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  1


  It was damp; a summer day, but damp. The ocean looked like metal, glistening, moody, with gulls dipping out where the kelp floated.


  The camp was bustling, an electric-charged atmosphere. It was suddenly changed from a workaday to a holiday temper, except for the men who had no passes. They were easy to spot.


  The busses waited by the main gate, lined up, smelly and drafty. Amiable drivers chatted, eyes on the gate, waiting. They knew exactly when the Marines would flood past the imperturbable guards and scatter to the winds, to cars, to hitch, to the busses.


  “Here we go,” said one of the drivers in mock consternation—


  


  “Jesus, won't this rattler go no faster?”


  “Man, gonna get me a pussy with arms on it—”


  “How come a guy sweats so much? I mean why's he hafta sweat? Shit, there oughta be 'nother way—”


  “Where we headin' for?” Lance Corporal Otis Cushing asked.


  “Dames—”


  “We gotta get a room, right?”


  Bramwell nodded seriously. “Yeah, a room— ditch our stuff.”


  “Listen, how 'bout the Empire? They got cheap rooms, don't care if you shack up—”


  “That Empire's a shanty,” Bramwell said, “Jesus—!”


  “So?” Sullivan shrugged, shucking out of his coat, “you wanna pay for rent or you wanna save it for broads?”


  “OK,” Cushing said, “we go to th' Empire. That's settled, right?”


  It took two hours for the bus to reach town. Noon. Shore Patrol with beady eyes, grudging stares. Square the hat—button the fucking coat— don't screw up now.


  “Shit, lookit that ass!” Sullivan said, whistling.


  “You'd hafta climb on a ladder t' get to it, Shorty,” Cushing sneered. He steered Sullivan through the mob in the station by grabbing the back of the runt's thick neck and turning his head this way and that. Bramwell ran along behind.


  The Ditch was a welter of signs, neon, blinkers, homemade boards. It was a street of burlecues, arcades, dingy little stores where dusty merchandise sat year after year and the real business ignored it.


  “Hey, Marine, shine?”


  A man leaning on a door took the cigar out of his mouth as they passed: “I got a deal for you guys.”


  “Broads?” Sullivan grinned.


  “Wild,” said the man, “come on.”


  Sullivan shook his head.


  “He got a trained cunt in the back room,” Cushing said. “Electric. You stick your jock in and whiz-zoooo!”


  “How come you know so much?”


  “Shit, I whizzed!”


  Sullivan roared with laughter.


  It was early. Cushing eyed the street; he'd been here before, several times. Saloon over there, the Red Duck—should be the Red Fuck. They had a line up of girls: “What was that dame's name?” he asked Sullivan.


  Sullivan squinted at the Duck as they passed. He shook his head. “Which dame?”


  “The one took us upstairs and stripped on the first landin'—”


  Sullivan grinned, “Oh yea.” He furrowed his brow. “What the fuck was 'er name?”


  Cushing ducked his head trying to see into the darkness of the doorway as they passed Marty's. That was a swingin' joint. “How 'bout a beer?”


  “Naw, let's go to the hotel first,” Bramwell said.


  “Yeh, a beer,” Sullivan agreed.


  Cushing steered them into the next joint, Rosalie's. There was a cute little redhead—he squinted in the sudden gloom, looking around the place. Brown walls with crap stuck up, pictures, posters, lights, streamers, but dingy underneath. A bar and booths. The Ditch was big on booths. You could get a dame in a booth and practically boot her, 'specially if she was small.


  “Three beers,” Sullivan said to the guy.


  No redhead. Three guys, long faces, gray, one with a crumpled hat, looking at them. They looked away when he stared back. A dame came out of the back, bright eyes. Cushing smiled. She was blonde, mini-skirt, man! Legs that wouldn't quit. Sullivan whistled.


  Bramwell paid for the beers, “That's one you guys owe me—”


  Cushing smiled the girl over. She was short, big tits and a yellow dress with a gold neck chain. Looked to be eighteen. Nice skin. “Hi,” he said.


  She smiled at them. “Hi, you guys.” She sat on part of a stool and Sullivan went to the other side, looking down her neck.


  “You want a beer, honey?”


  “Naw,” she shook her head. “You guys out on pass?”


  “Yeh. What's your name?”


  “Mary.”


  Sullivan whispered in her ear and she giggled.


