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  HER CUNT OPENED LIKE A CRIMSON Flower. The lips—long, soft petals of slick flesh—peeled apart and revealed the complex of churning life that resided in the pit of her sex: at the forward tip, the clitoris, erect and bristling; at the rear, just over the narrow ridge at the back of the cunt channel, the brown circlet of exposed anus; and in the middle, the gulping, ravenous, whirlpool hole that was the entrance of her vaginal sheath itself. From a seemingly great distance away her voice softly urged him on, begging, pleading, imploring. And the whole of her lower body—hips, buttocks, belly, thighs—rolled in sensuous need and expectation.


  His head dipped low between the brown silk walls of the insides of her thighs. The pungent woman-smells burned deliciously in his nostrils and the base of his throat. His tongue slipped smoothly out past his lips; and when her body heaved briefly upward and the round coconut shells of her buttocks pulled apart, the tip of it darted forward and flicked teasingly at the grommet of her asshole.


  She moaned as a thin electrical sensation shot through her body. Her legs pushed wider apart. Her hands reached down between them, thin, dark fingers spreading the wet lips open still more. Her pleading was punctuated now by an occasional sob.


  He leaned closer. His warm breath tickled the smoothly sensitive flesh of her sex. His nose brushed against the wiry tangle of black pubic hair. He paused.... Waited.... Stretched the tease of his untouching presence to the breaking point. Then, just when it seemed she would explode with her need, his tongue flashed out, his lips began sucking and gobbling, his teeth nipped and pinched; he started the slow but consuming act of devouring every inch of her hot, wet, throbbing cunt. His hands wormed under her rump, cupped the cheeks there, and lifted the succulent feast higher, his fingers digging into the spongy flesh and pulling her sex open more... and still more. His tongue dragged along the flat, moist, rubbery inner surfaces while his nose and chin pressed into the hot pudding at each end of the gaping red slash. He gulped for air. Briefly! Then plunged back in.


  The woman was beside herself. Her fingers kneaded the doughy flesh of her dark brown breasts, pinched at and squeezed the hard purple buttons at their tips, dug into the skin with long, sharp fingernails until spots of blood seeped through to the surface. Her teeth clamped on her lower lip; her eyes squeezed shut. Her head, crested with a huge mound of thick and kinky blue-black hair, rolled helplessly from side to side. The pressure in her belly seemed unendurable as it mounted higher and higher and higher... a tidal wave cresting—about to explode in a torrent of foam.


  He pulled his face away from her pulsing sex and slowly got to his feet.


  “Now?” he asked.


  “Yes... oh, God—yes!” she gasped. And she brought her thrashing body under control enough to roll onto her stomach and crawl to the leather hassock a few feet away.


  He wrapped the thick leather belt across his palm, around his wrist, and back through his powerful gripping fingers as he waited.


  She crept over the thick, padded hump of the hassock, putting her belly flat on top, spreading her legs and hugging the outside of the cushion with her thighs. Then she pushed her head forward, over the opposite side, and wrapped her arms tightly about the leather footrest and squeezed it tightly against her chest. It was like a huge ball supporting her, forcing her rump to rise high up in back; with her legs spread around it as they were, the dominant view of her lush chocolate buttocks and the complex, glistening sexual organs flagrantly exposed between and beneath them.


  When she stopped moving, there was a long silent and motionless pause.


  Then: “Now... please.” It was a whimper.


  He tensed. The brown globes of her buttocks trembled in anxious anticipation. The yawning slash of sex— from the tight button of her anus, through the myriad valleys of cunt, to the barely perceptible nib of her erect clitoris—was slick and shining and quivering. His arm drew back. Then snapped forward. The leather strap hummed in the air; then, for a split second seemed to hang motionless; and finally, with a sharp clap, it bit into the luxurious fat of her right buttock cheek.


  “Unhh!” she cried out. “Harder. Oh, please... harder!”


  He drew the strap back. The muscles of his shoulder and upper arm tingled with eagerness. They drove the leather forward again—this time into the twin orb of her left cheek.


  She screamed.


  Again. Harder!


  And again. Still harder!


  The cry from her lips was a continuous one, rising and falling rhythmically, a long, steady, warbling wail—of terrible pain... and marvelous pleasure.


