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CHAPTER ONE

It was, at first, no more than just a suggestion of light � a lessening, rather, of the dark into a deep grayness through which objects could gradually be observed.
But it sufficed for the sleeper to move, in her slumber.
And having moved (such is the process of human awakening), she stirred again, as if she were trying to wring from her unconsciousness that final ounce of relaxation.
While she fought to relinquish the last luxury of her rest, the day dawned with its accelerating tempo that drove eventual sunlight against the drawn curtains.
Louise stirred for the last time, as a knock sounded at her door. She heard the knock but was reluctant, even in waking, to give heed to it.
When the rat-tat-tat sounded again, she opened her eyes and came instantly to full consciousness.
"Yes?" she called, directing her voice at the blankness of the closed door. "What is it?"
"Room service, Madame," came the reply. "Your morning tea � may I enter?"
"One moment," she called, automatically. Then, remembering: "It's O.K. You can come in. The door's not locked." The handle depressed and into the boudoir came a steward, adroitly bearing a tray in the supple wristed manner of men trained to hotel service. He was dressed in a short white monkey-jacket, gold-epaulette, ending at the waist. From his waist down were tight-thighed navy blue trousers, descending to black, patent leather shoes.
"Good morning to you, Madame," he bade politely, as he crossed to deposit the tray on a bedside table. Louise Henderson acknowledged the greeting, noticing with interest the efficient movements of the tall, wavy, dark-haired man as he set down her tea things. New, she thought. But good.
On an impulse to talk, she queried: "It will be hot again today, do you think?"
The steward answered: "At this time of the year, Madame, here in Nice it is always hot."
"No chance of rain?"
"Clouds, perhaps, in the afternoon. But seldom rain. In Nice, the rain comes in the winter � when the tourists have all gone."
"I see. Tell me, that perfect English of yours. You are not French, then?"
"No, Madame. I speak French. But by birth I am a South African. Here in Nice I am learning the hotel business, so that I may return one day to one of the big hotels in my own country."
"Interesting," commented Louise.
Desire, elemental and carnal, had risen within her as they chatted. Dare she�?
She wondered, dispassionately studying him, how best to provoke him into a quick realization of her needs. Should she leave it for later? Or should she try to gain his interest right there and then?
She decided on the spur of the moment, as the steward inquired, with trained courtesy: "Shall I pour tea for Madame?"
"No thank you. Pouring tea can be so � so one's own affair, I always think. Don't you?"
And as she spoke, Louise raised herself on one elbow, twisting round to attend to the tray. She took care, as she did so, that her breasts should fall, visibly, against the flimsy gossamer of her pajama top.
She knew too, and wickedly, how voluptuous were the curves of those breasts.
Released from the confines of her daytime brassiere, they were full, vast breasts, and firm fleshed. When Louise stood nude, they seemed to defy gravity as they stood out, proudly abreast of her body. Obviously weighty, they should have sagged. But, not so obviously well-muscled, they did not sag. They projected. Big, deep-valleyed, statuesque in their beauty, they stood out and round, the very acme of her undeniable femininity.
In her sheer, positively transparent night attire, those breasts were virtually nude as she poured her tea. And Louise knew it.
She knew, too, that she would be perfectly safe in stealing a quick glance into the eyes of the steward, to observe from his expression what effect her minor exhibitionism was having on him. No matter what his training was in keeping a bland, non-committal exterior at all times, no man could be immune to the full bombardment of Louise, when she chose to cut loose.
It was exactly as she had thought. The steward never noticed her quick, probing glance. His gaze was concentrated upon the lush woman-hood spread out before his eyes. Nothing could have claimed a fraction of his attention at that moment.
Never, thought the man, had he seen so much woman so blatantly exposed! Never had he seen a torso so exquisitely proportioned. If only she would freeze into the pose she then held, forever, he thought�
Louise permitted a sly smile of triumph to creep into her expression, as she devoted her attention once more to the pouring of her tea.
"When I asked about the weather," she continued easily, "I wanted to know how to dress. My husband arrives today from South America. What I wear to meet him will have to do for all day lunch, afternoon, and no doubt, the evening as well. We do not see each other often, my husband and I�"
The steward made a noble, if not quite successful attempt to collect his scattered wits. He literally dragged his eyes from the vision so tantalizingly exposed before him.
"Your husband, Madame?" he stammered. "He� he � you will be leaving the hotel today, then, perhaps."
Louise laughed, almost mockingly.
"Oh, no," she said. "We almost never stay together. It is because we almost never travel together. He has his business interests. I have mine. He makes his arrangements. I make mine. But when we do meet, it is always like some lovers' tryst for us."
"He� he has been gone from you for some time, then?"
"For six months we've not seen each other. Do you know something?"
"Madame?"
Louise sat up suddenly, bolt upright in her bed. Again, those magnificent breasts, jouncing now at the sudden movement�
"You," she said. "You are extraordinarily like him. The same hair, the same height, the same expression about the eyes. I was watching you walk a moment ago. You even have the same gait."
Confused, the steward could only gaze dumbly, quite enslaved, as she spoke.
"Tell me, what is your name?"
"Andrew," he managed to utter. And remembering his position: "Madame does me honor."
"Madame could do you greater honor still," she replied, cheekily provocative. "If, that is, if you have the time. What time is it?"
Andrew felt as if he remained on his feet only through the support of some invisible gyroscope deep within him.
"It is early. Something� some few minutes past six. Madame's was the first call for tea this morning. There is nobody else to serve before � oh, half past seven."
"You are not expected anywhere else, then?"
"Not until the half-past seven breakfasts," he replied. Then, grasping fleetingly at a sudden surge of courage, a male instinct not to be as stupediedly dominated by this woman as he had been, he summoned the strength to inquire, almost archly: "Did Madame have anything else in mind, then?" Louise let another of her rippling laughs fall musically into the quiet of the bedroom.
"Did I forget to assure you, Andrew, that you are young and astonishingly, tantalizingly, the very image of my husband?"
"So Madame requires�?"
"After six months, Madame requires the assurance that Madame will not fail her husband when he returns to her today. Madam requires that � most urgently. And almost immediately � if, that is, Andrew is perfectly certain no trouble will pile up if he is absent from his duties for a little while?"
Still the courage flowed from some hidden source into the soul of the steward. The danger point had come and gone. It left him, if not in command of the situation, then at least no longer absolutely at her mercy.
"Andrew is perfectly certain about that, Madame, as well as about one other thing, if he might be so bold."
"And that is?"
"That Andrew has never seen anything more desirable, not in his whole lifetime, than Madame. And that if it is the greatest good fortune that will happen to him this year, that Andrew is selected to deputize for this missing husband, then Andrew will do his very best to take his place, with all the competence at his command!"
Louise's laugh rippled out again, charged this time with the throatiness of her sexual urge. And as she laughed, she said, happily: "Then what, Andrew, what in the bloody hell are we waiting for?"
In a tomboyish gesture, she gathered her knees up to her chest and then, straightening them suddenly in a double kick, she thrust all the covers from the bed in one movement.
And there she lay, her exuberant body exposed delectably from head to foot, clad only in the sheerest and shortest of pajamas through which all her femininity was shown. The silky whiteness of the under sheet served to accentuate her loveliness.

CHAPTER TWO

It took Andrew no more than sixty seconds to peel off his formal, boiled-shirt uniform.
The short monkey-jacket was off in an instant. The shirt, with a click of buttons, followed it into an armchair near the bed, and he stood revealed from the waist up, naked, sun-bronzed and broad-shouldered.
Muscles rippled under his healthy skin as he undid his trousers. His socks and shoes followed, and he stood before her a virile being, devoid entirely of all badges of rank that separated his social station from that of the hotel guest in whose boudoir he was. "My God!" broke involuntarily from Louise, as she witnessed the fast metamorphosis. And she thought: What a man this Andrew is!
In wispy nylon shorts he stood before her, his desire made plainly apparent by the erection of his penis within the clutching confines of his underwear. "There they go!" he quipped. "The badges of rank. The things that make me a servant, and you the woman I serve. And now, my love, we meet on the same plane!"
And, as he descended upon her, Louise murmured: "But Andrew, your shorts."
Mockingly, still bearing down upon the bed in one lithe movement, Andrew grinned: "Until you take off your pajamas, woman, the shorts stay. Where they are!"
And then he was beside her, and upon her, and his seeking lips had found her mouth and his cupped palms the bounty of her breasts. And Louise surrendered her body to him.
In the midst of her embraces, she sighed.
And her sigh was the involuntary apostrophe: "Ah-h-h-h-h! Ah-h-h-h, my Hector, my darling!"
Hearing it, Andrew smiled, deep down within himself. He caressed her lissome young body the more fiercely. Hector! Her husband, he thought accurately. Returning to her, in fantasy.
And now his hand was upon her rounded, voluptuous belly, and he allowed it to glide over the satiny smoothness of nylon, over feminine skin. And now, beneath his palm, he encountered the pubic hair, coarse and vigorous over her rounded pubis.
And as she felt his touch upon her cunt, she twitched with the involuntary nerve reactions of her lust. Oh, for this brown, athletic, God-like creature to possess her!
And he chuckled, feeling her wince in pleasure.
Sensing his amusement, but misreading its meaning, she moaned, through her kiss: "So demanding? So urgent in your passion, my Andrew?"
And she melted into his embracing arms.
"Not so demanding, my beloved," he murmured, "that I cannot spare the time to love you as a woman like you deserve to be loved. For the passion, for that, we can wait."
Wet-lipped and open-mouthed, he was kissing her again, drinking in her fragrance while his seeking, exploring fingers went at their task of stirring up unendurable ecstasy in her.
With quivering thighs, she closed his fingers against the warmth of her cunt, soft and nestling in its bed of curling, vigorous hair, beneath the prison of the panties of her pajamas.
"Oh-h-h-h-h!" he sighed. "But these things � off with them!"
With her own hand fondling the length of his staff beneath his shorts, evoking in him the tumult of lust, she breathed back: "Only when yours are off, too, my love!"
So they paused, and with one twin writhing, each was free of clothes, resplendent in their nudity.
And now her fingers upon his throbbing penis were practiced, experienced demons of provocation as, palm-wet from his juices, they slithered back and forth across the phallus, torturing each nerve�
But Andrew, in his turn, had insinuated equally unendurable fingertips into the warm, oiled slither of her sex, so that the girl was reduced to a writhing jelly of spasmodic twitching in her lust for him.
Together they uttered weird, primeval cries of passion into each other's mouths until she could bear it no longer, and she lapsed into bursts of obscene profanity, which were wrung from her during the most intimate moments.
"Have me!" she cried. "Possess me! Now! Fuck me, ah, I beg of you! Christ, I can stand this no longer, not another moment!"
Andrew still persisted in stirring within her eager, pulsating vagina, resisting her attempts to arch her way beneath his muscled, youthful physique.
But mercy eventually prevailed upon him. With barely a perceptible effort he lifted her up, using only his forearms. And then he allowed her to fall athwart him at precisely that that second when his throbbing penis was erect, poised to penetrate the pubic hairs beneath which throbbed her cunt.
Louise felt the warm heft of her man being absorbed in the lubricated length of her vagina, and twitched in spasms.
"God I feel it must be a mile deep, this cunt of mine!" she cried. "Pierce it! Rip it! Come deep inside me! Come now, Andrew! I demand it, I tell you!"
Andrew gave all he was asked for. And furiously, the girl fucked back with all the force of her massive hips, seeming to wrap all of her womanhood over and around him as she sensuously writhed to and fro.
He, for his part, was now a creature of crystal-clear perception, sensing her desire, matching it with his own, yet rigidly controlling his passion till it should be ready, in one glorious giving, to be spent in the simultaneous, drenching climax that was steadily approaching.
There was warmth in Louise, and tiny lips � it seemed there must have been a million of them � veritably sucked at the throbbing head of his penis deep within her belly, sawing to and fro as he brought on the climax they were both nearing.
And as they fucked, they kissed and rolled and writhed in their eagerness to be dominant in their copulation.
On his back, Andrew felt her clawing fingernails involuntarily tearing his skin, lacerating it in her feline feminine desire to hurt. Her rending nails were causing him no pain. Instead, they merely provoked his ardour.
Gently but firmly gripping her, he answered her sadism with a consideration that was prompted by his remembering that this whole affair was but a whim, a passing desire on the part of this girl. Why mark her, then? Why lacerate her as she was lacerating him? That might offend her husband. But bruise her? Ah, Christ, if the bitch did not stop soon, then bruise her he would�
And then he knew by her twitching and the swelling of her nipples against his chest that she was about to come.
Sensing his triumph, he drove his tusk like some giant, fucking deeper and faster into the mystical interior of her cunt, till it seemed he would rip out her very bowels. And she matched him, stroke for stroke, till with a cry that must have echoed through the entire floor of the hotel, both arrived. Sweating, panting, salivating, they came together.
In a flurry of sperm, of pulsating masculine ejaculation, he flooded her cunt as she arched herself back up and into him, striving to wring the last final drop of juice from him.
And so, sweat-drenched, fuck-drenched, satiated, they lay for long moments, recovering their strength. But both knew that this encounter, brief though it had been, spelt only the beginning of something between them.
She knew only his first name. To him, however, the woman he had just enjoyed remained nameless. What the hell would it matter, he thought, if he were never to know her name, or she his, as long as they would be able again to accomplish what they had just accomplished another time?
And finally, sighing, Andrew rose silently, to dress and to depart. And on the bed, a mocking, complacent smile on her lips, Louise slept�
When Louise awoke, there was still the hint of a smile in her expression as she busied herself with her toilette. Faintly she tra-la-la-ed the rhythm of a cha-cha number while she waited for her bath to fill. Occasionally she permitted herself a pirouetting twirl as she moved about the suite, preparing for the day ahead of her.
In her bath, she was magnificent. She lay awhile, wallowing in the softened, perfumed water, observing the perfection of her flawless body.
From the floating mounds that were her breasts she noticed how, under the transparent water, her hips rounded out into the twin columns of her thighs like some underwater growth of marine biology, the to taper into the twin symmetries of her ankles.
At her pubis, the soft tangle of hair swayed lazily submerged rocks of some grotto. And she thrilled involuntarily as the memory flooded back of what she had so recently enjoyed.
On an impulse, she brought up her knees, so that the lips of her cunt were parted to the voluptuous warmth of the water. At the same time she caressed the still-sensitive vagina, bringing back exquisitely the memory of the furious fucking it had so recently endured.
Ah, woman! she thought. That Andrew! Christ, that was a man, indeed! And she sat up, still smiling, to lave her luxuriant body in soap, delighting in the gentle touch of the sudsy cloth over her skin. Fresh from the fragrance of her bath, dried and warm, she squatted over the bidet to complete her fastidious ablutions by douching out the depths of her cunt. Finally perfumed, fragrant and groomed with all the care her wealth could provide, she began to dress, choosing first the sheerest of black panties. Through these, her triangle of cunt hair lay visibly pressed back into a matted triangle of desirability. Her vast bosom she snapped into a cut-away brassiere that strove valiantly, albeit woefully unsuccessfully, to contain all the curves that were suddenly entrusted to them.
Over her hips she drew a skirt that was tight enough to allow the panty-hems to show as they clung tightly to the healthy, formed flesh of her buttocks.
A pale yellow blouse followed, filmy enough for just the most enticing suggestion of brassiered tits to be conveyed � twin hillocks of loveliness, objecting to the confines of the nylon strap that sought to bind them.
Stockings, then, and shoes from which more material was missing than had been used in their construction. Gloves, handbag but no hat and Mrs. Louise Henderson was ready for the street. Ready to meet the husband whose return she had been looking forward to so very much.
And as she swished expensively through the foyer of the hotel, she thought she caught a glimpse of the easy-moving figure of Andrew, who had proved so perfect a lover earlier that morning.
And she smiled again, the same smile she had worn throughout her morning bath routine.

CHAPTER THREE

The drive to the airport at Nice is not a long one. But it is a pleasant one, with the blue of the Mediterranean on the left providing a placid contrast to the grassed hills rising above the homesteads on the right, once you pass the busy promenade of the seafront hotels.
Louise hummed softly as she paid off her taxi and entered the modern airport building. Conscious of her body, she used it to maximum advantage to win the admiration of men as well as women in any crowd. Unwittingly she did this, for it had now become second nature to her. The hips wiggled, they jounced, the head was carried high, proudly, almost disdainfully� And her breasts � these she flaunted with just the correct degree of insouciance.
Heads swiveled as she progressed through the traffic hall to the bar at the far end.
Nice's airport is thronged by the great of this world. Celebrities use it daily, as well as business czars, diplomats and the elite of international society. So the people at Nice airport, on any given day, are unlikely to spare more than a passing glance at anybody who may show up there. They've seen it all before.
But a beautiful woman, the world over, can win herself a second glance anywhere. Louise was such. She was a beautiful woman anywhere. Admiration was her due. What is more, Louise superbly knew how to evoke admiration.
She had not long to wait. Refusing a drink from the barman, she had barely laid her bag and gloves upon the bar when a loudspeaker announcement told of the arrival of her husband's plane.
And then, minutes later, there he was, hatted, coat over arm, striding towards her. There was love and warmth in his greeting.
"My!" he grinned. "You're adorably lovely, my darling� Wonderful to see you again!"
She clung to his embrace a long moment.
"And to see you," she gave back, in welcome. "It's been so long, Hector."
"Ah, my love, it's the long absences that make the short reunions so wonderful!"
"You're so right," she whispered happily. "Where are your bags? You have brought them, haven't you? You are staying a long time this time, darling? Aren't you?"
Hector laughed.
"One bag. Quite enough for me. A fortnight, darling wife, then I have to go again. To Athens."
"On business?" she pouted.
"The biggest deal of all. Come, let's find a porter! Really the biggest � if it goes the way I hope it does, there should be a few hundred thousand dollars in it, spread over the next year or two. Maybe even more."
"Business! I hate it. Always here, there and everywhere, jumping 'just to this place', 'just to that place' � and we're never together!"
Gaily the man gathered the girl into his arms. "But this time, Louise, for such a short time. And so much at stake. At most I'll be in Athens a week, maybe a fortnight. Lambrakis is there now, and I know he has to fly to Buenos Aires in three weeks. But come, let me look at you. Let's get the hell out of this airport to a place where we can be alone."

***

Hector's hotel was invariably the Ruhl.
As he moved about his room, unpacking, they discussed the deal in which he was involved � the placing of a vast succession of shipments of Brazilian coffee into Europe through a Greek importer. His unpacking completed, he divested himself of his jacket, and went into the bathroom to wash up.
"Now," he grinned, returning from the bathroom, "let's get on with the honeymoon! This is always the exciting part of being in the same town with you, knowing you are here, and that I can talk to you, feel you, instead of just writing to you."
He took his wife into his arms, and Louise went limp at the long and ardent kisses he showered her with.
And as their kissing progressed, with Louise insinuating her body against his, she felt his penis growing erect against her thighs. For any woman this feeling, this sensation of mastery of her man, is irresistible. It was so for Louise, to the point of being fatal. Nothing provoked her so as the knowledge of what her nearness could do to a man. She responded, sinuously twisting herself against Hector, exulting in her power over him.
"Christ!" he breathed as, moments later, they drew apart. "What you do to me! Come now!"
Willingly she submitted as he drew her to one of the beds in the vast boudoir. Outside it was bright noon. They had not yet lunched. But, sang Louise's heart, what matter? Her husband was with her. Her six-year-long honeymoon was about to begin all over again.
"Off with it," said Hector, unbuttoning her yellow blouse. "It'll crease."
"Who cares?" she smiled, submitting to his eager fingers.
"I do," he grinned. "Later, there'll be lunch. And I want you as pristine as you are now." And then her blouse was off, and in a trice, her brassiere as well, and Hector held her at arm's length to savor the sheer beauty of her unconfined breasts. Swelling hugely and perfectly away from her chest they stood out, hard-nippled by her mounting desire, the areole puckering in as the nipples contracted.
"Holy God," he exulted, drinking in the statuesque proportions of her body from the waist upwards. "Louise, never, I swear to you, has there been so much loveliness as the loveliness of you!"
She, in her turn, fumbled with the straining buttons of his fly.
"Ah, this thing," she sighed, "this thing I love so much � this thing for which I've craved so long!" And her fingers fastened on the throbbing erection, already probing through the material of his undergarments.
"Then have it, my darling."
Hector undid his shirt and trousers with quick, practiced movements, then stood, suddenly nude, his short but wickedly thickened prick standing out like a rigid truncheon between his thighs.
"Now you, Louise," he grunted, hungrily. "Your skirt. Strip. Naked. Go on � stark naked! The way I love you to be!"
She obeyed as he removed his shoes, and, in the completeness of her nudity, she crouched, kneeling before him, groping for his penis. She was a woman upon whom stark lust had suddenly descended.
Feeling it, lovingly masturbating it, she sighed as she crammed it into her mouth, sucking it and licking it as she stroked lengthwise upon it, drinking in the velvet oiliness of his secretions.
And Hector, thrilling as she worked upon him, pulled gently at her head, holding it between both hands, wanting to raise her up to the level of his own mouth, yet reluctant to end the thrill of her wanton, sucking embrace.
Finally she rose, sucking the last drop of spunk from the red and swollen tip of his cock. And he kissed her, seeking with his tongue what no man can do to himself � to taste the spunk from his own cock, the spunk that lay still warm and slimy upon her tongue. With his penis, he probed round in her pubic hair, and suddenly he bore his wife backwards before him onto the bed.
This time it was Hector who went down upon his knees. Invitingly, sensing his desire, she arched up her thighs, spreading them apart so that the red tract of her cunt, pulsating in its eagerness, was presented to his mouth.
Thirstily the husband went at it, licking with great hot slashes of his tongue at the frothy vagina, feeling on his sensitive tongue the eager twitching of her clitoris, match hard to his touch.
Louise, electrified at the contact, thrust the lips of her cunt at the proffered mouth and tongue, and went limp with mounting desire.
"My darling!" she uttered, randily. "Lick me! Tongue-fuck me!"
And Hector did. Ardently, passionately and with tenderness, he slid his tongue over her softness and warmth till she was almost brought to the point of coming.
At this, she arched round suddenly upon the bed and Hector, with instinctive knowledge that she wanted to change position, stood up, penis aloft and angry.
"Come!" she cried. "Soixante-neuf! You suck me and let me suck you! But careful, darling� gently, please. I'm nearly coming already!"
Hector vaulted up next to her, his cupped hands falling naturally over the full, lush curves of her titties, feeling their rock-hard nipples boring hotly into his palms.
"As you want it, my love. Only you go on top."
Obediently, wildly, Louise swung round and, kneeling with her hairy sex over his face, she crammed his cock greedily into the warmth of her mouth, feeling new surges of love juice welling from its tiny aperture whence it flowed into her throat.
Over Hector's face, she presented the delight of her sexual organs and he drew her cunt gently down to the darting, snake-like caressing of his tongue. Louise could not cry out in her passion, for her mouth was full of throbbing, pulsating prick. But she gave vent to her own enjoyment in vicious sucks of that cock, now being masturbated halfway down her throat in blissful lasciviousness.
From time to time, she would rise right off Hector's penis, clutching it around its base, her fingers around his balls, wondering hotly at the power of this thing which could thrill her so.
And when she did this, Hector thrust her ass away from him, raising her buttocks so that he, too, could feast his eyes upon the mystery of cunt and the winking eye of her asshole, both so close together and so near to his face.
What delighted him was the uncontrollable twitching of the lips of that cunt, the in-and-out puckering of the closely-shut anus, as desire consumed his wife. And then she said: "Oh, Hector darling, don't stop like that! You're maddening me! Suck my cunt� lick it! And go on sucking it. Just when you've got me on the point of coming, you stop! It's murdering me!"
Grinning mischievously, he thought that this was just what he wanted: to drive her mad with desire, and then not to satisfy her completely.
And then, on a sudden whim, he swung around beneath her, whipping his penis from out of her mouth, trailing a long strand of elastic come-juice that stretched and broke, to lie like a cobweb across the redness of one of her nipples.
Before she could cry out in surprise, he had pulled her strong body down upon his, feeling his penis slide up to its very balls, deep into the warmth of her cunt, feeling the tip of his tool probing at the very nut of her grotto.
And Louise could only gasp at the onslaught, but feeling the sliding engine within her vagina, she gripped him with her thighs, arching her back so that her glorious breasts stood out, bobbing and jouncing over her husband's face beneath her. Her hair was now dank and disarranged, and sweat � the hot sweat of desire � was upon her.
"Fuck me!" she screamed deliriously at him, taking delight in the impact of obscenity. "Fuck my cunt! You've licked me. Now fuck me, damn it! Piss! Piss in me � fill me with hot, boiling piss!"
And Hector understood. He had long marveled at this trait in his wife � this reversion to foul language in the moments before her climax came. He found a vicarious pleasure in it. Governing his own lust then, disciplining gently but firmly his own desire, he said: "Ah-h-h-h-h! But I love you when you're like this, Louise! A virago! A madwoman! I'll fuck you, all right. But first, like you say� I'll piss into you! Deep down inside your cunt, I'll explode my bladder � right into your womb, if you want it!"
Deliriously, she yelled: "Piss into me! Fuck me! Fuckpiss into me!"
Louise, abandoned utterly to her ecstasy, literally shouted as Hector, urging himself mightily, relaxed sufficiently to discharge the contents of his bladder into his wife.
Feeling the hot surge of urine squirt into her, she could contain herself no longer. She lay, writhing like a snake, in her lust.
She was coming� mightily� and did not care who knew it. Up and down went her hips, and the piss squelched from her vulva, flowing over his wet prick, cascading down upon his thighs.
And as she fucked greedily and lecherously, vast spurts of piss escaped, cascading over his belly, and her seeking fingertips, intent upon maiming this man who (albeit at her own request) had thus befouled her. She drove her nails deep into the skin of his back.
She was lost. She was gone. Like some beast, crying in her passion, she was wild-eyed, maddened by the lust, maddened by the climax of her coming. Back and forth upon his prick she went, sliding the length of it upon her inside skin, right from her clitoris to her deeply embedded cervix, sobbing her obscenities, tossing her head, sweating copiously as the stream of piss unbearably continued to spray upon her internal organs.
And Hector, still disciplining himself, grit his teeth and held back his juices. He was satisfying her. He was doing more. He was glowing in the power of his self-control, glorying that he could cause Louise to come, without coming himself. His turn would come later. He knew his Louise.

