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Chapter 1

Michael was late.
"Hurry!" I yelled at him. "Get your coat on!" He was holding his school bag in his teeth while he tried to pull his coat on. I reached over and helped him with the sleeves and then zipped the zipper. I pulled the hood around his face and tied it tightly.
"Now, hurry!" I repeated. "The school bus won't wait all morning!"
A short blare from the bus horn confirmed my threat.
"One minute!" I yelled out the kitchen window.
I bent down and kissed my son on the cheek and then ushered him to the door. The chill morning air curled into the warmth of the kitchen as I opened the door. I could feel its icy breath billowing up between the loose folds of my pajamas, touching my hidden nakedness. I clutched my robe more tightly against my breast.
"Don't forget your milk money!" I shouted to Michael as he stepped onto the school bus.
He nodded, and the bus was gone.
I closed the kitchen door, but the chill was already in the room. I shuddered and rubbed my hands together.
"Coffee," I said to myself.
I walked over to the stove and lifted the blue and white Corningware coffee pot. It was empty.
The idea of instant coffee sounded nauseating, and I felt too lazy to make another pot for just one cup. I'm not much of a coffee drinker. Just this one cup in the morning to get me started. But I've got to have that cup or the day is ruined.
Lynda, I thought. I'll call her now.
I decided to use the bedroom extension rather than the kitchen phone. At least this way I can do a little straightening out while I'm talking to her.
I sat on the edge of the bed and dialed the telephone.
"Hi, Lynn!" I said.
Lynda made some growling noises into the receiver. "Don't tell me you're still sleeping?" I said. "It's nearly eight o'clock!"
"Is that you, Wendy?" she managed to say. "Who else, dummy."
"Oohhh!" she said. It sounded as though she was stretching. "I'm so sleepy this morning."
"Bill gone off to work yet?" I asked. "He must have if it's almost eight."
"Good. Feel like having some company?"
"Yeah. Sure. Come on over."
"You don't mind?"
"No, no. Come on over."
"See you in a minute."
I hung up the phone and yawned. The softness of the bed seemed so inviting. I stretched back and lay on the top of the bed. The warmth of the night's sleep still clung to the sheets and blankets. I pulled Mark's pillow over and rolled it under my head. It felt so soft and relaxing and pleasant, I was almost lured by its seductive enticement. I could feel myself actually closing my eyes.

No, I told myself. I shook off the easiness of sleep and sat up.
Across from where I sat was a mirror, and I saw my reflection for the first time that morning. My hair was pushed up, away from my face with a head band. The soft, blonde waves hung down my back in a jumbled mass.
I removed the head band and brushed at my hair with my open hand, attempting to untangle the knotted, sleep-matted mass.
Better brush it, I thought.
I stood up in front of the mirror and removed my hair brush from the dresser top. I reached back behind myself and pulled the rest of my hair free from the back of my robe. The brush pulled through the hair in short, staccato strokes, loosening the tangle of knots, and allowing the hair to hang in long, flowing strands.
That looks a little better, I thought to myself.
I bent close to the mirror and looked at my face. There was a black fleck of makeup in the corner of my right eye. With the tip of my fingernail, I carefully removed, it.
Even without makeup my skin seemed fresh and alive. My cheeks seemed to glow softly, and my eyes were deep blue and full. I ran my tongue over my lips, then pressed them together to give them some color. The wet redness of the lips contrasted against the white of my teeth, giving my face a rich, sensual quality. I parted my lips and exposed more of my teeth. There was a small space between the top and bottom row, and I could see my moving tongue just behind.
There is something very erotic about a woman with her mouth slightly open, I thought. Ask any woman to look sexy, and she will probably smile something like this: with her lips wet and curled slightly, her teeth exposed, and just the barest hint of her tongue lurking behind. There is something animal-like about the smile. Something primitive and erotic.
It makes you feel sexy, I thought.
I stepped back away from the mirror and looked at my full reflection. I was wearing a blue print bathrobe that was buttoned to my neck, and under that, a pair of yellow flannel pajamas. The robe was three-quarter sleeves so that the yellow of the pajamas stood out from under the ends of the sleeves. Both the robe and the pajamas looked rumpled and slept in.
Nothing sexy about that, I told my reflection.
I flattened the front of the robe against my body and tried to judge the bulge of my breasts as they pushed upward through the folds of material. But the pajamas and the robe made my breasts seem flat and lumpy and even less sexy than they had seemed before.
I unbuttoned the robe to my stomach, then reached in and lifted my pajama tops. One breast plopped out freely, and rested against the pulled back robe.
There, I told myself, that's better.
It was better. The breast was round and full and perfectly shaped. The roll of material from the robe seemed to support it, running under its bulge, making it appear taut and firm against my chest. The nipple was soft, yet perfectly chiseled. It stood dormant within the round circle of pink-brown flesh that covered the tip of the breast. The skin just beyond the areola was clear and soft milk-white.
Not too bad, I thought, considering they were twice filled with milk at the birth of my two children. They're not as firm as they once were, and they sag somewhat. But considering my age and the kids, they're not bad at all.
I touched the breast with my hand, cupping it lightly with my fingers. There was a softness to the touch, a light, almost airy quality. No, they weren't as firm and hard and heavy as they had been when I was a young girl. Time seems to have mellowed them; they no longer seem to take themselves so seriously. The flesh seemed warm and alive under my fingers, and the nipple seemed to grow into a sleepy attention.
It was the breast of a woman, I realized. Not the hard, cold tit of a young girl, but the matured, sensitive breast of a thirty-five-year-old woman. A woman who has finally learned to accept her own sexual nature without any of the emotional crutches of her youth. A woman who has learned to respect and love her own body, and enjoy the full, erotic sensuality that her body could provide, without any of youth's guilt or justifications. It was like a fruit, ripened and filled with its own sweet juices, awaiting to be appreciated.
I flicked the nipple with my fingernail, and could feel the pleasant tingle stir within my body. I watched the nipple grow hard and firm.
I lifted the breast with my cupped hand and pressed it up toward my face. My tongue lashed out and licked the nipple, sucking it upward momentarily into the wetness of my mouth. A wave of sensation washed across the tip of my breast.
No, I cautioned myself. Not now. Not just yet.
Reluctantly, I allowed my hand to drop. The soft flesh of my breast jiggled slightly, reminding me of slow moving, rippling waves.
Besides, I thought, Lynn is waiting for me.
I pulled at the roll of material on which my breast had been resting, and the flesh flopped back inside my pajamas. I pulled the yellow flannel top firmly down and re-buttoned the robe.
I turned from the mirror and threw the coverlet up over the unmade bed. Somehow that made the room seem more presentable. Even though the bed wasn't made, now at least I didn't have to look at it.
I'll straighten up the house after coffee, I thought.
I shut the bedroom light and then closed the door behind me. To the right of the bedroom were the kids' rooms. I didn't even bother to look in to appraise this disorder; I just closed the doors and sealed-off, for now at least, this afternoon's work.

I'd better go to the bathroom, I reminded myself.
The bathroom was the next room down the hallway. The light was still on, and one of the bath towels was thrown over the hamper. By habit, I picked up the towel, folded it in half, and replaced it on the towel rack.
I pulled the bottoms of my pajamas down to my knees and lifted the robe. The toilet seat was cold, and I shivered at the contact. I could feel the flesh on the backs on my legs puckering into tiny bumps. After a moment, I began to urinate.
It felt good, and I could feel the deep pressures within my bowels begin to relax as I emptied my bladder. After I had finished, I just sat there a moment, relaxing.
My god! I thought, mildly reproaching myself. I'm lazy this morning. No energy. I've got to get to bed earlier.
I smiled to myself, and remembered why I had gotten so little sleep last night. Mark had really been good last night.
A twinge of erotic warmth flashed through my cunt. My thighs and crotch seemed suddenly warm with the memory. As I sat there, I parted my legs slightly, and slid forward on the seat until the tip of my cunt was pressed against the round, inner edge of the seat. The slight, firm pressure against my clitoris increased the pleasurable sensation, and I began to wriggle from side-to-side in shallow, squirming circles.
We had done it my way last night. Mark had used his mouth on me. I just lay there in bed, passively allowing him to lick and suck at my cunt with his wonderful tongue. God! I love it that way!
And Mark does it so well, I thought. After nearly fifteen years married, he's still good. Better, even. We've had a lot of time to practice together.
He started slowly, I remembered, first licking me around the edges and near the crease where my cunt and inner thighs meet. Then, as the feeling grew, he began to lick the clit directly. He stuck his tongue into the cunt hole, and then slid it up through the folds of the inner lips until he was lashing at the clit with each wet stroke.
Without realizing, I had slid even further down on the seat, and I was bumping my cunt against the rim of the seat. With each bump of contact, a thrill of pleasure would stab upward through my body.
I began to remember more.
Mark slid his arms up around the backs of my thighs cupping my ass with his fingers. His face was pressed into my wide-open cunt, and I squirmed down and ground myself against his pushing tongue. I could feel his fingers sliding through the crack of my ass, and then moving down further until he finally had one or two fingers buried deeply into my cunt hole. I humped up and down on his probing fingers, and he licked furiously at my clitoris, bringing it closer and closer to climax.
Then the best part came, I thought, now remembering how it had been.
Mark slid his fingers out of my cunt and pushed them back towards my anus. His fingers were wet with the oily combination of his saliva and my hot, flowing cuntal juices. Then he started playing with my ass hole; slowly rotating his lubricated finger around its rubbery, puckered lips. He allowed just the tip of his finger to slide into the hole, stretching it slightly, and bringing on an additional rush of pain-pleasure.
It was just about that time that I began to moan. The sound just rolled from my lips, uncontrollably. I moaned and squirmed my cunt against Mark's tongue. And with each squirm and downward thrust of my pelvis, his hard, wet finger pushed further into my rectum.
I've never been assfucked, and really have no desire to experience it. I imagine it must be very painful and difficult to get used to. But a finger in your ass is something else; especially when it happens while someone is eating out your cunt. The finger felt hard and painful as it pushed up into me; but it was also deliriously erotic. I could actually feel it moving up into my body, stretching my anal canal and stimulating me simply by its very unaccustomed unnaturalness.
By the time Mark's finger was about halfway into my ass-I could feel him pumping it and twisting it around and bending it at the joints so that it left no area of the passageway untouched or unstimulated-I began to come.
The combination of the finger and Mark's licking on my clitoris provided me with such deep, trembling convulsions of sexuality that I just exploded against him.
His tongue was curled around my clitoris, rubbing it until it was raw with sensitivity, and I could feel his nose buried in the slobbered wet tangle of my cunt hair. My whole vaginal area just went to pieces under his attack. I was coming like crazy, and Mark just continued to lick and suck my cunt with the same regular, measured strokes.
That's the part that I enjoy the most; that's what makes this way better than fucking or masturbating: Mark's detachment from my orgasm. He wasn't involved in the pleasure as he would be if we were fucking; and if I was masturbating, I would have had to.stop because the orgasm was so shattering. But it wasn't like that. And so, at that very point when my orgasm was fullest, Mark wasn't thinking of his own pleasure. He was still concentrating on mine.
I was coming, and he continued to apply the same constant techniques of pleasure. His tongue moved rhythmically against my clit, allowing me the luxury of a full, unbroken, titanic orgasm.
I came once, twice, perhaps three or four times. The pleasure was so intense that I had to push his head away from my cunt I had to force him to stop making me come.
Then I fell over sideways and had to wait a few seconds to catch my breath. I had to allow the raw waves of intense sexual pleasure to subside before I could go on to the next step.
When I had fairly recovered, I turned over and got up on my knees so that my cunt and ass hung over the edge of the bed. I buried my head into my pillow for comfort. I could feel the cool touch of the night air against the hot flesh of my exposed and elevated body.
Now it was time for Mark's pleasure.
He stood up, facing my upturned cunt, positioning himself between my open legs. He reached over to his night stand and switched on his lamp so that he could watch. Then to make sure he wouldn't miss anything, he put on his glasses.
With one hand around my thigh, holding me firmly in place, and the other guiding his aroused, erect cock, Mark pushed himself into my wet, come-filled cunt. I could feel his enormous length sliding up into me, squishing through the wetness of my juices, until it was fully lodged in my cunt. I could feel his balls smacking against my cunt as they hung down, dangling against my still aroused clit.

Once he was inside of me, Mark placed his other hand around my left thigh so that both hands were holding me in position. Standing on the tips of his toes for better leverage, he began to slide his prick in and out of my liquid pussy. He plunged deeply and slowly, watching how his prick sunk into the flap of my cunt, then withdrew slowly, glistening wetly with my orgasm's discharge. He was watching himself fuck me; humping with the same deliberate objectivity he had used to bring on my orgasm.
There was no urgency to rush; this was his time, and he knew it. He savored each plunge with the selfish knowledge that all the pleasure was his alone now. I had used him, and now he was using me. My wet, dripping cunt was his pleasure box, and my supple warmth molded itself around his plunging hardness.
It was not going to take very long, I could tell. Mark had been greatly aroused while he had been eating, and now he had the dual stimuli of both watching and experiencing his fucking.
I could feel his orgasm building. His thigh muscles tightened against me, and his fingers bit into the softness of my flesh. He thrust forward with his hips and then rocked back on his heels to withdraw.
"Soon," he told me. "Soon."
Then, just before he came, he stopped moving, and he plunged his cock as deeply into my cunt as he could. I could feel his pubic hair bristling against my naked ass. His cock was as deep as it could be, buried right up to the roots of his stomach.
That was my signal. When I felt Mark make that shuddering hunch, I tightened my cuntal muscles around his cock, squeezing down with all my might; imprisoning his organ in the warmth of my body. I closed my thighs and ground my ass against him in short, slow circles.
"Fuck me! Fuck me!" I yelled to him, adding an auditory dimension to his visual fantasy. "Stick it in me! Come inside me!"
Now I was beginning to enjoy it, too. My cunt was still raw from the pleasure of my own orgasm, and the nerve endings tingled with sensitivity. I could feel his throbbing hardness filling me, spreading my body with his exploding cock.
I could feel the tip of his cock burst like a balloon filled with hot water. His sperm ran in rivers, pouring up into me from his faucet-like cook. His sperm was hot and it added heat to my own flowing loins; rekindling my own dwindling fires.
My cunt became an insatiable mouth, sucking out his sexual juices until his cock was left exhausted and satisfied in the thick, wet puddle of our two bodies.
When it was over, Mark pulled out, and I fell over on my side. Mark handed me a few tissues from my dresser. top, and I cupped them to my cunt to stop-up the escaping flow of our orgasm.
I left Mark to clean up whatever dribbled out onto the sheets, and I ran into the bathroom to deposit his milky sperm into the toilet bowl.
Toilet bowl!
My sexual reverie was suddenly chattered, and I was rudely brought back to the present.
My legs were spread wide, and my cunt was still pushed tightly against the toilet seat The flap of the outer lips were pushed together, and they were rubbing against my swollen clitoris. My cunt was dripping with a wet arousal.
But I was still in the bathroom.
My god! I thought remembering. Lynn!
I had forgotten all about her. I wonder how long I've been sitting here?
I slid my ass back in the seat so that my cunt was no longer touching the hard rim of the seat's edge. My cunt made a sticky-wet sound as the lips pried themselves apart, freeing the clitoris. My cunt hole was open, and I could feel a wetness running down the insides of my vaginal passage.
My mouth was dry and my tongue felt swollen as I attempted to wet my lips. I was perspiring.
My hand was trembling as I pulled some toilet paper from the roll. I matted the soft tissue together and began to wipe my cunt. The paper came out soaked and stained with a milky-white discharge. Even my cunt hair was damp, and I could feel it depositing a drop or two of moisture against the side of my moving hand.
I dropped the paper into the bowl and then stood up. My legs trembled slightly, and I involuntarily pressed them together so that I could contain the pulsing ripple of sensation that was throbbing in my cunt. My pajamas had fallen down to my ankles.
I put my hand on the mound of my cunt and squeezed it tightly. My fingers came away wet.
I flushed the toilet and bent and retrieved my pajama bottoms. The crotch seam slid up into the wetness of my cunt, opening and spreading the lips.
"God, I'm shook up," I said out loud.
I walked out of the bathroom without either shutting the light or the door.
I needed some of Lynda's coffee.
Fast.



Chapter 2

I cut across my backyard, through the fence, then into Lynn's yard. Our backyards joined. The sky was a shallow, shifting gray, and a damp morning wind blew at me as I mounted the two steps to her back door.
The door was closed, and I tapped against the window pane with my knuckles. I clutched my robe tightly together and shivered from the cold. I wished I'd stopped for my coat. No answer.
I knocked again. Louder.
Maybe she's in the bathroom, I thought. Or still asleep: that's more probable.
I knocked again, then turned the door knob. The door was open.
"Lynn!" I said. I peered in. The house was dark. "Lynda!" I repeated. The wind blew at me again. Oh, hell! I thought. I was freezing my ass off. I stepped into the house and shut the door behind me. "Lynda!" I called out. "It's me-Wendy!" Still nothing.
I walked through the kitchen and into the hallway. Her house was set up like mine, with the three bedrooms and the bath set off from the hallway. Her master bedroom was at the end of the hall.
"Lynda!" I whispered harshly as I stood in the doorway of her bedroom. She was soundly sleeping, curled up in the center of the bed. She stirred slightly at my call, then turned over, kicking the covers off her, and went directly back to sleep.
I stopped for a moment to stare at her. She seemed so innocent, sleeping soundly like a child.
She's almost a child, I thought. Compared to me. She's young; just married. No children yet. Her whole future lies before her.
She shifted again on the bed, twisting her legs and throwing the covers even further from her. Her legs were bare, and uncovered right up to her crotch. I stared at her exposed body, my eyes fixing themselves up between her legs, until I could clearly discern the soft, fine blonde hairs on her cunt.
She was sleeping naked.
I stood there in the silence of her house, with one hand touching the door frame, a call dying on my lips, and I just stared at her lovely nakedness. Her thighs were long and thin, and in the gloom of the unlit bedroom, they seemed softly rounded and perfectly shaped. One leg was standing erect and bent at the knee, while the other had fallen over on the side, and revealed the gentle shadows of what lay between.
My mouth was dry, and the fire was still burning in my groin from earlier. The sight of her sleeping, naked body made the lips of my cunt quiver with expectation. I knew I had to have her.
It was nothing new for either of us. We had had several sexual encounters together before today. Neither of us had planned it; it just happened.
But she had enjoyed it, I reminded myself, remembering.
My hand was trembling as I unbuttoned the buttons of my bathrobe. I slipped the robe from my shoulders, and it fell in a noiseless puddle at my feet. My trembling hand slid quickly into the elastic band of the pajama bottoms, and I began to tug at them. They slipped effortlessly over my wide hips and slid down my naked thighs, stopping at my knees because of my open, spread legs.
My hand was in my crotch, moving against my clitoris. I nestled my hand in the downy softness of hair, cupping the mount with my fingers. My cunt was still wet, and my fingers slipped in between the inner lips, moving them apart so that I could hear the sucking noise they made as I slid the middle finger back towards my cunt hole. My fingernail scraped against the skin, gliding forward through the dampness until it slipped into the hole.
My body was on fire. I could feel the heat against my hand and all around my submerged finger. I pushed the finger back and forth, stretching the elastic circle of the hole as widely as possible. I tried to push the finger even further up into me, but my legs were not open widely enough to allow passage. I pushed my knees together, catching my doubled hand in between my thighs, pressing its fist-like hardness up against the wet softness of my cunt The pajamas slid past my knees and fell to the floor. I stepped out of them, and was completely naked from my. waist down.
I quickly spread my legs as wide as I could, and leaned back against the door jamb for support. My finger plunged into the depths of my body, spearing its softness like a knife. My knuckles were pressed tightly against my cuntal lips and the finger was all the way in. The lips were wet and they dripped their juices all over my fist.
I slid my finger out and moved it up to the hard bud of my clit. My hand was sopping with my own wetness as I applied pressure against the organ. I pressed it down with my finger, rubbing it back and forth without rotating the finger; just using friction. I felt the clit swell under the pressure and grow hard and hot. I began to stroke it rapidly.
And all the while I stared at her unsuspecting, sleeping body. I could see the delicate crack running down between her cuntlips. The ends of the lips were blurred in a gray shadow near her ass. I could see the dark, silhouetted curve of her buttocks hidden in the shadow of her body and partially obscured by the rumpled sheets of the bed.
At the other end of her cunt, I could see the faintest swelling protrusion between the thick flap of her cunt. Her clitoris was partially hidden in the soft, blonde lightness of her hair. The hair stretched up over the curve of her mound, and spread out in a widening vee-like growth that trailed faintly up towards her navel. The hair was soft and flaxen, and didn't resemble normal pubic hair. It wasn't dry or bristled or even wavy. It reminded me of the cool, silky strands of hair that infants are born with.
Lynda stirred again and made a soft, purring sound. Her legs turned slightly, falling open and revealing her loveliness even further. The blanket had slid down, and her right breast was poking up in the air like a firm, round apple. The skin on her breast was milky white, as it was all over her body. But the tips of her breast, and the tiny nipple in the center was a deep pink. Not a brown pink, but a subdued rose-like hue that accented the whiteness of her naked body.
My hand was moving through my own crotch, and I could feel the warm growing under my fingers. It spread down the insides of my thighs, and up over the swollen mound of my cunt My nipples were hard, and they scraped against the coarse folds of my pajama top.
I pulled the last garment up over my head and flung it down on the bedroom floor. I was completely naked now, and I could feel the cool tickle the air made against my bare skin. Total nudity is erotic, regardless of what some people maintain. There is no greater sense of sexual freedom than the cool caress of air against a burning, naked body. The air does something to you; it stimulates your nerve ends and awakens your sense of complete sensual abandonment.
I stepped into the bedroom for the first time. The cold touch of the wooden floor sent a chill up from my naked feet and buried itself in the seething wetness of my crotch. The floor creaked from my weight, and I sucked in my breath unconsciously. I didn't want to awaken her now; not just yet, anyhow. I had to have her while she was still sleeping. While she was still unaware and innocent.
Two more steps and I was at the side of her bed. One leg was hanging off the edge of the mattress. I bent down and kneeled at her side. I could feel the cold touch of the discarded top sheet rubbing against my breast as I leaned forward.
I picked up my hand and held it poised above her leg. My mouth was dry and I was breathing harshly. My palms were sweating as I bent my open hand towards her open thigh. I could hear the slow, regular breathing of her sleeping body, and the faint buzzing echo of a snore.
I touched her!

My fingers trembled and I think I must have uttered a cry. Her flesh was cool and smooth, and the muscles of her thigh were firm and youthful.
I began to slide my hand up her thigh, towards her cunt. I moved it slowly, almost imperceptibly, my fingers savoring the silky touch of her flesh, I spread my hand wide, and allowed my fingers to stretch outward around her thigh, rubbing it softly with the tips of each finger. My hand circled around and began to move up the inside of her thigh. The skin was warmer here than it was on the outside of the leg. As I moved the hand closer to her cunt, the skin grew even more warm, as though even in her sleep the heat of her passionate body was never extinguished.
My hand stopped an inch from her cunt I could feel the tickle of a single pubic hair against my middle finger. The hair curled around the finger, and I rubbed its softness against the inside of her thigh.
I stretched my finger and touched her cunt. Just the edge at first, and with only two fingers. I rubbed the tips of each against her secret flesh, trembling with my cautious passion still in check.
She did not stir and I grew bold. I slid the hand up and placed it over the mound of her cunt. I put the palm of my hand against the flat underside of her cunt, and curled my fingers against her, running them through the cool softness of her hair. I ran my pinky up through the crease at the edge of the vee against her thigh. It was damp with perspiration.
My eyes darted from her cunt to her face not knowing where to fix themselves. There was the faintest flush of color on her sleeping cheek, and her golden blonde hair was splayed out across her pillow like strands of sunlight.
I pushed my open hand up rightly against her crotch, grinding my palm against her cunt. I could feel the delicate indentation where her outer lips folded together, and I could feel the fleeting hardness of her clitoris under the middle part of my middle finger. I managed to wriggle my fingers in between her lips as I pushed upward with my hand. They had a clammy wet feel, and I could feel the circular impression where her vaginal opening was. I could feel the heat of her inner body pressing against my palm.
I began to masturbate her with my grinding hand. My middle finger was now pressed directly against her clitoris, and I rubbed the whole area in a slow, sensual circle, pressing upward against her cunt.
Lynda began to moan in her sleep. Small sleepy sounds from deep in her throat. Her body began to react to my touches, and I could feel the return pressure of her cunt pressing back against my moving hand. She was reacting in her sleep.
I was afraid I would awaken her if I continued, so I pulled my hand back. I put my hand to my nose and breathed in her musky sexual odor. My hand was wet with her moisture, and I ran my tongue up through the wetness, tasting her body.
That was all I needed. I bent my face and began to kiss her thighs. I placed my lips on the inner flesh, and ran my tongue in between them. Her body tasted salty, and I ran my kisses up towards her cunt.
Lynda was moaning loudly now, and her hips were rotating against the bed. She was still sleeping, but her body was reacting as though she were awake.
I could feel the touch of her pubic hair brushing against my cheek, and the hard mound of her cunt pressed against my face. My tongue was licking at the space near the top of her thighs.
She shifted on the bed, and I found my face buried up against her cunt. Her hair was in my face, and the smell of her body filled my nostrils. I poked my tongue out and touched her cunt directly. My tongue nestled in the salty warmth of her crack. I could feel the hairs scraping against my teeth as my tongue wriggled in between the lips. I pushed their thickness apart by sliding my tongue from side to side through my teeth. Her body tasted warm, and I licked up through the wetness, seeking her clitoris. It was hard under my tongue and I tried to press down on it but it kept sliding away from my tongue. I caught it in my teeth, and scraped them together, scratching the bud softly and sucking it into my mouth.
"Ooohhhr I heard Lynda say. "Oh, it's good!" Her voice was slurred with sleep, and I couldn't tell whether she was awake or asleep. It didn't matter, in any case, for I wouldn't stop now for any reason.
I slid my face down between her legs, pressing my open mouth against her cunt. My tongue moved down through her cuntal lips, gliding smoothly towards her vaginal opening. I could feel her clit pressed up against my nose as I pushed my tongue up inside her body. Her hole was slippery wet and open. My tongue seemed to be sucked up into her open passage. I could feel the heat and wetness of her body dribbling down my chin and into my open mouth. Her body reeked with a strong sexual aroma, and the drool leaking from her cunt tasted thick and salty.
I could feel her hands now sliding behind my head and holding my face tightly against her body. Her fingers were in my hair, tangling and twisting them, and pressing my face upward into her wetness. I could feel the heat of her thighs pressed against my face, and she lifted her legs and arched her body upward to meet my licking, probing tongue.
"Oh, god!" she moaned. "That's great� wonderful� more� do more� please!"
My tongue was pushed as far into her as it would go. My jaw ached from being pressed so tightly against her cunt, and I could feel a throbbing in my temples from the strain of my pushing, licking tongue. I curled it into a round cylinder, and slid it in and out, up and down the length of her passageway. I could feel the smooth, slippery walls of her cunt slip past my wet, moving tongue.
"Oh, Wendy, Wendy, Wendy!" Lynda said in a moaning, passionate voice. "You're great! God!"
Suddenly her body stiffened. Her hands were pushing. at my face, trying to pry my lips, from her cunt. Her thighs twisted away from me, robbing my lips of its pleasure.
"No!" Lynda moaned. "Stop, please!"
"Why?" I asked, looking up between her legs. My mouth was slobbering and wet, and trickles of juice dribbled down my chin. I could taste thin fibers of her cunt hair in my mouth.
"I didn't clean myself!" she moaned. "My� cunt!"
"I don't under-"
"BRIT she shouted. "We had sex this morning! Before he left for work. He came inside of me! I didn't clean it out!"
I could hardly express the intensity of the burning need that exploded in my body when I heard her words. The very thought of my tongue being in her cunt then-the same place where her husband Bill's prick had been, and where his sperm still was-made the urgency of what I had been doing seem even more invitingly imperative than before. I bent my mouth back towards her cunt, opening my mouth and applying my lips against the wetness between her legs.
"Let me!" I told her. "I want to do it!"
She opened her legs, and I plunged my face against her. Before, I had noticed that her cunt's discharge had tasted thick and salty. Now I knew why. It was his sperm that I. was eating; his sperm that dribbled down like thick milk from her open vagina.
My tongue slid right up into her. I pressed it against the walls of her vaginal passage way until it was flat against the wet sides of her body. My tongue moved up and down, in and out, like a cat licking at a bowl of cream, flicking whatever wetness I discovered there back into my mouth. I sucked up her discharge and inhaled her dripping wetness with my pursed lips. I could feel a thick, elusive lump of fibrous jelly floating around in all her wetness, sliding back and forth past my tongue. I slipped my hands up behind her ass and elevated her body so that I could reach the substance. I sucked it into my mouth, feeling it slide with a slippery ease past my teeth, leaving its slimy stain across my tongue.
It was as though I were sucking her husband's cock, and he had come in my mouth. It was better, for I was enjoying the salty sweetness of his balls without his ever having known about it. But each time FU see him, I will know. I'll look at his crotch, and I alone will know.
Lynda's hands were back in my hair, forcing my face into her softness with an almost maniacal energy. The perversity of what was happening was affecting her, arousing and stimulating her body far beyond the pleasures my tongue alone could provide. Her cunt was lifted up off the bed, and she was humping its wetness against my mouth.

