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Chapter 1

The last chance for the two women to escape the flood waters that crept closer to the isolated house came at about five P.M.
"We really ought to head for my apartment in Weatherford," said Alice Kellog nervously. "It's on the fourth floor. We'll be safe." "No," said May Springer. "We'll be safer here. High ground."
The petite blonde, Alice, paced nervously." But we're so far from help� May, if my son gets through, do you mind if I leave with him?"
"You leave with him," said May. She could never explain to her friend, Alice, that this sturdy house was her bulwark-all she had in the world. If the flood took it, she wanted to go too. Alice had never understood May's peasant, primitive soul. A house, a piece of ground that sustained you, that you were willing to die for.
In fact May Springer enjoyed the danger of the high waters, the rains, the deep feeling of herself against raw nature. It was-well, sexual. The nipples of her full breasts stood out against the thin shirt she wore and tingled. Her cunt, snugged against the tight hold of her cut-off jeans, felt alive, slightly wet, as if the fluids in her body responded to the awesome rushing waters outdoors. She was barefoot, her long, dark hair in strings. If Alice weren't here, she'd tear off her clothes and wallow in the sheets of water that ran on each side of the house, turning her head up to the driving rain and screaming her ecstasy and challenge to the elements.
May's life in Weatherford was dull. This dangerous flood made her feel alive for the first time in months. She'd spent the afternoon outside, saving things from the rising waters and buttressing the retaining wall behind the house. If that wall went Alice fumed and paced. She looked incongruous in the big, dark house with the roar of the fierce rain on the roof and the gut-freezing sound of that rising water on two sides of the place. She wore a dressy, and silken pants suit that hugged her petite figure. The spotless off-white was set off by a gay scarf at her neck. Her pretty face was neatly made up, including earrings of gold, and her soft blonde hair retained the perfect, buttery curls of normal weather. To her, the flood in Weatherford was a frightening outrage.
Don Kellog arrived shortly after five. "Forget the city." he said. "You need a boat down there. I'll bet I'm the last one out."
Alice flew into her son's arms as soon as he took off his slicker.
"Oh, Don, what's going to become of us?" she wailed.
"We'll be safer than down in Weatherford," the young man said. He looked at May over his mother's shoulder and rolled his eyes. They both understood Alice's self-involvement.
Not that you're much better off, thought May. Momma's boy. But she had warm feelings for young Don. He was very handsome, a young blonde god-type and he turned her on. Which she'd always been careful to conceal from Alice. Now May felt a reckless surge of sexuality. Don had better keep out of her way on this long, exciting night ahead of them!
They assessed the situation. Three days of pounding rain had sent the Brighton River on a rampage. This afternoon the earthen Forks Dam had broken. The whole valley was a lake and it was National Guard and Red Cross time.
"But will we be safe here?" wailed Alice again.
"Go upstairs, Alice," said May. "Give us a full report on the water run from all parts of the house."
When Alice fluttered up the stairs, May said: "I want your car and mine against the edge of the retaining wall. Alice won't like it. She thinks we'll be able to drive out of here."
Don whistled gravely. "That bad, huh?"
"Pretty bad." She went up to him and hugged him and gave him a light kiss. In her sexed-up state she couldn't help it. He looked into her excited, dark eyes and some of the flame jumped to his.
"Why, you're getting a kick out of this," he laughed in surprise. His hands lingered on her thin shirt, hot and heavy.
She gave him another squeeze with her hand. "I turn-on to storms. Even dangerous ones." Their eyes locked. It wasn't the first time sex signals had passed between the young man and the voluptuous older woman. May just couldn't help testing Don's priggishness, his closeness to his mother.
Now she ran her hand inside his pants pocket and lightly touched his cock. Don blushed. "The car keys-in the other pocket," he mumbled and got them out. His eyes had a new fire in them and she could see the vein in his throat jump.
She grabbed his hand and they ran out into the torrents of rain like a couple of children, he forgetting his slicker.
"Oh, wow. Oh, Jesus!" he cried as the storm lashed them.
"Aieeee!" she yelled in delight, turning her face up to the rain. Her heart pounded in the excitement of exposure to the elements. Their bodies bumped together and suddenly the strong young man caught her and kissed her.
It was tremendously sexual-the cold pounding rain on her head, back, butt and bare legs, while the hot, young mouth probed her lips and brought her a different, warm liquid. She had to gasp and then opened her mouth for his tongue and they rocked in sudden ecstasy, his hands digging into her rich buttocks, her belly moving against his abdomen.
How many times had she wanted this to happen? How many times had she seen the lust in his blue eyes, hot and hungry, but there was always Alice and the politeness of dull daily living.
"Oh, Jesus, I've always wanted to fuck you!" he cried in her ear, as they rocked together.
Warm flushed ran up and down her body. "We've got a long n-night ahead," she managed. She felt light-headed, giddy, felt inner restraints lifting inside of herself. Tonight anything was possible. They lived in the shadow of death and all the rules were changed.
Then they dashed for the cars and worked them along the wall to extend the safety line and provide stout metal against rising waters.
"Our cars will be ruined!" cried Alice as she met the two dripping figures that returned to the house.
"The cars have to go to save the house," said May bluntly. She dripped water on the rug carelessly. Her shirt was plastered tight to her body and her full breasts with the eager nipples stood out-lined as strongly as if she were naked. "There's insurance."
"Oh, May, you look like a drowned rat," said Alice. She grabbed a blanket from the sofa in front of the fireplace. "Cover yourself before you catch a cold. Old women like us can't take chances."
May noted with amusement that young Don looked disappointed as she settled the blanket on her shoulders. His eyes stayed riveted on her breasts and she took plenty of time to adjust and readjust the blanket before she covered them.
"You, Don, you're a soggy mess. Get right out of those clothes and into a hot shower." His mother fussed at him, pushing him towards the bathroom.
"Hey, hey," protested Don. "I got no other clothes."
"I'll get you a robe from upstairs!" said Alice desperately. "Go to your shower at once."
"Calm down, Alice," said May.
"I thought I saw the two of you hu-hugging when I looked out of the window upstairs," said Alice. "I hope I didn't see that. God, I hope I was wrong." She stood like an angry, pretty judge, legs far apart, blue eyes blazing, blonde curls disarrayed from the vehement tosses of her head in her distress. "Oh, God, this is terrible. The TV's gone because your antenna broke and we can't get news. Your only radio works on batteries and they're almost dead. The world's coming to an end and I thought I saw-I saw-"
"Go get your shower, Don," said May evenly. "Alice go upstairs for the robe. You'll also find that the radio works better up there."
Not much point in hearing the news. "Rising flood waters" was the only message tonight. The telephone was already out and so was the electricity. Their only amenities were candles for light and a fire in the fireplace for warmth.
After Don retired to the bathroom, Alice glared at May who looked back at her evenly. Alice didn't trust herself to speak-she'd seen that hot kiss and groping all right and was shocked right down to her bones that her best friend would make a pass at her son. Then Alice flounced up the stairs, reassured by the rushing sound of the shower that she could hear above the low monotony of the pounding rain. May wanted to break something in frustration. She was sexed up, hungry for the young man's prick. It had been building for years. But always there was Alice and the constraints of society. She knew the young man wanted her, brought alive by the wildness of the elements. But it was still Alice's world, even to the moment that the house swept away and they all drowned, prudish, proper and moral to the very end.
God!
She stalked out to the rear porch to save some of the furniture, give herself something to do. The small bathroom window stared at her.
She felt her heart begin to pound as she rapped on the glass. Be a good trick on Alice if The frosted lower pane shot up and Don's wet face appeared.
"I could use some help in dragging this furniture out of the way," she said.
He stared at her, uncomprehending for a moment. Then his blue eyes dropped to her breasts and he understood. A wild fire appeared in his eyes. "May-"
It was all there. The protected rear porch, the comfortable chaise lounge, the hissing shower inside that would fool Alice. Still it hung in the balance. Don had his hang-ups. His mother hated sex; had ruined his marriage. Had pulled him back to her side, kept him at an insignificant job in a filling station, disparaged his dating. Any other man would've felt May's strong, peasant sex needs and found a way to reach her. Don had too much Alice in him.
May took his head in her hands and kissed him on the mouth. Then she fell back laughing as Don jerked back, slammed open the small window and began to crawl out, naked on the porch.
"Don't lose any skin," she warned him. Once again she was glad her house was an old one with an ordinary window for the bath instead of one of those bar-turn affairs you couldn't get out of.
"May-May-"
"You need me, boy," she whispered. She peeled off her thin shirt. "Oh, God."
She felt a wild exultation as their bodies came together, his, warm and wet from the shower, powerful. Her nipples burned into his flesh, and she felt deep rushes of delight, while he crushed her in a kiss and their tongues slid from mouth to mouth. She felt light-headed, a stranger to herself, a different creature in this world of rain, flood and doom. There were no longer rules of politeness and respectability-only cock and cunt and aching animal hungers against the deaths they would probably die before morning.
May had never felt so sexual in all her life. Always before, there was tomorrow, what people would think, obligations. Now there was the final totality.
Her belly dug against his and she felt his young cock harden against her pants. Then it was gone as he dropped his head for that blessed moment of fire when he sucked her naked nipples.
"Oh, God, you have fantastic breasts," he gasped. "All the time I wanted-wanted-"

She didn't believe she could stand the ecstatic burst of sex feeling that possessed her as he bit and sucked her nipples. Her cunt flowed fiercely against the cut-off jeans and swelled and swelled in excited desire.
"Don� baby� you'll muh-make me come," she exulted as she dug her fingers into the sweet, firm flesh of his naked back. She felt a hot core of her womanhood opening up from her knees to her shoulders. Wild rushes of pleasure from her loved breasts made her grunt-"Ahhhhh, Jesus-"
"Oh, those tits, those tits-" he went. His hot tongue traced fire down one soft, full mound, groveled in her cleavage and rode up to the other as she whined in pleasure-distress and had to buck her loins in helpless fuck motions.
When May felt sexed up she could go to orgasm. She wanted the aching, rising pleasure-desire to lift into an explosion worthy of the end of the world. Reluctantly she pulled his head free of her breasts.
While he stood there trembling she slid to her knees, digging her wet, warm tongue into his firm young flesh. Down, down�
"OH, MAY!" She had taken his pulsing cock into her mouth. His prick was long, powerful as befitted her young blonde god. The knob of the sensitive cock-head almost filled her mouth. She pressed it firmly into the arch of the roof of her mouth and bobbed her head. His whole body quivered with the delight sex brought him.
"God, oh, God, May! Ahhhhhh. Alice says dirty-must never� Ahhh, ohhhh."Hehadto buck his loins as she had had to a moment before.
She loved the taste of meat in her mouth from his prick. The rigidity of it. The smooth skin so free over the stiff muscle. The taste of his pre-seminal fluid flowing from the dark prick hole as a promise of the male explosion to come.
She released his cock-head and allowed him to throb deliciously while she jacked him off, using her warm saliva as lubricant.
"Alice-almost ruined you-her repressions," she told him. Then she pulled him to the chaise lounge and slid on top of him in the 69 position, her mouth to his cock, his mouth to her cunt. She wiggled out of her cut-off jeans and nested her sex tight to his mouth.
"You m-mean-I can suck you?"
"Eat it," she commanded. "Dig your tongue in. Find my clit, Don. Drive me crazy. Ahhhhhhh."
She lay on top of her young lover in complete delight, slowly working her cunt against his eager mouth, feeling deep rushes of growing sex madness-ronic that it took a catastrophe to make her face her own powerful sex needs. All the years, through two husbands and lots of lonely times, she had tried to be dainty and restricted as a woman should. Her ex-husbands had still found her over-sexed. After that, she existed in Alice's polite, cosmetic world, dating men that the blonde attracted and discarded when they got too bold in their approaches. She'd always felt she needed Alice's moral strength to protect her from a disastrous promiscuity that would destroy her. The flood washed away that nonsense. Even Don whose presence had been a test of her will power was no longer a game figure but a rich fulfillment.
She toyed with his cock, teasing him a little, while she felt her inner, true womanhood flower. The rushing flood waters on both sides of the house, the drumming rain, the electric excitement in the air, the feel of the spray in this open, honest and elemental hour thrilled her to the core of her being.
She began to suck him now, gently massaging his full balls with one hand to create still more sex juice. She -rimmed the fluted cock head with her tongue and ate down his shaft with deliberate slowness feeling the increasing pleasure of his cock from his movements and his prick tension. This was one pleasure-crazed boy.
His tongue, his teeth, his mouth whipped her to a higher and higher plane of bitch heat. The core of her being glowed with white-hot joy and aching tension now.
"May, I've dreamed of this so much-wanted you-"
"You're a beautiful boy, driven crazy by your uptight mother, Don. You deserve to be fucked and sucked and loved to madness."
"Uh, ah, oh, it feels so good."
"Eat and enjoy!" She put a demand suck on his prick and heard him gasp and felt the big, powerful body surge up into the approach to a heavenly male sex explosion.
Not yet.
She pulled off his naked warmth to let his cock dry-throb its pleasure for a few moments. Faintly she heard Alice's pounding on the bathroom door and the querulous voice calling.
"May-she'll catch us." The young man still feared his mother.
"Stick your head in the window. She still thinks you're taking a shower.
Don did so, bawling out to Alice that he was still showering. Alice called some question and Don looked at May. May mouthed a word.
"She went to the garage, I think!" Don shouted through the shower towards the closed door in the bathroom.
Safe enough. The priggish Alice wouldn't invade her son's privacy, nor risk the elements to check the garage.
She pulled him back to the chaise lounge and their eyes met in a solemn pact of total sex commitment. This time she slid her voluptuous body under his and spread her legs. Flood or no, Don came down on top of her with an expression that told he'd reached heaven.
"Oh, May, May."
She felt his huge, hungry prick dig at her outer cunt lips and canted upwards to permit him her pink, wet tunnel. His cock slid into her while their eyes locked in the utter joy of the moment. May had never felt such a delicious first penetration into her hot vagina. She felt he broke some swollen, itching, aching membrane and drove his hot male hardness into the center of her being.
"We-can't last long," she told him. She didn't want him to feel inadequate by the rocking explosion that would have to come all too quickly. They were both sexed up, quivering over the abyss of rich fulfillment.
"Fuck, fuck," she said. "Let it all go."
"Ahhh, ohhh, eeee," he went. He rocked his prick into her, dominating and filling every cranny of her cunt and she knew she'd been destined for young men's pricks from the beginning. Older men could not satisfy her powerful, voluptuous body.
Slowly, slowly he eased down on her, their bellies touching, breasts touching, mouths touching.
The first wild ecstasy for her was the thrill of that strong, young cock thrusting hilt deep into her while they kissed madly, hot, sweet saliva bubbling between them, tongues entwined, hearts pounding furiously.
There was a greater heaven to come. She knew it was coming and that it would drive her out of her mind with joy. She reveled in his kisses, dragging out that pleasure, holding him, bucking up to his cock, warming him with her silken sex tunnel, squeezing his cock with hot bitch desire.
He pulled back gasping. "May, your tits, oh, God."
"Oh, Jesus," she groaned, tensing all over as he assaulted her vulnerable nipples. Huge, racking quivers rippled through her body. Before, when he fucked her and kissed her they'd become equals, no longer older woman and young man, but equivalent lovers. Now he was the master at this point, using her sexuality with male-dominating skill. She thumped her loins and keened, twisting under him.
The flood outside, the rain, the rushing water, the feel of being pure, and warm, and secure in this fuck, against the dissolving world, lifted her right up to overpowering ecstasy. She lost her identity in the wonderful rise to her orgasm.
"Ahhhhhh, Don!" she whined as she felt her body lock in the final, impossible yet magnificent tension. "Ahhhhhh, God!"
THROB! Her cunt succumbed and gloved against his cock as she entered her sweet sex death. Throb, throb, throb. Oh, my God, this was the way the world should end, with these gigantic pulsations of pure molten bitch joy. She grunted and whined and keened her exquisite pleasure at this ultimate big orgasm that emptied off every particle of her aching sex tension. She dug her fingers into his naked back and spent furiously and completely for him, letting him know the ultimate wonder of satisfying a rich, highly sexed female. He cried out in his own pleasure at his potency.
Then his eyes, in front of her sweating dazed face went big with wonder, and glazed.
"Oh, May, I-I-SEED YOU! SEED YOUR GUTS!" he cried.
She felt him quiver to extreme pleasure/tension and then break. Spurt! His cock milked into her with powerful stabs of hot jism. Wham, wham, wham. His inner being seemed to turn inside out as he spurted male ecstasy deep into her body, working off luscious explosions of hot, young come into her rich body.
"GOOOOOONE," he wailed. He hugged her tight and laid his maleness deep inside of her.
Then as the pressure began to ease and the flood turned to less exquisite, tapering rushes of come, he laughed in relieved happiness. His fucked woman lay dazed and glowing under him, enjoying her euphoria, while his own guts glowed with a richness that can only come from a perfect fuck.
He stared up into the shocked, white face of his mother.
"DON!, MAY! Oh, God. WHAT ARE YOU DOINGGG!"
Alice Kellog stared down at her son and her best friend in their finished fuck-lock, juices of cock and cunt running between their legs, bodies flaccid with the relief of their sex trip.
May stared up dumbly at Alice, as if she were off in some far country where spoken words meant nothing. The sex had been so good and complete she was beyond caring what Alice thought or said. It wasn't so easy for Don. His mother screamed at him, pounding his naked body with her small fists and crying her distress at this shocking outrage that was twice as horrifying to her as the dark flood waters that roared around the house.
He fled in confusion and shame back into the house. "Oh, Mom, I'm sorry. Sorreeee. It was the flood� it was� she made me� she kissed me."
"It's the end, Don. The living end. We don't deserve to survive. We're going to die tonight. We're all going to die. Your vile sex act� we're doomed!"
Alice had seen the culmination of the vile act on the porch. Just the sight of it almost drove her crazy. May's powerful, punishing loins thrust up under her son's cock as May jerked and moaned her gross animal pleasure. Then while Alice stood there, too stunned to move or speak, her son responded in kind. His naked buttocks locked, he made crazy sex sounds and she could almost see his secret male essences burst out of his body into the fullness of that succulent, hungry bitch belly.
Coming on top of the terror of the flood, it brought her to the brink of fainting. She felt her head go dizzy, her heart flutter in her ears, and everything move away from her.
Then the fury came, sweeping her back into her attack on Don and May. May seemed too sex-dazed to react. She plodded after them back into the house and slumped into her blanket in front of the fire, refusing to answer Alice's furious attack. She was like someone drunk or on dope. Don fled to the bathroom, dismayed, quivering under the lash of her tongue. He locked himself in while she pounded angrily on the door and demanded that he expose himself to her full tirade.
"You're a degenerate! You're going straight to hell. You'll die in this flood with your mother's curse on your eternal soul. That vicious woman she's crazy-but you-you-you'll never spend another night under my roof, young man. I'll kill myself. I might as well. I've spawned a rotten, sex-mad, pus-filled cretin!"

At last, as first anger dissipated, she fled weeping up the stairs to the second floor, hoping to see from the windows that the rising flood would soon carry them off and end her misery.
Sex. Horrible, sickening sex that had plagued her life and now was finally going to see her to her death!
Yet the actual sight of the rising flood waters cooled her angry emotional jag. On one side of the house she could make out the smooth evil flowing lake that the hillside had become. There was nothing out there but a deadly sheath of water. The other side was even worse, because the water ran like river rapids with a rushing, inevitable sound, a symphony of gurgles and swishes under the broad roar of its power. It came down from higher ground to split around the retaining wall and the house, making an island of May's place. When the water finally topped the retaining wall the house itself would become the river bed and still the water would rise�
Alice shivered against the matter-of-fact reality of their desperate situation. It was one thing to cry out for a dramatic death because of the degenerate act of her son and May. It was another to face the monstrous unemotional power of that water that cared nothing about human morals or the good and bad in people's lives. She gave a low moan of terror and misery�
It was true that she'd never really enjoyed sex. Oh, she'd had orgasms all right. Yet the sex act had always seemed demeaning to her, to let a man stick a part of his body into hers and squirt off warm juices. To use her tender, intimate insides to force her to produce new life for him.
If she had not been so pretty, she might've finally integrated her sensitive romantic soul with her physical body. Men never gave her a chance. Her slim, elegant figure combined with that sexy, lovely face, ethereal and romantic, topped by her luscious swirl of butter-blonde hair, made her a target from the first. It seemed to her that men wanted to use her beauty, absorb it into themselves and leave behind the sodden lump of her personality. They cared only for her curving legs and thighs, her cute behind, her breasts, her spectacular face. They didn't care about her.
At first she evaded and then avoided sex, becoming skillful in holding lovers with mere petting long past their tolerance with other women. Sooner or later they all left her, of course. To her relief. But that was not enough either. And so she married and went through the agony of married sex, fighting off the degeneracy of oral copulation and even once an attempt by her husband to pierce her rectum with his penis. She had one child and fought her husband down to occasional normal sex in the missionary position. He finally left her for his secretary.
Her divorced years were better. She still had her looks and men pursued her, but when they became a problem she could turn them over to her good friend, May. At the same time she worked on May to control May's animal baseness and most of the time succeeded. Between May and her son, now living with her, life was satisfactory, if not exciting.
And now the flood and the ultimate horror of May's animalism in perverting her son. Once again her whole life pattern was upset and once again it was all due to her old enemy-sex.
Could she return to her apartment, living with her son, after what she'd seen him do? Could she still enjoy her friendship with May after what she'd seen? No! Not even if they survived this flood. A lifelong anger at her lot seized her, so powerful it made her tremble. Her son and her best friend had-fucked!-right under her nose. They would do it again, if the flood let them. Dammit, no, no, no.
She went downstairs. May slept under a blanket on the sofa, a satisfied pig, her guts filled with male semen. Soon she'd awake and seek more dirty sex against the terrors of the night, possibly to die in degenerate debauchery. Possibly impregnated with her own son's juices!
Don sat hunched in a chair, avoiding her look. Her handsome son, taken away from her by this vicious woman! She swept past him into the kitchen. She found a carving knife. Heart thudding in her chest she went back to the sofa and stood above the sleeping May.
"I'm not going to let May get by with it!" she shouted in breaking anger. "She'll try it again!"
She jerked back the blanket, exposing May's breasts and lifted the knife that glittered in the firelight.
She hesitated just a second. That was long enough for Don to cry out in horror and jump on her behind, aborting the downward swing of the knife. At that it grazed his leg and he howled in shock and anger.
"Mom, for Christ's sake!"
May slept on in unconcerned languor, unaware�
Don lifted her from the floor as he jerked the knife away from her. She was gone into hysteria, shouting and sobbing senseless things about "pigs", "sex", and her life "destroyed".
Still filled with guilt and now further upset by her murderous outburst, Don did his own brand of wild shouting as he carried the struggling woman upstairs and flung her on the bed.
"NOW YOU WANT TO RAPE ME. YOU'RE OWN MOTHER!" she screamed and subsided into sobs a silken, gleaming creature reduced to tears of angry passion.
He really let her have it then, lashing her verbally. "You're totally screwed up on the subject of sex, Alice. You ruined my marriage with Joanie, telling me she was oversexed, telling me she had perverted ideas, telling me that if I didn't satisfy her lusts she'd run to other men."
"She did! She did!"
"Only because I listened to you. Only because I listened to your crap about the evils of sex all my life. Actually I like sex, even after all you pumped into me."
"Your father's alley cat habits. Fuck, fuck, fuck. That's all men think about," she moaned, still twisting in her anger.
"Well, listen to me, Mom. If we get out of this flood mess, I'm going on my own way. I'm sick of your mothering me. People call me "Momma's boy."
"May did this. May turned you against me. I won't let her do it!"
"I'll tell you something, you blonde bitch. Yes, that's what you are! I've been attracted to May for a long, long time. And she likes me. You've tried to kill the healthy thing in her, too, but it won't work any more. So she's forty and I'm twenty-one. If I want to make love to her, I will."
"I'll kill her!"
Mother and son glared at each other. Usually in one of these battles Don backed down. But now the young man had a luminous glitter in his eyes that reminded her of her ex-husband when he was pushed too far.
"Not tonight, you won't kill her!" Don began to rummage in May's bureau.
"You can't stop me!" Then, genuinely frightened of him now-"What are you doing?"
"This!"
He was on top of her, on the bed. He had two of May's knit scarves. While she struggled helpless against his strength, in humiliation and fear, he tied her wrists to the bed so that she was pinned there. She could kick her legs and twist but with her arms bound above her head she was a prisoner on the bed.
"Oh, you bastard! You've tied me up so you can go downstairs and fuck your old woman lover!" she wept.
"That's all you think about, Alice. Sex, sex, sex."
"Go ahead, Don. Do her. And then do me. I can't protect myself. I'm sorry you were ever born. You're not my son! The sight of you sickens me."
Don got a strange expression on his face. "Yes, I am a degenerate. There you are, helpless on the bed. And me with a wild appetite. You're pretty sexy, Alice, you know that? Always dressed just so, hair just so, makeup just right. And you can't call the cops on me tonight."
He sat on the bed and squeezed her shapely thigh. "Rich girl-meat, Alice. A helluva package."
Alice thought she would die as her son felt up her thigh.
"Don, dammit now, stop!"
He put his hand on her flat belly, grinning. "I know your secret, Alice. Dear mother. You wear sexy satin panties that no man ever sees. Always dressed for the sex that never comes, huh? Well, your degenerate son can change that."
His hand went down to her pelvic shelf. It found her cunt.
"Don, for God's sake." She twisted away, horrified. He laughed and pinioned her with one arm. With his other hand he boldly rubbed her cunt.
"Yes, Mom, I've fought it all these years. Listened to you. Tried to suppress my evil nature. But lust will out, won't it?" Strong fingers forced her cunt lips through her pants and panties and rode into her tender, pink tissues.
"Oh, oh, De-Don!" she gasped.
"So you've got a cunt. And a clitoris, too. And you're jealous that May had all the fun. Well, the least I can do is jack you off, Alice, so you can have a few kicks."
She fought and twisted and yelled at him as he took down her pants, but it was no use. This son of hers had gone crazy. Deep, luscious sex thrills ran up her belly, scaring her even as they felt good.
"Oh, now, Don, I can't have this," she begged, hysteria gone now. He had her pants way down and his hand was hot on her belly and cunt while his longest finger drove her satin panties inside and he stroked several inches inside her tunnel. She began to make cunt honey for him, warm oils to wet his finger and her panties.
"Feels great. You've got a tight, sexy cunt."
"Don!" she wailed. She had to lift her loins for the good feeling and give unlady-like grunts of pleasure as that maddening finger thrilled her clitoris. "Ah-eh. Oh, no, no."
"Let's see you get it off, dear mother. I'll bet you haven't come in years."
He opened her blouse and then reached under to split loose the catch of her bra. Her naked tits were perfect cones, not the big mammaries of May, but exquisitely shaped with a surprising sensual fullness. The pink nipples looked childlike, innocent, very sexy. And they were hard, very hard.
"Oh. my God," she burst out as he resumed masturbating her. Twist as she could, she couldn't escape those thrilling hands, one palm cupping her nude tits alternately, while a finger of the other hand sneaked under her satin panties to invade her cunt and ride her clit.
"You're one stacked doll," he murmured in surprised pleasure. "I never realized."
"Oh, Don, you must stop. Stop now and I'll never mention it. Never tell a soul," she breathed.
"Sure, Mom. Just come for me. One tiny, honest orgasm so I know you're a human being. After all, none of us may be alive in the morning."

