big!" she licked her lips, running her pointed little tongue around their fully provocative plumpness, her eyes fixated on his growing cock. Unlike her sister, her sexual experience was sketchy; still, she knew the rudiments, and what she didn't know, she feigned.
"I want to make it bigger� let me suck it until it's bigger, much bigger."
Something about the way she said this made Sid wonder what was going on. She acted as though she'd never seen him in the nude before.
With that, May began to unzip her tennis dress. Sid watched the garment fall away from her well-filled shoulders, leaving her dressed only in a push-up bra and lace panties. His eyes followed the voluptuous line of her well-built body and he suddenly realized that there was something different. Her breasts didn't seem as full today, still he watched agog, eyes staring in disbelief as she began to unhook her bra and in seconds her breasts fell free� golden silky smooth orbs, the nipples like brown eyes, already squirming into rigidity. He gaped as he saw her slip her hands inside her lacy stretch panties and gently ease them down over her flowing hips, exposing the glossy pubic triangle at the vee of her well-shaped legs.
She stepped out of her panties, and as casually as if she were alone in her own bathroom she stood there, her head and shoulders thrown back, her high, perfectly swelled breasts jutting out proudly like twin snow-capped mountain peaks. Her trim waist flared to perfectly molded hips, which fell to long slender, aristocratic legs, so smooth, so velvety. She thrust out her pelvis, her hipbones straining and Sid could see the sliver of her sparsely hair-lined cunt lips, already moist with the flowing of her vaginal juices, offered to him unequivocally.
He stared at her pussy, and noticed immediately that something was different. There was no rose petal! May�! her name gasped past his arid throat but he couldn't say another word. He knew now that this was June's little sister. But why? What kind of practical joke was this?
Her loveliness, her stark sensuality overcame him and he could only stare, his eyes bulging. He could feel the pinpricks of desire pinching at his cock creating an almost unbearable ache that demanded relief.
Taking his hand in hers, she communicated her own desire. They lay down on the sofa, the daily scene of lovemaking. May's eyes fastened greedily on Sid's ever-growing prick.
"Oh, Sid," she breathed, "June was right� it's really beautiful!" the thirteen year old complimented. And without another word, she reached towards him and cupped his expanded cock in her two hands. He jerked up off the sofa at the electrifying touch of her cool fingers on the bloated sensitive periphery of his penis and moaned as he felt her run her fingertips along its length. He felt her nail scrape the bulbous head and jab momentarily at the tiny glans opening from which he knew lubricant was already seeping. Her long slender fingers toyed with the pulsing, webbed underside, testing the resiliency of the sperm-carrying tube, and trailing along till they came to the flaccid, wrinkled sac of his testicles. He hissed out a harsh groan at the tentaclelike fingers gently squeezed his testes, sending chills shooting through him.
May was still staring at the rock-hard cock, as if fascinated by the result of her expert manipulations, and now she lowered her lovely, dark head towards his groin and her little tongue flicked out and licked lightly at the grotesquely distended pillar of masculinity.
"Oh, Christ�" he muttered, turning his head from side to side as he felt the first warm wet sensation of her tongue coating his prick with hot saliva. She ran it up and down its full rigid length, accustoming herself to every inch, every crevice of it, probing at the base, rooting among the wiry tufts, searching for the very foundations. Then she painted his balls with her hungry mouth, trying to catch as much of the wrinkled flesh as possible.
Sid writhed on the sofa. To lie there, and be sucked off by this thirteen year old girt, yes, that's what she was! But perverted as it was, it felt oddly natural having his cock sucked� and sucked damn well� by the exquisitely beautiful little sister of his teenaged lover. And it felt so good, so Goddamn good!
May's lips closed thirstily over the now-enormous head of his cock and she gasped aloud as she formed a firm circle with her mouth about the rigid rod of flesh just below the head. Then she squeezed on it, while her tongue flitted in and out of the tiny slit at the head, noting that spasms of profound pleasure were shaking their tutor's body. Her lips slipped farther down the moistened rod until the head was pushing against the back of her throat. But still she kept on taking more and more of the huge organ into her mouth until it reached the top of her esophagus! Mmmmm, she wondered in the swoon of ecstasy, can I take it all in without gagging! Gosh, I've only done this once before.
Raising his head slightly, Sid saw her bend over him on her knees, a faint sheen of perspiration coating her face, as she blushed from the sheer exertion of what she was doing. But there was a look of complete joy on her face as she worked over him and the sight of his purple cock disappearing between the smooth oval of her rosey lips, increased his pleasure a thousand-fold. Then she released his prick for a moment and began to lick his badly churning balls once more with great sweeps of her tongue, tickling the ridge between the testes and then dropping below to the crevice of his buttocks, teasingly moving lower, pushing his legs up and back and opening the cheeks of his buttocks with her thumbs. He gasped in surprise as he felt her pointed tongue dabbing snakelike at his anus and chills of forbidden pleasure raced up and down his spine. She stiffened her tongue until it was as rigid as buckram and began to probe harder at his untested sphincter, until his loins were threshing about frenziedly in surprised delight.
Then, once more lowering his legs back down, she returned to his prick, which was huge and bloated, throbbing with an intensity all its own. Again she enclosed it in her mouth, establishing a slow sucking rhythm by sliding her soft ovaled lips along its almost never-ending length right down to the base, and then slipping back along its palpitating surface until just the head was still imbedded in her mouth, while at the same time, milking his balls in almost unbearable time to the oral fucking she was subjecting her mouth to.
Sid felt as if his lower torso was on fire. Great hot flames were licking at his loins and his sperm were rioting around in his balls, pressuring for release. His head was spinning and he ground his teeth in anticipation of the shattering orgasm he knew was coming and at the same time, willing it away for just another moment of ecstatic pleasure.
"I can't trust either of you for a moment!"
The voice rang through the door, and Sid sat bolt upright his eyes wide opened his mouth hanging like broken hinge. June had found them!
She came into view, wearing only a towel, sarong-style, which just covered the twin mounds of her breasts and barely covered her pubis. He knew it was stupid time to think about it, but Sid felt he had never seen her looking so appealing� her legs still moist and her hair wisping from the steam of her bath.
"I see you two have the lesson off to an early start!" June said with a sarcastic note.
He saw her eyes fall on his ponderous prick and was self-conscious at the way it stuck up like a flag, waving blue and purple in the sunlight, a drop of cum from his just-thwarted orgasm glistening in the slit at the top. May knelt there, looking at her sister, her hand still squeezing at his balls.
"How could you do this to me, May?" June asked, a feigned, pained expression on her face.
"I just couldn't help it, June�" May answered in a low voice. Sid didn't know where to look next. He felt mortified at being found like this by June and was afraid she wouldn't understand that he had thought it was her at first.
"Look, girls�" he began in a conciliatory voice.
"You stay out of this!" they chorused together, making Sid feel like a chastised schoolboy.
"What are, we going to do?" the older sister asked.
"I guess we'll have to share him," the younger Dunlap said in practiced reply.
With that, June let her towel drop from her body.
"What are you two talking about?" Sid stammered. He'd already been planning to slip away as soon as possible.
He was answered by a burst of girlish giggles and then he felt a hand against his chest and he was pushed over backwards on the carpet. Chaos ensued for a moment until he felt his cock become warm and moist again, the hypnotizing slipping of a warm buttery mouth down over its almost full length, the gently insistent milking of his balls. He was just about to raise his head when he felt a warm moistness over his face, a weight on his chest, and then his breath was cut off for a moment. Opening his eyes, he looked up and saw a soft dark forest, surmounted by a flat smooth belly, rising to upswept breasts proudly pointing. Her head was thrown back and he could just catch a glimpse of a black mane. It must be June, he thought, or is it May?
She settled back on his chest and then closed her thighs around his face, easing the damp pinkness of her pussy over his nose and mouth. Heat was rising in his groin again as May, or was it June, continued to lick along the underside surface of his cock, slavering lovingly over its growing girth, jerking his scrotum with a stormy hand. The sweet feminine smell of the pink furrowed pussy on his face assailed his nostrils and his own warm breath returned, cunt-scented, to add to his fervor.
He stabbed out with his tongue and began to emblazon trails of fire in its warm hair-lined folds, bringing gurgles of pleasure from the girl above. He probed with his tongue at the satiny softness of the hair-lined outer lips, feeling their swollen fleshiness, biting at their pliant edges. His tongue found the crinkle-edged inner lips, tiny and ragged, and taunted them mercilessly. He came upon the burgeoning button of her clitoris, already a hard bud, and holding it firmly with his teeth, licked at it relentlessly with his laboring tongue, feeling it growing and expanding under his oral lashing, wringing shrieks from the passion-ridden girl, who was twisting around an his face, trying to escape the maddening ministration. His tongue roamed at will, dabbing at the luscious chiffony flesh, until it found the dark, private sensitive opening to her body. It darted inside, and he could feel her velvet cunt walls contracting, opening and closing on his tongue. He could taste the nectar-like juices and seepage of her downy pussy, which dripped down around his tongue and fell into his mouth and dribbled down his chin. She was rocking about on his face, his knees clenched over the crown of his head. All along his face, he could feel the smooth silkiness of her inner thighs and the soft curliness of her pubic hair tickled his nose.
Looking up he could see her full, jiggling breasts bobbing, like buoys at sea. Reaching up he encompassed each firm, ripe melon in his hand and felt with pleasure the smooth resiliency of their alabaster-like flesh. The hardened nipples were like thorns butting against his palms and he could feel the contraction of the wrinkled areolae as they strove to greater rigidity.
A sense of weightlessness took hold of him as he licked and lapped with his tongue in time to the sucking of the mouth below on his near-bursting cock and his mind began to wander into a mistiness of sensuality.
He was brought back to reality by a knock on the door which rattled in his brain. In the height and dizziness of their passion, they had failed to hear the maid pounding on the door. Nonplused for a moment, Sid stopped slavish licking of the cunt squashed against his face, but the vacuum-like sucking of his enormously erect cock continued unabated, in spite of the pounding.
He could sense the girl's approaching orgasm and she began to mash her helplessly aroused pussy harder down into his face, her entire loins rimming his nose and mouth, so that he had difficulty breathing. She clasped his soaking hair and pulled furiously on it while she strained to climax, bucking about over him. He rammed his tongue deep up into the churning mouth of her cunt, bringing cry after tortured cry from her lust tormented throat. Her maddened thrashing made a wet sluicing sound as her heated loin ground hungrily on the surface of his face and her breasts felt slippery as he tried to clutch at their wildly dancing fullness. The image of a mermaid entered his mind, wet, sensuous, rising from the sea, and the thought renewed his feverish tongue slashing far up into her smooth cuntal depths, where he could feel the sinewy walls closing in on his tongue, desperately trying to tear it from its roots.
Then he felt her stiffen, her entire body straightening like whiplash, and he heard her voice in gasping sobs?
"Aaaaahhhhh� oooh, God, I'm cummmmming!!"
Her whole body seemed to shatter over Sid, and he could feel the wild vibrations as they passed from her shimmering cunt up through her body, like myriads of electric shocks. She arched her slender back and then jerked uncontrollably, moaning and wailing to the skies, as a wildly cascading flood of her sexual juices spilled down over his face to slid down over his chin and neck.
The tremendous force of her tumultuous orgasm loosened the control Sid had over his own climax, prolonging the exquisite pleasure, and just as he felt that his sperm bloated balls would burst, the torrents of his hot jetting sperm let loose. He ground up his pelvis against the voraciously sucking girl, sinking his member in her voraciously milking mouth up to the hilt, as the searing hot sperm exploded down her gulping gullet.
"Nnnnnggghhhooooohhh aaaarrrggghhhh!" he moaned and gurgled into the cunt of the still-twitching girl above, and with one final outrageous paroxysm, spurted his last drop of lust heated semen deep into the still pumping oval mouth of the young sister below him. His last orgasmic spasm disengaged the swooning beauty on his chest and all three gradually fell in a drenched tangle on the floor, panting in great gulps.
Minutes later, his breath back to normal, Sid looked up at the two girls. They were laughing and giggling, their bodies sleek and shiny from their lovemaking, their hair entangled.
God they are identical, he thought, as he looked at their glistening bodies.
His unfinished question brought another bout of twittering, until finally, one of them said, "Guess�"
"I couldn't," Sid answered, smiling.
"Then we won't let you go until you find the rose petal!" the decadent sisters laughed together and Sid nodding in agreement, reached over towards the two eager and waiting girls, the French lesson forgotten for the day.