"Do it!" she cried. "Oh, god! Wendy, do it to me!"
Both her legs were bent and open, and her feet were pressed into the mattress. My neck was bent upward, straining against her cunt, as she arched her back and pressed forward.
I placed my hands under her hips to support her, and began rubbing my face back and forth against the wetness. I slid my face from her left thigh across the lips of her cunt, over its mound and into the hole, then on to her right thigh. Then back again in a rapid swirl of my neck. All the while my tongue was extended from my mouth, wetting her, poking itself into her softness as it left a trail of saliva across her dripping, hairy underside.
Now she was an active participant, and I found it as stimulating as I had her sleeping passivity. Her passion, once awaken, was the passion of youth: wild, extreme, and intense in its expression. This was something new; something to be felt and consumed and experienced in a burning, youthful fire of sexual experimentation.
She held her legs as widely apart as she could, exposing as much of her cunt as she was physically able. Her thighs must have hurt from the stretching, but she made no effort to slacken her pace. I could feel the taut, squeezing muscles of her ass and back under my hands as I dragged her body into my mouth. Her once cool, supple skin was now hot and fiery, and it glowed dully with her perspiration in the dim bedroom light.
She was using my mouth and tongue as she might have used a prick: she was fucking her cunt against me, humping her wet, burning pussy up and down and in and out of my mouth. All the while, she held my head as tightly against her as she could without breaking my neck or smothering me.
Then it began to change. Her hand untangled itself from my hair and began to slide down my back. She was bending her body sidewise, twisting over towards the center of the large, king-size mattress.
"Give me your cunt!" she said. "I want your cunt! I want to do it to you!"
This, indeed, was a novelty. In our other episodes, Lynda had never gone down on me. I had urged her to, but she was always too inhibited. She would touch my cunt and breast, even hump her cunt against my cunt, and allow me to lick her pussy. But she never wanted to do it to me.
She must be really hot, I thought. Waking up to perverted sex from a sound sleep must agree with her.
I swung my body around until I was standing up. All the while my face was still buried against Lynn's wet, juicy pussy, and I had to bend my back and neck in the most awkward of positions so that my lips would not slip-even for a second-from her golden mount. I could feel my dangling tits slide across her stomach as I swung my legs up over her prone body. I placed a leg on either side of her face, holding myself up on my knees, and permitted my cunt to drop down until it was staring Lynn right in the face.
She wasted no time. Her arms slipped up around my hips, then back over my ass until she was holding a cheek in each hand. Her fingers squeezed the muscles and separated them so as to afford her lips a clear, uncluttered target. She pulled my body towards her mouth.
I think I must have gasped at the contact. Perhaps it was the idea of the contact, for this was something new for me, too. I've never had a woman go down on me. Many, many men, but never a woman. The thought was terribly exciting.
I could feel a wet tickle of movement against my cunt. It was her tongue. She was licking the lips as she might have licked a lollipop: with long, headmoving licks with her tongue stuck very far from her lips. She was being cautious still, and hadn't completely thrown off her inhibitions. But she was making the effort.
She began to nuzzle the tip of her tongue between the closed folds of my cunt's lips, until she discovered my clit. Her tongue moved in short, rapid slaps against the bud, and it reminded me of the fierce pumping of a young girl's hand would make the first time she ever jerked off a boy. I think she was trying to bring on an instant orgasm. She applied direct contact and pressure on my clitoris, without any buildup or preparation.
The lack of subtlety of her attack was stimulating. There was something crude and animal-like about it. It was totally sexual, without any pretense of being anything else. She brought to it the unchecked, unchanneled energy of her youth.
She began warming to her task. My lips were wide open and my clit was rapidly brought to attention under her tongue. I could feel her face pressing itself against my burning underside, slipping in between the crack that ran down between my legs. I could feel the hard edge of her nose slipping in and out of my vaginal opening as she bent her moving tongue tightly against my clitoris.
My pussy was soaking with the combination of her saliva and my own flowing juices. I could clearly hear the wet, slurping sounds of flesh against flesh, and could feel the strange, almost awkward lapping rhythm of her frantic tongue.
Her left hand began to slid down over the bulge of my ass. I could feel it position itself between the hard mounds of my ass, then slid down towards the core of my womanhood with wet, slippery fingers. A moment later, I could feel two distinct fingers pry open my cuntal canal, and slide up into the hot pudding of my body. I know it was two fingers, because I could clearly feel them enter and then separate inside my cunt. She moved the fingers back and forth, sliding them past each other as she scraped them against the honeyed walls of the passageway. They felt like hard, wriggling worms in my cunt, tickling and exciting my flesh with their experiments.
My own lips were still sucking ardently on her clit. It was very large normally, and now, in its fully aroused state, it was extraordinarily big. This perhaps might account for Lynda's uncontrolled passion once she is stimulated. Her clit was pressed between my lips, reminding me of a small penis. It was hard and firm and hot, and I flicked its tip with my tongue as I might a cock. Actually, I was no longer licking it, I was sucking it. It scraped against my teeth, and I could feel her body tremble as my tongue moved against its sensitive walls.
Her two fingers were now joined by her tongue, and all three slid up into me. It was an exotic feeling, the combination of the separate hardness of her two fingers and the wet, plunging thickness of her tongue. They jammed my cuntal passage with the width of a penis, and it reminded me of a very strange, highly erotic fuck. The tongue and fingers moved in a crazy intensity against me, pumping in and out, twisting around and licking, salivating, poking through the lips of my cunt in an insane building fire.
All of Lynda's inhibitions were gone now. Her face was pressed as tightly against my cunt as my lips were pressed against hers. I could feel her mouth open against me, with her hot, moving, wet tongue darting all through the softness between my legs. Her teeth scraped themselves against the sensitive layers of flesh, and bit into my skin with stinging jabs of pain and pleasure.
"Get up!" she shouted suddenly. Her voice was partially muffled from the closeness of my body. Her hand was pushing against my ass.
I turned and looked over my shoulder at her. Her eyes were wild with passion, and her fine, thin hair was matted and twisted and hanging in her face. Her face from her nose down was wet and shiny with saliva and cunt juice.
"Get upF' she repeated; her voice seemed almost desperate. "I have a better way!"
She literally pushed me off her body, and I tumbled silently to the side of the bed.
As soon as I was off her, she lunged towards her night stand and pulled open the bottom drawer. She threw out one or two things and flung them on the floor. Then she made a sound that was a combination of a sigh and half-scream of success. Lynda turned back towards me with her eyes still clouded with passion and the object of her search clutched greedily in her hand.
It was a dildo.
But a very special dildo-a double dildo. It must have been at least a foot and a half long, and there was a set of balls hanging in the middle of the twin organs. It was curved slightly, in the shape of a shallow U, with one circumcised cock head tipping the ends of each peak. The color was a pale, almost sickly white-pink, and it looked as though it was made of wax or soft plastic.
"I want you to fuck me!" Lynda said. She rubbed the strange double-headed organ through the drenched forest of pubic hair running between her legs.
"My god!" I exclaimed in honest surprise. "Where did you get that!"
"Never mind that now!" she moaned. I could see the tip of one end sliding up into her cunt. "Let's just fuck!"

I was agreeable, and I slid across the bed towards her. Lynda was laying back on the bed with her legs almost at right angles to her trunk. Both hands were holding the organ, and she was pushing its length up inside her cunt. Her inner lips were spread widely around the sides of the shaft, and they clung with a sticky wet suction. The organ had slipped about halfway into her cunt.
"Oooohhhh!" she sighed. "Oh, my god, fuck me!"
Her body looked strange to me as I kneeled at her side. One end of the organ was firmly lodged in her box, and the other end was sticking up in the air, parallel to her belly. The organ curved down and around from out of her cunt, and the other end stood firm and erect like a hard-on.
"How do I� use it?" I asked. I touched it with my fingers. It felt wet and clammy-a soft, rubbery plastic. There was a fine set of veins running down the shaft to the balls, and it looked strangely unreal.
"It bends," Lynda explained. She bent my part upward so that it was perpendicular to her cunt. Now it was in an L-shape: one end buried in her cunt, the other end waiting to be buried in mine.
"There's a piece of wire that runs down the center," she continued, unnecessarily. "You can bend it in any shape you want."
I mounted Lynda. I lifted my leg over her prostrated body until I was kneeling with my bent knees on either side of her open thighs. The dildo was standing straight up in the air, rubbing coldly against the edge of my cunt.
I bent forward, and grasped the cock in my hand. It slipped back towards my cunt and began to enter my body. I relaxed my thighs, and just sat down on its hardness.
It was very wide, and I could feel the shaft slipping into me and spreading open my cunt. But it was very uncomfortable. Not its size, but its coldness. It was hard and thick like a prick, but it was too cold and dry.
"It's chaffing�" I began.
"Wet it� wet it," Lynda said. She was beginning to moan already, for my weight had pushed her end of the organ up fully into her cunt. I could see the set of balls squashed up against her cunt, pushed slightly in between her cunt lips. "Use your mouth on it. It'll go in better that way."
I pulled myself off it and bent my lips toward the organ. I felt strange as my lips slipped over the head of the shaft and slid down its length. All I could think was that I was sucking Lynda's cock!
It felt real enough in my mouth, though. A little cold, but real. I ran my tongue over its head, and nuzzled the tip of my tongue into the point where the head and the shaft come together. My mouth slipped down until I could contain no more of the length in my mouth without gagging.
I pulled my mouth from it, and sat upright again. The sides of the shaft were wet with my saliva. I reached back for it with my hand, but found instead Lynda's hand already grasping the cock, and pushing its thickness up into the open wetness of my cunt.
"Let me," she moaned. "I want to put it into you. I want to feel as though I'm fucking you with my own cock. Like a man."
She pushed the organ up, and I plunged down to meet her thrust. The prick slid right up into me with no difficulty. I even caught Lynda's hand between our two cunts as I slid down the pole of the cock. She pulled her hand free, and ran it around my ass until she was grasping the cheek in her hand.
I began to rock forward, feeling the cock deeply implanted in my cunt, and the scraping stiffness of Lynda's pubic hair rubbing against mine. The thick, curved mound of her cunt was rubbing against mine, and it felt strangely erotic. It felt like a cunt, and the organ inside me felt like a cock. It was doubly exciting.
I lay flat against Lynda's naked body. Her hard, pointy breasts flattened themselves against mine, and I could feel the whole of her smooth flesh burning the touch of my skin against her. My legs slid around her closed thighs, and she arched up with her hips, plunging the cock even more deeply into me.
I pushed back down with my hips, and I could feel her end slide back into her cunt. I pushed, and she withdrew; she pushed, and I withdrew. The perverse rhythm of our two bodies built its own natural tempo. The cock slid in and out of my cunt, and in and out of hers. It was a strange feeling.
Her hands were on my breasts, squeezing and pinching their softness. She was kneading the flesh as though it were clay, and she was trying to mold the twin mounds in the hard, clutching claws of her fingers.
Lynda began to come almost at once. The cock had only slid into her cunt once or twice when she stiffened and began to moan wildly. She pulled at my breasts and stuffed them in her wet, greedy mouth, sucking and licking my nipples in the frenzied passion of her orgasm.
She hunched up and down against me, making the organ slide in and out, and the single set of balls first smack into her cunt then smack into my cunt. The cock impaled me as she arched her whole body up against me, grinding her cunt against the widely spread lips of my pussy.
"I'M FUCKING YOU!" she screamed at the height of her passion. 'I'M FUCKING YOU!"
Indeed she was. And doing a good job, too. The cock seemed to come alive inside of me. It was no longer rubber: it was flesh and blood, and it was pulsing and throbbing against the soft lining of my vaginal canal. I could feel the hardness of the head slipping in and out, scraping itself against the walls of my pussy, and sliding out almost completely as it spread the lips open around its thickness. Then it would plunge back into me, sliding deeply within my belly.
I could feel Lynda's cunt against me, round and hard and covered with hair. Our clitorises touched and rubbed together, allowing the discharges of our bodies to melt into each other. Her legs were burning logs between my thighs, spreading me and exposing my softness to the cold, hard thrusts of her secret cock. My nipples were soaked with saliva and were crying out for explosive release, as was the rest of my body.
It was Lynda's orgasm, I think, more than anything else, that made me come.
I knew she was coming, and the thought excited me. It was as though I had been waiting, holding myself in check for that single moment. And when she began to come, I could feel my whole body relax, and suddenly let go.
My own orgasm was on me in an instant. The cock slid up into my cunt, and Lynda was screaming her fuck in my ear. My legs began to tremble and my cuntlips felt as though they had fused. My orgasm was like a warm pool of water flowing through my cunt, spreading out and rippling up and down my body. It felt as though I had wet myself.
It was a long, deep come, from the tip of my womb out through the lips of my cunt and down my thighs. It moved smoothly and easily, spreading in a warm glow. It was more erotic than intense. It was sensuously pleasurable rather than being shatteringly climatic.
I moaned and savored the rich texture of the orgasm. I shifted my body weight, and pressed my nakedness against Lynda's. I wanted her warmth and softness, not her passion. I held her breast lightly in my hand, and stroked her damp, tangled, blonde hair.
I fell sideways next to her exhausted body. The bent, plastic cock was still deeply imbedded in each of our cunts, joining our bodies in mutual pleasure.
The sheets felt cool against my skin, and I closed my eyes briefly and enjoyed the softness of the pillow. I could hear Lynda's harsh, pumping breathing shattering the silence of the bedroom. Her breasts were heaving up and down fitfully.
At first I thought I had imagined it, but the second time I was positive. I looked up from my pillow at Lynda. She was sobbing, and two large tears were rolling down her flushed, passion-stained cheeks.



Chapter 3

"Lynda," I said. "What's wrong?"
She turned away from me, moving as far to her right as the dildo-yet binding our cunts together-would permit her to move. She buried her face into the pillow, and continued to cry. "What's wrong?" I asked again.
I leaned closer to her and brushed my hand softly through her hair. Her hair was damp with perspiration, and I could feel the fitful tremble of her body under my tender caress.
"Leave me alone!" she sobbed. She pulled her body violently away from my comforting hand. She wrenched her hips as she moved, and I felt a sudden, searing pulling through the depths of my cunt.
"Don't touch me!" she repeated.
I stared at her for a moment, allowing the pain to ebb from my body. I didn't know what to do.
"Don't cry�" I whispered softly.
I stood up on my knees, straddling Lynda. My thighs were open, and spread around hers. The dildo looked like some strange, flesh-colored wire that connected our two cunts. I reached down carefully between our bodies and grasped the U-shaped part that connected us. I grazed my hand accidentally across the fringe of Lynda's cunt as I moved my hand down, and I felt her cringe at the touch of my fingers. Her cunt trembled.
I wrapped my fingers around the cock and began to lift my body upward, off the bed. The cock began to slide from my cunt, moving slowly, like a great weight sunk into the depths of my body. I heard a wet, sucking noise as the lips of my pussy slid across the thickness of the organ. It felt as though my insides were emptying, and I had a sudden sensation that I had to urinate. The feeling passed, and I continued to pull the dildo out of my body.
I tried to limit the movement to my body alone: I sensed that any additional movement or pleasure might cause Lynda to completely come apart. I tried to hold the dildo stationary, moving only my body to free myself.
My knee slipped on the damp slickness of the sheets, and the dildo pulled forward, against Lynda's cunt. Her body tensed, and she made a soft, hurt sound with her mouth. A sob or a cry of surprise.
"I'm sorry," I said. I reached forward to stabilize myself by holding onto the headboard. I touched Lynda's cheek with my fingers. Her cheek was wet.
I slipped one leg forward and placed my foot flat on the bed. Then I repeated this move with my other leg, being careful not to make the dildo move again. I had both feet flat on the bed, and my thighs were bent. I was squatting above Lynda's cunt. I held the dildo with both hands, and straightened my thighs, standing up.
The dildo slid from my cunt like a long, thick log. Again I had the brief sensation that I was going to piss. I guess the dildo must have been pressed against my bladder.
Once free, I lay back down on the bed next to Lynda. The cock stood straight up from her cunt at a right angle. It looked both ludicrous and obscene. It was still wet from my cunt, and in the dim light of the bedroom, the cock seemed to glisten dully.
"What's wrong?" I repeated. I touched her hair and brushed it with my hand.
"I don't know�" Lynda finally said. Her voice seemed small and lost, like a child's. "I just don't know.
I put my arms around her shoulders and leaned forward against her. My tits brushed across her back, and without desiring it to happen, I felt the nipples tingle and grow hard with the contact of her body.
"Don't cry," I begged. I whispered the words into her ear, and I hugged tightly at her shoulders. I felt sorry for her, and felt a wave of compassion wash across me. I think I understood what was troubling her.
Her body looked strange. The top part was twisted away from me, and was buried against her pillow. Her legs were turned around, face up. I could just see the round curve of her breasts under her folded arms, and then just below, the sensual softness of her cunt mound covered lightly with the blondness of her pubic hair. Then, pushing up like an ugly intrusion, was the rigid thickness of the dildo. It was a strange sight.
I took a chance. I wrapped my fingers around the rubber cock and began to pull. Lynda shuddered at first, and then her body went limp. As I pulled the cock from her cunt, I vaguely felt like her mother; as though I were doing something for her that she did not have the strength to do. It reminded me of taking her temperature.
I pulled the cock free and flipped it to the side. It fell on the floor with a hollow thud.
"I feel so dirtyV Lynda sobbed to me once the dildo was out of her cunt. She turned towards me and wrapped her arms around me, burying her face into my breasts.
"Dirty?" I exclaimed. I held her tightly and patted her back.
"I feel like a whorer she said. "Worsen "There, there," I said. I was right. I understood what was happening. I let her cry for a few more minutes, allowing the guilt to trickle from her body through her tears.
Her body grew calm presently, and her sobbing stopped almost all together. "Why do you feel like a whore?" I asked. Lynda didn't answer.

"Because of what happened?" I asked. "Don't be silly. Enjoying sex doesn't make you a whore." I played a trump card. "And enjoying sex with a woman doesn't make you a Lesbian."
Lynda pulled away from my breasts and looked at me. Her face seemed startled that I had seen into the deepest, darkest secret of her heart. The naive innocence of her eyes questioned my magic.
"How did you know?" Lynda asked.
"Do you think that you're so different from anyone else?" I asked.
"What do you mean?"
"Just because you enjoy sex," I said, "doesn't make you evil. Sex is to be enjoyed."
"Yes," she said, arguing with me. She wanted desperately to prove her own worthlessness, I could tell. "But sex with Tom, Normal sex."
"Any sex that you enjoy is normal."
She looked at me incredulously.
"Do you think I'm a Lesbian?" I asked. 'I've been married to Mark for fifteen years. I love him and I love our children."
I patted Lynda's cheek.
"But I love sex, too," I continued. "And sex and love are not the same thing, no more than eating and love are the same thing. Sex is a physical experience to be enjoyed only at that level. Love is an emotional, spiritual thing.
"You can enjoy sex," I added, "without being in love. I've done it myself. Hundreds of times."
Lynda looked at me. "Are you trying to tell me that you've had affairs with other men?"
"Not affairs,'" I answered. "Affairs involve an emotional commitment. But I have fucked with other men."
I was purposely blunt, and the word has its intended effect.
"You've made lave to other men?" Her voice almost broke with rising incredulity. "After you've been married to Mark?"
"Of course. And so has Mark. Haven't you?"
Lynda looked away. "Of course not."
I cocked my head and looked into her eyes. "You don't have to lie to me," I told her. 'I'm not going to think you promiscuous any more than I'm going to think that you're a Lesbian."
She hesitated just long enough for me to confirm my suspicion.
"With whom?" I asked. I was curious now. Lynda waited a moment. "Swear that you'll never tell anyone-"
"Don't be adolescent!"
"Swear!"
"All right, I swear."
She hesitated again. "With some boy. He came around selling magazine subscriptions."
"How was it?" I asked. She shrugged. "Good."
"How big was his cock?"

Lynda giggled. "About that big," she said. She held her hands out and showed me.
"Was he a good fuck?" I asked. "Did you come?"
"Did I! Wow! I came like a sonofabitch. I just kept on coming and coming and coming�" Lynda's voice trailed off and she was suddenly aware of what she had revealed to me.
"See what I mean!" I said. "Sex and love can be very separate things!"
Lynda was silent for a moment.
"Do you love Tom any less now?" I asked. "Do you?"
"No, but-"
"Well."
"I don't know. I've never thought of it that way before�"
"Let me ask you one more thing. If you had the chance to get fucked again by a young, handsome guy, and you knew that Tom would never find out about it, would you do it again?"
Lynda weighed my question. "I guess I would."
"Sure you would! And do you know why? Because sex is great! Sex is to be enjoyed! Love never helped a cunt when it was hot. Only a hot cock can do that."
"But it sounds so dirty."
"What if it is," I said. "Everyone does it"
She looked as though she didn't believe me.
"Don't be so naive," I said. "Take my word for it I know what I'm talking about. I've been around a lot longer than you. I know what I'm talking about."
The way she giggled made me know that she was over her guilt "Jl you say sb�" she giggled.
Lynda flopped back onto the bed, on her back. My arm was still under her neck. I pulled it out and laid it across her hip, resting my open hand against her cunt Her cunt was wet and my fingers fumbled through the flap of the lips until I found her clitoris. I began to masturbate her.
"What else did you do?" I asked.
"He� uh� ate me."
"You mean he sucked your cunt. Licked your pussy."
"Yes."
I worked my fingers around slowly, sliding one finger down into the wet slit of her cunt "Did you suck his cock?"
"Yes." Lynda giggled again, then raised her hips up from the bed and pressed it against my hand.
"It was great!" she said. "His cock was so hot. I could feel it against my face and in my mouth. So hot! He almost came in my mouth. I had to pull him out."
I pushed my finger up into her cunt, and she moaned pleasurably.
"You should have let him. There's nothing better than sucking hot come from a stiff cock."
"Uugh. That's disgusting."

"Lynda," I said. "You have a lot to learn."
She didn't answer. She just moaned. I looked across at her. Her eyes were closed tightly, and her lips were pressed together in a thin, tight line. Her neck was arched and her head was pressed back into the pillow. The tips of her tits were rigid and pink. With my other hand, I began to fondle her breast. She sighed when my hand touched her tit.
"You've got to tell me the name of that magazine company," I said. "Who knows. I might feel like subscribing to some magazines myself."
This time I laughed. A low, wicked, sensual laugh that rippled up deeply from my throat.
I pushed my finger into her cunt hole again, and she sucked in her breath.
"I'll write down the telephone number before you leave," she said. The words came out through her teeth, at the breathless end of a sigh.
"You've got to tell me one more thing," I said.
"What."
"Where did you get that thing? That cock?" Lynda laughed. "Promise not to tell?"
"Who am I going to tell."
"Tom bought it. In New York."
"Why?"
"Because I asked him to."
Lynda's cunt was beginning to make a squishy-wet sound, and I could feel her body tensing under my caress. I could tell she wanted to come again.
"Why did you ask him to bring it home?"
"That wasn't the first one he brought home," Lynda said. "The first one was a regular one. Just a single cock. He used it to fuck me."
She moaned.
"Christ! It nearly drove me out of my mind! First he'd fuck me with it and it would hurt good-like. He'd just wriggle it up my cunt. I'd never felt a cock like that. So big and hard. The first time he did it to me, I came all at once, just as he pushed it in."
I pushed my finger into her cunt, then leaned over and began to suck her nipples.
"Then, we'd vary it," Lynda continued. "He'd shove it up my cunt, and I'd suck his cock. Like we were sixty-nining. The best was when he'd shove it into me and then go down on me. Suck my cunt and fuck me with that rubber cock. I'd come like crazy. It was like being worked over by two men at the same time. One fucking me, and the other licking my pussy. I used to fantasize that when he was doing it to me: I used to close my eyes and imagine that it were two men�"
I put two fingers together and pushed them into her cunt. Her box was wet and open, and my fingers slid up effortlessly. I continued to lick at her tits, pinching them with my fingers and lashing at the swollen nipples with my tongue.
"I'd come like crazy when he did that," she moaned. "Then I got to thinking how maybe I'd like to do it back to Tom. You know fuck him."
Lynda moaned, and I knew she was building towards an orgasm.
"I tried it. I greased the cock and shoved it up his ass. I jerked him off as I pushed it up. He came so quick that his come splashed all over my tits. Shit, it was hot!"
Lynda began to grind her hips against my hand, and I continued to masturbate her.
"But it was no good for me. I didn't get anything out of it. I just pushed. Tom liked it though. Every time we did it, he'd come so hard and hot that I thought he was going to rupture his balls."
Beads of sweat stood out on Lynda's forehead. I began to move my lips down her body, towards her cunt
"Then one day," Lynda said, "he brought that thing home. Something for the both of us. He'd put it up my cunt then bend over the bed, and I'd shove the other end up his ass. We'd fuck like that until we both came. Godl It was fantastic."
I pictured the scene in my mind. It was exciting. I felt the scrape of her cunt hair against my lips. I was sure Lynda would do me when she was finished coming, for I wanted to come again, too.
But for now, it would be her pleasure, and I bent my lips to her pussy and began to lick.



