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​ Author's
Foreword

This book contains adult content – and it crosses
various boundaries even for that. If you are too young to be
reading depictions of sexual activity or have limited tolerance for
such content, including activities that are, well, not ‘vanilla,’
let us say, perhaps you should look elsewhere. On the other hand,
if you consider yourself to be open-minded, well, let’s see...
There is nothing here that hasn’t been done before, after
all...

As I have indicated before, my characters are what
they are, and they speak for themselves, not for me. Don't assume
that because one of them presents an attitude that you find
offensive, or whatever, that I'm providing you with MY opinions –
look around and you'll see another character with a differing
viewpoint.






A special thank you to B. L. G., who is one Hell of
an editor...

 


Enjoy!

T. H. B.

*-*-*-*-*-*
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Chapter 1

​


It was Friday night at the end of a shit week and a
buddy and I were clubbing. For me, this wasn't particularly easy,
because we were deep in Country & Western country and I'm a
Rock & Roll kind of guy. I'd have been better off looking for
hip-hop, but I didn't blend in, if you know what I mean. There were
other problems, too -- the clubs were twenty miles from the
military base where we were working and there were eleven young
studs for every young chick. Oh, did I mention that nineteen of
those miles to be crossed were in a dry county, so EVERYBODY made
the trek? The only local options were the various service clubs on
the base -- the Enlisted Club, the NCO Club, and the Officer's club
-- and by rank the boys were limited to one of those -- and who was
gonna import women past the gates of the base? If there was a woman
present in one of those clubs, she was either a soldier, a wife of
a soldier, or a guest signed in from off-base BY a soldier. Of
those three options, only a female soldier might really be
unattached -- and in a target-rich environment like that, the women
had their pick, so you could be pretty sure that most of them
weren't, either! As a result, virtually EVERYBODY made the long
trek off-base to party, running the gauntlet of police traps set up
for speeders and drunks... All in all, it sucked.

I wasn't in boots anymore, but I had been for the
full six years, since reservists got called up anyway to play in
the sandboxes across the Atlantic. At this point in time, I was
about a year out of the whole mess, doing work as a contractor --
and my 'SECRET' clearance got me into government projects, which
was why I was hanging out in the vicinity of a military base. My
partner Mickey and I were putting in the infrastructure for a
brand-new, experimental tactical combat simulator, along with about
two dozen other workers doing construction on-site, as
sub-contractors to sub-contractors to a government contractor...
You get the picture.

Anyway, just going to the county line and the
over-populated strip clubs and Country and Western havens clustered
there wouldn't get us Bob Seger, even, so we had to go into the
closest city -- or even across the river to the town on the other
side, which was in another state -- to find a place where there
were both women AND Rock and Roll. Mickey and I always went
together; Mickey would indulge his craving for Jack Daniels and I
would people watch and have maybe two beers, for I was the
designated driver. Getting lucky wasn't even planned for, because
neither of us ever did -- it was just a fact of life. I'm pretty
shy and we're both a little nerdy and it just didn't happen -- I
have to grow on a woman, like moss or something. Most women catch
something a little faster moving and will end up marrying an
asshole before they discover, belatedly, that I was there the whole
time. I don't date married women -- because I don't want to have to
display my combat skills on some woman's husband, more than
anything else -- so I had no real target audience. Mickey was
technically cuter, but he liked to mix blood and alcohol at about
fifty-fifty when he partied, so we were more likely to have to
leave a club because somebody was trying to stomp his drunk ass
than because a woman took a shine to him.

I DO like to dance, though, and I'm reasonably
decent at it. Usually, once I finally get a woman onto the floor,
others notice and I get to dance a bit. That first pass, though, is
an inevitably painful series of rejections...

I was patrolling the tables at the edge of the dance
floor, looking for a target, when I noticed a chick with a fine
puffy rack bulging out of the low neckline of a puffed-sleeve
blouse. I'm not a clothes type of guy, having worn a uniform or
blue jeans most of my adult life, but this was a peasant blouse,
maybe, or a baby-doll style. A pregnant chick could wear it because
it was loose below the gather of fabric just under her jugs...
Anyway, my eyes having been drawn to that, I took in the rest of
her. As was the usual thing with a woman sporting jugs the size of
grapefruit, the rest of her was substantial, too -- she was a
little wide and a little thick and her belly DID undoubtedly bulge
under that top, although not so much as to make her appear to be
far gone in pregnancy. She was wearing a jean skirt -- a pretty
short one -- and thighs probably bigger than mine stuck out of it
and led to some pretty big, but muscular-looking calves that
trimmed down to a pair of ankles that were only mildly thick, one
of which sported a little gold chain. She was in wedgie sandals
with a strap around the heel to keep them on while dancing – which
made sense since dancing in flip-flops just does NOT work, in my
humble opinion. Having taken in everything else, I decided to take
in the face.

Yeah, I'm male -- suck it up, girls. I might talk to
your face, but the rest of you is much more likely to get my
attention -- especially if it is hanging out there. Which brings me
to a pet peeve: If you don't want me looking, WHY DO YOU BARE IT?
What is it you think you're doing, exactly, if it isn't advertising
for male attention? Ah, never mind...

So, anyway, I reverse my scan and get a look at her
face -- and she's looking back, so I turn on the charm -- that's
code for 'I smile a little,' since I apparently HAVE no charm.
She's, eh, not beautiful, but not ugly -- brunette, brown eyes,
that olive shade to her skin that says she's either Italian or
she's been hanging out in tanning booths naked. Frankly, I love
that color. She seemed to pink up a bit – it was hard to tell in
the semi-darkness of the club -- and looked away. I moved on, but
she took a prominent place on my target list -- which was pretty
short, as it turned out.

I settled back in my seat after making my patrol and
Mickey grunted, "Nothing?"

"There's a sort of chunky little Italian number in a
jean skirt at your two o'clock," I replied.

"Bleh." Mickey has standards -- and he'd rather do
without than lower them, apparently. I have standards, too, but I'm
in my late twenties and I spend way too much time with my right
hand and porn for company and thus I've been adapting. Women who
appear on magazine covers STAY on magazine covers -- I won't be
getting one. I'm always amazed when the blurb for a porn flick
describes a chick that I consider merely solidly built and capable
of taking a good fucking as 'chunky' -- and there are a LOT of
chicks with those jiggly asses that guys shine up with baby oil
that I would be happy to sink my dick into. Fat, for me, goes WAY
beyond what some of them sport. But Mickey was still looking for
that blonde, alcoholic swimsuit model to come along so he can sweep
her away. If I'd known in high school what I know now, I'd have
probably been married at eighteen -- but I'd had the same standards
as Mickey had, at that point, so I wasn't.