CHAPTER FOUR

Louise lay limp and naked upon the bed, drenched with sweat, semen and piss. She was fucked beyond endurance. She could not have cared who saw her then, obscene and spent. Her mouth was open. A trickle of saliva ran from it down her cheek, joining the tears she had involuntarily shed in the moment of her great coming. Her hair, matted and wildly disarrayed, lay across her face and across her pillow. Hector looked down at her, proud and possessive, and no whit disgusted at the sight. So might a hunter look down at some denizen he has just shot in some jungle. He grinned, triumphantly.
But Louise, eyes closed, slumped grotesquely in abandon. She lay, blissfully content to surrender utterly to the tide of satiation in which she had been engulfed.
And Hector's penis, bowed by the onslaughts that had been demanded of it, lay subsided against the hairs of his lower belly. Truce had been called. The lovers, as if by mutual consent, had ceased their striving. The one lay, relaxed and waiting. The other lay, mauled and beaten into submission.
Long moments ticked by in the silence of that April noon.
Hector looked down at his wife, but she did not stir. Nor was she asleep. From time to time a long, low, throbbing moan of pleasure escaped from her lips, and she shivered as the memory of the fuck swept through her again.
She was beautiful, Hector thought, the most beautiful woman in France. In France? In the world, then! And unquestionably, she must be the finest fuck ever created by a just God for the delight and delectation of man.
Becoming thirsty after his exertions, he crossed silently to where his gown hung, then tiptoed to an anteroom, where he rang for champagne.
The slight pop of the cork as it left the bottle disturbed Louise, lost in the luxury of reverie bringing her back once again to reality.
Sleepily, she reached for her husband, thinking him still at her side. Then she called: "Hector? Where are you?"
Gowned, with his hair combed, Hector came into the bedroom bearing the champagne and glasses.
"Here I am," he grinned, "bringing sustenance from the very Gods. Oysters, caviar, eggs, food from the sea."
She sat up, a statue suddenly come to life as her splendid breasts arched out once more from where they had lain pancaked upon her chest. Gratefully she reached out a hand for her glass, and they drank his toast: "To our reunion."
"Was it very lovely?" he coaxed, tenderly searching in her eyes.
"It was so wonderful," she murmured. "What a lover you are, my Hector!"
"You say nice things to your Hector."
"Because my Hector does nice things to his Louise."
"And are you over it now?"
Louise stretched out, luxuriating in the tension she placed upon her naked, youthful, nubile body. "If a girl ever gets over what you've just done to me, then I expect I am."
They drank again, sipping the golden fragrance of the wine. Hector placed the bottle in its ice-bucket beside the bed. He sat on her side of the bed, his gown falling open. He left it so. "What'll be left in it for me?" he asked.
Louise gazed down upon his penis, flaccid and limp where it flopped there against his thighs, his balls hidden between his legs.
"With that?" she taunted.
"Fear not, my sweet. It can rise again. Phoenix, you once used to call it."
"Don't I know! Seriously, love, have your will of me. I'm sure I could never come again. But I'll do whatever you want me to. What woman wouldn't, after what you've just done for me?"
Hector passed that one. He knew a hundred women who, their own satisfaction attained could be cruel in their selfish ingratitude. But thank God he thought, Louise is not like that.
"Suppose I should like to have intercourse, there, right between your two breasts?" he questioned.
Louise cupped each tit in her palms, squeezing the breasts together until they met in a straight-up-and-down cloven valley.
"Like this?" she asked coyly, lifting a provocative eyebrow. "Then go ahead, my love, you shall."
And Hector, knowing her generosity, was satisfied.
"Have you missed me so very much, then?" he asked, as he refilled their glasses.
"More than you know."
She reached out a hand, tickling at his flaccid penis, sending fingers questing along his thighs for his balls, feeling the surging manhood asserting itself once more in her husband. She herself remained unperturbed, intent only upon bringing gratification to Hector, since his mead of pleasure to her had been so unselfishly given.
Skillfully and with practiced fingers, she masturbated him gently, persuasively, glorying at the accumulation of spunk that each forward motion of her hot palms deposited among her fingers.
"Nice, my love?" she whispered.
Hector groaned in pleasure, surrendering his penis completely to her practiced manipulations. Oily pre-come welled out from the orifice at the end of his reddened cock, swollen there upon its staff, looking like some London policeman's helmet.
Louise put her glass down beside Hector's and swiveled over, not relinquishing her grip on his rod but latching again over that joyous staff with her eager, hot-tongued mouth.
The accumulation of spunk grew so that, eventually, it frothed over her lips.
Hector raised her head quickly, pulling her by force off his cock, and greedily sucked at her mouth in a long fuck-kiss, to regain for his own pleasure the juices that had come from his agitated penis.
She gave him all she had accumulated, feeling it pass from her tongue to his, and sank back to suck him off. She could feel that he was close to coming. Never once, therefore, did she relinquish the terrible onslaught of her mouth, skillfully drawing the very manhood from between his loins.
And then Hector went rigid.
He was coming. His orgasm was upon him.
It was as if he had been suddenly removed into another world as he felt spurt after spurt of white, hot juice jet into his wife's throat.
She, feeling it come, was delirious with happiness, sucking and licking so that not a drop of it should spill, draining his very knackers.
Hector burst into a sweat, but dared not move until his semen was spent, delighting in the feeling of limpness that was markedly stealing over him as discharge after discharge of milky, full-bodied semen emptied from him.
Louise came slowly off him, a trickle of come welling from her mouth and down her lovely throat. Her lips were shut, containing the still-warm ejaculation; suddenly and greedily she opened her throat and swallowed the entire load she had sucked from his prick.
"Ah," she groaned happily, feeling it slide down her gullet. "And there are those who set champagne above this, the fools! The Philistines! What know they, who only champagne know?"
Hector watched her exultation, loving it. Slowly his penis subsided, until it lay flaccid. He reached for his glass. And Louise spoke then.
"Nice, my beloved?"
"Indescribably lovely," he said fervently.
And after a long pause, Louise asked: "And have you, too, missed me?"
"So very much."
And he meant it. In silence they drank from refilled glasses, then Hector collapsed and lay supine beside her.
"No mistresses, then, since we were last together, my Hector?"
He cocked a quizzical eyebrow at his wife.
"No mistresses," he lied, blandly. "What about you? Any lovers?"
This time, Louise took him completely by surprise.
"One lover," she said.
It was a blow right into the pit of Hector's stomach. But not by an eyebrow's twitch did he betray it. The flat admission stunned him, until he remembered the outright lie he had just told his wife when he had denied having any mistresses. Mistresses there had been � ships of the night, and scores of them � since he had seen her last.
Instead, he parried her admission.
"And why not?" he asked, gently. "Poor thing! I'm away so very often from you. And you are so very much, so completely, woman!"
"That's just it, Hector. Woman. Not oversexed. At least I don't think so. But just woman. And this time, when you were away for so long, when for so long I had wanted you, there came suddenly the chance for intercourse with somebody. It was just a quick, plain and simple fuck. The chance offered. I yielded."
Hector grinned. His first shock had subsided. Of course, the crazy way they lived, the long separations � of course she would take a lover. The miracle was that she had lived without one for so long, for six long years. Or so she confessed, anyway. This demanded adjustment. If she were to be deprived of her husband for such long periods, was it her fault? It would be cruel to deny her, the splendid Louise, of all women, the right to sex, to deny her the right to copulation when and where she might choose to effect it.
"I'm glad you told me," he said, understandingly.
"So am I," she said. "Look, Hector. My job takes me away from you for too long at a time. Then, when I can be settled for a while, you are gone. Soon as we meet, I have to shuttle halfway round the world again � the glamorous, globe-trotting beauty consultant to the House of Pierre. It's true, we make wonderful money. We live in the best of hotels. But one thing is lacking most of the time. That thing is sex."
"Love � that I know I have. For your love, my darling, I am grateful. You are the most wonderful man I know. You are all I want. When I can have you. But I loathe going to bed with my whole body aching for just one thing � a man between my thighs."
"My heart aches for you. That's one thing. But my body ache, which happens, you know�?"
"For a penis?" he asked.
"That's just it. For a penis. Any penis. For a man just to fuck me until I collapse, like you do. That, Hector, is another sort of ache altogether."
"I see," said Hector gravely. "So?"
"So I want your permission to take a lover when I want one. Look, Hector, every time I ask you, you tell me: 'No mistresses'. But I don't believe you. You couldn't be the man you are to me, if you weren't often, well at least half that man, to other women."
Hector lay back, realizing the conviction underlying her words. She knew he had had mistresses � scores of women chosen only for the gratification they could give him for the nights in which he had taken them to his bed.
Softly, he said: "My darling � and hell, I hope this isn't going to hurt you � you're right. There have been mistresses."
To his surprise she accepted his admission as casually as if he had told her there had been games of tennis.
"So you see," she said, "we have to rationalize about this thing. There is some reasonable concession we have to make, the one to the other, some tolerance we have to show."
"I suppose we have to. O.K. then. In principle, I'm prepared to go along with you. But tell me first, this lover of yours. Where did you have him? In Australia when you were there, or since then?"
"Since then."
"In Switzerland?"
"No, Hector. Not Switzerland. Here. Right here in Nice. After six whole months of wet dreams, of masturbation after parties, after all the times I've longed for you, it was right here in Nice."
"When?"
Louise lied then.
"Does it matter? Just while you were away. That's as much as I will admit."
"Is he as good a lover as I have been?"
"Conceit!"
"But born of love. Of my love for you�"
"In that case, I'll allow it then. But Hector, this is 1960. These aren't the days of our youth any more. We � you and I � are worth a million pounds, perhaps. I've lost count. There is more than you or I could ever want. Still we persist in making more money. So what we have to do now is to plug up what could widen into a dangerous rift between us � sexwise, that is. This thing, this need of mine for sex, is something that's been growing on me for a long time."
From refilled glasses they drank again.
"You have any ideas then?" he asked her.
"Yes," she admitted. "Funny. It's only now that I've really crystallized them into words, now as I talk. And you had better like them, because you are going to be called on to live up to some of them."
"Listen. Nobody loves me like you do. To you alone will I utter this truth. There is no man so tender, so passionate, so strong, so capable. There is no man who can do to me just what you can in bed. And that's what you always tell me, that in bed I am supreme among all the world's women."
"It follows then that we need one of two things. Regular sex with each other, or just regular sex with anybody. I assume you've been getting regular sex with anybody, and I'm at precisely that stage now that I want it, too, if not with you, then at least with some other man, or even men, of my own choosing."
"So listen carefully. Because I don't want to do this behind your back. I propose to bring my lovers to you. I propose to strip and to get into action with them so that you can approve. Or disapprove. I would never take a man of whom you did not approve, Hector."
"But you, on your part, will bring your lovers to me, right before my eyes. I will approve of them. Some I will not permit to come into the same room as I am in, no doubt. But I will be sensible and try to avoid hating them for being your mistresses. If I approve, then it will be for all time."
"Lovers and mistresses, of course, who don't measure up � these we will abandon. That is to be understood."
"But then, Hector, when you go away, I'll at least know that I will have a penis to serve me, even if I don't have a husband. And that'll apply equally to you and your mistresses. You see, now?"
"Just like I've been doing all along then?" asked Hector, gently teasing.
"Just as you've been doing now, for six years and more," she said, then added firmly, "and as I want the right to do from now on."
Hector sat up, slapping his thigh.
"You know, damned if I don't think this whole thing looks like a mighty fair arrangement for us. We don't live like other people. So the hell with it. We won't love like other people either. It's revolutionary, but damned if I don't think it's just crazy enough to work. Now tell me, who is your lover? Is he here, perhaps, in Nice?"
"He is."
"Will we meet?"
"Certainly," she said levelly. "But only when you produce a mistress. I'm not going to give all and take nothing in this arrangement. Surely you have somebody here in Nice or close by whom you keep for when I'm not here with you?"
Hector, momentarily perplexed, thought suddenly of a woman called Claudine Ferrandi, Italian producer of plays and revues. She lived very much of her life in Nice. Claudine was a fine girl, in the fussy femininity of whose villa he had spent one or two tempestuous weekends from time to time.
"Oddly enough, yes I do," he confessed.
"Then we will bring them together, your mistress and my lover. Soon. The sooner the better. Agreed?"
"Without doubt, agreed," said Hector easily � and yet uneasily.

CHAPTER FIVE

In their respective hotels that night, Hector and Louise did a great deal of thinking.
Hector's thinking was coloured largely with relief, relief that Louise seemed quite prepared through her own suggestion to condone his marital infidelities. And he had to admit it, they had been frequent.
Indeed, the way she seemed to have the situation planned, there was even promise of fun in the prospect.
She's an odd girl, he thought. Beautiful, that went without saying. Beautiful of face as she was of figure. But today she had given him insight into a mind he had never credited her with. Here she was almost prepared to encourage his peccadilloes! And to think of the scores of times he had crept, conscience-stricken, from the beds of his various mistresses!
He wondered idly how Claudine Ferrandi would measure up to the strict standards Louise would doubtless set. Claudine was quite fascinating, but that only meant that she was quite fascinating to him. How fascinating she would prove to Louise was another matter altogether.
Claudine's world was that half-world of the theatre. Her circle of friends was peopled with actors, producers, variety performers, songwriters, musicians, men and women and those "in-betweens" of the profession who, Hector had to admit, were often quite incomprehensible to him.
Yet Claudine herself seemed able, when she was with him, to shed this aura of the "theatre", as they called it. With Hector she had proved flexible, accommodating and entirely satisfactory in her role of his mistress.

***

Louise, lazing in the luxury of cool black silk sheets in her bed in the Negresco Hotel, had dimmed the light in her boudoir. Through venetian blinds, moonlight seeped into the room. From outside rose the traffic symphony that is the Promenade des Anglais.
It was of Andrew that she thought. Andrew, an ordinary hotel waiter. Well, not ordinary then. On the contrary, quite extraordinary. What would the suave, cosmopolitan Hector think of her lover, when she had to explain that he was merely a menial-servant � to whom, on nothing more substantial than a passing whim, she had so recently surrendered her glorious body?
And yet, she thought, there was a latent something about Andrew, a something on which she could not place her finger but which nevertheless reassured her. His behavior, while he wore his uniform, had been perfect. There was in it the competent subservience of the skilled hotel attendant at all times.
Once he had discarded his clothes, however, he had become a person in his own right. He had become Andrew Somebody � Andrew the Man� all man, in fact. Who was he, she thought, when he was not working for the Negresco? He had said something, she remembered, about being in Nice "only to train in hotel service".
Certainly he was a brilliant hotel servant, courteous and with polished manners, deferent yet efficient. Could it be that these were innate qualities, rather than the veneer laid on him by his calling, she thought? There was no doubt about it, when he shed his uniform, he became wonderfully different, wonderfully more exciting!
Yes, she thought. Hector will doubtless approve of Andrew. She decided to introduce the two of them, her lover to her husband, at the very first opportunity. Perhaps a day or two would not be too long to look forward to that meeting.
And as sleep claimed her, she smiled.

***

But in the end it was Claudine who intruded first into the Henderson menage. Hector, always quick and firm in his decisions, saw to that. No sooner had he accepted the terms imposed by Louise than he created the chance to put her plan into action. He telephoned Claudine.
"Claudine?" he said into the mouthpiece, when he heard her musical, French accented voice. "Hector Henderson, you remember? That's the one. Back, yes. But only for a fortnight or so. No, honey, Louise, my wife, she's with me this time. But all isn't lost; look darling, she has an interesting proposition. At least, I think it's interesting. You might too, at that. How about lunch, today if you can. You will? Wonderful! I'll tell you all about it then. No! I can't spend the morning with you. Your trouble is, you have no darn patience! What's that? You have? Well, what's it they say about patience? Bound to be rewarded, or something? Be with me, honey. Yours will be. Fine, then. By all means, drive yourself in. Sure � here at the Ruhl. Looking forward to it, darling. 'By, now!"
Hector put the phone down. Then he asked for Louise's number. He told her of the arrangements he had made and Louise agreed at once to the lunch.
She then rang for room service, hoping secretly that it would be Andrew who would be sent. She was right. It was Andrew, suave as ever and giving no hint of the intimacy that had occurred between them on the previous day, who knocked at her door, and entered at her bidding.
She ordered tea, croissants, a boiled egg, marmalade and butter, watching Andrew gravely noting down her requirements in his service pad. The sight amused her, and she laughed gaily so that Andrew looked up in surprise.
"Oh Andrew, forgive me for laughing, but you're so sweet, standing there as if nothing had ever happened between us!"
"Madame?" he queried, in genuine puzzlement. Ever since yesterday he had been in a turmoil about this woman, Louise Henderson, and the unforgettable incident that had taken place in that very room.
There had been fear, too, on his part. Just what, he wondered, had got into this guest, to have caused her to permit intercourse between herself and her room steward? Certainly, it had been irresistible. Even more certainly, it had been quite delightful. But ever since it had happened he had been uneasy about it. And now she was laughing at him! But, he sensed with inner relief, it sounded like a happy laugh.
Louise rolled over, presenting her back to him in her merriment, and Andrew noticed, with a pang of recognition, that she was naked against the black of the sheets. Her flawless back was entirely nude.
"Honestly!" Louise panted, between peals of laughter, "but you, Andrew, you're quite perfect! So absolutely the room service waiter, how do you manage it?"
Andrew felt her amusement was genuine and decided to risk participation.
"Well," he began. "You will admit that the situation isn't absolutely normal. After all, Madame, yesterday�"
"Yesterday," said Louise, "was only the start of something, Andrew. Don't worry. I understand. If you're feeling a trifle guilty, that'd be natural. But I promise you, you needn't."
The black sheet had slipped over Louise's shoulder, and the voluptuous curve of her breasts became deliciously visible, almost down to the brown circle of their areola.
Andrew gazed at it in reverent rapture and Louise, noticing the look, made just the slightest wriggle necessary to reveal even more of her titties to him.
"You see," she went on, "it's like this � but I hardly think it's necessary to impress this on you that I just don't idly give myself to any man. You were an exception and what happened yesterday, I assure you, happened because I think there is a lot more to you than just the room waiter you seem to be. Also there is the fact that, considered purely as a man, you are a damned attractive one. So yesterday was only the start of something between you and me. Right now, for example, would it interest you to know that I have one hell of a craving for you, right at this very moment?"
The sheet had now been deliberately slipped so that one entire breast was exposed in all its beauty. Andrew had eyes for nothing else. Quickly, he crossed to the bedside.
"Madame�" he began.
"Call me Louise," she told him. "And come and sit here by me. Caress me. Let me feel your hands again on my body. Take my breasts into your hands, kiss me!"
He did. Passionately he clung to her wet, parted lips. He let his hands rove in sheer bliss over the urgent flesh as he drank in the thrill she imparted with her tongue-darting kiss.
"Christ!" she murmured, "Oh, Andrew, have you the time? Can you fuck me now, right now. My God for six months I've been starved for it! And now that I've had the taste for it aroused again, Christ, now I can never get enough of it!"
Whatever she might implore, Andrew had not the time. He knew it. It was past nine o'clock. His duties from now until the guests left their rooms for their morning divertissements would be many. But nothing could have stopped him from making love to Louise as he was doing at that moment.
"No, my darling Louise," he replied, "I haven't the time. Damn it, but I haven't. But how can I leave you like this, all hot and passionate and unsatisfied. Come."
Urgently he tore the sheet from her naked, writhing body. Louise was arching her hips so that her cunt stood out, a veritable chasm, redly disappearing into the black of its darkened depths, gaping there between its luxuriant growth of black pubic hair.
He bent his face down to it, and flicked his tongue into the warm wetness of her vagina, licking first one then the other, of the labia, until Louise was near to going demented by the torture of it.
She literally threw her cunt at him as she went through the movements of fornication upon his tongue, seeking to grip it and to tear it bodily from his mouth, but losing it each time in the slipperiness of his spittle and her own flowing cunt juices. She moaned, low, in randiness, and Andrew, fingering her two nut-hard nipples, knew superbly well how to prolong and accelerate her passion.
Backwards, forwards and sideways Louise writhed in her agony, calling out obscenities to him.
"Oh, fuck me! Suck-fuck me, my wonderful, my darling! Ah, if I could only stuff your whole prick right up my cunt right this moment! Your cock, your prick, your penis, even your balls! Oh, to have you suck me, deliciously, like you're doing now, oh, Christ � forever! Oooh-h-h-h, but this is wonderful! Christ! Andrew � I'm so close to coming! Yes! Now I will come! Oh, but I'll come, I'll piss into your mouth! I'll drench you with piss, I swear I will! Ah, suck me, suck me off till I scream, please! As you love me, darling, fuck! Fuck! Fuck!"
And Andrew persisted till he felt that her undulating hips were really coming to the fever pitch of her orgasm.
And then, there it was � throb after throb, as she moaned and screamed. Andrew seemed to suck out her very clitoris, seemed to drink the whole structure into his mouth, until her ability to bear the torture was strained beyond her endurance. She thrust at him. She strove with all her might to break away from his mouth. But he held on with his lips, to the raging furnace that was her cunt. She shouted. She rolled. She tried desperately to push away his head from where it was, cushioned busily between her thighs � and finally, she could bear it no longer. With one long, shuddering sigh of defeat, she subsided limply against the sheets.
And there Andrew left her, satiated beyond her wildest needs. His own penis was a spear of red hot flesh against his fly. But he knew it would go down again. Besides, at two in the afternoon, he would be off duty. Then, who knew? There were plenty of women in Nice who would welcome him eagerly to their beds for the siesta, even if it should happen that Louise herself were not available for him. What did matter was that he had managed to satisfy this wonder-woman for the second time.
Andrew withdrew silently from the room.

CHAPTER SIX

Lunch was over, but the remains of it � the champagne, the cheese, the fruit � were still on the table waiting to be cleared away.
On the balcony overlooking the azure calmness of the Mediterranean, Louise, her husband and Claudine were sipping brandy with their coffee. There was peace in Nice at that moment. Not a ripple marred the surface of the sea. The cars had ceased their endless whir of tires against tarmac. Even the people seemed to have withdrawn from the heat of the afternoon.
"I wonder where they all go to?" observed Hector lazily.
"To sleep, I have no doubt. Eat first, then the siesta. What a wonderful custom! And what more wonderful place than this for the siesta to have evolved in?" said Claudine, equally languid.
She had on a patterned sun frock, gaily floral against its basic cream. A frock it was, whose simplicity belied its expensive material and the elegance of its cut. And she had on only the frock, for beneath it, it was obvious that no underwear fettered either her breasts or her hips.
"And it's such a natural phenomenon, this siesta," put in Hector. "You couldn't imagine it in Sweden, for example, or in dreary London. I wonder what they are all doing? How they spend their siestas, all those people who were lazing about in the sun this morning?"
"Making love?" suggested Louise impudently.
"Oh, doubtlessly," said Claudine, taking up the challenge in Louise's remark. "And what more delightful occupation? What better relaxation after a long luncheon than to fall back into bed with one's husband, and give oneself up to his desires?"
"Or one's lover?" put in Louise, eyebrow cocked.
Hector darted a look at his wife, wondering if she were readying to denounce Claudine. But Louise's expression was blandly objective. Amused, he decided to leave the conversational ball where it lay, there in the respective courts of the two women.
"Or one's lover, as you say," observed Claudine.
"And I wonder which might be the more enjoyable?" asked Louise. "One's husband, or one's lover?"
"If we could answer that question, then it might be the end of all lovers and all mistresses for all time."
"I'm sure. Personally, I think it largely depends on three things. The time, the place and the people involved."
"Doesn't that go for all love? Do you object, then, to the lover-mistress relationship?"
Louise paused a moment.
"I used to," she said, finally. "I suppose that's my American origin creeping through. In America we set great store by fidelity, you know."
"There is no infidelity in America, then?" asked Claudine, in mock innocence.
"Oh, don't get me wrong now," said Louise. "There is more probably than here in Europe. But there we keep it hidden. We do not flaunt it as I have found it flaunted here. Or, if not flaunted, then at least condoned. Tolerated."
"So you disapprove then?"
"Did disapprove," corrected Louise.
"And now?" probed Claudine, again innocence personified. "Would you tolerate it, for example, if Hector were to take a mistress?"
Louise allowed a lazy minute to go by as she sipped her brandy.
"Now, well, let's see," she said. "Yes, Claudine. I think I would � now, that is. In six years, Europe and the world, they have broadened me. If Hector had a mistress, a mistress like you yourself, for example, I think I would quite happily permit it."
Claudine's face was a perfect mask, Hector noticed. Expressionless. Not by the movement of an eyelid did she betray an inkling of her knowledge of what Louise meant.
"You see," Louise went on, this time visibly startling Claudine, "I know that you are Hector's mistress. The point I want to make is that I am now conditioned to accept a lover-mistress relation accomplished in bed as I myself am with my ship in Hector � with one proviso. That she be as husband. Perhaps a second proviso, then. That she be as attractive on the street with him as I am. I would not want him to be, or to be seen, with anyone inferior. You agree, perhaps?"
Louise had deliberately chatted on, to permit Claudine to recover from the embarrassment of the direct charge she had made in front of her husband.
"So," Claudine replied eventually. "You know then about Hector and me?"
"I do. And Claudine, because I know, that is why we have lunched together today."
At this stage, Hector interjected: "You see, Claudine, this is what I was getting at when I phoned you this morning."
"I see," said Claudine. "You did promise something interesting. Was it this, then, to bait me deliberately in front of Louise? Fie, Hector! I rate Louise higher than that!"
Hector laughed.
"You're wrong, Claudine," he chided gently. "Louise has another idea in mind entirely. Look, let's not fence with words. Her proposition's a simple one. It's this. We're all reasonable, adult people. We've lunched together. We've discussed together a point in human relationship. What we propose now is to perform openly an act that we have up to now � you and me, that is � performed only in secret. We've agreed, you and me, that it's been divine. Now all we have to do is to show Louise how divine it really was. What we've done together, my sweet one, surely we can do again, now, in front of Louise!"
Claudine thought a while.
"What's the next move?" she asked.
"As I see it, it's this," said Hector, rising. "We go to bed, Claudine, you and I."
Claudine, suddenly understanding, gave a low hum of comprehension. Why? � but wait, she thought � this thing, startling as it had been a moment ago might yet turn out all right, might have in it after all the elements of something quite amusing. If it caused no marriage spat between husband and wife, then why not?
Coolly, she rose, as did Louise. Giving her hand to Hector, she exclaimed theatrically: "Then lead on, MacDuff!"
The bedroom was shady and tastefully furnished � a vast boudoir of mirrors and deep-piled carpets, in which the pair of beds, wide, low and inviting, were the main feature.
Claudine stubbed out her cigarette in a heavy venetian glass ashtray, and squirmed deliciously in her dress.
"This I think I am going to enjoy. Yes. This I might enjoy very much."
She held out her arms to Hector, and he came to her. His hands were practiced as they fondled her back, establishing the nudity he had suspected lay beneath the single sheath of her frock. She surrendered to his caressing, writhing at the hips as she pressed herself hungrily to his body. Her hands seemed all over him. Now they cupped his head as she drank in his kiss. Now they were about his shoulders, and from there she ran them down his back, his flanks, and his thighs, the better to provoke desire in him.
And as the kiss lingered on, she was active at the buttons of his silk, open-throated shirt, loosening the belt that held his trousers up, she feverishly tugged at the fastening of his fly. She felt how his and was thickening and caressed it expertly with the three fingers and thumb she had managed to insert among his trouser buttons.
Then she broke away from his embrace.
"Quick, Hector," she said urgently. "Undress. Strip! Let's end this useless suspense!"
Obediently, Hector stripped, sending a succession of garments flying into a chair until he stood naked and sun-bronzed as Louise knew him so well. So brown was his body it seemed as if it had never endured a winter.
Louise sank back into an easy chair to watch the couple. She was mockingly expectant, as if she were seating herself at the theatre, challenging the cast to amuse her.
But Claudine retained her dress. She sank down to the bed and gazed at the nakedness of the man whose body she knew so well. And then, with studied coquetry, she allowed her thighs to part and her skirt to fall back upon the alabaster pillars that were her legs. Plainly visible was the fuzz of hair that surrounded her cunt and Louise, feeling a stirring of sex herself, gazed at the brazen display upon which Hector, too, was feasting his eyes.
Languidly, Claudine reached for Hector, closing her hand over his fully-erect prick as he came to her. Keeping him still standing, she bent her face to that mighty staff, and took its reddened head into her mouth in an act that was all pure worship and devotion.
As she sucked for a while at his throbbing lance, she allowed her dress to fall still farther up her parted thighs, until the full glory of her twat was completely exposed.
By some trick that only she knew, she kept that twat gaping and closing alternately in some ferment of desire and Louise stared, almost hypnotized, at the consummate art of this woman � feeling her own cunt hot with the dripping and splurge of her rising randiness.
Gradually, Claudine eased up in her languid tonguing of Hector's penis and lay back upon the bed. She was panting now, eyes dreamily closed.
She lay writhing for several moments, alternately opening and closing her thighs.
Her own fingers stole up to her opened, exposed twat, and went snaking into its warm depths. Watching her, Louise gave a shiver of apprehension at the actual sight � being performed openly � of female masturbation�
As Claudine stroked the nerve ends of desire within her vagina, she seemed to fuck with thrusts of her hips toward her fingertips, thrusting back with those same fingertips as she permitted her hips to recede once more. Involuntarily, Louise found her own fingers speeding up her skirts to the fragment of nylon panties sheathing her own cunt.
As Hector sank down to his mistress' side, so Claudine rolled away from him, arid stood up on the other side of the bed. She arched an arm up behind her, disengaged a zip and, in movements ineffably slow and deliberate, she permitted her frock to fall from her body, keeping her gaze all the time upon the smooth head of Hector's cock.
It was as provocative a sight as Louise had ever seen, the disrobing of this accomplished coquette. Louise's own desire was now a fever of lust.
Quite oblivious as to the disheveled sight she presented, she had ripped down her panties and was now sitting, thighs spread as far apart as they could go, with all four fingers of her right hand moving wildly inside her cunt, masturbating with a sort of screwing motion � first to the right, then to the left � a motion that brought pressure into play upon vagina, labia and clitoris in turn.
And what a magnificent sight was Claudine, naked now and unashamed, as she stood there in an attitude of for-the-last-time domination of her lover who lay, prick erect, in wait for her to descend upon him! For that moment he was the sacrifice, and she the high priestess of this devilish ceremony they were about to perform together.
Claudine's tits stood out, their nipples hard, brown chestnuts of torment. Straight as a lily was her glorious body, with its rounded belly descending to perfect alabaster thighs. From where Louise sat, the twin swellings of the girl's buttocks were glorious cushions of pleasure. Plain to see was the valley into which her cunt-hair seemed to be sucked, as it were, into the gash that was her twat.
And then, still moving slowly, Claudine raised one leg, placing it upon the bed, so that her cunt was drawn apart, red-brown and inviting, open to Hector's delirious gaze.
Slowly, she allowed her fingers to stray once more into its luscious depths, betraying by weird little animal moans the pleasure she was giving herself. The sight of her splendid abandon was having its effect on Hector. Now he raised his head to her parted cunt lips, brushing away her masturbating fingers and bestowing a long suck-fuck kiss, drawing the liquid ambrosia from its ciliated bed. And as he closed his mouth upon her cunt, Claudine threw back her head in passion, madly fraying at her nipples with her fingers as if seized by some frenzy of masochistic desire to hurt herself.
It was then, through the haze of her abandon, that Claudine noticed Louise, one thigh splayed over the arm of the chair, gloriously tossing herself off as, entranced, she watched the lovemaking.
Claudine suddenly ceased finger-thrashing her nipples and Hector, sensing something, drew away from the torrid wetness of her cunt hairs.
"Look at Louise!" whispered Claudine, directing Hector's attention to where his wife lay obscenely sprawled, open-legged, in the armchair. "Wait, Hector. The poor girl is beside herself with desire. How can we leave her out of this."
Claudine moved quickly, soundlessly, over to the chair, and sank down before Louise. Gently she disengaged Louise's fingers from her cunt�
"Poor thing," she soothed. "Never mind, Louise. You shan't be left out. There's something in this for you as well. Come on, get undressed."
Eagerly, Louise submitted to Claudine's disrobing hands. First the frock, then the brassiere followed each other to the floor and Louise stood revealed in all the glory of her nudity, so that Claudine could not hold back a murmur of admiration at the magnificent figure so proudly naked before them.
"How wonderfully beautiful you are," she whispered. "What adorable breasts, so big, yet so utterly feminine! What a belly! What superb buttocks!"
She led Louise to the bed and then, on a sudden impulse, knelt reverently in front of Hector's wife, her mouth presented imploringly to the black-haired cunt. Louise fell back on the bed and Claudine used both hands to part the thighs before her, exposing the cunt that had been so vigorously finger-fucked until now.
"Let me kiss it!" she pleaded.
"Kiss it then! Suck it, in God's name do me the kindness, Claudine! Suck me off so I can know the relief of coming. Oh, Christ, I'm so close to it already."
"So are we all," Claudine murmured into the cunt she was already so avidly mouthing. "But that, my darling, is the peak of all sex � to die at the zenith of desire � to die but to stave it off, always, forever. You mustn't come yet, Louise! Wait."
She stood up and maneuvered Louise into a lying position, with her head upon the pillows.
"Now I'll show you something," she whispered. "A lesbian trick. Have you ever been with a lesbian?"
"Never," moaned Louise, limp in her torment. "But do just what you like. Please! Anything, so long as you get me to come. Sweet Christ, what glorious agony this is!"
Hector looked on in amazed delight as Claudine turned Louise upon her side. Then Claudine herself clambered upon the bed, her head at Louise's feet. From this position she adroitly insinuated her thighs between the thighs of Louise, pressing up as she did until the two bodies were forked, as it were, upon one another's cunts and their two cunts met transversely in a tangle of brown and blond cunt hairs. (You might achieve the same position by sliding your fore and middle fingers of each hand into and between each other.)
Both girls were wet and dripping with desire and, expertly, Claudine applied the pressure, working only her pelvis, so as to bring their two sets of labia together. When their cunts met, they did so with a delicious squelch and Louise, feeling for the first time the cunt of another woman in contact with her own, instinctively bore her share of the cunt-to-cunt-searching that was in progress.
Never before given to lesbian activity, she nevertheless found no difficulty in accommodating to Claudine's pelvic movements, who was practiced in the ways of the half-world of the theatrical crowd in which she moved. And Louise found an unnatural thrill in the cunt-to-cunt contact she was now experiencing.
Hector watched, as if mesmerized, as the two women went at each other, one skilful and the complete mistress of what she was doing, the other instinctively giving the participation required of her. Indeed it seemed as if Louise was trying even more expertly to duplicate the tricks of the practiced lesbian forking into her.
Their cunts were hidden by their intertwined thighs, but the drenched squelching was audible through the room as the two twats met and parted, met and parted, met and parted in strenuous fuck.
But their breasts were visible � all four of them Claudine's, pancaked upon her chest, as she lay on her back, and Louise's, naked, jiggling furiously � as she lay sideways, forking her partner.
Instinctively, as he watched, Hector grasped his tool and slid the foreskin to and fro over its red dome. The sensation was made all the more delicious by the lascivious sight of the two prone women. He prolonged it, to just that pitch necessary to sustain delight, without forcing himself to a climax.
Then, striving for an even greater thrill, he took Louise's hand and placed it around his prick, so that she might masturbate him. With his own two hands now freed, he reached out for one of Louise's breasts and one of Claudine's, rolling their nipples between his fingers to their mutual and insane delight.
For long moments Claudine permitted the cunt-to-cunt contact to continue, delighting in the moans of agonized pain continuously being emitted by Louise.
Then, as she felt the pitch of Louise's passion approaching, she drew suddenly and swiftly apart down the thighs of the other woman. The destitute cunt, searching to prolong its pleasure, seemed to gape open and shut as does the mouth of a fish in a glass bowl, blindly seeking for that which had so recently pleasured it.
Deliberately and slowly now, Claudine twisted to bring her mouth into contact with Louise's pain racked twat.
The movement, of course, placed exactly the same contact between Claudine's cunt and Louise's mouth slowly, inch, by inch, the women then proceeded to a mutual soixante-nuef embrace of cuntlicking.
Being women, they knew just how best to do that each knew exactly what she wanted done to herself to excite her the most. So each did exactly that to the other. This time, it was Claudine who reached out a hand to contain Hector's palpitating prick, skillfully masturbating him so that his randiness was maintained at peak pitch.
Hector was utterly fascinated as he studied the deliberate use being made by each woman of her tongue. Claudine would hold her entire face away from Louise's cunt. Then, with tongue fully extended, she would flick it lightly in tiny licks at the palpitating protuberance that was Louise's clitoris.
Louise, on the other hand, lashed out with great licks at Claudine's cunt, seeming to splay her whole tongue over the inside-out, parted lips of the twat before her.
Instinctively, Hector increased his titillation of the bosoms of the two women. Finally he could no longer bear the agony of his lust. He parted the two women from their lesbian embrace.
"Any minute now, one of you's going to come. One of you, or perhaps both together. What'll happen to this penis then? You, Claudine, you give me your cunt! That, after all, is what we're here for, for me to fuck you!"
The two women were already excited to fever pitch by their erotic delights. Vigorously they resisted Hector's efforts to part them. But he was adamant, and even cruel, in his use of them. Rolling Claudine upon her back, he was over and on top of her in the same motion, boring down into her crotch with his erection lancing her to the very cervix. Into the slimy depths, warm, lush and inviting, it went. And he kept it there.
Louise, demented, was imploring him to give her back the mouth that had been giving her so much unendurable pleasure. But, viciously, Hector silenced her.
"Enough!" he growled. "If you can't do anything else, then jerk yourself off like you were doing when Claudine got you into this. But right now, Claudine's mine!"
Louise, however, was a fury of thwarted emotion. She had to come now. Like some tigress, she refused to be put off. Clambering over the prone face of Claudine, she arched up, supporting her body on feet and hands as she pressed her cunt into the face of her husband.
"Then lick me off, damn it!" she gloated, as she felt her cunt squelch into his face and against his mouth. "You robbed me! You pay for it, then. After all, it's not taking anything from Claudine!"
Hector had no alternative. Turn his face where he liked, he could not escape the cunt being thrust at his mouth. Capitulating, he sucked � and he loved it. The suck and the fuck-together they were divine.
Darting his tongue into his wife's cunt, he bored away with his penis deep within the bowels of Claudine. All three bodies, now unbridled in their passion, were avidly thrashing about in the delirious pursuit of happiness.
Claudine was being fucked. Claudine, in her turn, was fucking right back at the prick that was lancing deep into her intestines. Louise was being sucked. Indeed, she was busily fucking at the tongue that was sucking her.
And Claudine, opening her eyes beneath the raised buttocks of Louise, had the marvelous view of the tight-clenched asshole under the gaping twat lips into which Hector's tongue was snaking.
Frenziedly the three of them lashed about on the bed, each feeling the rising, the coming climax, and none of them able any longer to defer the glorious moment.
And then it was upon them � all of them � in one sudden moment, together. Each howled as their great coming took place. Claudine and Louise squealed at the cascade of emotional flood that was unloosed by their climaxes. Hector, in his turn, was animal-like in his strength as he ferociously shot his bolt time and time again, deep into the womb of the woman who was beneath him. Claudine, feeling the squirts of semen drenching her insides, did a veritable split as she parted her legs to absorb all he could give. Louise, feverishly trying to trap forever inside her cunt the tongue that had sent her cascading vaginal juices spraying over her husband's face, moaned unashamedly.
So they struggled, fighting some demoniac sex battle there with the glorious name of fuck.
And presently, their passion spent, all lay limp and flaccid as they fell into blissful slumber.

