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CHAPTER ONE



I stood there with the charcoal stick gripped
too firmly in my slightly trembling hand, the Southern California
sunlight pouring in through the high, slanted, studio windows
behind me to illuminate the familiar room with its ambient glow. I
stood there staring at the white, untouched piece of Bristol board
I had mounted on my easel but not seeing it; not seeing Val
Whitman's impossibly perfect body either because, for the moment at
least, I didn't dare look at it again. The first glance had been
disastrous enough. It had thrown me into a thing... a kind of paralytic trance. Decently
clothed in panties, bra, dress and artist's smock, I felt more
naked than I had ever felt in my life. It was as though I had been
going around for the nineteen years of my life with the usual
arrangement of arms, legs, breasts, crotch and fanny without being
more than vaguely aware of their existence until this devastatingly
terrible and totally unexpected moment. Now I knew, apparently for the first time, that I had
rosy, brown nipples on breasts that were suddenly so full and round
that they ached from an internal pressure I couldn't account for. I
had legs and thighs that were muscle and bone sheathed in a smooth,
taut skin, every pore of which cried out for attention. I had a
moist, slightly palpitating vagina that seemed to be breathing in
rhythm with the shallow, rapid, excited movements of my own lungs.
I even had a clitoris that had become eagerly hard and erect until
it felt as big as a baseball. Inside of me, a million butterflies
danced the pattern of a mad arabesque around the billion worms that
writhed upward from my loins to my throat, while my heart thudded
to the thunderous beat of a thousand pagan drums.

That was what Valentine Whitman's bulging
muscles under smoothly tanned hide did to me. Or maybe it wasn't
only Val. Maybe I was just ready, and any beautiful hunk of man
would have done as much. In a day and age when virginity after
twelve is looked upon as an aberration, I was a freak, having
stubbornly remained in the neuter gender until very recently. Would
you believe that, at nineteen, I had never been alone with either a
boy or a man, other than my father or my Uncle Mike, for more than
five minutes at a time? How naive, dumb and innocent can a grown
young woman be in this year of Our Lord? Ask me. Plenty.

Not that I'd led a particularly sheltered life.
I hadn't. It was just that I hadn't been interested, and my lack of
enthusiasm for dark corners, back seats and casual petting had
communicated itself to the boys, turning them off more effectively
than prudish protests of maidenly virtue. My interest, practically
my only interest, had been in art, which undoubtedly explains why,
although still in my teens, I had been commissioned to do the
murals for the new civic auditorium. Which, of course, also
explains Val Whitman and what he was doing in my studio in a
half-dressed condition on a fine Wednesday morning, upsetting my
equilibrium, stimulating hell out of my hormone glands and,
although I didn't know it then, about to change my whole life.

Val was the model I had selected for the
central figure of the mural. There was nothing very original in the
idea. Around the walls marched the industry, the agriculture and
the scenery to be found in our valley, stylized, of course, and
designed to be a definite improvement over nature and the works of
man as they really were. Dominating the scene was to be the worker.
Not a sweaty, tired, realistic worker, but a towering, god-like
Apollo of a worker, all bronze and muscular with health and radiant
with the kind of masculine beauty that Southern Californians like
to think is typical of their genre. In other words... Val
Whitman.

But for this central figure, the mural was
complete. Later, Val would pose for me in the auditorium itself.
Right now, however, I had him in my studio, where I was supposed to
be doing a series of preliminary sketches. Instead, I was standing
there in a trance-like condition just short of catatonia, blushing
like a sunset scene on a cheap calendar, and so suddenly and
overpoweringly sex-conscious that the excitement of it was making
me physically ill.

Val, waiting for me to tell him how I wanted
him to pose, stood with feet apart and fists on hips, his head
cocked on one side as he regarded me quizzically. He had aqua-green
eyes and curly, blond hair. He wore a skintight pair of Levis and
nothing else.

“You feel all right, Miss Shaw?” he asked
anxiously.