"Hey, I'm just gonna dance with her," I argued.

"Until she steps on you, maybe," he retorted.

"Dude, she's not that bad..." I looked her way --
and discovered her again looking back.

"Yeah, whatever. If I have to take you to the ER to
have your foot amputated, I'm gonna be pissed," Mickey waved it
off, adding, "She's old, too." Mickey hadn't danced tonight -- and
wouldn't even try until he was lit; he required liquid courage. I
did, too -- but I needed a lot less.

I looked over at her again -- and she was talking to
her girlfriend, but seemed to be eyeing us. "You're kidding,
right?"

"She's at LEAST thirty..."

Like I said -- different standards. After doing
virtually without for the decade since high school, a four or five
year gap in ages didn't bother me when I was looking at dancing
with a chick -- Hell, I would FUCK a chick anywhere from barely
legal to somewhere around fifty, I figured. But Mickey wanted a
twenty-four-year-old drunken swimsuit model -- although he might
stoop to go below that...

"We're just gonna dance!" I protested.

"Yeah, whatever. Jeezus, Pete -- she's probably got
a glass eye and a peg leg -- you're not picky." Mickey finished his
most recent Jack and Coke. "I'm gonna get a refill. Has that beer
evaporated from the bottle yet?"

I swigged down the last couple of swallows. "Yeah,
finally."

"Okay, I'll get you another." He rose and headed for
the bar.

I gathered my courage and stood to begin my attack
run. Why I would rather enter a room that could be full of guys
holding AK-47s than ask a woman to dance, I don't know -- but
that's the way it was. I pretended to be going somewhere else and
broke off at the last minute -- then I stood there, realizing that
I hadn't rehearsed what I was going to say! After a second or two,
I blurted, "Hey, why aren't you dancing?"

Her eyes kind of popped and she said, "I dunno.
Nobody asked..."

"I just did." I reached down and tugged her hand and
she staggered up, her eyes still startled -- then she giggled in
excitement and embarrassment.

"You go, girl!" her girlfriend erupted in an odd
accent -- and the woman giggled again! I tugged her toward the
dance floor and she made only token resistance.

On the floor, you couldn't hear yourself think, so
all I got out of her by leaning in and yelling was her name --
Mary. We went through three dances and she was showing signs of
being wasted when a slow dance came on.

"Do you dance slow?" I asked.

"Not very well..."

"I won't do anything too crazy, then," I declared,
pulling her in.

We didn't do much but rock back and forth -- which
is a LOT less than I'm capable of -- but there were other things
going on. She started out stiff, and I started out holding her
fairly chastely, but she relaxed and closed in and I took territory
with my hands. The more I took, the closer she got, and one slow
dance led to a second, and a third... She was pressing those
hooters into my chest and my hardon was pressed against her lower
belly -- and we both seemed to like it like that. You couldn't
slide a dime between us anywhere while I rubbed her sweaty back
under the blouse with one hand and the top of her ass with the
other and she moaned softly into my shoulder while I blew on her
neck. The band went back to something fast, but she didn't want to
let go; eventually, though, we had no choice. I took her back to
her table and thanked her and headed back to mine.

"So, how was the hippo?" Mickey wanted to know.

"I'm gonna fuck that!" I announced, adding, "You'd
better pace yourself -- you may have to drive." I looked back over
at her table and she was talking animatedly with her girlfriend --
who hadn't even appeared on my radar -- and giggling -- and BOTH of
them were looking my way. I waved and got a more enthusiastic wave
in return.

"You're shitting me, right?" Mickey grunted.

"Nope." Suddenly, it was like someone had thrown a
switch in my head. I'm usually VERY shy -- but tonight, I was gonna
let it all hang out! "I may not score, but she's gonna know she's
been worked over!" I announced. I sucked down half of my beer --
which was enough to make Mickey's eyes pop, since I'd been known to
nurse one all evening -- got up, and sauntered over to their
table.

The band picked that moment to go on break, so the
volume level dropped markedly as someone started the juke box. That
meant I was going to have to carry a conversation -- but, weirdly,
I didn't give a shit. "So, okay, what do I need to know about you
besides the fact that your name is Mary and you like to have sex
standing up?"

Mary snorted her Rum and Coke and her girlfriend --
whose name was Ute, I later discovered -- guffawed and announced,
"You are FOCKED UP!"

...And that started things. To this day, I have no
idea where it came from, but I kept up this banter and got crazier
and crazier and we would dance and I drank eight times what I
usually do and Mickey had to move to the next table to keep an eye
on me while I just went nuts! I asked shit like, "So, Mary, why
don't you take off your bra so I can feel up your titties?" And
Mary blushed and giggled and swatted my arm and Ute announced again
that I was 'focked up' and then egged her on. Mary went off to the
Ladies Room and came back braless -- and I proceeded to feel her up
VERY VISIBLY, right there at the table, while she giggled loudly
and blushed and clearly got off on it, big time!

Mickey was nonplussed. "What got into you, Man?" he
asked me quietly at one point.

"I just wanna have fun!" I replied. "Sooner or
later, she'll put a stop to things -- or I'll fuck her on top of
the table -- one or the other. Until then, I've got pussy to play
with and I'm gonna go for it!"

I took to sliding my hands under her skirt and
groping her ass while we danced -- and she giggled and panted and
wailed, "I'm so hot!" and couldn't seem to get enough of my
attentions. I actually bent her back over the table at about one
o'clock and rubbed her pussy in front of a shitload of other people
sitting at tables all around us! I had nothing to lose and
everything to gain by showing a little audacity -- and I just went
wild! Ute helped, egging Mary on until we were very nearly a sex
show, there on the dance floor!

But closing time came, and we were stuck; I couldn't
take her back to my place, because it was an old Army barracks --
one of the ways our company had gotten the low bid in was to agree
to be quartered there, rather than hotels -- and she had some
problem or another with taking me home. So she begged me for my
phone number and was quick to give me hers and we sadly parted
company after last call. I nearly raped her in the parking lot --
well, you can't rape the willing, and she WAS willing -- but Mickey
pulled me off and wanted to know if I was sober enough to drive. I
was high on adrenaline to the point that I was rock-steady, so I
took the wheel for the long journey home.