CHAPTER SEVEN

Claudine's villa, some fifteen kilometers inland from Monte Carlo, was a reflection of its owner's personality. It was fussy and feminine, but in the most perfect taste. The carpets were deep, the curtains frilly, and the colours bright and startling. It was here that Louise and Hector had decided to bring Andrew, since he was too well known in the hotels of Nice to have visited the Hendersons' in either his or her suite.
Elegant in flannels, with a paisley scarf at the open throat of his silk shirt, he was quite a different personality from the Andrew who served with imperturbable deference at the Negresco.
"How do you achieve it?" asked Louise, in delighted admiration.
"I wouldn't know. Ingrained, I guess," he said, smiling. "Don't forget, I've spent tree years here in Europe training. And at home in South Africa my whole family's in the hotel business. My grandfather started with one. Dad added two more. Now we've got five of them. You get to know your place, I guess."
"But you do it so magnificently."
"Thanks. Good testimonial, that. Coming from you especially. Why don't you put it down in writing? Dad'd be pleased."
"Do you get testimonials, then?"
"Sure. Got a fistful of the things from here, Switzerland, London, Paris, everywhere I've been. It's the way my people measure my progress in Europe."
He lounged easily in the chintz-covered chair and Hector studied him. The resemblance between the two men was quite startling. Both were tall, a shade over six feet, broad-shouldered, lithe and slim of hip. Both had the clear eyes and crisp, vigorous hair of men who care born to a life in which sport and outdoor relaxation takes an equal part with hard, exacting work.
"This affair this afternoon," began Hector. "You're quite sure you want to go through with it?"
"Never been more sure of anything," Andrew replied. "I can think of nothing that's intrigued me so much in all my life. My only worry, in fact, is what sort of effect it's going to have on yon?"
"Don't give it another thought," said Louise. "We've done this before with Claudine, the woman who owns this house. She's Hector's mistress, just as you are my lover. The whole thing is just something that Hector and I are straightening out between us."
"So, you see, you're actually doing us a favor by participating." Hector interjected. "Well! Any little thing I can do," grinned Andrew. "Could I suggest some champagne, then, while we get started?"
"Great thought!" said Hector. "We'll have it in the bedroom, shall we?" Andrew wheeled the trolley bearing the wine in silently over the carpet. Louise led the way into Claudine's bedroom. At the far wall of the room was a vast bed, sumptuous under its coverlet of quilted silk. Louise danced over to it, and gaily threw herself back against the pillows.
"This," she said, "is going to be quite delicious. I can hardly wait. I'm all excited already!"
Andrew filled three glasses and impudently proposed a toast: "To friendship, and the weirdest test that's ever been imposed on it!"
Laughing, they drank deeply of the champagne, refilling to sip again.
"Come," said Louise. "Your first move, Andrew � take my clothes off!"
She undid a zip at the side of her frock and offered herself to Andrew. Gently, he drew the dress up over her head. She shook herself free of it with a dancing of hair, and stood in her underslip.
In a moment Andrew had that off as well. Both men gazed in rapt appreciation at the magnificence of Louise's figure, clad now only in brassier and the flimsiest of nylon panties. Through its gossamer, the inverted triangle of her pubic hair was visible.
"How wonderfully you're built!" said Andrew reverently, as Louise herself released the clasps of her brassiere, and removed the confining cups from the vast breasts. Her tittles were superb, magnificent in size and in sculpture, statuesque in their proud breathtaking molding. Such breasts can be found on one out of a million women. Louise was that one woman.
Andrew bent to them, bestowing upon each a kiss that was more a salute to sheer beauty than a kiss for sex provocation.
"They can't be real," he whispered. "So full, so fine, so utterly superb!"
Hector looked on, an amused smile playing about his eyes and lips. He approved of Andrew as a lover. The man, he thought, certainly knew how to handle a woman. He was genuine and unsparing of compliment. And Louise was basking in the admiration of her lover; how well, indeed, she had chosen the man to satisfy her need for infidelity!
By this time, the swelling of Andrew's organ inside his trousers was more than obvious. Louise flicked coquettishly and gaily at its outline.
"Isn't it time you also got undressed?" she teased. Andrew was quick to obey. Swiftly, but carefully, he shed his shirt, his scarf and his trousers. Shoes and socks followed, all in the time it took Louise to remove her suspender belt, her panties and her stockings.
Both Andrew and Louise were now completely naked and she came into her lover's embrace, pressing her pelvis hard into the loins of the man.
What a magnificent sight they made, thought Hector.
His own desires were already stimulated by watching the gyration of his wife's hips, grinding openly into the hips of her lover, their bodies were lithe and athletic. Neither carried an ounce of superfluous weight. Hector found himself approving, too, of the skill of Andrew, probing there with his enormous erection amid his wife's cunt hairs.
In Hector's own loins, his penis was rising at the lechery taking place before his eyes, and he did nothing to hold back his erection.
For long minutes, Andrew and Louise wriggled in the sexiness of their embrace, and Hector knew from his own experience just what his wife was feeling. Her eyes would be closed in rapture, he knew, for she lost consciousness fast. Very rapidly, under the influence of sex, she was freed of her inhibitions, so that her eyes would become glazed and her head would loll as she gave herself up to the grip of her randiness. Hector knew all this so very well.
He knew it could be happening now, and he wished desperately to be in Andrew's place. But, grimly, he resisted. It was, after all, at their own wish that this weird situation had been brought about.
Wetly, Louise was kissing Andrew, slobbering her need for sex deep into his mouth. She seemed to be all over him, now standing upon one leg, then on the other, to wrap her free leg about him, urging him blindly to pierce her with his prick.
Wildly, she fell back upon the bed, dragging Andrew down with her as her thighs spread, offering her cunt with imploring abandon to the majesty of his mighty truncheon. Andrew held off, refusing the sacrifice she presented.
Why doesn't he fuck me? thought Louise. Why doesn't he bore down into me like I want him to?
Thinking the reason might he his desire for more stimulation, she reached for his cock, grabbing it with both hands. Andrew yielded it to her, bending slightly backwards to deliver its entire mighty length into her ministering fingers.
And proud it was. It was an endowment of which any man might be proud. It was fully nine inches in length, perhaps ten inches if every millimeter were made to count. In thickness it was just as formidable, with a fiery head capping the whole erection, and Louise masturbated it with devotion, wriggling forward so that in her ecstasy she might occasionally take it into her mouth.
Hector could contain his emotions no longer. Swiftly, he began removing his clothes and in a matter of seconds he had stripped to complete nudity. From where he stood, he could see Louise lying right through Andrew's squatting thighs, cramming as much of that mighty penis as she could hold into her mouth.
Andrew had yielded happily to her ministrations, and had moved so that he squatted over Louise's tits, the better to present his penis to his mistress' avid mouth. The whole of Louise's body thrust out and through her lover's buttocks, and she thrashed and writhed about in an agony of desire as she blindly sought for something which her aching cunt might contain. She was unable to reach her twat with her fingers, so it gaped, redly and uselessly, at the air.
But to Hector, it was all invitation itself. He knew so well that itchy thing between his wife's legs, its ability to excite, its hot, torrid warmth. Its smooth and wet depths lined with twitching muscle. Now, with a growl of passion, he descended upon it.
Louise knew nothing of the onslaught. As she felt the length of his tool disappear into the cavernous depths of her cunt, she loosed a howl of agonized delight into the room, throwing her head back among the pillows, spreading her arms in a crucified agony of lust. Released from her lips, Andrew's cock shot upwards, splashing droplets of spunk and spittle over the throat of the girl, and Andrew felt Hector mounting from behind. Andrew grinned with pleasure. Now, he thought, but without malice, now he would exact payment for the last time he himself had pleasured this woman by sucking her off. Now it would be she who would suck him off. And, of all the methods of fucking, Andrew preferred the oral connection of hot, passionate lips over the head of his prick, completing the magic that practiced fingers usually began.
Louise, feeling a penis whose contours she knew so well at work deep within her vagina, and seeing the magnificent erection of another penis not a foot away from her eyes, had become a demented creature. It was the first time in her life that she had been double-fucked.
"Oh, fuck, fuck, fuck!" she moaned, in the throes of lust. "Fuck me, you wonder fuckers. Bore into me, ram it into me! Fuck anywhere, everywhere! Cram it up my cunt, into my mouth! Ah, Jesus, if I could only cram both your tools into my cunt, together! Fuck me! Slit me open, both of you, piss on me, into me, I beg of you! Mouth-fuck me, Andrew! Let me suck you off! Let me be drenched, deep into my bowels, with semen, with hot, randy, steaming come! Mouth and twat together! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!"
Desperately, she clutched at the cock so close to her mouth and closed her lips over it, strangling off the torrent of obscenities as she did so.
But Andrew, determined to prolong her thrills for as long as he could, and his own, rolled suddenly off Louise and out of range, leaving Hector only, banging away into the crotch of his wife.
"Let's change position," he said. "Look � like this. I'll lie down. Louise can bend over me, facing my feet, while she sucks me. Then you, Hector, can come at her from behind like a dog does."
Feverishly, Louise complied. She swung around, supporting herself on knees and elbows above Andrew, seeking to cram that throbbing prick down her very throat. To Hector, she presented her crotch, with its slash of reddened cunt shining through the froth and spume he had worked up in her, the entire hair-covered, white-flecked garden of sex surmounted by the tight-clenched rosebud of her anus. It was more than Hector could endure.
Gripping Louise by her waist, he forced his cock slitheringly into her opened, gaping cunt.
As she felt Hector slide up her vagina, she came off Andrew's cock.
"Ah, fuck me!" she moaned. "Fuck me, deep into my belly, Hector! And you, Andrew, give me this splendid thing, let me taste it, drink it. And when you come � both of you � come together, I implore you! Drench me with sperm! Fuck me full of your combined come! Squirt it deep into my cunt � right down my throat � ah, but fuck me, now! I can't wait, not a moment longer!"
By this time, the threesome were too far gone for any more restraint. Andrew wriggled his tool back into the lipsticked sheath of Louise's mouth. From behind Hector plowed greedily at the squelching cunt. Andrew was no longer permitting himself merely to be sucked. Incapable any longer of the passive role, he was now literally fucking into Louise's mouth, amid her tongue, her uvula, her teeth, thrusting with all the might of his rising and falling buttocks at her tonsils.
Louise herself was demented by the torture of her desire. She thrashed forward, giving of her body in great squirms of consuming passion, for already her climax was mounting. She felt its fire boiling up in her loins at the very moment that Hector, with a mighty "Ah-h-h-h-h!" discharged his load in long, hot spurts that shot like lance thrusts deep into the very depths of Louise's womb.
She, too, would have liked to cry out in the agony of her coming, hut she could not, for Andrew, too, was coming, discharging great gobs of semen into the greedy mouth of the wriggling passion-consumed woman who knelt over his penis. Semen seemed to spatter all over the bed, dripping from Louise's mouth, and spilling from her twitching twat into which Hector was still madly spending more than it could contain.
And then, with diminishing, convulsive movements, the trio lay still, each given up to utter relaxation.

***

Andrew was the first to stir. The massive ejaculation had stilled him, but not forever. He slid free of the two bodies that lay prostrate on top of him and grinned ruefully as he saw his prick, only a few moments ago so proud and vigorous, now lying flaccid and useless and all wet on its pendulous cushion of balls.
He grinned, too, as he saw Hector completely exhausted, spread over his wife's back and at Louise lying limp beneath her husband. She lay half on one side so that the proud and vast swell of one breast was visible, nipple and all.
Ah, the solid mastery, the sheer dominion of fuck! he thought. What utter exhaustion it can bring, what complete havoc it can wreak!
Lazily and completely relaxed, he poured a glass of champagne and sat down, still stark naked, to sip it. Neither Louise nor Hector stirred a muscle, and Andrew smiled as he reviewed the events in which he had just played his part.
"My God," he ruminated. "That was really something � and so damned unexpected at that!"
For all his sophistication it was still the first time he had ever copulated with more persons in the room than the woman he had taken there with him. And it had proved exciting beyond his wildest expectations.
What a wild woman Louise was when riding the crest of her sexual craving, he thought. She went quite berserk. She threw herself into the entire affair, literally threw herself into it, slamming her mons veneris at one's penis every whit as excitedly as the penis was being slammed into her. Throughout it all, she would moan and groan like some jungle animal. If not moaning, she would give vent to torrents of verbal obscenity, seeming to delight in how much spoken filth she could pour from her lips.
Yet, out of bed, she was as poised and elegant a woman as any he had ever known. Not a hair was out of place. Not a crease or a pucker in her clothing that the couturier had not intended should be there. What a woman! And yet, what a virago, what a termagant! He considered himself the most fortunate of men for having met her that fateful morning only a few days ago.
Because truthfully, this was something quite outside his experience, or even his imagination, that a woman should actually invite her lover to copulate in full view of her husband.
In his hotel experience, Andrew had come face to face with much depravity. He had learned the many quirks by which men and women allow their actions to be motivated. There had been rich, idle women married to aging old roues of husbands. These, he knew, would deliberately take their gigolos to bed with them, performing the entire sex act before their husband's eyes on purpose, to provide those ancient, worked out husbands with the vicarious thrill of a fuck which they were no longer competent to take part in. And he knew, too, of the cruelty and depravity of husbands who would take a whore to bed � to the same bed in which lay their wives. This, he understood, was born of a desire to humiliate. It could happen, however, out of a desire to wallow in the muck of purchased copulation, of bought fornication. Fucking in threes he had known about for a very long time, and he deplored it. It was the recourse of the senile, the bummed-out, the jaded.
Yet here was exactly the same thing, was it not? And Andrew knew, as he thought of it, that this was far from the same thing.
These two people, Hector and Louise, were perfect for each other � far from senile, far from being burned out, far from being jaded. They were healthy, adjusted people whom he liked and admired. Why, then, were they at this business of "testing" each other's infidelities, he wondered. Surely they were adequate for each other? And surely, if they wanted to condone each other's infidelity, they were well enough adjusted psychologically to condone it without this show of exhibitionism.
Yet was it entirely exhibitionism, Andrew wondered. And he knew it was not. Louise and Hector, he understood, were just that much bigger than other people � those hotel residents whom he was comparing them with. Being bigger, they would be capable then of enjoying fornication in greater numbers than just the two of them. Each had more to give than other people had. Each had more to share. What was wrong, then, about sharing their capacity for sexual enjoyment with a third � and even a fourth � person present? It was far from being a bad idea, Andrew mused.
Perhaps more people, like the Hendersons, each married to persons of near-human perfection, should live by the Hendersons' standards. Perhaps there should be more testing and supervision of lovers and mistresses. Perhaps there would then be less marital bickering and bitterness when infidelity was discovered, or even when infidelity was suspected. Why not come right out into the open with it, and do as the Hendersons had done?
As Andrew sat thinking about these things, Hector rolled over on his back beside Louise. She, disturbed, rolled over as well. Naked and perfect in their nudity, they lay there quite relaxed. Together they opened their eyes and saw Andrew, flat-bellied and splendid, eyeing them over the rim of his glass from where he lounged, equally naked, in his chair.
"Well," said Hector, pleasantly. "You make an early recovery, don't you?"
"Perhaps I wasn't asked to give as much as you two gave," Andrew replied good-humouredly. "I was merely sucked off, you'll remember? Yon two, on the other hand, had a complete fuck to recover from!"
Louise laughed at his observation.
"But do not worry," Andrew went on. "I enjoyed it. It's just that I probably don't do this kind of thing as frequently as you two perhaps. I guess there was more in me to give. I envy you two, you know."
He took a sip from his glass. "Why so?" asked Hector.
"Because look at you both. Physically perfect. I don't think I've ever in all my life known so beautiful, so magnificent a woman as Louise. Nor, for that matter, so splendid a man as you, Hector. What I envy about it is that you two have found each other, that you belong to each other. It's the mating of all time, and for that I envy you."
There was no hint of sarcasm in his compliment. As he spoke he busied himself pouring more champagne.
"Drink?" he offered. And they thoughtfully sipped in unison.
"Question is, what do we do now?" he asked, as they set down their glasses.
"What do you suggest?" asked Hector. "The same thing all over again? Personally, I'd rather be left out for awhile. I doubt if this thing's going to work again, not for a long time."
He flicked at the drooping, flexible sinew that lay beneath its mane of hairs at his crotch.
"It'll work," smiled Louise. "It always does, doesn't it?"
"Yeah, but right now it's pretty spent � all washed up."
"Well, we can't let Andrew you like? Another go? I'm could be talked into it."
"That I don't doubt," said Andrew. "But I've another idea, Louise. I'm going to need you for it, but perhaps it'll let you coast, all the same."
"How's that, then?"
"Those breasts of yours. Those glorious tits. They fascinate me. I can't take my eyes off them. What I want to do is to slide my penis there, between them, till I come. God, but that would be wonderful! Only once before in all my life have I seen breasts half so magnificent as to want to fuck between them. Now I'm sorry I ever did � because I hadn't seen breasts like yours then."
Louise fondled her bosoms.
"And I," she confessed, "have never been fucked there. What'd it be like, I wonder?"
"Never know till you try it," said Andrew. He crossed over to the bed. "Take it," he commanded. "Just one or two sucks, and it'll he ready again!"
Louise did, feeling it swelling to its full power under her fingers, lovingly running her tongue over the flange as, swollen, it disgorged one or two drops down. What would a hit hushed, but I more of the fluid it had so recently drenched her mouth with.
"That's wonderful," breathed Andrew in ecstasy, "Now cup your tits in your hands. So. One in each hand. Press them together. Make a valley where they squeeze together."
Louise did.
"Now part them while I slide in," Andrew, bearing down on her where she lay preparing the cleft between their two vast, white unmarred surfaces. Into this warm cleavage Andrew slid his prick, driving it back and forth once or twice to lubricate the bed in which it was contained. There was something wickedly wonderful in the sight of so perfect a male erection, encased there between two such flawless breasts and Hector caught his breath in admiration.
"Now," said Andrew. "While you squeeze them together, I'll fuck away, slowly and deliciously, between them."
Louise did so, and the massive penis of Andrew disappeared enveloped almost completely by the white flesh of her breasts. Slowly, deliberately and deliciously, he stroked downwards and forwards until the red dome of his prick appeared, wet and angry-looking at the upper parting of the twin tit-mounds.
Andrew drew backwards again, and so he continued, forwards and backwards, as Hector looked on in mesmerized intrigue.
"Wait!" he called out suddenly. "Wouldn't it be better if Louise sat up? That way, the natural tendency would be for the breast to sag � to stand out, expanded, to the fullest extent."
"Sure," said Andrew not desisting for a moment. "It's just that I thought Louise might be too tire to endure it sitting up. But if she will, then by all means�"
Louise herself had been aroused by the queer, unaccustomed sex manifestation. By craning her neck forwards and looking down her body she could see the alternate appearances and disappearances of Andrew's fierce prick. It was a novel sight, a new kind of experience altogether, and she found herself reveling in it.
Deep within her cunt she felt the stirring again of sex, of the instinct which tortured her clitoris.
Obediently she sat up, and her generous breasts, instead of sagging, stood out in all their majestic pride, moistened where the monstrous rod had stroked between their natural cleavage. Come and love juice were everywhere on the skin of her bosoms. Strands of it reached elastically between her nipples as, eagerly, she cupped each tit in her hands to make ready the strange "cunt" Andrew had thought up.
He, standing up, presented the full length of his ten-inch weapon to the inviting valley, and as he came forwards, Louise massaged her generous breasts around his demonic engine of lust. This time, Andrew spared nothing. Increasing the tempo of his fornication, he fucked solidly in and out, the red tip of his tool appearing and disappearing so rapidly that it seemed to be permanently there, swelling and sticking out above the upper mounds of mammary tissue.
Louise, fascinated, did all she could to encompass his mighty prick. And Andrew, virile and God-like as he stood, arch-backed, away from her, drove on with the relentless, powerful strokes that were carrying him to the climax of his unnatural fuck.
Suddenly, on one forward, upward lunge against her chest, a splurge of white semen shot from the opened hole at the end of his prick, and after it another and still mightier discharge � two great gobs of snaking white-grey matter that sprang and splattered against Louise's throat.
Dementedly she seemed to grip at him with her breasts straining, and as he fucked furiously in his orgasm, more and more ejaculations spewed out, splashing against Louise's face, her throat, into her hair even. Greedily, where she could, she licked avidly at the discharge running down her chin, her cheeks, blinding her even in one eye, and lying like meerschaum over her throat.
And still Andrew fucked until the mass of his coming was spent and he could ejaculate no more. At least ten times his volcano had erupted its load forward and upward as he fucked away in an all consuming lust. Now he could erupt no more. Balls tight in their wrinkled scrotum, prick expanded to bursting point, he was finished. And he knew it. Yet he retained tenderness enough to whisper a fervent, heart wrung "thank you!" as he fell, sideways, exhausted, on to the bed.

