
  
    [image: img]
  


  
    
      Travels With Marcy

      Marcus van Heller

    

  


  This page copyright © 2007 Olympia Press.


  I


  Millions of minds are in a state of slavery. How shall they escape? Rebel, think of yourself, let others grumble. Dare to be singular—let others sleep.


  

  —Bronson Alcott


  

  

  Marcy was sixteen years old. Her parents were quite well-off and lived in a large stone house of the kind that exists only in Pennsylvania, just north of Philadelphia. They sent her to a private school in the city—very expensive and very exclusive—where she stood out intellectually but was somewhat reticent where social matters were concerned. One of her problems, she always thought, was her looks: Marcy was much too heavily developed in her bustline to appear graceful in her maroon and white school uniform and, since she was still growing quite rapidly, her long legs constantly seemed to be becoming entangled with each other, and the teachers—the female teachers, that is—were always criticizing her for wearing her skirts too short. The male instructors didn't seem to mind. Some of them undoubtedly understood the problems involved in trying to maintain a wardrobe, even a uniform wardrobe, that could keep pace with a teenager's physical development. Others simply enjoyed the view.


  Her face was okay, she often reflected when considering herself, but the hair and glasses didn't help. The summer between her sophomore and junior years —last summer—had been spent growing her hair and trying to develop a natural style for wearing it, and had also seen her attempting to get used to contact lenses. On the latter count she was unsuccessful; the doctor told her anyone could become accustomed to contacts, but somehow she hadn't been able to. The hair project had shown better results and by September she was confident that the boys she encountered on the train platforms on the way to and from school would have to be impressed, as the other girls would have to be jealous.


  Unfortunately, the school had a rule against long hair and she was told on the first day to either cut it or wear it in a bun. She selected the second option partially in the hope that the rule might change and partially because she couldn't bear to cut it off.


  So there she was: sixteen years old and too tall, too smart, with horn-rimmed glasses and hair that was so long she had to wear it in a bun, legs so lengthy that her skirts were always too short, and tits so oversized that the other girls teased her about them while the boys on the train platforms pinched and laughed at them. Even her parents weren't helpful, always accusing her of exhibitionism and never caring about anything except that she get good grades. Her life was miserable.


  Only Mr. Hentworth, her English teacher, was at all sympathetic with her problems. And that was why, as a sort of reward for his fidelity, after returning from Easter vacation in her junior year she would sneak into his office—sometimes it was the men's room, sometimes a phone booth, sometimes even under a stairwell—and suck his cock. He liked that. At first that was Marcy's primary motivation. But before too long she began to realize how much she also liked it. And that was the start of a whole change in her outlook toward life.


  It was a Thursday afternoon in April, in the telephone booth just outside the girl's gym, that she first articulated her new-found philosophy. Mr. Hentworth was holding the dead telephone to his ear, as though in conversation should anyone pass by, while, crouched below the level of the wooden lower half of the booth's door. Marcy was gleefully gurgling and gobbling away at his quivering-hard penis.


  “I see... absolutely no point,” she slurped between mouthfuls, “in one's denying oneself any... ummmmm... of the... uh... mmm... available experiences life has to offer.” Then for a few extended seconds the only sound in the booth was the smacking of the young girl's lips on her teacher's prick. Then a pause. “Do you?” she finally asked.


  “Oh no!” Mr. Hentworth half-shouted, his voice at least an octave higher than normal.


  “Ummmm... good...” she purred. And his knees sagged a bit and his cock stood a little more upright while she stopped the heavy sucking for a while and switched to some gentler play.