Chapter 4

It was almost midnight when I was finally ready for bed.
I had made a roast beef dinner, and after the kids were asleep, Mark and I had watched television for a while. Mark fell asleep on the couch, and I did my crossword puzzle until I felt sleep creeping into my brain and dulling my thoughts. I woke Mark and he took a shower while I finished straightening up the house. Everything had to be in place before I could go to sleep. I checked the children. Laura was sleeping soundly, and Michael, as usual, had thrown the covers off. I tucked them both in, and returned to the bedroom.
Mark had finished his shower. He was lying on the bed naked, and he was reading a newspaper. His thighs were open, and he had a hard-on. He was holding his cock in his hand, moving his fist up and down the length of the organ. He was moving his hand absently, as though he was concentrating more on the reading than he was in bringing pleasure to himself.
"What are you reading?" I asked. I made my way to my dresser and looked at myself in the reflection. Judging from his cock, I wouldn't need pajamas tonight. I began to undress.
"The Humper," Mark said. It was one of those sex magazine-newspapers. Mark had brought it home once or twice before. "It must be good."
I slipped my housedress up over my head. I wasn't wearing any bra, and all I had on were my panties. I reached my hand down them and scratched my cunt.
"It is good," he said. He looked at me over the top of the newspaper. "Don't wear any pajamas tonight, Wendy," he said.
"What should I wear?" I stepped out of my panties and was naked.
"That looks good," he said. He was staring at my�
I walked over to the bed and sat down near his feet. "That looks good, too," I said. I leaned forward and put my hand on his cock. He took his own hand away and placed it back on the newspaper. I began to move my hand up and down the length of his cock.
"It seems to me you're getting ideas," I said. I grabbed his balls and lifted them. They seemed hot and heavy.
"It's this newspaper," he said. "It's giving me wicked thoughts."
"Like what?" I asked. I snuggled up between his thighs until I was resting my head on his right thigh. My face was near his balls, and I could smell the fresh odor of power and sweat coming from his crotch. I continued to move my hand up and down his cock.
"Oh, like the ads. Some of them are pretty raunchy."
"Read me some."
He flipped the pages. "Here's one," he said.
I watched his cock move up and down in my hand. From where my face was, his cock looked enormous and giant-like. I could see the blood vessels and the brown skin near the underside of his cock. His whole crotch was covered with dark black hair.
"'Woman wanted,' " he began. " 'Between the ages of twenty and forty. For fucking and sucking. Your place or mine. I am very well hung.' Then it gives the telephone number."
"Sounds interesting. You think I should call?"
"If you want. Think you'd like another cock?"
"I don't know." I felt his cock twitching in my hand. "From here," I said, "this one looks pretty good."
"Here's another one: 'Man wanted to fuck my wife. Must be willing to permit me to watch. Will only join if man is agreeable. I'm contented to watch. Call 7193737 between eight and twelve pm. Ask for John.' "

"Want to call?" I asked. "I mean as a goof."
He lifted the paper and looked down at me. "Are you serious?"
"Sure," I said. "Go ahead. Call. I'll suck your cock while you're talking."
"You serious?"
"Call!"
I lifted my head and took Mark's cock in my mouth. I love the taste of his body, especially after he's taken a shower. His cock felt smooth and hard as it sunk past my lips.
"Oh, that feels good." Mark reached over and grabbed the telephone. He put it on his stomach and began to dial. With his other hand, he held my head in place, wrapping his fingers around the back of my head, and pushing my face down on his cock.
I waited for the call to go through. I ran my tongue across the thickness of Mark's cock. I put as much of him into my mouth as I could, running my lips up and down in hot wet strokes. I drew my breath inward, hollowing my cheeks against his cock, and I began to suck on him as I moved my mouth.
The pressure on the back of my head was steady.
"Hello?" Mark said. "Hello!"
I pulled my mouth free and began to nuzzle at the tip of his cock with my teeth and lips.
"Is this John?� good�I'm calling about your ad in The Humper. Yes. I'd like to fuck your wife�"
I placed the tip of my tongue at the back of his cock, where the nerve-ending come together, just behind the head. I flicked my tongue across this area in slow, sensual circles while I took the side of his cock's length into my open mouth, biting my teeth down lightly into the sides of the organ. I continued to move my tongue.
"Could you tell me something about your wife," Mark continued. His voice held that slight trace of excitement, and I knew he was enjoying the perversity of what we were doing.
"Black hair� about five-five� twenty-six years old� good. Good. How is she built?� big tits?� Huhm. Thirty-six isn't bad� Does she like to fuck�?"
I moved my head and plunged my open mouth down on Mark's cock. I felt the swollen sides of the organ slip into the wetness of my mouth. I felt my tongue flatten tightly against his cock as his thickness invaded the complete space of my mouth. My teeth scraped hotly down the sides of the organ, and I completely swallowed him. I could feel the tip of his cock at the back of my throat, almost gagging me.
"How about sucking?" Mark asked. "Does she like to suck cock?� Good�Sounds good. Is she there now? Oh gee, that's a shame. Where is she this hour of the night�? Out getting laid!� really. I see�"
I moved my head up and down his cock, sliding it down until it was almost out of my mouth. I tightened my lips around the head, then plunged my face down its length again, re-swallowing him. I repeated this movement again and again. I felt Mark's fingers tightening their pressure against the back of my head.
"When do you think she'll be in? I see. Well, all right. I'll call again� no I can't hold on any longer� my wife's sucking my cock now I� I said: My wife is sucking my cock now! And I want to fuck her. I'll have to hang up now� I don't want to shoot my load down her throat� I want to put it in her pussy�"
I held Mark's cock in my hands like a lollipop, and I twisted my teeth around the sides of the organ, grinding it into the flesh slightly. I could feel his glans swelling with blood in my mouth, and I continued to run my teeth around his cock.
"He's a phony!" Mark said. "He said his wife was out-getting laid!"
My saliva began to dribble down Mark's cock, making his pubic hair wet. Tiny bubble of saliva speckled the fine threads of hair like wet crowns.
"The son-of-a-bitch was jerking off while I spoke to him! I don't think he has a wife. Probably just some jerk who placed the ad to get his kicks. I thought he was going to come when I told him what you were doing!"
Mark laughed, but the laugh betrayed his excitement. It rung hollow, and he turned it into a cough.

"You should call him back, Wendy," Mark said. He placed both hands behind my head and began to arch his pelvis up into my face. His cock slid back in my mouth.
"I have an even better idea!" he said. "Next week, for your birthday, we'll go to the city. Get a hotel. Stay over for the weekend and have a regular orgy. Maybe even find you a guy to fuck."
Mark said this kiddingly, of course. We've mentioned it before: picking up a man or a woman for the both of us. We've never done it, and I doubted whether we ever would. But it was still exciting to think about.
I pulled his cock out of my mouth. It glistened wetly and I rubbed it against my cheek.
"Sounds like a good idea," I said. My mouth felt odd without the thickness of Mark's cock in it. "I'll pick the man out. He's got to have at least a nine-inch cock."
"How about a black man?" Mark suggested. "From what I hear, their cocks are like tree trunks."
"Hummm." I licked my tongue across the top of Mark's cock, nuzzling the tip of my tongue down into the opening. I found a trace of thick moisture there, and I sucked it up into my mouth.
"Hey, Wendy," Mark said. He was whispering. "Do me a favor. Shut the light. I want to fuck you."
I pulled my mouth away from his cock. "What's the matter? Can't you fuck me with the light on?"
"You talked me into it."
He began to move, to slide down on the bed to eat my cunt. But I didn't want that tonight.
"Stay where you are," I told him. "I want to fuck you tonight."
Mark stared at me for a moment, then made a humping noise through his nose. He smiled at me.
I blew him a kiss, then climbed up onto the bed until I was on my knees. I waddled on my knees until I was up near Mark's cock. I straddled him with my open thighs and grabbed his cock with my two hands. I ran it through the slitted wetness of my cunt, letting the tip of his organ taste the excitement of my cunt. It reminded me momentarily of this morning with Lynda and the dildo. I had mounted her in the same manner.
It reaffirmed what I told Lynda, I thought. I love Mark and I love sex. What I did this morning with Lynda is over. Past. I enjoyed it then, and I'm going to enjoy this now. I have no guilt at all. Sex is sex: whenever and wherever you find it.
I felt no incongruity in holding Mark's cock and sliding it up into my cunt as I had similarly done with the dildo. They were two separate acts.
I wiggled my hips in an undulating manner, slowly moving them around and down. Mark's erect cock opened the lips of my cunt and began to slide up into my body. I could feel the heat of his loins burning up the insides of my thighs and warming the interior of my cunt with his hot cock. My pussy made a slurping sound as the wetness of my discharge and excitement was knifed apart by Mark's plunging cock.
"Don't move!" I cautioned Mark. "I want to let it slide in by itself."
Mark's hips stopped and he rested his ass back on the bed. I relaxed the tension in my thighs and allowed my cunt to open loosely. Mark's cock began to slide into me, moving deeply, until the underside of my cunt was pressed tightly against the base of Mark's stomach. Mark's cock, of course, was buried inside of me.
My cunt was hot and wet, and I felt the excitement of the penetration. That's always the best part: more sensual even than the orgasm. The initial penetration: the moment a cock first slides into your cunt. The beginning of a fuck.
I began to rock back and forth, closing and clutching my cunt hole around the swollen thickness of Mark's cock. I ground my pelvis against his stomach, and I felt his cock twitch inside of me, rubbing and throbbing against the interior walls of my cunt. My ass rested against the closed hardness of his thighs, and my clitoris scraped sexily against the bristle-like growth of pubic hair. I could feel the swell of Mark's balls between my thighs, pressed up against the outside of my cunt.
"Oh, Wendy!" Mark moaned. "That's good!"
I tried rising up on his cock, but my legs were too short. I could only manage to move up and down about an inch or two.
"If you think that's good," I said to Mark, "then watch this!"

I shifted my weight backwards, resting my center of gravity on my ass, against Mark's thighs. Slowly I lifted one thigh and pulled my calf forward until my foot was flat on the bed. Then I repeated the move with my other leg, and placed it on the other side of Mark's hip. With both feet resting flat on the bed, I shifted my weight forward again, and rose up off of Mark.
"What are you doing?" Mark asked.
"Squatting," I said.
I had to open my thighs even more widely to prevent from toppling forward or backward. My legs were stretched in a wide vee, the center of which was my cunt with Mark's cock pushed up inside of it.
I balanced myself by placing my hands on my knees, and I slowly rose my body up from Mark's thighs. It was like doing deep-knee bends. I felt his cock sliding down inside of me. I looked down and could see my cunt: Mark's cock was sliding in and out of my box!
"Jesus!" Mark moaned. He was looking at my cunt, watching his cock sliding in and out of my cunt.
I moved up and down on him enjoying it myself. I watched as his cock opened around the lips of my cunt, pushing up into my body. I saw his cock come out all wet and hard.
I began to grunt as I pushed up and down. It felt so strange. I tightened my cunt around his cock and pushed down until my ass just barely touched his thighs. Then I loosened my grip on his organ, and I lifted myself from him. I repeated this move again and again, feeling the excitement building steadily in my stomach.
"Fuck me!" I moaned. "Fuck me, Mark!"
I couldn't take my eyes from his cock: it was exciting to watch it slide in and out of my cunt! I could actually see the red lining inside of my body-the inside of my cunt! My flesh looked all red and wet! Excited!
"I'm going to come!" Mark said. His hands were at the sides of his body, and he was twisting the sheets into knots. His hands did not touch me. All that touched me was his cock.
"Come!" I told him. "Come!"
I pushed up and down, squatting over Mark as his cock slid in and out. He arched up suddenly and crushed his cock against the underside of my cunt. I felt his body shudder.
"I'm coming�!"
I could feel Mark's hot sperm shoot up into my body: like thick spurts of warm water spitting into the depths of my cunt. I felt each throb and sputter of his cock, and felt the heat of his balls like a liquid fire inside of me, warming me, and bringing on my own orgasm.
I began to come. I tightened my cunt around Mark's coming cock. I tried to hold the orgasm back, delay it, allow it to seep out in trickles, and thereby, make it more intense. I held back for a moment or two, and then all hell broke loose.
I started to come all over the place. Wave after wave of pounding, crashing climax! I felt my body grow hot, and then melt until my orgasm and Mark's were indistinguishable.
My thighs began to cramp, and I had to pull myself into an almost erect position. This pulled Mark's cock from my cunt.
The last spurt of his orgasm was just exploding from the tip of his cock as I pulled myself free. I felt the hot sperm splash against the outside of my cunt as my body straightened.
I came like that, squatting almost erectly over Mark's body. My cunt was empty, and Mark's thick sperm dribbled from the lips of my cunt and splashed back down on Mark's belly, making a puddle in his pubic hair. His cock was still erect, but it was stained with his own come.
I fell forward into Mark. My thigh rested in the puddle of Mark's sperm.
Mark began to laugh. He always did that when he had a good orgasm.
"Wendy!" he said. "You are unbelievable. After fifteen years, you're still the best fuck I've ever had."
I smiled back at Mark. That was a compliment.



Chapter 5

I felt ambitious the next morning. A good lay usually has that effect on me. I shipped the kids off to school after breakfast, and even made myself some scrambled eggs and coffee. I relaxed for about twenty minutes after breakfast by reading the News. Then I got around to my housework. First, general straightening: putting everything back into place. Two kids and a husband invariably left a wake of disorder in their path that was comparable to the destruction of an earthquake. I went through the rooms briskly, straightening and tidying, and by ten the house was, even by my standards, in fairly good shape.
Before I went on to the heavier cleaning, I decided to take another small break. For me, that meant another cup of coffee and a telephone call or two. I decided to call Lynda first. "Hi!" I said when Lynda answered the phone.
"Hi, Wendy!"
"What are you doing?"
"Getting ready to go to my Mother's."
"For a visit?"
"It's Dad. He's not feeling well."
"Is it his heart again?"
"I don't know. He's complaining about chest pains."
"It's hard to tell."
"You know how it is with old people."
"He's not that old, is he?"
"He's in his fifties�"
"That's not that old," I said. After all, I thought, it's only fifteen years older than I am. Fourteen, actually. To Lynda, I guess, it seems old.
"Will you be gone long?"
"Probably the rest of the week. Maybe the weekend also."
"Look. I better let you get packed. Call me if anything� happens."
"Sure. No problem."
"Take it easy, Lynda. Don't worry."
"Thanks for calling, Wendy."
I hung, the receiver up. Somehow, all of my previous energy seemed to have dissipated itself after Lynda's call. I sat at the kitchen table with a cooling cup of coffee in my hand. I sipped at the coffee without enjoying it. It tasted flat and stale, and it didn't provide that usual pick-up that a second cup of coffee invariably had on my moods. I sat there, thinking and feeling vaguely tired and dissatisfied.
Thirty-six, I thought. Next week. Past the mid-thirties point, and on towards forty.
I sipped the coffee.
I thought about what Mark had suggested last night as a birthday present for me. I think I'd enjoy having two men make love to me at the same time, even if one of them was Mark. That was something that I've never tried. Even Lynda has that fantasy. I remembered what she had told me about the first dildo and her husband eating her and fucking her with it at the same time.
How typical of Lynda, I thought. Instead of actually experiencing the fantasy, she was content to just dream about it and use her husband's mouth and a rubber cock as a poor substitute.
I laughed to myself. Am I any better? I've never tried it either. I shouldn't talk.
We came close once, though. I thought back to Fran and Kenny.
Jesus! We haven't seen them in what? Six, seven years. Ever since we moved out here. I wonder how they're doing?
I sipped at my coffee, savoring the memory of two friends from the past. With Fran and Kenny we had come the closest to ever participating in an orgy. We had begun by just fooling around. Kissing with each other's husband and wife in a dark room. A little petting. Then one night-who suggested it?-we decided to swap partners: to make love to each other.
I thought back to the night. What a farce. Instead of being sexy, the four of us had gotten so stoned that we had to get undressed in separate bedrooms. Kenny and I had gotten the kid's bedroom, and we tried to make love on Laura's narrow, single bed. We kept on falling off, with arms and legs draped over the edge of the mattress. Once Kenny slipped off the bed and banged his knee against the floor. He jumped around holding his knee, stark naked, trying to smother his pain and embarrassment.
What a night. We were so serious about the sex that it turned into a fiasco. No one got satisfied, not even the men. We tried so hard to make it work.
I bet it would work now, I thought. I sipped my coffee. We're older now. More mature. I think we could accept sex more easily now. We wouldn't have to try so hard to prove how mature and cool we really were. We could take the sex for what it is-a sensual, pleasurable experience, and not an extension of anyone's ego.
The urge to call them made me almost get up from the table. I allowed the desire to pass and grow into a realistic perspective. Too much time has passed, I knew. Fran and Kenny are different people now. Sure, they might come, but it wouldn't be the same. The past is never the same. You can never relive it in the present The only way you can have the past again is to remember it.
Christ! I thought. What am I doing? Sitting here and thinking about the past as though my life were over!
It's only a birthday, I told myself. Just another birthday.
I thought again of Fran and Kenny. To a night before that abortive mess. We were all sitting on the living room couch kissing each other. Somehow we started petting and touching each other in pairs. First Mark and Kenny kissing and touching Fran: Mark massaging her tits and Kenny fingering her and kissing her. Then Mark's turn: I took his cock out and began to suck it while Fran was kissing him.
I sipped the coffee again.
Then my turn. Mark got down on his knees and parted my pussy with his fingers and began to lick it furiously. While he was doing that, Kenny pulled my blouse up and was sucking on my tits. I nearly went out of my mind. While Kenny was sucking my tits, I grabbed his cock and began to jerk it off. I nearly came while they were working on me. That night was a hundred times more exciting than the night we actually swapped partners.
I put my coffee cup down.

"Jesus Christ!" I said out loud. I was getting myself horny thinking about it!
My tits were hard under my house dress, and I could feel myself getting wet. I considered masturbating, but I've never enjoyed that as a solitary experience. It was always a last resort. I put my hands down and I squeezed my cunt. A thrill of pleasure spread out from my cunt and made my legs feel weak. My tits became hard and the nipples grew stiff.
I promised myself that I was going to convince Mark to give me a man for my birthday.
I laughed. That was foolish, I knew. Even though Mark and I talked about it, we would never go to that length. Mark could mess around on his own, and I would do the same. But we would never acknowledge that part of our lives to each other. There was a fine balance on which our trust and love precariously teetered. To acknowledge what we both knew, but never admitted, would ruin forever that equilibrium. Both Mark and I had our own secret life that we would never admit to the other. We couldn't. We loved each other too much.
That of course, was next week. But I was horny today. Now.
I began to sip at the coffee again, but put the cup back down again before it even touched my lips. I was too aroused to just sit there and drink coffee!
I considered calling Lynda back. No. That was no good. Even if she was still at home, she would be in a hurry, and certainly in no mood to jerk me off.
I thought of calling Mark at work. Speak sexily to him over the telephone; seduce him into coming home to fuck me. That, of course, wouldn't work either. At best, it would take him at least two hours to get home and by then who knew what kind of mood I would be in. Certainly not a sexy one. I was horny now.
Then I got an idea.
I smiled to myself. It was a good idea. It would be a birthday present. From myself to myself.
I got up from the table and went into the bedroom. I found my pocketbook, opened it, and took out the piece of paper I had hidden in the zipped compartment. With the paper in my hand, I returned to the kitchen.
I dialed the number on the paper.
"Local Reader's Service," a voice answered.
"Is this the magazine company?" I asked.
"Yes it is," a man said. "This is Ed Richards. Can I help you?"
"Possibly you can. This is Mrs. Wendy Allen. A friend of mine told me about your wonderful service. I'd be interested in subscribing to it also."
I purposely gave my words a double edge to their meaning. It was perversely exciting to know what I was planning, yet speaking so innocently to this unsuspecting man. I knew what he was going to get.
"I see. Well, that's very nice. It's gratifying to know that our customers are so satisfied that they recommend our service to their friends."
"Don't mention it. It's my pleasure."
"If you don't mind, would you let me know which of our customers it was who told you about Local Reader's? I'll give her a call and thank her personally."
"Why certainly, Mr. Richards. Her name is Lynda Conway."
"Gee. That name sounds familiar. Lynda Conway� Humn. Oh, yes!� I remember Lynda�In fact, I sold her subscription myself!"
"Did you? Lynda didn't say. She just told me of how much she enjoyed being a member." I see�"
"What do I have to do to join?" I asked. I think he was beginning to understand my meaning.
"Let me have your full name and address, and I'll be over there in a little while and explain the whole service to you personally."
I told him my name and address. "Thank you Mr. Richards. I'm so glad you could handle this personally."
"At Local Reader's," he said evenly, "we always like to keep our customers satisfied."
I was sure now that he understood my meaning.
"I'll see you shortly, Mrs. Allen," he said.
"Good-bye."
I hung up the receiver.
I had to hurry now, I knew. I had a feeling that Mr. Richards would not waste any time in getting out here. He seemed anxious enough over the telephone.
I went into the bathroom and urinated, then washed my face and neck and underarms. I giggled wickedly, then decided to wash my cunt. I pulled my dress up and ran the cold wash cloth through the lips of my cunt, inserting one finger into the hole, swabbing it out.
When I was finished washing, I sprayed some deodorant under my arms and a little Vespre on my cunt. Personally, I subscribe to the philosophy that a cunt should smell like a cunt and not a flower. But I didn't know how Mr. Richards felt about it. Some men are turned off by a raunchy cunt. I didn't want to do anything that might ruin my birthday present. The spray felt cold and tingly against the naked flesh of my cunt. I shuddered with excitement.
I went into the bedroom and took off my panties and housedress. I stared at my naked reflection in the mirror. I ran my hand across my flat stomach, down into the blonde-brown bush of my cunt. My pussy was wet with anticipation. I cupped my tits in my hands. They felt warm and soft. I rubbed the nipples and felt small flushes of excitement spread across my tits.
Quickly, I took out my makeup. I smeared the liquid base over my face, then applied a lighter shade under my eyes to hide any wrinkles or bags. I applied powder above each eye lid in short, rapid strokes, then penciled in the liner. I brushed on the mascara, then did my eyebrows. It wasn't perfect, but it would have to do. I put some blush on my cheeks to give me some color.
My hair! I thought. I took the headband out and brushed at my hair. Naturally, it was wild and unruly. I did the best I could, and stepped back and stared at myself.
Not bad, I thought. Thirty-five, but not bad.
Now for something to wear. I opened my closet. A dress or skirt and blouse? No underwear, although I considered a bra. No, I decided. Being nude under my clothing was sexy.
The doorbell rang!
He's here already! I thought. And I was still naked.