CHAPTER FOUR

Sybil saw red with rage. What was Sid trying do to her? Drive her crazy? The rent was long overdue � one month to the day to be exact � and Sid hadn't given her a nickel to pay Mr. Hansen, the normally patient landlord who was quickly seeing red himself! The Scandinavian home-owner had phoned yesterday and today, intimating that he'd soon be forced into taking legal action if Sid didn't come up with at least half of the rent very soon. Where was Sid's mind these days, anyhow?
Sybil slammed her foot hard on the sewing machine's foot pedal, only to cause the thread to break in the needle. Damn! Couldn't anything go right? Now she'd have to tear out the zipper that was half sewn in and start all over again. More lost time and more lost money. The distraught housewife stared at the mountain of hemming, mending, and buttonless dresses stacked on the chair next to her� and cried. This was the last straw! How long could she go on nickel and dimeing it trying to keep the larder filled and the landlord off their backs with no help from Sid?
Her errant husband wasn't spending his money on clothes, and he didn't drink, or gamble, so what was happening to his income? Was he just so involved in his work that he'd forgotten to cash his checks�?
Questions, questions, questions were wearing on Sybil's soul.
She was ripping out the zipper from the back of Mrs. Catkin's dress when she heard the tingle, tingle of the doorbell. Hastily dabbing away the tears that had brimmed her eyelids and trickled down her cheeks unnoticed, she opened the door with a leaden heart and greeted the man of doom, Mr. Hansen, with a forced smile. "Oh, Mr. Hansen, come on in�"
His somber, black eyes lighted up in his rather long face, dominated by a large, patrician-shaped nose, below which a long, upper lip curled in a smile. His hair was once blonde but now was a soft platinum gray.
"Hello, Mrs. Sybil," he started in his sing-songy Norwegian twang. "I've come to collect the rent." His normally somber eyes showed no mercy now, and not waiting for an invitation, he went through her front door and beaded for a comfortable chair in the living room, surveying the house with shifty eyes as only a landlord can do. Sybil followed after him with trembling knees, knowing there was no escape from telling him the truth� that she could pay only fifty dollars of the rent.
Hansen eased his tall, thin, slightly stopped frame into the overstuffed chair next to the television set and asked, "Do you have it?"
"Oh� well� not all of it." She hesitated for a moment before going, "but I'll have the rest soon."
His good-natured smile was misleading, but his eyes spoke the truth. "Dis is the third time in as many months that you've been late. I have my mortgages to make on dis place, and you know how interest rates are climbing." With a gloating smile of anticipation, Hansen watched her as she crossed the room and opened the desk drawer. Her smooth rounded buttocks under her dress moved with a sexily unconscious undulation, and his hands itched to get hold of them to caress and massage them.
Hesitantly, Sybil took out the check book. "I can pay part now and after I've spoken to my husband, I'm sure I'll be able to get the rest."
As soon as I see my damned husband to talk to him, she thought to herself, realizing it had been weeks since they'd spent so much as an hour together. As it was, he'd been out at the Dunlap house from nine in the morning until late at night, leaving no time for settling accounts with the bank.
"De banks takes de money from me to pay for de house and I take de money from you to pay de bank." Hansen chuckled sarcastically, then his blue orbs sparkled. "But I can think of a better way to take care of dis business."
"Oh�?" Sybil sparkled with hope. Maybe they could prorate the rent, or pay two months at once? If she doubled her alterations, which she could easily do, she could make at least seventy-five dollars a week. It wasn't much, but it would help.
"Yes� I could have you pay me in another way." He drummed his fingers on the arm of the chair.
"Oh� Do you have some mending� or�?"
"No. I'm talking about going to bed with you!"
Unbelieving, Sybil stared at him for an instant. "You said� in bed..? You mean�?"
"Dat's right�"
"No! I couldn't do that!"
Mr. Hansen's Norwegian fair-skin reddened with rage. "Okay, you won't go to bed with me, I'll have to ask you to leave dis house! Dis instant!" He pounded his fist on the arm chair.
Sybil spat back at him. "Never on my dead body!"
"Den tomorrow you'll get your eviction papers� unless you change your mind."