She whimpered. But it was far too late to reestablish her dignity her motherly distance from him. Yet she tried.
"Don-if you per-ohh-persist in this you'll hate me. You'll hate-ahhhh-yourself." Her blue eyes bugged out as she strained up to the maddening rush of sex feeling. Her whole belly was on luscious fire.
"Let's risk it."
It was too late. Sex sweat appeared and she got a hot blush almost to her breasts. Her sensitive nipples sent hot fires of pleasure down to her belly where the hotter fires from her cunt flowed upwards. She was locked into sex, her animal being, so long dormant, aroused. Her eyes glazed; her well-shaped lips parted in her trance.
"Ah, eee, uuuu, it feels-feeeeeeels ahhhhhhhhhh," she panted.
It was no longer possible to resist at all. She lifted her ass from the bed and humped the forcing finger with quivering fuck strokes, pleasing her enthralled sex network of nerves, making huffing sounds, straining and thrilling.
"Ahhhhhh. Ohhhhhh. Ahhhhhhhhh."
Don had a terrific hard-on. He'd done his flip-flop from dutiful proper son to the faked degeneracy only to stop her wounding words. But now he'd discovered how truly sexual his mother was. That long, elegant body had been well taken care of, more like thirty than forty. Her daintiness, her softness, her beauty set his desires on fire and now as he saw her animal need appear he was thrilled to his essence. What a fuck she would be if she weren't his mother.
He bent over and sucked on her nipples.
"Ahhhhh. GOD!"
She writhed under him in moist, taken happiness, legs apart, pelvis driving.
Alice felt as if she fell off a cliff and then soared like a bird. With those deeply sexual flashes from her breasts and her clit singing, she locked her body, brought her legs together and let the blinding lights of sex joy burst behind her closed eyes.
"Ohhhhhhhh."
She gave him a long, delicious freeze and then her cunt throbbed powerfully against his finger, two of which distended her swollen vagina. She spent herself in gasping glory, and as Don possessively sucked her tender nipple, he felt her whole body express its joy in release. The soft muscle of her thighs trembled in ecstasy against his lower arm as her cunt went through its quakes of surrender and completion. He exulted with her. God, what a woman. Who'd have thought there was so much sexiness under her prudish exterior. He almost came himself.
Then she fell back panting, eyes half-opened and dazed, her face, her whole body moist and lovely pink. He'd never seen such a beautiful sight. She seemed unable to speak.
Don got up and went to the windows. The flood had reached peak. The water was almost over the retaining wall now. Without those cars, they'd have long ago been washed away. The swift, murderous current was coming for them. Rain still thundered on the roof and the menacing sound of the water rose to a steady, boisterous clamor.
Yet he felt calm, and curiously, unafraid. The sex acts had lifted him outside of himself, made him feel potent, almost immortal. His cock jutted up in a happy, iron hard-on, and the whispered thought that would've shocked him yesterday roared in his mind now.
He went back to the bed, slid out of the rest of his clothes and mounted his mother. He felt only need and burning desire. Naked for the most part, arms tied back, open and luscious, she looked like the greatest whore of all time. He skinned down her sopping satin panties and looked at her cunt. Perky blonde pubic hairs, a small, swollen cunt and sweet juices smeared on her thighs and belly.
There was no doubt that she was still sexed up, higher than before. She moved languorously, undulating her hips. Her beautiful eyes still looked dazed; her orgasm, so rare in her life, had deprived her of her censor, in its sweeping power. She said nothing.
He parted her legs without resistance. He got a hand under her creamy buttocks and canted her loins up. Slowly, savoring each moment, he pressed his cock to her cunt and notched in. His cock head reveled in the extreme heat of her vagina. Her exciting woman's smell rose to his nostrils. He tensed his buttcoks and fucked into her with a slow steady drive that thrilled every inch of his prick.
She murmured to saver her body. He melted down, feeling her warm, moist belly fit nude and tight to his. She had a long torso; he had only to bend his head a little to see that perfect, girlish nipple, smooth as pink velvet, hard as his prick, float up to his mouth. He dabbed it with the tip of his tongue, then licked it, and then engulfed her small, ripe breast in his mouth. Thrilling, heart pounding, he drew back his ass and began to fuck into her with rich, slow strokes.
Alice knew that her son was going to fuck her and her nerves tingled with fire. Her first orgasm had left her feeling very hot and weirdly sexual. She'd never been aroused like this in her life. She felt a twinge of regret, and guessed that this was her punishment for having made such a fuss about abstinence from sex with him for so long.
God, it felt good! It was nothing at all like the other sex she'd had all her life. This was no stranger forcing an alien prick into her body. This was her own loved and loving flesh and blood, hot, sexy, needful.
She fucked back against her son's prick in that same dreamy, savoring mood that he felt. As if this had been due to them, coming to them for a long, long time and the moment was now. Was that why she dressed so well at home, wore satin panties that he sometimes caught a glimpse of?
No matter. Her cunt, her belly, her breasts, her whole body was his to enjoy as he would. She was glad her arms were tied back. She was completely open and available to him for this magnificent fuck. There were no words to describe the delicious, ineffable feeling that rose in her as his prick shoved in and out of her cunt. She was incredibly hot, incredibly alive, concentrated, her every atom glowing in pleasure and yet there was an aching tension crying out for still more pleasure.
Her breasts in his mouth were acutely sensitive, heavenly rushes of joy spreading down from them and through her. She could actually hear his iron cock meat slogging into her soft, creamy passage and the sound filled her with fabulous desire.
"More-faster," she gasped.
"Fuck, fuck, fu-eking you," he panted. "Oh, Alice. Oh, Mom."
They hung at a unique moment in eternity, beautiful bodies rocking together in a wonderheaven of sexual bliss. As if she'd waited all her life to offer her essences, her entire being on the altar of his masculinity. Locking and unlocking. Thrilling and thrilling.
"Oh, Jesus, so great," he murmured.-He kissed her. Soft lips parted for firm, questing lips. Breasts still thrilled by his hard chest. Tongues meshed, and sweet saliva flowed between them in a hot, French kiss.
She felt her whole body open outwards and floated off into a burst of glorious stars and cascades of fire. It took her a moment to realize her cunt had gone into continuous orgasm.
"Oh, Don, fuuuuucked," she grunted and throbbed against his cock.
"Ga, ga, ga," he went, like a baby. Completely out of his mind in joy. That silken, sweet cunt in its snugness worshipped his prick with glove squeezes of feminine happiness and submission, and he felt the roaring fires of desire-pleasure turn white hot in his belly. His whole abdomen glowed with the coming fury of his spend.
She fell back gasping from her orgasm and then tensed again and worked her loins to draw more pleasure from the intense fuck friction. She was lost in all time and space now, one huge, glowing creature of lust, fucking and exploding, quaking, falling and rising again to throb against his cock.
"Oh, God, lovely. Sex, sex. Killing me," she cried happily.
"Muh-making you. Making it. Uh, uh, uh." He was rising now. "Don. Love. Oh, love, love. Oh, oh, oh."
"Keep-keep coming, Mom. I-I-I-" The peak.
He gave a great masculine cry of joy and completion. 'FUUUUCKED!" He stilled in exquisite pleasure. Then his gushes came joyful, leaping relief as he spurted his jism gut deep into her cunt. Spurt, spurt, spurt. "Ohhhhhh, yesssssss," he whined and seeded her with luscious, foaming bursts of come.
"Ahhhh, uhhhhh, ahhhhh." She wanted it all, the hot, virile thick male sperm from deep in his body. He held her ass tightly now to get maximum penetration and delivered it all with shuddering ecstasy.
"Teeeee-take it. Take it!"
"Good. Oh, gooood," she cried and came again at the thrilling gush deep in her body, his cock alive inside of her.
At last orgasms tapered to waves of spent pleasure and a heavenly euphoria descended upon them like a velvet, soft cloud and they rested, still fuck-locked, in glowing splendor.
Only then did Alice hear a strange new sound. It was actually an absence of sound. The rain had stopped. The sound of the rushing flood did not seem as loud. Lying there with her son's cock buried in her, her vagina filled with his jism that leaked out on her thighs; she suddenly knew beyond doubt that they weren't going to die in the flood. She knew it�
Downstairs, May had awakened, made some sandwiches and coffee and sat alone, sipping the hot brew. She wasn't anxious to face Alice, or Don, either. Her body felt a little stiff from the sex activity on the porch, and somehow the sense of the wildness of nature, her own matching wildness, was gone. She instinctively knew that the retaining wall had held and that they were going to survive, and go back to their dull, repressed lives. She felt a sweet sadness.
Don came down the stairs, wearing only his shorts. He looked stunned, stoned, shocked. He walked over to her, stumbling over a kitchen knife that had somehow misplaced itself mysteriously near the fireplace. He came into her arms and began to weep.
Startled, she held his young, warm body and racked her brains. What was wrong? It couldn't be the flood. She sneaked a hand inside his shorts and felt his big, soft cock. For an instant she was shocked too. Then she began to laugh, a throaty, peasant laugh.
"You fucked her! That hard-assed, good-looking piece of mother-tail. Good for you, Don. Good!"�
It was a week before May saw Don again. In that week Weatherford had almost returned to normal. She hadn't seen or heard from Alice Kellog at all. Then one evening Don appeared with insurance papers for her to sign about the loss of the Kellog car, a friend dropping him off.
"Well?" she grinned at him.
'She's gone. Aunt Mabel's in Cincinnati. She says maybe she's going to move there, get a job and stay. She wouldn't let me near her or even look at her cross-eyed. She'd hardly speak to me. And she hates you. Oh, God, I made a mess of things."
She suggested that he stay for dinner and talk it over. Later, naked on the bed, delirious with her joy at her new young lover, May said:
"The flood hurt a lot of people. I'm very sorry for that. For us it was lucky."
"Bad," he groaned. "I committed incest with my mother, drove he off, ruined your friendship with her, filled my life with guilt."
She took hold of his young cock, temporarily soft.
"Believe that if you want. You have Alice's uptight pessimism. Ask me what I think."
"What do you think?"
"I think you dig older women. I think you and I will make love fiercely until you get sick of my hot, bottomless lust, dear Don. By then Alice will be back. You'll both fight and fuss and storm and end up fucking each other crazy. Then oceans of guilt will tear you apart and she'll leave and it'll be my turn again, until that sexy tight-assed mother of yours gets in heat again. Then more of same. Too bad she isn't here now-we could all live happily in my house. Maybe someday we will, with no one the wiser. Beautiful lovers, all."
He had to laugh then. "Maybe the flood wasn't so bad for us. I'm with you. Let's fuck to that."

Chapter 2

Two worlds-minutes apart in the same city. One safe, secure, quiet, mental. That was Donna Gray's sorority house that she left about five o'clock that afternoon, bundle under her arm. One violent, roaring, bloody. That was where she headed that afternoon-down the freeway to the ghetto alongside the industrial district. The rentstrike parade. "The wildest night this town will ever see," Witsy promised Donna, flashing white teeth in her beautiful tan face. "Kark and I are a big part of it. We're the team drops the bomb in the bank-the fucking red-lining bank that everybody hates down here."
Donna felt cold in her arms and legs and hot in her stomach. She didn't really want to see Witsy tonight, or Witsy's boyfriend, Kark. But Witsy was her sociology project and her conscience wouldn't let her off the hook. Tonight would be a high water mark in Witsy's young life. The riot if it got to that-and the bank bombing. So how could Donna stay home at the sorority house play rock music, wash her hair, study or gossip with friends while Witsy, the subject of her sociology thesis went through her night in hell without her? No way. The white virgin coed was scared spitless-but she knew she had to go. Police cars already moved silently, efficiently towards the parade street. The evening was cool; Donna shivered. There could be big trouble down here tonight. She parked her car some distance away and took the bus into the danger areas as Witsy had instructed her. There were a few other riders. No sane person would near Canterbury Avenue tonight. Donna clutched her bundle and her bag with the recorder and notebook and felt her breath go short as she got close. She'd never exposed herself to anything like this before.
The Oldtown district frightened her and stimulated her at the same time. It was not all black, but a mixture of poor whites, chicanos, blacks and a few orientals. Beside the strong industrial smells, there was an odor of decay and staleness. As she went past a gloomy tavern she smelled the smell of stale beer. To Donna who came from another, smaller city with little poverty, who'd always lived in a well-to-do home, this district was like a visit to another planet.
Tonight there was an air of urgency and excitement as people scurried by, either on the way to the parade or ducking out of the area to hide until the action was over. On her other visits she'd feared mugging, or worse. Tonight with the sound of sirens and the sight of police cars and an occasional fire truck she felt a different fear like a city getting ready for a war. But she'd promised Witsy�
She gave a gasp. Not a half block away stood Earl Minto, a white boy she knew, talking to a chicano girl. Earl was from her home town and his family knew her family. She'd had a couple of bad dates with him when she'd first come to college, before she met others in her sorority activities. He was tall, broad-shouldered, with red hair and a sharp, inquisitive nose. Somehow he'd found out she was a virgin and he'd really pursued her. He seemed to think he had a special claim on her since she came from his town and his folks knew hers.
What the devil was Earl doing down here tonight? He was no political activist. He was a churlish slob. She didn't want him to see her down here. She thought she heard her name called, but she rushed across the street on the diagonal and half-ran the rest of the way to Witsy's house. She plunged in without hesitating, without knocking.
That turned out to be a mistake, another shock. Not on account of Earl. She forgot all about Earl and even about the danger down here. She had stumbled in on Witsy with her boyfriend. Kark was fucking Witsy right there on the sofa in the cluttered living room.
She'd barely locked the door and swung around before she saw them. Witsy's long, tan legs up in the air, widely separated. Kark's thick, black body on top of hers, his strong buttocks bucking. Witsy gave high, keening cries of delight and Kark responded with masculine grunts of pleasure.
One of the things that fascinated Donna about Witsy was the black girl's free and easy attitude about sex. So different from her own. Of course, Witsy didn't seem black at all. She was a honey tan, with a Caucasian face, limpid brown eyes, a slim figure with medium breasts that seemed fabulously sensual. She was bold and open, but Donna had never expected anything like this.
Donna stood there, her eyes getting used to the darkened room, seeing it all and trembling from the sudden sight of the two beautiful, adult humans fucking each other.
"Don-Donna-go on into the kitchen-see you-ah, ha, ah-there-in a few minutes," Witsy managed, Kark paid no attention to her at all. His eyes were closed his body drummed into the exquisite tan body that he fucked. Before she hurried to the kitchen Donna saw his stiff black cock riding boldly in and out of Witsy's cunt, gleaming with Witsy's juices. Her heart pounded in excitement to see this intensely intimate act. She'd had so little sex experience she half-believed that nobody ever did anything at all now here it happened right in front of her!
But tonight was so special! In the kitchen, Donna dropped her bundle and stood there shaking. For the first time she understood what this district, Witsy and her people, this house stood for. Sex. In these mean streets, in the living room with its broken furniture, threadbare rug and stained wall, even the kitchen, clean enough, but smelling of ancient meals, with everything sagging and cracked-even cockroaches everything was possible.
She drew deep breaths. She felt a high tingle in her cunt. She moved slightly so that she was hidden from the couple but could see their bodies surging. She felt between her legs and began to masturbate. She seldom did that, but down here everything was possible that was impossible in her own world�
Donna would've been amazed-but the tan girl being fucked on the sofa was� thinking of her! As Kark's cock drove into Witsy's cunt she enjoyed tremendous thrills of exultation.
"Oh, Kark, Kark," she cried in pleasure.
"Mmmmm. Mmmmm." Silent, solemn Kark in his religious fanaticism was away in some dream world, letting his cock and his body drive in sexual pleasure.
You were most alone when fucking, thought Witsy. She loved that. Not having to perform. Street people were like that. You had a lot of sex because it cost nothing and there was not much else to do.
Kark was different from the rest of the group that lived in this house. Kark's Imperial Cluster. Kark proudly limited his sex to her among this crowd of followers. Once in a while she sneaked sex with others but she never told Kark. He might take a knife to her or throw her out. He despised the oversexuality of the poor.
"Ah, ah, ah," she went. His powerful cock had taken her just about there and she wanted to sing with happiness. She truly loved Kark and never more than when she was about to take his burst of liquid joy.
Yet at this peak moment of sex she closed her eyes and thought about Donna's body. That rich, black hair, so lustrous, that fell below Donna's shoulders. The rounded body with the hour glass figure. That long column of Donna's throat, those breasts so much softer than hers. Donna's curves-and her smooth skin, so young, so fresh. It was Donna's curves-and her smooth skin, so young, so fresh. It was Donna's purity, her innocence that deeply excited the tan girl. Why not? Her own sex life had started so long ago. Her people were so blase about sex. Donna's innocence dazzled Witsy.
Kark gave a groan, stopped fucking her and held her buttocks firmly to seed her cunt. She heard his wail of involuntary loss of control and happiness. Then his jism burst into her.
"Ah, God!" she went, faint and dizzy, and her cunt throbbed in sweet orgasm along with his. Over the years Witsy had complete control of her orgasms.
Kark, finished, quickly rose, dressed and went to find Earl Minton. Kark did not like Donna or any white woman. He prided himself on not being sexually interested in white women. "White like bathroom walls. Dull. Nothing," he always said.
He left the house and left Witsy hot for the virgin girl in the kitchen. Witsy, naked, joined Donna. The white girl had a flushed look about her that told Witsy she'd been masturbating. Good! Donna had told Witsy she seldom played with herself and never had orgasms. Well, down here the uptight girl had begun to loosen.
Witsy hugged Donna. "Baby!"
Donna averted her eyes from Witsy's nudity. "Oh, Witsy, I'm so sorry I walked in on you and Kark."
Witsy hands raced lightly over the white girl's lush body. She was high and meant to cash in on Donna's jacking off also. "Forget it. Kark doesn't mind. I don't mind. We fuck a lot in the Imperial Cluster."
"Oh, Witsy!"
"Did you get it off, kid?" asked Witsy. "You know I didn't," said Donna, shocked by the direct question. That was Witsy, always saying the direct, open thing. "I can't do myself."
"You sure got if off last night," said Witsy. She recalled the episode between herself and Donna from last night when the two girls had sat alone, late at night in Kark's van, and Witsy had made first sexual contact with the innocent girl.
Last night Donna had talked about life in the sorority house, how everything was boys! And how bashful the girls were about their bodies in front of each other. While she talked, Witsy began to kiss and fondle her. It embarrassed Donna-and thrilled her. She protested but that seemed to delight Witsy who kissed her in earnest, hands boldly stroking Donna's body.
It was a key moment in Donna's life, so different than her dates with boys. Somehow girl kissing seemed safe and comfortable, especially with the good looking Witsy. Witsy kissed Donna about the neck, finding all those shiver spots and Donna felt wild streaks of exquisite anticipation even as she protested. Especially when Witsy dipped her hands inside Donna's blouse and undid her bra to stroke Donna's breasts.
"Witsy, we shouldn't!" breathed Donna. Her cunt flowed as the warm palms made her nipples grow hard.
"Nonsense," said Witsy. Then she kissed Donna and forced her tongue into the white girl's mouth. It was the first time ever that Donna had felt a hot, sexy tongue inside her mouth. She twisted in repulsion, and then pleasure, as Witsy French kissed her and played lasciviously with her tits. She thrilled as Witsy sucked out her saliva and pulled Donna's tongue into her own mouth to nibble it gently. Oh, God.
From there it was only a step to Donna's first orgasm brought on by another person. Witsy's hand dipped inside Donna's pants to find Donna's cunt, already wet. Witsy began to jack off the stirred-up girl. That was when she'd discovered Donna's virginal obstruction.
"You've still got your plug, you lucky bitch," breathed Witsy.
"I'll never lose it," cried Donna. "I'm frigid. My dates tell me that."
"Shit," said Witsy. "You're a walking sex bomb, crazy to explode."
Under the drive of Witsy's fingers, and excited Donna spread her legs and let Witsy stroke her clitoris. In no time Donna rose up to sex glory and went into a wild orgasm, throbbing and squeezing her legs on Witsy's hand. It was a delicious, delirious surrender.
Now, tonight, it seemed to Donna that they picked up where they'd left off last night. Witsy kissed her, hugged her and then began to undress her.
"Now, Witsy, I don't think-"
"We have to try on the clothes you brought," grinned Witsy. She indicated the bundle. "Sure, but-"
"Trust Momma," said Witsy.
There was something commanding, almost masculine about Witsy, and Donna obeyed, undressing, with her eyes downcast.
Witsy lived in seventh heaven. Down here among her own she was always the shy, backward one. Got fondled and teased into sex by some guy. With Donna, Witsy was in charge, taking the lead. She thrilled not to see Donna's nakedness. After all the years of seeing nude bodies in varying shades of dark, it was almost a miracle to see that that glossy black pubic hair, that pink slit of a cunt, so innocent "Are we alone?" asked Donna anxiously.
"Safe as a bank vault," said Witsy. "The Cluster is all out on the streets tonight with jobs to do." She jerked a thumb at the out-doors and Donna could hear the sound of rushing feet and faint cries. The parade must've started. The action had already started.
But Witsy said: "Down on your knees, girl."
"What?"
Witsy swept the naked Donna into her tan arms and kissed her on the mouth. Her firm breasts pressed warmly into Donna's softer ones. Her belly rubbed in open sexuality against Donna's pelvis. Witsy found the love spots around Donna's neck and kissed them, making the white girl shiver.
Witsy said: "I want you down on your knees. You can suck Kark's come out of my cunt."
"Oh, my God," said Donna, but the vein in her throat throbbed wildly.
Witsy wet her own fingers in her own brimming cunt and licked them in front of Donna's wide eyes. "Mmmmm," she went. "Good." Then she wet her fingers again, held Donna's head firmly and forced the gleaming fingers into Donna's mouth, past soft lips. Repulsed, fascinated, Donna obediently licked those fingers, tasting Kark's come and Witsy's cunt oils. She shuddered in guilty delight. Her cunt flowed freely, she felt the same streaks of sex she'd felt last night.
Thrilled out of her mind she sank to her knees under Witsy's firm thrust and smelled the wild sex smell, saw the graceful girl cunt of the beautiful tan girl. Still she hesitated.
"I can't!" she wailed.
"Drink!" commanded Witsy in mock firmness. She pulled Donna's face to her cunt and undulated her loins. Donna ate cunt. Warm sex oils slid down her throat. Tentatively and then more avidly Donna ate the other girl's sex.
"Oh, God," moaned Witsy. "God! God!"
Her knees trembled. Hands on smooth tan thighs, Donna felt the power of the sex and sucked harder. It was a golden moment. Last night she had come for Witsy. Now she took Witsy into come-land. Donna made a happy sound in her throat and boldly grasped Witsy's smooth buttocks to hold her target firmly and ate fiercely.
"Ah, ah, yessss," gasped Witsy. "Oh, Donna, I'm loved to death. Crazeeeeeee!" Her ass pumped as she rose right up to glory. "Ah, eh, ah, eh."
Hanging in the sex void, delicious, delirious.
"URRRRRR," went Witsy and held Donna's head and had a tremendous convulsion, ending in a sex freeze of nerve-tight heaven, and then releasing rich cunt quakes against Donna's tongue. "Eeeeee."
For the first time in her life Donna felt awake, alive, fulfilled. She had given orgasm and she had taken orgasm. She might still be a virgin but she'd finally quenched a bit of her carnal appetites, so long held under iron control.
Witsy recovered with sighs of satisfaction and dressed Donna in the clothes Donna had brought. Donna's role tonight was a prostitute. She'd scrounged up some impossible clothes. Smoky black pantyhose as sheer as moonlight, and old-fashioned miniskirt tight across her ass, making her buttocks move like jelly, a thin satin blouse in which her soft breasts would move provocatively, nipples clearly out-lined against the cloth. Trim boots, of course. Finally Witsy made her up with a bit too much makeup and stood back to admire her work.
"Beautiful, Donna. You look ready to handle any trick on the streets."
Donna felt beside herself with excitement. Playing this role so far from her true nature was kinky. The high tension of the sex, plus the thrill of anticipation of the action to come screwed her nerves to the bursting point. Outside, the night clamor rose. Both girls heard the sound of pounding feet, the shouts, the sound of shattering glass, the sirens. And a strange sound Donna couldn't identify.
"Fire hoses," laughed Witsy. "They're cooling off the marchers."
She led Donna to the door, picking up a large, brown paper bag.
Donna hung back. "I wish we could stay here and make love some more, Witsy."
"Sorry, girl. Duty calls." She opened the bag to show Donna the bomb, an ugly looking thing of metal, wires and plastic putty.
"Oh, my God."
"You can't desert me now," said Witsy. "This is the high point of your thesis paper, the life and times of Witsy Brock, girl of the streets."
Feeling more exposed than if she were naked, Donna let Witsy take her outdoors.
The wild night closed around them. People running. Smoke. The frightening sight of massive flames from a burning building. Debris on the street, running, shouting people. A chicano dashed by shouting: "Run. Tear gas, por Dios." His face was white in terror.
Donna pulled back toward the house. "Witsy, I can t.
"You can. Come on."