We stopped at the diner where we usually stoked up
with coffee and an early breakfast off the highway about halfway
back -- and low and behold, who should appear within five minutes?
Ute sat there telling everyone for three booths over that I was a
crazy man and making her signature 'You are focked up!'
announcement every few minutes while we ate and talked. Ute was
stocky and wore her hair in a mannish hairdo, cut short and swept
off to one side, and explained that she was German and the wife of
a soldier who was deployed, "But I have permission to play. He
does, too -- we do our own thing while he's deployed."

'Yeah, right!' I figured, but Mickey had paced
himself and I could tell that he was seriously considering
momentarily lowering his standards. Ute was exotic and was braless,
dressed in this sexy-looking off-the-shoulder on one side kind of
rig and a VERY short skirt and she talked a good line and even
though I knew she wouldn't look as good naked as Mary, she was
probably a fine fuck. So he got into the conversation and it took
us almost two hours to eat breakfast and we probably entertained
the half-dozen booths nearby with all the outrageous shit we were
spinning.

Sometime in there, I started rubbing Mary's feet.
She'd switched to flip-flops and I'm not sure how it started, but I
ended up digging my thumbs into her arches while she moaned and
groaned like we were having sex. She had this incredible pedicure;
actually, her fingers were similarly perfect. Have you ever noticed
that chicks who have nothing better to do at night have perfect
nails? Mary's were done up the French way and then lacquered until
they glowed -- every finger and toe. Ute had this candy-stripe
thing going on. I asked and discovered that Mary had done them both
and made a little money, even, doing friends; Mary was a little
embarrassed about it, but proud of her work.

Mary looked pretty good in bright light, I had to
admit. She was plush; she was carrying weight -- and probably
weighed what I did, despite being a couple of inches shorter -- but
there was just enough of her to be smooth everywhere, without
noticeable rolls or anything. Even her fingers were long and
perfectly proportioned. In the club, I might have thought that Ute
was hotter due to her attitude and how she was dressed, but
alongside Mary she was pasty-looking and overly made-up and her
breasts were more like the baby-fat ones on an overweight
twelve-year-old and she DID have rolls and a blocky ass and...
well, you get the picture. Mary had a bit of a belly, but it was
womanly and didn't hang over her pussy or anything -- it just
bulged a little bit and displayed her deeply-indented navel. I'd
seen chicks who were a lot smaller with the same general shape. She
was also, well, giddy. I'd never had this effect on a woman before
and it was nice -- she just bubbled! She had this cute snorting
giggle and between us Ute and I kept her in stitches. She just
seemed so incredibly happy...

Mary was hungry when we again parted in the diner
parking lot -- and not for food, either -- but she still had
whatever issue she had and I still had mine, so we weren't going
home together. I took Mickey back to the base and we were both
unhappy, because once Mickey smelled pussy, he'd been ready to cut
a deal with his conscience. Apparently Ute had issues similar to
Mary's -- maybe a husband at home? I couldn't guess, but I didn't
believe the 'we're doing our own thing' tale, any more than she
would have if I'd come out with it.

*-*-*-*-*

It was nearly four when we got in and the barracks
were dark -- it was a classic transient barrack with bunk-beds,
about two dozen of them. The guy that owned our company hired
almost exclusively from the ex-G.I. pool -- and that meant we'd all
seen worse, and would put up with poor conditions for a bit more
pay. That let him undercut the competition and come in with a low
bid that still satisfied the government for quality and security.
We had two women in the group, but we'd done that, too, under
combat conditions -- we just gave them their space and limited our
remarks about undue exposure to whistles and cat-calls. I decided
that I was sweaty so I undressed, grabbed a towel, and headed for
the showers...

...But it wasn't that simple. There were some
unmistakable noises coming from the shower room as I approached,
and things could be going one way or another; I decided that if
things were going the WRONG way, my presence would put an end to
it, so I just stood in the door, fully visible, wearing my
towel.

"Hi, Pete!" Crystal, one of our two female
colleagues, was bent at the waist and Mike Trammel was feeding her
pussy some dick while she held Jack Malloy's hips. She'd been
blowing him, but was apparently alert to my approach.

"Hi, Crystal. Getting your monthly?" I replied. I'd
seen something similar before. Crystal was a big, husky gal, kind
of homely -- the type that wears a ring on every finger because she
chewed the nails to the quick and they weren't pretty. She was a
bleached blonde and built kind of blocky, and on any workday, she
was one of the guys, but about once a month -- just after her
period, as I had it figured -- she seemed to have to cut loose and
get laid. Since she was built to take it, she generally wanted more
than one guy, and kept going until she was bowlegged and sore. I
think part of the deal was that if she did a bunch, then she
wouldn't get romantic about any one guy and fuck up a work
relationship -- and since she was a party slut, the guys wouldn't
get all romantically possessive, either. It was just something that
happened every once in a while. The guys didn't hit on her in
between and more or less treated the whole thing like an occasional
affliction she had, sort of like Mickey's tendency to drink too
much. Of course, that didn't keep them from taking advantage of
it...

"Yeah," Crystal panted. "Clubs were... full of...
losers... so I... came home... to guys... I can trust." I nodded,
watching her big titties jounce to Mike's thrusts. "Want some?"

"No, that's okay, Hon -- I just came in and I want
to shower. I got sweaty all over some woman at a club," I told her.
Oddly, I couldn't bring myself to fuck Crystal, even after an offer
like this one.

"Pete's queer, anyway," Mike puffed.

"Oh, no he ain't!" Mickey retorted from behind me,
"You should have SEEN this hippo! It was disgusting! Although, I
have to admit, I was trying hard to get between the legs of her
girlfriend..."

"Mary had Ute beat in the looks department!" I
insisted. "YOU were the one slumming!"

"This Mary HAD to be thirty!" Mickey told the room
mock-conspiratorially.

"Ute wasn't eighteen!" I argued, "More like
twenty-eight!"

"She had me aroused against my better judgment,"
Mickey insisted in his defense. "He had his paws all over this Mary
-- and I mean AAAALLLL over her!"

"Mama fix," Crystal puffed. "Tell me all about it
while you fuck me."