***

Sid steered his blue Chevy-II into the Phillips gas station two blocks from the turnoff to the Dunlap mansion, and turned off the engine when he drew up to the gas pump. Rolling down the window, he yelled to the station attendant whom he'd gotten to know over the past six weeks of tutoring at the decadent Dunlap sisters. "Fill 'er up, Ed!" he barked, then let out a deep sigh of fatigue. Six weeks of making love to two insatiable girls was taking a toll on his physical well being. Muscles he didn't even know he had, ached.
Ed offered an apologetic grin and with a gentle shake of his head, "I'm sorry, Sid, but the boss got the word from the bank. No more credit."
Sid stiffened. Wasn't listening to his wife nag and bitch about his irresponsibility with money insult enough? What was this, a conspiracy? His temper reared its ugly head. "What are you talking about, Ed? I thought we were friends?" Angrily, he stuffed his wallet back in his pocket and turned on the ignition. "Fine� that's just fine!" he spat. "I'll take my business somewhere else."
Ed shrugged and threw up his hands. "Sorry, pal� but I ain't the boss�"
The Chevy's tires crunched on the shoulder gravel of the driveway leading to the Dunlaps' sumptuous grounds while its driver steamed and seethed. Just when everything seemed to be going his way� at last� the world seemed to turn against him. Why?
The answer hit him between the eyes like a single bullet, and he threw back his head, slapping his forehead and wincing. Christ! It's the first of the month already. Rent� credit cards. Damn! I've been working for the Dunlaps for nearly two months and I haven't been paid yet. Shit, no wonder Sybil's been on my ass about the rent! Worse: oh, Jesus we haven't even gotten to Lesson Five yet.
True. The threesome had been frolicking like monkeys on a warm summer's day, forgetting about time, thinking only of pleasure. The only French the girls knew, was "would you like to go to bed with me", "fuck", "screw", and other expletives that Mr. Dunlap wouldn't be pleased to hear� nor would their school teacher in sophisticated Paris.
Sid did some quick soul searching in the moments it took to park his car in the service area and gather up his brief case and books. He'd always been this way � dreamy, moody, forgetting about Cub Scout meetings when he was a child, late with his newspaper route. Only now he was indulging in the unreality of making love to a pair of girls half his age! Reality, cold and sharp was edging its way into the idealism of his windfallen luck.
Mad at the station attendant for his blatant insolence, and mad at himself for his spaced-out lassitude, he headed for the back door of the Dunlaps' house, determined to set things right. Today there would be no playing around in the study, no drawing straws for who got which end of the tutor. No funny stuff � just straight knuckle-cracking studying. Business had to be taken care of NOW!
Sid's knuckles were white from knocking on the door when it opened to a half naked June.
"Hi there!" she said with feigned sophistication, offering him a Bloody Mary with one hand while guiding him into the hallway with the other. "You're just in time for our going away party. Come on� there's lots of people here you'll like."
Sid's forehead furrowed and he spun June around with a force that sent her drink splashing to the carpet. "What's wrong with you? Don't you realize how much work we've got left� Christ, you girls haven't studied more than fifteen minutes since I've been here. What the hell is your father going to say�? And besides that, little girl, I'm depending on this gig for money � now maybe that doesn't mean anything to you, but�"
June's eyes became narrow slits, though she tried to conceal her own rage at his clumsiness spilling her drink all over the carpet and yelling loud enough for her friends in the next room to hear. She drew in a deep breath, making her breasts swell out. "Now are you going to be a gentleman and come meet my friends, or will I have to tell Daddy that Sid gets a C�" Coquettishly, she pooched out her lips and stood on tip-toes to give him a kiss on the cheek.
Sid melted, and let her slip her arm through his and lead him into the room.
The first guest Sid saw was George, a man of about thirty. Sid could see that he exuded a kind of magnetic sexuality and overpowering maleness. Stark naked with a drink in his hand, he cheerfully ushered Sid in. His prick lay semi-erect, dangling down under his belly, and Sid could tell that he was well hung. Sid was far more interested in Sharon, a rather petite, dark-haired girl who wasn't older than June. Her pert breasts jutted out in greeting� creamy rounded orbs, her dark pubic triangle a striking contrast to the ivory of her skin. She was tailing animatedly with May, and June engaged in quiet conversation with George. The girls were almost naked � only a terry swim robe covering their perfect flesh.
"Why don't you have a drink, Sid� and then perhaps you'd like to learn something by watching!" May suggested. Hoping that he wouldn't miss anything, but still shockingly dumbfounded by the blatant decadence of these two wealthy girls, Sid sat down in a chair in the corner, feeling ill at ease being the only clothed person in the room.
Sipping his drink he watched intently the two sisters as with mature sophistication they replenished drinks for their guests � all of whom were older than they, with the exception of Sharon. Sixteen and thirteen, he thought, taking another deep sip of his drink. How could a teenager, a mere thirteen year old be so wanton? He recalled then, after the first time he'd been tricked into making love to May, her response to that very question.
She'd lost her virginity, she'd told him, to a man thirty-eight years old. Under some crazy circumstances in Madrid, she'd been left alone in a hotel room and the desk clerk, knowing she was alone, had stolen up the steps to the suite she shared with her parents and taken her by force. Later though, she admitted it "wasn't exactly by force�" some people get drunk from sniffing the cork, and some girls become debauched from one night, philosophized Sid watching with bewilderment as George and Sharon spread a blanket on the floor and were locking together in a tight embrace.
Sharon's slender, manicured hands were wound around the man's neck and Sid could see George's tongue slipping into the girl's receptive mouth. Sid sat up straight in his chair, the sensation that he was dreaming all this craziness pumped in his brain. Being only ten feet away, he could see every nuance and expression on their faces. George's mouth tore away from the passionate fullness of Sharon's lips and began to trail hot, moist kisses down her swanlike neck, sucking voraciously at the tender flesh, leaving a path of raw, red patches in its wake. Her hands were caught desperately in his hair and from her gaping, half-open mouth, it was obvious that she was already terribly excited.
Sid watched with total fascination. Not with the fascination of a voyeur, but of a man enraptured by the decadence of a social clique beyond his means. Finally, his eyes were torn from the lascivious scene on the floor by a flurry of movement across the room. For a minute, being several more feet further away, he couldn't make out the tangle of arms and legs, but after a moment, he saw to his intense shock that it was June and May. In amazement, he saw that June, her dark hair flowing like molten lead was hovering over the equally raven May, who was spread-eagled on the sofa. He gasped as he saw her slowly lower her mouth and enclose one of her sister's firm, rounded breasts. From the ecastic gasp that May uttered, it was obvious that she reveled in the strange feeling of her sister sucking ecstatically at her breast. June bit at the brown, little berry of her sister's breast, savoring its sweetness and with her hand, kneaded the plump resilience of the other breast. Sid could see the nipple spring to attention, the dark knob leaping up from the crinkled brown aureole. He could almost feel it himself as he watched June squeeze the ripe flesh as she kissed first one and then the other aureole. He could almost feel it himself as he watched June squeeze the ripe flesh as she kissed first one and then the other hungry globe. Then she raised her head, and Sid could see her tongue darting out as it flicked down the smooth plane of May's lithe body, stopping to poke at the tight puckered little navel, licking it lovingly, wringing squeals of joy from its youthful owner. She continued down, her mouth coming to rest on the dark fur which lay invitingly between May's spread legs. June teased at it for a moment, running the silky strands between her fingers. Then her fingers dipped out of sight and Sid could see renewed tremors spasm through May's body as her sister's deft fingers probed through the soft sensitive folds. Sid could just barely see the pink line of pussy through the dark fringes of her vaginal lips but he could see clearly the desperate upward thrust of her pelvis as she strove to imbed June's fingers in her hot, wanting cavern.
Then she withdrew her finger and he saw the faint smear of lubricant glistening on it and he knew that May was already moist with desire. He saw the young aroused girl lift her knees and then she shifted slightly so that the whole naked expanse between her legs was visible to his greedy glance. He could see the already swollen hair-lined lips crowding protectively around the tiny reddish tip of her clitoris just above the tight elastic cuntal ling. Her entire pussy seemed to pulsate in expectancy and Sid watched the petal-like mouth opening and closing, like an oriental kissing fish.
June placed a thumb on either side of her sister's moist young furrow and slowly drew the fleshy folds apart, exposing even more of the delicate pink flesh. She gazed at it for a moment in obvious rapture, her eyes bright in anticipation, and slowly ran her tongue over her lips. Her own ivory-chiseled breasts were firm and full, the nipples hard and her trim little buttocks were flared and strained from her kneeling position. Then, with painstaking slowness, she lowered her face and Sid could just see her tongue slipping out and with one long lap, stroke the full length of the moistened pink furrow. A gasp escaped May's lips and she twisted around in an obvious attempt to escape the burning contact, but June held her firm and her tongue continued to lick teasingly at the moist cavern. She drove her tongue into all the dark secrets of May's pulsing vagina, searching, seeking, gulping down its honeydew sweetness, dancing around the soft, luscious folds, to emerge, dripping wet, for breath. After the initial contact, May began to relax and Sid could see her inner thighs close in around her sister's head, trapping it there and hands reaching down, pushing June's imprisoned face even further down onto her burning cunt.
It was incredible! It was as if a wood nymph, entranced by her own exquisite reflection in a stream, had decided to make love to herself and by some magical power, turned her reflection into flesh and blood and then proceeded to carry out her bizarre, narcissistic daydream. And somehow, because the two sisters were so identically beautiful, there seemed to be nothing strange in their incestuous lovemaking.
But his languid contemplative reverie was interrupted by the squeals and moans of George and Sharon. George had parted the damp rosy slit of Sharon's tender pussy with his fingers and holding the outer flanges firmly apart, was ravaging her defenseless genitals with intensity. His tongue shot out repeatedly and swiped across the pink split, sucking and slavering as the pointed tip slashed the bud of her hardening clitoris, sending it into a throbbing firmness. He teased the slit incessantly, running his thick organ up and down the full length of the widely spread flesh. He sunk his tongue repeatedly into the clasping hotness of her pussy, brushing it again and again in the darkness of her depths. His hands were digging into her buttocks like claws and Sid could see the muscles of her flailing legs standing out rigidly against the flesh as he held him in a viselike grip. He could see George lifting her up naked loins, still clutching at her fleshy buttocks, and slicking his tongue down the crevice of her now exposed ass cheeks, where he rammed the tireless muscle into the tightly clenched nether ring of her anus.
George's thick lewd cock dangled before Sharon's face and suddenly her small mouth opened wide and she was swallowing George's engorged penis in great gulps, her petite ovalled lips like an elastic band around its fleshy circumference. Her cheeks hollowed and expanded with each stroke of his rigid cock as tiny ragged edges of soft pink flesh pulled out from her lips as the cock withdrew from her mouth. Her eyes were closed and she seemed to be doing her best to consume the thick pole as it sliced in and out of her greedy lips. The giant rod was sawing rhythmically back and forth in time to the in and out plowing of his tongue below. He withdrew the fleshy protuberance almost all the way out, until just the head remained in her mouth and then he rammed it forward, burying its length in her moist mouth. Her hand cradled his big, loose balls, tenderly holding them and squeezing them while the other firmly grasped the driving penis around the thick base, lest it escape.
The tempo of their mutual sucking increased, until Sid thought that every muscle and cord in their bodies was straining beyond all endurance and their entire flesh was coated in perspiration. They were both braced like bows, their spines taut and he knew that they would soon lick each other to frenzied orgasm. As if on cue, a loud wail rent the air and then Sharon was jerking, her hips grinding frantically against George's drenched face, the soft beard of her teenage pubic hair slamming against his nose.
"Mnnnnggg�" she moaned in complete ecstatic abandon, her mouth totally filled by the older man's driving penis. Sid could see that George's face was bathed in fluid as he strove to keep the flame burning hotly in her crashing climax. As the twitching in her pelvis increased, she began to suck even more voraciously at his distended cock, almost chewing on it in an effort to coax the sperm out of it. Her hand milked his balls, yanking so strongly on them that Sid thought she'd surely dislodge them. Then he heard a series of masculine grunts and he saw that George's pelvis was spasming convulsively and then he was battering his loins against the small girl's face, which was almost turning blue from its capacious load. His hands appeared from nowhere and knotted into her hair, drawing her face even further down on his cock. With a number of tremendous jerks, Sid knew that George was shooting his hot molten load into her throat, and she was gulping furiously, trying to swallow as much of the precious sperm as she could. Finally, with a grunt of satisfaction, George spurted his last and fell with a satiated moan as Sharon still forced her wildly convulsing pussy up into his soaking mouth.
Sid could barely drag his eyes away from the sex-drugged couple, but was distracted by renewed fervor on the sofa where June was still slavishly lapping at her sister's cunt. May's legs were like stocks, pillorying her sister's head and her face was invisible, buried in the steaming cavern of May's pussy. Her head was flailing from side to side, her mouth half open, a warm flush spreading over her body. Sid could just see June's tongue as it buried itself in the honeycombed layers of her cunt. Her hands reached up and grasped a firm breast kneading the pliant flesh almost mechanically in time to her laborious licking. June's own breasts were rock-hard, the nipples roseate spears, and her plump little buttocks jiggled as she plunged with zeal into her task.
A catlike wail sounded the toll for May's release and she began bouncing around on the sofa, her hands now released from her sister's hair and clutching at the leather, her pussy grinding up violently against June's face.
"Aaaaaahhh� yessss�!!"
A series of anguished cries rang through the room as she pounded out her orgasm, and Sid watched mesmerized as June lapped at her sister's orgiastic fluids. Finally, when May was completely drained, she relinquished her deathlike grip on her willfully entrapped sister who emerged, her face bright red, lubricant-dampened but eminently smiling and obviously delighted.