CHAPTER EIGHT

Louise and her husband looked at Andrew, utterly relaxed in exhaustion athwart the bed. Even in the defeat of fuck, he presented a pleasing sight as he lay there, sunburned and sinuous. But there was no longer any virility in him.
And they were roused, both of them, to the point where the plea for release was imploringly strong within them.
Louise's nipples were rigid brown nuts of desire, so hard that they puckered the brown areola out of which they swelled, hard and insistent, as the scrotum puckers in fuck. Hector's erected penis was again a throbbing monument of lust.
"My God!" he murmured. "I want you again, my beloved, more than I can contain�"
"And I you," she whispered hotly into his mouth. "I want your prick in me, Hector. I want to be swollen inside my womb with the volume of your come in me. Christ, I'm on fire inside, I swear to you. What a cock this Andrew has on him! What havoc he wreaks with it! Take me, Hector! Fuck me, I implore you! Slit me open from ass to cunt! Still this fucking desire that wracks me, quench it now and forever!"
Wildly, she reached for her husband's prick. Ignoring Andrew's prostrate, sweat-drenched body, she arched back over the bed. Writhing in her agony, she drew Hector's rod into her parted thighs and then, by some magic of contortion, slid down till it had left a wet trail right up her belly and between her come-bespattered titties and into her mouth. Getting it there, up to her snaking tongue, she received the salty taste of both her lovers, the sperm of one and the pre-coital juices of the other. And so she persisted, wriggling out of Hector's tight embrace again until she presented her opened, twitching twat to the penis once more. And so again. And again, running the length of her alabaster stomach against the agonized pleasure-pain of the tip of Hector's cock.
He could bear it no longer. Either he submitted to this orgiastic massage and left his wife unsatisfied, or he took part in the thing himself. Thus, when she next slid out of the clutching of his thighs, Hector rolled from on top of her, still ignoring the prostrate body of Andrew, groaning in memory beneath both of them.
"Give me this cunt!" he cried, inserting a thumb till it disappeared up to his wrist into the slavering, wet orifice. He quivered as he felt Louise's uninhibited reaction to the thing her twat had now captured. Furiously he slid his thumb into and out of her cunt, and Louise, surrendering completely to the ministrations of his hand, reached for the well remembered contours of Hector's penis with her own eager fingers.
Hector swiveled to kneel across his wife, now a maddened hex of a woman lying beneath him and at his side. Not for a moment did he cease tossing her off, gazing in sex-crazed gluttony at the sheer personality of the cunt in which his hand was frigging away. Louise, in her turn, frigged furiously away, to and fro, at the penis she was clutching� Great beads of spunk were hurled over the bed in their mutual masturbation. Hector's prick was shedding droplets of spunk. Louise, in her turn, was spilling frothy spume from the wetted hairs between her grinding, thrashing thighs. Her cunt, a thing in its own right, an entity, was actually reaching out to his ministering fingers, literally fucking away on its own. Her matted hair gleamed hotly beneath its foamy, flecked covering. And as she gave herself up to the agony of her orgasm, she felt the thicker, hotter spurts of Hector's semen jetting all over her palm.
Agonized, she, sought to deflect his ejaculation so that it might drench her body. One or two spurts jetted toward her face and, avidly, she licked at them, feeling herself being torn in two at the same time, with her clitoris seeking to burst out of its membranous container in the agony of her climax. She howled obscenities into the still of the room, seeming to spring out of her own loins at Hector's fingers, seeking to contain them or rip them from his hands so that her eager vagina could possess them completely, never to relinquish them. Her belly, her mammaries, her throat � all the splendid surf aces or her body were now covered by a foment of semen, and still she was tossing the final drops of Hector's discharge from the throbbing, painful, unendurable tip of his tool. In her agony, she suddenly wrenched free and took that prick into her mouth, seeking to suck what she could no longer cajole with her electric fingers from its rigid, swollen length.
Between husband and wife, it was the masturbatory coming of all time. Never had they been so stimulated before copulation. Never had their stimulation achieved so mighty or so perfect a response. The events of the past few days were so strong in their memory that they drowned out all thoughts of anything else save sex, come, fuck, cunt, cock, steaming sperm! Randy, swollen and satiated beyond human endurance, beyond capacity any longer to give or to receive satisfaction, all three of them lay there fuck-replete, cunt-gorged and even sick with sex!
Should somebody have come into that room then and seen them, it would have shocked them! Louise, sprawled naked and obscene, lay with her limbs lasciviously hurled in every direction, her thighs spread-eagled to maximum parting as if, in unconsciousness, she was seeking deliberately to cool off that gaping cylinder of bitch-heat within her loins. Her mammaries alone were magnificent, shining beneath their layer of male juices. Hector reclined, red-pricked from masturbation, his fiery penis now down to half its full size as his erection subsided. One hand lay across Andrew's body, cupping the spent, flaccid mass of prick and balls, yet feeling nothing of that once magnificent engine of destruction. Andrew sprawled idly, not feeling the weight of two bodies lying inert and weighty, across his own body. Just three human corpses, inert in the totality of collapse.

***

It was in this state that, hours later, in the advancing darkness of evening, Claudine found them. Each stirred as she came into the room. She switched on the light and drew up short, startled at the sight that met her eyes.
"My God!" she exclaimed as she took in the scene. "This? This I never expected to see! For heaven's sake!"
"Claudine?" said Hector, recovering consciousness. "What � I � what time is it?"
Claudine threw back her handsome head, overcome with merriment.
"Time?" she echoed. "Oh that I'd live to see this day! What possible concern can time be to any of you? God, you should just see yourselves. For a minute I thought you'd all died there � just corpses on my bed!"
One by one, the three naked figures struggled to a sitting position. Andrew was the last to stir, waiting till the others rolled off his prostrate body. He drew up his legs and sat, cross-legged, clasping his hands over his shins.
"I bet we don't look too good," he grinned. "But hell, it was worth it!"
Claudine, overcome by laughing, subsided weakly into a chair. Finally, she spoke.
"I drove by and noticed all the lights were off, so I wondered if you'd left already. What puzzled me was that your car was still here. So I came in to see, and look what I find!"
"You certainly caught us," confessed Louise, lovely beyond description in her nudity, and completely uninhibited about it. "But darling, it's all been so monumentally worth it!"
Claudine, quite fascinated now by the trio of naked bodies in whose midst she had suddenly intruded, said: "Tell all!"
"Nothing to tell," said Hector, "that you don't know. You know why we're here. We came to discover something. We discovered it, like we did with you. Remember? That's all there is to it."
"And brother, could I use a steak! Right now," breathed Andrew fervently.
"But how many times, for God's sake?" persisted Claudine, unwilling to gloss over so lightly the details she was waiting to hear.
"Couldn't say," said Andrew, ruefully tousling his hair. "Once? Twice? More, maybe. Who knows. On a day like this, it isn't the number of times that counts. It's the strength of the shots that tells on you. Oil, man, that steak!"
"I'm hungry, too," confessed Claudine. "Mind if I come along with you? I'll change quickly."
"Why don't you?" Louise chimed in. "Surely, with us all like this, you won't want us to clear out while you dress?"
Oddly, Claudine figuratively had the privacy of her room while she slipped on another frock. In spite of the three nude bodies sprawled there on her bed. Then suddenly, the thought that she was disrobing in front of them sent quick little thrills of anticipation through her body.
"O.K., then," said Claudine. "After all, why not? I live here don't I?"
She was undoing the buttons of her frock with deliberateness. They comprised a row of fasteners, each as large as medals, running from shoulder to hem of the dress she wore. She contrived to make a rite of the action, for as each button slid free of its buttonhole, more and more of her fabulous figure was exposed to view.
Spellbound, the three naked persons gazed in silence as Claudine stripped. First she kicked off her shoes, calculatedly exposing a full, unbrassiered breast in the process. Then it was the flawless column of the inside of her thighs that was visible. And then, as if possessed of all the time in the world she slid the frock from her half-naked body.
She stood in stockinged feet clad from the waist down in only a transparent half-slip. Above her waist, her splendid breasts stood out, proudly separate. She knew, too, how to make full use of them. Deliciously, she stretched her arms up and above her head, flexing the twin mammary globes to maximum effect. And then, by some weird control of her pectoral muscles she contrived to twitch them so that they quivered, seemingly of their own accord, like sculptured jellies!
The two men drew in their breath in sheer appreciation. Louise's attention was no less rapt. Her own two nipples betrayed the tension mounting again inside her. When she could, she stole a glance down at her own chest, flecked now with dried semen. She noticed the nut-hard whorls into which her areole had puckered, as well as the visible swelling and lengthening of the two penises between the men's thighs.
Claudine, far from unobservant, could see what was happening, too. She reveled in the effect she was having on the three who were watching her.
Naughtily, she reached up under her slip carrying it up with her hands, to release her suspender belt. Then, ever so slowly, she slid the fasteners from the tops of her stockings. Her moving fingers provided a focal point of mesmeric attraction for the trio watching her. Changing her slow movements to one fast sweep, she next drew the wispy nylon stockings down her incomparable legs to let them float, and then turn, to the chair. It was innate mark of the perfectionist, in that she knew the slovenliness presented by withdrawn stockings. The suspender belt itself, lacy, feminine and provocative, followed.
Now she stood, clad in just her half-petticoat. Claudine scorned panties, taking delight in the sensation of nudity she enjoyed by knowing that her sex was always naked and exposed under her skirt.
"Go on, for Christ's sake!" whispered Andrew, quite befuddled now by the striptease so competently being performed. Hector, too, was quivering in anticipation.
Claudine superbly knew how to captivate her audience, and how to retain interest. For agonizing, aching moments she pirouetted around the room before their eyes. She wriggled. She twirled. She danced lightly to where she knew the light would shine behind her � so that the full glory of her nakedness would he visible through the transparent slip she wore. Finally, as if satisfied with the effect she had created, she slid two thumbs into the waistband of the petticoat, and slid it swiftly over the vast, rounded globes of her buttocks. As she did so, she held her gaze on the two standing cocks of the men rigid now in re-erection.
"There!" she cried happily, standing before them completely stripped. "Like what you see?"
She was now stark naked.
From her head to her heels, she was quite magnificent. Her body was older and slightly more mature than Louise's, but it was still glorious. Her breasts were slung lower than Louise's, but in no way pendulous. They had larger, browner nipples. From her generous tits down arched a full, voluptuous belly; with a V of cunt-hair, curly and virile, pointing down to the junction of her flawless thighs. Hector knew her body well. He groaned as memory patterns clicked deep in his consciousness. Louise also knew it, and she knew how expertly the woman could use that precious body. She twitched in uncontrollable spasms of ecstasy. So much fucking in the past few days, she thought, after so little fucking in the previous months! But now? My God, she marveled, how inexhaustible and insatiable seems my appetite for fornication! Can there be an end to it? A limit?
Andrew, seeing the nudity of Claudine for the first time, looked with sagging jaw at the provocative sight she presented.
"Cup those breasts!" he implored, softly but urgently. "Please, for me, Claudine!"
Claudine obeyed, ever so slowly, ever so deliberately, molding their generosity into shapely mounds of delight. Eyes on his throbbing prick, the length of which she found incredible, she seemed to slide rather than to advance toward Andrew, who was lost in rapture at her loveliness.
"Like it?" she drawled again, impudently and provocatively, as she approached. Then she sprang to the bed, not two feet away from Andrew, and kneeling, she arched backwards, the movement seeming to rip her cunt apart so that its dark, mysterious maw presented itself, wet and inviting to the glazed eyes of the obsessed man. "Or is it better when you can look right into it, like that?" she crooned.
Andrew was completely hypnotized.
"It's-it's wonderful!" he sighed. "You're lovely, Claudine! Oh, that I should have lived until today!"
Then he seemed to snap out of the spell Claudine had cast upon him. He turned to Louise.
"You, too," he urged. "Kneel there with Claudine. Kneel like she is. I want to see both of you!"
Louise, aflame now, needed no urging. Instinctively alive to the contest, knowing that she was the more beautiful, determined to be equally as abandoned as Claudine, she sprang up and arranged herself in the same pose, side by side.
Her cunt, still inflamed from the afternoon's onslaught, gleamed in renewed wetness. Red and angry, it dripped with juices. Its lips wildly parted, the inner lips moved, like some undersea anemone, seeking, seeking, seeking � for what prey?
For long moments Andrew and Hector gazed spellbound at the two magnificent women so blatantly exposed in all their nakedness, so close to their eyes. This explosive spectacle was not lost on them.
"Ah, sweet Christ, this I'll never see again!" raved Andrew. "It's perfection! And it's the very mirror of perfection, side by side!"
Hector, too, was fascinated. Both cunts he knew very well, as well as the power of those sex traps. His wife's was natural and accommodating. Claudine's was lecherous, skilled and experienced beyond words. It was an educated cunt, a filthy, slimy cunt into which hundreds of penises had probed to satisfy her avid lusts. But it enthralled him nonetheless, and still held him in its spell.
Suddenly he could contain himself no more. Springing to his knees, he raised his prick in his hand and advanced, knee-walking, upon the cunt before him. It was Louise's. And as she arched backwards like some Olympian sacrifice, supporting her body on thrown-back arms, he slid the mass of his swollen prick deep into its well-remembered depths.
At the same time, Andrew seemed to flow into action, advancing, as had done Hector, upon Claudine. With her eyes starting out of her head at the fascination of that mighty phallus bearing down upon her, Claudine could do no more than utter plaintive little calls of sheer randiness. She knelt in fear of the piercing thrust of the incredible length of it. Yet, bewitched, she could do nothing about it. It was bent on penetrating her with all its majestic length and thickness. And involuntarily, her aching twat seemed to reach for it. Then, before she could resist, Andrew had plunged all of it, up to the hairy balls, deep into the vagina so ready and so fearfully awaiting him.
From their very first strokes, Andrew and Claudine seemed to become quite demented. For both of them, it was a fresh encounter. It was a new cunt being probed by a new prick.
Furiously, Andrew stabbed into that gaping cleft a few times. Then lasciviously, he withdrew, with garlands of sticky mucous stranding them together, though he was a foot away from the gasping woman. And Claudine shot her legs forward, till she lay feet towards the pillows, beneath the kneeling Andrew. Dementedly groaning in her lust, she clutched him to her belly, stuffing her twat around his mighty phallus. Hips heaving, she contorted her ass, fucking him and relentlessly refusing to let him go.
In utter subjection to this bestial sight, Hector had ceased fornicating his wife. Both of them lay and watched for a while, until Louise, unable to contain her need for satisfaction, suddenly swung into action. Mauling, scratching and dragging by sheer animal force, she pulled Andrew from the encircling arms of Claudine. Surprised, he submitted. She wrenched the man away, and kicking furiously, thrust Claudine ignominiously right off the bed. Gone quite mad, she spat and slobbered at the ten-inch cock so rudely liberated from its lusty bed.
"It's mine!" she screamed dementedly. "Mine, I tell you! Mine, to tear me apart! Mine, for my cunt! Slash me with it, Andrew! Do me a mischief! Rip it into me, give me all its length and all its thickness! Don't suck me any more! No more tossing off! Fuck me, I tell you! Fuck, fuckfuckfuckfuck me! Come all over me. Shoot your load into me. Burn me � oh-h-h-h!"
Quivering, she slobbered and slavered as she twisted and turned to bring Andrew down so that his penis could plunge into her aching cunt.
Then she subsided into a shaking hulk of jelly as Andrew obediently bore down upon her and into her gaping vagina. But Claudine, rising now from the floor, was nonetheless ablaze with desire herself. Returning to the fray, she saw only what she sought, a standing, spunk spilling prick, inflamed with its own lust, and she grabbed the only one she saw, cramming its bead into her mouth. She no longer knew if it was Andrew's or Hector's, and she no longer cared. What mattered, and all that mattered, was that it was a penis and she was in heat. Furiously she slobbered at it and then, moaning like a madwoman, she crammed it into her cunt, crossing her thighs in ecstasy as she felt her vagina latch on, once more, to that from which it had so rudely been parted.
Wriggling her buttocks like a dervish, she sloshed away in blissful fuck at the penis she had won back. And thus, squelching, squirming and gyrating, the four of them fucked away in the otherwise silenced room, silenced but for the passionate moans of the fuckers.
On and on they went. And of them, only Claudine could achieve orgasm as she shot her load once, deliciously and protractedly, against Hector's red-hot poker. He scarcely felt her coming as he strove away inside her but she, uncaring, simply spent and spent until she started all over again, her sex gluttony refusing to miss a stroke of the glorious punishment. This was what Claudine lived for. Fucking. Sex. Orgiastic sex. Never could she get enough of it! Certainly never, in her sex-devoted lifetime, had she ever thought to live through such a rich repast of it as that provided by these two perfect men, and the pluperfect wife of one of them.
Finally she ceased her exertions. Her second orgasm, she knew, would be some time in arriving. And Hector, feeling her slacken her onslaught of his torrid penis, relaxed as well. Claudine tapped the thrashing Louise, who was crying tears of provocation as she strove so valiantly for the release that seemed so near, and yet remained obstinately so far. As Louise stilled her thrashing, Claudine said: "Why so wild, my virago? Wait. Let's see what we can provoke if we use our wits instead of our bodies."
Willing to accept any suggestion, willing to lapse even into self-masturbation, so long as it promised the sweet balm of release, Louise said: "What? In the sweet name of Christ, what?"
"Look," said the experienced Claudine. "Let's get into the swastika. Bed's big enough � I always prayed, someday, I'd get this amount of pleasure on it!"
"Swastika?" asked Andrew, puzzled.
"You never heard of the sex swastika?" asked Claudine. "Man, you've never lived."
She sat up, breasts bobbing deliciously on her thorax, as she demonstrated for them.
"It goes like this. You Andrew, you start. You lie down on that side of the bed. Now I lie at right angles to you, so. When we get set, I suck you off. Meanwhile Hector gets his head into my crotch � just like I have my head into yours. Hector sucks me off. So he'll be lying up this side of the bed, you see, feel the opposite way from yours. His cock'll be about here, like this. Then Louise comes into it. She lies down, takes Hector's cock into her mouth, and sucks him off. There. Throw those pillows on to the floor, Louise. Now Louise has to have a sucker, too. That'll be you, Andrew. You bury your face in her muff and suck her cunt. So. You see, the sex swastika!"
Obediently, they all fell into place.
What consummate art this woman possesses, thought Andrew, the pun "consummate art" crossing his mind. Here they all four lay, a mouth to a cock, and a cunt to a mouth, all in some crotch-to-face square from which four sets of legs protruded. They all fell into place, taking Claudine's directions.
Beneath Andrew's avid tongue lay the slit of Louise's delicious cunt. Hell, he thought � I seem to do nothing but mouth at this twat, every time I get with her. But what the hell, he thought, any cunt is a joy at a time like this! Eagerly, then, he sent his tongue into the transverse slash, flicking it from side to side in his mouth, so that it would dart from top to bottom of the twat it was licking.
From somewhere, he felt a warm, sticky mouth clamp itself over the head of his own aching cock. Claudine's he thought delightedly. Happily he surrendered to the educated ministration of that sucking, licking maw. Hector, he knew, would be tongue-deep into Claudine's twat lips while Louise, for the need of pleasure which Andrew was bringing to her electrified cunt, would be furiously trying to bring that same pleasure to Hector, sucking him into insensibility.
Lascivious, voluptuous noises emanated from the fornicating four, busy at their strange unnatural task. Each gave his best, knowing that only by giving would he or she receive the measure of delight that was being sought. On and on went the licking, spittle-wet tongues, two of them wrapped around phalluses, and two buried deep in receptive, warm paradises.
But though there was sheer aesthetic delight in the contact, there was no release. Orgasms refused to come. Aching more and more, angry and more angry grew the sexual orgams beneath the lashing of four separate tongues. Finally Claudine, acknowledging defeat, desisted once more.
"What we need," she announced, "is even more variety. This is just hurting me � I don't know about the rest of you. What say we try the Les and Nancy way?"
"What in hell is that?" asked Andrew.
"You never heard of lesbians? Or nancies? Queers � perhaps you call them faggots?"
Andrew had heard of them. With these people, the Hendersons and Claudine, he was prepared for anything, yet this was pretty monstrous.
"Christ!" he cried.
Never had he felt the stirring of any unnatural, homosexual desires. Women had been quite enough for him so far in his life. Yet he knew of homosexuality and of the perversions some men and women adopt. In a flash he suddenly pictured the whole weird scene Claudine had in mind. This time, he shuddered, it would be woman-mouth to cunt and man-mouth to penis.
"Hell, Claudine! That's � I-I don't know if I could go through with it."
"Chicken?" she sneered� "It happens, you know. Some day, you've got to live. This could be the day."
Andrew shrugged. He darted a clandestine look at Hector's enraged penis. That? In his mouth? And yet people did do that sort of thing.
Hector, equally astounded, was nevertheless broader-minded about sexual matters. Why not, he reasoned. Hadn't Claudine and Louise rutted once, right in front of him, in a female 69, and not so long ago either? If women could do it and find so much spontaneous joy in it as Louise had, then why not he, too? If Andrew agreed, that is.
Louise was not loath, praying for anything that would bring on the fulfillment of fuck, the release she so desperately sought.
Claudine's suggestion had obviously stunned the men. But each had sucked a cunt that very moment. Each had had his own cock sucked. Why not, then?
"Right," said Claudine, past mistress of all sex deviation, and knowing this was the time to press on with her plans. "All we do is to change places. Instead of us chaining up in a foursome, we split into two twosomes. The whole thing about this, you'll see, is doing it together where we can both see what's going on."
Saying this, she bent to the squirming Louise, parting with skilful fingers the living, pulsating lips of the cunt she was about to tongue. Squatting over the girl's body, she brought down her own twat, all hairy and dripping, over the face of the prostrate woman, and groaned in pleasure as the eager mouth literally leaped to the task ahead.
The two men were less eager. Bashfully, they observed each other's erections. Finally it was Hector who took the initiative.
"I guess we follow suit, old man," he grinned almost apologetically, as he took hold of Andrew's penis, startled by its solidity under his grasp. "After all, why not? I don't mind admitting that there've been one or two times I've wanted to know what it feels like to suck another guy off. Mostly when some woman's been mouthing me. Now, well now I guess, we find out."
Holding Andrew's rigid, sex-swollen penis in his hand, he was surprised at the warmth of its turgid length. Up to that time, his own penis had been the only one his fingers had ever felt. It was strange, weird almost, to be fingering someone else's erection. The penis had a familiar yet quite different feel to it, he thought, forcing his decision to go down upon it. How wet and slippery it was, over the policeman's helmet! How vibrant, how huge with the passion it contained!
Slowly he bent forward to take its head into his opened mouth. And, as he did so, Andrew managed to overcome his own halting reluctance.
After all, he reasoned, if two women could be getting and giving the obvious pleasure that Louise and Claudine were experiencing next to him, then why not? There must be joy in it. So he reached for Hector's tool, bobbing crazily over his face. As he grasped it, from its reddened tip fell an iridescent jewel of spunk � and then he plunged as much of it as he could into his mouth. What a queer sensation, he thought, yet what a pleasure. So this is what the homosexuals enjoyed? If so, he did not blame them.
The texture of Hector's penis was like nothing that had ever passed his lips before. It seemed to have one texture to his lips, another entirely to his tongue. And how luscious was its juice draining from the pipe on to the taste-buds of his tongue! God, this Claudine, how shocking she could be in her suggestions! But she certainly knew what she was doing when it came to sex! And then, because he knew exactly where, on the tip of his own tool, the pressures and the suctions must be applied, he did precisely that to the penis being laved by his spittle inside his mouth.
Masturbating the length of the cock with his hands he supplemented each hand stroke with his electrifying tongue. Hector, in his turn, knowing best what were a man's needs for satisfaction, skillfully proceeded to gratify that need. He twirled his tongue round the nerve-ends on the flange of Andrew's prick until the sensation became unbearable. He promoted the orgasm that had to come now by seeming to jerk Andrew off right into his mouth as Andrew, in his turn, was jerking him off.
Together the two men went at their strange, satisfying copulation, being aided on then way by the squelching, delicious noises coming from the double-backed female union at their side. Both Louise and Claudine had surrendered themselves bodily to the feminine soixante-neuf each was so avidly relishing. Claudine, the one on top, was almost at the pitch now of her second orgasm. Violently she sought to swish her suspended breasts from side to side across the belly of Louise, who lay panting underneath her, busy at Claudine's aching cunt.
And then Claudine came. And as she came, she screamed into Louise's vagina at the agonizing pleasure.
Louise herself was not yet at the point of ejaculation but she was close to it. She eagerly thrust her hair-fringed cunt at the livid face of Claudine, who thumped her ass down harshly over Louise in her search for the utmost pleasure out of the strange fuck, seeming to split her solid buttocks over the licking, straining mouth of Louise. Finally, Claudine could come no more. She raised her steaming-wet cunt from Louise's face, too overwrought to allow her clitoris to be tongued any longer, afraid of the searing joy. Meanwhile, realizing that Louise was on the very brink of her own orgasm, she lashed with her tongue at the clitoris beneath her, frigging away at the labia with her fingertips, doing all she knew to bring on the climax. Obstinately, it refused to come, though it was, oh, so very near to happening!
It was then that Claudine thought of a hellish trick.
In the subsiding of her own desire, she became conscious of her bladder, full and distended under its load of urine. Releasing the sphincter, she suddenly cascaded a torrent of salty piss all over the face of the girl beneath her, at the same time renewing her onslaught at the twat she was sucking. Louise, closing her eyes instinctively at the flood, realized suddenly what it was that drenched her. She went absolutely berserk then as the stream, in one unceasing flood, poured all over her face, throat and bosom, splashing the bedcovers beneath her. She gripped madly, demoniacally, at the body above her, dragging the piss-flowing cunt once more to her mouth and drinking in the torrent of urine, and the monstrous thing Claudine had done seemed to bring on, immediately and unbearably, her long delayed orgasm. Feverishly, deliriously, Louise spent. In great uncontrollable paroxysms of pleasure, she allowed her coming to possess her entire body, screaming in her delight, wallowing in the wetness in which she was now completely drenched. It was a wetness that was an oily mass of spunk, spittle and piss, but to Louise, it was joy from the Gods themselves! It was the end of her life, the end of her day of fuck! At that moment she felt that if she were to be struck dead there and then, there could be no more that life would have in store for her. She would have lived it all, and to the full.
The successive comings, so close together, of the two women had not gone unnoticed by either Hector or Andrew. Tacitly, without a word having been said, they realized the futility of lashing themselves into their respective orgasms, and were now given over instead to the sheer enjoyment of the new sensations each was experiencing. Indeed, from crouching one atop the other, they had relaxed into a lying side-by-side copulation. At this stage they both were merely experimenting, feeling out the strangeness, savoring the novelty, in the sheer delight of prolonging the orgasm. There was no lessening in their mutual desire. It was just that they seemed to have more control of the situation, and seemed to be approaching their orgasms in a more detached and scientific manner�
In the minds of each, however, was the ejaculation which they knew must surely occur soon. That was the only hurdle each had still no surmount. To neither of them did it seem quite in keeping to swallow the semen of the other or, for that matter, even to receive it in his mouth. In silence, then, each continued the sucking and masturbation, yet each, as if with one mind, instinctively held off the final discharge.
Louise and Claudine, their own passion spent, lay watching in the luxury of utter relaxation. Neither spoke. Each, however, had her eyes glued to the spectacle of the two naked man, so perfect in physique, so excitingly coupled in their unnatural task.
What utter bliss for them, Louise thought, watching the huge tool of Andrew sliding in and out of Hector's lips. And then she shifted her attention to the better known penis of her husband being so avidly worked on by Andrew's gentle yet insistent tongue. She could not tear her eyes from the sight. Claudine, too, her expression glazed and mesmerized, drank in the delicious, provocative actions of the two men. They held her attention. Rapt and spellbound she reveled in the sight of that magnificent duality of copulation.
And then, in that moment, as if by a slow process of telepathic osmosis, each woman realized in a flash of intuitive clarity just what was happening and just how close each man was to coming, and how loath each man was to discharge into the mouth of the other. By feminine intuition each deduced it simultaneously.
Louise tore her gaze from the two nude, cocksucking men, and looked at Claudine, reading in the elder woman's eyes the understanding she herself had reached.
"Let's!" she said, simply.
And Claudine needed no urging� She got the full message. Both girls knew just what each must do. Both of them, satiated beyond all capacity for further excesses, knew the part they would play in the male enjoyment.
Without speaking a word, Claudine reached for the hips of Hector, insistently pulling him from Andrew, and urging him toward herself. Louise, in her turn, disengaged Andrew from Hector's attentions and thrilled at the instantaneous expression of understanding in Andrew's eyes as he realized the magnitude of Louise's offer.
She knelt backwards, as she had begun earlier that afternoon, arms supporting her arched body so that her cunt, still inflamed but cooling now, gaped, deep, dark and inviting, in full view of her lover's eyes. Without uttering a word, Andrew struggled to his hands and knees and drove his massive, throbbing penis deep into its destined haven, shuddering in pleasure at the wet receptivity of that twat. Hector, in his turn, arched over and plundered into the educated cunt of Claudine. Silently but furiously, he bored deep into it, reveling in the body warmth of that velvety sheath.
Involuntary groans now came from the two men, so close to orgasm, so happy that a solution had been forthcoming for the fuck each had prolonged.
With active loins they banged away, cock to cunt. In hypnotized fascination each could view the vast extent of every plunge made by the other � and could see the lubricated magnificence of each massive withdrawal. Both knew it could not be long now; indeed Andrew, the less satisfied, was already in the spasm of orgasm, feeling its devastating pleasure, but unable yet to ejaculate his load. Deliriously, he banged away at the cunt of Louise, who threw her loins at him, seeking desperately to help this man who had served her so well already, in the torment she knew he was enduring.
With one or two more thrusts the great splashes of whitish sperm jetted into her, and she groaned with delight, seeking no pleasure for herself except the pleasure that she alone could now give to Andrew. He surrendered himself to his orgasm, unconscious of the shock of that massive penis so deeply, so harshly embedded high up in the bowels of the woman who clung to him to aid his coming. He yelled. He shouted.
And the noise and brutish ugliness of his orgasm seemed to spur Hector on as he, too, increased the bore and thrust of his tool into the splayed open cunt of Claudine. She, too, was utterly spent, yet she knew the demands Hector would impose, and, supreme among women, she knew best how to satisfy them.
By wickedly twitching the muscles deep inside her twat, she seemed to turn on the grip of ten thousand ciliated, devastating fingers in their cumulative effect. Her cunt literally gripped at the prick imprisoned deep within it, fucking back at him with a suction that was unendurable, seeming to each out to drag the ejaculation that was spilling incessantly from the tip of that impassioned tool. And a mighty ejaculation it was, too! Hector plunged and withdrew, plunged and withdrew again and again at each slam of the piston splashing semen over the mat of cunt-hairs and deep inside the bore hole. He seemed to want veritably to split the twat he was fornicating but the experienced Claudine at that moment cleverly managed to convey the impression of being ravaged, without actually feeling a thing.
With one or two more convulsive shuddering spasms, Hector was finally stilled. All of them were still. For long moments, in that room, silence reigned as the tide of strength flowed slowly back into the four bodies spread-eagled in lewd defeat on the bed. No words were spoken, for none needed to be spoken. The scene was simply of two men and two women, each satiated to the point of silence by the orgy each had endured.
Time itself stood still in that room.