  Marcy had developed expert technique in the past few weeks, a fact she was demonstrating presently to her mentor. His long, narrow white cock poked at once arrogantly (after all, they were in a telephone booth) and a bit diffidently (as might be expected of a scholarly penis) out of the grey woolen folds of his pleated, baggy trousers. Still, it was in its own way a handsome prick—and the only one Marcy had ever seriously encountered. She did like it. The pinkish mushroom head reminded her of a crown of sorts, a crown for her shining white prince. Thinking this, and remembering that Oscar Wilde had once said of his “three despots” that it was the Prince who “tyrannized over the body,” she giggled at the aptness of the metaphor and sent a tremor of unexpected emotion to each and every one of Mr. Hentworth's nerve endings. “Sorry,” she mumbled, and resumed her work.


  Gripping the soft rosy head between thumb and forefinger, Marcy bent her head to one side and slowly dragged her dry tongue down the delicate seam running along the cock's underside. Mr. Hentworth groaned into the telephone. Retaining her two-finger grip on the top of his prick, Marcy, with her other hand, lifted her teacher's heavy, dangling scrotum from out of his pants and gazed lovingly at it lolling so peacefully in her palm. Too tempted to resist, she took the fragile, wrinkled sack in her warm young mouth and hummed softly to herself. At the same time she began rubbing her fingertips gently up and down along the body of the erect and rigid member rising up above her lowered head. Playfully her tongue poked at the little balls inside the pouch, and then she started puckering her lips as though she had just eaten a lemon, and began sucking long, deep draughts of air into her scrotum-filled mouth. And her fingers, tiny but strong, wrapped tighter about the long white tube of sex and began a firm squeezing and a rapid pumping up and down on the darling thing. “Ummmmm...” she hummed, “ummmmmmm...” And she could sense that he was going to come. His cock was flexing in her hand and she could feel the excited veins pulsating as though they were ready to burst; and in her mouth she felt the loose-skinned pouch contract slightly and the little knotted gonads withdraw a bit. Yes, he would come soon, she thought. God, how she wished every minute of her life could be so filled with sensation. “Yes...” she muttered absently to herself, then suddenly tilting her face upwards so that her eyes met Mr. Hentworth's —whose eyes were threatening to roll back into his head—she mumbled to him through her scrotum-stuffed mouth. “Correct me if I'm wrong,” she began very seriously, her fingers now flying up and down the explosive cock, “but I believe it was the English writer Norman Douglas who said, 'Has any man ever attained to inner harmony by pondering the experience of others? Not since the world began!'“ Here her mouth snapped dramatically shut, forcing a little gurgling cry from Mr. Hentworth. “'He must pass through the fire.' It was Douglas, wasn't it?”


  “I believe it was,” her teacher grunted with an air of finality into the wrong end of the telephone.


  “Mmmmmmm... yes...” she said, taking her mouth from his testicles and sliding it warmly down over his fiery rod. “I think that's my motto... from now on.” She bobbed her head rapidly up and down then, her lips tightly clamped around the circumference of the cock. Her fingers reached up to grasp the wet scrotum and, in time to the increasing tempo of her diving head, they jiggled and juggled the balls around happily.


  “Oh... oh, dear God,” Mr. Hentworth said in a tone of quiet upset. Then his cock seemed to blow up as the final giant muscle spasm took hold and he closed his eyes as the tiny slit-eye aperture at the tip of his prick puffed open one last time and the first of what felt like a river of come burned through and spurted hotly into his pupil's ecstatically gobbling child's mouth. “Oh God... oh God... God... God God God...” he moaned deliriously as the strength dragged from his sagging knees and the whole of his stomach seemed as though it was being pulled through and out the pinpoint tip of his prick.


  “Ummmm... umphhh...” Marcy gurgled and slurped on the delectable creamy nectar. She dribbled and drooled and struggled to control herself; for the most part she did, and almost all of her teacher's boiling sperm juice swam successfully past her tonsils and on, deep down inside.


  When it was over and Mr. Hentworth's cock was drooping sadly, he had to reach down to remove the child's head from it. Her mouth was clamped firmly on the member and she was nuzzling the man's crotch as she probably once had done to her mother's breast.


  “Let's go, dear.” he said kindly.