  Cushing cocked his head, “Wha'd he say?”


  “He wants t'make it,” she shrugged. “How 'bout ten bucks apiece, guys?”


  “Wha—she's a whore!” Bramwell said.


  Sullivan said, “Shhht, wha'd you think, stupid?”


  Bramwell blinked at the girl.


  “C'mon,” she said, patting the inside of Cushing's thigh. “You're pretty cute, huh?”


  Cushing felt the thing rise a little. Man, she was a piece of OK, yeh. Pretty fuckin' lush. Get your jock in that and hump.


  “Grab 'is cock,” Sullivan suggested.


  Mary giggled and ran her hand up to the crotch. She bumped it and Cushing groaned. She nudged it right on the goddam end. Now he was hard.


  Sullivan wrapped three fingers around her near tit. “Hey, let's take 'er up, huh?” The tit was firm and round. Sullivan's eyes rolled comically.


  The girl kept nudging the hard-on, little taps with her knuckles, smiling. Cushing knew his face was red. Hot. Man, it was hot. He turned toward the bar, but she followed. Nudge, nudge—Ohh, it felt good. “Jesus, knock it off,” he hissed.


  “How 'bout it?” she giggled.


  “Les' fuck 'er,” Sullivan said, squeezing the tit.


  Bramwell set his glass on the bar hard. “Shore Patrol,” he growled.


  They froze. Cushing slid onto a stool and faced the bar. He sipped the beer, looking in the mirror. Two guys moseyed in, standing by the door, picking teeth like cops. Looking them over. They liked to bust up a guy's pass.


  “I was the runt of the family,” Sullivan said loudly. “Eleven kids, all girls but me. We hadda baseball team an' I was the umpire.”


  “If you seen one flyin' saucer,” Bramwell said, “you seen 'em all. There was a guy in my town usta make 'em—”


  “Flyin' saucers?” Cushing looked around. The cops were losing interest. They were actually talking to each other. Good sign.


  “Yeh, took pictures of 'em and everything. Ever'-body knew it though. Couldn't get 'em printed inna paper.”


  “How 'bout it, you gonna let it cool?” Mary asked.


  Cushing smiled. “Yeh, maybe I will.” He finished the beer, looking at her over the rim of the glass. She just stared back. She had lines, older than she looked. Not much, but older. He didn't want a whore.


  The cops sidled out.


  “Shit, I got it for this broad!” Sullivan said.


  “Go 'head,” Cushing shrugged. “Get your gun off, cowboy. Meet you at the hotel.” He slid off the stool.


  She didn't say anything. He winked at her and she turned down the corner of her mouth and looked at the guy behind the bar. Sullivan followed him out, still grumping. Bramwell was staring at the girl's legs.


  On the sidewalk, Sullivan was edgy. “Man, I coulda fucked 'er up one side an' down t'other. Whassa matter you?”


  “Lissen, you gonna grab the first pussy comes lickin' around? Hell, she's old enough t'be your gran'mother.”


  “Fuck 'at noise. She'd do.


  “Come on, le's get on the town.” Cushing headed for the Empire. “Ten bucks, Jesus! I ain't payin' no ten clams for a hunk o' whorebait.”


  “She had you goin',” Bramwell said, “Rubbin' up your little dingus—“ He laughed. “You see it corn-in' up like the Statchoo of Liberty, Shorty? Man!”


  “Knock it off,” Cushing said. He could feel a little dribble from his cock. Yeh, he had been hard all right. He could have put it up her and bam, bam, bam! No kidding around. Save it. Save it for tonight. They'd find some dolls and ball it. You had to be blind and one-legged not to find dames.


  He was blond and husky, all of twenty-two, with a sure, confident air. Man, you been in the Corps a couple years, you know the score.


  The desk man was mousy, with a cigar in one cheek and bifocals. “T'ree in one room?”


  “Yeh,” Cushing said. “We get a rate that, way.” He winked at Sullivan. “Special Marine rate.”


  The desk guy looked at them and nodded. He shoved tan slips across the desk and they wrote their names.


  “Serials too,” the guy said. “You lookin' for girls?”


  “You know some?” Bramwell asked.


  “Yeh, nice clean girls. You want I should send a couple up?”


  Cushing pushed the slip back. “Naw, we'll find our own, huh, Shorty?”