CHAPTER FIVE

Sid gulped down the remainder of his Bloody Mary and chewed on the celery stick absent-mindedly before stumbling into the kitchen for a refill. His own sorely neglected penis was very rigid and it strained painfully against his leg. He felt envious of the pleasure everyone but he had just experienced and even his initial shock at the two sisters had vanished in the sexual excitement� not to mention his vows to get at the French lessons. He knew he was in deep trouble with Mr. Dunlap for his obvious negligence of duty� but somehow everything else seemed lost, too.
Never had he seen two women together before, and it was strangely exciting. When he returned to the study he saw that George and May were in the preparatory stages of making love, this time on the carpet, with June and Sharon watching. Was it possible that George could get another hard on so soon? It obviously was, for his large cock was ripe and ready for another onslaught. It loomed, gross and blood-engorged, the bulbous bead proportionately monstrous, till even Sid wondered how May could take it in her tight little hole. George by this time, was stabbing at May's mouth with his tongue and she was avidly returning thrust for thrust.
Sid was now painfully aware of his own erection and he unzipped his fly and eased the large maleness out through the split in his underpants. He sighed in relief as he freed his penis, and sipping his drink, decided to watch a while longer. George was running his tongue all over the golden-skinned body beneath him and she was mewling with pleasure under his moist ministrations. Her long slim legs were spread tantalizingly wide and he could see the gleam of her moist pink cunt, still slick from her own juices, shining through the nest of dark pubic curls. Every nerve-ending in her body seemed to quiver as he ran his tongue lightly over the sensuous surface. His long thick prick rested between her legs, spread along the length of her furrow. Her previous lovemaking seemed to have honed every nerve, every sense in her body to razor sharpness because she needed nothing as Sid heard her plea: "Oh, George� put your cock in� lover, fuck me!"
Her sensuous plea brought a leap of response from his own neglected prick and he began to cradle it in his hands, as if in consolation for its present lack of receptacle.
Without waiting, May reached down and clasped George's large rod in her small hand, squeezing it appreciatively and began to steer it towards the trembling entrance to her body. Sid could see a drop of cum gleaming at the tip of the head and marveled at George's rapacious capacity. May posed the gross head at the pulsating pink ring of her pussy and in a mesmerically slow manner, began to rub the knob up and down the moist split, lubricating its massive fleshiness in her free-flowing juices. The titillation seemed to be too much for George, who suddenly lurched forward and rammed his rod into the waiting hole.
"Aaarrrsss�"
The sound like shattering glass reverberated through the room and a moment passed before Sid realized it was May, he could see that only the head had penetrated the thirteen year old girl. Eagerly he leaned forward to watch and wondered if she could take much more of it in her tiny adolescent pussy. The expression of pain which had clouded her face disappeared momentarily to return again when George began to inch forward. He seemed oblivious to the girl's torment. On the contrary, he appeared to enjoy the wracking pain he was causing by the forceful plowing of his cock. He continued to ream forward, the monstrous prick straining her tender cuntal flesh incredibly. He pushed in another inch.
"Aaaaaarrrggg�"
Another inch.
Nnnnngggghhh�
And finally, pulling back slightly, he rammed the entire length of his swollen prick deep into May's fully stretched cuntal hole until Sid could almost hear the bulbous tip crash hard against the young girl's cervix.
"Noooogggg yessss�"
Every last inch of the cock was buried in the wide-stretched sheath of the teenager who lay beneath him, biting back the tears. George looked around him with the satisfied air of one who had done a great deed, and then commenced to withdraw the almighty shaft. For a moment, it looked as if he might not be able to budge it, but he began to pull it out, centimeter by slow centimeter, his eyes voraciously taking in the sight of his returning cock. When he had withdrawn all but the head, he reamed forward again, sinking it once more in the skewered girl.
"Oooohhhhh�"
This time, the pain was not as intense as her cunt adjusted to the mammoth size and he began to fuck in and out of her more easily, grunting deeply as he hit bottom, his pendulous balls smacking hard against her upturned young buttocks.
"Aaaahhhhh�"
The pain seemed to have subsided completely and his forward surges took on a rhythmic regularity. May too seemed to accept his plunges in her flexed pussy to meet his every thrust. Gazing at the rod of flesh, Sid wondered if little May's pussy would ever be the same.
Then George's hands clutching feverishly at her backside, his cock thundering into her in long, hard, cruel strokes. She kept up a steady moan, her fingers clawing at George's shoulders, her breasts bobbing up and down. Her shoulders pounded into the floor, her back arched and her hips ground up and down furiously. Sharon was half-sitting, half-lying in the far corner, in dreamy unawareness, her fingers probing in her own juicy pussy.
June was on her hands and knees, her ass waving in the air, directly in front of Sid, peering intently at the disappearing pillar of flesh as it sliced into the grasping hole of her sister's cunt.
Sid had never seen anything like this debauchery � even in blue movies. The scene of sexual ecstasy sent tremors of delight rippling up and down his spine and his cock seemed to leap into greater enormity with each powerful lunge of George's cock. Sweat rolled off the fucking couple as they bucked and rocked violently under their forceful motions.
Beside himself with excitement and brimming over with lustful desire, he leapt forward, clutching his cock like a weapon before him. Sharon was drifting off into self-induced ecstasy. June's eyes were glued on the plunging cock that dove into her sister's cunt, and George and May were obvious to everything but the insistent drubbing that was going on between them.
Sid, inflamed by the unabashed lust all around him, tore off his clothes, throwing them helter-skelter in a careless heap. He strode over to where June was hunched down on all fours, and kneeling down behind her, wrapped his arms around her, kneading her breasts until the nipples were like marbles. She seemed only vaguely aware of his presence and he began to absently bite a path of hard kisses down her spine, the knobs of which were like red-hot firebrands burning into his chest. He could feel the coolness of her soft white buttock mounds against his cock and he pressed his swollen member into the moist valley between the twin loaves. His hands roamed over her body, caressing the smooth flesh squeezing her tender thighs. And with a snarl, he drew her back towards him his hands digging into her hips. She kept her eyes transfixed on her sister, seemingly obvious to the unnatural penetration about to be perpetrated on her.
He kneaded the fleshy mounds of her well-formed buttocks, pulling and pushing at them, spreading them wide, exposing the crack to his crazed gaze. Dissatisfied with her pose, he roughly pushed her head down until it was flat on the rug, facing the wildly twitching couple on the floor nearby, her backside waving unnaturally in the air.
Then, with one hand holding his distended cock, he spread her ass cheeks wide with the other and lodged his cock between the straining moons of flesh. He could see the small puckered ring of her anus nestling in the hidden valley, dark and crinkly against the white of her ass. His thick cock prying the protective ass cheeks apart, Sid began to probe at the little brown hole with his fingertip, the novel sensation raising a ridge of hair on June's back. He began to push more insistently at the tight elastic ring, until finally the tip of his finger plopped inside the tight restricting sphincter.
"Nnnngg�" June moaned but made no move to stop him.
He began to rotate around in the skin-tight passage, wringing gasps of pleasure from June, who though completely engrossed in the fucking her sister was receiving, was not oblivious to her own pleasure. His finger pushed and pulled, trying desperately to widen the tight anus. After a moment, he managed to insert just the very tip of a second finger inside the now slightly moistened channel and waiting a moment until the initial shock of the thicker entry had passed, he continued to expand the defenseless sheath for the perverted assault to come.
He could feel June quivering under his touch, his probing fingers sending forbidden chills slipping almost surreptitiously through her. He withdrew his fingers with a slight popping noise and June gasped in disappointment.
Then, once more clutching an ample mound of buttock flesh in each hard and spreading them very far apart, he bared the darkened crack completely. He could see the little anal opening pulsating faintly, the wrinkled brown skin tremulous in anticipation. He placed the large bulbous blood filled head of his cock against the tiny ring, secretly wondering how he'd ever managed to penetrate it.
June felt the light pushing of the giant knob against her rectum and for a brief moment she almost wanted to stop what was about to happen. But wisps of forbidden pleasure tickled at her and the engulfing flames of lust that were fed by the sight being fucked out of her mind had to be quenched.
Sid pressed the shaft against the minute opening and with a hard lunge, surged forward, only to have nothing happen. It wouldn't go in! The memory of the brutal, forceful entry of George's monster in May's tight little pussy that he had witnessed earlier came rushing back vividly, and following his example, he plowed forward violently, the rock-hard head bursting its way past the tight resistant anal ring.
"AAAAAGGGGHHH!" June screamed, but her heartfelt cry was lost in the louder melee set up by her sister, who after teetering on the crest of ecstasy, finally crashed down to fulfillment in a chorus of blood curdling shrieks. Sid watched as George furiously pumped his lewd load into May's madly churning loins, the foamy white liquid already bubbling up and running out of her saturated cunt. His own unnatural entry forgotten momentarily, he watched as George continued to send jet after streaming jet of molten seed deep into May's quavering belly, until they both finally collapsed in a spent, drenched heap on the floor.
As the searing pain in her rectum eased, June ground her teeth in dreaded anticipation of the next assault. She knew she'd gone a bit too far, seemed condescending, even of his lack of social grace earlier. And now she would pay for it! Sid began to push forward, but so tight was the virginal passage, so wide was his prick, that he could barely make headway, and inch by agonizingly slow inch of it disappeared into her asshole by painful degrees. He could feet the smooth rubbery skin inside clinging tenaciously to his advancing cock and his cock actually forced the clinging flesh aside as it went on its way. Finally, after what seemed an eternity, he reached bottom� he had sunk his cock to the hilt in her tightly molded asshole. He could hear her whimpering quietly under his brutal ravagement and somehow, in his maddened perverted state, he the knowledge of her suffering was like an added incitement to further bestiality. He began to slip his cock out, and the return journey was surprisingly easy. He withdrew it until just the head was inside and then rammed forward again, tearing tile raw flesh as he slipped forward.
"Nooooo!!" June gasped. "It hurts, it aaahhh� hurts!"
But Sid continued to fuck in and out, heedless of her anguish, until the passage became easier and June began to relax a little. She began to grind her ass back on the rampaging cock and each backward thrust of her ass seemed to make things easier.
Little tendrils of pleasure began to show themselves like new flowers after the winter and she realized she was beginning to enjoy the rough pillaging of their tutor's sodomizing cock.
She began to buck back harder and harder against his buffeting cock, feeling his balls slap hard against the tender flesh of her cunt down below and in a swift movement, she reached her hand back and clasped the pendant balls in her hand, willing him on to longer, smoother strokes.
"Oh, Sid," she groaned, finally convinced, "ohhh, it's so nice!"
The audience to this perverted scene feasted their lust-glazed eyes on the sodomizing cock, vicariously enjoying all the pleasure-pain of the sadomasochistic act.
Sid enjoyed the feeling of plunging his hardness into her unprotected secret passage, and hearing her depraved cries for more. He had no idea it would feel like this, so tight and hot and damp, and he slashed into her with tong sweeping strokes of his cock, wringing strangled groans of pleasure from her.
May watched Sid's huge cock pummeling into her sister's virgin rectum, heard her rattling cries of delirious pleasure, saw her furiously undulating buttocks pumping back against his bulldozing prick as her full golden pear-like breasts danced and jiggled under her chest.
Oh, God, I wish that were me! she thought enviously as she savored every moment of the disappearance and reappearance of Sid's cock in her sister's forever stretched nether channel.
June rolled and flung her buttocks back against Sid's hard driving cock, wild rapturous feelings of dizzy delight taking hold of her. She knew she was nearing cumming now and all she needed first was to feel Sid's hot searing liquid scorch into her backside and then she too would cum�
Then a crazy chant sounded behind her: "Ccccuuuummminngg!"
Sid's nails were digging like talons into the soft quivering flesh of her curved buttocks and his fucking cock began spewing its burning fire of seminal foam deep into her hungrily milking anus, shooting it far, far up into the soft rubbery depths and then she was too cumming, flailing and tossing like a newly landed fish, sobbing out a lewd incoherent jumble of words as the inner walls of her pussy opened up and a torrent of sex fluid gushed from deep inside her jerking young belly.
"Oooohhhhh, good God! Oh, baby! Oh! Oh! Oh!" her tormented backside wriggled endlessly against his climaxing cock, muscles wildly convulsing, tight sphincter opening wide, flaring in an unprecedented agony of lust.
"Aaahhh!" she sighed, finally. "Mmmmmm!"
Minutes later, Sid was aware of May hovering over him. "It's my turn now," she breathed heavily. "Fuck me in the ass."
Her frank demand awoke the life in Sid's prick once more and leering assent, he reached out for the depraved thirteen year old.