Mickey cocked his head and grinned. "That's a
plan..." He stepped up to Crystal and she started jacking him when
she had the attention span. She lost control of that twice while I
showered, shaking and gasping and wailing, "FUCK! FUCK!" I left the
shower I was under to Mike after he finished and Jack rotated
behind Crystal, leaving Mickey her mouth. I gathered that Crystal
only worked a cock with her mouth enough to keep it interested --
her pussy was too hungry to want to share...

I left the shower room and headed back to the main
room, leaving the lights off, and hit my locker for running shorts
and a T-shirt and swapped my flip-flops I wore in the shower for
some heavier slip-on sandals. I was thinking about going around and
awakening a few of the guys so they wouldn't feel left out and
Crystal could get her fill; the other female in the barracks wasn't
a problem, since Bettina Gregory was a stone bull dyke and spent
every weekend with one of her lipstick lesbian girlfriends. I was
looking around to see who was there and who wasn't when I saw a
face at the window...


Chapter 2

​


There had been thefts in the barracks; if you've
ever lived like that, you know it is almost inevitable. I trusted
my colleagues -- but the place was wide open. Once, while sleeping
in a tent, I'd actually had someone try to steal my wallet from my
pants while they were under my sleeping bag!

I pretended that I didn't see anything and got into
my shoes, then headed out the back door of the barracks and crept
around to see who it was.

The intruder was female -- that's all I could make
out in the darkness. I crept around the side of the building and
was about fifteen feet from her when she heard me, gasped, and
turned to run...

Ladies, if you're running for your life, do NOT do
it in flip-flops! You have to clench your toes to make sure they
don't fall off and they go every which way if you don't stay slow
enough to control them -- and if you do, you're dead meat! Kick 'em
off and try to stay away from broken glass...

I caught her in no time, diving on her from the side
and bowling her over like a cougar on an antelope! I had her
pinned, flat on her back, before I got a good look...

"You!" I gasped. It was Mary! "What the Hell are you
doing here?"

"I had to see," Mary gasped. "Ute said you were a
big fat liar..."

"How did you get on base?"

"Ute's car has base stickers," Mary related. "It
wasn't a problem. We just hung back..."

"Clearly, Ute is full of shit!" I ranted. "I thought
you were a burglar!"

"I'm sorry!" she wailed. "I just had to know..."

"Well, now you do!" I was still pretty hyped up.

"Yeah..." She gazed up at me. "Come home with
me."

"I thought you had issues," I accused. Here she'd
just been caught not believing me and she was reversing
herself?

"There are... complications, but I think I can work
something out," Mary replied, adding earnestly, "Please?"

I wanted to bite her neck, rip her clothes off and
fuck her right there on the ground! "Fine. I'll go pack an
overnight bag," I grunted. "Park in the lot out front -- I'll be
right out." I got up and let her up.

She nodded. "Okay."

"I'm gonna spank your ass -- and maybe Ute's, too!
Maybe you ought to think about that!" I growled.

Mary's eyes took on this glow and she asked
seductively, "My bare ass?"

"Yeah." Suddenly, punishing her was sex...

"Okay." I swear, she was swinging that butt as she
headed off. There are different swings. Some girls do it at the hip
and some kind of rock and some just move and nothing seems to
happen, like a guy -- but Mary's swung low, like a pendulum. I
watched her for a few steps, shook myself, and headed back
inside.

Mickey was coming out of the shower room, looking
pleased with himself as I opened my locker and fished out my gym
bag. "What's up?" he asked.

"Mary and Ute followed us home. I thought Mary might
be our thief when I saw her face in the window and I went out and
tackled her ass," I related. "She decided that maybe she could take
me home after all."

"No shit?" Mickey blurted. "They followed us?"

"Apparently they thought we were bullshitting them
when we said we were living in an old barracks," I explained.

"Lemme get this straight," Mike busted in, "Pussy
followed you home?" I nodded. "What's up -- new after shave?"

"Frankly, he turned into some kind of wild-ass crazy
motherfucker at the club!" Mickey supplied. "If I hadn't been there
to see it, I wouldn't have believed it!"

"I STILL don't!" Mike retorted, and reached for a
pair of shorts. "I gotta see this!"

I rolled my eyes and returned to packing my bag. "If
I didn't know better, I'd SWEAR you really thought I was gay!"

"You DON'T know better!" Mike argued, "I just
watched you pass up Crystal!"

"Nothing against Crystal," I replied, eyeing the
subject of the conversation, who was throwing on a nightgown, "but
I'm just not up for following three or four of you. I like Crystal,
but while I understand why she doesn't do onesies, I DO..."

"I get it, Pete," Crystal waved a hand. "Believe me,
I understand."

Figuring I'd packed enough shit for a one day
adventure, I zipped up my bag and headed for the door, Mike and
Mickey in tow. As I hit the top step out front, headlights flashed
and Mary hung herself out the passenger window of Ute's shitbox
car, waving. "Pete! Over here!"

"I'll be damned!" Mike grunted. "Well, go for it,
there, Stud -- we'll see you when you get back and you can lie
about how many times you did her..."

"If I decide to talk about it at all!" I threw over
my shoulder. Then I was down the steps and Mary got out of the car
and pulled the passenger seat forward so I could get in the back.
She took my bag and tossed it in the front floorboards and followed
me into the seat.

"You owe me an apology!" I lit into Ute.

"Ja, okay -- but would YOU have believed that?" Ute
said defensively.

"Eh, maybe not," I allowed.

"Where is Mickey?" Ute asked.

"He was tired," I replied. Having just had his ashes
hauled, Mickey wouldn't have wanted Ute, anyway, and he was a
complication -- I could tell by the look on Mary's face. Mary
pressed herself against me again and I noticed her bra was back --
I didn't ask before I popped the hooks one-handed and she said
nothing at all. She wanted to kiss and I had no problem with it --
but I pulled back at one point and said, "Don't think this gets you
off the hook -- I'm STILL gonna spank you!" She just smiled.

*-*-*-*-*

They lived in a trailer park -- a shitty little
place with maybe two dozen trailers a couple of miles from the
base. Mary's trailer was in relatively good condition -- which made
it a shining star in this place. It was also a double-wide. "Wait
here," she told me, waving a finger, "while we fix things." She and
Ute headed off. I saw lights come on here and there, and Mary was
gone for probably ten minutes before she waved to me from the door;
I didn't see Ute leave, but she wasn't there when I entered the
trailer.