  “Yeh,” Sullivan said. “Tanks, pal.”


  They went up to the room. Square, double bed, dresser, cloudy mirror, window with a view of a brick wall with a faded sign: Hardware. The bathroom smelled of disinfectant. Growler, shower in the bathtub, threadbare towels.


  “Christ, this is a great place,” Bramwell said. “I'll tell all my enemies.”


  Sullivan grinned. He flopped on the bed, shoes on, and lit a cigarette. “What's the plan, Gen'ral? We go out after it gets dark, find us some cunt, bring 'em up here an' screw 'em, that it?”


  “Why wait?” Bramwell asked.


  Cushing flipped through his book. He had names compiled from months back, some bought from guys at camp. Harriet, Doris, Maizie, Frances—nice name—Polly, Ruth, he sighed. “How you tell if a broad'll put out from her name?”


  “Can you?” Bramwell asked.


  Sullivan gave him a look. “Shit, gimme that book. Is Brandy in there?”


  Cushing smiled. “Brandy—yeh, now you're talkin'.” He nipped the pages. He and Shorty had met Brandy, a dame with wine-colored hair at a party, and she had taken them both, one at a time outside in some guy's car. Fucked like a fresh frog. He should have thought of Brandy.


  “Yeh, here it is—” He passed the book over. “Maybe she moved.”


  “She moves alright,” Sullivan said, rolling his eyes. “Holy shit, wot she kin do with her ass!”


  “Maybe she knows somebody,” Bramwell said. “You gonna phone 'er?” He went to the bathroom, “I'm gonna have a shit 'thout forty guys watchin' me.”


  “You know her best,” Cushing said, “you call 'er.”


  Sullivan raised his eyebrows. “I know 'er best?”


  “You tole me she give you a blow job, she didn't give me none.”


  “Oh yeh.” Sullivan grinned.


  “B'sides, you got the best line of shit I ever heard. You'll have 'er little coozie crawlin' in a second.” Cushing moved his fingers. “Tell 'er there's three of us, hot-ass Marines lookin' for love.”


  “Yeh, love,” Bramwell said from the bathroom.


  “Him, he don't know what that is,” Sullivan said, jerking his thumb toward the bath. “He thinks love is all in 'is hand.”


  “Hey Bramwell,” yelled Cushing, “stop jerkin' off!”


  “I ain't,” Bramwell growled.


  Sullivan rolled his eyes upward.


  


  A thin female voice said Brandy wasn't home.


  “She gonna be back?” Sullivan asked. “This is a old friend of hers.”


  “I think she'll be here about six.”


  “Hey, say you sound OK too,” Sullivan smiled into the mouthpiece. “What's your name? I'm Sullivan.”


  “Clara.”


  “Hi, Clara. Don't tell me—you're a brunette, five feet six, a hunnerd and ten pounds—look like Debbie, no, like Doris Day an'—”


  Clara giggled. “I'm five feet, two.”


  “Jeez, I'm close, huh? Who you look like?”


  “I look like me.”


  “Well, sure, so do I, you know? I bet you look like Bardot, right on the button.”


  “I ain't got her—well, you know. I'm thinner.”


  “So what's a little weight b'tween friends, huh? I can tell you're pretty, you sound pretty.”


  Clara giggled. “You're an old friend of Brandy's?”


  “Oh, hell yeh. I know her a long time.”


  “Yer a sailor, huh?”


  Sullivan shook his head. “Marine, baby, Marine.”


  “Oh yeh?”


  “Sure. In town for a time. You know, a time. How 'bout you an' Brandy and me and a pal, huh? We'll roll aroun' an' flatten all the furniture.”


  She giggled in his ear. “Where are you?”


  “At a hotel in town. How 'bout it, baby? You tell Brandy when she gets home and we'll be over and pull the cork. Don't fix nothing, we'll go out for grub. OK?”


  She seemed to be considering it. “Brandy's got a guy, a regular guy—”


  “D'you?”


  “Well, sort of—”


  “We're just here on a three-day pass, honey. You know, scream a little an' off to Viet Nam. Bang, we're dead.”


  “Gee, you got to go there?”


  “The outfit has been alerted. That's why they give us the passes. This is our last fling in the States. How 'bout givin' a couple lonely Marines a break, huh?”


  “Gee, well that's different.” She paused. “What if Brandy won't go?”