Witsy pulled her along at a half-trot, as calmly as if she took a jog in some park. As they moved, Witsy filled her in.
"There'll be a rope between lampposts protecting the sidewalk in front of the bank. There'll be a couple of cops there on the lookout. It's a block away from Canterbury, so it won't be too rough."
Donna touched the bandage that Witsy had fixed on her forehead. Mercurochrome made a bloody spot in the middle of the bandage. "They won't believe me."
"They'll believe you, honey. You look scared shitless. Green. A kid whore caught in this mess."
They ducked around a man who lay groaning on the sidewalk and rounded a corner. "There she is," said Witsy. "The goddam red-lining bank. We poor people put our money in it, but they won't lend it back for our homes, or even ghetto apartments. They invest our money in yachts and condominiums for the rich-"
It was a small bank, hardly more than a storefront, with the sidewalk in front kept clear by the rope, as Witsy had told her. Two deputies lolled by each lamppost several feet apart. Things were fairly quiet here, a block away from the parade.
"Why can't Kark and the Imperial Cluster do the bank?" whined Donna.
"Because they have to do a store on Canterbury. The bastard high prices his goods for the poor that can't travel to other stores. He cheats on food stamps, too� Kark's got another college kid working with him. Like you're helping me. Earl Minton."
"Oh, my God, I know Earl," said Donna. "I've dated him. Back home his folks know mine."
"Well, he has a different date tonight, and I'm sure he won't tell his folks back home about it. He's doing a paper in psychology on the Imperial Cluster. He calls it "Quasi-religious Groups in the Ghetto." Witsy, who had done a couple of semesters at the college before dropping out, was eternally amused by the pretentious studies that emanated from the college. But very gratefully, it had brought the soft, succulent Donna into her life.
Somehow the knowledge that Earl Minton was down here in the thick of this horrid nightmare encouraged Donna.
Time for action. Donna felt sorry for the bank and scared of the bomb, but she'd given her promise� Witsy slipped away into the dark and Donna walked slowly on alone towards the deputies, beginning to stagger. Closer and closer, and one of the deputies looked up at her with a piercing, hostile glare. He had a billy club in his hand and a revolver at his belt at ready.
"Hey, sister, where you think you're going."
It wasn't the nearest deputy who spoke. It was the other one, who was older and looked mean. The one nearest her looked quite young.
"Madam, you may not use this sidewalk," he said stiffly.
She staggered into his arms. "Oh, officer, I've been hurt, hurt," she moaned.
The young copy awkwardly dropped his billy club and caught her as she staggered into his arms.
"She's got a head wound!" cried the young one to the other.
"She's got a beautiful ass!" sang out the other. He pounded over to them. "Hey, sister, you're crazy trying to find tricks on a night like this."
The two of them were not regular police but sheriffs deputies, dressed in gray. The young one held her gingerly as if not knowing what to do. The mean one came up and leered at her, taking her costume, boots, sexy pantyhose, skirt and satin blouse.
"My head hurts," moaned Donna.
"Shall we call an ambulance?" asked the nervous young one.
"Shit, Tom, you can't hurt a whore. Not in the head. Lemme see." He scooped her out of Tom's arms. He stared into her eyes that she made intentionally unfocused. He said: "Doll, what time is it?"
"Huh?" said Donna.
"Yipped out of her head. Probably drugs or booze, not the bump."
"Bud, I think we should call-"
"Hell, no, we won't. Lieutenant would skin us to waste the manpower on a whore." He lifted her bandage. Witsy had prepared her for this, scratching her forehead with sandpaper so it looked ugly and was swollen.
"She got it all right," said Bud. "We better give her first-aid." His hand had slipped down her back to hold her buttocks firmly. Donna felt his fingers dig into her butt.
"How?" asked Tom.
"I'll take her around in the back of the bank and use my first-aid kit."
Donna's heart thumped. The tough deputy already had a hard-on rubbing his belly on hers as he held her ass firmly.
Witsy made her run then, as planned. Both officers were huddled around the supposed whore. There were no other police close by. There were a few running people, but the roar of sound came from a block away.
Witsy slipped in behind the cops, pulled open the door of the bank and skittered the bomb across the floor. An accommodating black janitor had seen to it that the bank front door would be open. Donna was glad they weren't going to steal money as well as use the bomb.
"Hey, you," called the young deputy, whirling.
"Bomb!" sang Witsy cheerfully as she turned and ran back the way she had come. "Move out, partner!"
"Holy Jesus!" cried Bud. His grip on Donna tightened. The young one, Tom, cried out and hit the ground. Donna tried to tear loose from Bud, but he wouldn't let her go. WHAM!
Donna's ears were stunned by the explosion. The ground seemed to rock. She and Bud, locked together, staggered behind the lamppost which protected them from the flying glass. Everything was chaos and madness to Donna's whirling senses. The one thing she knew that filled her with greatest terror was that the cop held on to her. She was captured.
"You bitch, you'll go to prison for life for this," grunted Bud. He had a few superficial cuts from the glass and glared into her face, furious.
His partner rose from the sidewalk and said mildly. "Not too much damage, I wouldn't think. Not a big bomb." He seemed unscathed. In his shock he seemed as calm as one of Donna's professors lecturing in class. He stood there peering into the bank.
A running ball of fury exploded on Bud's back and Donna crashed to the street. Then Donna felt herself pulled up and Witsy said. "Run. Run like hell, kid." She was off, dragging Donna with her. Donna's legs began to work. She could run in the miniskirt all right, but the boots slowed her down. They hadn't thought of that.
The mean deputy, Bud, was right after them, cursing. "Get you, you bitches!"
Donna came out of her stunned state. "He'll catch us. I can't run fast enough," she gasped.
Witsy looked desperately over her shoulder. The deputy gained on them.
"We gotta do something," said Witsy. M
"He said I'd get life in prison," moaned Donna "He felt me up. He was going to-take me behind bank. Maybe-fuck me."
"Yeah," said Witsy. "Okay. We've got to break up. It's only him. Other one's still dazed. He can't chase us both."
She gripped Donna's arm. "Don't go back to the house, Donna. Find Kark's van. It's a block up the street. Hide in that."
She shoved Donna free and started off in a different direction.
"What if he comes for me?" wailed Donna.
"He won't. I dropped the bomb," said Witsy. She dived off towards the billowing smoke.
She was right. The deputy cursed. Donna was the easy capture but the tan girl was the one he wanted. He cut away from Donna and headed after Witsy�
Donna crawled into the van, exhausted. She felt glad it was over and doubtly glad that she hadn't been arrested. Also nobody had been hurt by Witsy's bomb, and it was over. Gratefully she slammed the van door and collapsed on one of the sleeping bags. It was dark, quiet, safe in here after the wild street action. Like a cave in the back of the van. She could faintly hear people outside running and shouting and she shivered in her pleasure to have found sanctuary. Poor Witsy! If only she'd been able to save her friend.
"I got hit by a cop," said a new voice. "Just like in the Sixties. I was right in the middle of it, and I got hit by a cop."
A flashlight went on in the darkness and a startled Donna found herself face to face with Earl Minton, the white student she knew, that Witsy said had helped Kark. He looked as dazed as she must look, and there was an ugly bump on his forehead. Broken skin and blood. But he looked ecstatic.
"Hi, Donna. You in this, too? Listen, just like my brother back in the Vietnam War riots, I was out in it, you know. And I got hit in the head bx a cop. We trashed a store. Me-right in the middle of it."
"I helped plant a bomb," said Donna. "Jeez, what would the folks back home think? We must be crazy."
"After he cut me down, I was half-zonked," said Earl. "But I fought like a tiger. He arrested me and tried to drag me off. But I fought loose. Technically I'm still under arrest." He seemed awed by his own heroics.
"I think I am too," said Donna. "A cop tried to screw me. It was wild."
"Man, this is really educational," said Earl. "This is really learning outside the classroom. Wait till I tell my brother."
"We're really concerned college students," said Donna. "Right in the thick of it."
Earl seemed to see her for the first time. "Donna, you sure look sexy."
"I did a whore," she said proudly. "They really believed me."
They sat there comparing notes, trying to come down off their highs. Outside there were still shouts and the sound of running feet. Occasionally someone bumped against the walls of the van. But nothing happened until suddenly the rear door thrust open and Witsy piled in, looking all fussed.
She slammed the door and locked it behind her. "Jesus! What a night. I've just been fucked by a cop."
"You got away!" cried Donna happily.
"Sure," said Witsy. "No problem. They could never convict me. The cop knew that. Bud, that's what he called himself. I let him catch me up an alley behind the liquor store."
She slumped against the rear wall of the van. The interior was totally sealed out from the front seat by a section of plywood, so they couldn't see out nor anyone see in. Even the driver up front couldn't see into the back of the van. Witsy looked messed up all right. Her male pants were only half-buttoned and her shirt was loose. There were smudges on her face.
"I figured I could deal with Bud by sucking his cock," she laughed. "My first white cock. Why not? I needed to soothe him. Sumbitch let me suck him hard and then tossed me up on top of a low shed and took down my pants. My God. People coming down the alley every once in a while. All lighted up from the fire. And this guy humping my tan ass, right there in the alley. Nobody paid any attention, what a night."
"It must've been horrible," said Donna.
"It was, kid, it was. Except that after I got used to his prick sliding in and out I realized it was being fucked by a white man. It would kill Kark if he knew. But it sort of turned me on, that big hard cock driving in there, in my tan little belly.
Hard as a rock, white as snow. He was crazed up, too. Said I was the most beautiful woman he'd ever touched. Said he loved me."
"Lots of white guys would like to make it with you," said Earl. "I-for instance-well, I mean, you are really sexy-I mean beautiful-"
"This Bud squirted a gallon in me. And me hating interracial sex, like mad. And coming. I came for him with a wind-up toy, buzzing all over." She laughed half in humor, half in puzzlement. "Then while he was all fucked out, with his pants hobbling him, I beat it. He wanted to arrest me too, but I left him in the dust. Wow!"
"We gotta stay put here. They're looking for all of us." She slid out of her pants and looked at Donna with gleaming eyes. "Honey, you were great. We did it. Now you've got to swab me out and get rid of this cop come in my cunt. Like before."
"Oh, Witsy. Earl's here."
"So he can watch. Bet he won't mind." She laughed. "That right, Earl? You won't mind."
"I-I-I-"
Witsy slid out of her shirt and was naked, her shoes having slid off with her pants. "We'll do the 69, child. I'm high and I'm hot and I'm crazy to get at your cunt."
'Witsy-Witsy-"
But the tan girl left her no choice. She slid on top of Donna with her head at Donna's cunt. She spread her naked thighs around Donna's head, presenting her sopping cunt. The presence of Earl not only didn't bother her, it seemed to excite her. She flicked back Donna's short skirt, tore the pantyhose at the seam and plunged her mouth on Donna's cunt.
Snug her lover with Witsy's beautiful sex box in front of her mouth, Donna suddenly turned on. It was that kind of a night. Witsy's cunt was still swollen from the fuck, rich with gleaming juices. The outer lips looked vulnerable. Donna sucked avidly on the cunt, this time without revulsion, reveling in the girl's wetness. Silken, pungent gland juice and jism slid down her throat. Earthy, real and potent. Warm male sperm right out of the cop's guts. Jism she'd almost found in her mouth or cunt. She owed it to Witsy.
Her tits burned and her belly thrilled with the crude sex action and the hot delight of Witsy eating her clitoris. She let her belly open for the warm, maddening tongue.
"Ah, God!" keened Witsy, humping her cunt on Donna's chin.
"Mmmmmmm," went Donna. Witsy's neat little ass pucker rubbed her nose but she didn't care. She found Witsy's clit and laved it with her tongue.
"Jesus Christ!" said Earl. "Hey, now. Can't I get in on some of this." He stroked the svelte curve of Witsy's naked back.
"Down, boy," laughed Witsy. "Ladies first."
"I'm hard. I want sex," Earl begged.
"Pay no attention, Witsy," said Donna smugly. "I dated him once and he told me he's fucked half the coeds on campus. He doesn't need it."
"I lied!" cried Earl. "I'm a virgin. That was all front."
Witsy laughed. "I believe it, Earl. All the time you stare at my crotch and talk about psychology and books. You're worse than Donna."
Donna almost died. Earl a male virgin, after all his swagger and put-on stud act. Well, it wasn't her problem. She dug her mouth into Witsy's cunt. She let her feelings fly, lifting to the suck Witsy gave her. The tan girl not only ate her clit and drank her cunt fluid with juicy, gross sounds but ran her finger inside Donna's cunt to build the excitement. It worked. Donna began to twist her ass.
"Ah, oh, God, I'm fucked," she cried.
"Want to lose your hymen?" asked Witsy.
"Do anything, anything," crooned Donna. Her whole lower body was on fire from the bold, firm sex action of her lesbian friend.
"Nawww. We'd better save that for prick," said Witsy. Then she began to tease Donna's asshole with her finger, using warm cunt and saliva oils.
"Rrrrrrrr. Eeeeeeee," went Donna. She felt the sweet alternating sensations of rising sex tension and wonderful pleasure. She was hot, dizzy with girl sex.
"Oh, Christ, it's driving me crazy," whined Earl.
Wisty reached out a hand. After a couple of grapples she got hold of Earl's cock. He'd pulled it out to masturbate in the sex excitement. She pulled and Earl scooched up with his ass between Donna's legs. When Witsy raised her head the swollen cock stared right back at her.
"Hey, you're pretty well hung, Earl."
"I want it," he gasped, fucking into her fist.
Witsy laughed and pulled his hard-on down.
She sucked his cock. Then she dropped her head to suck Donna's cunt. Then back to Earl's cock. Earl moaned in pleasure.
"I'm getting sucked!" he cried. 'Nobody ever sucked my prick before."
"Christ in the rain," yipped Witsy, "I'm fucking two white virgins all at once."
Donna didn't care what Witsy did as long as those heavenly tongue strokes cleaved her cunt. She undulated and thrilled and gasped. And when her sexed up nerves let her, she resumed sucking Witsy's cunt while using her finger, too.
The van filled with obscene sounds of cunt and cock sucking as the flashlight threw an eerie light on the scene, the beautiful tan girl on top of the sexy "prostitute" was double sucking a cock and a cunt.
"Yeeee."
"Ohhhhhh."
"Wow!"
The young people were lost in a haze of sexuality, sweating, thrilling, humping, gasping, gurgling. Faster and faster. Hotter and hotter. Donna's knowledge that Witsy sucked Earl while sucking her made it even kinkier and sexier. It was the end of the world, all the distance she'd wanted to come since she first found out how repressed she was about sex.
Slowly, slowly the impossible, exhilarating body lock of total orgasm crept up on Donna. She almost couldn't stand Witsy's tongue on and around her clitoris. She almost resented the tremendous good feeling of her approaching orgasm because the involuntary spasm meant giving up control of her body. But she wanted it! Wanted it!
"Oh, Witsy, I'm fucked!" she thrilled. "So fuuuuuuucked."
Witsy had expertly inhaled a circle of pink flesh just inside Donna's cunt, containing the tiny mound, sheath and sex dagger of the virgin female. Now she brushed it carefully, realizing that direct, heavy pressure on the clit itself would be too much. It was just right.
"Awwwwwww, God!" went Donna. She lifted right up, soft thigh muscles and buttocks tensing and she froze. "Uh, uh, uh." It was like a battle two parts of herself, one part wanting to go on living, the other wanting to die a delirious sex death. That was what made sex so great, the reluctance of the body to rise up to the shivery, golden tension of involuntary explosion.
Now she went into her throbs, nerve and muscle combining to spin off her sex tension, her surrender and her glory. Each convulsion was a pure stab of ecstasy, the inner machinery jerking while her body was stilled in orgasm lock. Throb, throb, throb.
"Ohhh," she went, fading into spent euphoria.
"Is she-all right?" asked the unexperienced Earl.
"She's beautiful," laughed Witsy. "She just had her first Big Orgasm." The tan girl's face was smeared with Donna's cunt fluids. "Now I'll unplug your balls, Earl."
She grabbed his cock again and laid a thrilling demand suck on him, this time using plenty of suction, her laving tongue and rubbing the rich center of sex feeling, under the rim of his swollen cock, with her teeth.
Earl felt like a soft knife of utter ecstasy cleaved into his tight male belly.
"Uuuuuuuuu-yeeeeeeeee," he gasped. It was his turn to lock his belly and buttock muscles. Eyes big with delight, experiencing the lush finish to his first cocksuck, he grabbed Witsy's head and hung in the delirium of spend, all his pleasure nerves joining to bring about his male ejaculation. When it felt so good he wanted to scream in pleasure, he burst with a horse shout.
"Auuuuuughhhhhhh."
Spurt, spurt, spurt. Rich loops of creamy jism shot out of his cock to be expertly milked by the tan girl, who thrilled to feel the warm prick jerk in her mouth like a live creature. She drank the pungent hot starch greedily. That was the sex law of the universe, to ingest the body juices of your lover, and the more the better. To take freely and give freely. One of her fingers rocked gently on Earl's seam between balls and asshole, pressing the internal tubes, increasing his pleasure.
"Oh, man, oh, wow-go-uh-innnnng," he cheered, grunting off shot after shot. He wasn't aware of Witsy's expert techniques. All he felt was exquisite joy that first turned his belly into a white hot bomb, and then tapped his cock to explode with such joy that it felt like he could spend out his very guts through his prick, a complete rinsing of juices and sex tensions together.
A clever Donna sensed the taking of Earl's cock and drove her tongue once again into Witsy's cunt. This time she harvested the tan girl's sex treasure.
"Oh, Donna, that's it. That's it."
For Witsy orgasm was a private thing, no matter how hard she tried to let the outside world know her joy. She drew into herself and went glazed in happiness and flew right out of the world. She lost all identity as her beautiful body wracked with female spasms. The van, Earl, Donna, didn't exist. Only the white hot burn and joy of spending, throb after throb, delicious quakes that shook her from knee to shoulder. Earl held her head and Donna held her loins and she twisted in moist sexual fervor, savoring each magnificent quake.
Finally she rolled off of Donna and the three young people subsided into laughter and euphoria, each young belly glowing golden from the rich sex they'd enjoyed.
Outside the sounds of the riot seemed dimished. The three of them smoked a joint that Witsy produced and relived the excitement of the evening. Witsy remained naked, Earl was half naked, soft cock curled between his thighs as they enjoyed the complete intimacy that was so much a part of good sex.
"So this cop is banging on me on the head and I'm struggling-"
"The guy had me on this little shed, his badge digging my tit-"
"-really had hold of my butt, squeezing and feeling-"
Donna didn't know how much time passed, but finally Witsy looked at Earl's watch, dressed again and told them she had to check with Kark.
"It's probably all over by now, but we got to get you kids safely out of the district," she said. Then she kissed Earl and Donna and left.
"That is one unbelievable doll," said Earl.
"I love her," said Donna.
"I never figured you for a lesbian," said Earl.
"I'm not," said Donna rather testily. "I just like Witsy." Earl did have a way of saying the wrong thing. No wonder he'd stayed a virgin.
"We'd better soft pedal this stuff back on campus," suggested Earl.
"No, I plan to do an article in the student paper mentioning our names," Donna shot back. "I'll write to your folks and mine, too."
Earl blushed. "I just mean-"
"Earl, I'm not going to sell you out. Why are you such a-a-a-well, prick?"
"Dammit, Donna-"
The two young white people turned away from each other to retreat into their own thoughts. They were like two heavy bricks that needed the soft, smooth cement of Witsy to hold them together.
Donna found herself staring at Earl's soft cock. For the first time in her life she no longer feared the male sex organ. There were the two big sacs that held his balls. There was the curl of the tube, that looked clean-washed after his cocksuck. The fluted, spade-shaped head and the dark piss-hole fascinated her. There was no other part of the human body more fascinating, and she wanted to hold it in her hand and squeeze it and watch it grow hard. She wished she could've seen Witsy suck it until it squirted. Wow, that would be something.
Donna knew that she was still hot. Her belly had recovered from orgasm and she felt delicious inner warmth and a slight cunt flow. Earl's cock turned her on. The trouble with sex-each cock was attached immutably to a personality, which could be rotten like his. Just the same she wished she dared reach out to comb the thick, wiry pubic hairs that formed a nest for that sexy, soft prick.
Earl lived in his own quandary. His first cocksuck had left him pleasantly tingling from the digestive power of Witsy's saliva. Pleasantly empty and free of sex tension for a while. But the soft curves and Donna's sexy costume began to turn him on. At a certain angle he could see her luscious breast, naked under the satin blouse with just a glimpse of the pink nipple. Those exquisite thighs still encased in sexy pantyhose, and those shapely legs. He wanted to stroke them.
Her miniskirt barely covered her cunt, where Witsy had torn the pantyhose material to suck the naked girl� and up above was that beautiful face and that long, exciting hair. Too bad she was a goddam lesbian. No wonder he'd failed in his dates with her. Well, he wasn't going to risk any rejection from her. No way. Now that Witsy had had sex with him, he counted on her for the final thing, a real fuck right into that luscious tan body. At least she was bisexual.
Suddenly the rear doors of the van swung open and Witsy returned, filling the closed space with her cheerful energy.
"It's pretty much over. Just a medium-sized riot, really. Nobody killed, a few busted heads. I'm afraid we didn't do a lot of damage at the bank. Blew over some desks, shattered some windows. Kark is sore as usual. He always thinks one of these demonstrations is going to put the Imperial Cluster in the limelight and he'll get to be a bigshot."
"Do we go now?" asked Donna.
"Kark will come along in a few minutes and drive you both back to Donna's car. I told him where it is. Since Earl hitched down, maybe you can ride him back to campus, Donna."

That was all right with Donna but Earl gave a cry of disappointment. "Witsy, I wanted to fuck. I wanted to do it with you tonight."
Witsy grinned. "Well, well, what a romantic approach, Earl. I didn't know you cared."
"I mean-" he blushed and stammered.
Donna laughed at his crude proposal and Witsy said: "Kark opens the back of the van and finds me pumping on your cock, we're all dead."
"Damn it, Witsy, I don't want to be a virgin anymore," cried Earl.
Witsy sat back on her heels and grinned at him. "I see what you mean. For a woman it's nice th be a virgin. For a man, for a college psychology major, it's downright neurotic." She winked at Donna who almost giggled. Witsy was up to one of her wild things. Witsy reached out and boldly palmed Earl's soft cock mass. "I suppose you could get it up once more for a quick one."
"You know it!" cried Earl.
While Witsy stepped back to peer out of the van and took off her shirt, Earl enthusiastically pumped himself. Donna felt beside herself with joy, anticipating some joke Witsy would play on the crude stud. Would-be stud. She watched fascinated while Earl jerked himself off. Meanwhile Witsy crouched there naked, eyes gleaming with lust and good humor.
"Come on, Witsy," begged Earl.
"Get it hard first. Nice and hard." To encourage him, Witsy slid out of her pants and shoes again, giving him the full effect of her elegant body, luscious tits, trim belly, shapely thighs and legs and lots and lots of light chocolate skin, smooth and gleaming.
Donna heated up herself to see that curious male cock enlarge and grow still more until it jutted up in his fist to a good six or seven inches of round, hard meat, glistening and darker than his skin.
"That's real cock. That's honest meat, isn't it Donna?" Witsy asked.
"I guess-so." Donna's hand had crept below her skirt to rub her own cunt. Whenever Witsy came around it seemed like you found yourself in some deep, exciting sex game.
Witsy now pulled off Donna's boots, and her pantyhose. Then she laid back Donna's skirt. "I'll help you Earl, but in return I've got to have a little fun with Donna. You just keep pumping while she and I work up some heat."
Without further apology she turned back on Earl and slid naked, on top of Donna.
Donna groaned in sex fervor as Witsy's body fitted smoothly against hers, breasts pressing into hers, mouths locking in a hot French kiss. Witsy pressed her pelvis to Donna's and rode the top of her cunt, her clit off against Donna's pelvic bone. Her free, lust undulations set Donna on fire. The white girl felt the hot cunt swell, felt the warm flow of Witsy's cunt juice, tasted and sucked her tongue, thrilled to the heavenly pressure on her breasts.
"Mmmmmmm," she went.
Donna felt like the queen of the world. She had all these luscious sex feelings that were like kept in a box and Witsy opened them and Donna went right up the flagpole to shortened, breath, a pounding heart, and hot, honey flashes of sexuality shooting up from her belly and down from her breasts. by the time Witsy stopped kissing into her mouth and switched to nibbling those hot spots around Donna's neck, she was volcano high. Each sex time seemed to take less contact to start her cunt flowing furiously and her libido to open up like a lovely flower.
"God, I'm fuck hot," said Donna, smiling up to her lover.
"Enjoy, enjoy," murmured Witsy. She began to give soft gasps. Earl seemed forgotten. Donna was enthralled with this new form of girl sex, rubbing pelvises, and she liked it because it meant full-body hugs while you ground your cunt on the other.
"I'm ready!" called Earl.
"Not-y-yet, boy," answered Witsy.
Donna glanced over Witsy's shoulders and saw the glory of Earl's cock masturbated to its fullest, the boy blushing and looking moist and heated up with sex hunger. In this lascivious moment Donna even liked him, liked his cock, liked his sexuality.
Witsy claimed her attention. They'd only been grinding for a few moments, but Witsy was already in serious sex and about to come. Donna didn't know yet how completely Witsy could control her orgasms. Witsy began to tremble and lock. She gave a cough to hide from Earl her short gasps in her ear, tickling it, the faint throbs as the girl spent her sex treasure in a quick orgasm.
"Now?" asked Earl.
"N-now, Earl," said Witsy. She just lifted her body off Donna so that she was in a dog position over the white girl. "Reach under and stick it in," Witsy ordered Earl.
"Oh, God."
Donna looking up saw Witsy's grimace as the hot, hard cock slid into Witsy's cunt from the rear.
"Oh, wow!" cried Earl. "Hot, tight."
He began to fuck, making Witsy's body shake in his vigor. Then Witsy leaned down to bring her mouth close to Donna's ear. "You'll have to finish for me, dear. A virgin for a virgin. White meat on white meat. I'm pooped," she whispered.
Donna stared up in shock.
"Donna's taking over!" Witsy called over her shoulder to Earl. With a swift, smooth movement, she unlocked the white male and skipped free, crawling over Donna. "You two go ahead and fuck each other's brains out."
Then she whirled, grabbed her clothes and was gone.
The tableau held. Earl between Donna's legs, his big cock jutting out and dry throbbing, wet with Witsy's cunt fluid. Donna practically naked under him, all sexed up by Witsy, cunt swollen, wet and open. Earl stared down at Donna. Donna stared up at Earl in shock.
"Earl, I can't!" cried Donna in horror. She tried to scrabble back.
"Nuts to that," growled Earl. "She's right. We can't spend our whole lives waiting for her to come along to get our sex." He grabbed her buttocks and shoved his cock at her cunt.
"Oh, Earl, no!"
"It was to be yes," he said firmly. His big cock head split her outer lips, and it pressed into her soft pink tunnel, invading her inner lips. He drove it right to her hymen.
Donna was so startled to feel the hot cock head in her body she almost jumped out of her skin.
"Earl, please, don't-"
"Got to be." He closed his eyes, gripped her buttocks and dug his cock hard against her virginal obstruction.
Donna, trembling, heart pumping, filled her lungs to scream in distress. Then, suddenly, unaccountably, she had a mad desire to laugh. Earl with his sex problem, she with hers. The expression on his face. As if it were a medieval torture for both of them instead of a heavenly, lovely moment. It was as if some of Witsy's carefree joy at sex transmitted to her. Instead of screaming she grunted.
"Shove harder, Earl."
His eyes flew open. "What! You'll let me?"
"I want you to fuck my ears off, if you can get rid of that expression that looks like you're about to drown. Harder."
"Uh, uh, uh. It hurts, Donna. You're so tight."
It hurt Donna too, but her belly was on fire. She was crazy now to get a hard prick deep in her body and be done with this virgin nonsense.
"I-don't like it either-but-go-"
Instead he pulled back out of her. "This deflowering ain't so easy for the guy either. It feels like cement down there."
She scooted up, grabbed his buttocks, worked her cunt and his cock together. Then, holding his butt, she rode fiercely against the cock.
"Owwww!" Earl screamed.
Donna felt his cock batter halfway through her hymen. But it did hurt like fury, and tears came to her eyes. She had had it. There was no more she could do.
They hung there, staring at each other, and she felt her virginal blood running along his cock. Then Earl got a soft grin as the tension left his face. He folded forward on her gathering her into his arms as if he really wanted her. He dug his cock into her with one powerful shuddering stroke that could not be denied. Her gristle surrendered and they stared at each other, bigeyed, faces inches apart as they both felt his cock unseal her cunt, oozing all the way into the wall of her womb.
Then he closed his eyes, kissed her gently and rested. She closed her eyes, calming down, feeling the pain quickly subside. His cock, investing her whole fuck channel, began to feel great. She opened her eyes and he opened his.
"Hello, nonvirgin," he said.
"Hello, nonvirgin," she laughed.
He drew back. He fucked into her. He drew back. He fucked into her. The ineffable joy of a tight fuck began to glow through their loins.
"Oh, Donna, baby, it's gonna be great."
"Earl, Earl, I love it. I want your cock. I want you to fuck."
Slowly at first, and then faster and faster they rocked together. Donna felt sweet joy sweep up her body. It was much better than sex with W itsy. That hard, strong cock unlocked her body and her soul and she began to sweat and thrill to high levels.
"Ah, eh, the best," she went.
"Tight, hot, wet-heavennnnnn," he went.
"Breasts," she ordered.
He brushed aside her blouse and began to suck on her tits, first one and then the other and new rushes of sex delight began to paralyze her.
"Ah, God," she went. She brought her legs firmly over his back and took his loins and cock in tighter, possesively, thrilling to join him in her own swift fuck motions. Whipping herself to her animal passion.
Gasping in delight he slid further forward and their mouths met. His breath whistled on her cheek as wet tongues intertwined and they kissed and sucked and slobbered, both of them now into crazy, bestial lust, panting, fucking, gurgling, open and sex-crazed.
Neither of them heard Witsy slowly open the van door. She crept in quietly, watching the furious fuck with a wide grin. "Way to go," she whispered, jogging her own wet cunt.
It couldn't last. They devoured each other with scouring passion, yipping and groveling in pure heaven. Then Donna lifted her ass and gave aery of piercing intensity as her whole body locked and sweet flames consumed her.
"Yeowwww!" she howled in happy female submission.
"Yahhhhh. Wooooo," went Earl. He felt his female's stiffness and the beginning of her orgasm and he fell off the same cliff, muscles locked in ecstatic joy.
It was too much for Witsy. She bent and used her fingers to scoop up the rich juices of cunt oils and blood on both their thighs. She used one finger on Earl's asshole and the other on Donna's asshole.
"Welcome to the club!" she cried happily and drove her fingers through both sphincters into the tender, pink flesh of their intestines.
The extra thrill in the midst of orgasm drove both of them out of their minds. Earl actually screamed in joy.
"Gaaaoooone!"
His boiling sperm litrally exploded into Donna's cunt, helped by the finger that stroked his emptying prostate. For Donna it was just too much. That extra invasion of her body, setting alive the rich nerves around her asshole, sent her right up into the purple land as she temporarily passed out with an ecstatic gasp.
Witsy, feeling the male empty, reveled in the strange, once-in-a lifetime feel of two sphincters simultaneously clutching her fingers in spasmic joy.
"I now pronounce the both of you forever free of childhood repressions, ready for happy lives," she said tenderly. Then she withdrew her fingers and patted both butts affectionately.