  His fingers were knots about the punishing strap. Sweat poured from his brow, from under his arms, from the pit of his crotch. The passion was contagious, a living current between them. His huge cock swelled up from its thick root in the base of his belly and pulsed threateningly before him, a weapon in its own right.


  Burning red welts crisscrossed the brown mounds of buttock cheeks offered him. Her body shook with sobs, but she begged him for more.


  The whip cocked. Whistled forward. The aim was perfect. It sailed, straight and true, down the middle, stopping only with a dull thuck when it collided with the pursed dark lips of her asshole.


  With a horrible scream, her body rose up from the hassock, head thrown back, arms flying out to either side.. But he was upon her before she straightened up. The scream dwindled to a choking gurgle as his hand gripped the back of her neck and forced her down again to the supporting cushion. His other hand powerfully spread her cheeks wide. He paused only to be sure of his aim. Then, with a massive burst of power, he drove his dry, foot-long prick past the tight portal of her anus and up the hot tunnel of her asshole. With unbelievable strength she reared back up, a ferocious beast, the terrible unexpected pain erupting volcanically inside her. But he hung on, drove her head and shoulders back down, and pumped quickly in and out of her clutching rectum. His cock pounded her mercilessly. And in the hollows of their bellies they both felt the white-hot churning lava, and they knew it couldn't last.


  “Oh, Christ!” she screeched. “Ohh... oh... oh! Yes! Fuck me. Fuck me, like a dog. Fuck me!” The fury of his pile-driving cock was counterpointed by the gentle slap of his balls against the gaping lips of her wet and running cunt below, and the sensation sent violent epileptic shudders surging through her.


  In and out. In and out.


  Now!...


  “Oh! Unhh. Now! I'm... I'm commm...” she gurgled. And his head snapped back as the dam burst inside her.


  Simultaneously, he felt the tenseness in his balls and he jammed a tremendous final thrust up the hot velvet tube. Then he froze.


  Her arms shot out, then backward. Her hands clapped down on her own buttocks and rolled them like huge supple balls around and around and around. And when the burning splash of his come sizzled deep inside her rectum, her hands pressed tighter, squeezing harder, draining each and every drop.


  They came. And they came. Together. Over and over and over...


  The pulsing and pounding of their bodies was a steady, repetitive, unending thing—and then a loud, deep-throated clanging of bells joined in.


  Coming.


  And coming.


  Clanging. Ringing. Demanding.


  Over. And over. And over again.


   


  Quintaro opened his eyes and squinted against the brilliant white light of dawn.


  The alarm stopped ringing. All around him men were climbing out of their rickety institutional bunks and slipping into drab work clothes.


  “Alvaro!” a voice called. “Hey, you—Alvaro Quintaro!”


  He turned. It was Eustasio, his partner.


  “You better get up, before the man gets here. Hell cut off your balls if he catches you still in bed.”


  “Fuck him,” Quintaro mumbled. He covered his face with his hands and tried to summon back the images of his dream. No use. Only in total unconsciousness, when there were no reminders present of his powerlessness, could he lose himself in fantasies of dominance. When he was conscious there was no escape. He sat up in bed and threw his legs over the side. He gazed down at the dusty leather boots beside his bunk—heels and soles worn down, laces knotted in half a dozen places. Another day in the mine. Hundreds of feet below the surface of the earth, hauling out ore to make other men rich. For nine months out of every year— every year for the last six—he lived in these barracks and worked in this mine. The remaining three months he spent with his people in the interior of the country. There were nothing but farms there; still, people starved. He pulled on his trousers and stepped into his boots. There had to be something—some life other than this. But where?


  It was a bad day in the mine. Like every day. Only this day it was Quintaro's turn.


  Late in the afternoon, the heat thick and visible and clutching at his sweating body, he felt dizzy and dropped his tools and leaned against a shale wall to wait for it to pass. But it didn't pass, at least not right away, and instead his head began swimming in cool blackness—the special vertigo that was common in the mines. When the voice penetrated to his consciousness, he was unable to answer. He opened his eyes and saw the twisted white face of the criollo foreman inches from his own.


  “Something wrong, Quintaro?” he snarled.


  He couldn't answer. He couldn't move. But he could see—and the dark faces of his co-workers began crowding about the foreman. A few asked him to leave Quintaro alone. The foreman's face reddened in anger.


  “If there's something wrong with you, say so. If not, get your ass back to work.”


  He tried, but couldn't answer. Only a thin smile, a hopeful gesture, creased his face.