CHAPTER NINE

The remnants of an excellent dinner lay on the table before the four diners. There had been a chateaubriand; the bouquet of the sauce bearnaise was still redolent in the room, which also bore the aroma of wines, cognac and coffee. The lights were soft.
"Ooh, but I feel just wonderful after all that," exclaimed Louise, glowing with rapture. "I don't think there has ever been such a day as this!" Hector agreed. "Thinking back, honey, that wasn't such a bad idea at all. The way it's all worked out, I mean."
"You mean my idea of bringing one's infidelities right out into the open?"
"That's right. At first I didn't give it a chance. After all, this sort of thing just, well, damn it, it just isn't done. Trust you to swim slap across the current, however. The important thing is it worked."
"I didn't give it much of a chance either," said Claudine, elegant once more in her form-filling sheath of rich velvet.
"And you should know," cut in Hector pointedly.
"Who better?" asked Claudine. "I've lived my life according to my lights. Been the mistress of maybe a dozen husbands. And I've had my share of lovers. But this is certain � I've always believed these things should be kept right were they begin. Underground. Hidden. Then � wham! Just like that, Louise proves that what I've been convinced of all my life is not necessary. I'd never have said this could work out."
"Actually," put in Andrew, "the thing raises the whole question of right and wrong. Just who, I wonder, is to say what's right or what is wrong? I mean, let's begin at the beginning with this one: is infidelity wrong?"
"I don't believe it is," said Louise, after a moment's thought. She looked chic and cool after bathing and dressing. "The way I see it, it just happens. So? Everything happens. You win at baccarat. You buy an airline ticket and fly to New York. On a hot day, you decide to go in for a swim. These things all happen. They aren't a sin. They're not right or wrong. They just happen. It's the same with adultery, then. It just happens. Why in heaven's name call adultery wrong, then?"
"I think you've got a point there," said Andrew. "Perhaps it's the convention that's wrong, and that's all. It's because of the convention that people get that horrible guilt complex when they're been unfaithful. Why not say that the very first thing that's at fault is that word itself: unfaithful?"
"You mean it's a misnomer?" asked Claudine. "Let's decide it is a misnomer, for a start. Then where are we?" asked Andrew.
"I begin to see the point," said Hector. "Like in war, adultery would he no more than the opening of a second front, then?"
"Exactly," said Andrew.
"Suppose we can it that, then," said Claudine. "A second front � I rather like that."
"In which case, where's the wrong in it?" asked Louise. "I think I know where, though. It's when there's a sort of emotional hangover about the whole thing that the wrong creeps in. I'm thinking now about my own country folk, and the frigid English � those straitlaced types one comes across."
She took a sip of cognac, and drew deeply on her cigarette�
Then she went on: "They endure a marriage, or even an affair, for years. Finally they crack. They seek � and find � another partner. That of course should be the end in itself. But no. These idiots go further. They mess it all up by falling in love. That way lies madness. Because what happens? From then on, the husband or the wife is out of things, emotionally, with the unfaithful partner who's breaking his or her neck to latch on to a new emotional attachment."
"Now I see," said Hector, thoughtfully, Louise's point suddenly became very clear to him. "Well, that's just what we four haven't done, isn't it?"
"Fallen in love, you mean?" mused Claudine. "I think I see now. And damn it, the more I think about it, the more I realize the girl's right."
"She is," said Andrew, thinking back to his own country folk, the Calvinistic South Africans. Adultery to them was just about the senior sin in the decalogue, the greatest besmirchment of which humans were capable, "If only other people could be made to realize that. But you know it's not always possible, Louise � to avoid falling in love, I mean."
"Granted," said Louise. "With most people, Andrew, you're unfortunately only too right. But take ourselves. With people like us who are intelligent, who have no false standards of modesty, no barriers of behavior, how can we go wrong? I'd almost go so far as to say adultery should be reserved or specially set apart for such people as we are."
"That'd be the snag, then, as I see it," said Andrew, "Everybody thinks of himself as being smart, enlightened and sophisticated. Call it what you like. And since people can't seem to control this thing called love, what happens if love does come into the relationship?"
"Then you resist it, surely," said Claudine emphatically. "Why, hell, now I see clearly where I myself have been making a whole row of mistakes in my life. Louise is right, darn it. If you can embark on an adventure such as ours in cold reason, then hell, of course it isn't a sin! What's more I think it even suddenly becomes a virtue."
"That's what I believe," said Louise. "For certain people like ourselves."
"Well, after today count me in. I'm a disciple, Louise," said Andrew, smiling. "It's certainly taught me more than I've ever learned before, anywhere. And I've been around a bit."
"What about the sex factor, though?" asked Hector.
"Yes," admitted Louise dubiously. "Now there's a point, too."
"How do you mean?" asked Andrew.
"Like this," said Hector. "Today for example. How many people do we each honestly know who could have taken the punishment we dished out to each other? What I'm asking is, didn't she take it too far perhaps?"
Here Claudine was quick to join in.
"Not a bit," she said. "My opinion is that you just never can exhaust the possibilities of sex. Why sublimate the word. What I'm referring to is fucking, plain fornication in all its infinite variations."
"I don't agree," said Andrew. He tried to fall into the vernacular. "Today, for example, well, that cocksucking�" he spluttered in confusion. "I'd like to get that bit straight. That's not my speed. Not that."
"So you didn't enjoy it?" asked Claudine.
"Candidly, no I didn't," said Andrew.
"Then why did you submit to it?" asked Claudine.
"Because, well� because I didn't want to be difficult," he replied. "Because, too, I think I wanted the experience. Now I've had it, though, I think I can live without it. How about you, Hector?"
"Frankly, I didn't mind," said Hector. "I've always wanted, I think, to suck another man off. Reason I've held back up to now, I suppose, is because I've never met up with a fellow I've had enough faith in to let myself go with him. Today, for example, well today it just didn't seem so wrong."
"Andrew certainly was wonderful," agreed Louise. "For me, I'm beginning to think like Claudine, though. Right now, I'm prepared to say that there is nothing in the gamut of fucking to which I wouldn't submit. Oh, I've sucked a cunt before today. But that was a long time ago when I was still in school. Even then it was more in experiment than like today � for real. But up to now, all my life, I've just been straight fucked by men, their cocks, my cunt. Till Claudine came into the picture, that is. Now I see that a cunt is there not just to get pleasure but, well, to give it, too. And pleasure, the way Claudine goes about it, seems plain illimitable."
"It is, too," breathed Claudine reminiscently. "Look, let me try to explain what I think about sex. I always feel sex is like a musical composition� a Bach fugue, if you like, something with an inexhaustible series of variations. Any variation then is permissible. Some of the variations are better or preferable to others. But the infinity of variation, that is the important thing."
"Or take another analogy. The violin as an instrument. Sometimes I think of myself as a Stradivarius, an instrument on which any number of people are capable of playing. Some'll be tyros, others'll be maestros, and one or two will be real virtuosi. So you get it, all the variations, all the degrees of excellence in execution, and all of them permissible."
"But coming back to sex, that's why I draw the line at nothing. An orgasm's an orgasm, and I just cannot see any wrong or stigma in how that orgasm is brought on. A penis, a tongue, a finger � or any variations of these things � or even other thins, artificial things, mechanical things, if any of them can bring on an orgasm, it fits into my idea of sex."
They thought over this pronouncement.
Then Hector said: "Perhaps you're right, Claudine. That probably explains why I'm not as advanced along the road as you are. Why, there was a time today when I got scared. Lying there with Andrew frigging me half out of my mind. I couldn't help thinking: what happens when I come? I never have a second thought about what happens to the sperm when it's a woman, but Andrew? Ugh!"
"That's about the way I was feeling, too," confessed Andrew. "I've got probably further along the road to go than even you have, Hector, but right now I don't think I'll do that again."
"You people will learn," said Claudine. "For me, I doubt if there's a way of getting to orgasm that I haven't tried, or even that I wouldn't try. And I've loved it all. In my crowd, I promise you, anything goes. There are lesbians. There are pansies. And in between there are any amount of even queerer queers, and I've never regretted a brush with anyone of them! Sex, with me, is what you see when you roll away what's blocking your view of it. It's vast, so incomprehensively vast. I just pray I live long enough to know the whole gamut of it."
"That's what I pray, too," said Louise fervently. "The way we live, Hector and I, I've just been ripening for this sort of sexual revolt. Sometimes we're together, maybe for as long as a month. Then what happens? I get shot half across the world and when I'm free in any one place, then Hector is to hell and gone away from me. When we meet, we're lucky if we can manage a week together."
"And what good's that? Soon as I get the taste for it again, we're parted. But this time, and Christ knows what got into me," she cried, "unless maybe it was you, Andrew! No girl endures the magnitude of a penis like yours just once only, believe me. You gotta have it again and again. I got the taste for it. And suddenly, I knew just what was going to happen. I knew I was off on the sex jag of all time. There just wasn't going to be enough of it. So, thank all that's holy, you came into it too, Claudine. I don't think we'd have been anywhere without you to teach us. Where in God's name have you managed to hide this fantastic woman for so long, Hector?"
Hector smiled. Then the four sank into a long, easy silence.
Andrew broke it by saying: "So? Now it's started, can anybody tell me where we all go to from here?"
All were sobered by the thought. Hector, they knew, would have to leave in two days time for Greece. Louise had to remain on the Coast. Andrew, of course, would be tied up with his hotel duties.
"Hell, I'd forgotten you had so humble a thing as a day-by-day job," laughed Claudine. "Somehow you just don't look like a waiter."
"Not one, either," said Andrew. "Not forever, anyway. But here I might as well be. Anyway, when Hector goes, what then?"
"Yeah, what then?" asked Louise. She turned to her husband. "Would you be very angry, darling, if I had Andrew once in a while, while you're with Lambrakis?"
Hector choked down a sudden rise of resentment. Without the twitch of a single facial muscle to betray his thoughts, however, he said: "Not the slightest, Louise. You two go right ahead. Only on Louise's terms, remember. You don't go falling in love."
"Of course not," said Louise swiftly. "Oh, Hector, don't tell me you even had a suspicion that we'd do that � fall in love? Oh, darling, if you had even the tiniest doubt, I'd never! I'd wait for you forever!"
Claudine raised a quizzical eyebrow at this exchange. How far, she wondered, could Louise's theories work in actual practice? With a mocking smile, she watched Hector's reaction.
"Then you've got my permission," said Hector. "More. You've got my blessing, too."
Hector was thinking, suddenly, of a Turkish woman named Riva. Her last name did not come back to mind, but he saw in vision her body, like some glowing copper statue, stark naked and warm and feminine and loving, as it had been the last time they had met in a flat in Athens.
"You know, you're great people," said Andrew, with sincere admiration. "To think you just bulldoze me into this situation, then that we sit round here calmly talking ourselves into a thing that could explode like a load of dynamite, just as if we were discussing going to a movie or something."
"Nonsense. You're doing fine," said Claudine. "Anyway, do I fit into it anywhere? You got any use for me in it? I've an idea I'll be available, you know?"
"How could we leave you out?" cried Louise. "Of course we need you!"
"Glad to hear it. Glad to be able to be of some help," said Claudine. "And I'll help. For one thing, I'll watch your interests, Hector. If these two look like getting too serious, I'll cut it up. Leave it to me."
At that, the discussion ended. There were good nights. Then the cars left and in Claudine's villa, at long last, another winking light, visible from the vast, mysterious Mediterranean, went out.

CHAPTER TEN

One thing Louise had never found possible � the ability to choke back the feeling of anguish she invariably had whenever she had to say goodbye to Hector. All her married life it had been so if the world's airports, its docks or its railroad stations ever meant the happiness of reunion, they meant, much more, the misery of parting. Thus Louise thought as she drove back from Nice airport, tearful and utterly dejected, after having taken Hector to catch his Athens-bound plane.
At her hotel she flung herself upon her bed, yielding wholly to her misery, to the utter and sudden plunge into loneliness provoked by Hector's going. Why? she thought unhappily. Why? Why? Why. Why the rat race in which they seemed so bound up? Surely sometime, somewhere, she and Hector could stay put and put down roots.
And yet she knew, deep in her misery that this would be impossible. She loved her life. Travel was of the essence of her being. It was her life. New countries, new people, new languages spoken in completely-new environments. New types of feminine beauty always coming to her, relying on her for the power she could give these women to attract their men. The pale-skinned, the sun-tanned, the dark and exotic, the cold, aloof ones, the women of the tropics and the snow countries, of the Orient, Europe and America. All the women of the world to her were but as surface textures to an artist upon which to paint and to create. And Louise loved it.
The only thing that jarred, she thought, was the disorganization thrown into her life by the agonies of separation she seemed fated to endure each time she and Hector had to part.
It was bitter, and Louise was woman enough to drain out her broken heart in unrestrained crying. For long minutes she sobbed into her pillow until, to staunch her flow of grief, relief came in the guise of sleep.

***

Waking toward evening, she telephoned Claudine.
"I'm flat," she confessed miserably. "Have dinner with me?"
Claudine was understanding. She had intended a rehearsal for that evening. But, she thought, the hell with it. The cast can rehearse by themselves. "By all means," she offered. "Sorry to hear you're so low, honey. Andrew not around?"
"Andrew's not the easiest man in this hotel to be with," said Louise. "Has duties and things. Any case, I don't think it's Andrew I really need, not right now."
"Poor girl. But I understand."
Claudine was at the hotel within an hour. She had a way with people who've succumbed to the blues. Two martinis and a couple of succulent tournedos later, and Louise felt a new woman. Morale was up and the shock separation was over. "Now," said Claudine. "I hadn't meant this, but vast warehouse where the cast was practicing for the cast could get on without me, but I did want to be there tonight. Want to come? You can meet the bunch. They're crazy as knitting, but you may get a change out of them."
"What can I lose? You've been wonderful, Claudine. I think I'd miss you if you left now. Let's go, then."
Claudine was engaged in rehearsing a new production, a musical fantasy. Of all places, it was in a vast warehouse that the cast was practicing for the forthcoming production.
The warehouse owner had allowed the thirty or forty people in the cast to use a corner of his warehouse, basking in a sort of reflected glory that came with this nodding familiarity with "show people".
It was a hall, and in one corner Claudine had installed a tinny-sounding, crazy-Otto type of upright piano. Makeshift curtains indicated a section for action that, later on, would translate into the actual stage. For the show-business people it was certainly makeshift, but it did save theatre hire. A theatre could come later, when the show had shaken down into its routine. On the eventual stage, the final slickness necessary to a musical could be imparted. For the time being, however, this huge barn was ideal in that it was both secluded from the city's activity and fairly private.
A tangle of wires was the lighting conversion, bathing the stage corner in light, and casting a penumbra of shadow deeper into the hall, where new cars were storaged, silent and shining.
Perhaps twenty people were taking part on this particular evening, as Louise and Claudine came in a couple of acrobatic dancers were going through their act to the tinny jazz from the old piano.
A way in another corner, a ventriloquist was juggling three balls while holding a zany conversation with his doll.
Nobody paid any attention as Claudine and Louise came up to the group in the corner, under the lights. A few bade Claudine a casual good evening. Most of the artists simply went ahead with what they were doing. The rest had retired to the half-gloom on the edge of the lighted area.
Louise found herself entranced with the ventriloquist. She could not resist � laughing at the droll, goggle-eyed look on the face of the doll as it seemed to be trying to unravel the intricacy of the juggling.
Bending and twisting its head, now squinting up at the topmost ball, now down at the fast-working hands of the juggler, the wooden puppet was keeping up a flow of wisecracks as the ventriloquist strove to explain how he kept the three balls moving.
Eventually he broke down and the doll went limp as he tossed the balls on to a nearby table. As he wiped his brow, he noticed Louise�
"Hullo," he said, appraising her stunning beauty. "You're a new face. You in the show?"
"No," said Louise, appraising the man's appraisal of her, "I came with Claudine. That act of yours is a scream. How do you do it?"
"Glad you like it," acknowledged the ventriloquist. "It's ad-lib, mostly. Look, like this."
He took up a ball, a cube and a triangular prism, all about the same size, and his painted wooden puppet, "Those screeched thing's don't have the same shapes!" the falsetto, impertinent voice of the doll. It was unexpected, hearing the doll chatter before even the act had begun.
"Quiet, stupid!" admonished the man. "They're not supposed to be. Anybody can juggle with ordinary balls."
"So you're so smart you've got to use different shapes now?" jeered the doll. "This, buddy, I gotta see!"
"Then watch, carefully," said the man in his own voice.
He tossed the cube into the air. The doll's head twisted round and up, to watch the cube in flight. Down it came � on to the doll's head.
"Hey!" exclaimed the doll, in anger. "You gotta watch it, Buster! That one hurt!"
"So? Next time, duck your fool head, stupid!"
The man got the three objects going, at which the doll shook its head in quaint disbelief.
"Tsk-tsk-tsk! I don't believe it, personally," it commented cheekily. "It's just not possible. Not with a guy as dumb as this!"
"You'll get another one on your head in a minute. Mind your manners, friend."
"Make it the round one, then, will you?"
"Why the round one?"
"It's softer. Got no corners on her, like the last one. Who's the girl friend, Buster?"
"This one who just came in?"
"Who else, stupid? Claudine I know already. Good looker, isn't she? What's her name?"
"Says her name's Louise."
"Louise who? I knew a Louise once, that time we were playing in London. She in the show? Hey, watch that sharp one there, Houdini! It could hurt. You a friend of Claudine?"
It was absolutely uncanny, thought Louise, weak with laughter. She found herself answering the ridiculous doll.
"Yes, I am."
"Well, you watch out, sister," warned the doll, devoting its attention now to Louise.
Meanwhile the three objects flashed up and down in bewildering succession.
"Why?" asked Louise, stringing along in spite of herself.
"Mean to say you never heard? Tsk-tsk-tsk! Showbiz, cet ees not for ze toureest, man petit chou! Don't say Charlie-boy didn't warn you!"
"What do you mean speaking to a lady like that, you idiot?" chided the ventriloquist. "And about her friend, too?"
"She? A lady? And in this room, with all these busted down people? That's all somebody had to tell me."
"Since you know so much about people, what's the matter with us, wise guy?"
"Queer. Everyone of you. Queer as a ruddy three-pound note!"
"That's enough from you, Charlie-boy!"
Saying which, the ventriloquist broke his act down and put his doll down on the table next to the three objects he had been juggling.
"Quite fantastic!" cried Louise, happily. "What a wonderful act! I suppose you could go on for hours. It all seems so easy to you!"
"Years of practice, honey," he grinned. "The name is Rollo. Hi, Louise."
"Hi," she said, accepting his handshake.
Claudine was in a far corner, speaking to a troupe of female dancers. Onstage the acrobatic pair were still practicing their gyrations. In another comer, two groups were rehearsing their own acts.
"Come and tell me about the show," she said.
"Delighted."
Rollo led her out from the aura of light in which he'd been working, and they sat down on the running board of a car, in the gloom. "It's a musical, see? A revue."
"I see. A lot of acts all strung together. Any continuity?"
"That's its trouble. The acts are good. None better. But the story's pure corn, and Claudine can't see it!"
"But if the acts are good, the story doesn't matter."
"I dunno. It may go, but I always say give the customers something just better than they're going to get in this lot."
On stage, the acrobats called a halt. Limp and damp with perspiration, they collapsed on a pile of blankets at the side of the rough stage. Claudine was calling the dancers onstage now.
"This'll be interesting," said Rollo, pointing. "Watch."
Aloofly unconcerned, about ten of the girls, each of them tall and stately with the shape of showgirls the world over, began openly to undress. Louise caught her breath. In the vast, otherwise deserted room, this was a piquant development.
"Nudes?" she asked.
"Nudes," he grinned. "That's Claudine. Any other night, they could dance in what they're wearing. But they all dance nude in the show and when Claudine comes, they strip. Me, I think the woman's got a thing about it, personally."
The girls had peeled down to their buffs by this time.
Ten nudes is a lot of nudes, especially when they are show nudes, Louise was thinking. There was something dangerously erotic at the sight of them filing into a chorus line under the harsh light of that section of the room that represented the stage. By now, everybody was looking on. All other rehearsals had stopped�
Claudine called out some instructions. The pianist swung into a medium-slow "St. Louis Blues," and the chorus line came to life.
It was a crisp, staccato, off-beat routine, and Claudine was aiming at an almost mechanical synchronization. Fascinated, Louise watched the unbelievable sight of twenty naked breasts jouncing there in splendid unison, twenty legs flashing up and down in polished accuracy and, from time to time as the� girls high-kicked in great arcs, the ten twats all momentarily exposed, wide-mouthed and tantalizing.
Claudine allowed the number to go its full 32 bars, then called a halt.
The girls stood relaxed, chests rising and falling in splendid nudity as Claudine instructed them in their next routine. It was to be a snaky samba line in which the dancers had to serpentine about the stage.
The piano tinkled out its introduction and the white flash of human flesh bent into the contorting march. Louise saw, then, what Claudine was after.
This was a dance glorifying the female breast and the female buttocks. Bent over as they were, undulating and genuflecting, the girls displayed the full splendor of pendulous mammaries and, as their undulations took them further backstage, the succulent view of ten pairs of buttocks was a poem of artistic indecency. Louise found her sexual appetite becoming aroused and beginning their demands upon her body. The nakedness was really obscene and was having its effect on her. In her loins she could feel the stirring of desire. At the lips of her twat, she could feel the warm oiliness of her cunt fluid. At her breasts, there was the hardening of her nipples. She hoped Rollo would not notice as she sat, trying to give no indication of her feelings.
But Rollo, wise in show-business, knew. That was why he was working for Claudine. He could have sold his act to any producer in the world. He preferred Claudine simply for the audacious sexiness of the woman's productions. Suddenly he clutched at Louise's arm.
"Look," he said, directing her attention to a pair of mattresses lying just outside the glare of the light above the stage. Louise, adjusting her vision to the darkness, presently made out what Rollo was trying� to show her. She gasped as she realized what was happening.
Three male Hungarian acrobats had retired to the mattresses when the dance rehearsal had begun. Under the stimulus of that display of female flesh bathed in the harsh lights, each had come into sexual erection. Now, uninhibitedly, they had begun to masturbate mutually. Against the black of their working tights, their three white penises were clearly visible, each in full erection, and each being stroked by the hand of somebody else.
"Always do it," whispered Rollo, just as fascinated now as Louise was. "Brothers, too. But every time Claudine calls for a dance rehearsal, it's the same with them."
Suddenly Louise stiffened. With her eyes accustomed to the penumbral gloom, she could just make out a flurry of suggestive activity where the pair of acrobatic dancers had retired, on to their pile of blankets.
"Look, Rollo!" she whispered. "The acrobatic dancers. Aren't they fucking, over there?"
Rollo grinned at the verb.
"Wouldn't surprise me," he said. "People just do in this show. That's all there is to it. Claudine knows it, but I've never seen her notice it. I think the bitch just gets her kicks from knowing, and ignoring it. Must be a hell of a charge she gets causing the fucking, then pretending she's absolutely unaware of what's going on."
The two dancers were now tightly locked in coitus, the male on top of the woman, whose thighs had been thrown up and parted, locked around the body of the man to receive the fucking she was getting. Every now and again there was the flash of bans and cock as the man withdrew for some particularly long, sexy plunge.
"Let's get up closer," pleaded Louise.
Quietly they crept toward the fornicating couple, who were stealing rapid glances at the naked display of women on stage, as if to whet their appetites for the sex in which they already were being consumed. When they got close to the straining, copulating couple, Rollo did a surprising thing. He reached forward, tapped the man on his shoulder, and whispered something into his ear.
"Sure," Louise heard him say. "Why not?"
At which he ceased his copulation and allowed the woman to creep out from under him. He said something to her, and pointed to Louise and Rollo. She agreed, and the man arranged his partner in a sort of wrestler's bridge, arching her supple back with her thighs widely spread, so that she rested backwards on hands and feet like some upside-down crab. In that pose, the entire pink majesty of her cunt was deliciously exposed in the half-light.
Now the man lay on his back, too, and wriggling his shoulders through the parted legs of the woman, insinuated his way up and under her, until his penis stood, throbbing, at a point just opposite her cunt. At this, the woman tried to work her way downwards, so that her cunt was opened, pleadingly, to the cock beneath it. Try as they might, however, the pair could not make the prick enter the slit of the woman, now wet and pulsating with desire.
Louise could bear it no longer. She crept forward, grasped the penis, and with one or two rubs made iridescent droplets of spunk splash from its pipe. Then she bent it upwards and guided it gently all the way into its hairy nest.
Once it slid in, the rest was easy. Abandoned entirely to their pleasure, the woman allowed the cock to surge back and forth in her cunt in the to-and-fro rubbing of the fuck. Imperceptibly, the couple increased their tempo � to and fro to and fro, as Louise looked on, unable to take her eyes off the most exposed fuck she had ever seen.
In that position all was visible: the great swollen cock, the hairy, tight-drawn scrotum of the man constricting his balls, and the vast hungry maw of the cunt into which it was driving in and out, in and out, viciously, greedily, relentlessly.
When Rollo advanced, then, on Louise, it was upon a woman who was past noticing what was happening. With one hand he had entered her blouse and was furiously fingering her nipples, with the other hand up her skirts, he had gotten three fingers up the wet, palpitating cunt. Into his mouth he crammed her ear, tonguing the aural orifice as he felt Louise yield to the lecherous ministrations he was bestowing upon her. And all the time, not once did her gaze falter from the magnetism of that spread and embracing cunt into which the penis was now thrusting more forcibly and furiously.
While Louise's body was delivering itself uninhibitedly to the fingers of the ventriloquist at her nipples and cunt, her mind was busy with another fornication altogether. And suddenly, after about two minutes, she could sense that the two dancers were about to come. The penis seemed to swell to double its size as it slid in and out of that hairy bush of a twat. The twat seemed to have developed special muscles that literally grabbed at the prick boring away inside it. Louise knew that climax was upon them. And, aware now of the fingers within her own cunt, she knew that she, too, must scream into orgasm. At the moment she realized this, her orgasm was there. Spluttering from her cunt as she clamped down on the fingers inside it, she threw herself forward at the same time, to participate in the climax she had just watched from penetration to final ejaculation. In his frenzy, she knew the man must part from that vagina. His penis must slip out. Feverishly she put out a hand to catch the ejaculation that was spilling hotly and creamily from the cunt lips of the arch-backed woman. She pressed the cock back in. She seemed to hold the twat over its massive prisoner, feeling her palm hot and wet with sperm which was now spilling from the cunt. It looked for all the world as if the woman's cunt had grown its own cock at that moment. It was an obscene sight, mighty in the majesty of obscenity. Louise stared, fascinated, still in orgasm. In her own vagina shot after shot of foamy spunk was cascading over the fingers of the man who was masturbating her, spilling down her thighs in delicious warm dribbles. But Louise was past caring.
Fuck, she thought, swooning. God, but it was all! It was life, all life itself. Let there he no end of it! Let there be no end to the variety of it! Let it be open, unrestrained, uninhibited. Let all the world fuck, all in the same room! Let there be the fucking of fingers, of penises, of cunts! Let there be titfucking and cuntsucking and frigging of pricks and tonguing of tips of huge, hairy penises! Let there be fucking in mouths, in armpits in cunts and in assholes � let the whole world be one over-joying acreage of pure, unfettered fucking! Let one person fuck another, and be twelve fucks away, simultaneously, from the person he is being fucked by!
Bless Claudine, she thought, weeping tears of abandon as she spent gloriously on Rollo's fingers! Bless Claudine for knowing, and bless her for providing irresistibly, knowing the agony she was causing by forcing that prick against the clitoris of the split woman, Louise wrenched the cock from its nest in a drenching gush of spunk and threw her mouth at the gashed, slashed and angry vagina, drinking and sucking in sheer gluttony at the spigot of sperm that flooded, white and mucousy, over the gaping hole. And, having drunk, she fell forward overcome, to join the group on the blankets.
Rollo new what had happened. Madly excited now, he just had to fulfill his own lust. Seeing the cunt that had been so nearly split in two, he released his organ in one movement from its imprisoning fly and he bore down on it. The woman was past all feeling now, but Rollo was not. Into that cunt he plunged, and with only five or six fiendish lunges, he drenched his own load, time and glorious time again, deep into the dancer's bowels, listening to her screech of agonized protest at the second, unexpected, rape she had just endured.
All were now satisfied and after long moments, each stirred.
"My God," said the dancer. "Rollo, you slay me. Why the arch-backed act, then?"
"So that we could see it," said Rollo simply. "It's as wonderful to watch as it is to do, isn't it? Agree? Louise wanted to see. So did I."
"Then thank God for Louise," said the man.
"Who's Louise, anyway?"
"Visitor here. Friend of Claudine's."
On stage the ten naked girls were still rehearsing, doing the staccato routine of the "St. Louis Blues" again. From where the four people now lay, it was obvious that the pianist was having difficulty in providing the music. His penis, in the full frenzy of erection stood lecherously out of his opened fly, swaying like some bizarre conductor's baton to and fro between his thighs.
The man could play the tune in his sleep, but he needed both hands to beat it out.
And there, on stage, tantalizing him, were those flashing cunts as legs kicked up and circled out, revealing their red, hairy-nested, inviting sexual lips. Each one was shaven. Each, in the eventual show, would be covered by the black patch that the law demanded.
But now each was uncovered, open, lush and inviting, plucked and succulent � pink as a baby chicken. The pianist, in his agony of lust, simply had to go on playing. Every time Claudine called for a halt to give some instruction, the pianist would drop a hand to his penis, frigging away furiously at the monstrous desire consuming him. Then Claudine would demand music once more and his cock throbbing to and fro in his frustration, would have to stand, groping for relief.
Louise could stand his misery no longer. She looked around her furtively.
The piano stood at an angle to the stage. The player had his back to the wall, and Louise reasoned that if she crept up slowly, she could reach her objective without anyone nearby noticing what was happening. Not that she minded being seen.
She wriggled forward slowly. Then, reaching forward, she grasped the frantic prick in her hot, spunk-drenched palm. The pianist looked down in delight and dumb gratitude, and catching his glance, she smiled. Her palms were now bringing him blissful relief, and she knew she could give and get still more delight.
In a second she had opened her mouth, and had gone down on the red, angry, throbbing tool. She felt the familiar slither of spunk on her tongue and, grasping the base of the mighty prick, she sought for the balls upon which it stood, proud and randy. With movements he could not control, the pianist wriggled to aid Louise, thrusting the helmeted tip of his tool in delirious gratitude into Louise's warm, wet, containing mouth.
In thirty seconds it was all over.
Louise hardly felt it coming, it was so quick.
But she choked and spluttered as she felt the pianist's discharge coming in great uncontrollable jets into her sucking mouth. With her lipstick smeared an over that prick, it was a reddened engine of unbridled sexual demand, and she frigged furiously at its warm, throbbing length tossing off vast sheets of sperm into her receptive throat � a madwoman then in her desire, albeit this time it was a desire only to give pleasure, not to get it. Magnificently the man kept up the maddeningly insistent tempo of the number he was playing and the dancers, ten of them moving like one, now achieved a synchronization that only Claudine had ever dreamed of.
"Wonderful!" she cried at the end. "That was marvelous, girls! Just do that every night after we open, and you will go anywhere in the world. You're fantastic tonight, right out of this world!"
Spontaneously, a burst of applause swelled from the hall and rolled toward the stage. The other artists, recognizing stage perfection, were unstinting in its continuity. "You've been told that yet?"
Then into the circle of light filed the other players, smiling and aflame now with Claudine's own enthusiasm. Those who had so recently been in the throes of sex had adjusted themselves, and they slapped the naked backs of the chorus girls who were filing back into the hall to where their clothes were lying. There was the buzz of excitement as the players made ready to leave the last rehearsal they would ever have in that makeshift, garage "theatre".