I grabbed the first dress I saw. The choice was a good one. It fitted me well, was short, and it buttoned down the front. That was useful when I wanted to take it off. It meant to get at my tits, all he would have to do was unbutton a few buttons.
I slipped the dress on and did up the buttons.
"Owning!" I called out.
I put the dress on and judged myself in the mirror. A little flat without the bra, but on the whole, not bad at all.
The bell rang again. "One minute!"
I made one last check in the mirror and then hurried out to the hall. I patted down my hair with my hand as I stood before the door. "Who is it?" I asked.
"Ed Richards," I heard a voice say. "From Local Reader's Service."
I opened the door. "Come in."
Mr. Richards walked in. He was rather young, perhaps twenty-two or three. He was tall and well built; the type that looks as though he once had been fat but had managed to diet off the extra pounds. He had blond hair, and was good looking in a rather craggy way. He was wearing a pair of Haired bells, and a white short-sleeved shirt. From the way he was walking, I could tell he was holding his stomach in.
"Hi! Mrs. Allen," he said. "I'm Ed Richards."
He sauntered into my living room, walking with a cocky kind of confidence. He was young and he was sharp and he knew it. He was sold on himself.
"Sit down," I told him. He sat in a chair across from the sofa. He leaned forward in the chair, giving the impression of dynamic, aggressive youth. He faced me from where I was sitting on the sofa, and he never once moved his eyes from mine. I had the feeling he was trying to hypnotize me. He had a leather pouch in his hands, and he was holding it self-consciously.
"First," he said, "I would like to thank you for calling�" He used this as a lead into his spiel about the magazine service. He said the words out of habit and memory: a well-polished delivery. He didn't give me a chance to speak: he controlled the conversation.
I sat back on the sofa and listened politely. I opened my legs slightly, and I saw his eyes catch the movement. Slowly I raised my leg and crossed it, revealing a flash of flesh.
That stopped him. He stumbled over his presentation. Just a word, but enough to let me know that he realized I had nothing on under the dress. From the way he was staring at me and talking rather absently, I knew he was staring at my cunt.
"Why don't you sit over here, next to me?" I suggested. I smiled at him.
He smiled back and stood up. He had a hard-on and it was quite apparent through his tight pants. Yet, he made no effort to conceal its presence. He stood erect, and walked boldly across the room towards me with that confident smile spreading across his roughly handsome features.
He sat very close next to me. Purposely he allowed his knee to graze the side of my thigh. Instead of pulling his leg back, he pressed it forward, into the softness of my thigh, and began to move his knee up and down against me.
I looked at his face. His blue eyes twinkled knowledgeably, and I could see his teeth through his open lips. He was almost nodding at me.
"Well," I said. "Continue."
He just stared at me. He put his hand down to his crotch. His began to rub his balls and cock through his pants. He watched my eyes follow his hand down. When my eyes did not pull away from the sight in shock, his grin broadened until it seemed it would crack his face in two. His squeezed his cock hard, lifting it through the pants, as if showing its length to me.
I did nothing but watch. It was his game. He had to make the move.
He did. Without a single word of acknowledgement from me, he reached across the space separating us, and slid his arm around me, pulling me close to him. He was that confident in himself. Here he was, making love to a woman twelve years older than he, and yet, he didn't hesitate for a single moment.
He drew my face to his. His mouth was open, and he forced his tongue between my lips. My mouth molded itself against him, and I accepted his tongue. It snaked into my mouth, bringing with it a hot, squirming fire that lashed against my own tongue, and licked at my teeth.
He kissed well. That same self-assured confidence pressed against my lips, rotating slowly, pressing down with just the proper amount of pressure and abandonment. I sensed his technique had been well perfected.
His hand moved to my breast. He had large hands, and his fingers tightened around my flesh with ease and sureness. For a moment I thought I felt his hand tremble as it touched my breast. I don't think he had realized that I hadn't worn a bra. His gaze had only discerned that I wasn't wearing any panties.
He squeezed my tit appreciatively, pressing the flesh down against my body, and moving his hand in small, rotating pressures. He pinched inwardly with his fingers and palm, catching the nipple against the material of my dress, and causing it to grow hard and stiff. He ran his index finger across the tip of my tit, brushing the erect nipple back and forth through the dress.
His tongue continued to move in my mouth, wetly, hotly.
I remained passive, allowing him to kiss and touch me.
I think he sensed this, and decided to make his own moves. He took his hand from my breast and picked up 'my hand. He brought our hands down to his crotch, and he wrapped my fingers around his erect cock. Then he put his hand back on my tit.
His cock was hard. And long. My fingers weren't passive as they pulled at his cock through his pants. I ran the palm of my hand down the length of his cock, from his belly to the tip. His cock was very thick, and I could feel the heat of his body generating up through the rough material of his pants. I squeezed down at his flesh, wrapping my fingers under the material so that I was holding his cock up, off of his body. I squeezed it again. It was as hard as a rock.
Encouraged, he began to unbutton the top buttons of my dress. His fingers moved steadily and surely down until he had me naked to my navel. He slipped his hand into the open dress, and continued his massage against my naked tits. His hands were cool against my hot flesh.
Without wanting to, I began to moan. Regardless of what I thought of his personality, he was good. The moans came out wetly, escaping from our open mouths and hot, wriggling tongues.
I could almost feel his confidence growing under my fingers. He pulled his lips from mine, and put his mouth down against my tits. He used the same slow, sensual kissing movement against my breast as he had against my mouth. Moving slowly, wetly, lashing his hot tongue across my nipples. I could feel his teeth biting into the flesh of my tit, grinding pleasurably down in small nibbles. I felt him suck my nipple up into his puckered lips. My tit tingled excitedly against the wet suction of his lips.
With the hand that had been on my breast, he moved it across my stomach, then down between my legs. He guided his hand slowly, allowing me to savor the intent of his movement. I parted my thighs to permit him entrance, and he slid his hand up under my dress, and touched the wetness of my naked cunt.
His fingers curled around the mound of my cunt. His hand rubbed against me, pressing upward. I heard the scratchy sound of my hair against his hand. The noise excited me.
He began to slide his middle finger up and down the slit of my cunt. The finger separated the thick outer lips, and began to play in the moist slickness between, spreading the wetness of my excitement up and down the length of my cunt.
He lifted his face from my tit. "Take my cock out," he commanded.
I fumbled with his zipper and pulled it down. His cock popped out, naked. At first I thought he had worn no underwear, but then I felt it under my hand. I realized that he had his cock pulled out of the slitted opening of his shorts. He had arranged it that way before he'd come here. He was that sure of himself.
I moved my hand up and down his cock.
He put his mouth back on my nipple, and began to circle his probing middle finger around the outside of my cunt hole. His finger was barely inserted into the hole, and he moved the tip of his finger around slowly, letting it squish through the wetness, pulling the entrance hole tightly and tautly with his rotating hardness. I found it excruciatingly exciting.

His cock was thick and long. I squeezed its round, uncircumcised head under my fingers, and I felt him tremble under the pressure. I pulled his balls free from his shorts, and they hung down the outside of his open zipper like twin sacks.
He inserted his tip of his finger into my cunt, down to the first joint, perhaps half an inch. He continued to move the finger in the same circle, stretching the lip of my cunt hole until I felt the trembling excitement of pleasure from the caress. I could feel the wetness of my body dribbling down against his finger.
"Suck my cock!" he said. He thrust his finger up into my box. His finger was long and hard, and I felt a swell of pleasure push outward from his jabbing movement. I felt the lips of my cunt clutch close involuntarily around his finger, catching the knuckles of his fist in the soft, outer thickness of my cuntal lips.
"Suck my cock!" he said again.
It hadn't been necessary for him to repeat it: I had every intention of sucking his cock. My mouth was watering in expectation of swallowing his long, thick hardness.
With his finger inside of my cunt and his lips back on my tit, I bent forward and put his cock in my mouth. I guided him in with my hand, still on his cock from before, pulling his thickness into the wet anticipation of my mouth.
His cock was hot in my mouth. I closed my lips against the sides of him, pressing the flat part of my tongue against the underside of the organ. I let my saliva dribble down his cock, and I began to pump my head up and down his length in a bobbing motion. I slid him down until I could feel the cool scrape of his open zipper against my lips. Wiry blond pubic hairs, standing stiffly out from between the open flap of his shorts, tickled my nose each time I slid down his cock and buried my face into his hot crotch.
His finger in my cunt became a piston. He pushed it in and out with a frantic tempo. I felt the walls of my passage way opening and closing around the bluntness of his pushing finger.
"Suck it, baby!" he moaned. "Suck out my come!"
I remembered then what I had told Lynda about the pleasures of swallowing come from a hot cock. The idea sounded exciting then, but now my cunt ached for a good fucking. Reluctantly, I pulled my lips away from his cock.
"Fuck me," I said. My eyes were closed, and my body was alive with raw sensation from his rapidly thrusting finger.
"What did you say?" he asked. Without looking, I knew he was smiling. "Fuck me," I repeated. "Say it louder� and better."
"Fuck me� please."
"Louder!" His confidence made me squirm. The supreme ego: the male with the golden cock. "FUCK ME!"
He slipped his hand from my cunt and began to undo the rest of the buttons. His hand was wet against my body. The dress fell loose, and I shrugged out of it. I was naked now.
He pushed me back on the couch. I lay flat, with one leg dangling off the couch, and the other up against the back cushions. My whole cunt was exposed to his view.
He leaned forward and began to lick at my cunt. His tongue was hot and he slid it into my box as though it were a wet cock. I felt him slide up inside of me.
"Fuck me!" I insisted.
He pulled his face up and looked down at me. I could see he wanted to continue.
"Fuck me!" I said again. "I'm going to come and I want to be fucked. My husband can eat me anytime. I want your cock!"
It swayed him. He first kneeled, then fell forward on top of me. His cock was red hot, and I felt him pushing it uselessly against my thigh. I reached down between us and took it in my hand. I guided his frantic thrusting into the fire of my cunt. He slid down and in.
"My god!" he said. "What a cunt! It's so hot! So hot!"
He pushed himself in and out of me. I could feel his pants against the nakedness of my thighs, and his balls kept on bouncing against my ass. His cock was like a red hot poker, and he slid it in and out, searing out the fires of my aroused box.
I tightened my cunt around his rod, squeezing down with all my might. I felt his cock throb, then shudder.
"I'm coming!" he moaned.
His orgasm was intense, just as his love making was. He came copiously, spilling his hot seed into the thirsting mouth of my cunt. His orgasm was different than Mark's: it was stronger, more passionate, vibrant, hotter. He shuddered as though he had palsy.
The very intensity of his orgasm precipitated my own coming. The hardness of his body, vitality of his youth, the burning fires that flooded from his cock, all made me recall my own youth, and the undulled peaks of exquisitely acute orgasm. My climax came crashing down and shattered in tiny pieces in my cunt.
I began to moan. Wave after wave of shuddering passion pumped through my body. My cunt was like a stuttering Up around his hot, throbbing cock, twitching in spasms of complete abandonment. He kept on pounding away at me, and it felt as though my cunt had exploded inside of me. It wasn't my cunt, it was my orgasm.
Later, as the waves of ecstasy diminished, and the fireworks of primary colors dimmed to cooler shades of pastel, I pushed him off my body, and he fell on the floor. He had been still pumping himself in and out of my exhausted cunt, and I could take the pleasure no longer. He lay on the floor on his back, with his mindless, insensitive cock unbent and still, poking proudly in the air, as stiff as it first went in.
"Lady," he moaned. "For an older woman-you're some piece of ass!"
Older woman! I thought, although I was sure that he had meant it as a compliment.
"How was I?" he asked. His ego, like his erect cock, was waving like a flag. He was so sure, so confident.
"You were good," I told him. It was the truth: he was good. "You're a good fuck."
I almost expected him to say "I know." Thankfully he didn't say anything at first. He pushed himself up on his elbows. With one hand he massaged his wet cock.
"When can I see you again?" he asked.
I looked at him. "Never."
He looked incredulous. "You have to be kidding, "I'm not. Don't ever come around here again. If you do, I'll call the police.".
He looked hurt, wounded. "Why?" he asked. "It was good, wasn't it?"
"It was good."
"I don't understand-"
I could see that he didn't understand.
Good, I thought. Maybe it will teach him a lesson. He was so confident, so sure of himself. Let him figure it out for himself.
"Put that thing away," I said, "and get out."
I left him sitting there on the floor, looking up at me, holding his cock in his hand. I put my dress on and walked away.



Chapter 6

I think I was dreaming about Ed Richards. I know I was dreamingj about some blond, young man with a large cock. Whomever it was, was standing nude over me with an enormous cock. In the dream, the cock was about a foot long. The man was jerking off with long, exaggerated strokes. He began to come, and he started to scream: "Suck it, old lady! Suck out my come, old lady!"
I was lying under the shower of his sperm, and I was naked. I was masturbating myself, and I had my mouth open and I was trying to catch the sperm in my mouth. I felt his come splashing against my tits and my belly, getting into my cunt hair and causing my fingers to keep slipping off my clitoris each time my orgasm grew close. It was frustrating. I felt myself growing closer and closer to an orgasm, but my fingers kept on slipping. I could feel the orgasm building, and building and build The dream vaporized. The alarm clock was ringing in my ears. I reached across the gulf of sleep and shut the alarm. I stared at the ceiling, remembering only the dream. It took me a moment to realize that I was holding my cunt.
I must have been masturbating in my sleep, I thought. The dream.
I rolled over. Mark was still sleeping. He was on his back, with his mouth open slightly. He was snoring lightly.
The dream had made me horny. I snuggled against Mark. He was sleeping soundly. I reached down his belly and wrapped my hand around his cock. He had a hard-on in his sleep. I began to jerk him off. He stirred once, but continued to snore.
I scrunched under the covers, wriggling my body down to the foot of the bed. Then I crept upward between Mark's legs. I took his cock in my hand and began to suck it. I jerked him off as I sucked.
His cock smelled musky and sweaty, and tasted stale. I could smell the dank, fish-like smell of his balls each time I drew my face near his crotch. The blankets kept the odor down, against his body. He smelled like sex.
Mark's cock slid in and out of my mouth. His cock was hard with the night's sleep and the building pressure of his full bladder. I slid my tongue back and forth across the head of his cock as I sucked, applying as much wet friction as I could.
Mark began to react. He started to moan and grumble. He tried to lift his legs and pull away, but the pressure of my arms and head prevented him. I held him in place and sucked on his cock.
"Uhmmmm!" Mark moaned. "What-"
I felt his hands clutching at my head, holding my face down against him. He opened his thighs and pulled them up, bending them at the knees.
"Oh, Wendy!" he said. Sleep slurred the words. "Good morning!"
I continued to slurp on his cock. I bounced my head up and down, taking his full length into my mouth with each downward swallow. I moved my head rapidly, simulating a fuck with my mouth in place of a cunt
"Christ!" he moaned. "You'll make me come that way!"
Mark began to hump his hips up against my face, lifting his ass, and crushing his stomach and cock against my face. His hands tightened around the back of my head.
I felt his hands moving away from my head suddenly.
"I want to watch," I heard him say.
I felt the covers flip back. In the dim light of the gray bedroom, I could see Mark's naked body. Short black hairs curled up and down his thick thighs. I held his balls in my hands as I continued to suck his cock.
He put his hands back and held me in place.
"Good, Wendy, good!" he said.
That was about enough, I thought. I stopped sucking him and pulled my face away. My mouth was all wet from my own saliva.
"Fuck me," I said.
"Hummmm� with pleasure!" Mark moaned.
I moved to get up. That ruined it. Up to that point, I don't think Mark had been fully awake. My movement drew him out of his revery.
"Hey!" he said. "What time is it?"
"Time to get laid," I said hopefully.
"No, seriously. What time is it?"
I was up on my knees, with my thighs wrapped around one leg. I rubbed my wet cunt up and down Mark's trapped thigh.
"Forget the time," I said. "Make love to me."
"I wish I could, Wendy." He reached down and lifted me off his leg. "But I have a nine o'clock meeting, and I still have to go over my presentation."

"Fuck the meeting," I said petulantly. "Fuck the presentation."
I lay in Mark's arms.
"I wish I could, honey," he said. He kissed me lightly on the lips. "I'm sorry."
"Not as sorry as I am," I pouted. "I'm all shook up. I want to get laid."
"I'm sorry, hon," he repeated.
I turned away from Mark, momentarily angry. The anger would pass, I knew. And his reason had been justifiable in turning me down. But I was just so damn shook up!
Mark leaned over the bed and mussed up my hair. "I'll try to get away early tonight."
"Don't bother," I said.
He bent over and kissed me on the top of my head. "Leave me alone," I whined.
Mark turned from me and walked out of the bedroom. I heard his footsteps padding lightly across the cold morning floor, and I knew he was headed for the bathroom. He would go to the bathroom and shower and shave. For him, the morning was over.
I flipped back over and stared up at the ceiling. I usually went back to sleep this time of the morning. The kids didn't have to get up for an hour yet. Mark generally reset the alarm for me before he left for work.
I closed my eyes and tried to sleep. I knew it wouldn't be successful. Sleep eluded me. I was too aroused to go back to sleep.
I'll masturbate, I told myself. Somehow I felt by masturbating, I was punishing Mark: depriving him of my orgasm. That he had already turned down that privilege somehow didn't matter to me.
I threw the covers off of me, and I lay in the center of the mattress with my legs spread in a wide vee. I put my hand down to my cunt, and using my index and middle fingers, I began to masturbate myself. The feeling seemed dull and distant, yet I continued to move my hand mechanically, more out of habit than passion.
I cupped my left tit with my free hand and began to knead the flesh. My nipple jumped to attention, but the pleasure was vapid. I continued to massage the flesh anyhow. Masturbate and massage.
I closed my eyes to create a mood. In my mind I saw cocks and cunts, and people fucking, and me fucking men and women. But the faces were vague, and all the men seemed to resemble Mark.
I took control of my fantasies. I organized them and ordered them in my mind. I began to concentrate on them seriously.
First I thought of Ed Richards from yesterday. I recreated the whole episode in my mind, intensifying what I enjoyed about it, distorting and lengthening my favorite parts. A flicker of passion wove through my crotch, but then just as quickly vanished.
I thought again of Lynda, and her lovely, soft, youthful cunt. I parted its lips in my mind and I began to lick it all over again. I remembered that Bill had come inside of her. I tasted his clotted sperm again.
Then my mind jumped, and I pictured Lynda fucking Bill up the ass with the dildo. Only this time I was sucking Bill's cock, and he started to come in my mouth.
That almost worked. I felt the sensations growing in my cunt; the gradual building of pleasure that would end in my orgasm. The feeling grew slowly, but steadily. Then, just as it peaked, it slipped away, and I found myself mechanically jerking myself off again.
I opened my eyes. It was frustrating! I was so aroused, yet I couldn't concentrate. My body needed to come, but my mind wouldn't cooperate. I needed something to help me.
I was tempted to call Mark, but I knew that wouldn't work. He would only get angry.
I thought of Lynda, but then remembered that she wasn't even home.
Out of frustration, I leaned across to Mark's night table. His cigarettes were on top of it, next to his ashtray. Generally, I don't smoke, but I had to do something!
Behind Mark's lamp, folded in half, was a newspaper.
The Humper! I thought. Just the thing!
I propped up the pillow behind my head and turned on my lamp. I began to flip through the pages, concentrating mainly on the photos. I saw a lot of cunts, but very few cocks. Those cocks that I did see were limp. And there is nothing very sexy about a limp cock.
I tried reading the articles, but my mind kept on wandering. I'd get into something, then lose my place.
Then I remembered the ads. The personal ads, in the back of the paper. Bill had read some of them to me the other night. They were just what I wanted. They were short and crude, but they got right to the point.
I turned to the back pages and began to read. I folded the paper in half so that I would manage it with one hand, and I put my other hand back against my cunt. As I read, I masturbated.
I passed over the ones that didn't interest me: "Foot fetishist desires'�"

"Experienced models�"
"Bi Male� seeks other males for groovy times�"
Then I came to one that stimulated me: "Woman to perform oral sex on my wife. Must be between 18 and 40 and wear sexy panties."
The ad went on to say that the man's wife was twenty-seven years old, and had a forty-inch bust. There was a telephone number and an address.
I fantasized about that for a while. I imagined the woman in my mind. I was down between her legs, sticking my tongue up her cunt. I was on my hands and knees, and was wearing a pair of crotchless panties. The woman's husband was fucking me through the panties doggie-style while I ate his wife.
It began to work. The feeling grew and the vagueness faded. The fantasy became real. I began to feel the sensations I was imagining. My cunt grew wet. I could feel his cock reaming out my cunt, bringing me close to a climax. I could smell her cunt.
Quickly I inserted two fingers into my cunt, then withdrew them and smeared the wetness over my lips and nose. The fantasy grew more vivid. My legs stiffened, and I parted my thighs a little more.
I read further.
"Have cock loaded with hot come. Will shoot it in the right places. Your cunt, your ass, your mouth. Come ode, come all. Girls, women and couples. I'll fuck you in your home or in mine."
It was blunt and left little to my imagination. Raw sex. A man who wanted to get fucked.
I pictured him with a large cock, jerking off. I began to wonder whether men like that ever received any responses to their ads. I wondered whether any woman would answer?
Would I answer? I asked myself.
I felt my mouth grow dry at the thought. Answer a sex ad? Why not?
My fingers moved steadily against my cunt. My clit was hard, and it felt like a nub under my fingertips. I felt it slide and slip, grow hard, and send rushes of pleasure down into the valley of my cunt.
What kind of man would place an ad like that? I wondered. A hard up man? A sex maniac?
I quickly looked at the ad again, rereading it. My eyes scanned the body of the message rapidly, searching for the end. Disappointment stabbed through me when I saw there was no telephone number, only a Post Office Box.
I skimmed through several more ads. My hand continued to move against my cunt, and my excitement grew. My cunt began to make squishing sounds from the rapidity of my moving hand.
Then I found it. I read the ad aloud:
"Swinging thirty-year-old bachelor wants to hear from all chicks: single, divorced or adulteresses. I have my own pad. I am well hung, and I know how to use it. French and Greek cultures. Please contact Anthony Salerno, 351 McGraft ave., New York, N.Y. Or call Tx9-8976."
I stopped masturbating. I listened. I could hear Mark hj the bathroom. He was turning on the shower. I waited until I heard the muted roar of the shower splashing against the glass door. I heard the shower door slide open then close again. I waited a few more minutes, making sure that Mark was safely in the shower.
Then I reached for the telephone.
I looked at the ad again, then dialed the number, calling off each digit aloud to myself. I heard the clicks and switches, and then the ringing of the phone.
I covered the receiver with my hand and looked toward the bathroom. The shower was still running.
A man answered the phone. "Hello?" he said. His voice was garbled and full of sleep.
"Hello," I answered. I was whispering into the receiver. "Is this�" I lost the name. I grabbed for the paper and found the ad. "Is this� Anthony Salerno?"
"Who is this?"
"Is this he?"
"Yeah�"
"You don't know me. My (name is Wendy Allen. I'm calling about your ad in Humper."
"Is this some kind of joke, lady?"
"No it's not-"
"You know, it's six o'clock in the morning!" he said. "I work nights�"

"I'm very sorry. I have to talk fast, my husband's in the shower, and he'll be out any moment."
He was silent for a moment. "So?"
"Well, I'm calling about the ad. I want you to fuck me.
"Are you putting me on?"
"No, I'm very serious. I'd like to meet you today. Preferably sometime this morning."
"You sure this isn't a gag?"
"Look, mister! What do I have to do? Shove the receiver up my cunt before you believe me?"
"Okay, lady. I'm sorry. It's just so early in the morning. I get so many crank calls-"
"I understand," I said. "Look, I'm kind of in a hurry. I don't want to get caught on the telephone. My husband will be out any second."
"Sure lady. What can I do for you?"
"I'd like to meet you. Is this morning all right?"
"This morning will be great. What time?"
"I'm not sure. It depends on which train I catch into the city. But sometime this morning."
"Okay. I'll be here all morning."
"Let me see. Yes. How can I get to your apartment from the Long Island Railroad?"
"I got an idea, lady. You come into the city first, then call me from the railroad. I'll be home all morning. I'll give you the directions then."
"Still don't believe me, do you?"
"Jes! Don't get me wrong�"
"Okay," I said. "Settled then. I'll call you when I'm in the city."
"Fine."
"Just one more thing, Mr. Salerno-"
"Call me Tony."
"In the ad, Tony, it says that you're well hung. Just how well hung are you."
"You mean my�"He hesitated. "Yes. Your cock. How big is it?", "Nine inches."
I was silent this time. "Wow!" I finally whispered.
"See you later," he said.
"Good-bye."
I hung up the receiver. Then: Damn it! I'd planned to tell him I was masturbating. I forgot to tell him.
Well, never mind, I thought. I can tell him later this morning.
When Mark reentered the bedroom, he found me up and dressing.
"What are you doing. Wendy?" he asked.
"Just getting dressed," I told him. "I feel like going into the city today. Do a little shopping."



Chapter 7

"Come on in," Tony Salerno said.
I stood in the doorway for just the briefest of seconds before I entered the apartment. I was rather surprised at the way he looked. I was expecting some kind of seedy, slobbering deviate or-toothless old man. But Tony Salerno was neither. He was a rather plain looking, almost handsome man, with dark eyes and long black hair. He was clean shaven, and wore a white shirt and black pants. About the only obvious thing wrong with him was that he was about fifteen or twenty pounds overweight. A little paunch hung out over his belt, making his body seem to lean forward. "Come on in," he repeated when I hesitated. "I ain't going to hurt you-."
I smiled wordlessly at him and stepped into the apartment.
Again to my surprise, the apartment wasn't what I imagined. In the ride over in the cab, I had envisioned the apartment as dark and gloomy, filled with dirt and garbage, with drunks in the hallways and rats rummaging in garbage cans. My spirits lightened when I saw the cab turn down a quiet, tree-lined street of oneand two-family houses. It reminded me of my old neighborhood, and Tony Salerno seemed to remind me of the neighborhood butcher.
The apartment was clean and well lighted, with rugs on the floors and a welcome mat in front of the door. I expected to find lace doilies on the arms of the chairs and under ashtrays when he ushered me into the living room. I was only vaguely disappointed when they were not there.
"Did you have a nice trip over?" he asked. "Found the place right away?"
"Yes, thank you. The cab came directly here."
It was beginning to remind me of a social call rather than a sexual assignation. Perhaps I had misjudged him. Perhaps all he was, was a lonely, slightly overweight bachelor. He certainly didn't look like a lover.
"Jesf he said suddenly. "I'm sorry. Would you like a drink or something? I know it's early. Maybe a beer? Or coffee?"
"No, thank you," I said. I sat down on the sofa, quite properly, he sat across from me in one of the two armchairs in the living room.
We stared at each other in an awkward silence for a moment or two. I smiled at him, and he smiled back at me.
We both began to speak simultaneously. We laughed, then were silent again.
"What were you going to say?" I asked.
"I was just going to ask you what your name was," he said. "I forgot."
"Wendy. Wendy Allen."
Another silence.
I pushed myself. "Have you had much� success with your ad?"
"Pretty good. Mostly couples. I have a girlfriend who likes to swing. We usually team up together and visit with married couples."
That made him sound less like a butcher.
"Decided to free-lance on your own?" I asked.
"No," he explained. "I've always done this. It's a good way to get to meet people. Women."
He seemed to be warming. At least he could carry on a conversation. There seemed to be a great deal more to Tony Salerno than met the eye. Perhaps he was a lover after all.
"I bet you get a lot of crank calls."
"Hundreds. But you got to expect that when you place an ad about sex. Mostly guys calling up. Sick guys who like to talk dirty and jerk off. Get some kind of kick out of it, I guess."
I remembered the call Mark had made to that man. He had been masturbating, Mark said.
"Then you get the queers," Tony continued. "Once they see that you're well hung, they're worse than hot virgins after your cock. I had this one queer call me up, begging to suck my cock. He even offered to pay me. I had to threaten to smack him around if he kept on calling, he got to be such a pain. He'd even call when I had women here! He'd beg to suck me off while I was eating the woman, or he'd ask to rim me while I was fucking her. He was a crazy son of a bitch."
My mouth fell open. I hadn't expected his personality to broaden so suddenly! Had I been so imperceptive in judging him?
Then I noticed that Tony was smiling, and I realized the everything-the house, the way he dressed, the innocence he projected-was nothing but a subtle sham! A way of relaxing his guests and catching them off guard. That way he could overwhelm them with his sexuality-for his conversion from naivete to raw sophistication was so sudden and unexpected that it knocked the wind out of you. It was good, well-thought-out psychology.
I smiled back at Tony Salerno. "Do you get many women to call?" I asked.
"Enough. Mostly just curious women. Women who don't believe the ad is real. Then you get young girls who get all hot over talking dirty. And you get the horny women who masturbate while they are talking to you. You get a lot of that."
I felt myself blushing. His grin broadened.
"Yeah. Mostly housewives home alone. They get tired with kids and cleaning and husbands who don't pay any attention to them any more. They sit around and talk to women all day. They watch soap operas. Then in the afternoon they start to get hot, so they usually masturbate. They think about sex, but they're afraid of doing anything about it. So they masturbate and fantasize."
I thought of Lynda.
"Sometimes they call me or men like me. They talk sexy, talk about sex. Tell how much they like to fuck and get fucked. How they love to suck cocks. But all the while, they're masturbating-fingering their cunts or shoving a dildo up themselves. They're so afraid to go any further than that."
"Not all women are like that," I said.
"No. Some of them will make the step to do something with their lives. But not as many as you think. For every ten obscene calls I get from women, maybe I get to see one in person."
"Obscene calls?" I asked. "Why do you say that?"
"What would you call it when a woman you never met before calls you up and asks you how big your cock is?"
I remembered my conversation from this morning. I had asked him that very question.
"Are the conversations really that bad?" I asked.