Chapter 3

When the fire comes it is very much like a traveling rainstorm-but much more dangerous to human flesh. First is the electric feel of anticipation, the sound of the far-off roar coming nearer, the first breath of intense heat, and an unnatural stillness in the forest.
Soon red sparkles appear over low hills, gleaming through the trees and shrubbery. It is quite pretty from the distance. Then it mushrooms to fill the ground and sky with red and white curtains, and the awesome roar makes the flesh cringe. Trees explode in magnificent bursts as the inferno races forward. The heat presses like a physical blow. It arrives with full fury, an incredible sound and brightness that is surely the basis for all the legends of hell. Things smoke briefly and then burst into joyful flames, to join the holocaust with eagerness. Raging, ranging at every point, and no human can survive.
Suddenly it lessens, abates, recedes, leaving blacks and browns and rising smoke, the sound retreats, the heat retreats and there are only slow, thoughtful afterfires, smoke, and black and brown desolation. The fire cannot return, or burn again, not for years and years. The lives lost never return and some lives it changes forever.
Nina Piatt, chief reporter for the TREE LINE JOURNAL, drove the newspaper's jeep along Crest Road, on the outskirts of the mountain resort town. Last night when the resort town of Treeline had been evacuated she'd stayed behind to complete her story, certainly the biggest in the history of the place. The town still stood but the outskirts on the west was a different story. Expensive cabins, modest cabins and shacks had all been destroyed. No one she knew about had been hurt-there'd been plenty of warning, but unfortunately there were bound to be a few corpses in a fast-moving forest fire like this. Some people didn't keep up with the news.
She didn't think much about that. The excitement of last night-the evacuation of a whole town-had turned her on like mad. It was a curious and weird feeling, to be covering that story as cars and trucks filled with people and prized belongings rattled and roared through the night. People coming and going� lights everywhere, urgent shouts, crying children, tense faces and excited eyes. 'very much like war', she thought.
Her cunt had remained wet and swollen most of the night. She had to pull her shirt out of her jeans to cover the damp spot between her legs. Changing clothes wouldn't help; she couldn't quiet her vagina. It was both embarrassing and highly erotic to live in such a state.
No one else seemed to feel that. They felt fear. Her nerves translated that same fear into sexual arousal. She found herself staring at lumps of male cocks and male asses, the more fascinated because, for once, no males were thinking about sex.
Chad, her husband, would laugh at that. Nina Piatt was a prude, a married woman of great chastity. Oh, she was attractive enough with a long, lanky body, still firm at thirty, with a sensual face. Plenty of the local beef had made signs at her, but she never succumbed.
Last night she would've fucked almost anyone and once, had hidden out in the John of the newspapers office to get relief with her hand. Leaning against the wall, with the rosy glow of the fire approaching the west side of town, she had a magnificent orgasm. It was better than the delights Chad ever gave her.
The town had weathered the night and so had her chastity. The few remaining males had not noticed her. They were only the local police and firemen, doing their disaster thing. Why should any of them show interest? She'd turned down their propositions often enough.
Now she pulled up her jeep by the smoldering ruin of Hank Farr's place. It was hardly a cabin, more like a shack, but now it was completely gone, with a few blackened upright timbers of fire debris on the cement slab floor.
Hank Farr stood there like a statue, staring at something in the ruins. Poor Hank! He'd come to Treeline full of bounce and hope and ended up a drunken day laborer on the very bottom. Now even his house was gone.
She greeted him, but he turned to her with a dazed face.
"She bought it last night," he said.
She stared where he pointed and felt her heart stop. What she'd thought at first glance was some charred furniture turned out to be two decimated corpses.
"My God, is that Kathy?"
"Kathy-and one of her lovers," said Hank. Two big tears swelled out of his eyes and moved down his cheeks.
There was no doubt about it. The two stick figures intertwined and the woman had to be Kathy.
"I saw her ring," said Hank.
But the man? With a rush Nina realized it could be any one of a half dozen. Or more. Kathy Farr was Treeline's round-heeled wife, and she'd been Hank's downfall. He'd never been able to give her up, no matter how wild she got.
It was impossible to tell who the man had been. Nina gave the figure one close, complete look that was her duty as a reporter and then retreated, pulling Hank away from the scene.
"I'm so sorry," she murmured. Then: "Hank, you've got to get out of here. The danger isn't over. Another part of the fire's coming from the east. It could reach Treeline by afternoon."
She wasn't calloused. Her heart beat faster and she felt sickened by the deaths, but she was a reporter, after all.
"I've got nothing," said Hank.
She bit her tongue to keep from saying that at last he had his freedom from an oversexed wife that had almost destroyed him. His big body bumped against hers, his big hand felt cold. He was a brown bear of a man, quite handsome and powerful from physical labor. The weakness was in his soul.
She got him in the jeep. "A helicopter will be in by one o'clock. It will take out the last of us. There's only a couple of deputies, a fire expert they could spare from the line, and whoever we can pick up. Stragglers. We've got to cover the town and look for them. Make sure nobody is left."
"I've got nowhere to go," said Hank.
"You've got to help," she insisted. "This afternoon Treeline will go up in smoke for sure. Last night the fire break saved the town, except for the western outskirts. There's no fire break on the east."
He merely sighed and got into the jeep with her and they started back to town. Hank's was the last spot to cover on this side.
Chad!
The idea hit Nina like a smoldering bush bursting into flame. Chad had played house with Hank's wife; she'd known about it for some time. Chad never could resist a cute bottom and hungry female thighs.
"That man back there� have you got any idea� who it could be?" she asked, aware that her voice trembled.
"Could be a helluva lot of different guys," he said. "No, I don't. I don't want to know."
Nina had last seen Chad about nine o'clock last night. He wanted to leave Treeline and understood her staying behind as a reporter. He'd taken off alone in the car. But he could've gone west instead of east. He could've gone to Hank's cabin for a quickie with Kathy. Chad operated that way. Gently she probed Hank. Sure enough, he'd tied one on last night and slept somewhere in town, he wasn't sure where.
Motive. Opportunity. Wow! Nina felt a stab of aching sorrow and compassion. What if Chad were gone and she'd never see him again? What if she were a widow?
No more of his silver-haired sleek good looks. The resonant voice. The bullshit manner. No more of his big body, turning to fat, climbing in bed with her, smelling of some woman's cunt.
She drew deep breaths and suddenly realized with a rush of feeling that she didn't like Chad very much anymore. They'd fought incessantly about her desire to be a mother and his refusal to be a father. About his women, until she realized he couldn't be changed. Still, they'd gotten used to each other and adjusted.
Two tears for now. Just as Hank had shed for Kathy.
She pulled up in front of the PINE TREE bar and lounge. "Drinks are on the house," she told Hank. "We both need one."
He followed her inside, silent and serious. The bar was deserted, lights on, the bar supply glittering its welcome. Nina felt light-headed, almost giddy. She went behind the bar and mixed drinks for them.
"I thought we had to look for people."
"The deputies have been scrounging the place since dawn," she said. "They've covered Treeline a dozen times over-it isn't that big."
"I slept through the whole goddam evacuation," said Hank. "I think I passed out in the Simpson's garage. I was fixing their swimming pool furniture." He smacked his lips over his drink. "Ahhh, free booze tastes the best."
She studied him. He didn't seem much different than usual. He'd been on a downward course so long, the fire couldn't have mattered much. A big, sad, golden man. With a tremendous snake in his pants. Her giddiness increased.
"Hank-that man. It could've been Chad."
"Damn right, it could've! He was one of the worst. Not only with Kathy either. I told you that before."
They stared levelly at each other and Nina felt the glow start between her legs as it had last night.
"You're a jerk-off, Hank," she said softly. "You go around town begging for sex from the wives of the men your wife tossed."
"They owe it to me."
"It doesn't work like that. Nobody owed you anything." She'd told him that before when he'd approached her in his fumbling, roundabout way. She guessed that with her brusque reporter's manner she'd been a turn-off. He hadn't bothered her lately.
"Anyway," he said, "it's over now. I'm broke, homeless and a widower."
"You must've really loved her," she said softly.
"I hated her, Nina. But I couldn't let go."
Her hands began to tremble. She felt her breathing deepen and her nipples felt sensitive and aching. There was her baby, right in front of her, concealed in the lump of a cock and big balls of Hank Farr. There was nothing to stop her, whether Chad was alive or dead. If he were dead, she could have her baby with impunity and raise it the way she wanted. There were lots of single mothers these days. If he were alive, he'd have to take it as his. He'd had his fun-he owed it to her. The fire had changed of her normal morality.
She came around the end of the bar to saunter over and start the juke box. She was aware that his hot eyes followed her. Because of the fire she wore only shorts and a halter. The mountain air had been as hot as the plains below since the fire.
The hiking boots, however, did nothing for her femininity. She slid out of them and stood by the juke box, swinging her hips to the music. She felt very sexy now; her life split open� anything possible.
She felt his gaze on her body, her shapely thighs and long legs, her bare midriff, her perky breasts, the flow of her tanned skin. Self-consciously she shook her brown hair to swirl about her face and sipped her drink in a girlish, I'm-being-looked-at manner.
He came over to her. "Nina.-"
Her hands felt hot and cold. What would she do if he asked? She couldn't stand puppy dog men.
"Every time I see you I get a hard-on," he said. He put an arm around her waist.
She turned into his arms and smiled up brightly at him. "I know that."
She couldn't play coquette; it wasn't her style. But she felt soft and pliant and knew that her eyes gleamed in the soft lights of the bar. It was as if they'd been transported to another planet, safe, alone together. She sensed his big, powerful body, those huge shoulders, the handsome features of his face. What a waste for a man like this to turn stupid over a nothing like Kathy.
He pulled her to him in a tight hug and she spilled half her drink. She went "unk," in a not very romantic grunt. But she felt his cock against her belly, big and growing.
"Nina, you're a cold bitch, a career type but you've sure got one sexy little body. Chad was nuts to cheat on you."
It was seduction blabber, but she didn't care. Her cunt had started to flow, her belly thrilled in anticipation and her breasts were really giving her hell. They felt so mellow, aching, soft and excited that she had to breathe deeper and knew she flushed.
She undulated her loins against his belly and felt his big cock rise. She also felt thrilling stabs of growing desire.
"Maybe I feel different about you today, Hank," she murmured.
Today he was not begging or blathering. Maybe it was what happened to Kathy. He set down his drink and hers and kissed her. It was wet desire-kiss that forced her lips open. She felt a thudding heart, his or hers or both. Her tits, erect nipples, crushed to his breast really gave her hell.
"Mmmmmm," she went.
Despite her heat, the wet tongue, surprisingly inside of her mouth, startled her. Chad wasn't much for foreplay. He jacked himself hard, strummed her cunt and they went at it. Forever and ever. That was one thing that hurt her sex life with her husband. The way he kept pumping until she was sore. Chad's cock wasn't big enough to bring her to continuing orgasms. In fact, Chad didn't like to come, he only liked to fuck. Which was why other women liked him, she guessed. He could rock for hours, it seemed, such drawn-out sex bored her. She liked to go up in a puff of smoke and explode, and then rest and do it all over in a passionate rush.
"Now, Ha-Hank," she said. "I don't know whether-" She gasped after that sexy, French kiss. It was that old reticence. You didn't flip over to wild sex when you weren't used to it.
Hank nibbled the base of her neck. He groaned and she thought it faked and then realized it wasn't, as his wet tongue on her smooth vulnerable neck and throat brought him thrills. She shivered with the sexiness of it. It had been years.

She was awkward in love. She felt like a foolish school girl. Yet her belly plastered tight to his, feeling the outlines of the hard cock.
He started inside of her shirt for her bra.
"Hank-we'd better not-right here," she protested. It was one thing to think glibly about fucking a man for her baby and quite another to be held in his arms with his hands and body doing outrageous things to her body.
"Baby, I'm hot!"
Where was the shy tortured man she knew as Hank Farr? He pulled her towards the door at the end of the bar.
"Stoney's office ought to be okay," he said, dragging her along.
"Now Hank, dammit." She felt more and more like a reluctant girl being rushed into something she hadn't got set for.
His eyes glittered. "It's my turn, Nina. I want that long, lean mean body and that tight, old maid cunt."
"Hank!"
His actions and his words upset her. She'd imagined a suave encounter with some light banter and understated, ironic jokes like her boss made. But of course she'd never seen her boss, or any man but Chad, caught up in the hot action of sex.
He pulled her into Stoney's office with one hand and slammed and locked the door with the other. His eyes lit up when he saw the sofa.
"That will do." He pulled her to the sofa.
"What the fuck do you think you're doing, you asshole bastard!" she exploded. Her small fists drummed on his big chest making hollow sounds. "Quit dragging me around like a whore."
He sat her down and went after her shirt. She fought him now realizing the whole thing had been a bad idea. It was the mind-blowing experience of the fire and the shock of those figures that had tricked her. She wasn't about to accept being mauled by a man, especially a broken-down asshole like Hank.
Her bra flew off. Her small, plump and wellshaped tits were exposed to him. His mouth clamped down on her nipple�
"'Ahhhhhh-eeeeeeee," she went as pure majestic fire raced through her. She surged up, holding his head with her hands, trying to escape the sexy pressure. She hadn't remembered or realized how sex-hot her tits were. It was like she was a fish, harpooned with an overwhelming lance of deep pleasure as he suckled her. She writhed, gasping, lifting her butt helplessly, grinding her thighs on her cunt. Hot shocks am flashes burned inside of her and she kept crying out and panting.
"Oh-shit-I can't stand-caaan't. Oh, Hank. Oh, Jesus, Hank, I'm murdered. Oh, please don't do that. Please doooooon't." she went.
Somehow his hard cock was out and he forced her hand on it. She gripped it tightly as if it were a life preserver in her sweet sex distress that drowned her.
"Oh, Hank," she cried in wild depair. "Please don't eat my breasts. I'll do anything-anything
��if you'll just let go� Ohhh!" He went to her other nipple.
She sweated now and her whole body strained. "Ah, Jesus, God, oh, oh, oh."
Right on up and out. It was incredible but somehow in the past years her nipple sexualtly had grown astonishingly. She gave a final bark of helplessness and joy. Her legs locked. He barely had time to get a hand between her soft inner thighs and dig for her cunt outside her shorts before she came.
"Urrrrrrrrrr."
Rich throbs against his hands while he sucked her tits and she gave up her total sexuality in cries of pleasure.
"Mmmmmmm," he went in pleasure, crazing her with tongue and hand.
She gave back hearty spasms of wracking sex joy. Maybe it was her high of last night. Whatever
��she spent with girlish fervor and luscious, delirious locking and unlocking. She couldn't remember an orgasm like this.
At last her thrills subsided and she fell back, limp, her cunt, her belly and especially her taken tits glowing in rich, golden splendor.
"You're one sex-hungry bitch," he laughed. "Chad hasn't done his homework." He stood and slipped off his clothes.
She could only slump there in complete awe, slithly dizzy and very astonished at herself. So much for the big, tough newspaper reporter she was. She made no resistance as he stripped off her shorts and panties. Her cunt was swollen and slavering with her hot juices. She was still on an erotic high and offered only token resistance as he took her hand down on the sofa, spread her legs and brought his prick to her swollen cunt.
"Now H-Hank, I'm not ready for this," she protested weakly.
He lifted her butt, found her cunt with his cock head and bunted into her body with a drive that drove his prick halfway up her cunt. The strange cock, a fierce pressure of its size, the tight clutch of her vagina made her open her eyes wide. Her sex network had not yet recovered from the orgasm but it felt very good.
"Oh, my God," she said, looking up at him.
"Ahhhh." His face was ecstatic like a man who'd hungered and hungered and hungered and finally found the reward he wanted. He pulled his cock back a little way and drove forward again, taking her fully.
"Uhhhhhh," she groaned, feeling delicious tingles. Her guts, her whole insides seemed to be warming up as the pleasure returned.
"Now I get to fuck the hard-boiled but sexy Nina Piatt," he exulted. He laid on top of her and fucked into her cunt, open bold and luscious strokes that set her head to spinning in the tight lock.
"Oh, God, oh, Christ," she cried. "I'm being fu-fucked."
"So good, so sweet."
"Hank, it's so hot. I'm so hot."
"You're hot, you always were, you long, lanky bitch," he cried cheerfully. "Guys have been dying to get past that iron control."
"Oh Hank," she wailed. Yet she'd begun her second surrender. She rotated her loins against the tingling, delicious cock friction, beginning to pant.
"I've been needing it," gasped Hank. "I can't last long." He begun to rock his cock into her faster and faster, his body moist against hers. Their naked bellies took in and sucked out air like a bellows, a sexy sound and feeling.
She held his big body. She liked the feel of his taut body, surging with passion. Then he dropped his head on her tits again and began to suck her nipples.
"HAH!" she went in swift, delighted stress. Streaks of wild joy shot through her. "Oh, God. Hah. Hah. Hah."
"We got to gooo-" he gritted.
"Ah, oh, no. Ahhhh," she went. Those sensitive breasts took her right up to again and she strained and twisted and gave mirthless laughs of her sweeping pleasure that deprived her of her calm, her integrity, thrust her into her animal being.
His big tongue laid wet strips of saliva between her breasts, on her neck. His strong teeth expertly nipped her straining, pink nipples and each time he did that her body sang and trembled in sex exultation.
"De-don't. Oh, no, no," she cried in horror. It was just short of pain and so wild that she feared she'd faint. His cock whipped her belly to aching fury and need, his tongue and teeth turned her into a jerking, whining bitch animal.
"Oh, God, I can't-oh, no. I have-I'm-I'm."
Her eyes got big, Her body strained up in orgasm for a second time. Much bigger than before.
"YEEEEEEE," she went. She locked in fucked intensity. She groaned. "Yeeeeee," she went.
He felt her cunt throb and spasm around his cock. He felt both tender and masterful at making this luscious woman so hard and beautiful on the outside, so soft and vulnerable on the outside. He gave a deep groan of his own and went still.
Spurt, spurt, spurt. Getting it all off in her tight, wonderful cunt, taking her, drenching her, feeding her the hot, joyous baby-stuff. He held her tight and seeded her with incredible relish. He celebrated each ejaculative spasm of his cock and sent each gush on its way with a hard squeeze of her body to make sure it went deep into her.
"Ah, oh, oh, soooo good," she went. She surrendered now to the inevitable animal being that lurked inside of her skin and hungered for a quick, mastering cock, just like this. She felt herself wide open and eager to receive his jism messages, hot bursts of come that validated her cunt existence in the universe.
"Gone," he managed with exquisite pleasure as he laid the last of his foaming juice against her uterus. "Ahhhhhh."
They hung in the pleasant afterglow of it, bodies locked in naked splendor for a long run of minutes after their orgasms, neither saying very much. It was as if this hot pleasure act of their bodies was a secret, sacred union that wouldn't bear mere words.
"The way your husband fucked my wife so much was like kids eating candy not good for them. Enough to destroy," he told her. "This was different."
She didn't say anything. She felt too soft, vulnerable, changed to say anything. There were situations that words wouldn't cover. From the glow of her body she knew she'd received the best orgasm she was ever likely to enjoy. But what could she do? Thank this dim dish of a burned out man?
She dressed quickly. "I'd best go check on the helicopter," she muttered. She got out of there, grateful that he didn't try to stop her. Alone in the sunlight, she listened to the distant roar of the fire, coming on the town from the east, looked at the deserted streets, and computed. There was time yet.
She felt his copious jism run down to stain her shorts. Suddenly she hugged herself in ecstasy. No one had seen or could suspect her adulterous act. And if ever there was a sex mating potent enough to produce a child this was it. Her body glowed with erotic joy taken, and the hoped-for life he'd spent into her. The tragedy of Treeline was turning out to be a momentous and even blessed event in her life!
"Ass," muttered Hank as he wandered about the empty town. "Hot, succulent ass!" His success with Nina really excited him. He'd had no such success, especially recently. It was as if the higher Kathy went in her hot little explorations-the mayor, the chief of police-the lower he went. He kept trying to even the score with the wives of the men Kathy seduced, with no luck. Until Nina. Of course some of them were dogs, and those he'd never chased. He'd finally been reduced to one lonely farm wife who came to town once in a while when her husband went hunting, and she was no beauty.
He walked with a bottle, taking an occasional pull, but he wasn't drunk and he didn't drink much. He kept an eye out for inhabitants that might need help but saw none. The deputies and Nina must be back there in the center. Up here he heard the distant roar of the coming fire and saw huge clouds of white smoke. Once he saw a flash of flame. He wasn't frightened; he didn't feel like leaving.
All he could think about was that sudden, exotic sex with Nina Piatt.
That led naturally to another hot object of his fantasies-Kay Simpson and her glorious ass. Now there was a woman built like a dream, especially in the rear. Hank was no ass man but any male in town would make an exception for Mrs. Kay Simpson. She showed it off plenty, too, but he'd never heard anybody claim he'd scored. She was a flirt, a tease, that was all.
He'd worked for the Simpson's yesterday afternoon-worked and drank until he passed out in their garage where he spent the night. Naturally they'd left, but he found himself wandering around behind their huge house, almost mountain mansion. They had a large, city-type swimming pool right in the back yard. He headed there�
Kay Simpson sat in the chaise lounge by the side of her pool, wearing a yelow two piece bathing suit and sipping a Tom Collins, her favorite drink, as if the fire were a thousand miles away. She'd hidden out all last night and this morning. She had no intention of leaving her big beautiful house� at her side was a diving mask and two tanks of oxygen.
She looked up startled when Hank appeared. She'd thought the town deserted. The deputies had already marked her place as checked out and empty of human life, and she expected no more visitors.
She tried to hide the unpleasant turn his coming gave her.
"Well, Hank, haven't you left town yet?"
His eyes were hot; he looked stunned when he first saw her and then he grinned.
"I had unfinished business. How come you're here? Where's Todd?"
"Todd, the coward, roared out of here the first thing yesterday in the Caddy," she said. "I'm here to protect my house."
"From the fire?" he sounded astonished.
"Not from the fire, Hank. From vandals. My house has thousands of dollars of high-priced art that there was no time to move. It's after the fire I worry about."