  “All right,” she agreed reluctantly. And she got to her feet and stepped quickly outside the booth. The hall was empty. She turned back to face her teacher, who was smiling at her from inside the booth. He reached out with his handkerchief and wiped a trickle of semen from her dimpled chin. She adjusted her glasses.


  “Thank you,” she said.


  “You're welcome. Was it fun?”


  “Oh yes!” she enthusiastically assured him. “And do you know what it...” she started, then felt herself inexplicably blushing. She turned to leave without finishing.


  “What is it, Marcy?” he asked concernedly, reaching to touch her shoulder.


  “Nothing. It's just that I realized what it tastes like.” He waited. “Grape juice,” she said suddenly in some mysterious childlike embarrassment.


  Mr. Hentworth burst out laughing. And Marcy hurried down the hall to her trigonometry class. She was already five minutes late.


  

  A sense of apprehension gripped Marcy as she turned the corner and headed down the tree-lined street toward home. There were two bicycles parked outside her house. One was her brother's and the other bore the unmistakable markings—backward handlebars and no seat—of his friend, her enemy, Mervin Young-man. True, he was only thirteen, she often told herself, and therefore he could really pose no threat to one so close to adulthood as she. Yet somehow he affected her in such a way that she felt he knew something—in a wise, old-mannish kind of way—that she should know. She wondered whether this was what some of the girls at school meant when they said they received “bad vibes” from someone. No matter. She simply didn't like Mervin, and she slowed her pace considerably. She even thought of not going home yet, of going back to the community library on the previous block and killing some time. But she was already late for dinner, and anyway there was no logical reason she could summon up for avoiding the boy. Just a feeling. And that was not good enough.


  On the way up the front walk Marcy's pleated maroon skirt brushed against the front wheel of Mer-vin's bike, and a thread of excitement tingled deep in the hollow of her belly. An uneasy feeling, one that made her want to suddenly cross her legs, then and there, while she strolled up the path to the house.


  She knew what it was. That damn seat. Or, rather, the absence of a seat and the presence of an upright steel bar that pointed threateningly at the crotch of anyone who dared ride the bicycle. Only Mervin rode the bike, of course, and that was why, whenever she saw him and was reminded of the seatless cycle, she felt the same twinge between her legs. It was similar to the feeling she had had when someone told her a joke some time ago about sliding down a banister that turned into a razor blade. Dreadful feeling.


  “It's about time,” her mother snapped when Marcy pushed open the heavy, paneled front door. “Where have you been?” The dining room table was set. Mervin and her brother Billy were seated at it, impatiently waiting to be served and smiling smiles that carried an endless variety of emotions with them at each other, and at her. Immediately Marcy sensed that whatever Mervin knew he had shared with Billy.


  “Where have you been, young lady?” her mother repeated sternly. She was standing stock still in the middle of the dining room with a steaming casserole dish in her hands.


  “At the library,” she meekly replied. The boys snickered.


  “Hmmmph.” It was a nondescript sound. “Well, get washed; and hurry up before your dinner gets cold.”


  “Yes, Mother.”


  Dinner was an agonizing experience. The boys didn't say much, but they didn't have to. Marcy's mother did the talking; they did the listening and the looking. It was the usual lecture. Her skirt was too short, her blouse too tight, and she wiggled too suggestively when she walked.


  “I've told you, mother, I can't help...”


  “That's enough, young lady,” her mother cut off the girl's response.


  And indeed it was. Mervin's eyes burned like small chunks of lignite across the table, and they flicked from her embarrassed face to her much-discussed tits, and for agonizingly long moments they paused there, soaking in the abundant splendor. Marcy lost her concern for her mother's criticism as her mind flooded with preoccupying wonder at what Mervin was thinking or dreaming.


  He was very young. But the longer she looked at him the more handsome his youthful countenance became. Certainly he was much more attractive than her brother. And there was that matter of the bicycle without the seat.... Marcy's thoughts cartwheeled around in her mind as they conjured up images of the young boy's sexual apparatus—his adolescent penis and recently pubescent testicles—hovering dangerously over the upright rigid spike on which the bicycle seat should have been fastened. She crossed her legs under the table. Oh, his poor little balls, she thought—and almost shouted. If ever he fell...