"I'll show you. I have this one woman who calls me up regularly. She won't come to visit me, but she will make obscene calls to me. She tells me right out that she's masturbating. She's even asked me to participate with her over the phone. You know, masturbate while she's doing it to herself. She tells me she has a couple of regular men she calls who'll accommodate her that way. Jerking off over the telephone! How sterile can sex get!"
Tony stood up. Automatically my eyes zeroed in on his crotch. I was looking for a hard-on.
"Come on inside," he said. "I'll show you what I mean."
I hesitated.
"You did come to get rucked, didn't you?" he said. "You shouldn't feel self-conscious about entering my bedroom. That's why you're here, isn't it?"
"I'm sorry. You're right." I stood up and followed Tony into his bedroom. The room was a revelation. It was different from the rest of the apartment. It was wild and modern, with a round black shag rug in the center of the room. The bed was also round, just barely smaller than the perimeter of the rug, and it was covered with a stark white, shaggy bedspread. The bed was further decorated with black-and-red throw pillows thrown carefully but selectively against the white background. The furniture was a rich dark walnut, and there was a bookcase set against one wall. An expensive stereo sat on one of the shelves. An orange-and-black-and-white nonobjective painting hung over the bed, and the chain lamps-round white globes of diffused light-hung from the ceiling.
The room was like Tony Salerno's personality, his alter ego-hidden secrets under an unassuming exterior.
"Nice," I heard myself say. I hadn't wanted to be surprised, but the reaction slipped out.
"Thank you," he said. He had his back toward me, and he was walking toward the stereo. I could tell, though, that he was pleased with my reaction. After all, the whole setup had been geared to provoke just such a reaction.
"Music?" I asked. I had noticed a comfortable-looking black leather chair with chrome arms and legs. I made my way to it and sat down, facing the stereo.
"Something better-a tape recording," he said. He switched the machine on. "Listen."
I sat back in the chair.
"Hi, Tony," I heard a female voice say.
"Hi, Barbara. What are you doing?"
"Masturbating."
"What, again!"
"I can't help it, Tony baby! My pussy gets so hot sometimes I just can't keep my hands away from it."
"What are you using this time?"
"A cucumber."
"You're crazy�Why don't you buy yourself a regular rubber prick? Or better-a real one."
"This is so much better, Tony baby� it's different. Exciting. Always something new� different shapes
"Why don't you get different guys? With different-sized cocks?"
"Because you can't eat a cock for dinner. But you can eat a cucumber. You don't know how uncontrollably erotic it is to watch John eat something unknowingly after I've used it! I can almost come again just watching him bite into the cucumber�"
"Wow! You're really fucked up, Barbara!"
"Talk dirty to me, Tony. I'm putting it up now."
"How the hell can you shove a cucumber up your cunt? You must have some pussy!"
"I use Vaseline, of course! I just coat one end, then slide it up�"
"Hell, Barbara! If you can take a cucumber, you can probably take my whole cock!"
"Ooooh! That's it-talk dirty!"
"You're era-"
"Ooooww!"
"What's the matter?"
"It hurts! It's so big!"
"How the hell are you doing it?"
"I'm on my back� uhhmm!� with my legs up. I'm pushing it in now. Oh, Christ! That's great!"
"You got it in you?"
"Oh, all the way, baby! All the way in my cunt! In and out like a fuckin' fat cock!�"
"Jesus!"
"Oh, Christ, Tony! It's so good� so good! In and out of my cunt! Christ! It's getting good. I'm going to come, Tony! I'm going to come-"
The words stopped. I looked at Tony. He was standing before the stereo. He had shut it off. This time he did have a harden. I could see it through his pants. A long, fat lump.
"That was Barbara," he said. "She's the woman who makes obscene calls to me." I was silent.
"I decided to record one. Quite erotic, isn't it."

It was. My pants were wet, and my nipples were hard against my bra. I was aroused, and he hadn't even touched me yet.
"She's some woman," I said. "She sounds sick."
"Maybe she is. I don't pretend to know."
Subtle put-down, I thought.
"Did you ever meet her?" I asked.
"No. The telephone is her thing. She's an exhibitionist."
Then he made his first sexual move. He put his hand down and squeezed his cock.
"I don't know about you," he said, "but that kind of puts me in the mood."
He unzipped his pants and pulled out his cock. The move was so abrupt, so unexpected, that it was erotic. I found myself staring at his enormous organ.
He slid his fist up and down the length of his cock. At nine inches long, his cock looked more like a small leg. It seemed twice that length. It was as thick as a wrist, and it stood away from his body like a flagpole. Its color was deep red, and it was circumcised. Tony moved his hand up and down, slowly, savoring the pleasure he provided himself.
"Feel free to 'liberate' your body in any way you desire," he said. His hand continued to move.
"You're not much of a romantic," I said. "No buildup, no preliminary fondling. No kissing."
"I thought you came here to fuck."
"I did."
I stood up and unbuttoned my blouse. I pulled it off my shoulders. Then I unzipped my skirt and stepped out of it. I was in my bra, panties, and pantyhose.
"Continue," Tony said. His eyes had widened, and he smiled appreciatively..
I pulled the straps of my bra from my shoulders, pulling my arms out as the straps came down. My bra fell forward slightly, away from my tits. I pulled it down and pulled it around so that the snaps were in the front. I unhooked the snaps and threw the bra on the black-and-chrome chair.
The air felt strange on my naked breasts. My flesh began to tingle, and the nipples grew even harder.
"Very nice," Tony whispered. "Beautiful shape." His eyes rolled slowly across my body. "Very nice."
I rolled my pantyhose down my legs, catching my panties and making sure that they didn't come down with the hose. I pulled them from my feet and dropped them in a heap on the floor. I stood erect, my tits dangling freely, swinging slightly back and forth from bending. I placed my hands on my hips and looked at him, knowing what an excitingly erotic picture presented standing there wearing only my panties.
"Why don't you come over here," he said. "Sit next to me.
I walked across the room towards the huge, round bed. Tony was sitting on the edge, still fondling his gigantic prick. I sat next to him.
"Feel free to 'liberate' your body in any way you desire," I said.
He laughed. "Touche."
But he did more than that. He stood and unbuttoned his shirt. His body was quite hairy, with thick black hair growing up and down his arms, belly, and chest. His paunch hung over his belt, and his cock stuck out of his open zipper.
"Pants, too!" I mocked.
He nodded, then undid his belt. The top snap on his pants came free, and the pants opened. He wasn't wearing anything under the pants. His legs and crotch were, if possible, even more hairy than his upper body. He stepped out of his pants and was naked.
Suddenly we were kissing. No words, no indications. Our bodies just came together like two magnets. His arms tightened around me, and his mouth opened to swallow my tongue. I could feel his cock pressed body against my thigh.
I grabbed his throbbing erection, and my fingers burned. I've never felt flesh so hot or hard in my life. My fingers were insatiable. I ran them up and down his endless length, my fingers trembling at the experience. I squeezed down at him, but the organ was unaffected. It was like squeezing a steel bar-a very hot steel bar.
Tony's hands moved down inside my panties. His fingers went around the mound of my cunt, and expert touches and rubs began to apply themselves against my clitoris. His hand felt like no man's hand has ever felt before on me. There was none of that stiffness, the awkward selfishness with which men often move their fingers. It was like my own hand-sensitive of the feeling, aware of the pleasure it was arousing.
I began to moan. Tony's tongue was working in my mouth-lashing, touching, caressing, writhing against my tongue and setting my mouth on fire. My head felt as though it were spinning, and I felt dizzy with excitement He was crushing my tits with his hard fingers.
I squeezed the head of his cock. It was the only part ' of that unreal organ that reacted to my touch. I felt the flesh deflate under my closing hand, the blood rushing down the length of his organ in a warm flush. Then the head began to grow again, refilling, enlarging and growing hotter right in the palm of my hand.
Tony's finger slipped up into my cunt. I could feel the stiff hardness of his finger pushing up between my cuntlips and into the sweltering wetness of the canal. My cunt was on fire, and the muscles of the passageway tightened around his finger, heightening my pleasure at the thrusting hardness.
We fell back on the bed. Tony rolled on top of me, placing his cock between my legs. He pulled his hand from my cunt and pulled the elastic top of my panties down. I raised my hips, and I felt him slide them over my ass: He pulled them down about six inches-just enough to expose my cunt.
I pulled his cock up towards my cunt. Tony lifted his body on his knees and slid forward. I felt the tip of his cock slide across the bunched material of my panties.
Then I felt a burning hardness pressed up against the outside of my cunt. It was his cock.
I tightened my thighs around his enormous thickness. I felt the full length of his cock resting against my cunt, from the tip of my clitoris, down between my legs, until the hot crown of the organ was crushed against the softness of my ass.
I pressed up against him, humping my cunt around his cock. I felt the sides of the organ push apart the lips of my pussy and ass, and the cock pressed even more intimately between my legs. The lips of my cunt opened and closed around his organ as he began to slide the length up and down between the dribbling wetness of my body.
I wanted to fuck right away. My cunt was almost aching to have that fantastic hardness buried inside of it. I wanted to feel him slide up; I wanted to feel the lips of my cunt stretch apart to swallow his size.
I tried to put him inside of me. I raised my hips and pulled his cock up. I ran the tip through the wetness of my cunt, pushing my body upward each time the head was near the opening.
"Not yet," Tony whispered in my ear. "Take it slowly."
He took his cock from my hand and rested it flat on my belly. I felt it stretch up from my cunt almost to my belly button. It felt like a thick, hot log against the cool skin of my stomach.

"Lay back," he said. "Relax."
I did.
Tony wriggled himself up my body on his knees. I felt his giant cock sliding up against my skin. He placed his organ between my tits.
"Hold them together," he said.
I pushed my tits up, wrapping them around the thickness, and his cock was hot against the flesh. Tony began to hump himself in and out of the softness of my tits, fucking his cock against me.
I bent my neck forward and took the tip of his cock in my mouth. I opened my lips wide to accommodate him.
My lips puckered into a tight circle, and I pulled my teeth back away from my lips. I turned my mouth into a wet, hollow cylinder into which his cock slipped in and out.
I tightened my lips down against the sides of his cock, and I crushed my tits tightly together on his forward stroke. I wanted to lock him forever in my mouth. I wanted to taste the heat of his balls and let it dribble down my throat.
His cock slid back and away. On the next forward thrust, I loosened my lips' hold on his cock, and relaxed my mouth. As his cock thrust forward, I began to lick my tongue across the tip of his cock. I lashed the head in short, rapid licks, bathing his cock in a wet friction. Tony continued to pump himself in and out of the hollow softness between my pushed together breasts.
As he thrust forward, Tony leaned backward with one hand. I felt his fingers run across my belly and inch down my pubic mound. Two fingers came together, and he thrust them up inside of me in a sudden, swift move.
Ripples of pleasure ran up and down my body. Tony coordinated his pumping fingers with his thrusting cock. Whenever he pushed his cock forward through my tits and into my mouth, his finger was pulling back and out of my cunt. Whenever his finger pushed up into the bubbling pudding of my box, I felt his thick cock sliding back through the valley of my tits, robbing my tongue of his sexy sweetness. No matter which way he thrust or pushed or pumped, some part of my body was occupied with a fucking hardness. I felt my pleasure building higher and higher with his coordinated, multileveled attack against my body.
I felt Tony withdrawing his fingers, and I tried to close my legs and trap him against my cunt. But his hand pulled free of my thighs, and he shifted his weight sideways, to the middle of the bed. His arm rested stiffly in the fluffy whiteness of the bedcover, and he pulled at my body with his knees.. Passion so fogged my brain that I couldn't comprehend his intention at first.
"Sixty-nine," Tony said. "I want to suck your pussy."
I flipped over on my side. I rested my head on the inside of one of Tony's thighs, and I slipped my arm around his other thigh. I slid my face down his thigh until I was up against his balls. As I took his cock in my hand and guided it into my mouth, I lifted my own thighs, and felt Tony slide in between them until his open mouth was pressed against my cunt. I dropped my leg, and locked his face against my wetness.
His mouth was fantastic. His tongue was light and swift like a dagger. A touch, a lick, a nuzzle: caressing all the right places in all the right ways. His tongue was educated; it knew how and where to drive a cunt out of its inhibitions and transform it into a wild, quivering piece of tortured flesh.
I closed my eyes and plunged down on Tony's cock. My mouth felt ravaged by his size and thickness. I felt his enormity shove into my mouth and flatten my tongue against the floor of my mouth. The head of his cock scraped against my teeth, and I found myself breathing through my nose in order to swallow more and more of his length. My mouth grew greedy when I realized that more than half of him was still untasted, and I forced my lips further down his cock until he was pressed against the back of my throat, cutting off my breath.
His tongue slithered up into my cunt. It felt like a wet tickle, and it sent quivers of electricity through my cunt. I felt his open mouth pressed against the soft, hairy mound of my cuntlips: lips against lips in a deep, erotic kiss.
My mouth moved up and down his cock. My jaw ached from being held so widely open. His balls dangled in my face, and I could smell the raunchy, sexy odor of perspiration.
His tongue slid out and nuzzled tightly against my clitoris. The move was smooth and professional; not a stroke was wasted, not a sensation was left unattended. A finger slid into the openness of my cunt, then slipped out again before I had time to realize it had been in. The well-lubricated finger glided down the crack of my cunt until I felt it poking near the puckered tightness of my anus. I felt the wet finger prod the opening to relax, then the finger slid up inside of my body.
Sparks started going off in my cunt. A tongue against my clit and a finger in my ass!
I sucked his cock for all I was worth. I felt my orgasm building wildly and uncontrollably. With each wiggle of his finger, I felt my own pleasure heighten. My cunt shuddered against his mouth.
The finger pushed up-hard-sliding wetly into my ass until I-could feel the hard knuckle of Tony's hand pressed tightly against the cheeks of my ass.
That's when I started to come apart. My orgasm just exploded against his mouth. His tongue flattened against my clit like wet sandpaper, and he stroked it directly in wriggling, licking thrusts. Then he pushed the exploding bud down flat against the excited flesh of my cunt, and I thought I was going out of my mind!
I tried to moan, but my mouth was frustrated against the swollen thickness of his cock. My vision blurred, and my head seemed to lift off my shoulder. I heard cymbals crashing in my ears, and my thighs shook so intensely that I thought they would fall from my body.
The orgasm built and built, growing higher and higher. Each time I reached a peak of pleasure, he pushed my body further, and I would surmount another peak, and then again another, until I could go no higher without going insane from the intensity of the pleasure.
My whole body was coming: my thighs, my cunt, my mouth, my breasts! I ached all over from the pleasure. Even the softness of the bedcover made my flesh burn with shuddering desire.
And then, impossibly, it got better.
Tony began to come.
His cock began to tremble and sputter. I tightened my lips and drew my breath inward, creating a suction. I felt something moving thickly down my tongue, down the length of his cock until it burst from the hole in an exploding torrent of heat. The cock pumped into my mouth, and I felt a thick wetness spreading out across my tongue, between my lips, against my teeth, down my throat.
His cock continued to throb in my mouth, and his seed spilled like hot blobs of oil: jumping, bubbling, dancing across my tongue. My mouth was thirsting, and greedily I drank the fibrous, elixir until I felt myself growing drunk with sensuality.
It kept on coming and coming. Thick, rich blobs of hot come spilling out like water from a faucet into the open receptacle of my mouth. I sucked hard against his flesh, drawing the sperm out like a straw until nothing more was left to draw upon, and his cock was empty.
When Tony tried to withdraw his cock from my mouth, my lips automatically tightened around the cylinder of hot flesh. When I felt it sliding out, I closed my mouth around it, sinking my teeth into the flesh.
"Easy! Easy!" Tony whispered. He touched my face and I relinquished my hold on him. He slid out and fell over on his side, his knees bent up towards the ceiling.
My mouth was full of sperm and I wiped it with my hand and swallowed heavily.
"I'm sorry," Tony said.
Sorry! I couldn't believe my ears.
"I didn't mean to come in your mouth. But when you started to come, I just couldn't hold back. You have a wonderful mouth."
"Don't be sorry," I said.
"But I promised to fuck you."
"What time is it?"
Tony looked up. "Almost twelve."
"Don't worry," I said. "It's still early."



Chapter 8

I had given the children an early dinner after Mark's call, telling me he'd be late. I decided to-wait for him to eat rather than eat with the kids. I was in a good mood from this afternoon's get-together with Tony Salerno. My cunt ached so pleasurably from the reaming out his wonderful cock gave me, that the very idea of fucking with Mark would be anti-climatical. What a cock! Tony Salerno was a bachelor who could teach most husbands a thing or two about making love to wives.
I thought back to this morning, at how horny I'd been. Snuggling under the covers and sucking Mark's cock-and then have him put me off! I laughed lewdly to myself.
Good old Mark was probably coming home horny and guilty for turning me down.
I'll let him wonder why I'm no longer in the mood, I thought, feeling deliciously wicked. I rubbed my cunt through my dress. It was still sore.
I must tell Lynda about Tony, I reminded myself.
I heard the front door open.
"Hi, Daddy! Hi!"
"Hiya Dad!-Mom! Dad's home!"
"Hi, honey!" I called out. I checked the chicken in the oven. Almost done.
I heard Mark kiss the children, spend a few moments with them, then break away. A moment later, he entered the kitchen door. He seemed tired and haggard. He still had his jacket on, but his tie hung limp down the front of his shirt. The tie looked like him: lifeless and inanimate-just hanging there.
"Like a drink before dinner?" I asked.
"No." He walked over to the refrigerator, opened it, took out a bottle of coke. He took the cap from the bottle, and began to sip the soda.
"Use a glass!"
"I just wanted a little. I was thirsty."
"Have a hard day?" I checked the even again. Soon.
"A bitch."

"I'll bet."
"You upset, Wendy?"
"I thought you were going to come home early today? Or did you forget this morning?"
Mark didn't answer right away. He took his jacket off and folded it over one of the kitchen chairs. I was about to yell at him when he shook off my annoyance with a wave of his hand. He sat down in. the chair.
"I've got to talk to you about that, Wendy," he said.
"Can't it wait? Dinner's almost ready."
"I guess it can wait, but I want to get it out of the way now."
That sounded serious. I sat down at the table with him, expecting to hear the worst.
"I have to go to Chicago," Mark said.
"So-" Part of Mark's job meant that he had to travel occasionally. It never was a problem before.
"Next week," he said.
I was silent, not quite comprehending.
"Your birthday," he said. He grit his teeth and drew back his lips as though grimacing.
"You're going to miss my birthday!" I said, suddenly understanding. "Oh, Mark!"
"I can't help it. I'm sorry, hon."
"But Mark! My birthday!"
"What can I do?"
"Put it off. Go another week!"

"You know I can't do that-"
"But you promised. My birthday, Mark!"
"All right!" he said. He was getting annoyed. I could tell he was genuinely sorry, and I think that's what was bothering him. Men often get mad when they're frustrated. They don't know how else to react.
I was silent.
"Now just cut it out! I don't like it this way, but there is nothing we can do." I stayed silent.
"That's the way it is. There's nothing we can do about it." He tried to make the finality of the thing sound reasonable.
I didn't react. I just sat there, with my eyes glaring at him.
Guilt finally overcame his frustration. "I'm sorry," he said. "I really am, Wendy."
But I felt like a bitch. Disappointment was something I never learned to accept maturely. I was hurt and mad, and I blamed Mark. I know that was unreasonable, and it wasn't his fault. But I had to blame someone!
"I guess that means what we planned is off," I said bitterly.
"What do you mean?" he asked. My opening: "You know." The words came out icily cold.
"What do you mean?"
"Forget already?"
"Wendy, I really don't know-oh! You mean the hotel. Go away for the weekend!"
"Yes. Or was that just an empty promise, too?"
"No. Of course we'll go away! Next week. After I come home. I promise."
I lapsed into silence again.
Mark touched the side of my face and tried to lean forward to kiss me. I pulled my face away. I'd gotten to the point to where I'd accepted the disappointment, but still didn't like it.

"Don't be like that," Mark said. He tried to kiss me again. I turned my face and he kissed me on the cheek.
I tried one more possibility. "Could I come with you?" I asked.
"Oh, Wendy!" Mark said. Anguish filled the words. I could guess the answer from the way he had said my name.
"Well?"
"You know that'd be impossible. The company's paying for my fare. We can't afford-"
"Not even a birthday present?"
"That's unfair, Wendy."
"Of course it was: that's why I asked it."
"Look," Mark began. "Even if we could afford for you to come, there would be nothing for you to do. I have meetings, appointments, presentations to make. It's a business trip, Wendy!"
I was tempted to say-"What kind of business"-but I swallowed the sarcasm and kept it to myself.
Mark smiled. "I'm sorry, hon."
I was playing with the bread crumbs scattered across the kitchen table. I was rolling them around with the tip of my finger.
"Say." Mark said. His voice was bright and happy, as though everything was settled. "What's for dinner? I'm starved!"
Dinner!
"The chicken!" I exclaimed. I'd forgotten it.
I ran to the oven and threw it open. Burnt.
I couldn't help it. I just started to cry.
"Ah, come on, honey," Mark said. He held me in his arms. "Don't cry. Well eat out tonight."
The chicken! I thought. Does he really think I'm crying over the chicken!



Chapter 9

Thirty-six, I thought.
I lay in the dark bedroom staring up at the ceiling. I'll be thirty-six years old. Four years from forty. God! What happened to my life. What happened to all the things I was going to do? All the places I was going to go?
I turned over and looked at Mark. He had his back to me and he was snoring.
I thought about Fran and Kenny again. Only this time I didn't think about them with any sexual memories. They were just old friends from the past. Friends from when Mark and I were still young, and had our whole lives still to happen�
Jesus! I said to myself. I sound as if I'm going to die! I'm reacting to it as though my life was over all ready. I'm only going to be thirty-six. It's not the end of the world, for god sakes., Then why did it seem that way? Why is it depressing the shit out of me!
I wondered whether it was because I was going to celebrate the day alone.
No, I told myself. That's not it, although it must have something to do with it.
I started to think about Lynda. She's so young and naive! Guilty! She's got her whole life to live yet, and she wastes happiness on guilt. How foolish and wasteful. Life's too short for that. Thirty-six!

I looked around the dark room: at the furniture, the room, the house itself. I thought about Mark and the kids and the bills.
This is it, baby! I told myself. For the rest of your life-this is it.
I looked at the ceiling, then around to the walls. My eyes traveled from one wall to another. The room was like a cage. I felt trapped!
Thirty-six years old. The dreams are behind you now, I told myself. I was married, I had children and my own house. What else was there to want? What else was there to dream about? Keeping my health? Seeing my grandchildren?
Where did it all go? I wondered. The things you dream about and work for. Suddenly you have them all, and then what's left A big emptiness.
Thirty-six!
The realization was incredible! I've never thought of myself as thirty-six. Or thirty-five, or thirty-four, or even thirty! I've always thought of myself as a young girl� sixteen� twenty�
Now I'm a woman. A mother. A thirty-six-year-old woman.
The idea made me mad. I felt cheated! It seemed over before I had a chance to realize how important it was.
I wanted to run, get out of the house, escape somehow.

I stood up and walked back and forth in the silent bedroom. I felt age and anxiety creeping up and down my spine, chilling my blood.
I had to get away, I knew.
It had been Mark's idea, actually. He was still feeling guilty about the disappointment. "Go away for the weekend," he told me. "Leave the kids with your Mother and go see your sister, Gloria. Stay with her for the weekend. It will do you good to get away for awhile."
I'll do just that, I told myself in the dark room. I'll get away� but it won't be to my sister's house!
I'll leave the kids with Mom, I planned. Tell her I'm going over to Lynda's father's house. I'll tell her he's very sick, and I want to stay with Lynda. Help her out for the weekend. She'll believe me. She'll understand.
Then, without the kids or Mark or this house, I'll be free! At least for this weekend, I'll be free!
Mark's idea was a good one-spend my birthday in the city at a hotel. Breakfast in bed. All kinds of breakfasts. I'll celebrate alone. Happy birthday, Wendy!
I smiled to myself in the dark. Well, I thought. I won't be celebrating my birthday completely alone�
I laughed out loud.
"Huh! What was that?" It was Mark. I'd awakened him.

"It's me, honey," I said. "I can't sleep. Just restless, I guess."
"Why don't you take a pill or something." A pill. "I don't think a pill will help," I said. "Well, come on back to bed then," he said. "It's late. I have to catch a plane in the morning."
"Okay."
I sat on the edge of the bed for a moment, thinking. I was thinking about Ed Richards, the boy from the magazine company. That confident, self-assured sonofabitch! I hated him for a moment.
I slid under the covers, over next to Mark. His body was warm, and I snuggled against him. He put his arm around me and held me tightly in his half-sleep.
"Mark," I said.
"What."
"Am I still pretty?"
"What?-Oh, Jesus, Wendy!"
"Am I?"
"Go to sleep, please! It's late!"
I pulled myself from Mark's arms. I turned away from him and stared out across the dark bedroom, listening to the soft burning of his snores.



Chapter 10

At about ten minutes after six Friday night, I checked into the Park Westmore Hotel.
I'd taken the 4:27 into Penn Station and took a cab uptown to the hotel. Before I'd left home, I had called and made a reservation for myself, and I charged the room on my Diners Club card. That was one advantage in paying all the bills yourself-it was fairly easy to hide something like this from Mark. I signed into the hotel, and a bellhop carried my one suitcase up to the room. I gave him a dollar tip, and he carried my suitcase into the room and placed it on the bed. He smiled, accepted the dollar, and left the room, closing the door behind him.
The room wasn't bad. At least it was fairly large. There was a huge double bed set against one wall, and it occupied most of the space in the room. Across from the bed there was a television. Across from the door, against the far wall, there was a sofa with end tables on either end. Two matching lamps were on the end tables. Behind the sofa there was a solid wall of olive green draperies, somewhat faded in color, and I guess that they covered the windows. In the near corner of the room, there was a single chair. The chair was cheap-looking mod ern-with stripes of brown and black foam cushions supported by thin wooden slats. The chair matched the sofa.
I walked over to the bed and sat down. The mattress was soft and cushy. The pillows were hard. I slipped off my shoes and rubbed my feet against the thick green rug that covered the floor. Across from where I was sitting was the entrance. There was a door on either side of the entrance. One, I was sure, was a closet, and the other had to be the bathroom.
I got up and walked across the room. Closet and bathroom. There were about twenty-five wire hangers in the closet. Plenty of towels and soap in the shower.
I went back over to the bed and lay back on the mattress. I felt my body sink into the softness.
It felt so strange! I felt so free!
It was as though I were a different person, I realized. As though I had no past nor any future. I was a disembodied spirit-without roots or a destiny. I was not a mother nor a wife nor a friend. I was just a woman.
No one knew me, or my husband, or my children, or anything at all about me. I was renewed. I had another chance to relive my life-to recapture some of the fragmented pieces that had slipped by me without my realizing. Even for one weekend, I had a chance to live again.
I stared at the ceiling for a long while. It felt so odd to be there, in a hotel in New York, by myself. After being married for fifteen years, after being a mother, this was the first time that I could remember being alone. I savored the rich luxury of the moment-a moment without responsibility or limitations. I had no dinner to make, no house to clean, no husband to please, no bills to pay, no problems to worry about.
I was free!
"Fuck thirty-six!" I said. "Fuck it!" I kicked my legs up in the air. I felt like a young girl again! I was dizzy and giddy from the excitement. I sat up. The room didn't seem drab green and empty.
It was alive and happy-a ballroom, and it was my coming out party.
I flipped open my suitcase and began to remove the few things I had packed. A change of clothing for tonight and tomorrow. I had nothing for Sunday. Perhaps I wouldn't wear anything on Sunday. Perhaps Pd run around naked!
Mostly I had packed lingerie: underpants and bras-sexy panties and tipless bras so that my nipples stuck out of the ends exposed. Flimsy nightgowns and see-through bikini panties with red fringe around the legs and crotch. My cunt was growing wet with the hundreds of possibilities that flitted through my imagination. And each of the possibilities was a real one, for I knew I was by myself in this, with no past or future to inhibit my decisions. I could do what I wanted; fuck whomever I wanted, and know that on Monday I could go home with a clear conscience. I was going home to celebrate my thirty-sixth birthday!
I finally caught my breath, and the room stopped dancing around me. I took three deep breaths and stood up. My knees still were weak.
Get started, I told myself. Ifs going to be a long night.
The first thing I did was order dinner. While I was waiting for Room Service, I took a shower. I answered the door in a nightgown and watched the man's eyes bug out as he brought the tray into the room.
"Put it by the bed," I told him, smiling.
I gave him another dollar as a tip, but I think it was unnecessary. He couldn't take his eyes from my tits. When he left, he had a hard-on. I guess that should have been tip enough.
I ate slowly, savoring the food. When I was finished, I called the desk and asked them to ring me at 10:30. I figured an hour would be enough to dress and get made up in.
I lay back on the bed.
You better get to sleep, I told myself.