"Won't be anything left."
"Wrong. I see you don't know much about fires. I've been through a couple in another place Todd and I owned. Great patches get skipped. By the time you get back, you're pillaged. Sometimes the vandals, sometimes the guards that are supposed to protect us from vandals."
"You could get killed."
She kicked the oxygen tanks with her foot. "I have the pool and these. I can stay under a long time. If the fire hits here, the worst is over in a half hour."
Hank squatted to look at the tanks, but his eyes roamed up and down her body, the tanned, naked thighs, the curving legs, her crotch, her soft belly and her full breasts. She psyched him at once. The man looked at her as if she were a piece of meat to be devoured. She felt her nipples tighten against her swim bra. Imagine!
"I'll help you get some of the stuff out of the house," he said. "Some of it we could sink in the pool."
"Forget that," she said. Inside there were bedrooms and screams wouldn't be heard. She didn't want him in the house.
"No problem," he said. He rose and started for the house.
She was beside him like a flash. "No Hank. The fire either hits or it misses. I-I'd rather have you help me check out the diving gear, the scuba." Her soft hip pressed his. Her arm twined with his. Her beautiful blonde face looked up, appealing. "Well-"
She got him in the pool. She knew the risks. He was randy and she was one of the two or three best-looking women in town. Blonde, voluptuous, tanned, with all the right curves and a pretty face. Sensual lips. Men were always on the make for Kay Simpson.
It was worse than she thought. He followed her into the pool awkwardly, dressed only in his shorts, splashing around, trying to catch her, like a dumb kid. She babbled about testing her tanks, but he was turned on all the way by the glisten of the water on her smooth graceful figure. Sooner or later he would catch her.
For Hank the turning point was when she turned her back on him and walked towards the pool. There was the sinuous back, broad shoulders, the hollow of her backbone, the soft muscles working-and down, down to that breathless woman ass. Two sexy indentations above the bones and then flawless buttocks.
Hers were not quite full, and perfectly shaped, curved with just enough woman's enlongation. Cheerful, upturned horizontal lines. And just the right thrust of soft inner thighs below. Her crack made him hard. The swim trunk wrinkles pulled this way and that as she walked. Beneath those sexy hams was a tight plug hole and Hank meant to fuck into it if he died for it.
But the first time he caught her he simply hugged her, enjoying the feel of her yielding, smooth flesh, her warmth and the water's added slickness. His hands cupped her buttocks and he kissed her.
"Oh, aren't we puh-playful!" she gasped and broke loose to swim away. She was a little turned on herself. Hank wasn't bright, she thought, but he's built like a master athlete. His hard cock in that brief embrace made her stomach tickle.
The second time he caught her it was in shallow water and he didn't fool around. He shoved his hand inside her trunks, right between her buttocks and down to her cunt. He frigged her.
"Oh, Hank, oh," she said trying to avoid his kiss and managing to excite him even more by her reticence.
"I got to have it, Kay. I always wanted you. Today I'm getting it."
She wanted to cry in protest. She wanted to order him around as his lofty employer, but his fingers made her cunt swell and her belly to sing and she began to feel weak, sexed up and vulnerable. Well, why not? It would surely keep him out of the house.
"Hank, I-I'm not for adultery," she gasped. "But I'll eat you-your-cock."
He grunted and pulled her right up to the shallow edge. "So eat," he said and presented her with a big, stiff cock that blew her mind. It was straight as a die and the big head looked deliciously serious and sexy. It sparkled from the water, a hungry sex root determined to flower inside her body.
"Uhhhh," she went and bent and took it between those soft, sensual lips.
"Ahhhhhh," he went and dry-throbbed in pleasure. She felt his hands sliding up and down, shaping on her back, going lower and lower. By the time he pulled down her trunks and began to squeeze and play with her buttocks, patting them with a meaty sound, she was hot. She snorted over the stiff cock, slippery now with her soft saliva and played with his balls. Why wasn't Todd built like this? There was something to adultery after all. Her clit was swollen and sending off hot flashes of desire by the time he began to frig her again.
They clung for long moments and she enjoyed the feel of his fingers masturbating her to excitement. But his fingers slipped back up to her asshole and he began to probe.
She lifted her head from his cock. "Hank! Don't do that."
"Go to," he said.
Then she went faint with the shock, outrage and pain of it. He forced his finger right into her gut, unsealing her sphincter. She had to draw in a deep breath of distress. And excitement.
"Oh, Christ," she moaned in confusion. "Leave me alone. Leave it alone. Ohhhhh-"
That was because he ran his finger right up into her intestine. You could give a lover your vagina. You had to, but her asshole was private territory. Even Todd had never unpluged her like this. She hung there trembling, his finger deep in her ass and she bit his thigh softly in distress.
"Feels just like a cunt," he said in a sex-crazed voice. "Soft, wet, plenty of pink smooth tissue up there. Real tight though." He corkscrewed his finger, and she almost jumped out of her skin. It was so delicate and tender up her ass.
"Oh Hank, Jesus." She'd forgotten all about the cocksuck and so had he. "Please don't do that," she begged. "I don't want you playing in my hole."
"Every guy in town has dreamed of feeling up your ass, fucking up your ass," he said, sounding half-mad with his fascinating game. "Me most of all."
She knew then that he was going to force that huge, throbbing prick up her tight asshole. She gave a cry.
"Oh, Hank. It's perverted. It'll hurt. You'll kill me."
"I'll take my time," he crooned. He used two fingers not to force her sphincter wider and she had to gasp again. "I really don't want to hurt you, honey, but that's the premium ass of all time."
At that moment, as his fingers oozed up her gut, forcing her tight sphincter open, it all changed for her.
She'd known for years that she had a very attractive behind. Guys always looked first at your face and second at your best sex feature. Your breasts, your legs, your crotch-or your ass. For her it was always her ass. That fact had always turned her on a little and she always showed it off. You learned your sexuality from other people's desires on parts of your body. Once, long ago, she'd had a lover who fingered a little into her ass when he fucked her, and that had sent extra hot flashes up her belly and made her come sooner and hotter.
Once or twice she'd even teased Todd to cornhole her, not really meaning it, but curious to know what it was like. Willing�
Here in this weird time and place it was happening. Her heart pumped, her breath was short and she had to swallow over a dry throat but it reached her.
"Ah, ah, ah," she went. His fingers fucked in and out, thrilling hers, especially on the downpull when she felt his might empty her. Nature added pleasure, almost sexual to that downpull for obvious reasons.
"Oh, my God, it's tender," she told him. "It's like you're touching the most delicate, hurtable, fragile part of my whole body. I could die if you do it wrong."
"I'll do it right, honey. Your sweet, sexy glory hole was made for a lusty prick."
He turned her around then and pressed her thighs against the side of the pool. She was so sexed up she felt dizzy. Her whole body ached with vulnerability and desire for cock. She wanted him to take that big, brutal prick and fuck her savagely.
There were breathless seconds while she had to wait. She knew he was savoring the sight of it, prying her buttocks open to examine her crack, her seam, her swollen pucker, her red inner rhyme, the blonde hairs, everything. He patted her hams making them quiver while he breathed hoarsely in excitement.
"Oh, Jesus, I'm going to fuck your ass crazy," he exulted.
She felt his cock-head tease the sphincter, arouse the sensitive nerves that protected it. Then he notched his cock-head through her muscle and it laid inside of her, tight to her mucous membranes, throbbing.
"Holy, Jesus," he crooned.
She was caught up in the same enchantment. She had to grunt as she took prick, but the pain was not so bad. All at once she felt weak in the knees and knew she was coming.
"Hank-"
"Orffff," he grunted.
He came ahead of her, his cock only a couple of inches inside her asshole. She felt the rinsing throbs of his ecstasy.
"Gug-gone," he moaned and spent richly, his sticky come-body, hot and scalding to her inflated senses. Her cunt quaked in an orgasm in sympathy without being touched as she collaborated in his deflowerment of her virgin asshole.
"Uuuuuuuuu."
She laid her elbows on the pool's edge and enjoyed her spasm of joy. She felt him subside but then, to her surprise, he shoved his prick deeper into her gut past the oily spend he'd laid there.
"That was just openers," he grunted. He meant it. He kept his cock in her. Deep, deep inside of her. It got a little softer but not much.
He began to stroke her thighs. Then her naked belly, and then on up to her full, voluptuous breasts, as he removed her bra. She hung there in warm, sun-dazed glory, thrilling all over. She'd never been loved exactly like this. There was an unpleasant fullness in her rear, but the other thrills more than made up for it. He cupped her tits and worked them. Sensual pleasure for her grew and grew as she murmured ecstatic nothings. He leaned over her back and began to bite and tongue at her neck. As he found her sensitive spots she began to give little gasps. Even Todd didn't know about some of them.
Then he fingered her, working two fingers into her cunt, and she hung there in splendor.
"Oh, Hank, Hank."
"I want you so hot that you beg for sex like a starving madwoman," he laughed.
"Hank, Hank," she moaned.
She moved her loins, that moved her ass, and that made her narrow back passage stroke his cock, and she felt his meat harden and harden. Pretty soon he was giving delicious fuck motions while he made her pump-off his cock with her ass passage while he pumped-off her cunt. She rose right up to wanting, aching sexuality.
"I want to be fucked. I want to be fucked."
"Tell me you want me to fuck your ass."
"Fuck my ass! Tear my guts open with your prick!" she cried. She was dazed and crazed with sex joy, half out of her head. She'd never been opened up like this and it was wonderful, losing her identity, giving in to her animal self in response to the delicious sweeps of desire from the iron cock up her ass. Faster and faster.
"We're going now," he cried. "Oh. God, I'm fucking your ass."
"Split me. Do me. Fuck my asshole," she cried.
She went right up to the ultimate glory. They clung and plunged in high fuck fury, like two rutting animals, his cock driving in and out of her swollen intestine while her warm gut flowed, and her clit, brought into action by the wild motions, thrilled her cunt. Her whole belly opened to the joy while his hands, kneading her rich breasts, added hot pleasure above to join with the friction madness below. Her whole body writhed and twisted in burning passion.
"Christ God, I'm fucked crazeee!" she cried. "Oh, oh, more, more, more."
She hadn't dreamed a woman could reach such a high fervor of pleasure under the drive of a hard cock, especially the prick of Hank Farr, yet there she was. Every pore went pleasure-soaked from his huge cock forcing her asshole.
Hank also enjoyed the sweet joy. "Oh, Honey, I-never-never had a fuck like this," he cried. Best of all, he rode the wildness right up to orgasm, using her voluptuous body without holding back an ounce of his fierce energy. His prick, his balls his belly became a searing totality of male domination and pleasure as he rocked her until he froze. He gave an enormous cry of hapiness and forced his cock to the utmost depth of ass penetration.
"TAAAKE IT!" he went.
His cock burst deep in her ass, jism squirting out against tender, pink tissues. The raw spurts of his life stuff so incredibly deep in her body completely blew her away.
"HANK!" she screamed. She, too, froze in sweet orgasm lock.
Spurt, throb. Spurt, throb. Spurt, throb.

They twisted, moaned, grunted and slobbered in the furious heavenly release. Their naked bodies sucked together, shook, spasmed and rocked with involuntary action in their total, spending lust.
Her orgasm was so powerful that the real world receded and she floated in a soft, purple daze, helpless even after her cunt had throbbed its final spasm, and her asshole that had gripped his cock and throbbed in sympathy, went slack. Every part of her glowed in after-delight. She didn't feel him slide his satisfied prick out of her body.
It took Hank a while to recover himself. He pulled her out of the pool and stretched her out face down, staring at the luscious ass he'd just conquered. He'd never had a sex trip like that. Most things in life weren't as much as fun as they looked beforehand. Anal sex with Kay Simpson was the opposite. It was better than he'd imagined.
He patted her naked buttocks, red from his sex fury, and enjoyed the jelly quiver. He parted them and stared at her crack. Her tight sphincter sealed in his magnificent spend, but it bore the signs of his ravishment. It was swollen and tender-looking and there was a slight smear of blood. He had surely taken virgin asshole and she would be plenty sore down there later on.
She seemed dreamy, knocked out, almost in shock. He doubted she could survive the fire in this state. He went into the house to get her some clothes.
Inside he paused at the foyer to the big living room. I'll be damned!" he said. Then quickly found the clothes, dressed her and carried her, despite her protests and squirmings, to the center of town.
The fire was close now. Menacing smoke clouds rushed through the town. The helicopter, the deputies, were partly concealed as if by fog even when he came up to it and them.
He turned the feebly struggling Kay over to Nina. The voluptuous blonde still protested that she didn't want to leave her house in Treeline.
"Drunk?" asked Nina.
"Some kind of drug," said Hank straight-faced. "Some drug she isn't used to."
Like jism from a hot prick in a tight asshole, he thought to himself. Nina gave him a peculiar look as if she almost suspected. But there was no time for polite conversation. The deputies shoved Kay in the helicopter and got in. Nina got in and reached a hand down for Hank.
Hank pulled back. "I won't be going," he called.
The deputies shouted; Nina screamed, but he ran off into the fog of smoke.
"Fuck you, Treeline!" he screamed in wild delight. "You ground me down, but I got some of my own back."
It felt absolutely great to run back towards the smoke and fire, careless of whether he lived or died. All his life he'd been careful. Now he felt crazy-careless-let the fucking fire take his life.
He had to cough a little from the smoke but he kept running towards the ridge. Behind him he heard the beat of the helicopter motors. They could wait no longer. They were gone.
Running, running, back towards the Simpson house. Maybe he'd use the swimming pool and oxygen tanks. Maybe he wouldn't. He stumbled into something soft, white and moving. He went down. He found himself sitting on the sidewalk staring into the smudged fox-like face of the waitress from the Lone Tree Coffee Shop. Linda Sud Walker, that was her name. He knew her slightly.
"Where the fuck do you think you're going, you big ox," she squealed.
Something had spilled from her hands. One object was a bag that merchants carried money in when they did banking. Another was a box filled with jewelry, rings, watches, bracelets.
"Well, well," he grinned.
"So I cleaned out the town," she said defensively. "This town fucked me like you wouldn't believe." She was young, not more than twenty, with a slim, girlish body, short brown hair and brown eyes. Red from the smoke and angry looking now.
"You could go up in smoke."
"Not me. I'm pulling for a cave I know. Behind the Bartlow's barn where they keep the horse. Goes way back in the hill."
"Fire will suck out all the air," he said.
"Like shit it will. It runs clear through to the side where the fire's been yesterday. You can't walk through but the air gets through. It used to be an underground spring before cabins were built and changed it."
Intrigued, Hank said. "So let's go find your cave."
She had a regular treasure trove there, mostly more money and stolen jewelry. She told him she'd worked most of the night and today. All of the time she kept moaning her hatred of the town, telling him her sad story. Sent to work in town as a maid by her ailing mother on a rundown farm. Overworked, underpaid and fucked by the boss. A bar girl for a while, which was worse. Finally the Lone Tree Coffee Shop where she had to suck the cook's cock to keep her job.
"But I'm leaving this shithole rich!" she told him, her narrow ferret face gleaming.
"I've never hear such language from a young girl," he told her. "If you don't stop those dirty words, I'll wash your mouth out with soap." He gestured at the small stream that ran through the cave. She'd made herself quite a nest. Besides her stolen treasure, there was food, drink and blankets.
Outside the fire roared in a frenzy. Inside they were quite comfortable. Good air from the other side of the hill flowed past them as it was drawn out to the inferno beyond the cave.
"Don't push me around," she said. "I'm taking no more shit from guys ever, now that I'm rich."
He slapped her face. The civilized, defeated Hank Farr of yesterday could not have done that. She looked cowed.
"You won't be able to get away with all this stuff."
"Got a fu-got a hot cycle hidden under the Crescent waterfall," she said proudly. "Saddlebags. I'll be long gone before the rest of them come back. I'll be dead in the fire as far as anybody knows. And on to my new life."
"If I don't take this stuff away from you," he told her.
She bared her teeth. "You shit-uh, you bugger, you'd better not." Suddenly her snarl relaxed in a knowing, craftly smile. "Besides, you wouldn't. You're Hank Farr. This town dumped on you, too."
"Maybe I'm an honest guy who'll tell."
But she shook her head in feminine certainty based on instinct. "I don't think so. I think I can talk you into helping me pull this pissing-this gag off. If you can give up that round-heeled wife I've heard about. Hell, I mean, heck, most of this stuff comes from the homes or stores of guys that screwed your wife. They owe it."
"Kathy will be no problem," he said solemnly.
Then he studied her face closer. "You want a partner, don't you, kid? It's turned out bigger than you expected."
"Hell, yes. Even with the fences knocking down on us, we've got better than two hundred thousand here. Maybe lots more. Some young guy catches on, the kind I meet, he'll break my mouth and take it all and spend it on some better-looking chick."
She studied him, drinking from her beer can. "But you, Hank. We could be great together. You would treat me right because you know what the bottom feels like."
He reached out and ruffled her hair. "Could be, Linda Sue."
Outside the fire raged and roared, having its way with Treeline. Inside, quite comfortable, they ate and then tried to get some sleep.
She laid there thinking how lucky she was. This guy could be worth half the stuff she'd picked up. Older. A kind of quiet guy, but with a terrific, hard body. And that cock lump in his pants. She began to get horny. There was one way she could sure nail him down.
"Hank?"
"Wazzit?" His sleepy head peered over at her.
She crawled over to him naked, not too great in the face, perhaps but her young body smooth as velvet, with perky little breasts, a bouncy little ass and the incredible tautless of youth.
"Let's seal our deal. I'll eat you."
He was fully awake and hard by the time he got out of his clothes. She went for his cock like it was the last in the world and sucked him expertly.
"Oh, you doll," he breathed. 'Hey, what're you doing?"
"Mmmmm," she went. Her hand on her cunt was busy.
He pulled her on top of his naked body, her cunt to his face. "We'll do sixty-nine."
He ate into her cunt. She spread her legs and humped with a cry of delight.
'Hoooo-eeee," she went. "I didn't know guys did this to chicks, except in magazines. Nobody ever did it to me. I thought I tasted funny."
"You taste like nectar, Linda Sue," he breathed. "Pungent, but full of sweet girl flavors. I could drink a gallon from your guts."
She humped wildly, thrilled by that. "Holy Je
��" she started. Then she remembered his blow on her face. "Goodness, gracious me," she gasped, "I am hotly happy."
He laughed. "In sex Linda Sue, you can use all the dirty words you want. Only then-it fits."
"Ah, Christ," she cried in relief and delight. "Suck my hot pussy shit-crazy, you asshole tongue reamer." Then she grabbed his big cock and bent it to her mouth and sucked with ecstatic enjoyment. There was something compelling, powerful, mind-smashing about a prick like this. She reveled in its hardness, its aliveness, its tight-balled beauty.
They rocked in splendor and she let the sweet hotness of his cunt-suck grow and glow in her. He slurped her fluid, tongued her clit and ran loving fingers in her spring-tight tunnel. She'd never had anyone treat her so tenderly and erotically. Usually her guys just shoved hard cock in her mouth and rode. Or fucked her small cunt sore.
"Oh, God, Hank, I've nee-ver had sex like this."
He couldn't answer. The expert young girl brought him to peak with gentle yet demanding tongue and handwork. He was in seventh heaven.
"I-won't be able-drink-just now," she gasped, drumming her loins on his chin. "So hot-so good-loveeeely."
He laughed heartily and found her tiniest of assholes. He worked a finger in as he continued to lick, suck and lave her clit.
"Oh, my Jesus God heaven!" she cried. Her loins worked like fury in pure, golden delight. No one had ever given her thrills like this. "Ah, eh, oh." She grunted, mewed and whined as he drove her to the inevitable stiffening of her sex death. Then he harvested her sweet young cunt as she throbbed against his chin, "hooing" in breathless delight.
After she faded, he just lay back in luxury, stroking her smooth young skin and her soft tautness. She grabbed his cock and unplugged him like jerking a cord from the wall.
"Hayeuuuuu," he went, thrilling, lifting, locking. And then he filled her mouth with gush after gush of body-hot jism-urging it into her, delighted that the deft way she took it all down her throat as if it were whipped cream. She drained him like a perfect slave girl.
"Linda Sue, we've got a great future," he laughed happily in the euphoria of his perfect suck.
The breeze inside the cave had lessened. Outside the roar of the fire was gone. It had made its visit to Treeline and rushed on down the hill to gulp at the woods below.
Just before they left at dawn he made one quick trip out into the burned resort village, a trip he felt he had to make. The ground was hot but not unbearable. A few small fires still burned but mostly there was smoke and embers and massive shapes of charcoal.
Yet Kay Simpson had been right. Parts of the town had been skipped by the fast-running fire. Whole houses survived, apparently intact-and one of them was the Simpson's.
He went quickly inside the living room where he'd seen the body of Todd Simpson. It was still there intact, two small holes in the forehead where Kay had shot him with a.22. Hank didn't know her reason for killing her husband, but he was sure that Todd deserved it. Todd hadn't been one of Hank's wife's lovers that he knew. Todd wasn't the kind to have sex trouble-too tight. Maybe that was the reason Kay took advantage of the fire to shoot him.
Anyway, he owed her something. He lugged the body to another still-burning fire down the street and saw it burn in a decent cremation there'd be no traces to trap her. Some day he might return and enjoy sex with her fine ass. He guessed she'd have plenty of reason to service him if he did. Like a quick reminder of what he'd seen in the living room and what he'd later done for her. But that would be at a future time.
Later as Linda Sue drove them down the hill on the motorbike, saddlebags full, he hugged her young body and buried his face in her sweet hair that flew out from under her helmet. The great fire of Treeline had come and gone and done a few folks good, lots of good. A new day and life grew out of the destruction and ashes of the old and he had no further complaints about his years in Treeline.

Chapter 4

Warm, snug and alone in her room on the upper floor of the SKI FORTUNE INN, Scotti Crawford did not bother to get up when she heard the knock on her door about ten that night. It would only be her father's best friend, Robbie Wells, bringing her a hot cup of chocolate-along with sly sex hints and innuendoes. He bored her with that, but he also amused her. He was a pretty good looking man, too, even if he was forty.
She stretched her young body luxuriously in front of the fire-Dad always took the best of accomodations-and called for him to come in. She could easily have pulled a blanket over her pajamas but decided to tease him. He was such a good-natured wolf. He came in grinning and stopped in mock shock as he saw her elegant body draped along the sofa.
"My God, a seductress in satin."
She tilted her glasses on her upturned nose and waved her book. "Come off it, Robbie. I'm reading, not seducing. And it isn't satin, it's only polyester crepe de chine."
"The color dazzles."
"Pale Melon, if you want to buy one for your wife," she said wickedly.
"Oh, no. Cynthia sleeps nude."
He was much like her father in looks, the same big shoulders, white hair, olive complexion that was so glossy, a kind of sleepy sexual look. He set down the chocolate and dropped to his knees alongside the sofa.
"To think your dumb father could've produced such a flower in only twenty-one years," he said.
"He had to. Mom up and died on us a long time ago."
"But such a waste, Scottie. All up and down ski city tonight the bars bounce, the disco drums, and you curl up with a book."
"It's called making out, Robbie, and I don't like it. They devour you with their eyes, pat and fondle and then think they can drag you to their miserable huts and hutches to bundle in the cold night. Next day on the slopes they don't remember your name. No, thanks."
"Gotta start some time."
"Don't gotta, Robbie. Dad doesn't like me fooling with young guys. I guess I'm like him, studious and sober-minded."
He put a hand on her flat stomach and she felt its warmth through the thin pajamas.
"Maybe it'll be older guys."
She made to no attempt to remove his hand or protest. She felt devilish and wanted to see how far he'd go. She forced a yawn.
"Could be, Robbie. But sex bores me. Like Dad."
"Maybe you and your Dad have some secret that Cynthia and the rest of us don't know," he said.
It wasn't the first time he'd hinted. The idea was outrageous and shocking. Doug Crawford would sooner cut off his arm than touch her sexually. But she felt warm and she blushed.
"I've tried and tried Robbie," she kidded him. "We take endless showers together and tried to hump in the back of his Caddy, but we both fell asleep from boredom."
"You two are always together, more like a man and wife than a father and daughter," he said.
It was getting a little annoying. He kept harping on that and for the first time she wondered if he seriously believed that her stiff, unbending father, and, for that matter, Doug's still, unbending daughter, would really touch each other. His hand moved on her stomach and she felt uncomfortanbly warm.
"Cut it out, Robbie. The idea thoroughly repulses. Change of subject."
"A nice stomach," he said. His hand was no longer rubbing her stomach. It had slipped quite a lot farther down. She repressed a shudder. She didn't like men to touch her, even a nice-looking kind of sexy guy like Robbie. His hand had almost reached her pelvis and she felt a definite tickle and tensing of her protective nerves. She wanted to close her legs.
"Robbie," she said. "You're one heck of a salesman and you're trying on this ski trip to sell Dad a million dollar airplane. I appreciate your unusual approach. Chatter about sex and incest, and flying hands. Will you go away if I promise to put in a good word for you?"
"Probably not," he said. He moved his hand down squarely between her legs on her cunt. But he stared in the fire almost as if he didn't realize what he was doing. "I'm more than a salesman. I want the best for the both of you, since I'm an old friend."
For the first time in her life, Scotti didn't exactly know what to do. She liked Robbie, she knew the deep bond between him and her father. And five years ago, at sixteen, she'd even had a crush on Robbie. But this was suddenly wild and weird. He was supposed to be in trouble with his wife. Maybe he was what they called "horny".
Yet she felt a stubborn willfulness. She just wasn't going to beg, scold or even bother to laugh at Robbie Wells. She wouldn't let him upset her. Even now, when his fingers pressed harder and harder on her cunt lips.
"Having fun?" she asked, trying to keep her tone light. But she had to swallow fast. Actually it was a shocking outrage for her father's best friend to put his hand right on her sex. He must be drunk or losing his mind.
No! There was a better answer. She'd used the same tactic herself. You had to break through somebody's cool. Force them to stop holding you at arm's length. So you stirred them to become mad, excited, involved. Once involved, they had you. If you rejected them, they could walk away and look for a better partner. If you accepted them, they were in like gold. This was Salesman Robbie could either disqualify time-wasters or get close to them for the sale. All you needed was the nerve to stir people up.
"Daddy wouldn't like what you're doing," she said evenly, as if her cunt didn't belong to her. "It could lose your airplane sale."
"I'll risk it, Scotti. It drives me crazy the way you and Doug hang out. I've got to know about you two, even if I get my head bashed in."
His moving fingers made her cunt wet and she thrilled. It was really too much.
"No incest, Robbie. The idea would blow Doug Daddy right out of this world. Now if you-"
"Then I've got a chance," he interrupted, grinning. Instead of removing his hand, he dug it inside of her and rode her clit over the thin pajama material.
She had to gasp and lift her rear. "Oh, my God, Robbie. What do you think you're doing?"
"Jacking off the sweetest, sexiest girl in Star Valley."
He knew when to be crude. She grabbed his arm to stop him, feeling flustered. The cool act didn't work. No male, young or old, had ever dared approach her so boldly.
"Robbie, your wife-"
"Cynthia and I plan to divorce. Right this minute I expect she's telling your Dad all about it, down at the bar. Maybe the two of them will even get it on. Who knows?"
"Robbie, stop." She wasn't strong enough to halt his fierce, delicious hand action on her cunt. "Dad-and Cynthia? You're crazy!'" She had a flash of Cynthia, dark, vivacious, shapely, and felt a twinge. A former danger with a body like Cynthia's could stir a man all right. But the idea of Doug messing with Robbie's wife blew her mind.
"Not crazy, Scotti. The divorce was my idea. So Cyn wouldn't feel guilty. She always liked Doug. You know that. They could make this a spectacular ski trip for the two of them."
It was true that Cynthia Wels touched her father a lot. Hung on his arm, kissed him in greeting. She and Doug had often laughed about that.
"Doug needs a wife," said Robbie. "Cyn would be great for him. Of course it would change things for you. Would you like a stepmother, Scotti?"
She held on to his arm as her loins worked against his hand. For the first time in a couple of years she felt intensely sexual. It was all this talk about incest, Cynthia and Doug. Scotti's last sex action had been a couple of years ago with two different boys. It hadn't lasted. Always she saw her father's face in the background, frowning, shaking his head. She'd had few dates since. No sex at all.
"Robbie, it's too much," she cried. "You've got to grow up, little girl," he whispered. "You and Doug are so hung up on each other the whole world notices."
"Oh, no," she cried in distress. "I swear we've never touched."
"So you've either got to fuck him or move on to a new life."
"Oh, Robbie." Her cool was completely shattered now. She was wet and hot. Her legs were open and she kept pressing her pelvis against Robbie's hand to get the sweet sex rushes as she held his arm.
"I love you," he said. Then, simply, directly. "I'm going to suck you. He pulled down her pajama pants.
His seduction moves, plus his bold open discussion of her possible incest with her own father captured her. She felt weak, helpless, awed by it. Faintly she murmured "no" and "don't" but he got his head between her legs and she felt his tongue lick into her wet swollen tissues.
"Ahhhhh. Oh, Robbie. I can't-we shouldn't."
"Mmmmmmm."
His tongue opened her cunt lips. He inhaled her young, pink tissues, swallowed her sex fluid, smacked his lips. He found her clit and she lifted right off the sofa and rode.
"I-I-I-i-" she stuttered. It felt so good. She gave a groan of deep pleasure. She wanted to stop, she wanted to die of embarrassment, and she wanted him to suck her furiously. She grabbed two fistfuls of his silver hair and humped greedily on his face, out of her mind with the bold outrage of it. Through the years Robbie Wells had been almost an uncle to her-on this ski trip he suddenly ate her cunt like a young lover. But oh, it felt so goooood. How had it happened? How had it happened?
"Robbie, you shouldn't put your mow-mouth on my sex!" she wailed.
He lifted his head to smile up at her. "You think everybody comes to Star Valley to ski?" he asked. "Maybe half-maybe a third."
"Robeeeeee."
"The avalanche that they worry about. They keep everybody off the high lifts for two days. You see anybody going home?"
His hands moved to stroke her soft, delicately shaped thighs, and he used his tongue to make a wet, warm circle around her thighs and lower abdomen. He worked in to nestle his mouth on her pubic hairs, eating them wet. Then he blew gently on her cunt lips, warm breath making her shiver.
She had to think how strange it was about she and sex. She knew it felt good and that she had a hot libido, but it was sealed off behind her iron control. She was reluctant to let herself be opened up, but, oh God, it was a delicious experience.
"Robbie, I don't think oral sex is decent." But she hoped he wouldn't stop.
His head was back between her legs, his voice slightly muffled. "You have a sweet, pink cunt. Inside I see a delicate, tiny mound. Your clitoris a teeny mountain with a hole in the center. When I first licked, a pink little crescent of flesh, a tiny dagger, peeped out. It retreated inside when you got hot and everything swelled. I love to find a hot clit and tease it. Your mound turns into a volcano of hot feeling. No harm in making it erupt once in a while."
After the lecture he went to work on her. His hands slid up her torso to cup her nipples and she felt new thrills, the action now making her central body feel like a molten core of good feeling. He varied that expertly, in different ways. Sometimes he stroked her lower belly where she tensed her muscles in sex glee. This allowed her numbed nipples to return to feeling. After that he began to slide first one and then two fingers inside her vagina, alongside her clit brushed by his tongue.
She felt racing fires of delight at each thing he did. She gave him gasps, she gave him groans and finally began to hum steadily in rapture. From her knees to her shoulders she was a mass of turned-on girl, starting to go into her animal bitch.
It was safe, comfortable, and very erotic. She felt her body turn moist while her cunt produced a continuing rich flow of gland juice, which Robbie whisked away with swallows of enjoyment. Dear Robbie! Imagine him loving her so much he would inhale her body juices and revel in it. He was completely turned on, singing his pleasure at giving her sweet service. She knew his cock was hard as a rock but she was glad he didn't force it into her body or expect her to put her mouth on it. She sure wasn't ready for that.
The sofa, the room, the fire, everything receded as she went up into a private heaven of pure sexuality, letting her guard down completely. She held onto his head and let the roaring fires of pleasure inside of her build and build.
"Oh, Robbie, it's blessed, sweet, hot. Ah-I feel so good. Oh, it's lovely, loveleeee," she said.
She sweated as she rose up to glory. Aching tension joined with rising joy to bring her, finally, to a state of animal joy.
"Ow, oh, eeeee," she went and she began to come, her nerve network tightening and pulling her soft muscles into the strain of a total orgasmic lock.
Robbie sensed her rush to completion. He increased his pace and used his hands on both her nipples to wring the last ounce of erotic response from her. She rushed right up to glory.
"OOOOOOOO-EEEEEEEEEEEEE," she cried happily. She lifted her butt and crushed her pelvis to his mouth, holding-tight to his head. First she felt a holy, incredible muscle lock where she quivered in ultimate delight. Then came the sweet rushes of spending, throb after throb of her cunt, quaking to his tongue, squeezing his finger that he rode cock-like inside of her alongside his chin. "Eh, eh, eh," she grunted and gave it all up to him, She'd never had an orgasm like this. Maybe with the younger guys she'd been too afraid of them, herself and her natural body reactions. Robbie was different. She just opened her feelings up, opened her body up and gave herself over to the richness of sex satisfaction, tensing and untensing, wallowing in the rich spasms that possessed her. Even after the first ecstatic surges, she continued to strain against him, coming up to new cunt quakes-relaxing-and then after a few seconds tensing again to feed him feminine submission.
At last she sank back, glowing all over.
"You shouldn't have done it, Robbie-but it was marvelous," she sighed. Her face glowed with her satisfaction.
"You deserve the best child," he murmured. His own face was smeared with her sex juice, chin to eyebrows, glistening.
He rose between her legs and slipped down his pants. His cock, blunt and thick, appeared and in her erotic state she was able to stare at it and thrill. It was so big! It looked so strange, standing up at an angle from his belly, sticking out from his greyed pubic hairs, darker than his flesh elsewhere, glistening. She saw big, purple veins under paper-thin skin. She saw his testicles, his balls, swollen and big, hanging under the cock.
"Got to get rid of-congestion," he said his voice thick with sex need.
For a minute she feared he would press that fascinating but frightening blade down into her body. But he had other ideas.
"Can't possibly last-too hot," he muttered.
He jacked himself off, kneeling in front of her, staring down at her.
It thrilled her to see him strain in his turn, and hear his gasps of pleasure. She knew she would get his inundation and felt happy.
It came. His thigh muscles locked, his hand jerked erratically on his prick and suddenly there was a rush of jism from deep inside his body. His come spurted out in long, hearty loops and fell on her belly and breasts, warm and foaming.
"Greeaat," he grunted and pumped it out, the erratic shots hitting her skin here and there.
The first spurts went way up on her breasts, but as the pressure eased they fell shorter until, at the end, there was a trickle of come down his shaft, webbing into his pubic hair.
She twisted in pleasure at the erotic delight of seeing the male cock burst. She stroked the warm, pungent jism into her skin. It felt like velvet, soft, yet powerful in its chemistry.
Smooth as always, he cleaned himself up, and her, and put his clothes back on. They made small talk as she shyly slid back into her pajamas as if nothing had happened between them. She felt too exposed now, ashamed of letting him see her sex bitch in action. She was glad when he soon left her alone.