  “Look, we'll show up, huh? Then we'll talk 'er into it, OK?”


  Clara giggled. “Sure, OK. About seven?”


  “Six-thirty.”


  Giggle. “OK.” She hung up.


  Sullivan went back upstairs. He entered the room with a flourish. “Cocks up!”


  “Hey, you make it, pal?”


  “Wild cunt comin' up, pallies. Listen, they're pantin' for us. Free screwin' for everyone—only we got to buy 'em a feed first.”


  “Hell yes,” Bramwell said. “How many of 'em?”


  Sullivan counted on his fingers. “One, two—”


  “What's Harve gonna do?” Cushing said. “Two oussies—he got to go back in the John an' jerk off.”


  “Come on—”


  “Look, two's a start, huh? Brandy is living with a cute ass named Clara. You think them dolls don't know any more? Sure they do. We go over, feed 'em and they put out with the ass and the phone numbers. We got us a swingeroo 'fore you know it.”


  “Clara, huh? We see her b'fore?”


  Sullivan shook his head. “I don't think so. We hit the beach at six-thirty. Get some shuteye.” He flopped on the bed.


  “Right,” said Cushing. “Rest your cocks.”
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  It was an apartment house, white, with jazzy-looking sparklers in the cement steps, ferns around a pool of white stones and colored lights smearing the front of the white bricks. Out in front a sign said: Vacancy, Pool, see Mgr.


  Cushing remembered it vaguely. They had brought Brandy home early in the morning, and he had hardly been interested in houses. There was music playing somewhere and two girls in a Thunderbird were shrieking at them as the car roared past.


  “Cunt,” said Sullivan, licking his lips.


  Cushing pushed Sullivan ahead, “Number four,” he said, “it says so on the doodad.” He nodded at the brass mailbox. Brandy's name was Becker according to the little book and there was a Becker listed in Four. There was a jumble of music as they walked along the tile in front of the doors. The pool was just ahead, screened by shrubs and an ornamental fence. He could hear splashing. Pool—girls. He craned his neck, unable to see through the greenery.


  “Here it is.” Sullivan pushed a button and eyed Bramwell. “Suck in 'at gut.”


  The door opened.


  “I'm Sullivan.” Shorty smiled and walked in. The girl giggled at them, stepping back. She was short and slender, wearing a mini, hair up on top of her head. She was pretty, with too much lipstick.


  “Gee, I thought you'd be—”


  “Tall an' handsome, 'stead of short an' handsome?” Sullivan took both her hands. “You're Clara, and I tole you you were pretty.”


  “Where's Brandy?” asked Bramwell.


  “In th' pool,” she said. “She'll be out inna minute. She always goes in.”


  Cushing put the bottle on the coffee table, looking around. It was a small apartment, narrow, with dark furniture and dust in the corners. He could see twin beds in the single bedroom. The kitchen was off to the right. Clara was OK. Nice looking broad. Small, but the small ones were hot. Man, some of them invented it, hot.


  He sat opposite her. “I'm Otis Cushing,” he said. “Shorty ain't got any manners. That's Harve Bramwell.”


  “Pleased t'meetcha,” Bramwell said. “You're Clara, huh?”


  “Yeah. You said two guys,” she looked at Sullivan.


  Sullivan shrugged. “We got to have a spare, you know. We'll stick Harve in the bathroom till we need 'im.”


  “T'hell you will.”


  “Let's have a drink,” Cushing said. “You got any ice, Clara?”


  “Sure.” she hopped up and went into the kitchen. “What you bring?”


  “Gin,” Cushing said. “For martinis. You like martinis, honey?”


  “Yeah.” Clara got the ice tray out and cracked the cubes into a saucepan. “We got some glasses here—” She reached up to a shelf and Cushing stepped back to look at her as the skirt rose. Nice legs, man, round!


  “There's some vermouth too—” She put the glasses on the sink and fumbled in a cupboard. “Yeah, here it is.”


  It was dusty, but vermouth. Cushing smiled at her and winked. She giggled. He put the ice into a pitcher, added gin, “Here, you shake that, baby.” He dropped a smidge of vermouth in. “You think that's too much?”


  She giggled at him again and took the pitcher, shaking it vigorously. Cushing smiled to see her ass wriggle.


  “Oh yeh,” he said. He patted it and she giggled more.