I had a long, hot night planned for myself.
It was exactly 11.30 when I left my room. I was 103. dressed in my purple and white print dress. The dress fit tightly around my breasts, then flared widely out from my waist It was very short, and I'd worn no panties under it. I could feel the cool tickle of the air licking itself against the naked openness of my cunt. It felt exciting!
If Mark could only see me now, I thought He never permitted me to wear this dress outside of the house. In truth, it wasn't even a dress. It was the top piece of pants outfit. You could wear the top alone as a dress, but it was very, very short: a mini-mini.
I could imagine how Mark would react if he knew that I not only wore the top as a dress, but I was wearing it with nothing on under it! Naked! Absolutely stark, fucking naked!
I walked down to the elevator and pushed the button.
I'd finally decided how I was going to spend the night. It came to me while I was just falling asleep for my nap. What a perfect way in which to celebrate my first night of independence.
I was going to be a prostitute.
I was going to go out on the street and pick up the first man who propositioned me. I was going to fuck with him and take his money.
The choice of being a prostitute was somehow fitting to my sudden independence. What better role could a woman choose to act out her liberation than that of a woman who sold for a profit what other women gave away.
The elevator arrived, and I rode it down to the lobby. I walked through the lobby to the main entrance on Seventh Avenue. I went through the double set of glass doors and stood for a moment on the sidewalk in front of the hotel. I felt suddenly so odd, so lightheaded and giddy. I had the strangest feeling that I was floating.
The wind blew and billowed up my dress, nestling its cold caress between my thighs and licking at my cunt. I felt my cunt hair shiver from exposure, and bumps of excitement ran up and down my thighs from the intimate fondling wind.
My flesh was alive-on fire. I tingled all over and felt uncontrollably excited by the perversity of what I was doing. I felt dirty. Wonderfully, excitingly, sensually dirty!
The lips of my cunt actually quivered with anticipation, and I could feel a trickle of wetness sliding down the interior walls of my cuntal canal. My clit had grown hard and firm, and felt like a burning coal jammed between the lips of my pussy. I felt the flesh of my cunt rub against my clit as I walked. With each step that I took, I felt as though I were masturbating myself. I knew if I so much as squeezed my thighs together, I would probably start to come right there, on Seventh Avenue, in front of the glass doors of the Park Westmore Hotel.
I walked slowly down the block, towards the bright lights further down the Avenue. I stood on the corner of the hotel's block, waiting for the light to change. I was aware of the crowds; of the men staring at me; of the women who were giving me a jealous once-over. All their eyes added to-my excitement, and made me feel as though I were on exhibition or up for sale.
A young boy and his girlfriend walked past me. Two pairs of eyes nearly fell from their sockets. They seemed hypnotized by my presence.
"She is!" I heard the boy say. His voice was thick with country or South.
The girl covered over her mouth, but I could clearly hear her words. "Oh, you're crazy! You're just saying that."
The pair halted about ten feet away from me. They were standing against the side wall of the hotel. They seemed huddled in conference, both amazed and doubtful.
My cunt shuddered, because I knew what they were talking about! They were talking about me!
"I am!" I called out to the boy in a voice loud enough for both of them to hear. "Tell your girlfriend that I am."
The boy's face paled, and his jaw dropped open. His girlfriend began to tug on his arm. "Let's go, Drexi!" she whispered. "Come on, let's go!"
I crossed the street. My head was spinning. I felt bigger than life. I couldn't believe that it was happening to me!
But then, of course, it wasn't happening to me. Wendy Allen was at home, in her house, watching her kids, making love to her husband.
And I wasn't Wendy Allen any longer�
About halfway down the next block, I got my first proposition. I had stopped in front of an all-night delicatessen, and I was looking in the window at the pictures of the Hollywood celebrities. I became aware of a man walking up to the window, standing right next to me. My mouth grew dry and my heart was pounding like crazy in my chest. My palms were wet, and I clenched my fists closed.

"Hello," he said.
I turned my eyes toward him. I tried to say something, but my throat constricted, and nothing came out.
"You waiting for someone?" he asked. He was a rather short guy, with dark eyes and short brown hair. Slight of build, with straight, even features. I judged he was about thirty-three or four.
"Depends," I said. My lips were trembling.
His face seemed torn with indecision. "You� uh� maybe want to� go out?"
I stared at him. Cool, I told myself. Be cool.
"Depends," I repeated. He must have thought I was either very hard, full of clipped terse attitudes, or thought I was semiliterate. That's how I felt, leastways.
"You know, you're kind of� attractive," he said. I didn't know who was having the worse time-he or I. "Thank you."
He smiled. "Maybe go for a drink or something?"
"If I go anywhere," I said, "it won't be for a drink!" Wow! Was that me talking? He smiled boldly now. "I got about twenty dollars.
Maybe we could have a good time."
I appraised him coldly. "Twenty-five."
He weighed the price. "You suck?" he asked. "For twenty-five, I want to get sucked, too."
"That depends." I had gotten into a rut with that word.
"Depends on what?"
"On how big your cock is."
He smiled broadly now. "Don't worry about that," he said. "I ain't had no complaints."
"Nice to hear." I looked down slowly at his crotch, letting him follow my line of vision. He had his hands thrust in his pockets, but he couldn't hide his hard-on. It was like a lump in the front of his pants.
"Looks like you're ready," I said, looking again at his face. He seemed to be salivating.
"You're all right," he said. "No hard shit with you."
I didn't know exactly what he meant, but considering his smile, I accepted the words as a compliment.
"I never seen you around here before," he said. "You new?"
"Sort of."
"You'll make out good. You're a good-looking piece. Classy."
My ego swelled, and the knocking of my knees calmed somewhat "Thanks."

"What's yer� name?"
I considered for a moment. "Carol," I said. "Carol Taylor."
Why not? At least for this weekend, Wendy Allen was dead.
"My name's Jack." He didn't offer a last name.
"Okay, Jack," I said. "My hotel's down the street. The Westmore. Room 1109-"
Jack held his finger up to his lips. "Carol," he said. He was whispering. "You're a sportin' girl."
"What do you mean?"
He nodded his head to a car behind us parked against the curb. There was a man sitting in the car. "My nephew."
I stared at the boy. Blond hair, worn long. Rather good looking. About twenty or so.
"He's getting married next week," Jack confided. "I told him I'd take him out, you know what I mean."
I wasn't sure.
"How about taking the both of us on� together?" he asked. "Be wild! Something for the boy to remember."
So this is what happened on bachelor parties. "Twenty-five for him, too," I said.
I stared at the boy. He gave me a quick, furtive glance, then turned away. "
"Of course," Jack agreed.
"No rough stuff," I warned. I didn't mind getting fucked, but I didn't want to get hurt.
"Of course not!" Jack said. "What do you think I am-a pervert!"
"Okay."
Jack smiled. "I'll follow you."
"No. Wait about five minutes, then come up. Room 1109."
Jack nodded. "Sure thing."
I walked away slowly, my head spinning. My legs felt like rubber.
Two! I kept on drinking. Two men!
My wildest fantasy was about to become a reality. I pushed open the glass doors of the Westmore. My hand was shaking.
Two!



Chapter 11

I had just managed to get back to my room and urinate and straighten the room slightly before I heard a light knock on the door.
"Carol?" I heard a voice whisper. "Carol?" I opened the door and peeked out It was Jack and his nephew.
"Come on in," I said. I opened the door only enough for them to slip in one at a time. Then I poked my head out into the hallway and made sure that no one had followed them. The hall was empty.
Jack was standing behind me when I closed the door. His nephew was standing silently next to him, and he looked self-conscious and ill at ease. He was staring at the bed.
My knees were trembling, and my heart was in my throat. I suddenly no longer felt in any way sexual. All I kept thinking was that I was crazy; that I had finally lost my mind.
What am I doing? I asked myself.
"Hi, boys!" I said out loud. The words came out so casually that they sounded sincere. I had surprised myself even.
"Hiya, Carol," Jack said.
"Hello," his nephew coughed.
"Come on in," I said. I led them into the bedroom living room. My knees were shaking as I moved. We all stood around, in front of the bed, feeling self-conscious and awkward. "Sit down," I told them.
Jack sat on the edge of the bed. and I walked over to the sofa, facing him. His nephew hesitated a moment, then walked over to the sofa and sat down. He scrunched himself up against the arm, pulling his body as far away from mine as he could. I felt contaminated.
"Well." Jack was smiling. He was the only one of us who apparently wasn't ill at ease.
"What's your name?" I said, directing the words to Jack's nephew. "I don't think we've been introduced."
"Alexander."
I waited for him to modify the word. "What do they call you? Alex or Al?"
"Alex, mostly."
"Good, Alex," I said. I smiled at him. I knew what he was going through.
"You'll have to excuse Alex," Jack said. "He's a little shy about this."
"If you'd rather do it separately�"
"No, no!" Jack insisted. "This is going to be something for him to remember all his life."
I had a growing feeling that that applied to me, too.
"Well," I said. My voice was heavy with finality. "Shall we begin?"
The boy's face paled.
"How about a drink first," Jack said. He drew a pint bottle from his coat. "To break the ice and get us in the mood."
I was thankful for the delay. My insides were trembling so badly that I was sure they would notice. But I was too afraid to admit I was scared. I didn't know how they would react. I could use a good, stiff drink.
"Good idea," I said. "I'll get some glasses from the bathroom."
"Don't bother. Well drink from the bottle." Jack lifted the bottle of clear liquid to his lips. He began to gulp it down. I tried to read the upside-down label to see whether it was Vodka or Gin. Whichever it was, it wouldn't matter much to me. I didn't drink, and I couldn't tell the difference if I did know. Whatever it was, I needed it badly.
"Sonofabitch!" Jack exclaimed. His eyes were red. "That was goo-oo-d!"
He held the bottle out to me, I reached across and grasped it. Without reading the label, I put the bottle to my lips and drank.
Fire ran down my throat. My tongue curled up in my mouth, and my eyes bulged out of their sockets. The liquid balked at my stomach, and I felt it try to rise up again. I forced it back down. A deep burning pain spread out through my stomach and made me lean forward to ease the unaccustomed sensation.
I handed the bottle to Alex without a word. I didn't dare talk. Threads of fire were sewing themselves throughout my stomach.
He took the bottle and drank from it. I watched his adam's apple bob as it flowed down his throat. He took the longest swig and didn't bat an eye. He handed the bottle back to Jack.
We passed the bottle back and forth twice more. By the third time I'd sipped from it, I was literally feeling no pain. My body was numb, like it belonged to someone else. My head felt as though it had been removed from my shoulders, and I found myself listening to my own voice in fascination. My voice sounded like an echo.
"That's wonderful!" I said. My words stuttered out between giggles.
"You're damned right it is!" Jack said.
Alex was laughing quietly to himself.

"Let me have another drink," I said. I tried to grab the bottle from Alex.
"Hold on," he said, laughing. "Hold it a minute!"
"Hey, Carol, now!" Jack said. His voice was easy and flowing, like the drink. "Don't get so stoned that you pass out on us!"
"I'd bet you'd love that," I said. "You'd take advantage of me in my weakened state, wouldn't you!"
"You're fuckin'-aye right I would!"
"Well, then," I said. "Come on over here next to me. You can't take advantage from there. I don't care how big your cock is!"
Jack weaved across to the sofa. I slid over to be in the middle. Alex looked up from his laughing and smiled at me. Jack fell down heavily.
"Come closer," I said to both of them. "And let me have another drink."
Both men slid closer to me. I was aware of their bodies pressed close to mine. Jack had his thigh pressed against mine, and he was rubbing it up and down. Alex had his hands in his lap, and I could feel the side of his arm against the swell of my tit.
Someone handed me the bottle. I lifted it to my lips, as I drank, I felt a hand begin to massage my right tit. It was Jack. He had his hand on the outside of my dress, squeezing his palms and fingers together.
As the fire slid down my throat, I felt another hand touch me, circling almost timidly around my other tit. It was Alex's hand.
"What have we here?" I said. My head was spinning from the excitement and the drink. "You dirty men!"
They kept their hands on me, squeezing and massaging each breast. I felt my nipples grow hard, and a pleasant warmness seemed to settle in my crotch.
"That's nice," I moaned. I had my eyes closed. Two hands, I thought. Two men! Two cocks!
"Carol," Jack said. "You got nice boobs, you know. Anybody ever tell you that before?"
I giggled without opening my eyes. "Yes," I said. "My husband."
"Your husband!" he exclaimed. "You married?"
"Shhh. Don't talk." I opened my thighs slightly, pressing my legs against each body. The fire had dripped from my stomach and was now burning in my cunt.
I felt a hand slip from my tit, then slide around behind my back. I leaned forward and the hand pulled down the zipper of my dress. I felt the material loosen and fall forward away from my tits.
"Better this way," Jack said.
The hand that opened the zipper slid over my shoulder and down into the front of the dress. It was Jack's hand, and he slid it hi place over my right breast. He cupped the silken material of the cloth bra, and rubbed his fingers across the tip, where my nipple poked out from the open cupped bra.
"Put your hand down inside," Jack said to Alex. "I think you're going to find something you'll like."
Alex followed suit. The dress pulled very tightly across my back and shoulders. He had to force his hand down the dress until he, too, was cupping my tit and playing with the naked nipple.
My eyes were still closed, and hot flushes of raw sexuality were washing across my body like a hot bath. I savored the sensuality of what was happening to me, and I dared to let my mind leap forward in time to imagine what else would happen. My cunt was wet, and my thighs were quivering. Only this time they were not quivering from fear any longer.
"Hummmmmr I moaned. "That's wild! Two pairs of hands! One soft and gentle, and the other hard and rough. One pinching and the other caressing. Christ! It's wild!"
I suddenly remembered the night from long ago with Fran and Kenny. That night, we were on a couch also. Mark and Kenny were working on me together then. But this night is better! A hundred times better. Neither of the men were Mark.
"Let me take my arms out," I suggested. "I don't want to rip the dress."
The hands slipped out, and I pulled the dress forward. I pulled my right arm free from the sleeve, and then my left arm. The material of the dress flopped forward and bent in half. My tits were revealed. I was naked to the waist.
The hands tightened around the tits again. They squeezed with different touches and tempos. Alex was caressing my breast lightly, allowing his fingers to tickle softly across the swell of flesh, flicking the nipple with his fingernail. Jack was rougher. His hands tightened around the tit and squeezed inward like he was squeezing a rubber ball. It felt as though he was grinding my flesh back against my chest. I could feel the thick callouses on the palms of his hands as they scraped excitingly across my nipples. The touch of Alex's hands was almost the complete opposite. His hands were soft and smooth, almost like a woman's hands. The contrast between the two touches sent shivers of fire through my cunt, and made my pussy twitch wetly.
"Is that all you're going to do is touch?" I asked. "Isn't anyone going to suck them?"
Jack was the first one to oblige my request. I felt his breath on the nipple before I felt his lips: it was hot, and it snorted thickly. Then his lips: I felt them close over the end of my tit, sucking the nipple up into his mouth. He hardly used his tongue, but instead, used his lips and suction. He drew on the nipple as though he were attempting to suck milk from it. I could feel his teeth every once in a while as they scraped across the nipple. His teeth were sharp, and they sent waves of excitement down through my stomach to tickle against my clitoris.
Alex dropped his head down after a moment. He had to turn his face to the side so that he wouldn't bang his head into Jack's. Their two faces were inches from each other, and I placed a hand on each man's head, and pressed them against my tits.
Alex was all tongue. A thick, wet, hot tongue. He lashed the nipple stiffly, beating it rapidly up and down as his mouth closed over the naked part of my tit. His tongue stroked the nipple as though it were a clitoris, and he were attempting to bring on my orgasm. His tongue was like wet friction against my nipple.
I could feel myself slowly going out of my mind. There was a different pleasure on either side of my body. On my left side, I felt a hard, squeezing pulling, with teeth chewing pleasurably against my tit On the other side, I felt a wet licking tongue that was awakening my nipple to levels of pleasure never imagined. Together, my body was torn with a crazy kind of sexual schizophrenic pleasure.
A hand fell from my tit and slid up my thigh. It was Alex's hand, taking for the first time the initiative. His mouth remained on my tit, and he ground his hand tightly against my groin, squeezing the flesh of my thigh. He wasn't touching my cunt directly-just teasing it with the hardness of the side of his hand.
Jack's hand followed. He slipped his hand over Alex's and cupped my cunt through my dress. He squeezed the mound inwardly with the same rough, thick fingers, and continued to chew his teeth against my nipple.
Alex's pushed Jack's hand, and it briefly slid across my cunt. His fingers tightened against me; different fingers, applying different pressures and touches. Alex's fingers were longer than Jack's, and I felt them curl under my body, touching the underside of my cunt.
Then Jack's hand returned, but Alex only relinquished a part of my cunt. Jack grabbed at the flesh, and Alex continued to caress the mound. I had two pairs of hands touching my cunt, and two sets of lips and teeth against my breasts. My body felt as though it was melting against the sofa.

It was my turn now. I took my hands from their heads and slipped them down between the two men. I put my hands on each's lap. I rubbed my hands up and down against each crotch, my finger's seeking their cocks.
I found Jack's easily. He pressed it into my open hand with an upward thrust of his hips. His cock was hard and thick, and t felt the heat from his excitement through the material of his pants.
Alex's cock was semi-hard, but it seemed longer than Jack's. I wrapped my hand around it and squeezed the flesh, feeling my fingers sink into his cock. Even though he wasn't hard, Alex began to moan.
"You can't feel it that way," Jack said, pulling his mouth away from my tit. "Let me help you."
Awkwardly, he reached across his body with his free hand and tried to free his cock. He was careful not to lift his other hand from my cunt, least Alex take possession of that choice softness. He struggled with his zipper, and his cock sprung free.
I wrapped my hand around it. The flesh was hot, and his cock was enormously thick. It wasn't particularly long, but he made up for it in width. I had to stretch to get my fingers around his stubby thickness.
Alex made no move to open his pants; he seemed content to suck on my tit and fondle my cunt.
But I wasn't content, and I slipped my hand up his crotch until I found his zipper. I pulled the zipper down and put my hand inside of his pants. I fumbled through his underwear, found his cock, and pulled it free.
The organ was still flaccid. But it was long; very long. It flopped up and down in my fist as I moved my hand up and down its length, attempting to arouse some life in it. The flesh was hot, but his cock was only semi-hard.
With both my hands wrapped around the two men's cocks, I began to jerk them off. I ran my fists up and down against their crotches, feeling the flesh of two cocks slide hotly through my hands.
Jack moved his hand first. The confines of clothing was frustrating for his fingers. He ran his hand down my thigh, to the hem of my dress, then he slipped his hand up the dress. His fingers touched my cunt. He cupped the mound, pressing his hard palm against the hair, and he pushed a finger down, between the lips of my cunt. My cunt was wet, and his finger slid through the lips and buried itself in my pussy. His fingers were like his cock-thick and stubby, and he jammed his finger up inside of my cunt. I pushed down with my hips to match his blunt, upward thrusts. He pulled his lips from my tit
"Hey!" he exclaimed. "She's got no panties on!"
For some reason the idea excited him. "No fucking panties!" he repeated.
"Don't waste your breath on Alex," I said. I moaned as his finger thrust in and out of my cunt. "He doesn't even have a hard-on!"
Jack leaned forward. "You're kidding."
Alex had moved his hand from my cunt when Jack began to explore under my dress. He had his hand back on my tit, and was holding it in place while his lips and tongue caressed the nipple. He pulled his face back when Jack looked at him, and a blush of redness colored his cheek.
Jack looked at his cock, still half-awake in my hand. It flopped back and forth like a dead fish as my hand moved up and down its length.
"What's the matter?" Jack asked. "Not interested?"
"No!" Alex denied. "I'm so fucking shook up, I can't believe it! I just can't get hard!"
"Maybe it's the drink," Jack suggested. "That happens sometimes."
I bent forward. "Maybe I can help."
I took Alex's cock in my mouth. It was soft and thin, and the flesh tasted cool and smooth. I forced his entire length into my mouth. It fit only because he wasn't hard, and the flesh bent and compressed against the wetness of my mouth.
"Suck him, Carol!" Jack cheered. "Suck his cock."
I wasn't altogether ignoring Jack. As I bent to suck on Alex, I turned my hand around so that I could still touch Jack's cock. My hand was bent behind me, and my fingers circled his thick organ. While I sucked on his nephew's prick, I still managed to move my hand up and down Jack's stubby cudgel.
Jack, too, wasn't just a voyeur. His hand was still on my cunt, and his finger was pushing in and out of the hole. His knuckles were pressed up against the front part of my cunt, and he was running the backs of his fingers through the hair on my mound.
Alex started to come to life. I felt his cock begin to stiffen under my tongue. I ran my lips over the crown of his cock, and felt it growing under my touch. His organ began to straighten and slip from my lips. I ran my face down his cock, and pressed my lips against his pants. I felt the head of his cock tickling against the back of my throat.
I began to pump my lips up and down Alex's cock, running my mouth from the tip of his organ to as far down as I could swallow without gagging. His cock was hard now, and I could only get about three-quarters of him into my mouth. My lips tightened around the sides of the organ as I plunged up and down. His cock was still rather thin, but now it was more than adequately long.
"Hey, hey, hey!" Jack said. "I'm getting jealous! Suck my cock, too!"
On the very next upward slide of my head, I disengaged my mouth from Alex's cock. It popped suddenly from my lips with a wet, smacking sound. I straightened my back against the sofa and tried to catch my breath for a moment before I applied my attack to Jack's organ. My head was spinning with the excitement and the pounding throb of the liquor that was finally making its effect.
While I breathed, Jack readied himself for his pleasure. He dropped his hand from my tit, and removed his hand from my cunt. He lay back against the sofa, with his legs parted slightly, with that thick, tree-like piece of flesh standing like a rocket from his open pants.
I tried to bend to the side and suck Jack's cock, but his organ was too short, and my side hurt. I could only get his head in my mouth.
I slipped from the couch to the floor, and pushed my way between his knees. I placed both my hands flat on his stomach and bent forward. I opened my mouth and began to suck his cock.
The sensation was strange. My mouth was accustomed to Alex's long, thin member. I had to stretch my lips wide to stretch them around Jack's cock. The strokes of my head were less severe, for Jack was smaller than Alex. I could fit his whole length in my mouth, but my lips were pulled into a wide O around his thickness.
Bending forward on my knees, I began to slide my mouth up and down along Jack's cock. I felt the sides of the fat organ slide past my teeth as my lips pulled in a thin line around the sides of his cock. My tongue slid back and forth in my mouth, applying friction to the head of the organ each time I pulled my mouth to the end of his tube. I wiggled my tongue into the slit on top of his cock, and Jack wrapped both his hands around my head, and pressed my open face against his crotch.
Finally aroused, it was Alex's turn to provide some excitement. From the comer of my eye, I watched him stand up from the sofa. His long, thin cock was still poking from his pants, bending slightly downward as he stood. He undid his belt buckle, and opened his pants. They fell down to his knees, and he was naked from the waist down. His cock of pale white flesh seemed almost colorless against the fine, white-blond forest of his pubic hairs.
"Jesus Christ!" Jack moaned, tightening his fingers around my head. "What a mouth! Suck it, baby! Suck it!"
Alex shuffled to a point behind my back. I followed him around as far as I could, watching him slide Ms feet forward in a rapid movement. His fallen pants, now bunched at his ankles, prevented him from moving any faster. I lifted my face as far as I could from Jack's crotch, but couldn't see where he was going.
A moment later, however, I found out. I felt something wet and moving against my ass. It was Alex's tongue.