But her evening of sex wasn't completely over. Alone once more, Scotti sighed in pleasure and masturbated herself, reliving that fantastic experience. She smelled her hand, inhaling the erotic odor of his dried come. She even licked her fingers and palm as she got hotter and hotter. Masturbation was her only form of sex. Tonight it was greater because of this new event and lesser because it didn't feel as good as having his tongue take her.
It was only after her second orgasm that she began to think about all the implications of the evening-Robbie's divorce, Cynthia and her father, and the fact everybody thought she and her father had incestuous relations. Wow! Things had turned slightly crazy�
Cynthia had Doug's cock hard in his pants. She'd often wondered what would happen if she made such a bold gesture. Tonight she had her chance to find out. She and Doug Crawford came to this small, quiet bar in the back of the lobby of the Ski Fortune Inn.
The big bar wouldn't do. It was jammed with happy young people, trying to dance to rock music and shouting at each other in a disco atmosphere. This bar played soft, straight music and attracted the few older people. It was very dim and she and Doug picked a booth way in the rear because she wanted to pour out her troubles with Robbie.
Doug was a bear of a man who resembled Robbie somewhat, yet was completely different in temperament. His hair was salt and pepper, not white. His body was more angular and it contained a much more conservative personality. Doug had been a successful surgeon who had put his money into a string of rest homes and was now retired from the practice of medicine to run his establishments. He really needed the airplane that Robbie wanted to sell him, so it made sense for the Well's to come along on this ski trip and mix business talk with pleasure.
Instead, everything revolved around the coming divorce. Doug was shocked and sympathetic.
"Scotti and I like you both," he told Cynthia. "We'd like to help you put it all back together."
She explained there was no putting the marriage back together. Robbie played around too much and they'd stop having sex some time ago. Still, she'd held on until Robbie himself made a date to start the divorce.
"Now I'm free in spirit if not in fact," she told Doug as they settled in the bar.
Doug "tished" and "tushed" as she told him of her sex problems with Robbie. The conversation turned her on; first her thigh rested on Doug's and soon she had a hand on his leg. Doug was moral and proper, even prissy, but he'd had a few and she knew he was attracted to her dark good looks and sleek dancer's body. She hadn't appeared in public for years, but she'd kept up her excercises and was proud of her svelte body. One thing was for sure-Cynthia Wells would have no trouble finding men. She was thirty-eight and could pass for her mid-twenties.
Soon Doug's hand was on her thigh, patting and squeezing in sympathy. With his old friend at the actual point of divorce he could allow himself that freedom.
Doug's little concession to his repressed sexuality turned Cynthia on. His big body, his strength, his closeness to her in the booth made her aware that she'd fantasized his making love to her even when things had been better between she and Robbie. They were isolated from the rest of the room and she felt wild and daring, freed of her marriage vows.
Soon her hand crept between Doug's legs. She was sure he'd find that too bold, but he didn't. "Harrumpthh" was all he said and he actually made no move to protect himself as she shaped his cock in his pants.
Cynthia felt hysterical. It became a game, arousing this phlegmatic man and talking along without making reference to what her hands did. How far would the stolid ex-surgeon let her go?
"-and so Robbie and this woman suddenly appeared from the direction of the swimming pool and she was putting her bra back on," Cynthia heard herself saying. Meanwhile she stroked Doug's cock mass and felt it separate out into a shaft and his balls as he got hard.
For the first time Cynthia began to get a glimmer of what Robbie meant when he said that Doug and Scotti were hung up on each other but too repressed to act, to even know it. Poor Doug must have sex desires eating him all the time and his passion for outdoors action couldn't turn it off. Then on this trip he was alone with a woman he trusted and liked and she was free to make overt gestures.
"That's fantastic," grunted Doug. "Amazin". His eyes glittered and he opened his legs a little to let her squeeze his cock under the table.
What was it like? She could already tell it was longer than Robbie's and it got just as hard. Her own cunt wet and wet some more as she stroked him. What a gorgeous man, to have such a sexy prick between his legs. If she knew Robbie he was off somewhere trying to get into Scotti's panties and that turned her on some more. Scotti was as repressed as her father, but what if Robbie actually got it on with the youngster? No, she wasn't going to hold back.
"I guess-you're telling me-you won't be a wife-to Robbie anymore," said Doug in a thickened voice.
"Not at all. Never."
"Lots of divorce-among doctors and salesmen," he said.
She wasn't exactly jacking him off. She would stroke his prick for a while and then move her hand to his thigh. Then back to the cock for more stroking. Now she went another step and squeezed it. His pants were thin enough for her to get her hand competely around it. She began to pump gently, reveling in the feel of the hard muscle rigid under the moving prick skin.
"Ah, eh, hot in here," said Doug. It was almost a gasp, the way he took his breath in. She felt the big, stiff cock throb drily in his pants.
"Oh,! Doug, I like you so much," she thrilled. "I just wish-wish"
"We'll always be-great friends," he managed.
She wanted to suggest that they go upstairs but some inner cautions told her not to move too fast. She wished she could fondle her own aching cunt but that would be too much. And so they talked, and she played with his prick under the table and they both got hotter and hotter.
A moment comes in sex when both parties know it will go all the way. Cynthia felt a deep belly thrill as she realized that somewhere inside that concealed soul Doug Crawford had decided to let her do whatever she wanted with his prick. She looked around the bar. The bartender had his head fixed on the small TV. Elsewhere two young couples had their head close together, paying them no attention. Two older men, quite squimed, had turned away to mutter to each other. Dirty jokes she judged from their chuckles.
She slipped Doug's zipper and heard him gasp. The stiff prick jerked out into her palm. She made a fist around it, dizzy, thrilled by the flowering feel of the naked sex meat in her hand. With her other hand she got a tissue from her purse.
"I'm going to take it, Doug," she whispered and began to pump him with a tight fist, laying a demand on his prick.
Doug pressed both hands flat on the table and gave a repressed groan of pleasure. She felt his body shudder involuntarily and his breath rasp in his throat. Then he stiffened.
She was so hot she wanted to bring her head down and suck out his wonderful come, swallow his pulsing jism, but she dare not. She put the tissue on top of her pumping fist and jazzed him until he exploded. The cock throbbed in her hand in wild pulsing and she felt the hot come squirt into the tissue. He lifted his butt a little and came and came and came, marvelously controlling any sound as his guts emptied. Soon both her hand and the tissue were wet, but she kept pumping taking him all the way through his ecstasy.
Doug finally fell back and muttered. "Thank you, Cynthia. That was fabulous."
"I want to know you better," she told Doug. That sounded dumb, but you said dumb things to a man like this. He would be turned off by the true expressions of her wild love feelings.
Afterwards she let him mumble quick excuses and make his escape. She felt very proud of that masturbation in the bar. It started something between her and Doug without being too heavy for him to handle. More would've been too much; less would leave them in the stuck position where he wouldn't aggress and she wouldn't either because it wasn't ladylike.
Upstairs she found Robbie glowing. He fooled with his ski stuff, humming and smiling to himself.
"Well, I suppose you pulled the old hot chocolate trick on young Scotti," she said.
"Hot chocolate goes with skiing, dear Cynthia."
It also goes with fucking. You pulled that on me once a long time ago. It was my first cunnilingus, as I remember. Did you eat her hot, repressed little box?"
Her husband looked at her with that cool, level look he'd adopted since they'd agreed on the divorce.
"Ate it, and then jacked off over her belly. I wanted a great deal more, but you have to go slow with the Crawfords. I suppose you made out with Doug?"
"You prick," she said. But somehow, this new business of telling the truth fascinated her. "I jacked him off in the bar, under the table. His cock is bigger than yours."
"He doesn't use it enough," grinned Robie. "Mine's whittled down."
She was mad at him and amused at the same time. "It should've vanished long ago by that criterion."
"Some day, some day."
"Robbie, what are we doing to them?"
"Saving their lives. Here lately it's gotten almost weird the way they hang together and avoid people. But they don't do anything. One day they'll explode, murder, suicide, something. When sex drives you crazy but you can't do anything about it, you've got a bomb on your hands."
"Just the same, Doug will kill you if he finds out you've messed with his daughter. You can forget the airplane sale."
"We'll see. Incidentally, I'm taking Scotti up on the high slopes for skiing tomorrow."
He and Scotti were the experts. She and Doug had to content themselves with the beginner's runs. She asked him about the avalanche. The threat of the avalanche condition had just about stopped all skiing in the high runs.
"Everybody will be out tomorrow. You can scare people just so long. The commercial people don't want to lose customers. The customers don't want to waste good daylight. They were lucky to hold everyone back for the past few days."
She might've made her objections stronger, but the chance to be alone with Doug tomorrow was too good to miss. They went to sleep in separate beds. For her money, Robbie made a big, fat mistake in chasing Scotti. If Doug caught on, he'd half kill his old friend. Robbie would lose the sale, too. But it was useless to argue with Robbie when he had sex on his mind.
Robbie was right about the scare being over. Every trick in the book had been tried to trigger that avalanche, sitting there waiting to happen a few miles from the town. Well, it hadn't happened and the skiers didn't think it was going to happen. The Inn emptied early. By the time Cynthia awoke, Robbie was gone leaving a note that he and Scotti were headed for Devil's Pass. Cynthia had breakfast with Doug who fussed all the way through.
"She didn't say anything about Devil's Pass last night." he complained. "With that condition up there, I wouldn't let her go. Robbie must be out of his mind."
Cynthia sipped her coffee and said nothing. She doubted very much that Robbie and Scotti had even gone near the lowest lift on the Pass. Further up the Valley was another small resort town. A little shopping that Scotti liked so much, a snack, and there were plenty of motels along the road. She never underestimated Robbie's salesmanship.
The avalanche hit at ten o'clock. Before that, she and Doug had had their lesson, worn themselves out on the lower slopes near the hotel and were having hot drinks on the outdoor terrace. There wasn't much to see. The area lay behind a ridge that cut off the village from the avalanche site. There was plenty of sound. A godawful roar that drowned out all sounds on the terrace. An awesome, prolonged roar that froze everybody in place. And went on and on. Over the ridge there appeared a vast white cloud of flying snow, rising, rising just like a slow motion film. It started as a rumble that quickly became thunder and then went on and on, suggesting the awesome power of tons and tons of snow in rapid movement.
"Great Christ!" cried Doug jumping up. "Scotti!"
Everyone was paralyzed and then people started to run about the terrace and shout and wail and yabber in high excitement. It was a chaos. It was the more chilling because there was no danger on this side of the ridge.
She had to take Doug to his room. The poor man was a basket case.
As a surgeon he had nerves of steel. As a parent he was worse than a baby. She left him taking a sedative and crying "Scotti, Scotti," with great tears running down his face. Her reassurances made no impression whatsoever.
Down in the lobby, she found people acting very much like they might in a mine cave-in disaster. Almost everyone had family or friends who had headed for the Pass that morning and that was the center of the bog slide. Radios were turned on, TV sets brought the news and people moved about talking softly and with tragedy written on their faces. The hotel people dashed about madly trying to soothe their guests, insisting that there was no need for panic until further news came in. Which would be slowly, because telephone lines were down. But rescue teams were already out and soon the air filled with the sounds of helicopters.
Cynthia had her queasy moments. Yet she found it impossible to think of Robbie as dead. Even if he hadn't changed plans and gone to Penrod, even if he had gone on up on the Pass, he'd survive somehow. She felt very tense, but kept hold of herself, realizing that the grief could come, lots of it, when the bad news arrived if it did. She'd had lots of good years with Robbie and she certainly didn't wish him any physical harm.
She went back to her room. It was obvious that there'd be no hard news for hours yet. The morbid crowd only depressed her. She barely had time to pour a drink before Doug flung her door open and marched in, his face blazing.
"It was Robbie's fault. Robbie killed my daughter! I'll kill him."
"Oh, now, Doug."
"That bastard. That asshole sonofabitch." He found Robbie's suitcase and hurled it against the wall with a loud thud. He jerked open the closet door and began to tear Robbie's clothes from the hangers.
"Doug, for God's sake!" said Cynthia. "If she's dead, he's dead."
He did not seem to hear her. He raged like a madman. Frightened of his great strength, deeply disturbed by his distress, Cynthia blurted out:
"We don't even know they went to the Pass. They probably went to Penrod."
He stopped crashing around and stared at her. His face was a sudden flash of hope.
"Why did you say that?"
"They might've gone shopping, and-and-"
"Shopping, for Christ's sake. She took her gear. Are you nuts?"
There was no time to think. All she wanted to do was calm him down at any cost.
"I think they went to a motel in Penrod, Doug."
He looked stunned. "A motel?"
"From what happened last night-"
He grabbed her by the shoulders so hard it hurt. "What happened last night?"
"I mean-I mean-" She started to weep.
It was too late to hold back the story. He practically choked her and she spilled out the story. Robbie and Scotti had had sex last night That meant to her-maybe they'd didn't go skiing at all.
His face was both white and red.
"Robbie and Scotti? Oh, good Christ!"
There was some rancor in her. "I told you your friend, Robbie, is one of the world's great studs."
He just stood there, stunned. "Well, it's your fault, Doug. You never let the girl date. The two of you hang around together like a couple of sex-mad lovers. Everybody thinks the two of you are lovers. You never date any women. It would be better if you chased young boys, even. Something, anything."
He literally screamed. He came at her and, arms flailing, knocked her across the room to fall on the bed. He raved like a madman and then rushed out of the room, cursing.
Cynthia sat up, holding her swollen, aching and red-bruised jaw. I have, by God, had it, she thought. With Robbie. With Doug and with that silly girl. She cried, long and hard, and then began to pack her clothes� by early afternoon the hotel was cheerful again. Rescue teams returned with party after party. Helicopters brought in more. The Pass had not been hit directly. Lots of people had close escapes but so far only a couple of deaths were known. Gradually the lobby and bars began to take on a party atmosphere, a celebration. What had been a shattering catastrophe at ten o'clock began to turn into a pleasant adventure to spice up life, as skier after skier told his own avalanche story.
CB radios were at work, flashing down name after name of the survivors. Or the unhurt, thought Cynthia. The avalanche had been a buffoon, full of sound and fury but hurting practically nobody. She was one who received a message, but not from the Pass.
"Scotti and I went to Penrod," the radio operator had scrawled. "We are both okay."
Cynthia headed upstairs to find Doug and then felt her tender, swollen jaw and went to her own room instead.

Doug-was already there, sitting in a brocaded chair with a sheepish look on his face.
"I guess you know," she said.
"I know, Cynthia. I gave one of the operators five hundred dollars and talked to Scotti. They went to Penrod, all right. I asked her what motel and she told me before she knew what she was saying."
She looked at Doug more closely. The big man looked absolutely crushed.
"What I did in this room. What I said and did to you," he moaned.
"What you're doing to that girl and yourself." She mixed drinks.
He took his and held it. "Scotti and Robbie had sex," he said in a voice of total disbelief. Two great tears rolled down his cheeks.
"I should be the one who's crying, Doug. Robbie is my husband, but Scotti's only your daughter." She wondered how she'd ever seen anything in this childish man.
He took a slug, brushed away the tears and made a gesture.
"It looks like you're packing."
"I've had it. With you, Scotti and Robbie. As soon as I knew he was all right-and I was sure he was-I wanted to be ready to go. Okay?"
"No, goddamit, it's not okay." For a phlegmatic man he was hitting a lot of different moods today. Now he scowled.
"Tell me one good reason."
"I've got one good reason." He came towards her.
"Oh, for God's sake, Doug. That was last night. That was in another lifetime. I've had it up to here with your prudery and your rages. Get out."
He walked up to her and hugged her. "Maybe I want to get in."
She broke free. She laughed. "Men are crazy. You can't possibly be thinking of sex after all that's happened today."
"But Robbie had his cock in her," he cried. "That bastard had his cock in my darling girl."
Cynthia was in no mood to put up with any more of Doug's nonsense. "Did it ever occur to you that the girl has a vagina that was meant for cocks to be put into it? You had a hundred chances if that's what you wanted. She'd do anything you asked. Some good, honest incest would've broken the spell. After a few times, you'd see eath other-and the world-normally and give it up. Go on to others. But no, you and she had to hang there in middle space, wanting to do it but afraid to do it. Even admit you wanted to do it. All locked up in prison, caught between desire and fear."
"It's unnatural," he insisted.
"It's more unnatural to pretend you don't have a cock or she a cunt, Doug. That way lies madness."
She shooed him out of her room. "Go get drunk, Doug. That sometimes, helps."
"Drunk, hell. I'll kill that bastard husband of yours when they get back."
She was finally freed of a need to play up to the neurotic, wealthy ex-surgeon.
"You do that, Doug. Then I won't have to argue with Robbie about the divorce settlement."
After he'd gone, she took a shower. She hadn't felt so good in years. This trip had solved many unsolved problems. The trip plus the avalanche. She'd let go of Robbie and all his adultery. There were lots of other men out there to give her rich experiences. She'd let go of her phony hang-up on Doug, seen him for the child he was.
Freedom. Scarey but also thrilling with all the new possibilites.
She luxuriated under the warm water. She liked the gleam on her healthy skin of the water, the soft feel of the soap that clung like a sexy dress because the mountain water was so soft. She ran her hands over her belly. Taut, but with a suggestion of fullness. A man once told her that guys looked at a woman's loin mass-lower belly, ass, crotch, and thighs and imagined what it would be like to plant hot baby seeds in the deep sex chambers of her body.
Lots of men would like to squirt semen in this belly, she thought happily as she boldly played with her cunt. She'd had Robbie's baby, who'd grown up to be a handsome, energetic youth. He was sixteen now, happy in a private school. One child had been enough for them. You learned that sexuality was much bigger than parenthood and, frankly, they both preferred sexuality.
Her thighs and ass. Her dancing years had left her with supple muscles which pulled the skin tight and firm. A pencil-line, tight crack, swelling thighs and shapely calves below, skin as smooth as at twenty. Medium-sized breasts, no sag. Shapely arms too, rich dark hair and a face that was better-looking than most women's. Assets.
She had one special asset that only Robbie knew about. It had held him to her for much longer than he would've stayed if she didn't have it.
She directed the shower on her cunt, feeling little tingles of excitement as the steady water teased her. Some women could have orgasms from a shower stream. She canted up her pelvis to enjoy the warm, steady pressure and felt a glow sneak up her belly. Yes, and yes.
That one special asset. She tensed the muscles of her lower abdomen a few times and then slid her finger into her cunt. She grunted a little, then squeezed her finger. Like many dancers she was so developed that she had the power to "milk" cocks. Robbie loved that. She was able to squeeze her finger and suck it deep into her pink chamber.
She ran freely now, warm cunt juice mixing with the water. She dug her hands into her thighs and then rubbed her cl it. She had to give a gasp as she thrilled clear down to her knees. Ah, rich, rich.
The bathroom door opened. She whirled with a cry and shoved her head through the shower curtains. Doug Crawford stood there staring at her face. She couldn't tell from his grim expression whether he was there to kill her or rape her. Then her eyes fell to his shorts, the only clothing he had on. His stiff cock was her answer.
He came right into the shower.
"I want to fuck."
"Oh, no, Doug. No w-way," she wailed.
He pulled her wet gleaming body to his, not even taking off his shorts. His big cock dug into her stomach. His big body sucked sexily against hers. She had to gasp at his squeeze power.
"Doug, you can't do this!" she wailed. She regretted having sexed herself up, because it felt so good in his arms.
"You were right," he babbled. "Robbie's right. I wanted sex with my own daughter and it scared me. So I don't get any love at all." He ran a hand between her legs and dug his fingers into her cunt.
"Doug."
"Why, you hot bitch!" he cried. "Your so sex-crazy you're fucking yourself."
"I-I was only-"
"Robbie fucked Scotti, so I'm taking you."
She fought him, laughing in humorless exasperation. "Doug you don't use sex as a weapon."
He had peeled down his shorts to reveal that magnificent cock. It was exciting to struggle, as their baked bodies twisted together. She felt new, hot thrills.
"Scotti-off limits. You're married and off limits," he muttered. "Not any more."
She made a lunge to get out of the shower, but he caught her from behind and pulled her down with his weight. They scrabbled for a moment and she felt his big cock knob dangerously probing between her legs. He held her dog fashion and worked his powerful buttocks to penetrate her. There was no chance for her to escape. First he notched her, her cunt opening gripping his hot cock's head and then he drove into her with a groan of pleasure.
His prick gloved open her vagina with a friction thrill that shocked them both. They hung there under the hissing water, fuck-locked, his cock tight in her guts. She thought the top of her head would come off with the surges of deep joy.
"Oh, Doug, don't-" she wailed. She'd lost control of the situation.
He merely grunted and began to fuck her with strong, almost savage cock plunges, unsealing her cunt and thrilling her swollen clit.
"Ah, ah, ah," she went, rocking under him. That stern, stiff prick dissipated her objections in ten or twelve healthy strokes that left them both panting.
"Out of the shower," she gasped. "Might as well enjoy-"
They didn't bother to dry off. She simply threw some towels on the bed and slid on her back, legs open. He came down on her and re-seated his cock up her cunt, throbbing drily and happily. Their faces were six inches apart.
"Well, hello!" she laughed, thrilling to that hot, sturdy prick sliding and working in her belly.
"Cyn, I love you," he said incongruously. Then he sank his mouth on her lips and drove his tongue into her wetness.
She surged up with the electric pleasure of total love penetration, his big naked body covering hers, his prick deep in her cunt and working his tongue slavering and sexing inside of her mouth.
She had to pull free of that luscious kiss to get some air in her excitement. She was very open sexually and close to coming. For her, it didn't take much prick action to conquer her womanhood. Her adulteries had been few-only a couple but when she was hot for a man she was halfway coming by the time her lover undressed her. She'd been hot for Doug for years.
"Oh, Doug, it's soo great. I can't l-l-last," she moaned.
He bit into the soft skin of her neck and fucked her faster. She thrilled to hear him make his private sounds of awe and pleasure at cashing in on this exquisite taking of his best friend's wife.
"Go ahead-come-let your-bitch go-" he managed.
Her tits, her face, her whole body glowed in rising sex pleasure. Her cunt and lower belly were even more excited. She rose to that peak of intense feeling and joy that was almost a pain, an aching intensity when the body knows it must give up its sex treasure.
"Ah, Doug. Oh, oh. NOWWWWW." she went.
She twisted and then became still under the slogging, slurping prick, so richly bathed in her juices.
Throb, throb, throb. She gave her sexuality up to him with soft, tender gasps of deep pleasure, letting the powerful cock have its way inside of her body. Each ecstatic spasm drove her deeper into her hungry animal state. She felt as if she were made of purple softness and silk and one huge pleasure nerve that spent endlessly in surrender, her total womanhood flowering.
Doug kept thrusting his prick in and out of her, right past her quakes to keep her hot and yielding.
"Can bring you-easy-over and over," he boasted.
She lay back passively, letting him fuck her now as she enjoyed her post-orgasm euphoria.
"Ah, lover, so great," she said. Her spasms had tapered.
"Bring you again," he grunted, plugging away.
She got a wicked grin. It was prick-milking time. Her cunt sensitivity had eased. She commanded her vagina to go to work on him. He suddenly felt her warm, tight passage lock on him and unlock, over and over. It was like her orgiastic spasm hadn't stopped.
"Oh, Doug," she cried. "I can't stop coming."
Pull, pull, pull, soft and silken on his moving prick.
Doug's eyes got big. "Holy Christ, Cyn. You really l-love it." His cock missed a beat. Under her insistent milking he was being stirred to molten heat, every pore of his pleased cock enjoying this extra pleasure. He began to feel his noble vulnerability. He slowed his fucking.
"I-I-I-"
"Oh, Doug, I'm still coming," she cried and milked him.
"Huh, huh, huh," he went. His cock was so swollen with delight and tender that he could no longer move it at will. He hung there, staring down at her in surprise and his forehead sweated. He had planned on a much longer fuck run. But that slick, hot cunt pulsing constantly on his thrilled prick got to be too much. "I think-I think-" he gasped. "Ahhhhh, Doug."
For him it came with a rush. He was totally still now and he felt the deep body prickle of starting orgasm, a sensation he'd always forgotten in his loveless years. Then he gave a sob of pleasure at the sweep of his muscular tension and the coming relief.
Spurt!
She milked him as she had done to Robbie so often, wanting to laugh at the extreme pleasure she could give this man. Maybe he was her man. Her agile cunt sucked and pressed on his prick, drawing off huge gouts of jism deep into her cunt. He had more to give than Robbie and she reveled in the sexy feel of that rich male spend.
"Ah, heee. Ah, ah, ah," he went in his paroxysms of joy. "Ah, ah."
He was still spending, the come starting to lessen when the door across the room opened and Robbie and Scotti walked in.
"We bribed our way back-" called Robbie cheerfully.
"We got a helicopter-uh," said Scotti.
"Ah, ah, ah," went Doug finishing his sex run in Cynthia's guts. Then he expired on top of the sexy woman, hardly aware of what had happened. Cynthia, looking over his shoulder, got the full shock of the interruption.
"We were just-" she stammered.
"Dad!" screamed Scotti.
"Why, you bastard, you're fucking my wife!" shouted Robbie.