  She felt good, round and soft. He moved closer and patted her again. Sullivan came into the kitchen. Son of a bitch.


  “Where's the f— martinis?”


  “Comin' up,” Cushing jerked his head toward the other room but Sullivan didn't get the message. Taking the pitcher from Clara, Cushing poured four drinks; she put the olives in, they handed them around.


  “To Casanova,” Sullivan said, raising his glass. “The only guy who knew what he was doin'.”


  Clara giggled and sipped. She sat on the couch between Bramwell and Cushing. Cushing lit her a cigarette.


  “You live here with Brandy, huh?”


  “Yeh, we share the rent.”


  Cushing remembered, Brandy was a secretary somewhere—for a lawyer? Something like that. “You're a secretary too?”


  Clara shook her head. “Huh uh, I'm goin' to school, going to be a nurse.”


  “Gee, that'll come in handy,” Bramwell said.


  Sullivan rolled his eyes up.


  Clara ate her olive. “Brandy wasn't too hot about you guys comin' over. You sure she knows you?”


  “Hell yeh,” Sullivan said.


  Clara looked at him and licked daintily around her lipstick. “She didn't know you—no Sullivan.”


  “She'll know us,” Cushing said. A shadow moved past the window. The doorknob rattled and the door opened. Cushing stood, motioning Bramwell up.


  Brandy came in with another man. She looked around at them. “Jeez!”


  She wore a bikini that was cut as skimpy as possible. Her full breasts bulged from the tiny triangles, her shapely thighs bulged, her navel moved sinuously as she walked: she was dark and very pretty. The man with her wore trunks, redheaded, muscular, not happy to see three Marines.


  “Hi, Brandy,” Cushing said. “Remember Sullivan?”


  She looked at him quickly, intently, turned to Sullivan. “I don't know you guys.”


  “Come on, Brandy,” Sullivan said. “Over at the Redneck's place, couple months ago? We went for a row on Echo Lake—”


  She blinked, looked from one to the other, flicked a glance at Bramwell. “Oh, yeh, now I remember.” She nodded to the man. “Meet Johnny.”


  Johnny said, “Hi,” not enthusiastically.


  Cushing nodded. Sullivan shook the man's hand. Bramwell said, “Howdy.”


  “Make me 'nother martini,” Clara said. She held out the glass.


  Cushing jerked his thumb at Bramwell who got up and went into the kitchen with the glass. Cushing said, “How 'bout you, Brandy? We're drinkin' martinis.”


  “OK, make me one.” She went into the bedroom and the guy followed her. They talked in low tones.


  “She knew you alright; I didn't think she would,” Clara said.


  “That's her regular guy?”


  “Yeah.” She grinned as Cushing sat beside her, close. “He's the jealous type.”


  “Man, that made my mouth water,” Sullivan said. He moved, trying to see into the bedroom.


  Clara asked, “What did?”


  “Her,” said Sullivan. “Gees, all that stuff! Man.”


  “Where's the fuckin' vermouth?” Bramwell called.


  Clara giggled.


  “Go show 'im,” Cushing said and Sullivan got up.


  “You're pretty cute,” Cushing told her. “What's your last name?”


  “Huebing. You cute too—”


  He leaned over and kissed her. Taste of lipstick. Very sweet. Her tongue had darted out. Christ, she was gonna be a hot one, he knew it. He wanted to grab those tits. Another quick kiss—again the darting tongue.


  Brandy came out. “So where's the martini?”


  “Bramwell!” called Cushing. “Hurry up.”


  “Yeh, right away.”


  Brandy sat opposite the couch. Great legs! Cushing tried not to stare at them. Tits moved easily too, gave a guy a hard the way they wallowed around. Nipples hard so they raised little bumps, one on each side. Did that mean she was sexually excited? She was hot, he knew that already. Man! What they'd done that night!


  Sullivan came back with the pitcher and a handful of glasses. He gave one to Brandy, one to Clara and very politely included Johnny. He poured the drinks with a flair. Bramwell came in with olives.


  “Here's tricks,” Cushing said, raising his glass, looking at Brandy. Man, she was pretty. Nice smooth, sort of animal face, eager. Yeh, eager, that was it. She looked at you like she was on her back. He couldn't help seeing her in the back of that car —Man!


  Johnny whispered to Brandy and she nodded.