  She wanted to hold his balls, to fondle their wonderful untouched boyish innocence, to caress them, and comfort them and protect them from harm. But most of all, she realized, daintily placing the last forkful of tuna-noodle casserole in her mouth, she wanted desperately to suck on his ripening little cock. Oh, how she wanted to do that!


  To Mervin. She almost laughed out loud at the thought. Little Mervin. But it was true, and there was no use avoiding it. Too bad he was such a close friend of her brother's. If she made any advances—or accepted his, she thought, looking back at his raptly staring eyes—there was no question that in time Billy would find out. And that wouldn't do. Not at all.


  “Well, Mom,” Billy suddenly piped up, interrupting Marcy's thoughts, “Merv and me are gonna ride over to Harry's for a little while. Okay?”


  “Certainly, dear. But don't be home late. You both have school tomorrow and if Mervin's mother finds out that I let you two stay up too late she'll never let him stay overnight with you again.”


  Overnight! Marcy's head suddenly was swamped with thoughts of extreme trepidation. She couldn't bear it. Oh God, she thought. Oh God. Mervin would be sleeping down the hall from her, down the hall not more than ten or twenty feet away. Could she stand it? Could she bear to resist running down the hall late at night to take Marvin's darling little member in her mouth? How absurd! she chastised herself. How agonizing! she allowed herself. It was all Mr. Hentworth's fault too. She felt like calling him.


  “Goodbye, Mom!”


  “Goodbye, dear.”


  Marcy turned to watch them leave. Mervin's glowing eyes dragged slowly down the full length of her body. He smiled suddenly, as lecherous a smile as any thirteen-year-old has ever displayed. Then he skipped out behind Billy.


  “Better get upstairs and start on your homework,” her mother said firmly as she picked the dishes up from the table. “Your father won't be home until late tonight, but he'll want a full accounting of everything you studied.”


  “Yes, Mother.” And Marcy dragged herself upstairs.


  II


  I will say it boldly, though God can do all things, He cannot raise a virgin up after she has fallen.


  

  —St. Jerome


  

  

  Marcy didn't study at all that night. Instead, finding that her panties were soaking wet by the time she reached her room, she took all her clothes off and studied herself in her full-length mirror.


  Her long chestnut hair tumbled down over her shoulders and framed a face that really was, when you looked at it, startlingly beautiful. Her body was even more so. The big white globes of her breasts started swelling out from her chest a few short inches below her collarbone; and they bulged straight out, even, almost miraculously curving upward somewhat. They were capped, of course, with lovely, pink teenage nipples. From the other direction, her legs started with fine, narrow ankles and followed the smooth round line of her young calves, up and over the surprisingly dainty kneecaps, and into the marvelous gleaming fullness of her thighs. Her belly was gently rounded and from the navel on down was marked by a fine line of downy fuzz that streaked south into the silky mat of pubic hair that tied her legs and her torso into a unit.


  She was a virgin. Well... sort of. She had never been fucked. That was more accurate. Many was the night she had stayed awake after all the house was quiet and had played with her sex. She loved to feel her fingertips rubbing the little oily pimple of her clitoris. And the thick, wet lips—labia, she remembered the proper word: labia, labium... it reminded her of her Latin conjugations and she wanted to say labiare—felt wonderfully welcome to her touch. But most of all there was the vagina itself. How she loved to stick her fingers up into that runny little hole! If only Mr. Hentworth had wanted to put his penis in there she was sure he would like it. But he only wanted one thing. And she believed firmly in counting her blessings rather than crying about what she didn't have. After all, his cock did taste good.


  She wondered about Mervin. He was out riding the streets with her brother now, the dangerous iron stake where the seat should be rearing up precious inches from his boyhood. She was sure that he too would like the things she could do to him. But he would talk. There was no question of that.