The rooms I saw were as neat as a pin -- clearly,
Mary hadn't had to clean the place. The living room and kitchen
were immaculate. Mary drew me back along the hall past two closed
doors and one that was ajar and clearly led to a bathroom. She led
me into the master bedroom -- and right onto the bed. She backed
onto it and I crawled atop her and we started making out like wild
things, writhing and kissing and fondling... Clothes went
everywhere and suddenly I had her knees over my arms and my cock
opening up her split! I stopped at that point and sanity returned
long enough for me to blurt, "Rubbers?"

"I'm on the pill!" Mary gasped. "Now! Now!" The
little head took over and went spelunking in her hot, wet cavern
and the big head handled things mostly on automatic. I didn't last
that long -- maybe a minute -- before I blew a flood of little
wigglers against Mary's cervix -- but I just kept going! Sanity
returned, after a fashion, and I began to work a little on my
technique, leaning down to chew a nipple and giving Mary my
stutter-stroke -- one long stroke, followed by a short stroke,
followed by two long strokes and another short stroke -- and
repeat. She got more and more manic, clutching me, and suddenly
screamed, "OMIGAAAAAWD!" -- and creamed like a wild thing! I
remember thinking 'Holy Shit!' but I got past it and kept pounding.
I think she actually creamed, too -- my excess was long gone by
then, having been used for lubricant. I know she got soaking wet
and her pussy clamped down on me and I was one happy motherfucker,
because she made that ass of hers DANCE!

I stayed in the saddle long enough for her to pop a
second time and when I unloaded in her she seemed to pop a third. I
was wasted at that point -- it was late and I'd been drunk and
probably fully recovered and had run on adrenaline for God knew how
long. Mary didn't seem inclined to let go of me at all, so I just
melted into her and faded out...

It was getting light outside when I got up to take a
piss. There was no way I could subsist on the small amount of sleep
I'd had, so I crawled back into bed, trying not to disturb her --
but she rolled over and regarded me with eyes that glowed in the
dim light coming through the high-up bedroom windows.

"What did you do to me?" she asked.

"Huh?" I wasn't up for sparkling conversation yet,
by any means. "When?"

"When we had sex!"

"Nothing special..."

"No, it was VERY special!" Mary insisted. "THREE
TIMES, it was very special! I've never felt like that before!"

I frowned, scratching my head. "You mean, like, the
orgasms?"

"Those were orgasms?" Mary asked, puzzled. "I
thought you just kind of felt good, and THAT was an orgasm. This
went WAY beyond THAT!"

"Well, for a guy, anyway, an orgasm tends to go a
little beyond just feeling good..." I mused fuzzily. "I'm sure it's
the same with women. I know chicks don't always get off..."

"I never had," Mary said wonderingly, "and I didn't
even know it! I didn't know what I was missing!"

"Well, hey, I'm not Superman," I disparaged
myself.

"YOU COULD HAVE FOOLED ME!" Mary erupted.

"Okay, hey, I'm wasted. Can we talk about this the
next time I wake up?" I asked.

"Can we do it again?" Mary asked.

"Sure, after I sleep some," I agreed, thinking,
'Duh! Do I LOOK stupid enough to pass up good pussy?'

"Okay." She tugged me closer and made sure my hand
had a titty to play with. "Don't go anywhere, now..."

"No problem." My hand kept me awake for a while, but
even her soft, moldable flesh and rubbery nipple couldn't compete
with my need to crash, eventually...

*-*-*-*-*

I woke up lying on my back. Mary stood in the
bedroom door, naked, looking down at me and smiling. She was all
woman, and I knew I wouldn't want to chew an arm off to get away
from her, even if she WAS older than me. "Can we do it again, now?"
she asked softly.

"I might have to wake up a little," I admitted. "I
start out sort of numb in the morning, despite being hard..." And I
WAS hard, make no mistake about it!

"Can I help?" she asked.

"You can suck it a little."

"Okay." She seemed diffident. "Tell me what you
like..." She crawled onto the bed between my legs and opened her
mouth and rolled her lips over my glans and started sucking --
hard!

"Uh, take it a little easy!" I erupted, sitting
bolt-upright. "Suck just hard enough to have a nice, tight grip and
move your head up and down. Haven't you ever given head?"

"No..."

I was AMAZED! This chick was over thirty, but had
apparently never had an orgasm and never given head! What was she
-- a nun? "Okay, we'll talk about this later. Right now, don't beat
up your lips -- stay loose when you suck it in and tighten up when
you pull back. The area at the base of the head is real sensitive,
and if you use your tongue and lips on it, I'll enjoy it the most,
probably. But the deal here is that you're fucking me with your
mouth..."

"Ohmmmm."

After a few minutes, it was clear that she was going
to have to learn a few things, but I was ready, anyway. "Okay, come
on up here and let's fuck," I told her.

"Okay." She got up and crawled up next to me and
rolled over on her back.

"Why don't you just climb on?" I suggested, "That
offers you some control."

She eyed me strangely. "Just... sit on it?"

"Yeah..." I cocked my head, eyeing her, "Did you
just escape from a nunnery or something?"

"It's, ummm, a long story," she muttered, looking
away. She got up and crawled over me, but didn't seem to have a
grip on what she was doing.

"Flip around -- I don't think you're as ready as you
think you are," I instructed.

"You're gonna look at it?" she asked, with a 'deer
in the headlights' look on her face.

"Yeah, I'm gonna give you an exam. You can suck me
while I check you out," I replied.

"Okay..." She turned around and settled gingerly
over me. While her lips rolled over my glans, I opened her pussy
like a peach with my thumbs, found her clitty and sucked it between
my lips!

"EEEEEEEEE!!!!!" Mary howled, throwing her head back
-- and gushed all over my face! I stuck a finger in her pulsing
twat to give it something to clamp down on while she went "UH! UH!
UH! UH!" and shook like a leaf!

"Okay, NOW you're ready!" I announced, and rolled us
both over, spun, and plunged into her. She screamed again and her
pussy clamped down on my cock like a vise and she sank talons into
my upper arms as she lurched up at me, bug-eyed, her mouth hanging
open! I swatted her shoulder and howled, "Watch the damned nails!"
and she flopped back, but reached up to grab my shoulders and pull
me to her while I proceeded to long-stroke her until she lit off
again!

After that, she flopped back and lay with her head
rocking from side to side panting, "Omigod! Omigod! Omigod!" while
I went looking for mine. She surged against me one more time before
I smashed myself as deep inside her as I could get and blew a nut
all over her cervix.