CHAPTER ELEVEN

"Did you enjoy the show?" asked Claudine, driving home�
"Very much! I think the acts are superb," replied Louise. "But they tell me the whole thing's weak in its continuity. You've been told that yet?"
Claudine laughed.
"In this business, Louise, I haven't done a show yet that the people in it haven't screamed their heads off for a Cecil B. de Mille script! What do they want? People go to a revue for the acts, not for a story. Hell, you could have one story, one boy-meets-girl theme, and that'd do for everything that's ever been staged since Ziegfeld!"
"I suppose so. Anyway, in your acts, you're strong. You've got some wonderful people in it, Claudine. I thought that ventriloquist was simply superb!"
"Rollo? Only the best in the world, that's all. And four languages, too, all perfect. But he's a queer one."
"How do you mean?"
Claudine shot a quick look at Louise.
"Don't tell me you didn't find out. I wasn't looking, mind you, but I know what goes on."
"Oddly enough, that's what he told me, that you know what's going on, I mean."
"He frig you back there while I had the chorus line on?"
Louise decided she would play it just as coolly as Claudine was doing. "Of course," she said. "Damn it, Claudine, just why did you do it? Did you take me with you tonight to show me your rehearsal, or to show me what happens in your business?"
"Yes and no. You needed it, Louise. What you wanted was something quite new, something quite fresh and outside your experience to take your mind off Hector and yourself. That's why I took you along."
"But why do you do these things?"
"Let's say I do it for kicks. I'm a bit older than you are. I've lived a different sort of life, and this is where it's got me. Besides I have this philosophy about it all: sex is the biggest thing in the world. Sometimes, Louise, I think it's the only thing. For me, at least, I know it is. Once you know it and admit it, the rest becomes easy. You just go out after it. There's so much of it around, Louise."
"There is, isn't there?" Louise thought about it. "I saw it tonight. Those three acrobats�"
"They up to their tricks again? They always are, I hear."
"Rollo says they're brothers. Are they queer?"
"I don't think they're brothers. They call their act the Henry Brothers, but I wouldn't know whether that means they really are brothers. And queer? Well, I don't think that, either."
"Well, they certainly weren't bashful."
"Oh, they're randy enough. If they can't find women, they get busy on themselves. As for Rollo, now, I don't know about him. I suspect he's both ways, but I've never been able to find out for sure, one way or another. What happened tonight back there in the dark?"
"Well, the acrobats were the first I saw. Soon as the girls got stripped, they got busy, quite uninhibitedly, as if they didn't care who was looking. Rollo pointed them out to me. But that wasn't the worst, by any means. Just about the same time, I saw the two dancers � you know, the acrobatic ones."
"They strip?"
"Stark naked. And they got together � oh, Claudine, it was quite unbelievable� Then Rollo went and said something to the man. And then he and she uncoupled, and they put on quite the wildest exhibitionistic fuck I've ever seen!"
She mused randily, going over the still vivid memory.
"That's the first time I've ever seen the full fuck of any two people. She was on top of him, but bent over backwards. Her whole pussy was exposed. Hell, I never thought a cunt could look that ugly and yet, at the same time, quite so divine. And there the man was, boring into it from underneath and upwards. It was fabulous!"
"How'd Rollo get into the act, then?"
"Oh, I don't know. I was sort of mesmerized at what was going on. And then I felt his fingers in me, and my titties being thrashed about. And there it was, I'm afraid!"
"That's Rollo. Quite a worker in his own smooth way."
"Oh yes, and then when the dancers wound up in orgasm, Rollo ripped out his rod and wham! He was into the woman. My God! I thought sure he'd tear the poor female apart!"
Claudine laughed. It was a sexy revel of a laugh, naughty as striptease and served only to excite Louise.
"Then I saw the poor pianist with a terrific erection. His tool was throbbing up right out of his fly, so I crossed over to him. I just couldn't help it. It fascinated me, and before I knew what was happening, I was down on it and I sucked him off."
"No wonder he played so well for that last number," said Claudine. "But no matter, I'd have done the same."
"But you, Claudine, know what the people back? How do you there?"
For answer Claudine did a surprising thing. She took Louise's hand and, parting her thighs under the steering wheel as they drove on, she thrust the hand between her legs.
Electrified, Louise felt her fingers encounter the hairy bush surrounding the elder woman's twat. It was wet through with spunk, warm and deliciously oily to the touch of her hand. There as a warmth to it that was completely shocking.
"That's what," said Claudine, laughing hollowly. "God, Louise, what a lot you still have to learn! With me, for example, I'm already at that stage in sex when, I swear to you, I thrill more to fornification taking place around me than I do to actual fucking itself. I love it! I revel in it."
"Look. All you've told me about what was what goes with you, if you are doing there behind your feel about what's going on happening there tonight! I knew it was happening. And I get so worked up about it, so randy, that it's all I can do to keep from going out of my mind. God, there are times I'd like to stuff two, three or four cocks into my cunt all at one time! Only I know you can't do that. And it's just at times like that, when my libido is at its worst that I find it perversely satisfying to see just how iron hard I can keep my control. I shut my ears to the sound of sex. I dominate myself to make myself not notice it. Even the smell of it and ah, God, but even though I can smell it I ignore it. And when you can accomplish that, darling, then you'll know what sex can mean!"
The car had rolled to a stop outside Louise's hotel. But Louise, quite enraptured at what Claudine was telling her, hardly noticed.
"Poor thing!" she cried, in sympathy, allowing her fingertips to explore the slithery slit beneath their light caress. "You must be so worked up by now! Can't I help, Claudine?"
Claudine heaved a mighty sigh as a sudden wave of desire all but consumed her. As the girl shuddered, Louise felt the rigid self-control tangibly snap. Claudine seemed to thrust herself at Louise's soft, caressing fingers, splaying the labia of her introitus over the fingers they now imprisoned.
"Yes!" she whispered, urgently. "Damn me, but you can. Let's get out of here! Let's go up to your room. No, better still, let's get out to my villa! Oooh, but this hurts! But let it hurt, then. We'll soon put a stop to it!"
Savagely she slammed the car into gear, and swiftly drove through the silence of the night, the twin rays of the headlamps boring north into the darkness as the city fell away, and they raced onwards to the hills where Claudine lived, in utter silence, the girls sat glued to their seats while Claudine expertly reeled off the kilometers to her villa.
Once there she raced up the steps, seeming to pant with an animal ferocity as she shoved the latchkey at the lock and slammed on lights. Louise, as if drawn by some incomprehensible mastery, seemed in some sort of trance as she followed blindly. Mechanically, she shut the door behind her and just as devoid of volition, she trailed Claudine through into an adjoining bedroom. There was a look on Claudine's face such as Louise had never seen before since she had known the woman. Her mouth seemed to hang open over her fine teeth. Slackjawed, her lips were wet. She seemed to be slavering, like some feral jungle denizen. Her eyes gleamed wickedly. Her proud, voluptuous bosom heaved as she drew in great draughts of air with her breathing. Like some fly caught helpless in a spider's spell, Louise felt herself waiting in a frenzy of anticipation for what would happen next.
With the lights on, Claudine tossed back her magnificent head and laughed.
"Now!" was all she said, and reached for a zipper under her armpit, shucking her gown over her head. She allowed it to lie just where it fell. Louise gazed wide-eyed at the sudden revelation of absolute nudity beneath that gown. Again, Claudine was wearing no undergarments whatever. From being fully dressed, with one garment removed she now stood stark naked and supreme as a statue, with her hair disheveled from the gown that had just ruffled it.
"Now you too!" she hissed to Louise. "Strip! Go on! Every stitch you have on. Take it off!"
And Louise found herself obeying, quite bereft of the volition to resist. She fumbled at catches and buttons, and let her dress fall limply on a nearby chair. She unleashed her fabulous breasts from their cushioning nets of nylon, then wriggled daintily out of her panties, and finally she stood as naked and every bit as superbly molded as Claudine.
Ripples of shuddering desire consumed her. Visibly she shivered, waiting for what would happen next.
Claudine was facing her, lashing at her nipples with the insides of her fingers. Bent slightly forwards, her tits hung suspended. She was whipping up untold desires with her whisking fingers. Seeing Louise's nakedness only seemed to increase her torment.
Then she swiftly crossed to a cupboard and took a tiny object that she held out to Louise. It was a short-handled whip, Louise saw, but a whip of many lashes instead of the single thong. And as Louise felt the thing in her hands, she realized that the lashes were each of fine-meshed silver chain.
"Now!" said Claudine, seeming to mesmerize Louise as she gazed deep into her eyes. "Now, you'll whip me with this. You'll whip me all over � back, buttocks, even my tits! Then, when I tell you, I want you to whip even harder, all over, even into my cunt, if you can! I'll squeal � that I promise you � but you're not to worry. Just whip and go on whipping! That's all!"
She crossed to her bed and lay on her back, naked and quivering in the grip of some strange obsession.
"Now!" she commanded.
She cupped each breast in her pressing hands, fondling them as she offered them in a glorious oblation � a living sacrifice � to what Louise was to do to them.
Louise let the silver thongs fall once, lightly, across the supine woman's tits. "Not like that!" commanded Claudine, harshly. "Harder! Hard as you can, be merciless! Draw blood if you can!" And suddenly Louise, now completely under the control of the other girl's will, seemed to realize her strange role.
She raised, the whip and lashed the foot-long thongs across the nipples in Claudine's cupping hands. Claudine winced as each lash cut its welt into her tender mammary flesh. The hardened nipples stood up as Louise raised the whip again.
Once more she brought her arm downwards. Again and again she raised her right arm, and again and again lashed savagely at the breasts of the woman who now wriggled in agony beneath her onslaught. And then, as if by instinct, she switched her whipping attack to the belly and flanks of the naked, rolling, tormented body on the bed.
Harshly disregarding the moaning and cries which her torture was provoking, she reached out her left hand, grabbing at Claudine's hair. She wrenched her around, exposing the woman's incomparable buttocks. These she now attacked, directing a rain of blows upon the white flesh that soon made of each buttock an angry, red, flaming globe of torment.
And Louise stared in fascination as Claudine, sobbing in pain through the onslaught, wriggled to a knee-squatting position, buttocks in the air, to present still a greater area of her backside to the delicious, unendurable, unceasing whipping. Twisting, she brought these buttocks to point directly at Louise.
"Strike!" she howled dementedly. "Harder! Mutilate me! Cut me to ribbons if you can! For Christ's sake, don't stop now. I'm coming � ooooh! But any moment now I'll come!"
The rounded globes of her posterior were now angry, inflamed spheres of red. In some places, blood oozed. But they were like magnets, those buttocks, to that rising and falling instrument of silvered thongs. Again and again the whip descended.
And now Claudine, consumed utterly by the agony, thought up an awful thing. Sinking her shoulders upon her hands, arching her back, she seemed to thrust herself literally inside out, exposing her cunt in a convex mound at the snaking thongs of the castigating whip. The way she knelt, ass in the air, all that seemed visible between the mounds of her buttocks was her gaping cunt, a red, angry maw beneath the tight-drawn button of her anus. The lashes could not avoid it. There, from its curly, wet-haired bed, it stood out, lips agape, and Louise tore into it with the whip, fiercely watching as if hypnotized at the way it seemed to reach for each stroke she bestowed upon it.
By this time she had been whipping Claudine for a full five minutes, although it seemed to have been hours.
Suddenly Claudine shot her legs out, kicking them straight back, so that she fell on her belly over the bed, and Louise knew that her orgasm was upon her.
Sweating from her exertions, Louise was shiny-skinned in the light, but she never let up with her flagellation. Up and down went the whip, now across Claudine's twisting, turning back again � and the howls of the tortured woman, demented with pain, consumed in the Elysium of her orgasm, made the night hideous.
And then Louise could whip no more. Her right arm refused to raise itself at her will. Limply she let it hang, and the whip fell from her fingers. In a dead faint, Louise fell limply to the floor on top of the whip.
Claudine, still now except for an occasional twitching she was powerless to control, lay upon her bed, lost in her own heaven of perverted rapture.

***

Louise recovered consciousness to the sound of running water in the bathroom next door. Over her, Claudine was bending, sponging her forehead with cool water on a soft towel.
She struggled through the moments of orientation, adjusting to their dual nudity, to her surroundings, mechanically answering the questions, acknowledging the spoken sympathy of Claudine.
Everything felt strange, but strangest of all was the queer sensation in Louise's loins, where a sense of heaviness, born of dammed up frustration, pressed down upon her internal organs. It was not so painful as numbing as Louise struggled warily to her feet.
"Poor girl," fussed Claudine. "Come. A bath first. That should help."
Naked, Louise hung upon the other woman, allowing herself to be led to the bath where the bluish sheen of water steamed slightly. The bath was big enough for both of them, and the two women slid into the water, floating their way into a fit against its sides.
Louise felt herself reviving rapidly in the warmth of the water. She began, once more, to notice things in greater detail. The bathroom � its mirrors, its towels, its luxurious appointments. Even Claudine.
She shuddered to see the livid red welts, some of them turning blue already, upon the perfect skin of Claudine. She closed her eyes and shuddered at the memory of her strange part in mutilating this splendid body.
"Doesn't it hurt?" she asked, her voice muted to a whisper almost.
"Terribly, darling. But deliciously. Oh, my God, but you were wonderful!"
"I don't know what got into me. Oh, I just don't know how I could have been like that, how I could have done that to you!"
"Please don't worry, Louise. You did magnificently! You were perfect!"
"But, Claudine, those welts on your body! All those lashes! How can you endure it?"
"It's an acquired taste, shall we say? Who knows? Perhaps one day you, too, will know the delight of it."
"I've heard about it. Flagellation. How and when did you discover it?"
"Don't forget, Louise, I live for sex, which is my whole life. And what is whipping, after all, just another method of coming, just another manifestation of sexual activity. So I endure it. That's all there is to it."
"It must have taken fantastic courage, the first time. Did it?"
"Courage? I don't know. I don't remember. It was long ago."
"Tell me about it?"
Claudine laved her striated body tenderly with a soft cloth.
"It was on Capri about five years ago, I think. I'd gone there with another woman especially for the experience. On purpose, you'll understand, at her invitation. She was very like me but she was so much more learned in so many things that are still a mystery to me, I'm afraid. Anyway from her I learned what I went to learn, and plenty, too."
"But weren't you afraid? I'd have been."
"Yes I think I was. But I had to do it. Compulsion. I had to go through with it, to find out what it was an about. That's something I don't think I can explain, Louise."
"I � do you think it would work with me?" At that Claudine laughed merrily.
"Candidly, I don't. It's like drugging, Louise. It all depends on your attitude of mind when you go into the experience, your attitude of acceptance, let's can it. If you're just experimenting, then I wouldn't advise it. But if you feel a compulsion, if you feel you simply must undergo it to round out your gamut of experience, then I'd say yes. By any means, and my blessing on it!"
Claudine became reminiscent, as she thought back to her stay on Capri years ago.
"God, what a fantastic woman she was," she said.
"The one who initiated you?"
"Yes. Quite perfect. I think it was only after I'd known her � that I came to formulate my reason for being, my philosophy of sex. If you think I live for sex, Louise, you should have known her. Not in another ten years could I reach the level she already was at in sex, not with any amount of trying. She just was sex. It exuded from her, it was so strong you could almost put out your hand and feel it. There was just nothing, she had not done. And any of it perfectly. Men, women, boys, all the mechanical tricks� even dogs. She knew it all. She'd done, it all."
"Dogs? But how revolting!"
Claudine shot a sharp look of disapproval at Louise.
"Revolting?" she echoed, eyebrows raised. "Don't ever say that. I tell you, Louise, it was beautiful. With her, everything in sex was beautiful and perfect. She was utterly incapable of anything revolting."
Louise realized what Claudine meant. "I'm sorry," she whispered.
"Not at all. But wait a minute," said Claudine, easing herself gently up and out of the bath. "Get dried now and come with me. I'll show you something."
In the bedroom, Claudine picked up the silvery whip and crossed to a wall closet. Louise noticed how reverently she handled the thing and understood just that much better. From the closet, where she laid the whip, Claudine brought out a wooden, intricately-carved casket. With loving care, she opened it slowly.
It revealed a sight that caused Louise involuntarily to catch her breath.
A tray flipped up and out and there, resting in satin niches, were at least a dozen perfectly-modeled penises. They were obviously penises and nothing else. There were pricks of all sizes, lengths and thicknesses, each in the color of actual flesh. Could they have been actual erections which had been amputated and preserved in erection by some witchery unknown to her?
As if divining her thoughts, Claudine smiled.
"Ever see anything like this?" she asked. "Rubber, all of them. But the cleverest set in the whole world, that I'll swear. They call them dildos. I had them made in Paris seven years ago."
Lovingly she drew one at random from its bed of satin. It was a fierce, thick phallus, not long but wicked in its volume, nevertheless.
"Look at this one," she said, handing it to Louise.
Louise felt the old spell of mesmerism in her as she took it from Claudine's fingers. To the touch it was as if it had been constructed of living sinew from the human body itself.
"Isn't it a beauty?" whispered Claudine.
Louise was quite speechless. As if she were reaching into some fabulous jewel box she took up first one, then another, of the phalluses, handling them with silent reverence as she studied and admired them.
Finally she looked up at Claudine.
"Dimly and long ago," she said softly, "from somewhere, I heard about these things. But I never saw a dildo until now. Not in all my life. Have you ever used them, Claudine?"
"Yes. This casket is a hangover � I suppose you could call it � of the age in which I was getting my experience. Capri and all that. But I don't often use these dildos."
Already Louise felt her cunt itching in its desire to contain one or even all of these penises. Ever since Rollo had masturbated her, on this weirdest of all evenings, she had felt heavy and sexually unsatisfied � thwarted in some way. Tonight she had given so much to so many, and had had so little herself.
"Do you know how to use them?" she breathed. Claudine smiled.
"Of course," she said, all feminine sympathy and understanding now. "But you can use them yourself, you know."
Louise felt herself shivering, in spite of the warmth of the lush summer evening. Goose pimples stood up all over her skin as, in imagination, she felt the different pricks sliding up her cunt.
"Let me try," she whispered.
"Go right ahead," invited Claudine, extending the tray to Louise.
As if in a trance, Louise pored over its contents. There they lay, pricks in all their glory and in all their infinite variety. There were fat, chubby pricks, long pricks � enormously long and thin as pencils almost-pricks with vast blue heads on them. One massive affair was as thick as it was improbably long and seemed to gleam as if it were alive, blue-veined and full of girth. Then a trio of phalluses similar in molding, differing only in an extra inch of length. Louise could imagine the purpose of this trio, and quivered as she thought about it. One of them was an enormous thing, the like of which Louise could never have imagined. She thought it must have been included in the set as a sort of ornament � a gross enlargement of what a penis could look like. It was a full twelve inches long, fashioned to proportion so that it lay in its satin bed looking for all the world as vast as a woman's forearm.
It struck terror into her as she drew it diffidently from the box. Even handling the monstrous thing was a fearsome experience, and she winced as she tried to imagine something as formidable as that piercing her vagina, which was throbbing now with the pain of continuous frustration.
Seeing her handle that massive organ, far and away the greatest of them all, Claudine dissuaded Louise with a knowing glance.
"I'd start on something smaller," she said.
With wooden movements, as if she were a puppet, Louise replaced the vast tool and chose another, a weapon merely eight inches in length. But it was a fiercely-girthed prick at that, fully five inches or more in circumference, so that her hand could not encompass it quite around.
"May I try this one?" she asked.
Claudine acquiesced, and Louise fell over the bed, thighs splayed apart so that her agitated twat was fully exposed.
Slowly, infinitely carefully, she brought the blued head of the instrument to the parted labia and then thrust down with it so that her cunt lips seemed to swallow at the rubber girth.
Her glazed eyes took in the look of almost slavering, lascivious delight on Claudine's face. Deliciously then, Louise withdrew the rubber penis from her hairy slit and offered the ersatz erection to Claudine.
"You do it for me," she asked shyly. "Take it, Claudine. Toss me off with the thing. Go on, I'm ready."
Claudine obeyed. Grasping the instrument by its scrotumless base, she slid the length of it back up Louise's lubricated twat � once, twice, three times � listening to the moans of pleasure coming from the supine girl.
"God, but it feels enormous and perfect! Ah, the sweet, lovable heft of it! Give it to me, Claudine, but slowly� drive it into me. Don't stop!"
Not ceasing her frigging with the artificial prick, Claudine bent forward and took Louise's left nipple into her lips, running her teeth smoothly around its areola. The sensation caused Louise's beginning tirade to expire into a whimper of pure bliss.
Cleverly Claudine titillated the other nipple between experienced fingertips, never stopping with the major source of pleasure which was sliding in and out of the juicy sheath between Louise's thighs. Then she whipped the prick out of Louise's cunt, withdrawing it on long strands of love juices.
"Ah, Christ! What are you doing, Claudine? Don't stop now, I beg of you!" came the impassioned cry. "What's happening?"
"Wait. I've got a new idea."
Swiftly, Claudine bent to the box of dildos and slid out yet another tray from the canteen. In this tray lay a series of straps and, seizing one set of these, Claudine began to strap the base of the biggest prick � the foot-long enormity which Louise had handled with such trepidation � into a cunningly-contrived socket in the leatherwork. Then she bound the whole thing about her own hips so that suddenly the naked-breasted woman took on the weird appearance of a female with the most enormous erection Louise had ever seen, jutting up and out from her crotch. It was an awesome incredible sight.
"It's quite unbelievable!" exclaimed Louise. She lay twisting and undulating upon the bed racked with desire.
"But it's true," said Claudine. "Wait till you find out."
In a flash, Louise realized what was about to happen. Claudine meant to fuck her with that enormous engine. Louise grew cold with sudden terror.
"My God! No!" she shuddered. "Not with that thing! Oh, no, Claudine."
"It shouldn't hurt," whispered Claudine reassuringly. "I've had it and I never felt a thing."
"But it's so massive!" cried Louise.
"More than any real penis anywhere in the world," agreed Claudine, advancing again upon Louise. "But you'll see, you'll be able to take it. I promise I won't hurt you."
"But I'm afraid, Claudine."
"I'll stop it, I promise you, the moment I feel it's too much for you. I won't hurt you. Won't you try?"
Kneeling now, Claudine presented the huge head of the dildo at the entrance to Louise's vagina. Louise lay, rigid with fear, unable to move a muscle to defend herself�
"Relax now," soothed Claudine. "Part the hairs. Open it up!"
"But I'll die, that thing will split me right down the middle," cried Louise. Nevertheless, devoid of all ability to resist, she found herself obeying the soothing commands of Claudine. Consumed both by the spell of fear and the overpowering sexual lust, she spread her thighs to their maximum parting. With one hand, she fingered open the lips of her cunt. With the other she reached for the grotesquely huge phallus, and haltingly guided its enormity, jutting from Claudine's pubis, till its tip rested against her twat, completely hiding the opening.
She winced in pain as her labia communicated to her tormented consciousness just how Herculean would be the task she was entrusting now to her vagina � to absorb this arm-thick tool. Then, gritting her teeth, she forced the blue-red head agonizingly and slowly into her cunt. Millimeter by millimeter she forced it in, urged on by the slow but relentless thrust of Claudine, astride her like a man. And then she felt its massive tip disappear up her vagina and the searing pain she had anticipated was absent. And in her delight, she quivered again. She opened her eyes and saw with amazement that though it was a man's penis that was inside her, it was a woman's breasted, beautifully-formed body that bestrode her, and she revelled in the lascivious sexuality of this weird intercourse.
From her throat spilled the torrent of profanity she loved to indulge in when in the passion of her sexual torment.
"Ah-h-h-h!" she sighed, laughing and crying, both relief and randiness. "Give it to me now, Claudine! Bore it in, don't stop now. Don't stop again. Work it into me! RIP my cunt in two with that enormous thing! Christ, but it's big! It's the biggest penis in the world! Let this be the fuck to end all fucking! Let me die on the damned thing, impale me on it! Piss in me with it, vomit on me if you like, but fuck me! Fuckfuckfuckfuckfuck me! Slam it into me, right up my cunt. Up! Up, up, up deep inside me, into my cervix� into my womb! Oh, piss over me, Claudine, shit on me! Thrash my nipples, maul my breasts, but fuck me, please. Slide it in and out � oh, but it's huge. It's so hugely enormous! Give it to my clitoris, my twat, my hairy cunt, my aching, aching cunt-rub me, frig me, toss me off, do what you like so long as you fuck me!"
Grinning, Claudine obeyed. Knowing the harm she could wreak with the mighty engine she had strapped to her loins, she used all her skill to keep it sliding in and out like some piston in its sexual cylinder, and within minutes of entering that vagina, she could feel the woman beneath her contorting to contain even more of it � the struggle she knew to be the female prelude to coming.
And indeed, as she felt this happening, Claudine seemed to change sex. From being a breathing, functioning woman, she suddenly became a dominating, pulsating male. She felt male. She felt as if the penis, erecting from her pelvis, was not a manmade creation but a thing of her own body as is a man's prick. She felt the reactions and sensations of a man.
And as she felt Louise coming in great, writhing torments beneath her, Claudine reacted as a man would react. She urged on the phallus inside, ground it, extended it and laved it in its bed of lubricity, thrust it in jets to simulate the coming of a man thrilling to the demented groans and squeals of the woman beneath him being fucked into oblivion. She even growled like a man, in a bass, throaty growl from deep inside her.
Eventually Louise, thrashing beneath the onslaught, could bear it no longer. With a cry, this time of real pain as her orgasm passed, she thrust Claudine viciously from her and wriggled free of the thing that seemed to be ripping her entrails out through her cunt. Claudine collapsed, half on and half over the bed.
"Stop!" snarled Louise. "Oh, stopstopstop! I can't stand any more of this. I'm being torn apart, I swear I am! Stop, I tell you!"
And as she shouted she collapsed, utterly and completely spent, dripping with sweat and tumult. Claudine drew herself up next to Louise.
From time to time, Louise writhed, involuntarily, in the after glow of intercourse. But Claudine knew this was the writhing and not the agony of enormous satisfaction. It was the aftermath of an excitement maintained at a pitch that was only just physically bearable. There was pain in it, to be sure. But it was the same delicious pain that Claudine could endure to its maximum in the rite of flagellation. It would pass. And when it had passed, there would come peace and the bliss of absolute euphoria.
She knew what Louise was enduring. She knew the feeling supremely well. And by doing nothing and saying nothing, hut simply clasping the naked body of the girl to her own nakedness, she knew hest how to prolong that euphoria. Soon the writhing and twitching of the nude virago would subside, and the sobbing would cease. Soon there would be nothing but the engulfment of utter satisfaction.
And, for their next intercourse, Claudine could wait�

CHAPTER TWELVE

Hours later, with the lights still blazing, the two girls awoke.
Louise stirred first and let herself lie, laved in luxury, as consciousness surged back to her. Her first realization, she noted with amusement, was that she was stark naked, lying on a bed in a fully-lit, strange room.
Next she could feel the warmth of a body touching hers. Her immediate reaction was that it might be Andrew's body. But then she remembered, and at that moment she felt Claudine stir at her side.
Down the curving muscle of her thigh, she next realized, was the rigidity of the enormous penis, still strapped to the body of Claudine. How many times, thought Louise luxuriously, had she awakened to just such a penis thrust against some part of her body as Hector, ever randy, nestled up to her in sleep?
"Awake, my darling?" came the soft question from Claudine.
"Mmmm-m-m," mumbled Louise, reluctant to spoil the delicious lassitude she was feeling.
She turned and nuzzled gratefully into the warm, soft, womanly flesh of breasts and belly, both softly yielding, and she pressed her own naked mammaries into those of Claudine, eluding, as she did so, the strapped penis still warm between their two bodies. Louise seemed to merge into the soft flesh of her female partner. On a sudden mutual impulse the two girls joined wet, inviting lips in an impassioned kiss, in which there was all of sweet female understanding, gratitude and utter sexual comprehension.
Though their watches told them they had been asleep only three hours, Louise was surprised how strangely rested she felt.
They ceased their kiss after long blissful moments. Then Louise stretched her arms up above her head and uninhibitedly sprang out of bed, reveling in her splendid nakedness. Arms raised in a ballet posture, she danced lightly about the room, her glorious breasts jouncing and bouncing delightfully as she pirouetted about, now showing her belly, now her bosom, now her buttocks, in wild abandon.
Claudine smiled understandingly, knowing just how Louise was feeling.
Then she, too, rose and calmly and reverently, set about unstrapping the penis from between her thighs. Then she unsocketed the penis itself from its supporting straps and carefully laid them in their satin nests in the case.
Equally naked, she walked into the lounge and through to the kitchen. Soon there was a snack of hot milk, scones, butter and jam. Both carried their plates to the bedroom where they ate in silent peace and contentment.
Finished, Louise pored again in fascination amid the contents of the dildo case. Now, her libido stilled, she was able to take up and examine each of the cunningly-wrought pricks without the hot flush of desire dementing her and blunting her appreciation of these works of art.
"What's this one for?" she asked, holding up one of the very long, thin ones. "This one surely could hardly give any woman any pleasure?"
"You'd be surprised," said Claudine. "Some girls are made that way; they can't take anything thick, but they seem to be able to absorb any length of anything that's thin enough."
The dildo was a long, thumb-thick affair, nowhere near as fearsome as even the short, squat prick with which Louise had begun her experience of artificial fornication. Certainly it was not in a class with the great tool, thick as a forearm and almost as long, with which Claudine had finished off the experience.
"And also," Claudine continued, "there's the anus, you know!"
"The anus?" echoed Louise in wonderment. Then realizing what Claudine meant, she added weakly: "Oh, I see."
"That, too, you'll probably experience one day," said Claudine. "If, that is, you haven't done it yet."
"No," admitted Louise. "No, darling, I haven't. Hector's tried it but, I don't know. He just never managed it. Either I winced too much with pain or he'd find it impossible to plunge it through that restricting ring business. I don't know, I seem to be awfully tight there. But I've often wanted to know what it's like."
"Then you probably will, one day. You don't just start on a penis, you know. You begin on within, narrow tube like one of these or even an ordinary laboratory test tube will do, if you haven't a dildo like that one. You oil it well and insert it, and there you are. Some girls even use a finger for a start."
"A finger? Oh, I see. Oh, Claudine, there is still so much I have to learn!"
"There's so much we all have to learn, my sweet."
"But how do I learn it? How would I ever have known what you've taught me up to now if, that is, if I'd never let you?"
"Oh, one does, my darling, one does. Trouble with most people is that they just won't. They don't keep an open mind about sex. They rebel inside themselves. They set themselves limits, saying: 'This much I'll do. That far, I won't go.' And how can people like that learn?"
"I was like that, Claudine. But then you camp along. Oh, how can I ever thank you enough?"
"Me? Nonsense! Don't even try. Look at it another way and you'll see that you've been as good for me as I've ever been for you. Hector was one thing entirely, of course. But Hector and Andrew, what are they, after all? Men. Males. I agree that they're often quite necessary in their funny, limited way. They're almost irreplaceable. But only almost."
"You take these dildos, for example, these rubber cock affairs. If we never saw another man again and we had these, why, hell, what would we be missing? You know something? There are halls for each of these things. And you can fill those knackers with something like warmed-up glycerine, so that you can actually, at the moment of coming, ejaculate great squirts of hot fluid up into your insides. It's exactly the feeling you get when a man lets go inside you. Remind me to show you some time."
"Really? Oh, Claudine, where can I get myself a set like yours?"
"Dildos?"
"Mmmm-m-mm. Hector's away so often. And hell, with all my big talk about infidelity, do you know, I hate having to resort to it. But what can I do? He needn't think I don't know it, but Hector wasn't at all happy with my asking whether he'd mind about Andrew and me. And I don't think even Andrew likes it; somehow, I just get that feeling."
"Funny," mused Claudine. "I was thinking just that � just what you've said � that time we had dinner here. But that just proves what I'm trying to say: that men are adequate only within their limits. After that, what've you got? What man, for example, can give with his one silly prick the variety that all these pricks can give?"
"From these, you get all the pleasure you can get from an actual cock, and none of the inadequacies like the child-prevention-precautions and so on. And the failure to come at precisely that simultaneous instant. Or, worse sin, that constant strife to make sure you come together. With these dildos you get none of that. You and I could copulate with these for months to come, and we'd never need a man, either of us."
Louise was thoughtful. Then she spoke. "This, then, is lesbianism?"
"This, then, is lesbianism," said Claudine levelly. "Just this. What could be more idyllic, anyway, than two women together in utter, complete harmony, with never a misunderstanding between them. Never any bickering. And with all the sex in the world available by sliding a drawer out of that box. But there I go, and I'm the girl who adores all men and who lives for them, for their strength and clumsiness in feeling me, caressing me, undressing me, straddling me, fucking me, boring away in all their tactless insanity to dominate us. God, how I love men, how I love it all!"
"And I, too," echoed Louise, fervently. "But now � all this? Hell, I'm so confused I can't think straight any more."
"Of course you are, darling," said Claudine. "Don't even try to understand it all in one night. It must be all so strange to you. Just think about it, the rest will come in good time."
"Besides, I'm tired."
"Then come to bed."
"Here? With you?"
"Why not? You can't possibly drive back to Nice at four in the morning. Besides�"
"Oh, Claudine, I couldn't! Not if it's more sex. I've had enough, I swear I have!"
"You'll see," smiled Claudine.
She got up, naked and lovely. Her splendid body glowed in the soft, diffused light. As she moved Louise saw, and shuddered, at the several places where the welts of her recent whipping still stood up, blue and angry, over her otherwise flawless skin. Claudine gathered up the rubber phalluses, replacing them in their appointed beds in the tray that she slid back into the casket.
Closing the casket, she opened a catch on its side and another drawer slid out. In it, on a bed of blue satin, lay what looked like two penises. A second look, however, showed that they were not two pricks, but one.
Gently, reverently, Claudine took the strange object up, and Louise saw that the two cocks were connected at their thickened bases. There, the rubber had been built up onto a smooth bulge from which each jutted out to its full eight or nine inches. The flesh color of the thing was perfect. Not the tiniest detail had been left out. The undersurface was the perfect simulation of a man's penis, even including the pipe through which piss flowed and semen spurted. Louise handled the exotic thing and gazed at the blued veins crisscrossing the heft of each penis. The heads jutted up firm and solid from the softened sponge-rubber that formed the retracted foreskins. Each of the two penises was perfectly formed.
"What in the name of God is this?" whispered Louise.
"That," said Claudine softly, "is the rarest thing of all, the perfect lesbian tool. That is a Double Dildo. Personally I think it's the finest of its type that's ever been made. Look. For all these things, I paid about the same amount as for just this one alone. Look, I'll show you how it works. You don't need straps or anything. Hand it to me!" Claudine took it and lay back upon the bed, splaying her thighs so that her cunt, a dark slit down the length of its valley of hair, was exposed to its maximum.
"You use it like this," she said. She held the instrument, a good eighteen inches in overall length, with the point of one of the penises an inch away from her vaginal entrance.
With the fingers of her other hand, she parted the labia majora of her cunt, exposing the reddened, mucous-wet surfaces that lay inside. The twitching of her clitoris was mesmeric in its effect, drawing Louise's gaze like a magnet. In-out, in-out went that clitoris, mute yet eloquent in its underlying randiness.
"Then you stick it in, so."
Into the vaginal orifice, gleaming dark and inviting, went the tip of the double penis and, sliding it into the ravine of her vagina, Claudine pressed the strange prick down and up inside her. Slowly, very slowly, the cunt swallowed its piston. It was utterly fascinating to Louise, who bent over bewitched, her face barely twelve inches from the other woman's sex-scented orifice.
Minutes seemed to go by in the utter silence as the rubber dildo was pressed into its sexual nest. But, finally, the job was done. The whole of one end of the penis had been rammed into the cunt, right up to the knob that separated the two. Massively, the full-fleshed labia seemed to glue themselves around that thickened knob.
"Now, this is the gimmick," said Claudine, passion exuding from her. "In this thick part � the part that separates the pricks, as it were � there's a sort of universal joint. You can bend it any and every way you like. See? I can lie with it in my cunt, and the other prick sticking straight up. That way, I can fantasy I'm a man, tossing myself off like a man would. Like this."
And she grasped the penis protruding from her cunt which, in the perfection of its coloration, seemed to have become a living and throbbing part of her, a kind of man's prick devoid only of its scrotum of balls. And, as if she were a man accustomed to masturbating every day of his life, Claudine held the massive erection and gave it a few vicious rubs.
"You can also roll over with it inside you," she said � and then sitting up � "or you can even walk about with it."
She got up and paraded about the bedroom with that fantastic penis jutting down and outwards from her cunt, holding it proudly in one hand as if for all the world she had suddenly sprouted an erected tool of her own.
It was the most incongruously beautiful sight Louise had ever seen. She sucked in her breath at the sight of Claudine's perfect body with the magnificent pride of erection she was carrying exactly as if she were a man.
"Then, of course, the beauty of the whole thing is," said Claudine, falling upon her back on the bed, "you use it for mutual fucking. Come down on me, let me show you."
She reached out for Louise who, naked and ready, came into her inviting arms. Straddling Claudine. Louise presented her still-bruised twat to the jutting rubber penis that, by this time, even had the body temperature of a man's organ. In her squatting, the cunt lips parted greedily, and the helmeted tool slid squelchingly into the gaping twat.
Feeling it bore its way up her vagina, Louise shuddered. She extended her legs carefully, for the penetration was a mighty one. Then she lay, thigh to thigh, belly to belly, tit squashed against tit, on top of Claudine. The two bodies were joined only at their cunts on Claudine's queer engine of copulation.
"Now move," commanded Claudine. "Fuck me. Go through the motions. Any motions."
Entranced, Louise obeyed. She had the vague impression that if she rose for the down-thrust, the rubber cock would de-cunt itself from one or the other of them. But, with agonized delight, she found it did not. Claudine made just the compensatory movements and, arching her neck downward so that she could see what was happening in their mutual crotches, she found that both cunts had pulled back halfway down the shafts separated by the swollen knob. Then, as she thrust forwards as would a man, she saw both twats squelching toward the center of the penile columns again.
"It's fabulous," said Louise.
"Now roll over on your side."
Louise did as she was bid, fearing that the dildo would tear out of her twat. But her fears were needles. Beneath her, Claudine rolled slowly and the delicious engine of lust remained where it was connecting the two cunts.
"See?" smiled Claudine, poking a few playful but furious strokes into Louise. "You just don't disconnect. You can even walk about together without de-cunting. Let me show you."
The maneuver of getting off the bed was tricky, but Claudine accomplished it.
Guts to guts, then, the two women stood up. Breast swished into and against breast, nipples rubbing together. Humming, Claudine clasped Louise nakedly to her in an attitude of dancing, and the two women tangoed a turn around the bed. The sensation Louise felt was quite unworldly, something she could never quite have described in all its sheer delight.
"Oh, darling, darling Claudine!" she enthused, in adoration. "How can I thank you? This is out of this world, it's the most heavenly and wonderful thing that's ever happened to me!"
Still double-cocked together, Claudine guided her partner to the bedside, and gently applied the pressure that would take the straining pair of nude bodies to the rest and relaxation, once more, of her bed.
Uninhibited now, with the reverence due to some sacrament, Louise clasped Claudine's body to her own. Gently but firmly, she sought Claudine's yielding lips and poured out her love and rapture in an open-mouthed, tongue-sucking kiss.
"My darling one," she murmured. "My darling beloved Claudine."
Claudine expertly returned the love that was being demanded of her. She knew by libertine instinct what was happening! She knew that the moment of conversion was upon the superb Louise. Fiercely then, she kissed back, pausing only to allow her partner to give vent to the whisper of great passion welling out of her. And, always imperceptibly, she kept up the fucking, the perverted fornication that was giving her as much pleasure as it was titillating Louise.
"Don't leave me, Claudine," Louise was pleading in an impassioned whisper. "Be with me always. We could be so happy together, Claudine darling, you and I, only you and I, my darling one."
Generously giving of her vagina, of the contact of her skin, of her brown nipples, Louise did not notice how, in the strangeness of their lesbian embrace, she forebore this time from all obscenity. She, who in the moment of greatest passion had heretofore screamed filth and desecration, was now tender and imploring with the woman who bestrode her.
But Claudine knew.
With infinite skill, she fucked away in Louise loins, bringing steadily onwards the climax that she knew was only as near as her own. And she responded magnificently to the outpouring of love from Louise. Mounting her, now supporting herself as does a man, on straightened arms, so that their bodies could draw completely apart, she would alternate with fierce periods of fornication, in which she allowed no air at all to come between their two cunts, each clutching greedily at its vagina fun of rubberized penis.
For an hour, perhaps, the strange lesbian ritual continued. Never once did the joining penis escape from the grip of the two women, silent and striving in their orgy of sex. And their aching cunts lubricated that rod as never occurred so fully between man and woman. Desperately each strove to satisfy the other. First they would fire short burst at each other. Then they would laze, for long moments in the lasciviousness of prolonged bouts of slow nerve-searing copulation.
But finally their outraged twats could take the punishment no longer. They could feel it. They could sense the greater purpose in their striving. They felt the more demanding attacks each was making upon the other with that magnificent dildo joining them at their pubic hair. Their hands were more urgent upon each other's body. Their kissing was more angry, more insistent. Their fucking was fiercer and, in the long succession of unendurable moments, their coming was upon them!
It was a climax like none Louise had ever known before. She wanted the bliss of it to last forever. Yet she wanted to yield to it much more than she wanted to receive from it. She arched into the woman who bestrode her so skillfully. She drew that sweet body, in some instinctive maternal rite, deep down upon her, till she felt she would flow, body and soul, deep inside Claudine.
She took and she gave. And all the while she cried tears of passion, murmuring her sweet endearments into the receptive ears of Claudine.
Claudine, for her part, was all sweet experience. She knew instinctively that the conquest was now complete. Louise had become a lesbian. Not that thus would render her love for men any the less strong. After all even she, Claudine, had never suffered in that respect. But from that moment onwards, Louise would never cease her search for some woman to love, as well as her men. Claudine knew it. The perverted cult of lesbos � had a new devotee.
And what a magnificent devotee she was, too, gloated Claudine. Her task, as initiator, was over. She had wooed and won a girl. And the realization of this enabled her so much the better to give, and receive, the mutual satisfaction of that vast thing upon which their cunts throbbed in such lustful zest.
And then it was over and, utterly exhausted, the two girls slid apart, each upon her side, locked still by the fearful, accommodating dildo that copulated them.
In the dawn light seeping through the room, they slept.
They slept as they lay, with the dildo reaching into both of them, gently sliding away and backwards as the two girls, fragrant with female sex, breathed steadily in their sleep.

CHAPTER THIRTEEN

For an entire week, Louise found herself caught up increasingly in her work. The firm she represented had begun, with the seasonal influx of visitors to the south of France, a vast promotion of its cosmetics. Cannes, Monaco, Nice, Juan-les-Pins-Louise had to be everywhere at once supervising the project.
Finally, the stage was set. The rich, the spoiled, the pampered could stream in from all over the world, and the solid weight of advertising would assail them on every hand. For Louise, it represented a triumph of her efficiency and uncanny ability at organization.
Wearily, one evening, she drove from her office to her hotel, calling mechanically at the desk for her key and mail.
She noted with pleasure that among the letters was one from Hector. It gave her a momentary lift as she went up to her room.
Inside her room there was a further surprise. A magnificent bouquet of flowers was beautifully arranged, on a low center table. Against the vase was propped a note.
"For so long now, not a word from you," it read. "Would you leave a call for early tea, tomorrow? I have something to tell you. Meanwhile� these flowers � so that you, next to them, might contrive to make them less beautiful. Andrew."
Louise smiled at the compliment.
"Dear Andrew," she mused. Then she drew off her hat, her gloves, and poured a drink, before settling down to read the letter from her husband.
His letter told of complications, of tardy communications with South America, and of the certainty that he might have to delay his return to Nice by at least a fortnight, and probably by even a month. There was genuine disappointment in it and her sympathy went out to Hector. She knew that diplomacy was now his only weapon in concluding the deal that would bring him wealth. And she knew that, in that diplomacy, patience would constitute a major factor.
"Ah, well," she sighed wearily, ringing for dinner. After a light meal and a bath, she remembered Andrew's request and telephoned down for early tea next morning, then went to bed.
She awoke completely refreshed a quarter-hour before her morning tea was due to be served. A trip to the bathroom, a comb through her hair to discipline it, and she was back in bed waiting, when Andrew's knock sounded.
Already, in the quarter-hour she had been awake, she had conditioned herself to accept any sexual advances Andrew might make, in spite of the early hour. Poor thing, she thought, I've been so busy. If he's been waiting for me for so long, why should I not submit, if only for his sake?
But Andrew entered, suave and efficient, and set her tea things upon a table which he drew up to the bedside. Outside, the day gave promise of being warm and bright.
"Thank yon very much for the flowers," she said. "And for the sweet note, it was thoughtful of you, Andrew darling. I was so tired, last nightstand they gave me such pleasure just when I had most need of it."
"It was nothing. Poor girl, so busy? And I've missed yon for so long, almost a fortnight now."
"But that's over now, Andrew. From now on, I can take more time off. This afternoon, for a start, how about a swim?"
"That'd be lovely. But Louise, I've even better news. I saw Imbert here last Sunday and told him I might need a week's leave to go to London. He understands, and said it could be arranged."
"But, Andrew, London?"
"Oh, it doesn't have to be London. Imbert knows I have things to do while I'm here in Europe. If he thinks I want to go to London, what harm? I planned to be with you, though."
"Oh, that was sweet of you, Andrew."
"I thought that Hector, you, Claudine, well, that we'd take a yacht perhaps and take a week off. Go sailing, anywhere, just the four of us."
Louise laughed.
"A wonderful idea. But Hector won't be back for perhaps a month. I had a letter last night."
There was a moment's silence. Then Andrew snapped his fingers as a new idea dawned.
"Why don't we go to Greece then? Fly there."
"Now that's a thought! I don't know about Claudine, though. I haven't seen her for days now. But wouldn't she be all tied up in her new show at this time? Never mind, I'll ring her. When are you free?"
"Tomorrow, next day, any day you say, I can start. It sounds wonderful, Louise!"
"It sounds more wonderful, the more I think about it. In fact, it's perfect. Hector seemed very down in his letter. Perhaps the surprise of seeing us turn up in Athens might be good for him."
"Fine. You phone Claudine, and let me know some time today. I'll make arrangements to take, my leave at once. And I'll meet you on the beach this afternoon."
Louise found herself thinking, with growing appreciation, of this man who was so completely in command of himself in the menial role he had assumed. She had thought he might have left his note with the idea of resuming sexual relations with her in the morning. Instead he had been all friendliness and solicitude itself. Not even by a look had he betrayed any desires that might have beset him. And she thrilled, too, at the compliment implicit in his willingness to take a week off just so that he might be with her.
Left to himself Andrew, with his innate good breeding, would never have stepped out of bound. And Louise admired him more and more for his restraint and for his command over himself. All of this, coupled with an invitation to spend a week together and his generous offer to include Hector in any pleasure he planned, was a solid indication that he cared for her.
By the next evening, Louise and Andrew were in Athens. From the airport terminal, she telephoned Hector.
"He isn't there," she said, dismayed at the insistent ringing. "What'll we do now?"
Andrew hunched his shoulders expressively.
"Well, we did try. I've a plan, though. Let's play it this way. We'll check in at separate hotels, because Hector may prefer it that way. I think he will somehow. Then I'll call for you and we'll have dinner somewhere. From then on we'll float it out on the water somewhere and find out if it swims. That suit you?"
"Fine. Let's find a taxi, then."
And hours later, replete with the rich strange food of the Balkans, they sat back in comfort in the intimate little restaurant they'd discovered. The band suddenly broke into the rhythm of Western European dance music � and Andrew led Louise to the little kerchief-sized floor.
They were joined by a few more couples and, in the soft lit atmosphere, they danced.
In his arms Andrew caressed, rather than held, the well-remembered contours of Louise's body. Fitting themselves easily and with consummate grace into the patterns of the dance, they seemed to poise together � two bodies, two minds and two souls merged there into one single entity. The rest of the world receded from them as they gave themselves up to the lilt of the music they were sharing.
Louise sensed his big, comforting masculinity and let herself relax. She allowed herself to melt in his embrace.
And Andrew, in the proximity of her fragrance, felt desire stirring within him, the desire to possess her once more, and to be possessed by her. Memories flooded back in delicious waves of provocation, and as they danced he gave himself up to the fantasy of their last fuck and to all its delightful moments.
Imperceptibly he drew the girl closer to him, feeling the pivot of her hips inside his own, feeling the contours of her breasts hard against his chest; feeling the ripple of solidity in the movement of her back.
They danced in silence, his head at her ear.
Louise did not resist. This was the moment of their togetherness again. Drawn to him, she let his masculinity wash over her. In her loins she felt passion stirring.
The music stopped and in the interval before the band started up again, Andrew looked deeply into her eyes.
"My darling," he breathed. "You know, of course, how this night will end? How it must end?"
Louise did not flinch.
"I want it," she whispered back, "just as much as you do. You're so fine, Andrew. How well I chose when I chose you!"
"And you're so feminine. How I wish that a night like this would never end! I don't think that in all Europe there is a woman I have enjoyed so very much. Not one to compare with you."
The music started again and they danced. In the brief exchange of compliments, Andrew's own stirrings had become manifest. In their embrace now, she could feel the rigidity of his massive prick prodding against her thighs in the region of her pubis. And instead of drawing away from it, Louise snuggled all the closer to it, seeming to encase it in the warmth of her lower body, aggravating it so that it might aggravate her own sex. She felt her nipples tighten and knew that she must surrender to him, that night, that he must have his way with her.
Back in Louise's hotel, soft music was being piped through an invisible loudspeaker. She turned the lights down till the room faded into almost total darkness. Twin beds in one corner of the room beckoned invitingly, and Andrew steered Louise there.
"But first," he whispered, modulating his voice to the darkness of the boudoir, "nakedness. Nudity, my sweet."
"Oh, Andrew," she moaned, happily drinking in his open-mouthed, urgent kiss.
And garment by garment, she allowed him to undress her. Expertly Andrew performed his task. First her dress, slowly drawn past her hips, up her statuesque body, till it came away in his hands. Louise stood in brassiere and cobweb-light panties, with sheer stockings encasing the majesty of her full thighs which merged into the V of her public hair. In reverent adoration, Andrew stepped back to admire her.
"You're so very wonderful, Louise," he breathed, enthralled by the sight of her abundant bosom and rounded belly, flanks and hips. "I should like to remember you like this for all time."
"Not like this, perhaps?"
Naughtily, Louise reached round in back of her and snapped the catch of her brassiere. If fell to the ground and the full majesty and abundance of her breasts was popped into view like rich, ripe melons. They stood out proudly, red-nippled and provocative and utterly regal.
Andrew caught his breath. In the soft glow of the dim lighting, she seemed to take on an aura all of sweet saintliness. She was a Joan of Arc at the Stake of Sexuality.
"It's like some statue," he whispered. "Something someone's erected over a person who's died. You're all the statues in Florence, all the statues in the Louvre, all come to glorious life."
He came to Louise and sank in mute adoration to his knees, clasping his arms around her buttocks and drawing her hips to his face, burying it in her nylon-clad crotch and bestowing a sacramental kiss there.
Louise thrilled to the touch of his hands and arched her hips up to his caressing face. Her smell permeated his nostrils and, enraptured, he breathed it in.
Then he slipped his fingers expertly into the catches of her suspenders, drawing her stockings in a lazy floating motion down her flawless legs. She stepped out of her shoes and allowed him to pull off her hose. And now she stood clad in only her nylon panties, smooth as gossamer over the elastic of her girdle.
In a moment these confinements, too, were off and discarded and Louise stood, thrillingly nude, before the man who knelt in reverence at her hips. As he sought to bury his face once more in the magic warmth of her pelvic girdle Louise spread her knees, opening the hairy valley of her cunt to his lips.
He kissed her as she swiveled to allow him complete access to the parts of her body he desired, and to allow those parts to thrill, in their turn, to the electricity of his caress.
Finally he stood up and faced her.
"Louise," he said. "Never in my life have I ever known so much woman, so much sheer desirability. I love you. I want you to know I love you."
Still fully clad, he tore his coat from his massive shoulders and worked to free himself from his silken shirt. In one swift moment, he was as completely naked as was Louise.
His great penis throbbed out of his mass of pubic hair pulsating for the quest of pleasure upon which it would shortly embark. Andrew seized Louise in his embrace and, bending her head back, kissed her fiercely as her body molded to his. He felt the mass of her mammaries squash solidly into his naked chest. He maneuvered his cock clumsily amid the warm cunt hairs. He ran his hands electrically up and down the flanks, the back, the hips and over the belly of the girl, straining into him to receive his embrace. Finally he drew his mouth from hers and thrust her against one of the beds so that she sprawled flat on her back along its length.
For long, delicious moments, Andrew held his proud prick in his hand, anointing Louise along the length of her nudity with the silvery love-juice now dribbling from it. He brushed it from her knees up to her throat, probing its head at the yielding flesh of her pancaked tits, rubbing it along her belly, pressing it into her cunt-V and down inside her sensitive thighs. To and fro it went, while Louise lay there absorbing this sacramental rite.
Then she reached for Andrew's tool and, taking it into hands that seemed too small to contain it, pulled at it until Andrew was upon her. Shuddering in the grip of her passion, she wrenched it and writhed beneath him until she could apply her lips to it. Wetly she began to suck it while Andrew, fumbling with fingers at her twat, managed to open the labia and insert a finger into the mucoused recess where he would shortly slide his vast engine. "My, but it's magnificent!" she groaned, as she sucked at his tool. "This must he the penis of all time, the prick of all mankind. And it's yours, darling, yours and mine!"
Andrew yielded to her tonguing and as she sucked its tip, he strove forward to cram more and more of its length into her receptive mouth. The red of her lipstick now made it appear more angry and more engorged.
And as she sucked, Louise gave vent to her customary tirade of filth and obscenity.
"Andrew, ah, Christ, I can wait no longer! My cunt is hungry for it," she sobbed. "My whole body aches for it! Ram it into me! Up me! Up my cunt, my vagina � up, up, up � right into my fucking womb! Give me the length of this wonderful prick. Penis me! Tool-prick me into my twat so that I ache! Piss over me, if you will, piss I beg of you. I crave it of you! In your mercy, Andrew, I implore you, fuck me, piss on me, fuck me! Ah, fuck me now or I swear it, I'll kill you, somehow I will!"
Andrew, listening to her raving as she thrashed about beneath him, grinned as he thought what an absolute virago she could become, this woman who was all svelte and elegance only a few hours ago.
With compassion and understanding, he let her rant on as she thrashed her body about in the snaking movements of someone deep in the throes of desire. He, in his turn, bent at her twat, and bearing mightily upon her twisting hips, stilled her movements sufficiently to insert his tongue into her cunt. That valley, controlled a moment ago, was now agape, its lips seeming to flap open and shut in the agony of her desire to be fucked. The moment he slid his tongue on to the length of her clitoris, Louise went berserk. Her stream of profanity cut itself off in one long moan of desire and she threw herself about upon the bed in one great pulsating moan of outraged femininity. She pulled at Andrew's hair and beat at his head. She brought her thighs up and together, applying a wrestler's scissors hold upon his neck, squeezing his face into her cunt so that his tongue might accomplish what she so fiercely desired.
As he felt her body racked by great shudders, Andrew knew beyond a doubt that she was ready for rape � and he struck. He surged through the thighs locking at his neck, and pinned her down beneath him by the sheer weight he exerted upon her. His prick at the gaping, choking lips of her twat, he slid it brutally and viciously into its lubricated bed, plunging the whole nine inches deep, true and hard into her so that he felt the breath leave her body in her surprise at his violation.
And he gave no mercy. Angrily, he fucked her as solidly as he had ever fucked any woman. And he felt her recoil in gratitude as, in her turn, she began an equal and opposite paroxysm of fucking at him.
In one swift moment, it was all over. This was a fierceness such as Andrew had never before known; it seemed he had hardly entered the woman when, with one great "Ah-h-h-h!" she sighed and spent, clutching at him, seeking with her nails to slash and gouge at his back and arms. But disregarding the onslaught of her climax, he kept slamming into her, spilling his load and drenching her insides with jet after jet of gushing sperm, ramming at her and probing away deeply inside, seeking more and more space to deposit his great discharge.
And so they copulated, boring into each other, spending of their sex in one another in gradually diminishing paroxysms of ecstasy until they lay sweating and strained in a dumb insensibility which was not sleep but yet was more than sleep.