  

  When Mr. Reynolds (that was Marcy's last name; Mr. Reynolds was her father) came home, she quickly donned a bathrobe and, hurrying to greet him, recited a long list of things that she had supposedly spent the evening studying. He seemed pleased and patted her head affectionately, then took the martini his wife offered and went off to his study to catch up on some work.


  Marcy waved goodnight, kissed her mother, then went back upstairs to bed.


  It was to be a sleepless night, no doubt about that.


  There was a strange male in the house and Marcy ached for a cock. Just to hold one in her mouth—a new one, not Mr. Hentworth's—to grasp it with her lips, to tease it with her tongue, to nibble lightly on it with her teeth, and to suck... oh, to suck deeply on it and to revel in its vibrant aliveness quivering inside her! She licked her lips and played with her cunt under the covers. And she dreamed that maybe someday a man would want more than to have her suck his prick; perhaps there would come a time, soon, she hoped, when a man would want to fuck her... to fuck her... she mouthed the words and almost swooned at the very thought. Her little fingers squirmed and wiggled actively inside her tight vaginal opening.


  But when? She was only sixteen and had another full year to go in school, another full year of living at home. And then there would be college—a girls' college, no doubt—and then... she couldn't bear to think about it any longer. She would die waiting. She couldn't wait. But how? When? She tossed and turned uncomfortably. She tried to sleep, but the desperation of her condition kept crashing back into her skull and forcing her to think about it. There must be a way, some way, to... to... how had Douglas put it? Yes, to “pass through the fire,” to experience the joys she sensed abounded all about her, the joys and pleasures that seethed potentially within everyone, but which most men and women suppressed. Somehow, that was wrong. More than wrong, she thought, it was positively evil for people to hold in check all the wonderful delights the very makeup of their bodies promised to bestow.


  “Hmpph,” she mumbled half aloud. “I'm a fine one.” There she lay, sixteen years old and bursting with sexuality, in bed, alone, in her parents' home in Bucks County with a boy sleeping but a few steps away... and school tomorrow... and...


  The thoughts suddenly poured down in torrents, merging together into a confused and meaningless mess, and Marcy rolled violently over onto her stomach and pulled the pillow over her head as if to shelter it from the mental anarchy that assaulted her. “Shit!” She spat the word out louder than was safe. And for fully five minutes she waited quietly, her head still tucked beneath the pillow, for what she feared would be the sound of footsteps coming to punish her for using such language. Not a sound could be heard.


  She flopped around onto her back, threw the pillow onto the floor, and stared up at the ceiling. It was after midnight, and she was as wide awake as if it were noon. There must be an answer, she told herself—not really believing it.


  Well, there was no point in lying here. As long as she was going to have to stay awake she decided to go into the bathroom. For some reason things always sorted themselves out better after she considered them from the vantage point of the toilet. She crept silently out of bed, slipped into a bathrobe and quietly opened the bedroom door. The hall was dark and quiet, but the quiet was seemingly much louder than the quiet in her room and the darkness was much thicker. Her bare feet were soundless on the thick hall carpeting and she tiptoed past her parents' room, past Billy's room—where, for a few seconds, her heart stopped as she remembered the sleeping boy inside with her brother—and to the closed bathroom door at the far end of the corridor.


  The door swung open easily, but the unexpected flood of light that poured out of the bathroom startled her. So did the presence of Mervin sitting on the John, as startled as she was, with his rigid little prick in one hand and a suspicious-looking and smelling cigarette in the other. She didn't move. Neither did he. His eyes were filled with fear and were scanning her face for a sign of reaction. Her eyes were brimming with desire and were riveted to the sight of the red little circumcised tip of his cock poking out of his doubled fist.


  “Masturbating, huh?” she said, and immediately felt like kicking herself for such an asinine comment at such a pregnant moment.


  “Yeah,” he replied.