CHAPTER SIX

Sybil awoke from her somnambulant stupor wrangling wet with perspiration. Her strawberry blonde curls were matted to her forehead with the agony of her nightmares. Sid hadn't come home last night� though that was nothing new; his nocturnal meanderings were nothing compared to her dreams.
Mr. Hansen, of all people had been chasing her naked and screaming through the house. She shuddered, remembering his disfigured body. Instead of having nipples, he had two cocks where breasts should have been, and each time he came close to catching her, he'd grab one of his deformed cocks and try to stick it in her mouth, then laugh raucously when she clenched her teeth and screamed.
Sybil ran her lithe fingers through the mass of her pink curls and slung her legs over the side of the bed, her green eyes mere slits in the piercing morning sunlight.
"That Goddamned job of him," Sybil thought to herself, mentally counting the number of nights that Sid hadn't come home� or when he did, he was too tired to eat dinner. "I'd just like to know what he's been teaching those little snots!"
She swaggered into the bathroom and peered into the mirror above the sink and shuddered at the sight of her drawn face. And dropping her toothbrush back into its holder without bothering to use it, she turned the hot water on full blast into the tub and poured a handful of bath beads under the water. As soon as it was ready, Sybil felt herself beginning to relax.
She slowly lowered herself into the steaming hot water, feeling its caressing warmth envelop every inch of her firm young body. Running her hand up her thigh with the wash cloth, she was horrified to discover that the insides of her thighs were wet and sticky. Oh Lord� I couldn't have cum in my sleep after that horrible dream! Exploring further, she discovered the black truth. Her cunt lips were still swollen and overly sensitive to the touch, and her clitoris was the size of a pearl button. She sighed as she lay completely immersed, the fragrant bubbles lapping at her chin.
Unconsciously when she began to wash her inner thighs Sybil lingered at the pleasure spot between her legs, so recently satisfied in her unconscious dreams� and yet yearning for more� much more. Sid's loving, only him doing it just the right way, slowly, beautifully, passionately. Her fingers slipped up into the wet petals of her cunt, and she began to flick at the pink interior beneath the water, the delicious sensations rising within her steadily until there was a sharp rap at the door.
Guilt stricken, she removed her hand quickly, and instinctively covering her unprotected breasts, she asked in a tremulous voice, "Who� who's there?"
"It's me� Mr. Hansen�" an insolent voice replied. "Are you decent?"
Sybil could see the door handle twisting, and she creamed out, "No no� don't you dare come in here!!" as she simultaneously jumped up out of tile water, almost losing her balance in the process and slipping back into the warm water again. She recovered herself though and groped for a towel, wrapping it swiftly around her.
What strange slip of the mind had made her not lock the door as she usually did� today of all days?
She just reached the door as it was being pushed open. How could this be happening to her? It couldn't be real! He'd meant what he'd said, the lecher!
She could hear Mr. Hansen's sing-songy voice as he pushed against the door. Valiantly, she struggled to push back against him, losing her towel along the way. But she let it go� it was much more important to keep him out! Why was he cackling away like that� as though he was playing some dumb game? His laughter unsettled her beyond anything else, and hysterically, she began to cry, still pushing hard against the door. Her tears weakened her efforts, and somehow, with one gigantic heave, Mr. Hansen pushed his way in.
"Nononononono!" she cried, folding herself up like a ball on the floor and scrambling for the towel to cover her nakedness. "Go away� please� oh, please� you must go away!"
The man stood above her, his dark eyes taking in the soft rounded curves of her body. He smiled once more�
"Sure," he said. "I'll go away� I just wanted to ask if you had the rest of the money," he chuckled slightly as he watched Sybil covering up a bit of exposed thigh with the edge of the towel. She was sitting on part of it, so there wasn't enough to cover her completely. Without her getting up to arrange it, so Mr. Hansen realized that as long as he kept standing there, he would continue to enjoy the treat of Sybil's quivering pink flesh.
Tentatively he stepped forward. What did he have to lose� what could she prove� he'd deny everything� he didn't have a wife anyway.
"Get out!" Sybil screamed. He took another step, and reached forward. As in slow motion, his hand touched her breast. Sybil's terror stricken eyes looked into his. Brusquely he knelt down on the thick bathroom rug beside her, his face close in hers. He began to insinuate his hands between her large free breasts, feeling them tentatively and then boldly as Sybil, transfixed, made no move to stop him. The touch of his hands on her breasts sent shivers coursing through her, and the knowledge that these masculine fingers already knew the feel of her resilient flesh � though only in a dream � added to her dilemma. She should push him away! But still she didn't move! Then his warm palms closed in again on them, the fingers tweaking the nipples, kneading at the spongy fullness of the firm full mounds. She whined softly, and then felt his other hand tracing a burning hot path up her leg� to where her sparsely hair-fringed pussy was gently throbbing. She could hear his breathing become heavier as the man ran his hands over the full length of her body, exploring her secret hollows and indentations, and her own voice rattled out in a series of small animal mewls.
He was staring at her, sucking in his breath sharply, his blue eyes on the two full white moons of her breasts, the satinish like softness of her thighs, the darkly gleaming flash of her bronze pubic triangle. Sybil felt paralyzed by desire� haunted by her dreams, and teased by her nocturnal orgasm. She couldn't ignore the signals from her aching pussy as she looked at this blatantly confident man.
He was running his hands with neat reverence up and down her unprotected nudity, bringing gasping and quivering responses from the softness of her body.
She had never felt like this before. Not even that time when she had given in to Sid before their marriage. Something about this situation� lying naked beside a leering man in her own bathroom, added to the prurient desire the clandestine act awoke in her and she was with, and gave herself up completely to the licking flames of passion which were engulfing her. With a deep sigh, she felt his finger rummaging between her legs. Eagerly, she spread them wide, anxious now to assist him in her satiation. His fingertip ran moistly up and down the length of the dampening furrow, the tip slipping into the burning hot hole of her love-starved cunt, making her body jackknife against him from the sudden unexpected touch.
"Oh! Oh! Oh!" she screamed, biting her lip in passionate arousal, until she could taste the blood from her self-inflicted punctures. Then the man's mouth was on hers, his thick lips pressing down on the woman's as his tongue shot into her mouth, feeling the warm wet contact of her velvety interior on her hungry organ. Round and round it swirled inside her, until she felt her whole mouth was filled with this devil-like thing tantalizing her and she began to suck voraciously at it, closing her lips tightly over its base, trapping it completely while she tried to swallow it all.
Her passion spurred his. He could feel his cock heavy against his leg, confined by the tight material of his pants, and his heart was pounding painfully in his chest. He had no idea� all he'd come to do was collect the rent, and there she was naked and acting like he was attacking her when he hadn't so much as touched her with his little finger.
Why not take advantage of the situation?
There was no mistaking her intention now. She grabbed her landlord roughly and desperately, sought to ram his entire hand up into the rapacious cavern of her tight unused cunt, her red hair a gleaming red in the dim light as she flailed her head from side to side.
Sybil heard the sound of clothes being removed and knew that he was getting undressed. She waited with bated breath until she knew he was nude and then looked at his virile, mature body. He was absolutely beautiful to her, she thought. Much better in reality than in that nightmare.
"You like my cock, Sybil?" he smiled, pulling her gently by the hair until her face was a scant inch or two away from his out-sized, fully erect prick. Sybil could see the large pillar of flesh jutting out in front of her and to her lusting mind, it appeared to take on even greater proportions. Her eyes widened as she surveyed it and she hesitantly stretched out a hand and gently enclosed it in her fingers. God, it was as big as a full-grown man's! Her fingers barely closed around it! Slipping her circled fingers up and down it, she estimated its length. Even as she was feeling it, a shudder of masochistic delight sneaked through her at the thought of man making love to her.
It'll serve Sid right, the bastard! He hasn't made love to me in weeks!
She felt the prick in her hand leap and then she was being pushed down, her legs splaying wide. He fell unceremoniously between her widely stretched thighs and grabbing her by the ankles, pulled her limbs up and out as far as they would go, ignoring her impassioned pleas for him to be gentle. Her legs were now pushed flat back against her shoulders, squashing her breasts painfully against her chest. Her taut pussy was fully exposed� naked, defenseless, the moist rosy flesh gleaming teasingly in the shaft of light from the small window.
She felt Hansen place the thick muscle head against the palpitating opening to her cunt and she lay there trembling, half in anticipation, half in fear of what was to come. Her fear brought back to her mind the reality of what she was doing.
This is wrong, she thought wildly, beginning to struggle. I can't do this� I just can't! I've never done it with anyone but Sid!
"Aaaaggghh!" she sobbed out from her very depths as she felt the plowing without mercy into her tender channel, cutting off her guilty thoughts. God, it was wonderful! She felt his cock speeding crazily into her womanly cunt and tears sprang to her eyes as she felt the full force of the man's frantically fucking penis continue to ream forward until finally, he hit bottom, crashing against the tender head of her cervix with astonishing force. Sybil's cries reverberated through the bathroom, bouncing off the walls and coming back at them in mocking notes.
For a moment, Mr. Hansen held his plundering pole there and then began to withdraw it, the over-large instrument slipping out easily from their willing flesh. Sybil sighed at the momentary relief afforded by his exit, but he immediately began to plunge forward again, ramming it in all the way, and she squirmed helplessly beneath him, trying for one sane moment to clench her thighs together to ward off his obscene invasion of her secret genitals. But her resistance was in vain� her very clenching seemed to encourage the plowing forward of his young penis. She could feel every ridge and fold of it as it wriggled about inside of her like a giant worm and Mr. Hansen's squirming scrotum pressing against the widespread crevice of her buttocks signaled a searing pain as the head reached the home base of her womb.
She lay stunned beneath his muscular body as he began a more regular fucking in and out of her cunt, flexing his hard cock as it lay imbedded in her feeling the beginning responsive throb of her inner cuntal walls. He could sense that she'd forgotten all her fear and was now on the side of the pleasure as she began a soft mewing sound of unmistakable enjoyment as her soft wet cunt mouth began a rhythmic opening and closing around his hardened cock.
Sybil's hips began a slow undulation beneath Mr. Hansen's skewering penis and her hungry pussy, so long frustrated, began voraciously screwing itself up further onto the man's dancing cock. Sybil could feel her nerve endings, so recently raw with pain, begin to tingle throbbingly from the electric shocks that jolted her body. She felt at one with his lewd impaling member as it imbedded to her and she rotated her hips in time to its desperate skewering.
His large, tense hands were digging into her shoulders and his sweating body dripped down beads of perspiration onto her churning frame as he pushed with all his might into her, his flailing cock wide and thick between her tormented thighs. Sybil was moaning steadily now, the pitch rising in intensity as she felt the enormity of her approaching orgasm. It was gross! Her body was wracked with pain from the unnaturalness of the position, but she was enjoying this total subjugation to the brazen middle-aged Viking, enjoying the humiliation he was causing her, reveling in the abject plea sure she was getting from him.
"Ohhhhh�" she moaned. "I'm cumming now, yes, yes, I'm cumming now�"
She bucked against him wildly, her body vibrating uncontrollably as her wet cum seeped down the throbbing walls of her cunt and dripped down over her straining thighs and into the crevice of her churning buttocks. She felt drained and exhausted but somehow exhilarated as she felt him continue to fuck into her, his knees pressing into the backs of her thighs, his hands cupping her buttocks, raising her up off the ground, affording him even deeper entry into her.
His long hard strokes slipped like a knife through butter into her wet slippery passage, now drenched with her own cum.
How could I have lived without this for so long? she thought wildly as the mouth of her womb flared involuntarily to engulf more of the rubbery head in its secret depths. Memories of her long, unfulfilled nights and bitter wasted days cut her like a sword and in her anger at her husband she began to batter feverishly back against her landlord, opening her crotch completely to his onslaught, her cunt making wild wet sucking sounds as it contracted gratefully around his pistoning cock.
And then Mr. Hansen began to cum, gleefully spurting out his white hot jets of foamy sperm, which seared her drubbed cunt deep inside, emitting a long low animalistic moan as he continued to empty into her wildly sucking womb. The throbbing sheath of her ravished cunt sucked thirstily at the straining prick buried inside her until finally his testicles were drained completely dry and began to grow limp inside her.
"More," Sybil sighed, clutching at the Norwegian's broad shoulders. "Oh, God, fuck me more!"