  “Music,” Sullivan said, switching on a radio. It came on soft, for once not a commercial first crack out of the box. Good sign, Cushing thought. He pushed Clara with his thigh.


  “You dance, honey?”


  “Yeh.” Clara got up instantly and looked at him expectantly. “Waltz, huh, one of those old-fashioned ones—we haven't got running room—“ She giggled and came into his arms.


  Cushing whirled her around, out of the middle of the room. Bramwell was drinking fast and looking at Brandy's legs. Sullivan was a little slicker, edging around where he could get an eyeful of tit without her seeing him. But Johnny was wise, and he didn't like it much. It was fun holding Clara close. She had shape, more than he had expected. Warm.


  Sullivan was talking to Brandy now, telling her about the camp, and how they were going overseas any second. Johnny looked pleased at that, Cushing thought. He squeezed Clara. She looked up at him and he nuzzled her cheek, feeling her respond. She pushed at him with her pussy.


  “Make some more drinks,” he told Bramwell.


  He danced slower and slower, putting his back against the wall, holding her close. He could see the others over her shoulder. Brandy was laughing now, at Sullivan's wisecracks. Sullivan was good at that. He kissed Clara and she said, “Oooo.”


  The music stopped and some guy started talking, but Cushing danced on just the same. Who needed music? This was some broad. He had a hard-on now, and he knew she could feel it. She rubbed herself over it. Some broad. Man! He could stick it in this one!


  Bramwell handed martinis around. Good man, Bramwell. Dumb as hell, but OK.


  “You wanna drink?” he asked Clara.


  She shook her head, pushed the pussy at him harder. The music was syruping now and it was an excuse to writhe. “You gettin' hungry?”


  “Huh uh,” she said. “You really going overseas, to Viet Nam?”


  “Yeah, we're on orders.” That wasn't a lie, they would probably go sometime soon. A few months maybe.


  “I know a guy who's there—”


  “Yeah?” He moved her adroitly into the kitchen. Still pressing up close, writhing a little, pushing a little. Christ! it was hard. An iron spike.


  “He writes me sometimes.”


  “I'll write you too, baby.”


  “Will ya?” She giggled. She felt down his leg suddenly, rubbing it hard. “Promise?” She moved the hand smoothly between them and massaged his cock.


  Cushing drew in his breath. “Oh, Jesus!”


  There was a gust of laughter from the other room. Then Bramwell came ha. “Hey, we need 'nother bottle, Cush.”


  “So, go get one.” Clara had withdrawn her hand. She kept the cock warm by pushing her pussy against it. He reached in his pocket and got his wallet out. “Here, take a couple bucks—” Bramwell took them, handed the wallet back.


  He slipped out the back way. Cushing pulled her forward and glanced into the other room. Brandy and Johnny were dancing too. Well, the party was getting under way.


  Clara's hand slipped down again. Grabbed him. Yeah.


  He kissed her. Christ! No little peck this time. A big, hot kiss—the way the guys talked about kissing. Her tongue was a darting snake. He lashed it with his, ran his hands down her back and grabbed her butt with both hands. She giggled into his mouth as he kneaded her buttocks.


  She unzipped him, got her hand inside on the naked meat. Shit! This one was wise. God! He wanted to fuck her! She was doing the up and down, moving the skin around. She wanted it!


  The kitchen light went out.


  “Hey,” Cushing looked up. Sullivan was grinning at him in the sudden gloom.


  Sullivan said, “What you two're doin'! I thought I better douse it.”


  Clara giggled. She kept on with the hand. Some dame! Sullivan must have seen what she was doing. Must have.


  “Where's Harve?”


  “He went after a bottle.”


  Sullivan went back into the other room.


  “Man, you got me hot,” Cushing said softly, into her ear. Her butt was nice and firm, round and great. “Some place we c'n go?”


  She licked his lips for a moment. Then she let go the prick and moved, taking his hand. He followed her, the cock sticking out. She went out the back door. It was dark here, shrubs, another building right up against them, but no windows. Like a dark little tunnel between two buildings. To the right was the street; to the left was a dim row of back doors, just like this one. He paused and she went for the pecker again, holding it tightly and kissing him.


  “Not here—”


  “OK.” He felt her tits. Oh, nice. Round, firm, no padding. She giggled as he squeezed them. Shit! what a nice hot broad! Lucky! She pulled him by the dong.