He had flipped my dress up over my waist, exposing my naked ass and thighs. Since I was on my knees, sucking on Jack's stubby cock, my whole backside was exposed to Alex. Not satisfied, however, he slipped both his hands in between my thighs, and pushed them apart, so that my legs were open very widely. Then he bent forward and began to snake his long tongue up and down between the valley of my cunt and my ass.
His tongue started at the tip of my cunt, near my clit He rubbed the bud with a few, short prepatory strokes, and he began to slide his long, thin tongue down through the crack between my cunt. I felt his tongue insinuate itself between the lips, slide through the wetness, then push up violently inside of me when he reached my cunt hole. He pressed his face tight against my cunt and his tongue traveled the entire length down the wet passageway. Shivers of pleasure shot through my crotch each time he wiggled his tongue from side to side against the walls of my cuntal canal. My lips tightened around Jack's cock.
"Easy! Easy!" Jack moaned. "Suck it, don't bite it!"
I loosened my hold of his flesh, and Alex's tongue slipped from my cunt hole, and continued to travel up the crack of my cunt until he reached my ass. The tongue didn't stop there. It continued to move through the cheeks of my ass, flicking wetly at the excited flesh. His tongue slid against the tight circle of my anus, and fire exploded in my cunt. His tongue circled the puckered skin outside of the passageway, then pushed inwardly, hard and wet.
Pleasure made my knees weaken. I almost fell forward on top of Jack. I swallowed his cock until I could feel his crotch hairs tickling under my nose. I felt like moaning, but the fist-like hardness of his cock blocked the sounds and prevented their escape.
Alex curled his tongue into a hard, wet cylinder and pushed it forward into my ass. My body loosened in pleasure, and I felt him slide up inside of me. The pleasure became excruciatingly intense when he began to pump his tongue in and out like a piston. He slid it from side to side, wetting the interior walls of my ass with his saliva.
Jack, observing my excitement became more excited, and he began to pump his thick cock in and out of my wet mouth. He held me by my hair, pushing me down when he thrust his hips up, and pulling me back when he slid his cock out of my mouth. The tension of his cock, and the tempo of his thrusting made me know that his pleasure was growing serious now. He was past the build-up, foreplay stage.
Alex's tongue slid from my ass, and I trembled at the lick the air made against my naked, wet flesh. Alex's face and tongue were gone. But something else replaced it. A long, hard finger slid into my ass.
My anus tightened in pain around his finger. He slid his finger up into the lubricated passageway. He moved the finger as though it were my cunt he was penetrating, sliding it up so swiftly and hard, that its entire length was lodged in my ass before I knew what he was doing.
Pain and pleasure exploded in my brain! My muscles clenched shut around the unaccustomed hardness of his finger, thus heightening the pleasure and intensifying the pain. I felt a burning fire in the tip of my cunt, and I felt as though I had to go to the bathroom.
"Suck it!" Jack grunted. "Suck it!"
Alex slid the finger slowly from my ass. Waves of strange, erotic excitement gripped my cunt. I could feel his finger moving down the constricted passageway, confusing my body, and making me feel as though I were shitting sexually. The finger was out, and my anus closed convulsively, sealing off the entrance. I could feel my anal canal coming together in pain, like a balloon deflating with a slow leak. My ass hole quivered in disappointed relief.
I felt Alex straighten his body and press it against my wet, naked backside. I felt his long, thick cock press between my widely spread legs. He slid it under the tip of my cunt, fielding my clit excitedly. He humped himself like this for a few seconds, teasing my cunt in anticipation.
My mouth was a suction pump around Jack's cock. I was rocking my whole body up and down his cock, sucking him into my mouth as hard as I could.
I felt Alex pull his cock away from the tip of my cunt The organ stiffened, and it began to slide up and down the space between my cunt and my ass. He pushed it forward slightly, and I felt the tip of his cock slide in between the wet open lips of my cunt. He must have been holding his cock in his hand, brushing it up and down, for I felt it continue to slide upward, until it pressed against the wet soreness of my anus.
Panic shot through me. "No!" my mind screamed in the silence of my brain. The thought was so shattering that the words would not slip from my brain to my lips.
I felt the narrow, wet tip of Alex's cock play for a moment against my asshole, but then pull away, perhaps sensing my anxiety, and slide back down towards my cunt. The cock reentered the end flap of the lips, and Alex thrust his hips forward, and he penetrated my cunt.
I moaned against Jack's cock as I felt Alex slide his long, thin organ up inside of me. His cock plunged in smoothly, as though it fitted the wet sheath of my cunt in a perfect match. I could feel the crimp of his pubic hairs tickling my ass as Alex slid his cock up into the bubbling caldron of my cunt.
"Fuck herr Jack moaned. He held my head almost by my ears, and he was, sliding my mouth up and down his cock as though I were a masturbatory extension of his hands.
"Fuck her pussy!" he moaned.
Alex did. His cock slid in and out of my cunt like a fucking machine. I felt his narrow, finger-like probe slither up inside of my cunt, pushing him to a depth hardly touched before. The very narrowness of his organ enabled him to penetrate me to a depth few longer, larger cocks had been able to. With Alex, I felt none of the searing, burning pain of my cunt stretched like a wide mouth around a broad, pumping cock. Alex's fucking was almost effortless: slipping in and out, and sending wave after wave of pure sensual pleasure throughout my cunt.
Jack nearly had his back lifted off the sofa. His knees were bent upward against my face, and his head was pressed against the wall for support. His thighs began to tremble, and I knew he was building towards orgasm.
Jack's thrusting tempo was frantic: short staccato-like pumps of his stubby cock in and out of my mouth Alex's pushing was slower, cooler, but just as intense. My body was aware of the two rhythms, and my mind was alive with grasping clutches to match both cocks. In and out of both ends of me, the cocks slid-one fast and hot, the other, sensually slow and deliberate.
"I'm cominggg!" Jack moaned. He grabbed my head and crushed his cock down my throat. "Fuck her-I'm coming!"
Jack's cock was pushed so far down my throat that I didn't taste his come in my mouth. His cock opened up and began to pour its hot fluid down my throat. I swallowed lustily, savoring the warm, thick fluid that dripped into my stomach in slow, mucous blobs. Even though he was coming, I began to pump my mouth up and down Jack's cock.
I was aware of Jack's orgasm, when suddenly, I felt something wet and hot moving up into my cunt. Alex began to moan, and he grabbed onto my hips with his hands, and pulled my cunt back against his cock.
"Meee, toooo!" he grunted, informing Jack of his success.
I've never felt a cock come so much. The sperm kept on pouring from the tip of his cock. He was implanted so deeply in my belly that his orgasm felt like an enema in my cunt-like a garden hose shoved into my box with hot water flushing up into me.
I ground my hips back against Alex's narrow cock, and tightened my cuntal muscles down and squeezed his throbbing organ. At the same time, I sucked upward with my mouth, and felt the hot blobs of Jack's sperm splash against my tongue until dribbles of the milky fluid seeped from my lips and trickled down my chin. I was filling up with sperm-hot, spurting, thick come-pouring into my pleasure-wracked body from two ends-from my cunt and into my mouth.
I began to come. Insanely, uncontrollably, in total abandonment, I began to come. My cunt and my mouth became portals of pleasure through which flowed currents of untempered, exquisite sensation.
The orgasms didn't build and then explode. They burst spontaneously throughout my mind like a string of fire-crackers strung up and down my spine. The orgasms began at an intensity that they usually ended at, and they built upward from there. They were like shuddering crescendos; sexual cymbals crashing in my ears and sending waves and vibrations down through my cunt. The waves grew higher, and the vibrations shook at my cunt until I thought I would pass out from the pleasure.
I didn't, and instead, I fell forward, completely satiated, against Jack's stomach. My mouth was still filled with Jack's sperm, and it dribbled from my loose lips onto his pants. Alex's long, thin cock was still buried in my cunt, and he followed me down against Jack as I fell.
"You'll stain my pants!" Jack moaned in dismay. He pushed me off his lap and tried to mop up the sperm with a handkerchief. "My wife will kill me!"
I slipped to the floor at Jack's feet. Alex followed me down, with his cock finally slipping from my cunt. He was laying on top of me with his cock pressed between the cheeks of my ass. I felt his cock throb, then felt one more spurt of sperm. After that, his cock was silent, and the sperm grew cold and dripped off my ass.
I lay like a broken thing on the floor, too exhausted to move.
All this, I thought, the words falling like mosaic tiles into my awareness. All this, and we're still on the sofa!
I wondered what would happen when we finally got,, around to undressing and lay down on the bed?
Fortunately, I didn't have long to wonder.



Chapter 12

After we rested, I collected my money from Jack and Alex. We continued drinking, after having sent down to room-service for another bottle, and before we knew it, we were all naked and in bed. This time, it was for free.
Jack's cock became hard right away, and I was dying to feel that blunt, wide stiffness spread open my cunt He obliged, and we fucked for a long time on the bed with Alex looking and jerking himself into another erection. Jack had trouble coming a second time, but when I began to come from that pounding hardness that he was banging so fiercely into my cunt, Alex became excited, and he slipped his slender cock into my mouth. Between the moans of my orgasm and the frantic sucking of my lips, Alex began to come a second time. A thin dribble of hot sperm spilled from the end of his cock and slid across my tongue.
My orgasm was short, but painfully intense. I was so excited that I refused to relinquish my hold on Alex's drained cock, and he had to push my face away. It was too painful for him.
We rested and then began again. The drink was now getting to us, and all inhibitions were gone. I suggested that someone fuck me and the other lick my cunt at the same time.
We did it, and while neither of the men came again, I did. My cunt was growing sore from pleasure.
It was Alex who finally suggested something different. He wanted to fuck me up the ass while Jack fucked my cunt.
I refused at first, but they kept after me, providing me with drink and fondling my breasts and licking my pussy. My thinking became unclear, and I finally heard myself agreeing only on the condition that the two men engage in a homosexual act for me. I wanted to watch them suck each other off. Two men sixty-nining.
Surprisingly, they agreed.
I watched in fascination as their naked bodies came together, and cock sunk into mouth, and balls rested against each other's chin. They pushed their open mouths up and down each other's cocks, sliding their organs in and out, apparently enjoying the act as much as I was enjoying watching it.
So as not to remain completely passive, I leaned over the two men and wrapped my hand around each's cock, feeling the wetness of saliva, and their hungry, sucking lips sliding up and down the hot flesh. A tingle of excitement coursed through my body, as though it were two electrical leads I were holding and not their cocks. My cunt grew wet again.
I pulled them apart and told them that I was ready.
We tried various ways: first Jack putting his cock into my cunt, and then Alex trying to enter my ass; then the reverse. Then we tried it simultaneously, with each attempting to penetrate me together. Neither worked. I was too tense.
I sucked Alex's cock wetly while Jack licked at my ass hole, providing the lubrication to ease entrance.
I bent forward on my hands and knees, and Alex 'guided his long, slender cock to my ass hole. I relaxed my body, and I felt him slip in, perhaps an inch.
Jack slid his body under mine and arched himself up, pushing his cock into my cunt. I could feel their two organs almost touching inside of me-with just the thinnest of membranes separating their organs.
I began to come the moment Jack entered my cunt. I think it was the idea that made me come more than what we were doing. I clenched my cunt and ass closed around each's cock, tightening and imprisoning their hardness inside of me. I was coming like crazy.
It was like a chain reaction. Alex went off in my ass, and Jack finally came his second time. We fell together in a lump of sweating, pained flesh across the bed in exhaustion.
The night was finally over.
They dressed and left, and I slept on top of the bed, still naked, with drying sperm staining the sheets. It was afternoon when I finally woke. Saturday afternoon.
I felt strangely unsexual without having any cocks near me when I woke after last night I felt somehow cheated or deprived. When I called down for room service for breakfast I decided to solve that problem.
The man came up with the tray of food, and I answered the door naked. He stuttered and stammered in embarrassment as he wheeled the cart into the room, but I made no attempt to hide my nakedness or my intentions. His hard-on sprung out against his pants as though it were attached to a spring. I eyed it while licking my lips.
I backed him against the door, dropped down to my knees and unzipped his pants. I never spoke a word to him. I took his long, thick cock out and put it in my mouth. I slid my lips up and down his cock until he came in my mouth.
He tried to touch my breast, and I pushed his hand away. I opened the door, and he walked out with total confusion masking his face.
I sat on the bed and ate my breakfast then took another nap to about eight o'clock that night. I woke, feeling refreshed, took a shower, ate some dinner, and got dressed to go out again. Last night's success at being a prostitute had been so rewarding that I decided to try it again. After all, besides getting fucked by two men, I had made fifty dollars. No telling what I could make on a Saturday night.
The streets were crowded when I went out. I walked in the opposite direction from the previous night, strolling uptown. I had gone about a block and a half from the hotel when I received my first proposition.
I walked past a man standing against a building. He was rather short and heavy, with dark hair and dark eyes. He was wearing a raincoat. He nodded at me and smiled as I walked past
"Hello," I said.
"Hi."
"Waiting for someone?" I asked.
He eyed me up and down. He had his hands in his rain coat, and he seemed to slide them across the front of his body, as though he was holding his cock through his rain coat.
"Maybe," he said. His voice was thin, and he was whispering hoarsely.
"Like to-go out?" I asked, remembering the phrase that Jack had employed.
"Possible. How much?"
I judged the way he was dressed. He didn't look as though he had a lot of money. Besides, all I wanted tonight was to make a lot of scores, and fuck with as many different men as I could. The money really wasn't important. It was the excitement of getting fucked; the excitement of getting picked up by strangers and have sex with them. Sex was the main interest; money was just a fringe benefit.
"Twenty," I said. I didn't want to go very much below yesterday's price. I sensed any less would seem suspicious. I was attractive: Jack had told me so.
"I don't know�" he began.
"What's the matter," I asked. "Twenty too much?"
"A little."
"It's worth it," I told him. I smiled at him and looked at where his cock was. His hands were still pulled in front of his crotch. "I really enjoy my job."
He giggled nervously. "Like cock, huh?"
I smiled and licked my lips. "Love it."
"Suck?"
"Till you come in my mouth."
He swallowed hard, and his hand seemed to move against himself. "Okay."

"Follow me," I said. "Don't walk next to me. Follow behind."
I walked slowly to the hotel. As I entered the door, I saw him behind me. I waited in front of the elevators until he entered the hotel. His eyes moved cautiously, and he saw me. I pushed the elevator button, and he stood beside me. We rode the elevator up to my floor with another couple in the car with us. Neither of us spoke a word.
At my floor I exited, and he followed. I walked in silence down the empty corridor, with him behind me. I unlocked the door, and we entered my room.
I didn't have a chance to switch on the light, when I felt his arm slip around my throat, and he pulled me tightly against him, cutting off my breath.
"One scream, and I'll slit your throat!" he hissed in my ear. I saw something flash brightly in front of my face.
Oh my god! I thought. Panic shot through my brain and I felt close to fainting. Terror touched me, and sweat poured down my face. His arm tightened around my neck, and I could not breathe. I fought back an urge to scream, knowing he would slit my throat if I made so much as a sound.
His wheezing breath felt hot against my ear. I could smell the stale odor of his breath.
"Don't hurt me!" I pleaded. The words squeezed out of my trembling lips.
He tightened his arms, choking off my wind with a violent flinch of his arm. "Not a sound!"
I gasped. My lips trembled, and tears ran down my cheeks. I began to pray that he wouldn't kill me.
"Like sex, do you!" he hissed accusingly.
I dared not utter a sound.
"Like to fuck. Suck dick!" He said the words as though they were threats. He tightened his arm, and bright colors sparked in front of my eyes. "Answer me!" he hissed.
I began to answer, but my lips were trembling so badly that I couldn't control them to form them around words.
He tightened his arm again.
"No!" I whispered urgently. "No!"
"What?" His voice rose angrily, and his arm tightened until I thought I was going to pass out.
Pain burned behind my eyes, and I had trouble focusing my brain. I fought back panic again. Had I answered incorrectly? I wondered.
"Yes� yes!"
His arm loosened momentarily. "Say it again." I gulped down air greedily. "I love it," I stuttered. "Again."
"I love sex," I whispered. My heart was beating so strongly that my chest pained. "I love to fuck," I volunteered. "I love to suck."
He laughed. "Good." He seemed soothed.
Relieved, I repeated the words. "I love to get fucked. Hot cocks. Shove them in my cunt."
"And come," he said. He added the words to my sentence, as though it were one, continual idea.
"I love to suck come," I agreed. "Hot come from a hot cock. I love to suck it into my mouth."
His arm had relaxed to where he wasn't strangling me any longer. He was holding me in place with his arm, although I had no intentions of moving.
I thought I could read him now. I grew overconfident. It was a mistake.
"I'll suck you," I whispered. "You can come in my mouth-"
"Whore!" He screamed in my ear. He pushed me forward violently. I screamed and plunged head first into the dark room. I stumbled and fell. I banged my head against the bed board.
"Whore!" he hissed the word and made it sound ugly. "Slut! Bitch!"
I saw his hulking silhouette moving like a black shadow across the room towards me. I saw something long and glittering in his hand.
I felt consciousness slipping away from my brain and sensed a deeper darkness engulfing me. My muscles tensed, and I felt an uncontrollable need to urinate.
"Noooo!" I said. The word came out like a scream or a moan. "I'm not! I'm just a housewife. A mother."
He stopped. My words caught his ear. "What do you mean?" he asked.
I tried to catch my breath. "I'm just a housewife," I confessed. "A housewife!"
He needed more. I told him what I was doing.
He stared at me. "But you do like sex, don't you?"
The word nearly choked me. "Yes," I whispered.
"Good."
I waited on the floor, not knowing what to expect. I watched his shadow turn and walk back towards the door. The door opened a crack, and the bright light from the hall spilled into the darkness like sharp rays. Then his shadow covered the light for a moment. He was checking the hall, I realized.
Oh God! I thought. Please let someone be there�
I was all set to scream, when he shut the door and the light was gone. The scream died on my lips when I heard him say: "Good."
The hallway was empty.
I heard a clicking noise, and light exploded into the room. He had switched the overhead light on. I shaded my eyes and tried to see. I watched him walking across the room towards me. All I could see was the bottom of his raincoat and a thin, narrow blade hanging from his hand. A knife!
He stood over me. I was looking up from the floor, and all I could see was this giant, white wall of his rain coat. Even though I remembered him to be short, from where I was he seemed enormous.
"Put your hands down!" he said.

I did.
"Look up at me!" he ordered.
I looked up. His face was hidden from me in a halo of glaring electric light. I could see his shoulders and his rain coat. His hands were on the buttons, and he was opening the coat. The coat fell loose and opened.
I stared up and nearly vomited.
Sick! went through my mind. Sick!
He was naked under the rain coat. All he had were two pants legs strapped just above his knees to make it seem as though he were wearing pants when his raincoat was buttoned. But when it was opened, there was nothing under it, and I found myself staring up his naked legs, my eyes transfixed by his hard-on.
Objectively, his cock must have been somewhat undersized. But from where I lay, looking up, it seemed gigantic. It stood out from his belly like a tree trunk growing from the side of a mountain. His balls hung down heavily and ponderously, and seemed hardly diminished by the thick tangle of pubic hair that drew densely across his stomach.
He giggled at my reaction. The laugh went right through me, chilling me.
"Like it?" he asked.
I swallowed my terror. "Yes," I said. "It's very' big."
"Then-suck it!" he hissed. He parted his coat, revealing his naked legs.
I snaked my arms around his legs and pulled myself up towards that hard piece of flesh suspended above me. His thighs were hard and hairy, and I slid my lips across them as I moved. The side of his cock grazed against the side of my cheek, and I yelped in surprise at the contact, as though it had burned me. I felt the spongy-hardness of the flesh slide down my cheek as I got to my knees. My mouth was open, but all the saliva had dried up, and I felt as though I had cotton in my mouth.
"Suck it!" he urged. His fist came up and I saw the knife.
I closed my eyes and plunged down upon it. It was short, and I felt it slide effortlessly into my mouth. I tightened my lips around it, tasting the coarse tufts of hair under my lips and against my teeth. I had my mouth pressed against his belly, and I felt the sac of his dank-smelling balls swing heavily against my chin.
I curled my tongue upward against his cock, wrapping the organ in a blanket of wetness. I slid my tongue from side to side in my mouth, sliding it across the underside of his cock. Saliva was beginning to dribble down the insides of my cheeks, as though his cock were a delicacy, and I a sexual gourmet. His flesh felt hot in my mouth, hotter than any cock I can remember. I guess it was my total lack of sexual involvement that made the flesh burn with such passion. He was providing all the heat.
My lips tightened around the stub of flesh, and I wrapped my arms around his hips. I held a cheek of his ass in each hand, and I guided my face down, permitting the flesh to slide wetly against my lips. My cheeks puffed out with wetness, and I bathed his cock in my mouth.
He began to pump his cock in and out, grinding his hips against my face. I felt my nose flatten against the bulge of his belly as he thrust his cock into my mouth. He placed both hands on my head, holding me down. My eyes jumped at the flash of the knife catching the light, and I followed it until it was behind my head. His hand settled against my hair.
He was standing on his toes now, with his back arched, and he was sawing his cock in and out of my mouth. I could feel the blunt head of his rod slide the entire length of my tongue, almost disengaging from my lips. I tightened my mouth against his cock to prevent it from slipping out, but he never pulled himself completely out. He always allowed an inch or two of his stubby length to remain in my mouth and pressed against my puckered lips.
I began to suck his cock with all my might. I wanted it over. I wanted to stop being afraid. I pulled the hot flesh of his cock into my mouth, feeling it scrape against the back of my tongue, near the opening of my throat. I hollowed my cheeks, and drew upward. My throat thirsted for his orgasm. I wanted to feel it slide down into my stomach in milky spurts, and know my terror would end.
I sucked hungrily at his cock, my mouth salivating so much wetness down around his cock, that he made a squishing sound each time he thrust forward. I could feel the tip of his cock throbbing against the warm, slimy insides of my cheeks and tongue. His tempo picked up, and his shaft moved with more urgency. He lifted his thighs and pressed them up against my face. His hands tightened in my hair, and he began to make a grunting, moaning sound.
But at the last moment he pulled his cock from my mouth, and slapped me across the face with the side of his hand.
"Bitchr he screamed. His cock shook with excitement, and he had to hold his fist around the head. He squeezed the flesh with his fingers.
"BitchJ" he repeated. "You almost tricked me!"
He was breathing heavily, and his voice was like a harsh, wet whisper. "My way!" he said. He shook his fist in my face. "It must be my way!"
I cowered under the threat. I couldn't take my eyes from his cock. He took his hand away, and I could see a thin dribble of sperm at the tip of his cock.
"You almost made me come," he said. "I stopped just in time."
He laughed again. That same creaking, sick laugh.
"Now you have to get me aroused again," he said. "You have to start from the beginning again."
The words chilled me, and I felt a shudder run across my back. I felt as though I was going to cry.
"Stand up!" he commanded. He stepped back so I could move.
I got to my knees, using the bed to push myself erect My legs were weak, and my knees trembled. I had trouble keeping from falling forward.
"Take your clothes off," he said. He hunched his shoulders, and I watched the raincoat slip down to the floor. He picked it up with one hand and threw it into the chair. He had nothing on under the coat, and he stood before me with a wet, red cock, stark naked except for those obscene trouser legs and shoes.
I began to take my clothing off. First my blouse. I unbuttoned it. My fingers stumbled numbly over the buttons.
"Slowly!" he screamed, making me jump. Then, in a softer voice: "We have all night."
I pulled my blouse from my skirt, then continued to unbutton it. My heart beat steadily, and I swallowed when I undid the last button. I fumbled with the buttons on the wrists, and I pulled the blouse off.
I was wearing a half-bra this time. The pale white material cupped the lower part of each tit, and thrust it up and forward. You could see the brown tip of each nipple barely poking out. His eyes ravished my breasts.
"Good," he whispered. "Good."
I put my hand to the side of my skirt and undid the single button. I put my fingers on the zipper, but I hesitated a moment.
He moved suddenly, and I thought it was because I had slowed. I screamed and stepped back, then realized he wasn't moving towards me. He sat himself in the chair, sitting on top of his raincoat. He opened his thighs, and changed hands with the knife. His cock stood up from his belly like a broad stump of a tree. The flesh of the organ looked red compared to the sickly whiteness of his flabby belly.
"The rest," he said. He wrapped his hand around his cock and began to jerk off. His hand moved slowly, almost imperceptibly up and down his cock.
I slid the zipper down but held the skirt with my other hand. I didn't want to drop my skirt and reveal what was underneath. I was too embarrassed.
"Come on!" he said.
I dropped the skirt, feeling shame burn across my face.
"Well, I'll be a son-of-a-bitch," he exclaimed. He whistled softly.
I was wearing crotchless panties, and he could see my cunt. The front of the panties came up my cunt in an upside down vee. The fat part of the mound pushed the opening wide, and blonde-brown hairs curled up and down die opening.
"Come here!" he commanded.

I walked slowly toward him. He placed the knife down on the chair next to him, and continued to move his hand up and down his cock. His eyes were on my tits.
I stood in front of him. He reached up with his free hand and pulled my bra down with a violent tug. My tits tumbled free, sagging slightly against my chest.
He squeezed my tits, first the right then the left. He rubbed the nipples then pinched the flesh and pulled it toward his mouth. I leaned over him, and he sucked each nipple, biting down into the flesh with his teeth until I cried out in pain. His hand continued to jerk himself off.
"Stand over here!" he said. He pointed in front of him.
I walked there slowly. My nipples were hard and erect, tingling from his tongue and teeth.
"Open your legs," he said. His thighs stiffened and parted, and I saw his fat balls resting against his leg.
I opened my legs. The crotch of the panties separated and revealed my whole cunt.
He put his hand over my mound, sliding his finger between the hairy lips of my cunt I shuddered in involuntary pleasure as he rolled the bud of my clitoris under his finger. He slowly masturbated both of us.
"Wider!" he yelled as he pushed his middle finger back towards the cunt hole.
I moved my legs apart, and felt him push the finger into my cunt. Shame made me blush at the pleasure I felt as his finger pushed in and out of the growing wetness.
He smiled at me, obviously pleased to find me so aroused.
"You like it," he said. "Don't you!"
The idea revolted me, yet I felt a nagging uneasiness at the back of my mind. If I was so revolted, I thought, why was my cunt so wet?
"No," he said after a moment, thinking. "You don't like it. You need it!"
What did he mean? He didn't say. He just sat there, smiling at me, pushing his finger in and out of my cunt, and pumping his fist against his cock.
"Turn around," he said, pulling out his finger, "and bend down!"
I did, feeling the flush of shame grow until my face was crimson. I felt him pull apart the cheeks of my ass, slipping his hands inside the panties, through the slit in the crotch. He held the cheeks in his hands, and he played for a moment at the anus. I bit my hp down in fear, but he slid his hand down, and reinserted his middle finger in my cunt. He pushed it in and out, and I felt my thighs quivering in unwanted pleasure.
I felt his tongue lick at my asshole as his finger went in and out. He slid his tongue down from my anus until he was licking at the slit on my cunt. Once he pushed the tongue into me, joining his finger in the hot, flowing wetness of my cunt.
"Now!" he announced, pulling his finger out. "I want you to fuck me now."
I stood up, and he motioned me over to the bed. I slid my hands into the panties, and began to pull them off.
"No!" he screamed. "Leave them on!"
I pulled my hand away and lay down on the bed. I lifted my thighs and parted them, exposing my upturned cunt to his face.
He kneeled on the bed between my thighs. He put his knife down next to me, and leaned forward, catching my knees in the crooks of his arms. He pushed my thighs back and open and said, "You put it in!"
I reached down between my legs and held his short, hot cock. I pushed it between the lips of my cunt, and he lunged forward, implanting the nub into my hole. Then he pushed my thighs even further back, hooking my calves over his shoulders. I was almost bent in two. "Now-watch!" he said.
I turned my eyes down, and saw the short stub of his cock pushing in between the lips of my cunt I watched the lips of the cunt sliding up and down the sides of his organ, leaving a wet film of slime as he pushed himself in and out. I grunted in discomfort and a growing excitement as I watched his balls smack into my ass.
He thrust himself hard against my cunt driving his cock violently in and out. With each forward drive, the swell of his belly rubbed across my clitoris, sending waves of pleasure into my cunt. I tried to ignore the excitement that was growing within me, attempting to imagine it was not real. But with each thrust I felt my pleasure mounting and growing like something that would soon reach a saturation point and rupture into an orgasm.
"Are you watching?" he asked. He leaned his full weight down on me, and my face was inches from my cunt. I could smell the lubricated excitement of my pussy, as the wet bps clutched at his raping cock.
I found myself clenching as the canal of my cunt closed around the thickness of his cock, trying to trap it inside of me to burn away the feelings of excitement that I didn't want It was no longer for him that I wanted it to be over. Now it was for me. I didn't want to know why I was enjoying it! I was afraid of what it might reveal!
He grunted and thrust forward. I felt his cock throbbing against the walls of my cunt. I felt a tremor building in his thighs, running up, and spreading across to his thrusting cock. I knew what it meant, and I pushed my cunt up against him, ready to drink his angry sperm.
But at the last moment he pulled his cock from my cunt and rested it against my belly. He began to come, and thick spurts of his sperm splashed from the tip of his cock and plopped hotly against my flesh.
The very instant his sperm touched my skin, I began to come. My orgasm ripped from my cunt and erupted like hot lava spewing from a volcano.
His come continued to spill out against me, clotting in my hair and splashing up my body, landing on my stomach and breasts. Each drop burned into my flesh, leaving scars no soap could ever wash away. My eyes bulged open, and I watched the sperm spilling all over me. I found myself opening my mouth, and stretching forward my tongue, attempting to capture a drop of the sacred fluid. My tongue stretched from side to side in a crazy, sexual communion, as the splashing circles of sperm danced on my nakedness.
My orgasm rang to a shuddering close, and I slumped over to the side. I felt empty and hollow. The spots of sperm were running down my body like cold rivers. I shuddered and realized that I was no longer afraid. Not of him, anyhow.
He got up and I heard him put on his coat. "What's your name?" he asked.
"Elaine," I said. The name popped into my head. It was as good as the name I had used yesterday, and as good as my own name.
"Elaine what?"
"Marshall," I lied.
"All right, Elaine Marshall," he said. "I'm going to go now. I don't want you to follow me or call the police. If you do, I'll kill you."
I stared at the rumpled sheets of the bed. "Don't worry," I said. "I won't do anything."
He laughed. "No. I don't think you will."
I stared at the bed. His sperm ran down my belly.
"You're married, Elaine, ain't you?" he asked.
"Yes."
"Well, Elaine Marshall," he said, "if you tell the police about this, they'll find out about you. About what you did. I don't think you want your husband to find out, do you?"
"No," I said. "I don't want my husband to know."
I heard him walk to the door and open it. "You enjoyed it, didn't you?" he asked. His voice almost didn't believe what he was saying.
I didn't answer, and he left, closing the door behind him.
I stared at the bed. He'd forgotten his knife. I laughed bitterly. He really didn't need it.