  But the foreman didn't think it hopeful.


  The first blow came from the back of his hand, sweeping across his face. An explosion of blood red burst before Quintaro's eyes. Before it faded the sharp pain of a knee in his groin spread up into his belly and became a dull, throbbing, nauseating ache. He fell forward and, with his nose, caught the full force of a sweeping uppercut. His knees sagged. Blood spurted from his face and splattered the foreman's crisp white uniform. Raging now, the white man swarmed over his helpless victim and rained blow after blow on his neck and head and shoulders.


  Quintaro slid to the rock floor, unconsciousness blissfully taking over.


  For long, empty moments the foreman stood over the crumpled body, hate burning in his face—waiting, hoping for Quintaro to try to struggle to his feet. Finally, spitting into the face of the hulk at his feet, he turned to the small knot of workers looking on.


  “Get him out of here,” he snapped. “And bring back someone who can work.”


  They hoisted the limp body onto their shoulders and headed back to the compound.


  2


  “ALVARO... ALVARO...”


  The voice was deep and resonant, but echoed in the chambers of his mind as though it were coming from a great distance away. Something touched his chest and shoulder, and he felt his body rocking from side to side. The voice, sounding more like a chant now, continued: “Alvaro... Alvaro... wake up....”


  He pulled his eyes open with pain and effort, then they blinked closed again, flinching under the bright assault of the sun.


  “Alvaro... are you all right?”


  Again, his eyelids fluttered. Iron jaws seemed to be clamped on his forehead, a throbbing blood-pain attacked his abdomen. Slowly, he rolled over onto one side, pushed the rocking hands away, and looked up. It was Mauro, one of the new men in the mine. He had worked on Alvaro's shift last week, but had since been transferred to nights. His young face, brown and leathery, with the handsome zambo features of his mixed Negro and Indian heritage, was furrowed with lines of concern.


  “You were hit pretty hard,” he said. “How do you feel?”


  Quintaro started to speak, but his swollen jaw flashed with pain and only a sick groan escaped his lips. Mauro remained silent, but rested a comforting hand on the injured man's arm. Finally, Quintaro tried again.


  “I will kill him,” he mumbled thickly. “Yes, I will kill him.”


  Mauro leaned close. “Alvaro, listen, that will solve nothing. Even if you do succeed in killing him—which is far from certain—then what will you do? You can never get away. And what about the rest of the men? You know there will be a retaliation and they will suffer.”


  Quintaro pushed the young man away and painfully raised himself to a sitting position. His eyes burned with helpless rage. “So what do I do?” he asked. “What everyone does? Take it? I've been taking it for over six years. For what? So I can stay alive—cling to this contemptible existence?... No!”


  “No,” Mauro agreed. “No... don't take it. But make your fight worthwhile.” His voice dropped to a whisper. His eyes locked into Quintaro's. “You have heard of The Caiman. No?”


  Quintaro bolted. It was a word not used in the mine, or any place where one might be overheard. The Caiman. Named after the black caiman, the rain forest crocodile and one of the most feared beasts in the American jungles, The Caiman was a group of revolutionaries that had been building support in the countryside for the past few years. Only very recently had the government begun to take them seriously, but by then they were too strong to be easily crushed. Of late rumors had swept the country of an imminent uprising. But no one seemed to know for sure if such a thing was truly possible—and if so, when it would happen.


  Mauro sensed Quintaro's reaction. His fingers tightened about his forearm. “Does that frighten you—mention of The Caiman? If so, I will stop right now.”


  “No. Go on,” Quintaro said, nervously searching over his shoulders for whites he knew were not there, but whose presence was always felt.


  And so, huddled in a quiet corner of the compound, the two men spoke. Mauro had a connection with The Caiman that Quintaro could use if he desired. He did. And the plans were made.


  Early that evening, within moments after dark had fallen, Quintaro slipped out of the barracks. His nine-month indenture in the mine had more than three months still remaining; to escape now was a serious offense. No specific punishment was prescribed—that was up to the local mine officials—but in the past death by hanging had been more the rule than the exception.


  The mine was situated atop a low mountain which for years had been systematically “shaved” of the ore nearest the surface. Thus, the surface was slowly, but constantly, lowered. A fence encircled the perimeter of the area, and it was patrolled by guards.