CHAPTER SEVEN

The next few weeks were hell for Sybil. She'd been seeing her landlord Mr. Hansen constantly and finally the guilt she felt at her odd coupling had gotten the better of her. She could hardly look herself in the mirror anymore� and yet, every time he called for the rent, she paid him off in little pieces. Ten dollars one day, five the next� just feeding him enough to keep him coming back for more. If her scheming was correct, as well as her arithmetic, she could keep him coming back for at least two more weeks. And all she had to do was keep her sewing machine humming, mending those seams and putting in zippers.
Something had to break and soon, that Sybil knew. Life couldn't go on like this! Without trying, she'd shed four pounds in one week, and her nights were twisted with erotic dreams and plotting. Her psyche was stretched about as far as it would go.
Still, even as she sat at her sewing reaching, she felt an undeniable lust spreading through the entire lower portion of her body. Her full thighs pressed together and the tender hair-lined cleft between them snuggled moistly up against them, wanting a more definite caress.
That, Sybil knew, would be taken care of in a few hours when Mr. Hansen came to pick up ten dollars more towards the back rent payment. That allowed just enough time to get her hair washed and set at Irma's Salon.

***

"I'm not going to let you have this letter from Daddy until you take us to your house," June said, pouting prettily.
"Yeah, it's not fair that you've been coming to our house and meeting our friends and eating our lunches�" cut in May. "You know all about us� but we know nothing about you!"
"Oh, all right," Sid shrugged his shoulders, eyeing the French post-marked letter that June waved like a carrot before his nose. Those precocious wily girls had cornered him again, and he couldn't see his way out of this dilemma. Damn, he needed that check� badly. Sybil had been on his case about the unpaid bills for weeks now, and his better senses told him it was time to take care of business, instead of playing around like today was the last day of his life. Teaching the girls in his study might ease some of Sybil's doubts about his tutoring intentions, and with relief he remembered that Tuesday was Sybil's afternoon for the hairdresser and shopping. The threesome hopped in the blue Chevy-II and headed for the freeway back to his house.
"I don't want either of you saying anything personal now," he warned, shaking a finger at the incorrigible June whose directness made him shudder at times. "Sybil's a very proper woman," he laughed, thinking of how she'd die of shock if she even suspected what he'd been up to with the sisters.
"How do you know she doesn't have a lover behind your back? You men think you're so clever," put in June.
Sid laughed out loud, the thought of Sybil taking a lover seemed so far-fetched. She barely tolerated sex in the legal confines of marriage! Yet, a sudden pang of jealousy stabbed through him at the thought, and he realized that in spite of everything, he did miss Sybil's gentle affections, modest though they were.
When they got to the house, Sid ushered the girls directly upstairs to his study, listening as they climbed the steps for the hum of Sybil's sewing machine down in the kitchen, and sighing with relief at the emptiness of the silent house.
Leaving them to find their own amusement in the hodgepodge of books, magazines and text outlines that littered his desk and the floor, he said, "I'll be back in a second," then closed the door behind them.
Downstairs he found a note on the kitchen table next to Sybil's open sewing machine.
"Sid� I'm waiting for Mr. Hansen to come by to pick up the rent. When will you get paid?"
Sid grinned smugly to himself. By God, things were looking up all right. Once he got hold of that check June was holding in her hot little hand, he'd set Sybil straight and go about his "tutoring" of the girls with the clear conscience. With a lighter heart, he took the steps two at a time up to his study. When he opened the door the girls ran up to him, laughing and each taking an arm, dragging him over to the thick pile rug on the floor.
"Hey, come on, girls� We've got work to do remember? You promised� no funny business in my house."
"Oh, I see! Anything's okay in our house, but not in yours, huh?" teased the younger Dunlap.
Playfully, they began to tickle him until he rolled around on the rug, doubled up with mirth. Taking advantage of his defenselessness, they began to strip off his clothes.
When they finally got him naked, he propped himself up on his elbow, and looked appreciatively at the lush, naked bodies of the two girls. Their tans had become deeper from their long summer days out of doors and the only obvious effect of their summer of intense sexual activity was a subtle ripening of their womanly curves, giving them a more mature, worldly appearance. How could he be angry at a time like this?
"I want to fuck you this time," shouted June.
"Okay, but I'm gonna keep one eye on the clock, because my wife is gonna be home from the hair dresser soon, and I don't want her up here listening through the door. Fifteen minutes, that's all you get!" He struggled to sound firm.
He was stretching out luxuriantly on the rug, thinking how the emancipated behavior of the girls and their frank demands no longer intrigued him. In fact, although he'd hardly dared admit it to himself, he was beginning to get a little bored with their incessant game playing and acting. Now that he had almost run the gamut of sexual experience with them, he thought he would be quite happy to spend more time at home� maybe pay more attention to his wife. He didn't want to wreck his marriage completely. Sybil had been more and more distant, he realized and he hadn't done a thing about it! In fact, he'd been acting pretty badly!
His thoughts were interrupted by June, who was beginning to mount him, straddling his belly. His overworked cock started into semi-erection and June lovingly cupped it in her hands, rolling it around between her palms, coaxing strength into it. He could feel her tight little buttocks pressing into his thighs and her golden breasts bounced as she continued to massage his swelling prick.
May had settled back against the wall happy for once to be an audience.
He sucked in his breath as he felt June's smooth lips around his prick and then her tongue flicked out and began to lick it carefully with her salival juices. Her hand gently cradled his balls and tenderly squeezed them, holding the fragile flesh carefully. Her tongue continued its warming coating and Sid's cock began to respond. She dabbed at the little slit with the top of her tongue, burrowing deep into it and she pressured the hypersensitive area under the head with her forefinger, burgeoning the tip into bulbous fleshiness.
His prick now stood up from the tuft of his pubic hair like the thick stump of a tree. The teenage girl raised herself over the towering instrument, one leg on either side of the tutor's prostrate body, and lowering her hands, gentle drew aside the fleshy folds of her cunt, laying bare the fuzz-guarded cuntal opening. Sid could see her lick her lips in anticipation and then slowly, she bent her legs at the knee and began to lower her wide-split, open cunt down towards his excitedly throbbing penis. She poised herself just over the blood engorged head and holding its rangy length with one hand and still separating the folds of her pussy with the other, she steered it towards her waiting orifice. A gasp exploded in her throat as she felt the initial touch of his hard rubbery flesh on her frail pink cunt and then she lowered herself a fraction of an inch so that the ragged pink edges flared open and barely grasped the knobby head. Lowering herself a little more, she drew in her breath sharply as she felt the thick bulbous head slip inside her. It felt rock-hard as it filled her delicate sheath and she could feel the throbbing or it as it vibrated off her moist pussy wall.
Sid lay back, his breath rattling in his throat, his cock on fire from the teasing grazing of her ravenous pussy. He could feel the crinkled edges of it nibbling hungrily at the head, sending spasms of intense pleasurable sensation cavorting through him. The expert channel of her pussy, moist and clinging, closed in greedily on the imprisoned head, contracting.
June was slowly, oh so slowly, easing herself down on his straining prick and suddenly he could stand it any longer and reaching forward with his hands, grabbed her roughly by the hips and with one savage tug, crashed her down cruelly on his rock-hard cock, ramming his swollen prick to the hilt in the young girl's cuntal channel.
June sobbed� harsh, racking sobs from the brutal slamming pressure which seemed to tipple in her tender hole. The thick cock was buried completely inside her and the rounded resilient head rubbed against the soft, yielding mouth of her womb.
Impatiently, Sid again grasped her by the hips and raised her up the slippery pole of his cock, until just the tip of the head was still enclosed in her. Then he slammed her down again, her moistened cunt slapping against his wiry pubic hair with a wet sloshing sound. This time, the discomfort was not so intense as June's cunt adjusted itself to the greater access afforded by her up top position. She began to raise herself up, gently this time, feeling the ragged edges of her inner lips clinging to his cock as she rose up off it and then she lowered herself down, feeling it slip easily into her sheath, where she could feel every ridge, every indentation of its throbbingly alive surface.
She began to sway rhythmically, moving up and down yo-yo fashion, enjoying more and more the novelty of her fucking him. Almost casually, she reached a hand back and began to stroke his balls, sensing the turmoil which was beginning there.
Sid's hands began to claw at the rug, pulling tufts of thick pile out of it. Then they reached forward and little brown nipples oscillating. He dug his fingers into the soft flesh, leaving red welts, as his hips began a hard, upward grind, forcing his cock deep up into her.
The tempo of her sliding up and down increased every second until she bounced around as if she were on a trampoline and then her hand was pumping insanely at his cock, trying to squeeze it dry. Her whole body was vibrating violently and the pulsations reached down into her cunt, where they pressured his near-boiling-point penis into release. His hips battered up against hers as he spewed his semen into her convulsing body and before he was even finished his spasming ejaculation, the sticky hot fluid was pouring out of her cunt and trickling down on the shaggy rug. Drained, he lay there panting regaining the strength he knew he'd need for the rest of the afternoon. There was still that damned French lesson to delve into, and he'd need his energy to think straight!
But no� May would have none of it. It was her turn now�

***

Proud of her new banged hair-do, Sybil let herself in the front door, leaving it unlocked behind her, knowing that Mr. Hansen would be coming by soon. Her leather handbag landed with a thud on the living room sofa, and she sauntered into the kitchen, humming to herself, the anticipation of this afternoon's rendezvous with her landlord foremost in her mind.
With feminine vanity, she ran her fingers through her strawberry blonde curls, mentally measuring how many inches Irma had clipped off. Not too many, hoped Sybil, reveling in the feel of her silky hair, which she knew was her best feature.
Sybil was on her way up the steps to her bedroom when she heard a strange series of soulful groans coming from the direction of the study. Puzzled, she walked over to the door which was standing ajar. Sybil held her breath listening. There it was� weird sounds like someone in pain. Her heart thudding, she crept silently closer to the door.
She bit back a cry when she glanced inside. Her head whirled in disbelief at the disgusting act that was taking place in Sid's study. Tutoring! Right�! she thought with drawn features. For a moment she thought she was watching strangers� but no, those hirsute buttocks wavering obscenely in the air could only be Sid's!
Her shocked eyes took in the lustful sight of her husband on all fours, his head buried between the widespread thighs of a moaning twitching dark haired girl no more than a child, whose hands were buried in his hair, pushing his face further down into her moisture soaked curls.
To add to her horror, Sybil caught sight for the first time, of another pair of legs, this time stretching out obliquely from under Sid's belly, the dark pubic hair between them plainly visible. Sybil could even see the faint pinkish gleam of the girl's slit nestling between the dark fringes. Shifting slightly, she could see the girl's hips closed tightly around her husband's cock as she was sucking him furiously, while at the same time, mechanically kneading his balls!
"I can't believe it!" she gasped, biting back the tears.
Sybil tried to shut out the horrible scene, but her eyes kept returning, as if drawn by a magnet, to the perverted sight of her husband slavering animal-like at a woman's cunt, his big red tongue digging again and again into her flooded young hole. She continued to gape in disbelief, her eyes glued to the passionate writhing. She could see the other girl, her mouth straining to swallow the rigid penis dangling above her, her whole body twitching in uncontrolled ecstasy.
How could he do such a thing? Her mind screamed. It would be horrible enough if he were just making love in the ordinary way, but this lewd act was an outrage to her!
Her first impulse was to run into the room and stop the obscene act before it went any further, but something held her back and she felt compelled to watch them. She wondered how that brazen young girl could open her legs to him like that, allowing her secret genitals to be used in such a manner. She found herself wondering what it felt like to have a man kiss you there� feel his tongue, abruptly, she shut out the thought and clenched her thighs together to dampen the strange little tingle that was starting there.
I'm as bad as they are! she thought bitterly, standing there gaping at the disgusting sight of her husband, his face buried in one girl's vagina and his penis being sucked to rigid hardness by another girl, while her mouth hollowed and filled as she slavered over the giant rod. How could she take it all in her mouth without gagging, Sybil wondered, feeling a strange stretching sensation in her own mouth, as if in sympathy with the young girl. She had never seen Sid so lustful, his penis had never seemed so throbbingly huge, and she felt slightly resentful of the girl who made it that way.
Just then she stifled a cry as two wiry hands slipped around and drew her backwards to him. They wormed their way up to her breasts and pressured them lightly. Mr. Hansen! It was probably already five o'clock. Sybil's first inclination was to push him away. She was so utterly ashamed of the disgusting thing her husband was doing! Just because her husband was an uncontrollable sex maniac, did that mean she was just as licentious? The answer seemed to be yes as the mature caresses behind her felt surprisingly exciting on her breasts, like a kind of confidence giving massage, bolstering her ego, as she stood there watching her husband bury his mouth in the soft fleece-lined cunt, his tongue dipping deep into the wet slippery channel. She could hear him making low growling sounds in his throat as he ministered to the twitching vagina, while the girl mewled in ecstasy.

CHAPTER EIGHT

Sybil's breath caught in her chest at the utter depravity of what was happening. What must Mr. Hansen, her landlord be thinking? Almost gratefully, she leaned back against her lover and she felt at once his protuberant rod of flesh, burning into the crevice of her ass. His hands still squeezed her breasts lightly and he was murmuring obscenely in her ear.
"Why should he have all the fun? Let's fuck, too!"
The man's words lashed into a blazing pyre the flames that had been lurking inside Sybil. Her cunt felt as if it were consumed by fire and was twitching and quivering in time to the slavering that her husband's tongue was giving the girl beneath him.
Oh, God, she moaned, what was happening?
Mr. Hansen's cock, so long and hard, felt so good pressed against her trembling buttocks and her body was undulating in time to the teasing massaging of her breasts.
The lewd fucking she was watching filled her with mixed emotions. She felt revulsed at the sight of her husband doing those awful things with his mouth between the young girl's open thighs but it was also undeniably damnably exciting! She always thought it was sick to have a man kiss you there, and she had certainly emphatically discouraged Sid from doing it. Even so, she'd often wondered about it, and what it would feel like. And she'd always steadfastly refused to take his hardened cock in her mouth. But, those young girls seemed to be enjoying it, and Sid was whipped up to an ecstatic frenzy like she had never seen before.
Hansen's hand dropped down and was groping between her legs, desperately trying to find the hot, burning gash that was her cunt. He found it and pushing aside the passion-drenched crotchband of her panties buried his middle finger deep in the throbbing hole, and Sybil had to fight back the helpless gasps of pleasure that came bubbling to her lips.
"I want to fuck you now," he whispered hoarsely.
Sybil fastened her eyes once more on the trio on the rug. Her husband's wet sucking sounds still filled the whole room, mingled with the groans of the girl, whose hands forced his head further down to grovel deeper in her pussy, and all that was visible of the other one was her madly churning hips as she strove to suck Sid's wildly building seminal juices from his massive cock.
Sybil could stand it no longer. Her breathing ragged, she tore her eyes away from the lust inciting scene and gasped: "Yes, Hansen� fuck me! OH God, fuck me now!"
The middle-aged landlord grabbed her by the hand and they stumbled toward the bedroom.