Finished, I went upright and grabbed myself a nice,
double-handful of soft tit flesh and kneaded it while tuning her
rubbery nipples like knobs on a radio. After a minute, Mary seemed
to get a grip and she pulled me down and started kissing everything
in reach.

"You're amazing!" she husked.

"I'm just a guy," I insisted.

"Oh, no! No, I KNOW better! You're a god!"

"Not likely," I retorted. "Keep THAT up and I'll get
a swelled head!"

"You should have one!" Mary insisted. "You should
have TWO!"

"Aw, shucks..." I don't take praise well -- and one
look at her huge, glowing eyes told me she wasn't kidding -- she
had a full-blown crush going! "Let's not get into hero worship!" I
warned. "I would just let you down!"

"Okay." Mary pulled me down to her and kissed my
neck and rubbed my back. She made things very pleasant while I
dozed a bit in the aftermath, then asked softly, "What would I have
to do to keep you in this bed? What would I have to do to bring you
back?"

Now the honest answer was 'Open your legs,' but we
had been in the wild-ass bullshit zone since the moment we met
almost and I figured I might as well continue to talk shit --
especially since it seemed like in her case I was capable of
backing it up. "Let's see -- wait on my ass hand and foot, I guess.
Put up with my shit. I'd have to own your ass. Marriage isn't on
the table -- more like chattel slavery. Oh, and you'd have to fuck
who, what, when, where and how I say, including not only other
people but inanimate objects and livestock. Other women are none of
your business unless you're in the bed, too -- and then you'd
better do what I tell you and not give them any shit if you want to
be head bitch." I scratched my head. "There's probably more, but
that's a start. Oh, and if you fuck up and I take a bullwhip to
your ass for it, it isn't assault, it's corrective training." I was
eyeball to eyeball with her at this point, grinning from ear to
ear, waiting for her to tell me to go fuck myself -- after which
I'd tell her I was kidding and settle for a whole lot less.

Instead, she blinked about eight times while she
thought about it -- maybe thirty seconds' worth -- and husked,
"Okay."

I didn't know whether to shit or go blind! "What?" I
blurted. "Are you nuts?"

"No. Are you joking?"

"I'm just trying to make you understand that I'm
cheap, but I'm not easy," I replied.

"And if I do all that stuff?" she asked, her eyes
boring into mine.

"Then you'll be mine -- until you can't do it
anymore -- at which point, we part company," I replied. "Once
you've had your fill, we'll be done, period -- there won't be any
second round. Once I hit the door, you have to chase down another
sucker," I declared, thinking, 'She's kidding, right? She can't
honestly expect to deal with all that shit...' "Oh, did I mention
that if I catch you with your legs spread for some other
motherfucker without my expressed permission, I'll beat you until
your mama won't know you?"

She actually smiled! "No, you didn't mention that,"
she purred, "but I sort of took it in context." She rubbed my neck
and then slid her hands under my armpits so she could stroke down
my back. "So you'll stay? You'll move in with me?"

"Shouldn't we, um, date first?" I asked. "I think we
should see one another a couple of times before I hang my shit in
your closet. Besides, I don't think you're taking me
seriously."

"No," she replied, seriously, "I get it. You're what
-- twenty-five? Maybe a little older? I can't possibly hope to hold
onto a stud like you without going to some lengths -- and you've
still got wild oats to sow, so you're not going to want me flashing
all jealous on you. If you come home to me I'll be happy."

I wondered if my poker face could handle this. "I'm
missing something, here, I think. How come you're in such a hurry?
I think I need to know a few things -- like what the complications
were that kept you from having me here initially?"

Mary wrapped herself around me and started bawling.
"Oh, Pete, please -- not right away! I couldn't stand it if..."

I wanted to cuddle her and tell her it was all good,
but there was some serious shit in the wind here. "I need to know
what I'm backing into here," I said roughly. "If you can't tell me,
then I can't trust you -- and I don't care how good your pussy is
-- if I can't trust you, I won't stay!"

She got quiet, her face buried in my neck. After a
couple of jerking sobs, she asked quietly, "I'm good?"

"Yeah, pretty good. You need to learn to give a
blowjob, and I haven't tried your ass, but you've got one snappy
pussy. You need to come clean, though -- that won't save you." She
seemed to get off on my egotistical bullshit artist persona, so I
kept it coming. Hell, I'd never been in a woman's ass in my
life!

"Okay." She dropped back on the pillow and locked
eyes with me. "I'm thirty-six and divorced. And I have two
girls."

I blinked. "And you don't know what an orgasm is?
And you've never given a blowjob? I thought maybe you were a nun or
something!"

"Huh! Not EVEN!" Mary chuckled ruefully. "I gave
birth at seventeen! But I'm very fertile, I guess. My husband and I
had sex regularly -- but it usually lasted only about thirty
seconds. You went on FOREVER! I was SOOO surprised!" She looked up
at me, her eyes full of innocence.

"Where I come from, thirty seconds is premature
ejaculation," I told her. "Your old man never wanted head?"

"No," she replied. "We did things one way. He had
certain religious views... He never did what you did to me with
your mouth, either. I think a woman offered him those things -- and
that's why he left, although I'd have given them, gladly."

"Okay, well, I guess I'm a pervert, then..." I
muttered.

"No, no -- his views were his, not mine. Maybe they
were just his way of controlling me. I don't think he ever really
loved me..."

"So where are these girls of yours?" I asked.

"Ute's," Mary replied, "We sneaked them out the back
door before I let you in."

"What are they going to think of me?" I asked.

"It will be fine, if I'm happy -- and I will be,"
Mary declared.

"Honey, I can't make promises based on one date and
some hot sex," I insisted.

"I'm not asking for promises -- just a chance," Mary
replied. "You have no idea what you've done for me already! I'll
cherish last night forever! No one has EVER come after me like that
or treated me like that -- even BEFORE we had sex!"

I sighed. "Okay, I have to tell you -- I don't
normally operate like that. Generally, I'm pretty quiet and shy and
laid back -- and women don't have a lot to do with me."

"They would if they knew what you've got!" Mary
insisted. "My ex had a pee-pee this long, maybe!" She measured out
MAYBE five inches between her fingers.