Scotti gave a great, wounded cry and rushed out of the room. After that all was confusion and movement, with shouts, embarrassing explanations and curses. Cynthia retreated under the towels, her swollen, happy cunt leaking a rich stream of Doug's jism. The two men ended up, eyeball to eyeball, shouting.
"You took my daughter out and fucked her."
"You fucked my wife right in my bed."
"You tossed your wife over. Threw her out."
"You hung your daughter up so she couldn't have lovers."
"I'll kill you!"
"No, I'll kill you."
While the two men caught their breaths for the next round of insults and possible fighting Cynthia said: "Why don't we all calm down and go down to the bar to have a drink. I'm sure there's a way to sort it out.-She got up and pushed the men apart and they stayed apart, subsiding into vague threats and cutting remarks. The latest crisis was over, for now. But what a trip this had turned out to be!
There were no drinks, no dinner together for the two couples as they had been doing. Doug went off to make peace with his daughter and the Wells ran their own niggling war of words through cocktails, dinner alone and later in their room.
"What gets me," said Robbie. "You gave him your trick cunt, didn't you. The whole treatment."
"Of course not," she lied. It felt good to be able to lie to her husband again.
"I know you did. I'll bet the old bastard screamed with joy. With that big cock, bigger than mine."
"Lots bigger," she lied, delighted. Her comment last night had drawn blood after all.
"I'm going to fuck you Cynthia. Not because I want to. Because I don't want your last sex during my time to be his big prick getting milked by your trick cunt."
"No, I'm not going-Robbie! My God, Robbie, stop-you're tearing my clothes."
"Warm it up, you bitch. I want those hot squeezes�"
Scotti lay on the sofa in her room as she had the night before, reading her book with a determined frown. Her father paced between her and the fire, growling like nothing so much as a wounded bear.
"You just had to do it, Scotti. I brought you up as a fine and proper lady but you snuck behind my back and did your whore thing. I wonder how many others there were I didn't know about."
"There were none. I-he-it was just one of those things."
"My own best friend-fucking my daughter!"
"Don't use that ugly word in front of me, Dad. And how about you. You couldn't wait to crawl in the hay with Cynthia. For all I know you've been fu-sexing with her for years."
"Never. Today was the first time. Your act shook me up. I'm an older man. A hundred times I've curbed my natural lust out of respect for my daughter, so people couldn't point fingers, whisper to you. Then you pull this."
His face got red. "Dammit, Scotti, I can't let you get away with this. It could lead to your total destruction. You'll have to be punished.
She gave a little scream as he jumped at her. He'd been working himself up this rage for hours and she was really frightened. The book flew out of her hands at this attack.
He plopped down on the sofa and roughly dragged his beautiful daughter across his lap.
"Doug! What're you going to do?"
"What fathers always do to children who need punishment. Spank you."
"Oh, my God. You wouldn't dare-"
She struggled in his arms. Again she had worn one of her favorite pajama outfits, a polyester crepe de chine that gleamed like satin but was thinner. This time it was pearly gray.
She found herself forced across his lap, his warm thighs against her belly. Her rounded behind thrust up in spaking position.
"Damn it, I won't let you do this to me. I'm a grown, dignified-"
"-stupid little girl," he finished.
Splat! Right on her sexy, firm behind. She yowled and kicked her legs and tried to cover her bottom with her hands. He cursed and jerked her hands free. This physical contact with her father, that she worshipped so much, scared her and delighted her far more than the stinging blow to her rear that brought her pain. At once her cunt began to wet and thrill. Her butt felt warm, her loins glowed.
He growled in his throat. Whap! Whap! The sound of his hand striking her meat echoed in the room and she yowled again in pain, but more because she suddenly felt so turned on.
Suddenly he stopped. His hand rested on her buttocks, lightly squeezing her magnificent rear. "I-I-I" he went, and he sounded stricken.
She sucked in her breath sharply and held it. She heard his harsh breathing. Her cunt thrilled and swelled and wetted. She dared not speak.
Her father's hand slid under her buttocks and dug at her cunt.
"I-I-I-" His voice sounded thick, broken. As if he had no control over it. His hand gently probed her cunt. She felt a tremendous surge of sexuality. Inside her cunt lips, touching, gently finding and rubbing her clit.
"I-I-" he crooned, half out of his mind with desire.
She dared not make a sound. She used her loins to communicate. She began to rotate and rock her cunt on his fingers. His hand started to pull away as if he were walking from this sex capture of her body. She locked her legs and rocked harder. His hand was captured.
"That feels good," she whispered.
"Oh, Scotti," he cried. "I want-I want-"
She dared not to look at him. She turned her head to look at the wall.
"I've waited, hoped, Doug, Dad."
He didn't say anything. He untangled from her and stood up and began to undress. She still did not dare look at him but her heart pounded in fierce joy. She slid out of her pajamas. She took his hand and led him to the bed.
"Wait!"
Naked father faced naked daughter by the side of the bed. For the first time they looked at each other.
Doug said: "This is the greatest crime of immortality a man can commit." His face looked stricken.
"I know," she said softly. She reached out and took hold of his cock. Its stiffness astounded her. "I had a good teacher," she said.
He stood there, swaying. He closed his eyes and groaned.
She slipped to her knees in front of him. Gently she took the red, strained knob of his cock head in her mouth and sucked on it with obscene sounds. It throbbed in intense feeling.
He pulled her up. He put his hands on her shoulders and ran them down the swelling torso to her breasts. Her fine, young skin gleamed and was as soft as butterfly wings. He palmed her nipples. They stood out in tiny red extension, as hard as his cock. She gave an audible gasp of pleasure. Reluctantly, his hands left her magnificent high breasts and traveled down the inward slope to her incredible waist.
She stood stock still, letting the thrill rush over her. From time to time she gave a laugh of relief, the aching desire of the years beginning to be released. Down the slight swell of her young belly. Through her stiff patch of pubic hair. A long finger rubbing her small but swollen pink cunt lips.
"Uh," she went.
He felt over the smooth slope of her hips until his hands grasped both buttocks and squeezed with delight. He trembled in his heated condition. He felt inside her crack and put a firm, possesive finger right on her asshole and sent new thrills racing from that tender spot.
It was his turn to kneel and run his hands lovingly over the shapely thighs, enjoying the soft skin especially of her inner thighs that protected her cunt. Down to her calves.
He pressed his mouth on her cunt and tongued her. She grasped his head and ground her cunt on his face with a gurgle of delight. She thought her heart would pump right out of her chest. Her cunt flowed warm honey into his mouth.
Slowly he rose and made a gesture. She went down on the bed on her back, her long legs opening in invitation. He climbed into her saddle and canted her cunt up for his cock.
There should be fanfares, screams and bursts of heavenly music, she thought. All she heard at this richest moment in time was the thud of her heart in her ears.
Father cock clipped the lips of daughter cunt. Greased by her copious flow, the head slid in easily. At once the tightness of her youth resisted.
Doug took a huge, shaky breath. His buttocks strained. He opened her cunt with a long, sweet thrust that laid his hungry prick deep inside of her to the wall of her womb. She gave a slight moan of distress and twisted, to have to take that powerful prick.
Cock imbedded in his daughter's sex tunnel, Doug rested on his arms and looked at Scotti. She stared back at him with her eyes glowing like living coals.
"Ohhhhh," he said.
"Ahhhhh," she said.
He hugged her body and spent, powerful bursts of jism. It was too much for her cunt. She'd wanted his incestuous cock in her tight cunt since she was twelve. At that climatic moment, she gave up her womanhood in a breathtaking rush, throbbing out her exquisite joy. Cock spumed, cunt quaked as they gasped and he seeded her deeply.
Grinning, feeling absolutely marvelous, now that the first tension was over, she held him tight and said: "Dad, that makes up for all the years you wanted it and couldn't take it, and I wanted it and didn't dare to ask for it. Now we can fuck for tonight and the future."
He gave a laugh. It was the first relaxed, happy laugh she'd ever heard him give.
"I've got plenty of loads behind that one, baby."
His prick had hardly lost erection. Now he began to move inside of her again. His come and to a lesser degree her cunt oils eased the fuck-lock which had been too tight for either of them. The pressure was just right now.
He began to slide faster, saying:
"This is the fuck of a lifetime, Scotti."
"I know it, Doug."
That time they went slowly, savoring each moment along the way, his prick moving steadily, keeping even pressure on her swollen clit. Mouths locked, lips opened and honey saliva passed between them in deep, loving kisses. His lips, tongue and teeth paid lingering tribute to her sensitive nipples, and she had to writhe in the sweetest ecstasy she'd ever know. Finally, he got a finger deep between her buttocks and pressed firmly on her asshole to increase her pleasure and she surged against him, their sweating bodies sucking loudly and fucked him faster.
"Ride me, ride me," she begged in a whisper.
"Fucking you, driving it deep, deeper, faster," he gasped.
Back and forth, in and out, holding down the leaping, racing thrills to draw it out, to enjoy every new burst of lifting sexual delight. Up, up, up, until she was out of her mind with pleasure, her whole body a burning intensity of fucked joy.
Time stopped. They slid into orgasm soundlessly, so completely blended that it was hard to tell which came first. Gradually, erotically their bodies twined tight and still. Then came his lusty bursts and her powerful throbs. On and on he went ejaculating deep into her cunt while she squeezed and squeezed her orgasmic spasms of splendor against his invading prick.
It was achingly rich, emptying both of them to the bottom of their erotic beings. When it was done they lay fuck-locked, unable to move, completely sated, glowing, happy�
To Scotti it felt as if she drifted away to some magic island of dreams fulfilled. She didn't want to move from there for the rest of her life. But she heard a strange sound.
She opened her eyes and looked over her father's shoulder-up into the grinning face of Robbie Wells. Cynthia, smiling, stood beside him.
"Well, well," said Robbie. "You two finally gave in to the lust that locked you up."
"So beautiful on that bed," said Cynthia. "You both looked marvelously fucked out."
Doug pulled off his daughter scowling. "Now dammit, Robbie, Cynthia. It was all your fault, saying those shocking things, pushing us."
"Of course it was my fault Doug. A good salesman gives his customers what they really want. So now I've earned that airplane sale."
Doug got into his shorts, Scotti covered her charms.
"Damn you Robbie, Cynthia-" started Doug.
But Cynthia took his head and kissed it. "Robbie and I have decided not to get a divorce just yet. We've decided to try swinging instead. With you and Scotti."
Doug howled at this new suggestion of outraging morality. Scotti rolled her eyes.
"If you think-" Doug began.
Robbie raised a hand. "I think we get a snack first. Then all go to our room and we can fuck the rest of the night away."
That time it took the Wells only two minutes to convince Scotti and five to convince Doug.

Chapter 5

It always happened the same way. Paula Mortom would be sitting in her darkened living room in her beautiful house in Meadow Falls, staring at the wall. She wore a white pant suit with nothing under it, because the young D.A.'s Investigator wanted her to. If she didn't do what Switzer wanted, her whole family would be terribly disgraced her mother, her father, her sister, and herself. She would have to go to jail. He'd told her that.
It was deathly quiet in the house. In these twilight moments Paula sometimes thought she heard her dead husband's voice. He'd been dead over a month now, but she still wasn't used to it. Then she heard young Switzer's car pull into her driveway and she shuddered. When the elegant bhimes sounded, she answered the door reluctantly. He was young, blond, very masculine. He was in his late twenties and she was not quite thirty-five but he seemed young to her, alien, powerful, strange.
"Did you find the money, Paula?" he asked.
She'd glaced at him once quickly, then dropped her eyes. She shook her head. He took her by the hand firmly and closed the door. He walked her back into the living room. Today there were fewer preliminaries than usual.
"Put your hands on that table, Paula. Both hands."
She gave a sigh but did as he asked. She felt his hands on her waist, undoing her pants. He skinned them down over the graceful flare of her hips. She gave a small gasp as he kneaded her baked buttocks.
She heard the small "click" behind her as he opened the vaseline container and then his fingers greased her crack. She shivered as he worked the greasy stuff between her buttocks. The sensitive nerves around her asshole sent tender flashes up her body.
"Do we-have to-" she begged.
"No," said the young man. "I can take you to the Meadow Falls jail and charge you as an accomplice in your husband's theft of two hundred thousand dollars from the bank. Then it would be all in the papers on TV. We could have a real fancy trial. The Thurston name would be spread all over. Your mother, father and sister would thank you for that."
He had thoroughly greased her crack now and she felt her cunt swell. He didn't touch her cunt but it got juicy anyway, and she felt warm inside. She wished she didn't, but a person was made of flesh, and flesh had to respond to sexual stimulation.
Now she had to press her hands so firmly on the table that the knuckles showed white because he began to go into her. His voice got rheumy and thick with sex excitement.
"God, you've got a fabulous ass, Paula. I never saw such a sexy ass on a female."
He'd pulled apart her rich buttock cheeks and dug his finger into her sphincter. She tried to resist, holding her breath and tensing the muscles of her abdomen, including her ass muscle. She knew it wouldn't do any good, but she always tried to resist.
His finger broke through her seal and dug into her gut. She had to give a gasp of pain and distress at this outrageous penetration of her body. To her, her rectum was the most private, secret part of her body and she felt ashamed to have a man she hardly knew force his fingers right up her butt. But he was a pervert; he loved asses and he especially dug hers. When he was around her, he kept patting and squeezing her cheeks and feeling in her crack. Even when he wasn't touching her, he kept his eyes on her rear. Even more embarrassing, he kept talking about it as if it were separate from her, like her house or car.
"So firm-yet it quivers like jelly when you walk. A perfect female shape, with your long wait and then the flare of your sexy mounds, and that mysterious crack. That smooth skin and those uplift lines under each cheek, cheerful and sexy."
That wasn't all. He babbled about how her inner seam looked, all pink and the protecting hairs and the pucker of her hole, and how great it was to lick it, or finger it or fuck into it.
Paula had heard that guys who liked anal sex were partly homo, but it didn't fit Switzer. He liked what he called "girl ass". To Paula this perverted use of the un mentionable part of her body was a trip to hell, as shocking as the sudden death of her husband. It fit the dark, twilight gloom of the living room and the purgatory she lived in.
Her ass was open now. She bent over the table, pants down and his fingers probing into her tender, pink gut tissues. The first few times it had been excruciating. If it hadn't been for the shock of her husband's death, it would've driven her screaming from the house. Today it was no longer a strange situation. He had two fingers up her hole, relaxing her sphincter. She felt pain at the stretching of her tight muscle and the unpleasant fullness of his fingers inside of her. Most of all she felt the extreme tenderness of her flesh and the heat of the friction and-she had to admit is-a sexual feeling that she didn't want to admit.
His pants were down, he was hard. She heard his crooning of delight as he greased his prick with the vaseline. So different from her husband. Switzer was a lecherous, hard young man, eager to use her body. Yet his passion was stronger than the way Richard had been in the past few years. Richard or no other man had ever touched her butt. Her married sex life had been ordinary and average.
Here it came. "Roy," she murmured in desperation and protest as if the use of his name could stop him. She felt the blunt head of his big cock press her sphincter. Then a breathless moment as the big cock head brought pain and then a rush as he shoved his prick into her ass.
"Hah, oh. Toooooo much," she cried softly.
The cock, several inches inside her gut, throbbed its pleasure to the owner.
"Oh, my God, luscious," he moaned. It was weird, the joy he got out of ass-fucking into her. Each time seemed better than the last time to him, she thought. He reached his first peak by holding the bones of her hips tightly and forcing his cock deep in her body. Slowly, slowly, the conquering prick unsealed her very tight, tender asshole, and she felt as if it invaded her body much deeper than if she'd been fucked. It went to the very center of her being, threatening her integrity. His hard, masculine cock meat tore at the very vulnerable center of her being.
He reached up under her to knead her tits, naked under her blouse. Her nipples had to press in erection against those hot palms. His whole body hugged hers as he held her in his act of sodomy, crooning softly at dominating the female through her ass.
She wanted to eject his prick with her strong intestinal muscles, but she only succeeded in giving him pleasure as she struggled briefly and hopelessly against his tight assfuck lock.
"You like it, you quiet bitch," he laughed. His teeth nipped at her neck through the blouse. "Paula Morton, the high class, gracious banker's wife. Beautiful, remote, like some goddam queen. Always in the local society columns. Always so proper and sweet and wholesome, as if your shit doesn't stink. But you like cock in your hot butt. Know why?"
"Oh, Roy," she begged.
"I've trained your ass, honey. You didn't know that, you poor dumb innocent. Those tender membranes have plenty of nerves to be stroked by what comes out-or what goes in. That's because nature wants a crap to feel good, so you'll do it often. Your glory hole really like the slide of my cock these days."
"No, no," she cried, horrified. It was true that she'd gotten used to it, since this was the fifth or sixth time. It was true that it left her cunt that action back there made her clit move and gave her stimulation that way.
"It's about time you come from a prick in your ass," he chuckled. "In time I could train you so you like it either way."
"Oh, nooooo," she wailed.
But he was into his animal now and she had to go with him. He began to fuck her and grunt his pleasure at the tight friction all along his blade. Her sphincter acted as a special ring of pleasure, moving up and down his prick as he fucked and snugging with its tightness.
"Ah, oh, so tight. So wet inside, sweet. Better than your cunt," he went.
She could only groan and grunt at the unwlecome ravishment of her ass.
Today it was more, so much more that it scared her. She found herself tensing her buttocks and fucking back in her pleasure. She would catch herself and try to stop, but the dominating prick was too much for her; presently she would respond to him and fuck back against his prick. She got thrills too, just like regular sex, hot flashes and runs deep in her body. Her cunt was as wet and swollen as if he'd plunged his prick into her there. Her nipples from his love-grip made her upper body glow.
In this same living room that had been her pride and joy, where the elite had sipped brandy and mingled with dignified, upper class pleasure, she was being turned into an animal by perverted sex. She mewed her distress and at the same time felt rich, racing thrills begin to shoot from her calves to her shoulders. "Oh, no," she wailed.
"Why, you bitch," he cried happily. "You're going to come for my cock." He drove her harder and faster, his prick a blazing sex friction inside her body heating up her ass tissues to white hotness. At the same time he ran his long finger inside her cunt, pressing it on her clit.
She cried out in agony. Agony at having to surrender to pleasure. She hated to come for him, but she had no choice. Her muscles slowly locked as she gasped in unbelieving horror and then she paid off for him with rich throbs of her cunt and sphincter, servicing him with female excitement, pleasuring him to know and feel her sexy submission.
"Oh, Jesus, go, you hot-ass cunt," he breathed and she bleated her own embarrassment but kept on clipping and making spasm of her unlocked passion.
Instead of lessening, her spasms of orgasm got stronger. She gave a cry of distress that was almost a sob-because it felt so good. She gave him a half dozen squeezes that made him gasp as his cock felt her sphincter tighten, and rich, lascivious pleasure possessed her whole body. She'd never demonstrated so much pleasure in sex to any man, not even her husband.
"Why, you ass-crazy bitch!" he exulted. "I've found your button."
"No, no."
But he didn't hear her. As she went slack, he came, thrilled to the height of his passion by her deep response. He forced his cock as high in her channel as it would go, froze and gave soft cries of ultimate delight. His jism spumed into her ass, high inside of her. It was so strong it almost felt like an enema, the warm, silken come washing and rinsing in her. She was so weak from her orgasm that she slid off the table and the two of them crumpled to the floor, Roy hanging on her back, his cock still rinsing her body.
They lay there, and she felt she'd reached the nadir of her existence, to be held down on her own living room carpet with an unwanted male prick gushing off in her body.
He didn't stay long after that. He asked her the usual questions about whether she'd searched in new places for the money her husband had stolen and hid before he died in the accident on the lake while fishing. He'd been an official of the Trust Department of the local bank and had dipped into several funds. Roy told her they'd just begun to investigate when Richard had died.
"We know he didn't spend the money. He never left town and he didn't buy anything unusual, or have any stock certificates, or gamble. That means he turned it into cash and hid it somewhere in your house."
She'd known nothing about it. The shock of the investigation came on the heels of the shock of his death and she sometimes thought she'd go mad from the double tragedy.
Fortunately, the bank had hushed it up, hoping to find the money and avoid publicity. She had amply proved she wasn't a part of it, nor had any knowledge of what Richard had done. All she could tell them was that he'd been nervous and irritable for some months before his death.
She'd looked hard for the money. She had to. The bank would file against Richard's estate and take everything she had, including his insurance money if she didn't find it. She'd lose the house, the two Mercedes, everything�
She got her pants back up and faced Roy. Her behind really hurt. It was as if the pain eased during the excitement of anal intercourse, but after it was over it sure left its mark-an ache and a sense of abuse all through her loins.
"So-sometimes I don't think you want me to find the money," she told him. "I think you'd rather do-that disgusting thing to me and keep the case open."
Roy grinned. "Let's say I'm not in a hurry. Neither is the bank. I'm the best man in the state and they know it. As long as I tell 'em we can probably get that money, they'll ride with me. Easily a couple of more months. Maybe more."
"Get out of here!"
"I'm going, I'm going," he said. He purred like a big cat now that he'd made that mind-blowing sperm deposit up her ass. "Keep in touch."
After he left, she wept. Then she went to her bedroom and began to pack. Today's sex had been the final blow. She couldn't submit to any more of his blackmail. She realized he was right about training her rear. Today she'd felt an unholy, savage excitement in having that stiff prick ream her anus. Almost as if part of her had joined with him in the humiliation of her body. Roy Switzer was turning her into a sodomite-a disgusting pervert.
She started to call her sister, Amy, who lived a few blocks away. Amy didn't know any of this, but maybe it was time to tell her. The whole thing was so shocking, after the high reputation the Mortons had, that Paula hadn't been able to say anything to Amy or anyone else. About the missing money. About what Roy did to her. She certainly couldn't tell her mother and father. Her father was a former mayor and headed the Community Fund Drive-he was a local power figure and the scandal would kill him for sure.
Yet she couldn't call Amy. She sat by the telephone and her butt hurt and she cursed the obscene young D.A. investigator. Paula almost never used swear words.
Amy had married a lesser man, an older man, and had no social standing in Meadow Falls. As a result, Amy was jealous of her, and Paula knew if Amy got hold of it Amy would grind Paula's face in the dirt. She might even tip off the newspapers, to see her "bigshot sister" as she called Paula, humiliated, never mind their parents.