***

Sid's body was a raging inferno. It was near five-thirty and for the umpteenth time he was on the verge of another body-crushing orgasm. His tongue was raw and swollen and his prick was humming from the continual sucking and fucking he had been giving and receiving from the insatiable Dunlap sisters. He moaned as he felt May increase the tempo of her furious sucking and knew that any moment, he would spurt his sperm into her willing mouth.
June was a raw moaning mass of desire. Her little clitoris, granite hard, leaped electrically at his touch and the moist, heated pussy walls closed in frenetically on his burrowing tongue.
He thought he heard stumbling sounds outside of the door, but June's thighs held him firm and he couldn't move. Anyway his own sluicing sounds filled the air, and June's screams were reaching crescendo peak, so he couldn't even be sure he'd really heard anything.
Then an ecstatic wail rent the air and he felt a warm flooding of his face and May was mashing her flooding vagina up with animalistic fury, her thighs clutching him in a death grip. He continued to send his tongue deep into her writhing hole, rotating it around teasingly in her depths, until the cumming was over and she was still, panting and satiated. Then it was his turn and he was amazed at the copious flood of semen that he sent shooting into May's never-quenched mouth. Jet after jet of it, that spilled over the sides of her mouth and dripped down on to the rug. Then, all three lay back in a twilight sleep, their bodies tired and well used.
Sid dozed lightly, fervently hoping that the sisters had had enough. He didn't think he could get his prick up and his mouth was buzzing from the prolonged labor. Besides, they would have to get down to work soon, it was time to get them back home and out of his hair.
"AAAaaaggghhh�" the sudden scream of pleasure-pain rang through the house, and Sid froze. What was that? Or had his sex tortured mind imagined it? It seemed so near, almost�
"Ohh, God� Fuck me, fuck me harder!"
The impassioned plea sounded again and this time Sid knew he hadn't imagined it. Staggering to his feet, closely followed by the girls, he ambled down the hallway to the bedroom and flung open the door.
The loud wailing sound rang out again just as he stepped inside the door.
"Oh, Hansen, harder, harder, that's it, harder!"
Horrified, Sid stared with bulging eyes at what was happening on his marital bed. He saw a jumble of nude legs and arms, twisting and flailing; the pumping buttocks of some man pummeling into the upraised and wildly flung thighs of someone who could only be his wife, her mouth half-open, her strawberry blonde hair thrashing uncontrollably from side to side.
Sid recoiled from the lascivious sight. It couldn't be, he thought wildly, Sybil wouldn't� but obviously, Sybil could and did. Her long, creamy legs scissored out and wrapped themselves around Mr. Hansen's back, pulling him lewdly down on her naked pussy, her fists pounding into his back. Sid could see the sheen of the long, lubricated pole as it tore into the willing flesh until it was sunk to the hilt and the petal-like lips of his wife's palpitating cunt still grabbed at the base, trying to engulf it all inside her.
Sid barely noticed the excited twittering of the sisters behind him, as they observed his wife being screwed half to death by the landlord. They were obviously amused and undoubtedly aroused again. As he watched the man's prick pistoning into his wife's open and unprotected cunt, Sid thought he'd go crashing through the floor! It just wasn't possible! But it seemed to pose no problem to Sybil as she tried to spread her legs wider and wider to afford her lover greater access to her hungry insides.
As Sid watched the incredible sight, June's mocking voice came ringing back with painful clarity� how do you know she doesn't have a lover behind your back! His face blazed in memory of how scornfully he had dismissed the idea as preposterous. His thoughts whirled around in his head. This was his own saintly wife, the Sybil who barely accepted the most normal of lovemaking, who was flailing about in complete abandonment under the satanic thrusts of their landlord! What had happened to change her into this oversexed creature? He remembered the stumbling noises he'd heard earlier and realized that Sybil must have come back early from the hairdresser's and seen him and the girls engaged in orgiastic three-way sex. The thought that his wife had witnessed him that way crimsoned his already red face.
God, this is all my fault, he moaned to himself. But, if that's what it took to awaken her, he thought suddenly excited, then it was worth it! His tired cock leapt into half erection, exhilarated by this new thought, glad to be free of the pall of guilt that had been hanging over it. If that's the case, his thoughts ran on happily then everything will be alright with us again!
His cock jerking out convulsively, Sid eyed the writhing couple on the bed, listening as his wife's moans of pleasure increased in intensity. He could see her firm, curvaceous buttock cheeks fattened out against the bed, cruelly spreading from the strain of coaxing the man's oversized cock further and deeper into her. Sid's eyes seemed mesmerically fixed on her tight, grinding little ass and unconsciously, he began to stroke his long thick penis, running his tongue over his lips, all earlier feelings of tiredness and satiation forgotten.
The blood in his big prick was pounding painfully and like a man in a trance, he dashed into the bedroom, screaming in a crazed voice: "Wait for me, Sybil� wait for me!!"
The sisters gasped and avidly turned their eyes on the depraved sight, anxious not to miss a second of what was to come.
Great waves of heat were crashing in Sybil, sending out ripples of pleasure to her every nerve ending, and she felt the moment of her imminent release nearing. Just as she was drifting off into her euphoric bliss, her husband's bellowing voice shattered her reverie.
"Wait for me, Sybil� wait for me!"
She struggled to raise her head and realized that Mr. Hansen was moving from between her legs.
"Oh, please, God," she sobbed silently, "what am I going to do?"
Then she felt herself being turned, and Hansen was slipping beside her.
Shaking with fear, she found herself straddling and lying on top of her Scandinavian lover, his hard rod resuming its skewering up into her. She turned her head and saw out of the corner of her eye, her husband Sid standing behind her, his large, blood filled penis held out lewdly in front of him. Then he yanked savagely at her hair, turning her face away again, so that she was left staring down Hansen's contorted, jowled face.
Sid observed the cowering figure of his wife atop the body of the man who was still pumping into her, his hips raising up off the ground and his shoulders pushing back against the floor. Sid was gaping as he drew aside the soft white mounds of his wife's quivering ass. Sybil moaned piteously and tried desperately to clench them together again, but Sid dug his talon strong hands into the soft flesh and she knew it was useless to struggle. She relaxed her trembling backside and he spread the soft yielding crevice wide apart.
Sybil heard him suck in his breath as the dark puckered ring of her anus came into his greedy view. He could see it throbbing gently, the crinkled flesh drawing the soft, whiter flesh in as it contracted. He pushed his hand down, quivering with excitement and thrust experimentally at it with his finger. Sybil gasped and began a furious wriggling as she felt the probing digit against the soft sensitive skin. What was he going to do to her? her mind screamed. But, oddly, her struggling only served to increase the satisfaction she was getting from Mr. Hansen's intense screwing of her cunt from below, and involuntarily, she moaned aloud, her cries unmistakable mewls of pleasure.
Sid heard her ecstatic sighs with rage. The wanton little slut! he raved, the Goddamned little bitch! His anger uncontrolled he rammed his finger forward, sinking it into the first knuckle.
"OOwowwowwowwow�" she sobbed, vainly trying to dislodge the unnatural intruder. Tears rushed to her eyes and fell freely down her face.
"Let's see how she likes this�" Sid slurred, his eyes dimmed with sadistic glee as he watched the unhappy result of his brutal action. He rammed his finger forward again until it was imbedded to the second knuckle and Sybil moaned and writhed under the horrible impalement.
He scoured her widening anus gleefully with his finger, expanding it unnaturally, while his other hand stroked and patted his monstrously enlarged cock, aiming the angry red bulbous head at the dark little ring of his wife rectum.
He withdrew his finger and methodically placed the giant head against the sorely stretched anus, the tiny drops of moisture from the slit at the tip lubricating the abused area. Then, his cock laying the full length of her anal crack, he again spread the futilely resisting moons of her ass apart, stretching them beyond belief, and opening the whole defenseless split to his onslaught.
Sid grinned sadistically as he hesitated for moment, his cock poised. He couldn't believe it. One of his secret dreams nurtured in the years of their marriage about to come true! How often had he thought about burying his prick deep in the virginal anus of his frigid young wife, and feeling her squirming about in helpless impalement under his thrusts?
Now, his eyes bulging, he drove the steel-hard prick straight at the tiny, defensively clenching mouth.
"Aaaaggghhhhh!" her piteous scream shattered through everyone there, and the watching girls felt their blood running cold as she kept up her agonized wail, the pitch rising steadily.
The tip had ground its way into and burst through the tight elastic nether ring and the full throbbing head lay buried in the tightly restricting flesh.
Sybil was blinded for a moment. The pain seeped into every crevice of her body until she felt she was being split apart. Fresh tears gushed down her face in her abject mortification of what was happening to her. Her smooth white buttocks jerked and twisted trying to dislodge the unnatural invader. But it was no use and her angered husband lost no time. With each desperate jerk of her body, her husband's cock slipped a centimeter further into the tight rubbery sheath and with one mighty surge, he sunk the entire length of it in her warm, contracting rectum.
"Ohhhhh, God, OOhhhh, God, darling� you're� you're hurting meee!"
Sybil kept up a mournful wail, oblivious to everything but the harsh, grating pain. She didn't know if she would ever be able to walk again after this bestial double impalement by her husband and her landlord at the same time and tears stung her eyes in shame and degradation.
Sid looked with satisfaction at the smooth white pillows of her ass cheeks closing in on his deeply sunk cock. He had wanted to hurt his wife, humiliate her for all the time she had spurned him, shrugged off his advances, and for this, the final grief she had caused him. He began to thrust with his hardened cock, forcing the rubbery resisting flesh to yield, until he began an even fucking in and out, the now wide-stretched anal passage becoming easier around his prick. He felt the thick, long cock of the man through the thin diving membrane separating her rectum and vagina and almost as if they had agreed, they began to screw into her in a rhythmic fucking unison, buffeting her unmercifully between them.
Sybil's sad keening had ceased and for a moment she was silent, and then, unbelievably, she began to mummer low gurgles� tiny whimpers of unmistakable pleasure. She was beginning to enjoy it!
When the pain had ceased and her body became accustomed to the dual fucking, her only thought was to have it over with. But now, tiny trickles of pleasure� feather-like strokes� started deep inside her and with each double thrust from the impaling spears, the trickles increased until they were roaring rivers of pent-up passion. She began to thrust her ass backwards, voluntarily skewering her roundly stretched anus on her husband's sodomizing cock, and then bearing down to swallow the full length of her lover's cock in her voraciously hungry cunt. She was actually enjoying it�! The masochistic joy of being helplessly fucked frenziedly back and forth! She liked the ruthless feel of her husband's penis as it ravaged her virginal anus and fucked in sadistic stroked in time to Mr. Hansen's deep plunges into tier hungry pussy! She began to chant mindlessly: "OOOoohhhh� hurt me! Hurt me! Do it harder! Fuck me harder! Harder! Harder!"
The two men, mesmerized by her lewd cries, pumped furiously into her with merciless pounding swipes of their violently hardened pricks.
June and May could hardly contain their voyeuristic glee. The wild fucking was more exciting to them than anything they had ever experienced, and their eyes were glued on the cruel sandwiching of Sid's wife between the two madly screwing cocks. Almost as one, they had plunged their fingers into the hot throbbing furnaces of their cunts and were twisting their hands up between their legs in time to the pummeling the men were giving Sybil.
As her high-pitched screams became more intense, the girls could stand it no longer and dashed like nymphs into the bedroom.
Without hesitation, June lowered herself on the surprised face of the sweating Mr. Hansen, and he, recovering from his shock, immediately lashed out with his tongue, slashing with fury into the writhing orifice over his face.
May, at first at a loss as to what to do, grabbed the mildly protesting Sid by the hair and pulled his head slightly to one side, giving him easy access to her waiting, willing pussy.
Sid blinked his eyes at the pink moist slit that appeared from nowhere in front of him. Maddened by the repeated shrills of his wife, begging to be hurt, and goaded on by the increasing turmoil in his balls, he licked out feverently at the insistently proffered cunt, not knowing or caring whose it was.
The sisters twitched and moaned with increasing passion as the men licked and sucked intently at their throbbing cunts, while they fucked mercilessly into Sybil, who kept up a steady catation, her body thrilling to the increasing feelings of pleasure. The bodies bucked and jerked against each other, the air resounding with the sound of flesh smacking against flesh, and wet slavering sounds or oral satisfaction.
Sybil was the first to cum, her now hoarse voice raucously shrieking out as orgasm after orgasm spasmed through while at the same time, the two men, sensing their absolutely total conquest of her body, plunged forward, ejaculating their pumping sperm far, far up into her wildly quivering body. The two sisters then came, their orgasms being nonetheless potent for being their dozenth or so in twenty-four hours. They all collapsed in a licentious, satiated heap, and for a few minutes, Sybil through her lust crazed mind, thought she would never move again, let alone have another orgasm, but of course, she did, when her rejuvenated husband and landlord-lover and the never-tired girls initiated her into her realms of pleasure she'd never even thought existed.

CHAPTER NINE

Sid squeezed with a gentle, affectionate force his wife's arm and leaned over the deck of the Dunlaps' four bedroom yacht, "The Sin Ship," his deep tan brightened by the red and white striped tee-shirt he wore. Wiping a pearl of ocean spray from his bronzed cheek, the tutor stared in the distance at the shoreline of the craggy French coast.
A dreamy, far-away expression flickered in his deep-set eyes as Sid allowed himself the leisure of retracing the jig-saw events that led up to this new windfall of luck.
June, that conniving little wench, had the plot set � right down to the characters, motives, and setting! The wily girl-woman had read the letter from her father, well advised of his intentions of bringing the girls' tutor to France for a year to help them get started on their first term in the private girls' school, and thus June had set up a chain of drama involving Sybil in a menagerie of sex. "An initiation in sex," as June had called it with a shrug.
And it had worked!
Now the woman couldn't be satisfied, and it wasn't June or May Sid was thinking about. It was his wife, Sybil. These days it was on orgy a night with Mr. and Mrs. Dunlap joining in on occasion. Life had become a tangled mass of breasts, cunts and thighs. He had forgotten which night was which, who was daughter and who was mother, and he didn't care! As long the Dunlap girls needed special attention, he'd have a job.
Yet, he knew to his regret, that he and his wife had passed the point of no return, and Sybil reaching the point where she was unsatisfied unless she had several men a night.
"Darling�" she called again, bringing her husband's thoughts back to the present, "isn't this wonderful? Who ever would have thought�?"
"Yes," Sid nodded meekly, "you never know�" Then he took his wife's hand and headed for their bed in the cabin below. "Do you want June to come along, or do you think you could be satisfied with just your husband?"
"Mmm� I say we need some help. I'm feeling terribly devilish today�"
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