  “Marijuana, huh?” Might as well finish the couplet, she thought.


  “Yeah.”


  “I'm gonna tell.”


  His eyes flashed in panic, and he took one hand from his prick and removed the joint from the other, throwing the cigarette between his legs and into the toilet.


  “That won't do any good,” she said with all the authority of her three years' seniority. An idea had just illuminated her mind and cast a particularly bright light on her most immediate and specific problem. “They'll believe me. You know they will.”


  Mervin looked like a frightened little bird, paralyzed, and perched on a birdbath—the toilet. His pajama pants were bunched down about his ankles and his boy prick stood impertinently at attention in his lap, ignoring the conflict of the moment. He tried to speak, but only an incoherent gabble of half-words fell out.


  “I don't have to tell them, of course...” she said teasingly. Then she continued hurriedly. “But you'll have to do something for me.”


  “Okay,” Mervin blurted, smiling suddenly. “What?”


  “Just pull your pants up and come down to my room with me. I'll explain then.” She backed out of the bathroom and flicked off the light. “But be quiet,” she whispered.


  Mervin followed her down the hall.


  Once in the bedroom, the door shut, Marcy urged her brother's friend to take a seat on the edge of her bed. “Did you know that George Washington once said that it was a universal law that no nation—and I suppose he meant no person as well—is to be trusted at all beyond its own interests?”


  Mervin thought she was nuts, but he sat quietly and waited for the punch line.


  “I think that's true, don't you?” she continued. She didn't wait for an answer. “That's why we're here. I won't tell on you, if you don't tell anyone that I brought you here. Okay?”


  “Okay.”


  “Good. Now get undressed.” Marcy was slipping out of her bedclothes. “What?”


  “Oh... silly!” she said with as adult a tone of exasperation as she could contrive. She finished stripping and turned to help him. He didn't mind the top but Mervin resisted when she tried to pull his pants off. After a short losing struggle Marcy gave up. “All right,” she whispered, “leave them on but lie back on the bed.” He did, clutching the waistband of his pajama bottoms firmly in his fists. Marcy smiled a warm smile that was barely visible in the darkness and snaked her hand into the pants' open fly, removing his still hard prick before he knew what had happened. He didn't move. He was frozen into a paralytic state of shock and humiliation. Marcy bent low and took the little cock softly in her mouth. It was a darling thing—“pert” was perhaps how she would describe it—and it poked and squiggled around in her mouth as though it had a mind of its own. And she responded, as if her tongue had a mind of its own.


  Mervin didn't object when Marcy again attempted to remove his pants. In fact he boosted up to help her.


  When Mervin reached down and started pulling at her legs Marcy almost laughed out loud—in fact she would have had her mouth not been so full—at the little dear struggling to find security by fondling her thighs. She allowed her limbs to be pulled and twisted about as much as he liked. Her sole interest, after all, was cozily cuddled in her mouth, and as long as that was there—that scrumptious little thing—she could have no cares. She nibbled on the blushing little pink mushroom cap and skidded her tongue abrasively against the sensitive edges of the tiny slit atop the tip. Then she swallowed deeply and sucked the whole lovely tube into her foaming hot mouth. It was heaven.


  But when Mervin's mouth suddenly chomped down on Marcy's cunt, practically swallowing her entire crotch in a single motion, a totally new sensation tore its way through her system and affected her every fiber, every nerve ending, as though she were a giant vibrating tuning fork. She gagged on his prick and her eyes bulged from her head. “Oh, knunpfff,” she puffed, but no words emerged. Mervin had pulled her on top of him and had poked his head up between her thighs. She stared down at his groin and slurped lovingly at his penis while her fingers piddled playfully with his tight little balls. And now she felt his tongue stroking lightly up and down the fleece-lined lips of her twat, now flirting with her anus, now poking at her vagina, and her insides began to crumble. He was truly eating her out, gobbling and slurping at her copiously flowing juices. She felt a rumble building up deep inside her...
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