Chapter 13

It was all starting to come together for me. The fog was lifting, and small bits and pieces of the puzzle were beginning to take shape and form themselves into a picture. For a long time they had just danced around in my head-my birthday, Mark and the children, my sexual preoccupation during the last few weeks, even that� man who had attacked me last night. For the first time, everything seemed to be moving together, as though each piece meant something intrinsically more than just itself; as though each piece was an important part of an ever larger truth I had to learn about myself, and about what was really happening to me. The dust was settling.
Last night's attack had taught me both something about myself and, more importantly, about life in general. Just what that knowledge was yet, I still could not read fully. But it would all solidify soon, I knew, and I would at last understand. This much I had discerned: what was happening to me this weekend, and even before, in the last few weeks leading up to my birthday-none of it was accidental. It was all very purposefully controlled by my unconscious mind, for whatever reason-I do not know. But not a bit of it was accidental-the sex, the anxiety, the restlessness and dissatisfaction, yes, and even the attack-all of it has meaning. And I could feel that moment of truth drawing near until it would soon be at hand.
In the meantime, all I had to do was wait-wait for the kaleidoscope to cease turning enough for me to see the design. Events were coming to me. All I had to do was accept them and follow my instincts. My unconscious mind would lead me to the answer.
Perhaps this is why I found myself out early Sunday morning. It was not yet nine, and the streets of Manhattan were deserted. It was like a ghost town or a wilderness.
I couldn't sleep after last night. I tossed and turned on the bed. Any thought I might have had to return to the street and continue my role as a prostitute had been forcibly driven from my mind.
Yet, strangely, it was not the rape that disturbed me. That I could learn to accept; even reconcile it away logically. An occupational hazard for a whore.
No, what disturbed me more, was my reaction to the attack-my pleasure. I had enjoyed it, and he had known it. He had seen something in me that even I didn't know. What was it? Why was it there? What did it mean?
His voice haunted me. Not his cruel, sick laughter or the humiliation he had heaped on me. "You like it, don't you," he had said. Then he stopped himself and reconsidered. "No," he had realized. "You need it!"
The words sunk into my flesh and touched something raw and painful underneath; something bidden in my unconscious mind. The wheels began to turn-slowly, ponderously, but turn nevertheless. Why did I need it?
At sunrise, I found myself awake and staring out the window. The sunrise seemed like a smudge of gray dirt across the New York City sky. Buildings twinkled as the sunlight ihuminated their tips-like a million gray candles celebrating my birthday.
My room seemed small and confining. I showered and dressed, then had breakfast in the hotel diner in the lobby. I had to get out, get away.
I walked downtown through the empty, early morning streets. I saw a few partiers returning late, like vampires returning to their coffins before the sun destroyed them. I saw drunks and winoes laying in the gutter like discarded rubbish. Their clothing was brown and greasy with filth, and gray stubble pocked their cheeks. I even saw a few real prostitutes standing on the corner of 49th Street The sunlight made them seem harsh and glaring, like cheap-painted toys that were stenciled "Made-In-Japan." I couldn't take my eyes from them. Their laughter rang in my ears like hollow echoes of something that eluded my awareness.
I was standing, staring at them, when a young boy said to me: "Lady!"
I turned around and looked at him. He couldn't have been more than seventeen.
"I've got fifteen dollars," he said. "Is that enough?"
I stared at him in disbelief. "No," I mumbled, and I turned away from him. He called after me two or three times, but I didn't turn back. I was afraid to.
"What's happening to me?" I asked myself.
I wandered further downtown until I was at Times Square. Stores were opening-frankfurters, pizza, transistor radios. I saw all the porno theaters-pictures of tits and thighs, and men and women in suggestive, sexual attitudes. The names of all the films were lurid, with crude, double meanings. I found myself staring at the advertisements for the films. My eyes darted from one obscenity to another.
My head began to spin and the street seemed to go out of focus. I felt faint I had to escape! Get away!
Everything was moving so quickly. Spinning and swirling around, clattering in my ears like hollow laughter.
"One!" I heard someone say. Was it me? Someone handed me a ticket, then tore it in half. I saw drapes part, and felt the cool caress of air conditioned darkness touch my skin. I stumbled blindly forward into the darkness, my head throbbing, and the din of laughter ringing in my ears.
I sat down somewhere and closed my eyes. I felt silence all around me. Silence and darkness. I felt cool, and my breathing was growing relaxed. My heart was no longer racing. The dizziness slipped away, and the echoes quieted until they were gone.
I opened my eyes.
I was in a movie theater.
I was sitting in the back row, up against the wall. Down in front of me were countless rows of empty seats, speckled occasionally with heads and shoulders. There couldn't have been more than ten or fifteen people in the theatre. They were all sitting separately, with rows between them, as though they needed the darkness to prevent contamination.
On the screen was a riot of color. My eyes took a moment to adjust themselves to see. The color came into focus, and became two naked bodies. The scene was a close-up of a man's cock sliding silently in and out of some woman's cunt. Her legs were parted widely, and I could see the black crimp of her pubic hair, and the split pink lips of her cunt swallowing the thick rod of someone's cock.
The film was silent, with no words or grunts or music. Just silent, sterile fucking in an almost empty movie house. The ten-foot-long cock slid in and out of the gigantic-sized cunt. The woman's face seemed impassive, flickering at times with false passion.
My breathing had returned to normal. I sat there in the darkness, watching the scene on the screen, feeling detached from any involvement. I watched the moving cock and the thirsting cunt, and felt no passion. My mind and my body were cold.
How long I had been sitting there before I heard the noise, I don't know. It registered on my brain after I remember having heard it; as though it filtered down through the layers of awareness. The sound seemed to be coming from my right, further down the row. It sounded like breathing, or heavy panting.
I turned and saw him. An older man, perhaps in his fifties. He was slumped in his seat, with his body turned towards me. His legs were parted, and he had his cock pulled out. He was jerking himself off and looking at me. He could not have been more than ten feet from me.
I stared at him for a moment, still feeling no reaction. He was unreal to me as the two fucking bodies on the screen. His cock looked like a pale sliver of flesh in the dark.
I stared at him for a long while. I watched without feeling anything as he slowly pumped his curled fist up and down his cock. He spread his thighs more fully when he saw I was watching, and he exaggerated the movement of his hand. With each upward stroke of his hand, he seemed to be offering his cock to me.
I turned away from him and looked back at the screen. The man on the film was finally achieving orgasm. He pulled his long cock from her silent cunt and spilled his thick white come on her stomach. Then she put her hand down in it and rubbed it over her stomach and cunt, lastly licking the dripping fluid from her fingers.
The scene flickered for a moment, and then the couple vanished. In their place was another couple-seminude. The woman was blonde, and she was sucking on a half-hard cock of a man wearing pants. There had been no transition from one film to the other, from one couple to the other, from one sex act to the other. It was all the same.
Her red lips pulled in a tight circle around the man's cock, and she pushed her face dispassionately up and down the cock. I watched it vanish into her mouth and then slide out again, wet with her saliva.
I turned again and looked at the man. He was watching the screen with flirting glimpses, pivoting his head back and forth, dividing his attention to the film and to gaining my attention. He had his balls pulled out of his pants, and they rested on his lap. Like the man in the film, the old man's cock was only semi-hard.

Without a word, I began to slide closer to the old man, slipping wordlessly from one seat to the next. His mouth dropped open, and disbelief registered on his face. He pulled himself up, away from me, as though he really didn't want what he was asking for.
I stopped one seat from him. His mouth was open, and he no longer was holding his cock. I looked at the screen. In the film the scene had not significandy changed: the woman was still sliding her mouth up and down the man's cock. Now he was holding her head.
I dropped down on my knees and leaned forward, taking his semi-hard cock in my mouth. I grasped the warm flesh between my tight lips, and sucked upward. I felt the head flop wetly against my tongue. I lashed it smoothly, stroking the underside, and bathing it in a puddle of saliva. I felt it growing steadily harder, until it stood erect from his belly.
His thighs tensed, and he held my head down against him. His flesh tasted stale and sweaty, and I could smell the odor of sex from between his thighs.
I jerked my head up and down, permitting his cock to penetrate the wetness of my mouth. He began to moan and squirm in his seat, and his hands became steel bands, binding me to his crotch. He pulled my face down and pushed his hips up to greet my plunging face. His cock jammed deeply into my throat, flat against my tongue, and began to jerk violently. He began to spew his come against my tongue in hot, spilling bursts. I swirled my tongue across the tip of his cock, providing even more pleasure and heightening his orgasm to the point that it made him moan audibly.
My mouth filled up with his sperm, forming a puddle in my cheeks, and clotting under my tongue. I sucked his cock dry, and allowed it to flop from my lips. A thin string of sperm trickled from the side of my mouth.
I spit the sperm from my mouth onto the floor, and wiped my lips against his pants leg. My mouth still tasted of sperm. A luke-warm, slimy film on my tongue and against my teeth.
I stood up and returned to my seat. The old man just sat there incredulously, with his deflated cock lying like a dead bird across his open fly. The organ had shriveled down to nothing.
I watched the film again. It had changed. Both the man and the woman were naked now. The camera held a tight close-up of her cunt. She was on top of him, with her cunt facing the camera; they were eating each other. The screen was filled with her ass, and the pink slit of her hairy cunt. The man's tongue was sliding in and out of the hole, up into the redness of her body. He was holding the lips of her cunt open with his fingers so that no thrust of his tongue was missed by the audience. Down at the bottom of her cunt I could see the bud of her clit barely poking from between the blonde hair of her lips.
I got up from my seat and walked down the aisle to the next row where there was a man. He was on the opposite side, and I slid into the row. He had one leg up against the seats in front of him, and he had his hand in his crotch. He gave an uncomprehending stare when I sat down next to him.
I wasted no time. I put my hand on his thigh, up near his crotch. He pulled away and looked at me. I put my hand back.
"Get out of here!" he growled.
I lifted my skirt and revealed my naked cunt. "I'm a woman," I said, "not a fag. Now do you want me to suck your cock or not?"
He didn't answer. I lifted his hand and placed it between my legs. He squeezed my cunt in disbelief.
"Take it out," I told him.
"I don't have any money�" he began.
"Did I ask for money!" I hissed. "Now take it out!"
He did, and I dropped to my knees between his legs.
His cock was soft, and I thought I tasted a gooey bubble of dried sperm near the opening. He must have just jerked himself off.
In a matter of minutes I had sucked his cock until it was stiff again. About a minute later, he came in my mouth. It was just a thin, watery stream that dribbled from the end of his cock. Apparently he had come more than once.
I spit the sperm out and sat back in the seat. "Give me your handkerchief."
He handed it to me and I wiped my lips. I handed it back to him. "I hope this gives you something to think about the next time you jerk off," I told him, I stood and walked out of the row, back to the middle aisle. His mouth was still open as he watched me enter the next row where there was a man.
This time, he was a middle-aged black. He was sitting with both feet on the floor, with his hands in his lap. I could see the long lump of his cock out-lined against the side of his tight-fitting pants. It took me only a moment to convince him to take out his cock. He did so willingly.
His cock was long and thick, commensurate to anything I have had in the past few weeks. The organ was as hard as a rock, and was ebony black. I slipped it pleasurably between my lips and began to suck. He came a ton, squirting his hot come into my throat like jets of hot water from a fire-hose. He moaned the loudest.
Everything was coming in clear now for me, I realized as I walked again down the aisle. It was all coming to an end, and soon I would know what it was that was driving me onward like this.
The next one was a boy, no older than twenty, twenty-one. He had long blond hair, worn to his shoulders, and a tight blond beard. He had a coat over his lap, and it seemed to be bouncing up and down regularly.
I sat next to him and slipped my hand under the coat My fingers went around his hand which was on his cock.
At the touch of my hand, he pulled his own hand back, and I wrapped my hand around his harden, stroking it in the same up and down rhythm.
He turned and looked at me with heavy, glassy eyes. "Wow!" he whispered in true admiration. "That's where it is, baby!"
He seemed to accept what I was doing as though it was the most natural, expected thing in the world. For him, I was an extension of the film he was watching: the ultimate sexual fantasy-the one that touches you back!
His cock was firm and hot; not enormous, but a good size. I bent forward and lifted his coat. He stopped me with his hand on my shoulder.
"Fuck me," he said.
I looked up at him, his erect cock touching my face. "Where?"
"The balcony. Must be a place."
I considered for a moment. "All right."
He stuffed his cock back in his pants, but couldn't zipper it. He held his coat in front of his lap as he stood, and together we slid out of the row and walked up the aisle, side by side. The middle-aged black man was where I left him, and his eyes immediately fastened on us. We walked past him, and I saw my other friend. I could see he had his pants open, and his cock was in his fist. He was jerking off again. He stopped when he saw me, and wagged his cock at me.
As we reached the back of the theatre, I looked for the old man, but he was gone. There was a stairway to the right of the exit, and we turned up it, expecting to find the balcony. But there was none, and all we found were the bathrooms.
"No balcony," I said.

He dropped his coat, and I saw his still erect cock. It stood away from his body like a swollen, stiff finger.
"Fuck me anyhow," he said. He touched his cock.
I looked around. The lounge was a simple square room, with no corners or hall ways. There were three doors. One marked "Men," the other "Women." I guessed the third door led to the projection room. "Where?" I asked.
He looked around desperately. "There!" He pointed to the men's room.
"No," I said. "There." The ladies room. "It's safer."
I pushed open the door, and he followed me in, cock and coat in hand. The room was a shiny blue tile, with two stalls against the far wall. I walked over to one and opened the blue, swinging door.
"We'll do it on the toilet seat," I told him.
"Beautiful." His eyes seemed foggy, and he held his cock delicately, sliding his hand up and down its length to maintain its present state.
"You go in first," I told him. "Sit down."
He went in, putting down the seat and sitting back. I looked at him for a moment, with his cock in his hand, jutting from between the flap of his pants, and I felt a strange feeling come over me. It was almost there now. I almost knew what it was; what it all meant. All the faces and all the men were slipping quietly in place, making clear the vision. I felt on the brink of a great, personal discovery�
"Come on!" he said, breaking into my thoughts.
He had his pants down, and his thighs were bare. He had fine blond hair on his legs and around his cock. His flesh was bright pink, like a baby's.
I entered the stall and closed the door behind me, locking it I squatted down between his legs and slid my mouth up and down his waiting cock. I made my mouth as wet as I could, dribbling saliva all over his cock. I took it out of my mouth and ticked it with my tongue, as though it were a lollipop. He moaned with pleasure from my tongue.
"Now wet me," I said. I turned around and lifted my skirt, exposing my ass. I bent forward, spreading the cheeks of my ass, and revealing my cunt. I felt his tongue lash out and tick itself between the lips of my cunt. He pushed the tongue up inside of the passageway, wetting it, and preparing it for his cock. Wet, electric flashes of pleasure danced across my cunt.
"Enough," I moaned. My clit was hard and my cunt was open. I was ready to be fucked. More importantly, I wanted to be fucked.
I stepped back with my thighs open around his legs. I held my skirt bunched in my arms, so my legs and cunt were totally bare. I squatted down over his cock, jutting my ass out, and I lowered myself upon his erect cock. I felt the hard tip of the organ push against the outside lips of my cunt.
"Put it in," I said. "I can't get it in."
I felt his hand come down between our bodies. I brushed against the wet underside of my cunt, and made me shudder. I felt his cock stiffen, and pull forward into my cunt A ripple of pleasure speared through my body as his cock plowed between the lips, up into the aching fires of my body.
I lowered my weight slowly, enjoying the spreading swell of sexuality that pushed up into me as more and more of his hardness penetrated into me. I felt the soft cushion of his belly under my ass, and the hardness of his thighs between my legs. I had his full cock in my cunt.
I slid around on his lap, grinding my ass down and back and forth. Thrills of pleasure coursed through out my cunt, making my thighs tremble and my knees grow weak. I tensed my toes, and pushed myself up slightly. I felt his cock moving inside of me.
His hands came around me and held onto my hips. His fingertips dug into my flesh when I continued to push myself upward, causing his cock to slide through the wet pink folds of my cunt bringing pleasure to the both of us. I lifted myself until his cock was almost out and then I relaxed my thighs, and plunged down again. His cock drove up into my belly like a battering ram.
"Beautiful," he moaned. He pumped his hips up to greet my cunt.
I felt the pleasure growing in my belly-a steady, peak-by-peak building that would ultimately lead to my orgasm and to my understanding. The tension in my cunt became more and more intense, and the fogs within my brain began to sweep away. I found myself reaching for both goals, with my cunt tightening down, and my mind expanding and grasping. I felt it within my reach, I only had to close my hands around it�
The door of the bathroom creaked open.
I gasped in frustration, and felt both ends slip away. Then fear stabbed through my mind. Had we been caught?
"It's me," said a voice from the doorway.
I looked through the crack in the swinging door. It was the masturbator from downstairs. He was corning back for more.
"Let me in," he whispered.
I looked behind me, at my hippy-lover. His face was screwed up in pleasure, and I don't think he knew what was going on. I knew in a moment what I had to do.
I unlocked the door of the stall and pushed it open, "Yes," I said.
He took in the scene in a single gasp. He had his cock pulled from his pants, and it was erect I reached for it feeling the second cock in the depths of my belly pull tightly as I moved.
"Come here!" I said. I lifted up and plunged my cunt down.
He took his place in front of me. I bent my face down and took him again in my mouth. I pushed down with my cunt and slid my mouth forward on his cock. I rocked back and forth, from one cock to the other; one sliding in and the other sliding out.
I tightened my cunt and sucked hard with my mouth. I felt pleasure building again in my cunt. I squeezed it back, and felt it slide up my cuntal passageway, sliding pleasurably around the thickness of the cock in my cunt I wrapped my hands around his hips, and pulled his cock into my mouth. At the same time, I squeezed my legs together, and pushed my body upward, trapping the cock in my belly. A fire seemed to tick up my cunt with flames of growing passion spreading wildly, uncontrollably.
I felt my orgasm leaping and crackling, setting my brain on fire, and clearing away everything. Faces flashed before my spinning eyes-Mark, Lynda, Ed Richards, Tony Salerno, Jack and Alex, and finally the face of the man who had raped me! It was all there� the whole truth!
"I'm coming�" the hippy moaned. He shoved his cock violently into my cunt.
"Noooo!" I screamed, pulling my lips away from the other cock. "Not yet!"
I was so close to coming; so close to knowing. I tightened my cunt around his exploding cock, trying to prevent the orgasm that was bubbling up inside of me from spilling out against the inner lining of my cunt, and putting out the fire that was building there. I tried to keep his hardness, his driving, pounding passion from ever ending, or to delay it just enough to push myself over the last threshold into my own moment of truth.

But I was too late, and he spilled out his seed into the aching emptiness of my cunt.
"Nooo!" I screamed again, sensing it all slipping away from me. "Fuck me!"
I stood erect in the stall, looking back at the hippy. He had come all over his belly. It was dripping from my cunt. I bent my face to his limp, wet cock and licked at the sperm, "Fuck me!" I screamed to the man whom I had been sucking. "Fuck me!"
I put the limp, wet cock in my mouth and started sucking life back into it. I felt a cock behind me, slipping between the lips of my cunt. But the cock was too small! I could hardly feel it!
"Harder!" I moaned, rolling my supplicating face through the puddle of sperm on the hippy's belly. "HARDER!"
He thrust his hips frantically against me, with his cock slapping through the valley of my cunt. I heard the noise of his thighs against my nakedness, as he kept pushing me forward with his pounding thrusts.
"Harder!" I moaned. I felt my orgasm growing again, higher and higher, stronger and stronger- I heard a slam of a door somewhere in the back of my mind, then heard voices. The sounds all blended together in a blurred irrationality. All that mattered was mat I had come! Nothing else was important!
I felt a hand on my tit, squeezing and pulling, slipping under my blouse to play with the naked nipples. I lifted my face from the limp cock of the hippy and looked up. I saw the face of the black man I had sucked, and then, behind him, the face of a man I didn't know.
How did they get in here! What were they doing here!
It didn't matter!
"Fuck me?' I moaned, sperm dribbling down my chin.
I pulled my cunt away from the man who was fucking me. His cock plopped out wetly. He had come inside of me already, and I hadn't realized it I could feel his sperm trickling from between the lips of my cunt.
The hippy got up, and the black man took his place. I forced my weight down on his erection, and he slid up into the scathing torrent of my cunt. His cock was huge, and it filled me with the swelling thickness that I needed. I sighed as I lowered myself, feeling him parting my cunt with his thick, black member.
"My mouth!" I moaned. My mouth was empty, and I needed something in it.
A blur of color moved in front of me. A zipper flashed open, and a long hot cock slithered into my mouth. I sucked the new hardness gratefully, sliding my lips up and down as I bounced frantically on the cock in my cunt.
Closer, closer, I could feel myself coming closer�
I reached my hands out in space, clutching, grasping for something. I felt something in my right hand. It was the wet sagging cock I had just satisfied. I squeezed it in my fist, feeling the slimy ooze squish between my fingers. I began to jerk my hand up and down, making the flesh flop like a fish out of water.
My other hand grasped for something, and I found another cock. Only this one was hard and long, and belonged to someone else. It didn't matter whose it was. All that mattered was that it was there. I slid my hand up and down its hard length.
I could feel the moist walls of my tortured cunt clasp around the fleshy cudgle that was pounding into my crotch. My cunt devoured his entire length hungrily, slithering down until I was impaled on his entire length, I could feel his balls smacking wetly into my ass, The passageway was on fire, and this time I knew nothing could put that fire out.
I sucked inwardly with my lips, and squeezed both hands and I ground my cunt against the battering ram that was exploding at my womb. I felt hot palms sliding across my tits, pulling and pinching the flesh until my whole body seemed as though it was going to explode.
Something was screaming in my ears, and suddenly, in the moment of supreme ecstasy, I realized it was my own scream I was listening to-my scream of release!
"I'm coming!" I screamed. "Oh God! I'm coming! Fuck hard! Oh Christ Godl Fuck hard!"
And, in that moment of orgasm, I knew.
Sex was a means. A way to an end. I had been so afraid of getting old that I refused to acknowledge age. I had used my body as a time machine-a way to recapture the past my youth, the intensity of experience! It was as though I could regain my past my youth through sexual passion! As though sex would melt away years!
Fire cleanses, I knew. Fire purges. And I had to be made clean again! I had to settle in my mind who I was, and what my life meant.
Sex was that fire. The fire to burn away my fear and my guilt. A sexual catharsis through which I will suffer my passion, yet know in the end that I will find peace.
It was as though the very top-most layer of my skin had been burned away, and revealed underneath, a new person.
Wendy Allen was that new person. Not Carol Taylor or Elaine Marshall, or whomever it is that I am now! Wendy Allen!
I had to move from one stage of my life to another, An emotional transition. Whenever something moves, energy is needed to effect that transition. My energy was sexual. A burst of fierce sexual fire to burn away all the skeletons, the cobwebs, the ties that bound me to the past. It all had to go. I had to move to the next level of my life.
Sex was the mover. Sex was the means.
I can accept myself now, I knew. I can accept my birthday, my age. I cani accept what I have become, and what I have always been. I can go home now to Mark and the children. I am cleansed and free! I can love Mark again because I can love myself again.
I felt the fires of sexuality burning throughout my body, and I released myself to the passion of the liberating orgasm.
Sexual catharsis! I thought. That's what he meant last night when he said "I needed it!"
He was right I did need it. It was the only way.
I crushed my cunt against the cock that was fucking into my cunt, and I sucked hard on the one that was in my mouth. Both cocks began to come together, as though each's sperm were filling both ends of my body, each seeking the warmth that flooded through my middle. I jerked the two cocks that were in my hands, the soft and the hard, and I felt sperm splashing like boiling oil against my hands and fingers. Hands tightened around my tits, and I felt two mouths sucking body at my nipples.
I cried out in ecstasy as wave after wave of my orgasm exploded in my brain.
I could go home again, I knew. Go home to Mark.
I smiled inwardly to myself.
It would be a good trip.
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