***

How long they lay spent in utter exhaustion neither of them knew. After long moments, however, Andrew became conscious of his weight pressing upon the supine body of the girl beneath him. He eased off her and felt the involuntary twitching of cunt muscles, like grasping little baby fingers, as she sought to contain him inside her. His tool was wan and limp within her. It lay uselessly encased in the depths of her wet cunt. And then Louise stirred, smiling up at him. She limply relinquished his engine from her twat, and he grinned ruefully down at her as he rolled off her stomach.
"My God! What a ferocious affair that was!" he grinned. "Love it, honey?"
"Oh, Andrew, it was magnificent! More, please?"
"With this?"
He flicked at the wet head of his penis as it lay, limp and grotesque along one thigh.
"Oh, but I love it, even as it is now. It'll rise again. Just wait."
"I know. But tell me honestly, darling, could you fuck again? Right away, I mean. Now? This moment?"
"Of course I could," laughed Louise. "That's something you men'll never understand. I can see that you couldn't face it again, not right now. That's evident, from what's happened to your tool. But I could. Women can, you know. Trouble is, we always have to wait for you men to get a hard-on, once more, and that takes time. We're built differently."
"Just how are you built, Louise? Seriously, you know, I've never studied a cunt. Mind if I look, now?"
"Go right ahead."
She rolled over on her back, and spread her thighs. Andrew raised himself on one elbow to study the ravine of pleasure in which he had poured out his manhood.
"Explain it to me?" he invited.
Louise's fingers parted the major lips of her entry. "These," she demonstrated, "are the labia majora � the big, fleshy outside lips. They lie over the two minor lips, the ones that fold over the actual vagina. And the clitoris lies along here, from about here to here."
Andrew gazed in fascination at the lesson in sexual anatomy he was being given. He could see the clitoris as she strained it tightly under its folds of membrane. Like the stub of a pencil it gleamed, blue and hard, against the thin fold of skin that contained it.
"That," she went on, "is the thing that gives me most pleasure. When I feel your cock sliding to and fro against the head of the clitoris, I could climb up a wall! Ever look at a clitoris properly? Look, I can slide its little head out, just like you can slide the head of your prick out of its foreskin."
With practiced fingers, Louise demonstrated. Andrew gazed raptly as a little head, resembling the helmeted tip of a man's prick, slid in and out of its fleshy bed.
"But surely, that's not the only area that gives you pleasure?" he asked.
"Oh no. There's the whole of the mouth of the thing, the introitus I think they call it. It's all sensitive, an all solid, electrifiable area when I get randy, and I'm getting that way right now. But the feelings, the actual sex sensations, are all different. For example, the rubbing against the clitoris that's an unbearable pain! Pain, and yet pleasure, you see. But quite unendurable. Then, on the other hand, there's the feeling I get among the labia, and even in the hairy area close to the labia on the outside. That's like a needle spray when you touch it. The nerves hammer at you when there's a sex bout going on. But this hammering I can bear it's all pure pleasure. And then, of course, and Louise spread the lips further apart and the hole of the vagina, still laden with its recent drenching of creamy sperm, gaped redly until, deep down, its redness faded into the darkness of invisibility, there's the actual twat, the vagina itself. Somewhere I've heard that there's no actual sex feeling in the vagina. But I don't believe that. With some women, maybe. But not with me. Christ, I swear I can feel every skin contact with your prick, all the way, every millimeter all along it. And that now, is a third kind of sensation. I think I can best describe it as a warm sensation, getting warmer all the time until I get to a pitch of unbearable hotness. That's when a girl comes, when you can bear the hotness no longer. You just boil over at least that's what happens to me."
"And then, I suppose, it's a combination of all three sensations. You get the pain-pleasure of the clitoris, the needle spray of the labia, and the hotness of the actual vagina?"
"That's it," said Louise. "That's just it. All three assail you at once, and boom! You come can no longer endure any of it."
Andrew could feel his own passion returning as the fascinating anatomy lesson went on. He stole a look down at his tool. Half hard, it was already swelling to its mighty length as he enjoyed, by intimate finger contact, sight and smell, the parts of her cunt which Louise was demonstrating. Most adorable of all, he thought, was the oily wetness of the beautiful little thing.
"Where does that come from, that lubrication?"
"Christ knows," she said. "Where does your come from? I know it comes out along the pipe. But where does it come from? Can you tell me?" Louise wriggled round, and saw with pleasure the half-rigid state of Andrew's tool.
"So, it's getting back to normal again," she exclaimed delightedly. She grasped it. This, to her, was the most exciting state of all fornication. When a man was not yet quite at full erection, when he had but a "half-a-hard-on". That way, the penile length was still a flexible truncheon. You could bend it this way or that, sideways or any way. And yet it was warm, throbbing and vibrant, a thing holding infinite promise of the wrath to come, of the danger it could wreak when it was fully aroused. It was a prick, when it was only half hard, of excitement, of precious possibility or even of danger.
Entranced, Louise thrashed the penis with a few masturbating rubs, and Andrew surrendered mutely to her ministrations.
Pistoned in the cylinder of her palm, it throbbed its way to full maturity, to the massive thin of flesh and sinew she knew it could become. And as she rubbed, beads of pre-come spunk oozed from the tiny pipe cutting its top end almost in two. Louise palmed the precious oiliness using it to lubricate the now raging penis she was massaging.
"I love that," declared Andrew in blissful surrender. "Ooh, but I love it when you toss me off. Throwback, I suppose, to one's childhood. When one did it oneself. And yet it's different when you do it. It's a thousand times more exciting than self-masturbation, and I'll tell you why. Because, when you jerk yourself off, you know every rub and thrust that's coming. But when you do it for me, I'm never sure of just what pressures and tempos you're going to exert. Makes it all so much more exciting."
"That's just how I feel," confessed Louise. "I love you fingering and feeling around inside my cunt. Most of all, I love you sucking at it, though when it comes to cuntsucking, give me a woman every time. They know what to do to give pleasure. A woman sucks another woman's cunt much more expertly than any man can. But it's different with masturbation. I'd rather have you toss me off than a woman, because I never quite know what's coming next, which part of my twat, lips, clitoris, or the vagina itself you're going to play with next. And it's so exciting, never quite knowing!"
"But let's not finish this one by masturbation, exciting as it is," pleaded Andrew. "There are so many more ways to fuck. When I'm with you, I want to try them all, and all at once."
"And me too, Andrew! Look, there's one way I would especially like. Let me up for a moment."
Andrew removed his fingers from the warm recesses of her twat, and Louise sat up on the bed. As she did so, her breasts filled their skin containers once more, full and abundant, so that Andrew drew in his breath in admiration.
"What utterly adorable tits you have," he murmured.
Louise cupped them, one in each hand, exposing their full nipples as she massaged them into differing poses for Andrew to admire.
"God, I'd devote an hour a day every day of my life to adoring them, if you were mine," he said.
Louise smiled. Then she twisted to lie, stomach downwards, on the bed. Turning her head on the single pillow, she said over her shoulder: "I want you to come at me from the back. When you get your prick into place, I want you not to slide it into me. Rather keep it out of the vagina, but slide it in and out of the lips of my cunt. I want you to keep it sliding, right from my asshole all the way forwards till the tip of it hits my clitoris."
Andrew bent over her and felt her buttocks part as she yielded the warmth and hairiness of her twat to his tool. It was a sump of oily slipperiness and he felt the tip of his prick disappear, as if by sheer instinct, once it found the passage of her vagina.
"No, not that, Andrew," she called. "Keep it out of the vagina. Keep it just between the lips." Andrew withdrew the lubricated tool and tried again.
Louise tightened up what amounted to an outside sphincter at the mouth of her vagina, and the massive prick slid forwards between the fleshy labia, probing ever onwards until it emerged in the V of her pubic hair. He felt the girl shudder beneath him as the length of his penis made electrifying contact with the throbbing pencil of her clitoris.
Backwards, slowly, he went again, feeling her shudder once more.
Louise inched her knees up, under him, the better to present her wet valley to his penis. As she did so, her superb tits hung, forwards and fleshy, and Andrew reached forth to cup their bounty. At his touch on her nipples, Louise groaned. She tossed back her head in ecstasy.
"Keep it like that," she urged, striving to present her sex to him and facilitate his fucking.
Andrew complied, enjoying this. The hungry lips of her cunt sought to possess the cock sliding to and fro between them. It was a quaint, piquant copulation but, thought Andrew, not much different from the sensation of an ordinary fuck. And now that he was in the groove, it was easier to prevent his tool from sliding into its appointed, natural cylinder.
And ever, as the helmet of his masculinity probed over her clitoris, he felt Louise shiver uncontrollably as the spasms of sex possessed her. Her head was thrown back proudly, its carefully-tended hair now a mass of unruly waves. He would have given anything to have seen the look on her face, thinking, as he fucked, how important it is to be able to watch one's partner's expression while screwing. But he fucked on.
And Louise was helping him all she could. She arched her bum into his hips so that its twin globes pressed into his hairs, flattening them against his belly. Then she parted her buttocks for the forward thrust of his hefty tool. And she seemed to be even expanding the massive volume of her breasts, soft and pendulous beneath his caressing, massaging hands.
And so they went at their upside-down sexual ritual until he felt the spasmodic twitching of the woman extending into the drawn-out ecstasy that is copulation's climax. Louise was tossing her head now, like some jungle beast. She arched her back into her rider's hips. She moaned and spat her obscenities into the night. She seemed to thrust her clitoris at the column of prick appearing and disappearing there in the valley of her two cunt lips. It was as if she never wanted, to relinquish it and, realizing her necessity, Andrew ceased his withdrawals, resting the red tip of his tool at the throbbing clitoris, keeping it against that rod-like erection of hers. Louise gyrated and spun in the acme of her climax, as if skewered on his tool, beating furiously into the pillows with tiny fists as she sucked out the last torment of delight from the fucking she was getting.
And Andrew, feeling her need at that moment, gave all he had. His own turn could come, later. And come it did when, utterly spent in the consumption of her climax, Louise sank on rubbery knees into the softness of the bed. Andrew let her lie until her shivering orgasm was over.
With a mighty heave, then, he drew her ass up once more to his, and reveled at the quick sight of the red, engorged, open cunt. He held her, gazing at her mesmeric twat for a moment or two. Then, roaring mutely deep down in his throat, he plunged the heft of his penis fully into its appointed place, ramming the piston into the cylinder of her sex. Ten or a dozen furious thrusts he made deep into her bowels, with Louise moaning in instinctive protest at the pain and fury of his outrageous rape-like onslaught.
And then Andrew was coming in huge spasms, drenching her vagina for the second time with his load. And the growling in his throat now became audible once more. Fiercely he gripped her to his body, demanding of her cunt that it wrap and grip his penis in its all-absorbing vagina. And still growling in orgasm, he collapsed upon his woman, sprawling his big frame across her back.
For hours, they slept as they lay, until the grey fingers of the dawn probed through the morning skies at them, and they awoke in the delicious half-light of earliest dawn.
And they smiled. And in their smile was their love and trust and friendship and their regard for one another, and their utter respect for the sex capabilities each possessed. There was thanks in their smile, and admiration and sympathy arid understanding and utter gratitude.
And, although each was randy in awakening, by tacit consent they refrained from having a final intercourse.
Silently, Andrew rose, and dressed, and tiptoed from the room, leaving Louise to that loveliest of all slumber that comes after sexual satisfaction, and after the first awakening.

CHAPTER FOURTEEN

With the sun already high, the day gave early promise of oppressive heat when Louise awoke for the second time.
Luxuriously she stretched her naked body into the sheets as her mind whirled through the pleasure of the previous evening. How wonderful Andrew had been! Not in all the world such another lover, she thought. Virile, exquisite in bed, gracious and attentive in company, so utterly understanding and undemanding.
And then she thought of Hector and the reason, after all, for her being in Athens at all.
She picked up a bedside telephone and asked for his hotel. But she was told that Hector was already out for the morning. She asked to be put through to Lambrakis' office.
"Hector!" she cried, as he answered the phone. "Louise! Late last night. I'm at the hotel. Came over with Andrew. Can you see me? Now? Fine. I'll expect you. Hurry, darling!"
Within five minutes, Hector burst into her bedroom. In one fluent bound, he was at the bedside of his wife.
"What a lovely surprise!" he cried as he scooped her warm naked body into his embrace. And when his kiss of welcome had ended, he held her at arm's length to admire the beauty of her torso where the covers had fallen back to reveal her nudity.
"Thanks to Andrew. He suggested it. Wangled a week's leave, and sent me a gorgeous bunch of flowers to tell me about it. He wanted us all to come for a cruise with him and then, when I told him you wouldn't be back for some time, he came up at once with the idea of flying over here, with me of course. Said it'd be a surprise to you, and a fine vacation for him. He's a wonderful fellow, Hector."
"Yeah. I like him. You picked a winner there, darling."
"So here I am. Really glad to see me, honey?"
"Glad? Come here!"
And Hector embraced the familiar and beloved curves again, burying his face between her enormous, firm fleshed breasts in reckless abandon. Louise yielded to her husband. Devotedly, she loved him, whatever her conduct in life. And she felt the familiar pulsation as desire surged within her, and she melted into the dominance of his embrace, his persuasive lips at her rising nipples, and her body enclosed in the fluent strength of his arms.
For long moments their sexy kiss lasted, and Louise could feel the love of this man for her, and she reveled, as she always did, in the knowledge of it. She would do anything for him. He could make no demands upon her which she would repulse. She was his, to do with what he liked. And she felt a curious pride in this feeling.
When they drew apart, Louise shivered in a spasm of randiness. But that, she knew, was due to her nakedness and the fact that she was still in bed whereas Hector, clad in business suit, could hardly be in the same desirous frame of mind. Nevertheless, she was content. Andrew had been eminently satisfactory during the previous night. She could wait.
As if melting into her thoughts, Hector answered as he straightened his suit: "And where's Andrew?"
"At his hotel. We arrived terribly late, so he put me off here, then took the taxi on to his own hotel." It was an explanation given so plausibly that she could sense the relief, deep down, in her husband. And she found the cause of that relief � a controlled jealousy � subtly complimentary to herself.
"Now," she said. "Tell me, what's the program? Still terribly tied up in this coffee deal?"
"Negative. Not much, anyway. Look, get up. I'll talk to you while you bathe and get dressed. It's just a waiting game now."
"So you will have time for me, for this week?"
"Time? Every minute of it'll be yours!" Eventually, bathed, perfumed and impeccably cool in cotton, she was ready for Hector. It was noon when he took her out to his waiting car. They drove around to Andrew's hotel, found him sitting, cool in silk shirts and flannel, on the outside terrace, casually lazing in the sun.
Andrew gave them a genial, smiling greeting.
"I see you two have found each other," he grinned. "A drink? Lunch, perhaps, here with me?"
With ice tinkling pleasantly against tall glasses, the three of them relaxed in the midday shade. Small talk went on, desultorily, as it does amid friends.
Over lunch, however, a passing mention of Claudine drew into focus Louise's theories once more.
"Did you know," she asked, "that Claudine is quite a lesbian?"
"No!" said Andrew, in genuine disbelief. "At least I'd never have thought so, not after our last orgy!"
"But she is, you know!"
And Louise went into lurid detail as she told about the evening she had spent at the villa a fortnight ago.
"It doesn't surprise me, really," confessed Hector. "There are people like that, like Claudine. AC-DC, they call them. Work on both currents. I suspected Claudine, but I must confess she never showed that aspect of herself to me. Quite the most remarkable woman I've ever known, that one. I'm really quite fond of her, but don't take that the wrong way darling. It's fond in the most impersonal way. She just lives for sex. With her, it's her philosophy of life; what beauty is to aesthetes, sex is to her. Even her men; I should imagine they're like antiques to a collector. To men she can be utterly feminine and so devastatingly satisfactory. And now you tell me she can be just as satisfactory to women. A fantastic person!"
"Well, she certainly cured me of my craving for sex," laughed Louise. "Do you know, I feel I've matured more in the past month than I ever did in any other five-year period in my whole life?"
She paused a while.
"Look," she went on, "for years, for the longest time, I was quite satisfied to live as I'd been living. Meeting Hector and then retiring into long separations. Satisfied, I mean, until I began to get dissatisfied. I began to ask myself whether that was all that life could offer me."
"And I knew it wasn't. There must he more to it, I thought. That's when I began to think about this infidelity business. And that's when it began to seem quite clear to me that there wasn't the enormous wrong in it, the wrong that silly convention would have us believe. Kept within its bounds, there is nothing at all wrong in it. On the contrary, it can be so utterly, so perfectly, right. Not wrong at all�"
"I just had to be allowed my infidelity, that's all. I was going through a phase, and that phase demanded infidelity. But infidelity, pure and simple sexual infidelity, that was one thing. Deception and duplicity were two other things altogether. They were the two things I could not condone. To avoid those things, I just had to confess to Hector what I was doing. I wanted you, Andrew, but I didn't want us to carry on in a criminal, underground fashion. If I was to have you, I wanted you openly."
"I wanted Hector to know about it. I wanted him even to approve of it. That way, it was exquisite, beautiful and even wonderful. Any other way and it'd have, been cheap, picayune hole-in-the corner stuff. And, as such, ugly and quite abhorrent!"
There was a long pause after Louise had finished talking. In silence, the three of them pondered her remark.
"But now," she continued, after a while, "I think I'm cured. I've had the whole gamut of sex � from you, Andrew, and from Claudine. I think I am satiated. I feel I've nothing more to learn, nothing more to want. Just Hector. I'm entirely happy just to be with Hector, to be what Hector wants me to be, to do what he wants me to do. If it was all curiosity in the first place, then my curiosity is satisfied. I'm so utterly, delightfully satisfied! This is it!"
"I see," said Hector, eventually. "But I wonder�"
"Wonder what?" asked Louise.
"Whether you are so utterly content yet. You've had the most splendid of tutors, I concede, in Andrew and Claudine. That whole demi-monde of hers, that theatrical crew. And yet, I don't know. Maybe you still need the stimulus of some polysexual experience."
"I don't think so," cut in Andrew. "I think Louise is cured. Her word: cured. If anything was ailing her before, then she's cured now. I don't think she needs anything more."
"Perhaps I'm wrong," Hector conceded.
"Had you anything in mind?" asked Louise.
Hector thought a long time before answering: "Yes. I had. I may be off the beam, but way back in Nice I had this idea. It could be that it's too late, now that Louise is cured, and if she is, she doesn't need what I've got in mind."
"So? Don't go on so! What are you trying to say?" asked Louise.
"Just � well, you know that there's a girl here, in Athens, whom I visit occasionally. Her name is Riva Bera. I've known her a couple of years now. When I came here from Nice, I phoned her. She's quite delightful, but also quite different. To begin with, she's a Turk. But she's cultured and lovely, for all that, though � basically and always � a Turk."
"Well, I was chatting with her last week and I got drawn into a discussion of Louise's theories. At first, Riva didn't agree. Did I say, didn't agree? Hell, she was plain condemnatory! And that was a laugh in itself, because Riva's a bit like Claudine in some ways. She numbers her lovers in three figures, but what a selectivity she maintains! Finally, she grew a trifle thoughtful, and I could see all her earlier conviction was being undermined."
"At all events, I wound up promising to take Riva back to Nice for a while, when I left. I promised to introduce her into our circle, so to speak. She wanted to discover what it was all about. She seemed genuinely interested."
"And now, of course, now that Nice has come to Athens, so to speak, well I still think I'd like us, to get together. It's a pity about Claudine. I'd like to have thrown Claudine at Riva. I wonder what power of catalytic attraction, or even repulsion for that matter, would have gone on between those two?"
"Well," said Louise. "I don't mind meeting Riva. I don't say I've learned everything. But of what I've learned, I feel I've had enough. In my life, however, there's always going to be room for a new experience. When, then?"
"You, Andrew?" asked Hector.
"Me? I'm like Louise, I think. This past month's been the most fantastic in my life. I'll never cease thanking God for you two Hendersons. I didn't know people could be like you, and that's a fact. But I suppose because I'm a man, I don't think I'll ever get to Louise's stage of satiation."
He crushed out a cigarette, and went on: "Make no mistake, there have been women in my life. Wonderful women they were, too. A man is what he is. But never such breadth of mind, of sheer scientific taste for novelty, for sheer breadth of experiences, as I've found with you two people! So, with this Riva person � count me in."
The meeting was fixed for the following evening.

CHAPTER FIFTEEN

Riva Bera lived in a flat in a large modern block on the southern outskirts of Athens.
As she opened the door for the three of them, Louise looked round and found herself quite impressed by the interior decoration. Accustomed to Western styling, she was overwhelmed by the Oriental decor of the living room, with its low tables, filigreed furniture, heavy carpet drapes and its bronzed, brassy ornaments.
"Like it?" smiled Riva.
"Oh, very much," Louise enthused. "It's quite different, of course, and it must be very satisfying to live in a room like this."
Riva herself was as extraordinary as was the room in which she lived. Louise found herself studying the other girl. Tall and dark-skinned, Riva was wearing the long, voluminous habit of Eastern women. Fun sleeves carried the diaphanous material of her blouse to her wrists in it graceful, billowing cascade. The material was caught into her waist by a narrow brass band, and it ballooned from there down to her ankles in that fluent, trousered effect so beloved in the East.
Riva Bera was dark, almost swarthy. It was her coppery skin that gave emphasis to the whites of her eyes and her teeth, to the rich red of her lips and which, in turn, was emphasized by the jet blue-black of her gorgeous, vigorous hair, worn long and flowing down her back.
She was in many ways the most striking woman Louise had ever seen. She hit one with immediate impact. Yet her smile gave promise of a disarming friendliness, of a desire to set her guests at ease in the shortest possible time. Louise liked her from the very first.
"I'm so glad," said Riva, leading her visitors into the luxury of her carpeted lounge. "Please make yourselves at home. How nice that you could all come."
In the room was the fragrance of rich, dark coffee.
With the coffee, Riva served a sweet, syrupy liqueur in tiny glasses. Two such tiny potions, and conversation flowed easily among the four, as if they had known each for months instead of merely minutes.
"Do you know," said Riva, "I find I'm quite excited at the prospect of this evening. Here in Athens, one becomes accustomed to anything so that there is little left that's novel enough to surprise one. I think it's the mingling of East and West that makes it so. No sooner do you think you know all that the East has to offer than, like this, up comes the West with an idea that pole-axes you! Ah, Athens! Where else could I live but Athens?"
"So you know then?" asked Andrew.
"This long time, I've known," said Riva, smiling. "Hector told me. The anticipation has been delightful. Now that it's all going to materialize, ah-h-h�"
"Then you don't mind?" asked Louise.
"No, not a bit," said Riva. "Years ago, perhaps I might have minded. In Turkey and in Greece, when we have affairs, we keep them apart. It is how I was brought up, how I brought myself up. But you people from Europe, you are so different. You treat these things, it seems, from another point of view altogether."
Andrew laughed.
"Not all of us," he smiled. "I can assure you of that. Western peoples live by a strict code, much the same as yours. If you have affairs, you confine each affair to its own limits. To mix them is fatal, at least that's what I always thought. But you can blame Louise for what's going to happen tonight. Two months ago, she had the darndest idea, and life's never seemed the same since for any of us!"
"Then," said the dark-skinned girl. "Let's wait no longer. Teach me the difference."
She rose and moved gracefully to a master wall switch which plunged the room into subdued, diffused near-darkness. When their eyes accustomed to the diminished light, she undulated back into their midst.
"So?" she whispered. "We start, yes?"
She paused opposite Andrew and, extending a hand to him, drew him to her. He rose and balancing easily on the balls of his feet, moved in to embrace her, heeding the heady perfume she emanated.
They kissed, and Andrew got the full impact of this delightful creature. She darted her tongue warmly, deliciously, between his parted lips, licking it lasciviously over his teeth. And the taste of her was in his mouth and her perfume was in his nostrils as he pressed her sinuous body to his powerful frame. He felt her yield expertly to each movement he made. With his fingertips, he searched her body, feeling that beneath the silk of her garment, was nothing, that her exquisite body was uncontained by either brassiere or panties. He slid his hands to the firm softness of her buttocks and drew her hips inwards to his, feeling her go limp as she made contact with his rising, demon prick. And he reveled as she twisted into him to meet that protrusion. She'll do, he thought merrily, as he explored her body and forced his own into intimate contact with it.
Under his questing fingers he found what he thought was the clasp of her blouse, and he fumbled at it. When he had struggled ineffectually for some time Riva, without ceasing the sexiness of her kissing, gave one spasmodic wriggle and the clips came apart under Andrew's fingers. And then his hands thrilled to the electrifying contact of real, naked woman-flesh as the garment parted down the back.
With a swift movement Riva slid first one, then the other shoulder from the confines of her blouse and it fell to her waist, where it was still held by the brass band of her belt. Then, naked from the waist up, she came back into the mounting fierceness of his embrace.
Louise and Hector watched, entranced, each entering in respective fantasy into the mood of the two lovers locked in silent stance before them. Each was imagining the delight of Andrew and Riva. Each was stirred at the immodest display of Riva's body. And then Andrew, too, in one or two swift movements, had stripped to the waist, and his powerful torso pressed into the magnificence of the Turkish girl's tits and belly. Riva moaned musically in her mounting desire.
Presently they broke apart and stood there, like a God and Goddess come to glorious life. Andrew, muscular and sun-bronzed, was the dominant figure. But Riva was a thing of pure coppered sculpture. The darkness of her skin was in sharp contrast to the sunburned glow of her lover. Her wonderful glorious and abundant breasts stood out, curvaceous and utterly desirable like the twin globes of all femininity their areole were circles only of darker copper, and their nipples were angry nuts of lusty rut. Her chest rose and fell with uncontrolled irregularity as she breathed, drinking in air through widened nostrils as does a race horse.
And then by tacit consent, both reached for their waistbands simultaneously, and in a trice both stood quite nude. Riva, lissome and tall in her copper-skinned loveliness, displayed an inverted triangle of vigorous curling hair at her crotch, its jet blackness accentuating her burnished skin.
Andrew, muscular and proportioned to perfection, was equally magnificent, with the white of his hips where his swimming trunks had kept out the sun, a white slash separating his torso from his thighs, from the bush of hair at his pubis, his enormous penis jutted out, vast, rod-like and angry.
Hector could not resist the thought that Andrew took an inordinate pride in that vast thing between his legs. It was not so much that he was merely in erection; it seemed that he gloated in that erection and was virtually flaunting its massive size.
But this thought was a fleeting one as the girl, arms outstretched, imploring, came toward Andrew supplicating him, almost, to ravish her.
Skillfully, Andrew eluded her embracing arms and turned her around. Sliding his penis between the coppered checks of her buttocks, he bore her forward until a heavy divan barred her progress. Here she caught her hands upon the rug-covered surface of the divan and bent forward, presenting the curvaceous delight of her ass to Andrew. Tenderly he cupped each buttock in his hands and parted the skin. As if released from some clutch, the Turkish girl's cunt seemed to pop into view once the restraining cheeks were separated.
Highlights from the room's many reflecting surfaces now gleamed on the red lips, lighting up their oiled receptivity as they gaped invitingly apart. And, having exposed her entrance, having exhibited the slit into which he must plunge his tool, Andrew bent his knees and plunged the might of his manhood deeply and truly into its hairy target.
It was altogether too much for Louise and Hector. Louise's hand had already disappeared up her skirts, and furiously she was frigging at herself under the mesh of filmy nylon panties. Hector, urgently and quickly, ripped off his clothes and expertly aided Louise to strip. Within seconds they were as naked as Andrew and Riva. And then with a mighty heave, Hector pulled Andrew away from where he was boring into Riva from behind.
Like a tigress, the Turkish woman whipped around.
"What did you want to do that for?" she snarled angrily, breasts heaving up and down in her sudden rage.
"Because I know you, my Riva!" grinned Hector. He grasped her by the shoulders, forcing her over on to her back against the divan. "And this!"
Straining her legs apart, he rammed his erected tool deep into the matted tangle of hair at her crotch. He felt Riva writhe beneath him, felt the spasm of satisfaction that shot through her at the realization that her cunt contained a tool once more, and in its natural position at that. Excitedly she thrashed her legs in the air, pedaling her coppered thighs as she strained at Hector's fornicating prick in her twat.
Puzzled at the sudden, unexpected turn his own fuck had taken, Andrew cocked a quizzical eye at the nude Louise.
"I wonder what he's up to now?" he asked dumbly. "Still, what matter, darling. What matter who has her? But she's close to coming."
Louise, wet-cunted now in her own lust, came at Andrew, imploring him to have her. But Andrew, with sudden intuition, had another idea.
"You don't want me," he whispered urgently. "You want her tongue! Look there! Jump up on the divan in front of Hector. Straddle her and let her suck you off!"
Wildly, Louise shivered at the delight of Andrew's suggestion. The Turkish girl's mouth was a wet, red slash of ineffable promise. She did as she was bid, leaping up and kneeling over the face of the recumbent Riva, and shuddered as she felt the competent tongue of the Turkish girl enter her own slit, licking avidly and deliciously at the hairy purse of her clitoris.
And suddenly there was a wild agitation as Riva writhed in the grip of her climax. Her body thrashed about as she thrilled to her coming on Hector's tool, and furiously she sucked away expertly at the cunt of the girl on top of her, seeking to bring about the same measure of sexual satisfaction as she was receiving. Relentlessly, feeling Riva coming, Hector fucked away, and Andrew was the fascinated spectator of a fornication the fierceness of which he had seldom before seen.
And then it was over, and Hector withdrew his slithering, still-erect cock from its spunk-dripping orifice. But the odd thing was Riva's reaction. Instead of collapsing weakly in the normal aftermath of copulation, she gave herself even more energetically to the task she was at, that of cunt-sucking Louise. It seemed she was quite oblivious to the fact that she had just had one of the mightiest female orgasms of all time.
Hector, his tool now at the pitch of randiness, saw Andrew laboring to understand Riva's reaction. He saw, too, that Andrew's mighty erection was at its massive best, deprived as it had been of any cunt in which to bury it.
"She's a nymphomaniac," he whispered. "She's the weirdest woman I've ever known. From now on, there'll be no stopping her. Thing to do, if you can, is to hold back. From now on, you can fuck at every hole she's got and she'll take more than you or I can give her. Better let me have Louise for this one. I'll hold her off, too."
Andrew understood.
The Turkish girl's cunt gleamed hot and passionate in the dim light, and Andrew advanced upon it. Powerfully, once the helmet of his penis was at its palpitating orifice, he rammed the length of his masculinity into her, and gloated as he felt her shudder uncontrollably.
As she fainted away with the realization of her sheer, uncontainable joy, she did not know that her face had fallen right over the gaping, throbbing, but satiated cunt of Riva, nor that her own gorgeous cunt was lying against the limp penis of Andrew, or that her hand had fallen, caressingly but limply, upon the spent penis of her husband.
It was, for all of them, the end.
It was over, blissfully and forever.
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