  Ducking behind a fork lift parked near the fence, Quintaro waited for the guard to return. He had to have money if he was to get anywhere on the outside, and the guards had a habit of carrying all their money on them. Footsteps. He crouched closer to the ground. They grew louder. In the dim light cast by the moon, Quintaro sensed a shadow moving a few feet away. Suddenly—and silently—he leapt from his cover and attacked.


  It was over in seconds. The guard lay in a deep state of unconsciousness next to the fence, his face a blood-smeared mask. And skittering rapidly down the muddy side of the mountain, the guard's wallet in his pocket, gun in his hand, Quintaro frantically made his dash for freedom.


  Within two hours he was in downtown Iquinare, the nearest sizeable city. But there was nothing for him, or any of his people, in the downtown areas of any of the nation's cities. So, staying in the shadows as much as possible, he made his way to Barrio Machanez, the teeming slum on the city's south side.


  Unseen four-legged animals scurried everywhere across the narrow dirt streets of the barrio, the sounds of their running disappearing as they wormed under the shaky foundations of the flimsy wooden shacks, seemingly piled one on top of another. Naked children sat on the rickety steps of their houses, trying to catch a piece of the rare breeze that might coolly appear. The smells and sights and sounds of these rural people, packed like cattle into their tiny “section” of the city, were at once rich with life and sickening with disease and filth and despair.


  Quintaro forced his tired legs up a steep, rutted road. It was in this part of the barrio—somewhere, that he would meet his contact with The Caiman. No appointment, no assigned location; just allow your presence to become know, Mauro had said. Quintaro paused at a dark, insignificant intersection. Now what? He couldn't walk around all night.


  “Come with me, mister.” The voice was small and young. Quintaro looked down at the child standing before him. “Come on, mister. You looking for some fun, no?” His little hand snaked out from behind his back, palm up. Quintaro laughed and filled it with coins.


  “All right. Yes, I could use some fun. Where do we go?”


  The boy ran ahead of him, up the sheer hill, then stopped and motioned for Quintaro to follow.


  He heard the music before they turned the corner. Then the boy led him plunging down a pitch-dark alley and finally came to a stop before a shack that looked not unlike the others they had passed; but music—frantic Afro-Spanish music—was pouring out from behind the door. In the dark he saw the boy's hand reach out again.


  “I already paid you,” he said.


  “That was to be taken here. Now, if you want to go in, mister...”


  Quintaro dropped some more coins into the boy's hand. The boy stepped up to the door and knocked rhythmically four times. After a few seconds of waiting, the door opened a crack.


  “It's all right—it's me,” the boy said. “I brought you another customer.”


  The door opened wider as the boy scurried off down the alley. The dark Indian face of a young woman peaked out.


  “Come in,” she said.


  Inside there were three cramped and crowded rooms, filled with people dancing, laughing, and milling about. All of them held drinks in their hands, some of them wore almost all of their clothes. The girl at the door was not one of them. In the dim blue light her dark, lush nakedness gave off a richly sensual glow. Quintaro was startled but tried not to show it. Then he noticed her pose: the same outstretched palm of the boy in the street.


  “How much?” he asked.


  She held up four fingers.


  He winced, but reached into his wallet—the guard's wallet—and peeled off four bills.


  “That covers the drinks, too,” she said. “Everything else is”—she grinned suggestively and assumed a mocking urban accent—“subject to negotiation.”


  Quintaro laughed, patted her bare rump, and moved into the crowd.


  Within an hour his head was reeling with intoxication. The smoke was thick, the music intense, the smell of naked, dancing bodies pungent. He drained the final drops from his glass and started back toward the room containing the bar, weaving unsurely, bouncing against walls and people.


  “Stop! Everybody stop what you're doing.” The voice came from very close by. Quintaro stopped and turned, as did everyone in the room. It was the girl who had let him in the door. “If everyone will please quiet down for a few minutes, Marita is ready to dance.” A pleased rumble went through the crowd, then it quieted as everyone pressed back against one of the walls, leaving a small circle vacant in the center of the room, Quintaro squeezed in among the spectators, shaking his head to clear away the dizziness.


  Through a doorway on the opposite side of the room, when it was quiet enough to hear a pin drop, a tall, slim black girl emerged. She wore a brilliant white and gold gown, long hoop earrings, and an elaborate gold necklace. As the faint sound of slow, repetitive drum rhythms filled the air, she walked to the middle of the empty circle.