  They went down the line of doors, two steps and a flat door, a number painted on the top. Some had trash cans next to them. She paused and looked around the corner. He captured both tits and bounced them.


  She put her finger over her lips and pulled again.


  They went up an ornamental stairway, very narrow, cluttered with twigs and leaves. His shoes made the leaves crackle. She turned: “Shhh.”


  It was a rooftop. In the darkness he could make out a few chairs and a lounge. Something the guests used for sun-bathing? She pulled the cock and he went. She led across the roof where a clump of trees from below made a vast puddle of shadow. Man! was he hot!


  She stopped and came into his arms, massaging the prong furiously. He had to reach down and stop her, or she would make him shoot. He looked around, no place to lay down. His hand went down over her butt and came up under her. She giggled and her legs parted for him. She turned slightly and he rubbed her hard, between the legs, grabbing a handful of it—a handful of cunt.


  She moaned and squirmed in his arms. She was whanging him again—he pulled her to the nearest chair and sat, yanking her onto his lap. She straddled him with haste. She let go the cock and put both hands about his neck; she was panting—expecting it.


  Her panties were elastic. He thrust his hand in, pushing them aside, going up one leg. Holding his cock—rubbing the head of it over her greasy slit! She was moaning gently, wriggling, undulating. He slicked a finger along the slit and she gasped.


  “Yer teasin' me,” she whispered, and sat down on it hard. It went into her. Deep, warm. God! All of it went in—all the way to the hair. She was tight! He grabbed her about the waist and humped it into her fast, hissing through his nose. She giggled.


  They were fucking! Man! it felt good... good. She was writhing, bucking, supple as a wild eel, thrusting down and squirming crazy. She really loved it!


  “Baby, you're wonderful!'“ he told her.


  She kissed him again with the trained tongue. “Jeez, you are too—”


  “How's it feel?”


  Giggles. “Feels like it's gonna come out my mouth.”


  “It don't hurt?” His voice was instantly judicious.


  “Huh uh, it feels—beautiful.” She sighed. “Do I feel good t'you?”


  “Jeezus, are you kiddin', honey? You're the best —” he paused, “ah, the—” She giggled.


  “I'm tight?”


  “Yeah. Tight as hell—”


  “That's what Les says—well, you know I got a boyfriend?”


  “I know now.” He fed it to her hard. “You and him screw a lot?”


  She nodded and giggled. “Well, he's my boyfriend.”


  “You love him?”


  “Sure.”


  “You gonna marry him?”


  She squirmed over it, riding the pussy up and down its length. “Yeah, I guess so—when he gets a better job.”


  “Where is he now?”


  “He goes to night school couple times a week. Do it fast—”


  He battered her, thrusting up powerfully. She giggled in his ear, panting too and holding on. “—Now slower—”


  He pulled her down on it, revolving the cock in her. Holding both her round cheeks, he yanked and thrust, getting every bit of it in, then holding her tight as she wrenched and twisted, panting harder and harder—“Oh, Jeez, I'm gonna do it—” She began to buck and jerk in his arms, moaning.


  “Let it come, baby—” Man! she felt good, jerking like that. He was making her come. It always felt good, making a dame boot one. It made him hornier. His cock was solid iron now, solid iron. It had hooks in it, like barbs. She'd never get off it. Fuck her boyfriend!


  “Oh, do it good, honey—”


  She was giggling now, and panting, rubbing her hands on him. “Jeez,” she whispered, “I wanna do this all night.”


  “Not in this fuckin' chair—”


  “I want you on top of me.”


  He couldn't talk; her mouth was on his, her tongue wild. He pumped the hard thing into her as much as he could. Reaching up under her blouse, he worked at her brassiere. Sonofabitch! How did women fasten these things?


  She sat up and reached behind her, smiling down at him, face pale. She was beautiful. She had her blouse open, titties bare. He sucked in his breath and went after them—God! soft tits! They were firm, rubbery even, and he kissed them, licked them, sucked the nipples. She giggled and squirmed at the treatment. What was better than humping a dame and sucking her tits at the same time? Nothing.


  Jesus, gotta do this more often.


  But you don't get nice young flesh like Clara every day. This time it had been luck. If it hadn't been school night for the guy, he'd be here, hosing her and licking her. Cushing got half of one breast in his mouth, thinking of the old gag: What's a...
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