Now I run seven and a half to eight, on a good night
-- and that's measured along the top, not the bottom, thank you
very much! I'm not Mr. Eighteen Inches, but I do all right. "It's a
cock, Honey. Little boys have pee-pees. And your old man was
shortchanged..."

Mary eyed me. "Yours is still big, isn't it?"

"A little," I admitted. "The average is somewhere in
between your old man's and mine."

"See?" she insisted. "You're a sex machine! A god!
Women just don't know it! Well, I'm gonna TELL them..." She eyed me
sidelong. "Since you CAN do wild stuff with me in public, you WILL,
won't you?"

"Since you put it THAT way..." I replied. "But look,
I'm not the crazy bastard you think I am and all that crap I
spouted..."

Mary put her finger to my lips. "You set the rules
and I promised to abide by them. I think that crazy bastard is
inside you wanting to come out. Well, I love him and I love what he
does to me and he can come out any time... and if you want to be
laid back in between, that's fine, too. Okay?"

"Okay."

"Teach me how to suck a cock and then I'll make you
breakfast."

I rolled onto my back and she got back between my
legs and I talked her through it but didn't force her. After about
ten minutes, she looked up and said, "This isn't working, Pete. You
do what you want to -- I know you're holding yourself in. Come on
and do it -- fuck my face! You're the boss here -- and I'm only a
woman. I know my place and I know the rules -- and you owe me some
punishment for last night..."

So I did it. I got up on my knees and pulled her
face into my crotch and fucked it. I choked her with my dick. I
used her as a receptacle, gagging her, choking her, and shoving my
cock down her throat until my balls climbed up inside me and I
blasted cum down her throat -- and although I didn't like me
afterwards, I enjoyed it thoroughly while I was doing it. When I
was done, she asked, "Did I do okay?"

I grimaced, feeling bad, but she held up a finger.
"Maybe you're not happy with yourself," she croaked, "but I think
you enjoyed it, so just be honest about your feelings. How did I
do?"

Okay, I got it -- no apologies. I could do it that
way, I decided. "Did I cum?"

"Yes."

"It was acceptable, then. You'll get better. Nobody
masters deep-throat on the first pass. I'll get you good and broken
in before I let you do any of my beer buddies so you don't
embarrass me." 'What utter bullshit!' I thought -- but it was what
she wanted to hear...

"I'll try harder," Mary promised. "How do you like
your eggs?"

"It's mood-dependent," I replied. "Scrambled will do
for now."

Mary nodded and lifted her lips for a kiss. I'm sure
I could have made some remark about it making me a cocksucker by
proxy, but instead I pulled her in and gave her a good one. She was
smiling when she got up to go to the kitchen.


Chapter 3

​


I was nursing a beer and watching TV in just my
running shorts, digesting a late breakfast, when the door opened
and revealed a girl.

"Can I come in?"

"If I'm right, you live here," I replied, eyeing
Mary minus eighteen years or so, dressed in shorts and a halter top
and flip-flops, "so the answer is yes."

"Mama said I ought to be careful -- you might not
want me around," the girl said diffidently.

"If your mama has her way, we'll be fighting over
who gets to use the bathroom," I replied blandly, "so we might as
well get used to seeing each other. Where's your sister?"

"Mama was thinking maybe we ought not to both drop
in on you at the same time..." the girl replied, wringing her
hands, her eyes downcast.

"Your mama is scared to death that I'll see you two
and run out of guts and cut and run," I replied, "but I'm made of
sterner stuff, I think. Go get her. Oh, and stop that."

"Stop what?" the girl asked.

"Walking like that -- pigeon-toed," I replied. "Come
here." The girl minced over. "In the first place," I declared, "it
ruins your calves by putting pressure on them in the wrong areas."
I demonstrated by running the back of my hand along the inside of
her shin. "In the second, the stresses flow up your legs to your
hips..." I settled my hands on her hips, which were already
sizeable, "... and it turns things in. Something has to be pushed
out to compensate. Care to guess what?" I slid my hands back and
squeezed her ass.

Her eyes got big. "It makes my butt big?"

"Yup," I confirmed, having already dropped my
hands.

"How should I stand?" she asked.

"I see I've hit upon something important," I
chuckled.

"Uh huh!" Her face mirrored her mother's innocent
expression.

I got up and squatted before her. "You don't want to
walk like a duck," I explained, demonstrating by shifting her feet
so they pointed out at a wide angle, "but if you walk so the
insides of your feet are at least parallel -- not the whole foot,
but the line from your big toe to your ankle -- then it will
improve your posture, keep you from walking bent over, and decrease
the amount of stress on your ass. Just a few degrees more is even
better." I drew the line along her instep to show her what I was
talking about with a finger. She giggled -- I guess her feet were
ticklish.

"Go get your sister," I directed. "What's your name,
by the way?"

"It's Anne," the girl replied, blushing.

"I'm Pete. Go on. Practice walking. It might be too
late for miraculous results, but we might fix your sister in time,
and with some luck you won't need knee or hip replacements when
you're older."

Anne walked out, looking at her feet. As the screen
door banged, I went back to TV, thinking, 'Jeezus! How old is she?
Eighteen? And I've ALREADY had my hands on her ass!'

Mary came back in -- from Ute's, no doubt -- and
asked, "Pete? What did you say to my daughter?"

'Here it comes,' I thought. "I told her that walking
pigeon-toed is ruining just about everything below her waist."

"Is it?"

"I'm not an orthopedist, but my eyes tell me that
every girl I ever saw who walked pigeon-toed had sucky-looking
calves and a big ass and ended up walking bent over. Being an
engineering student, even though I specialize in electronics, I can
tell you that stressing the knee and hip joints has consequences. I
stand by my observation."

"I've been trying to get her to stop for years,"
Mary related, "but I think it took you to find the right thing to
tell her for her to take it seriously. She's out walking the
driveway, looking down at her feet."

I chuckled, "I hope she doesn't get run over!" On a
more serious note, I added, "You didn't tell me she was..."

"Nineteen?" Mary supplied, her eyes bleak.

"Yeah, and the spitting image of her mama..." I
added.

"How bad is that?"

"You tell me."

"What do you mean?"

I sat back, eyeing her. "You KNOW what I mean! Let's
say that she gets tired of listening to her mama wailing out
orgasms and while you're in the kitchen cooking my eggs one
morning, she crawls into bed with me and rubs my cock with her ass
-- and believing she's you, I poke the living shit out of her and
you come in to find me pounding away in your oldest daughter's
pussy? Then what? What if it all happens a lot more deliberately
than that?"