  Then—moving almost imperceptibly at first—she began to dance. At first it was a slow swaying from side to side in time to the drums. Then her shoulders came into play. Then her hips. It became a throbbing, sensual grind— her eyes closed, lips slightly parted, pelvis rolling and pushing out to meet an imaginary partner. The audience was transfixed, eyes glued to the fluid excitement of her body, a dark, curving shadow under the silken folds of gold and white.


  A hand touched Quintaro's arm. It was the girl who had let him in the door. Firmly, but gently, she moved him away from the crowd and toward the center of the room.


  “Marita wants you to join her,” she said.


  And as she spoke, the dancer's eyes opened and fell on Quintaro; her face seemed to beam with light as she smiled at him. He had no choice. He couldn't leave—even if he wanted to. Then another girl, as naked as the first, took his other arm.


  “But before you join her, you must be made ready,” she said. And the fine fingers of her free hand went to the buttons on his shirt. At the same time, the first girl's hands were busy untying his shoe laces.


  In a matter of seconds he was completely naked. The eyes of everyone in the room were on him, examining his strong miner's body, powerfully muscled and covered with taut, tawny flesh. One of the girls knelt before him and took his limp penis in her hand.


  She looked up at him, slowly ran her tongue around her lips, and purred, “This will never do.”


  The music was rising and falling. Marita moved with it, her body writhing in sensual response.


  The girl's fingers snuggled down between his thighs, then reached up and lightly gripped his scrotum. Her fingertips gently pinched the flesh of the loose-hanging sack and rubbed the delicate flesh between them. Then she moved to his cock, holding it between her palms as they pressed together in a gesture of prayer and rolling it easily back and forth like a cylinder of clay. From behind him, kneeling beneath his buttocks and between his legs, the other girl took over on his balls where the first girl had left off. And while one girl caressed and rubbed and massaged his rapidly growing penis, the other girl teasingly fondled and played with his balls.


  His belly flashed with warmth and tightness. It had been months since he had had a woman—or had even seen one. Now two of them were working on him while a third danced only a few feet away with growing erotic abandon. And a roomful of people looked on.


  Marita's gown covered her from her feet to her neck, and from the tight round collar there descended to her waist a row of tiny gold buttons. As the music throbbed more deeply now, her thin black fingers went to her throat and began slowly unbuttoning the gown. The flesh of her throat, when revealed, was as smoothly silken as the cloth of her gown—and as black as the gown was white. There seemed to be dozens of buttons and her hand moved with deliberate slowness.


  Quintaro's cock was a flaring, massive erection now, his belly churning with need.


  At last Marita got to the final buttons at her waist. Then she stopped, as the music subsided, and stood stock still. The whiteness of her gown was now contrasted not only by the gold of its trim and her jewelry, but by the thin vertical strip of black flesh revealed from her neck to her stomach, as the filmy gown—still covering her breasts and everything below her waist—clung to her, supported only by thin strips of cloth across her shoulders.


  The girl at Quintaro's rear released his balls and faded back into the audience. The girl in front smiled up at him, then opened her mouth wide and moved it to within an inch of the dusky knob atop his rigid penis. She breathed a heavy, warm gust of air upon it and rubbed it with her palm as though polishing it, then quickly disappeared into the crowd herself.


  Now they were alone in the circle, facing each other. Marita—her slim black nakedness barely concealed by a thin, precariously clinging white gown—and Quintaro, his powerfully muscled body aching for sex after months of deprivation, swelling magnificently in its middle with the hugeness of his aroused manhood. Their eyes met—and locked. The stillness in the room was electric. Time seemed to stand still as no one moved, or even appeared to breathe.


  Then Marita merely shrugged her shoulders and the filmy gown slid from her body.


  The room gasped.


  Quintaro's throat tightened and grew dry.


  Her body was magnificent.


  As the thin straps slipped from her shoulders, the front of the gown gaped open, then fell fully to reveal her breasts—swelling black mounds of unbelievable firmness and size, each one capped by a dark purple nipple, hard in erection and deepening in color as it faded back to merge with the remaining flesh of her breast. They tilted up and out slightly, contrasting with the sharp inward curve of her waist. Her flesh had the sheen of polished wood. The gown caught briefly on the flaring width of her hips, then slowly made the descent over them and down her legs. Her belly was a...
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