Paula finished packing and loaded the silver Mercedes. All she knew was that it was time to leave Meadow Falls, get out of this horrible hell before she went crazy�
After he left Paula Morton, Roy Switzer drove his car down the street and parked it to watch the house. It was dark now and he was far enough away not to be spotted. He made one phone call from his car unit and then waited. 'very shortly fingernails scratched on the glass of the car door and it opened and Amy Lail slid into the passenger door. She wore a chocolate pants suit. Roy marveled again at the fullness of the woman's tits. Amy Lail was not as good-looking as her sister, but she was still quite a sexy dish, somewhat younger. Paula had perfect proportions, shoulders, breasts, waist, belly, thighs and butt. Amy's breasts were too large for her slimmer figure and her ass was too small, but it was a turn-on, perfectly shaped.
"Are you sure she's gonna leave town?" asked Amy.
"I'm sure."
"She tell you?"
"Of course not, nerd-head." He squeezed her thigh. "I know because I'm an expert as to what people do under pressure."
"Maybe she's going to go where the money is."
"No way. She hasn't the faintest idea. But the bank will pull the chain if she shows up missing. I can't afford that."
"You men know it all. I say she's got the money."
"I say you've got the money. You fucked her husband and sweet-talked him into stealing it."
She glared at him. Then she laughed. "You're half right. Richard and I screwed up a storm at his place on the lake. Paula never liked camping. But he never tipped me one word on the money."
"Listen, Amy. As far as I'm concerned you're in this up to your sexy little ass. More than her."
Amy was no Paula. The horny D.A. investigator intrigued her and delighted her. She'd readily agreed to help keep an eye on her sister.
"So why am I here?"
"Two reasons, hot hips. First, if she takes off I want you to follow her."
She complained about that, pointing out that she had a husband who'd soon be home from his filling station looking for dinner. Roy said he'd cover that. Amy's husband knew something was up and was fascinated by Roy's questions. He was a gossipy old man, so Roy hadn't told him what was going on, but Roy knew he'd cooperate.
"So why don't you follow her?"
"Because I've got to see the D.A. tonight and make a report. I don't dare let him or the bank know that your sister's skipped. She won't go far. They never do, leaving on impulse at night. When she grabs a motel for the night, you'll call me at home. By morning I'll relieve you and you can come back."
"Can't you use your own men?"
"Sure," he said cheerfully, "but they can't suck cock like you can, nor would I let 'em. That's the second reason I called you."
Roy had his soft prick out even as he spoke and Amy groaned.
"Oh lover, not just before dinner."
"Appetizer," he grinned. He would've preffered to take down her chocolate pants and get his cock safely up between those hard little buttocks. He hadn't reamed Amy's ass yet, but he would. It excited him to think of sodomizing both sisters and it would be great to do it right after he'd done Paula. But it was too dangerous on the open street.
Amy held his soft cock mass, prick and balls, nd felt her cunt tingle and go wet. Roy was a fabulous stud and she'd eat his cock anytime of the day or night to keep the sex going. When you had an older husband you couldn't afford to be a prude.
She laid across his lap and began to suck the soft cock hard. "Hey, it smells funny. Saaay, you haven't been screwing my sister?"
"Are you crazy? Paula would turn me over to the DA in two seconds and it'd ruin the case. Besides, does it smell like cunt?"
"No."
"I just didn't have time to shower today. Ahhhhhh." Secretly Roy revealed in the thought of Amy sucking his cock right after he'd fucked her sister in the ass. He wasn't quite hot enough yet to fully enjoy it, but wild little Amy would soon take care of that. He slumped forward, spread his legs and watched in fascination as his cock grew hard in the woman's eager mouth. At once he felt those deep, impossible thrills that went with good sex.
Amy loved this prick. To her it had a separate existence from the man it belonged to. The balls were not particularly big but they were always spongy and full, wrinkled and much darker than the rest of him. His nuts in those sacs made her crazy hot. Then there was the shaft, not tapered like her husband's but full and big all the way up. Blue veins grew like miniature snakes when she aroused him. The cock went to jutting iron and yet the skin was so soft and moved so easily over the rigid muscle.
Her mouth fit his cock head wonderfully well.
She got her tongue tight to the underside of his shaft and forced the cock head with its fluted fullness into the arch of her mouth. Then she used a finger to trace the hot sex feelings up from his seam between the balls and up his shaft to where her mouth took over to service the nerve-rich prick head. He loved that action. He actually whimpered as she turned on his whole sex machine in just a few minutes of tight sucking and tonguing.
"God in heaven, you can suck a cock," he muttered, voice thick like he always got in sex.
"Mmmmmmmm."
As usual he loosened her pants and got a hand inside of her panties. She made a protest sound in her throat but she knew it wouldn't do any good. She jumped as he pressed a finger against her asshole. She'd decided he was kind of hung up on asses. He'd swirl his finger around on her button and the first thing she knew he had fingered right inside of her. She didn't like it but it excited her. She wondered if he'd have the nerve to actually fuck her in the ass. Probably not, most guys didn't. Just the same she was going to whisper the idea into his ear one day because she'd always been curious as to what a prick in the ass would feel like.
"Ah!" she gasped as her whole body gave a jerk. His thumb voilated her butt while his finger dug into her cunt. Like a two bole bowling ball, she thought. It startled her and really turned her on.
"Suck, woman!" he commanded.
"Oh, Jesus, don't do that," she begged. "I don't like to be fingered." She held his prick, silky with her saliva and jacked him off. The powerful hard-on throbbed drily and he cooed. He kept up the finger action and she had to roll her loins to the sweeping good feeling.
"Roy, I'm horny. Suck me."
"Fingers will do."
"I can't keep my mind on your prick when you do that."
"What mind, you criminal bitch murderer?"
It was the first time he'd suggested anything like that and it thrilled her and made her hotter. She hadn't killed Richard-what good was a man dead in bed?-and she hadn't been in on the money thing, but she'd wondered if Richard hadn't been killed somehow out on the lake. A silent partner, maybe.
Sex-lovers as they were they quickly adjusted. She ate his cock head and then licked and nibbled greedily down the side of his cock. She gently ate his balls and ate her way up to the other side, only to cap and suck his prick top again while he made hot little buck motions of pleasure and his breath whistled in and out.
When she tired, he worked her with his fingers. He had them so deeply into her that he could pinch against the membrane that separated her cunt from her anal passage and she went dizzy to feel that. She rutted on his fingers, whispering, "Good, hot, ohhhhhh, more."
When she began to plant and show signs of giving up her sexuality he eased off and she had to suck some more. Then he got a hand on her big breasts and she floated off into heaven.
Suddenly, as it always came, she went into her fucked bitch. She tensed and cried out in joy. She brought her legs together, squeezing his fingers on the front seat of his car.
No class, Roy thought, as she felt her loins throb in orgasm. But very sexy. He especially liked the steady, healthy throb of her asshole on his thumb as it harmonized with her quaking cunt. His whole hand up to the wrist was wet with her silken juices, and he felt the sweet goneness of his own sex ecstasy, feeling her come.
"Dee-drink," he gasped.
She barely had enough voluntary power left to cap his prick and cream off his luscious spurts of jism as her orgasm lessened. She thought of molten liquid gold as she drank off his come, so pungent and thick as it burst from his cock. His powerful tension and easing really delighted her as it confirmed her woman's sexuality, making the big, hard male give up his spuming manhood.
Too soon he jerked his prick out of her mouth.
"Hey!" she protested. She wanted to lie there for a while and enjoy the afterglow of the marvelous sex.
"Sorry, baby, but our chick has started to grow wings and fly. There goes the silver Mercedes�"
As Roy had predicted, Paula didn't drive very far that night. Amy hung behind her, driving Roy's car, intrigued by it all. Imagine all this, when a few short weeks ago her life and Paula's had been so dull and ordinary. Amy had a crazy desire to speed up alongside Paula's car and honk and wave, but she didn't. Her resentment against her sister began to settle on her. She drove a Ford, Paula had the Mercedes. She lived on Oak Street, Paula lived on Admiral Way. She bought outfits for thirty dollars, while Paula never put anything on her back worth less than two hundred.
It occurred to Amy that maybe Paula had an accomplice that phe was going to meet and that excited Amy the more. She called Roy when Paula was safely settled in her motel room for the night. She suggested that.
"Don't think so, but who knows? said Roy. "You take a room for the night. I cleared it with Claude. He'll let me drive your car over early and I'll meet you. The DA's quiet, and Claude is all excited about the mystery. So excited it never occurs to him his dear wife might pick up some sex on this trip." Roy laughed his crude laugh.
In some ways Roy turned Amy off, but the idea of getting that hard young prick in her tomorrow pleased her. She found a nearby motel where she could keep an eye on Paula's and settled for the night�
Next day, outside of Louisville, Paula Morton began to feel better. Meadow Falls was a long way behind her. For the first time she felt she might clear out all the jumbled furniture in her mind. She slowed her pace to drift along, and when she saw a hitchhiker up ahead she decided on impulse to stop. It was not a Paula-like act, so it fit her mood of doing things differently.
He was a young man who said his name was "Verne". With his big shoulders, his thick hair and his powerful body, he made her nervous for a few minutes, but then she saw his dreamy eyes and relaxed.
"You can sum up my recent life in three words," he said: "They are: divorced, fired, and broke." He'd been in New York City, trying to make his way as an artist but everything had gone wrong for him. Like Paula he fled failure, but he moved towards his roots not away from them. He came from a small town in Kentucky and was on his way back there.
"I used to work for a railroad there," he told her. "It's a small town but it's a division point. Maybe I can get my old job back and relax and float and figure out how I went wrong."

For people in distress other people's distress is a fine antidote. Paula found herself chatting busily with him, enjoying relief from her own problems. When they came to the turnoff point she decided to leave the main highway and take Verne Hollinger to his small town. He was friendly and polite, not pushy. Best of all, he asked her no questions about herself. She liked that in the young people of today-they didn't immediately dig for information to catalog a person.
Once they left the main highway they meandered over narrow country roads and she enjoyed the relaxation of it.
"Pardon me, Paula. Are you being followed?" he asked. That brought her up sharp; yet when she peered at the car he indicated, she knew it wasn't Switzer's, or any other one she recognized. She relaxed.
"I don't think so, Verne." She'd left in such a hurry that she was sure Roy hadn't had time to catch on.
The town was a pretty little place, located along a railroad track, but set between two green hills with rolling meadows and rich farmlands all around it.
"Might as well head for the Blue Grass Diner." said Verne. "I can buy your lunch for going out of your way to deliver me. It's right across the street from the railroad tracks, not much to look at, but the best food you can get here."
As soon as they got out of the car, a slouching figure in the typical dress of a railroader hailed Verne. Verne called "Excuse me" to Paula and leaped forward to greet his old friend. Not wanting to interrupt the reunion, Paula got out of the Mercedes and drifted towards the diner.
That was when she came face to face with Roy Switzer and Amy, her sister. The car that had seemed to follow her sat right there, obviously a rental job, and Roy and Amy sat in the front seat grinning at her, like a couple of ghouls, tendermeated fish in the ocean, hooked by evil fishermen. The more she fled, the more she was trapped. She stood frozen, her heart beating painfully in her chest, shocked and stunned jerked back to the tragedy and outrage of Meadow Falls.
She reacted instinctively. She turned to run. She ran right between to buildings and started away from the railroad tracks, giving no thought to where she went. She just wanted to get away, get away, get away.
It seemed as if the fates assisted her. Suddenly there was a shattering sound, a thousand times louder than thunder. It stunned her hearing closed off her mind. The force of the explosion lifted her right off the ground and carried her through the air as if she'd acquired the ability to fly. It happened too fast for her to be frightened. She floated for a few seconds in the air and then saw a big stand of bushes coming up to greet her. Then she was in the tangle of branches and leaves, feeling the abrasions of the twigs and the soft shrubbery give way The five railroad cars, filled with propane, exploded and decimated the downtown area of the small town. People and objects were flung away from the explosion's center as if by hurricane. Buildings went down. Fires began to blaze.
To Verne, standing behind a boulder commemorating the town's war dead, it seemed like the huge stone, weighing several tons, just took off and tried to push him through the diner. The explosion actually moved it six feet. His friend, not protected by the stone, disappeared.
When he staggred free and looked around, it seemed as if an atom bomb had hit the town. Everything was burning rubble. Paula was gone; the silver mercedes a pile of junk. The car that had parked behind them had vanished completely. There was a pile of rags that the stunned Verne investigated. He recognized the railroader's overalls but not the mass of flesh that was the body of the friend he'd talked to.
The aftermath had already started. Groans and screams of the injured, excited voices, sirens beginning to wail, and someone in distress cursing "Shit, shit, shit."
It was half hour before Verne found Paula. Dazed and sickened, he still helped the rescue workers as much as he could. A temporary first aid station had been set up, and that was the center of activity. Someone brought Paula in. She looked dazed and there was blood coming from one of her ears. She had some light scratches but seemed to be all right. He fell on her and hugged her as if she were a long-lost friend.
"Paula, my God, I thought you were dead."
"Richard, Richard, I knew you'd come back."
So glad was he to see her that it took him several minutes before he realized that she wasn't quite right in the head. He pushed her forward for one of the doctor's to examine. The doctor checked her out.
"Perfectly okay."
"But she's off her rocker. She thinks I'm somebody else."
"Temporary amnesia. Take her away."
"But, doctor-"
"Son, get the hell out of here with your wife. I've got real serious cases up to my ass. People dying. Your woman is perfectly okay physically. Her mind'll come back when the shock wears off."
He wandered out of the first aid station with Paula on his arms. The woman babbled about the lake and fishing and how glad she was that the news of his death was false.
A sheriffs deputy stopped him. "That your Mercedes, son?"
"No, uh, yes, I mean it belongs to this woman."
"You and your woman better get your stuff outa that wreck and git. The railroad says there's more cars that could blow up. Everybody out of the area."
Paula floated in heaven. She'd had a bad dream that Richard had died in an accident, fishing on a lake. That an evil man had stolen money from his bank and blamed it on him. That was all false. Richard, looking younger, had taken her on that second honeymoon they'd always talked about. There was some trouble about the car and getting their things out, but at last they were in the motel and she flowed into his arms.
"Richard, let's go to bed. I'm so tired, and I need to be loved. Come on, honey."
He looked at her strangely, returned her hug and then eased her, fully clothed, on the bed.
"Okay, Paula. You rest for a minute. I've got to-got to-uh, take a shower."
There were two rooms in the motel. He went into the other room and she sighed in contentment and stripped and curled up on the bed�
Verne Hollister, in the next room, examined the dark packages of heavy plastic he'd found when he gathered Paula's stuff from the wreck. There was more money here than he'd ever seen in his life. Thousands, all in small bills. It had been hidden in the rocker panels of the Mercedes, and it shook him up as much as the explosion. The beautiful, classy woman, the expensive car, and all this money. Was she a dealer, or the girlfriend of one? My God, it was a young fortune.
He could take what he needed and leave right now. The woman was still out of her head, and it wouldn't be like taking all of her money. There was much more than fifty thousand here. He had nothing to hold him here, no family any more, no interests. He'd done his part in helping out in the tragic explosion. It blared on the TV, and outside help had rushed in. The story had put the small town on the map, nationally. In the confusion, he could slip away without being noticed. The only man who'd seen him was dead�
Paula awoke, feeling very good. She had a few scratches that hurt but her hearing had returned and she felt comfortable, lazy and, well, sexy. She lay naked under a blanket in a motel room. She had only the vaguest idea as to how she got here. But a handsome young man sat by the bedside staring down at her anxiously. She smiled at him and lifted her arms.
"Paula, you know I'm not-Richard. Your husband or whoever."
Somehow the fleeing, her meeting Verne, the explosion, had turned things around for her. She no longer felt harrassed, stunned, imprisoned. She just felt good-and sexy.
"I know. You're Verne, the hitchhiker, and I like you very much and I want to be kissed."
He kissed her tentatively and she felt the flames rush up her body. She made her lips soft, opened her mouth and used her tongue. Verne gasped. She reached down for his cock. It wasn't a Paula-act but she didn't quite feel like Paula any more. She felt open, alert and in control of her destiny.
She got her hands inside his pants and felt his sexy cock start to harden. She jogged it gently in her hand, kissing.
"Paula, I wouldn't want you to think I'm interested in your money. Not totally. I mean-" She cut him off: "It's nothing."
All her life Paula had been the sex servant of her men. Her early lovers, then Richard. And finally that gruesome DA investigator, Roy. Now for the first time she felt in charge, potent. Maybe it was the series of shocks she'd had beginning with Richard's death and ending with the explosion. It made her feel that repuation, life itself was fleeting, chancey. The deep, warm feeling of sex, that you remembered.
She watched Verne undress and boldly played with her cunt with one hand and rubbed her sensitive nipples with the other. She gave in to the hot fires of her rising passion in a way she'd never been able to do before.
Verne stood naked before her and stared down at her naked body and her lascivious love of herself. He rolled his eyes in appreciation.
"The money has nothing to do-" he began.
"Forget money, Verne. I have plenty. It means nothing." She opened her arms.
But as he came down on her with his beautiful cock jutting, she felt a prick of a new excitement.
"Fuck my ass, Verne."
"What?"
"Turn me over. Stick your cock up my ass. It turns me on like crazy. You can cunt-fuck me later."
She slid around on her stomach, smiling up at him, seductive, actually flicking her pink tongue. She presented her ass.
Like all highly sexed young men, Verne had always dreamed of fucking into some girl's ass. A guy got curious. And what an ass Paula had. Beautifully shaped, smooth-skinned, supple. He hesitated a second and then mounted her. He pulled apart her buttocks while she crooned in anticipatory excitement. He saw the delicate pink lline of her cunt, and the rounded pucker of her asshole, two inches above. He spread her legs and took a deep breath. Imagine having permission to violate both holes of a beautiful woman like this! Verne suddenly realized that his luck had run full tide.
He dug his cock head into the gleam of Paula's cunt and then bathed her sphincter with her slippery honey. That felt fabulous, again, and again.
Then he got a hand under her soft, sexy belly and dug his cock into her ass pucker, liberally wetted with her cunt juice.
"Ahhh, 'God!" she went. She gave an animal grunt. She forced herself to relax her sphincter and felt his prick enter her with far less distress than the rude Roy had caused her. In fact, it was very exciting to feel the prick violation. Immediately his cock meat began to stimulate the mucous membranes that Roy had trained so well lately.
Sweet rushes surged up her body and she kept gasping and bucking against his cock to get more meat up her tight tail. Verne's eyes bugged out in the sexy sight he saw. Her sphincter swelled and swelled for his cock, expanding incredibly, and he could watch his prick invade her body even as he felt the warmth, the wetness, the sexy friction.
"I'm assfucked!" she cried happily. "You're making my glory hole."
H-laughed and relaxed. Why, assfucking was a new thrill, different and very sexy! Those firmsoft buttocks smoothed on his belly and thighs and tensed and relaxed to make a stronger sensation of fucking into a woman than he'd ever felt before.
"Ah, ooooo, so deeeeep." she chanted. Her tissues thrilled and thrilled as she realized his cock was smaller than Roy's and perfect for her narrow passage. She rocked and rocked, enjoying the mad pleasure of her insanity. He wasn't trained enough to tease her cunt, but she did that for herself, reaching down to stroke her clit and then her fires really burned. She jerked and writhed under him.
"Oh, Verne, you're fucking me crazy. Taaaaaaaaaaaking meeeeeee."
Up, up to glory, and she felt him pick up the steady rhythm as he gave in to the delights of his prick and reamed her masterfully.

"Hah. Hot woman. Hot biiiitch," he breathed, speeding his action.
She clung to those golden moments, rising, rising from one joy filled plateau to the next, each one hotter, more tense. His cock pierced the innermost recesses of her being, and he whipped her to an absolute frenzy. The bed shook, the obscene sounds of prick reaming asshole thrilled her even more.
"Oh, now. Oh, now. NOWWWW! she cried at last.
As she tensed under him, Verne felt like the king of the world. His woman jerked, gasped, keened in a happy-torture voice and began to surrender. Her asshole clipped his cock as firmly as her cunt would have. He gave a great cry of joy. "GO-ING!" he sang.
Boiling jism leaped out from his molten belly to spurt deep in her guts. She throbbed and jerked and cooed. He gripped her in a death grasp and seeded her deeply, gush after gush of relieving, hot come flushed into her body.
"Baby, you know all the tricks," he said lovingly as they relaxed to enjoy the afterglow of their pleasure, still fuck-locked and hugging.
"We've got all night to explore some more," she said happily, drowsily. For the first time in her entire life, Paula felt like an open, mature woman, fully realized sexually�
They made love several more times that night and both fell asleep like two happy children who'd enjoyed super fantasies in real life.
Their awakening was far different. Verne felt a hand shaking his shoulder and when he came out of the drug of sleep he found himself staring into a barrel of a revolver.
"I arrest you for conspiracy in grand theft and for murder," said Roy Switzer, who held the gun.
"Oh, hullo, Amy," said Paul awakening.
Amy, standing behind Roy, said: "So you did have your husband killed."
"Jesus," said Verne. "What have I gotten into?"
"Son," said Roy, "you're into something so bad that it makes terminal cancer look like a slap on the wrist."
At the time of the explosion, Amy and Roy sat in the rental car grinning wickedly at Paula. Roy had used the rental car for fear that Paula would recognize his and Amy's, and it had been easy to follow her to the leisurely pace she drove. Roy felt sure the man Paula picked up was a preplanned meeting of conspirators.
"We'll nail 'em at the next stop," he said, and the next stop was the site of the explosion.
The rental car flew off the ground and sailed over the row of flat buildings that fronted the railroad track. Fortunately, in a small town like this the structures were all one story high. The car floated as if it had wings, turning over in the air twice in a lazy fashion. Then it crashed down into a tree. From the tree it slid gently to the ground. Roy had a scraped knee; Amy received a bump on the nose.
Petrified, the two of them sat there without moving for long, long moments. At last they looked at each other. His face was red, hers was whitd.
"I'll bet you can't do that again," said Amy. Then she began to laugh hysterically�
Roy proved why he was such a good investigator by rising after a few hours sleep and personally searching all the motels around the area, dragging a tired and shocked Amy with him. The sights of yesterday had subdued her.
And they found Verne and Paula. Found them asleep, naked in bed, confirming the conspiracy theory. And in the first room they found all the money�
Now Amy had to sit there and watch Roy count every bill of it. She felt she ought to go in and talk to Paula handcuffed to the bed with that handsome young man, but Roy wouldn't let her.
"We interrogate the suspects later," he told her.
When he was done he sat back: "Two hundred and eighty thousand, five hundred and fifty dollars. All in small, unmarked bills."
"While you counted, I've been sitting here thinking, Roy. My life in Meadow Falls isn't so great. An older husband. He doesn't care about sex any more. We'll never have kids. He spends all his time at that filling station. He hardly knows I exist."
"If you think-"
"You, Roy. You live in a crummy apartment and work for peanuts and get a pat on the head, boosting pretty criminals, until this case came along."
"There's a crime here."
"I don't think so. You can detect all you want, but I don't think that nice young man helped kill Richard. It was an accident, with Richard being all upset and careless the way he was. Verne's just a hitchhiker, like they say."
"The bank-"
"-is insured. They'll give the money back to the losers. Insurance rates go up for us all, but what the hell. I'll never see this much money again in my life."
"They'd hunt us down like dogs, Amy," he explained patiently.
"Wrong. Paula is dead. They'll find her smashed Mercedes. There's all kinds of parts of bodies around. Some won't ever be identified. She was one. The same for us. A totally smashed car with smears of blood. No, my fine detective friend, we're all dead. So figure that one out."
Two days later Roy and Selma Brinks checked into a motel in Omaha. Amy wasn't sure how Roy had managed to get hold of a Meadow Falls paper but he had. The story Amy's father had gotten into the paper was a good whitewash. Roy Switzer, close friend of the Thurston sisters and only incidentally an investigator, had gone with the girls to check out some property that Paula's dead husband had put into escrow which created minor problems for the estate. The deaths of Paula, Amy and Roy were a shock to the town. Most of the article extolled the virtues of the Thurston family.
"Home free," said Roy. "I knew from my investigative work that we could get away with it. You'll have to admit my plan was brilliant."
"You've got a mind like a computer," said Amy. "Let's fuck."
As they crawled naked into bed, Roy turned her on her stomach and Amy said in surprise: "What's this?"
Already his hands patted and squeezed her small, hard buttocks.
"I forgot to tell you that I like ass-fucking," said Roy.
"Fuck my ass? Like candy, you horny bastard." She tried to turn over but he laughed as he held her as she was. He dug his hands into her crack.
"You turn me on, ass-wise, Amy. Most women have soft, gelatine rears. Not you. You've got two sexy mounds, hard as bricks. I can't wait to get my prick in your tail to see how they feel."
Her crack was honey-warm now with her cunt juice. She felt the blunt cock head press cruelly at her opening. "Ahhh, God!"
She wanted to scream. Instead she bit down on her teeth and felt the powerful violation of her hole by his prick. It felt like she was torn into a million pieces.
"I'm going to faint," she called helplessly.
"Such a tight, sexy little piece," he crooned. "Uh, uh, uh." Each grunt was accompanied by thrusts of his cock stretching and opening her ass
"Aiieeeeee," she went, wishing she could faint. It was a pencil, then a poker and then a ballbat that he forced up her rear. Her wounded anus throbbed achingly as he achieved his desire. Then while she clutched her pillow and keened softly he took her full measure. It felt like his prick had cleaved her stomach and ended up somewhere in her lungs.
"Believe it or not, I can train you so you love me. So you beg for it," he told her proudly. His voice sounded distant in her half-fainting condition. She knew then she'd sinned against her family, her society and all mankind and this was her punishment. She'd fallen for a crazy asshound.
Then he rocked his big prick in her, mooning. "Those buttocks, so hard, so smooth, so sexy. Never felt-so terrific!"
It hurt less. It stopped hurting. It felt a little sexy. It felt real sexy. She began to slide her ass under him, enjoying the act she thought was perverted and naughty and therefore very exciting.
"Fuck me. Fuck me till I scream," she said softly, rocking and rising in her sex flames.
"You're fucked, baby. You're fucked," he gasped.
They hung on the edge of the abyss of pleasure. Then, grunting and slobbering into her pillow she came with a gusto, a hearty fullsome tiggering of her cunt and asshole, as she gave up her anal maidenhead, wallowing in the luscious spasms of her total sex equipment.
"Oh, babeeee, you did it," she cried.
Roy held his breath, locked and spurted. He hugged her tight and laid the rich bursts of his excited semen deep, deep in her body.
"Best-everrrrr," he managed, letting the thrilling, relieving bursts seed her. This Amy was going to be one helluva hot ass-fucker when he had her trained.
He missed Paula, of course. He'd trained her up from an ass virgin and he hated to lose her to Verne. But the fact was, his future was in California with the lovely Amy, not Paula. Some day he'd visit Paula and Verne in New England and get more shots at Paula's ass. That would be the way to handle it.
At that precise moment, more than a thousand miles away, Verne's cock shot off in Paula's ass in a New England motel. They'd reached their destination and it was going to be great, buying the art gallery with the hundred thousand Roy had given them. He thought it unfair that the sister and Roy got the biggest share, but on the whole he wasn't going to complain.
Paula felt great. She felt grateful to Roy for having taught her this new form of sex, that she liked more and more. She was also glad she could enjoy it with Verne and his smaller prick. Roy was a little much for her. She also wondered how her dear sister bore up under Roy's determined ass-reaming�
Back in Omaha, Amy felt the big prick in her ass begin to move again.
"I think we go for seconds, Amy," said Roy. "I ain't had much ass lately."
"I always knew there was no Santa Claus," she sighed, hugging her pillow again. "For a while I thought there was, but now I know-oh-dear God-I know there is no-eeeeeee-Santa Claus!"
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