I watched her think about it. "I promised not to get
excited about other women."

"Even I would tend to consider your daughter to be a
special case," I noted. An even younger version of Mary stuck her
head in the screen door and I amended myself, "Make that
daughters..."

Mary pursed her lips. "I'd rather it was you than
some of the kids I see around here..."

"That's an enlightened attitude," I replied dryly.
"I'll try not to test it for honesty." I turned to the girl at the
door, "Come on in, Honey. What's your name?"

"Lisa."

"Hi, Lisa, I'm Pete."

Lisa smiled quite fetchingly. "Hi, Pete!"

"Pay no attention to me," I told her. "Come in and
do whatever it is you do on Saturday afternoon."

"So we're not sleeping at Aunt Ute's tonight?"

"Not if you don't want to, Honey. I'll find a way to
keep Mama from disturbing you too much..." I turned an evil grin on
Mary, who blushed.

"But we can if we want, right?" Lisa pressed.

"You can as far as I'm concerned," I agreed. "Your
mama holds the final vote."

"Okay," Lisa nodded. "What would I be missing?"

"Probably nothing you should be participating in," I
replied. "Your mother and I playing in the bedroom."

"Playing?" Lisa wasn't stupid.

"We'll call it that."

"Okay." Now it was Lisa's turn to blush. She had a
pretty good idea what we were discussing. "Mama doesn't play much
with guys... not like Aunt Ute."

"That may have changed," I said blandly. "You don't
mind, do you?"

Lisa made faces in an attempt not to smile. "I guess
not. Aunt Ute says you're a stud."

"Aunt Ute doesn't know," I rasped.

"Yes she does," Lisa said confidently. "Mama told
her so."

"Ah." I was unable to refute THAT logic. I flicked
my eyes to Mary, but she looked away. "Only a small number of
people think that, Honey."

Lisa's eyes flicked to her mother. "Mama said it was
a secret."

"Not any more, I guess," I ventured.

"Nope." Lisa's eyes were untroubled as she agreed
with me.

"Well..." I was at a loss as to what I should say at
that point.

"Are you gonna live here?" Lisa asked.

"It's... early, Honey. Your mother and I are
discussing it, but you're affected, obviously."

"You won't be taking my bedroom," Lisa noted.

"No, I won't -- or your sister's, either."

"So..." She shrugged.

"There would still undoubtedly be changes," I
noted.

"If you make Mama as happy as you did last night..."
Lisa shrugged.

"Are there NO secrets around here?" I
complained.

"It's a trailer park," Lisa replied, shrugging.
"Mama yelled pretty loud and Aunt Ute's trailer IS next door..."
She flicked a glance at her mother. "Besides, she was over bragging
about you earlier."

"Right." I rubbed my face.

"What's on TV?" Lisa parked her pert little butt on
the couch next to me. She was just starting to fill out here and
there -- small conical titties and a gentle swell to her hips. She
was just beyond the 'I'm just a kid' stage, and into the dangerous
'Lolitas'.

I handed her the remote. "Don't make me watch
Disney." I turned and waved a finger at Mary and mouthed, 'You have
a big mouth!' Here I'd tried to protect her reputation and she was
out advertising for me! I rolled my eyes and shook my head.

Mary wiped her hands on a dish towel and came over
to lean down and suck on my neck -- something that DID improve my
mood. "I couldn't help it," she confessed.

"I can see that my plan to have you running around
naked in the house all the time is out the window," I
whispered.

"Gawd! Why would you want that?"

"I can think of several reasons," I replied,
wiggling my eyebrows and reaching behind me for one of them.

Mary giggled, then ventured a sigh of total
martyrdom. "I promised to do whatever..."

"Yeah, you did -- but there are complications..." I
flicked a glance at Lisa -- who was looking back, grinning from ear
to ear. I was pretty sure she didn't hear me, so... "What are you
grinning about?"

"Mama doesn't giggle a lot."

Somehow, that hit me where I lived. I just kind of
froze up, saddened. Lisa's smile started to drop away and be
replaced by a look of concern -- and that triggered me to get a
grip. "No? We'll have to look into fixing that." Lisa shifted back
to delight and I looked away at Mary. She looked back, her
expression a little bleak. I got up and paced about for a bit, then
headed back to the bedroom, beckoning Mary to follow.

"We're not going to make love," Mary ventured,
closing the door as I settled onto the bed.

"No," I agreed. "About the girls..."

"Pete, please..." she begged.

"Hear me out. How old are you again?"

"Thirty-six."

"That's not bad, from where I sit -- but I'm halfway
between you and Anne, and Lisa is just too cute for words -- and
worldly. Do you understand what I'm saying? They -- well, Anne for
sure -- would appear on my target list. This isn't about
responsibility -- I can do that -- it's about being male in a house
full of females. If I come home drunk some night and decide to play
rooster in this henhouse, there could be chicks!"

Mary looked at the floor. "Pete, I lied to you --
the oldest lie in the book. I'm not on the pill."

"And the reason for that was?" I snarled.

"I didn't want to mess with a rubber. Things were
going so well, and I HATE the things. My ex used them and..."

"And he STILL got off in under thirty seconds?" I
gasped.

"Uh huh." Mary, sidetracked, tried to shift
gears.

"So I could be a daddy already," I mused. "You want
me around that bad, do you?"

"Uh huh..." Mary looked away.

"Well, you may have just screwed the pooch!" I
thought about it for a bit -- and was steamed. "Send Lisa to Ute's
-- and tell her that she and her sister need to stay away until you
call for them."

"Wh-what...?"

"You're gonna get that spanking!"

Mary blanched, but left the room. I heard the screen
door bang, and Mary returned.

"Get naked!" I rasped. Mary did so -- she wasn't
wearing much, so it didn't take long.

I got up and grabbed a handful of her hair and
pulled her back down with me and used that grip to position her
over my knees. Casting about, I found a throw pillow and shoved it
at her. "Bite on this and keep the noise down! This is NOT..." I
left a big red handprint on her right ass cheek, "...how you GET
me...." I alternated cheeks, smacking her left, "...or how..."
SMACK! Back to the right "...you KEEP me!" SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!
SMACK!

I kept going until I got tired and my hand burned
too much to continue, and I was royally pissed, so it took a while.
Mary screamed into the
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