It was nice of him to be so considerate but,
although it may only have been my overwrought imagination, I
thought I detected a knowing glint in his eyes, the suggestion of a
self-satisfied smirk at the corners of his mouth, and my blush
deepened. In that moment I hated him, and hating him made it a
little easier to regain some measure of control over myself, to
gulp away the dryness in my throat, to tell him, in the unnatural
croak of a frog with laryngitis, how I wanted him to stand, and to
make a blind, desperate stab at the Bristol board with the
charcoal. It broke, of course, but I went on with the stub,
sketching madly, letting the years of training guide my hand while
my mind fought furiously for an understanding of what was happening
to me.

Not that I didn't really know, at least
subconsciously. In the parlance of the day, I had a hell of a case
of hot pants. I just didn't want to admit it, not even to myself...
especially not to myself. For the past year I'd had growing and
more and more persistent indications that my childhood was nearly
over. There had been the dreams, symbolic at first and then more
blatantly and demandingly pornographic. There had even been the hot
summer night when I had awakened from one such dream to find the
fingers of my hand vigorously, if ineptly, massaging my swollen
clitoris. I had blushed with shame and taken some sleeping pills
and, since then, had refused to remember the incident. There had
been the occasions when I had caught myself in the act of studying
the fronts of men's trousers, seeking the telltale outline of the
male genitals. Perhaps people had wondered why I blushed so often
and for no apparent reason. Or maybe they didn't wonder at all.
Maybe I was the only dumb chick in all of Southern California!

I think I should make it clear that none of
this had much of anything to do with any religious or moral
scruples. I had been raised in a motherless home by an indulgent
and permissive father, absent-mindedly affectionate when he wasn't
too busy making money from the string of fancy motels he owned. If
he had any particular standards or moral values he certainly had
never taken the time to impart them to me. No, my state of virginal
naivete was strictly due to my lack of interest in the
experimentation normally indulged in by growing girls and boys.

I had assumed, in a nebulous way, that I would
someday marry, and understood, without giving the matter much
thought, that this would involve sexual union with my marriage
partner. But that was a thing for the future, and was a thing about
which I was curiously uninquistive. In the meanwhile, there was my
art and nothing else really mattered.

Now, with bewildering and shattering
suddenness, Val Whitman had come into my life and all of that was
about to be changed. I felt it like a hot tide rising in my bones,
surging up through my thighs and crotch, swelling my breasts and
making my nipples tingle as though electrified. I knew it in the
involuntary, pelvic reaction that made it impossible for me to keep
my hips motionless while I worked. I wondered what a man's penis
really looked and felt like. I'd only seen pictures in medical
books.

In fact, I'd never seen a nude man in my
life!

With swift, mechanical strokes I sketched for
ten minutes while my mind clawed its way through a cobweb of
confusion and my body, ignoring my mind, went into high gear and
raced off in a direction of its own. Since then, I've heard of
women who come to a state of orgasm from nothing more than sheer,
sexual excitement without any outside help at all. I think I was
nearing that point when my initial burst of desperate energy
abruptly left me and the charcoal in my fingers faltered.

“If you're going to stop for a while, may I see
what you've done?” Val asked and!, without waiting for my
permission, relaxed from the pose he had been holding and sauntered
over to where I stood behind the easel. Which proved that he was
not a professional model, a thing I'd known from the first. Right
at the moment I didn't give a damn. I had other things to consider.
I wanted to run and hide somewhere and I wanted to stay where I was
until he was beside me, his tanned skin close to mine, those odd,
aqua eyes, with their smug, knowing, hateful, wonderful look,
studying the soul-nakedness of the trapped and trembling creature I
had become.

“Not bad,” he mused, and I wasn't sure whether
he meant me or the sketch. “I still think you look ill, Miss Shaw.
Maybe it's the heat, or the smog. Shouldn't you sit down for a
while? Here, I'll help you.”

I knew he was going to put his hand on me, to
guide me to the couch that shared the south wall of my small studio
along with several stacks of stretched canvases. I also knew, with
a strange mingling of terror and relief, that if he did touch me I
would faint.

He did.

And I did.

I awoke on the couch. Val was sitting beside me
and bending over me. His fingers were under my neck and I heard the
snick of a zipper being pulled down.

Fainting was silly enough; thank God I didn't
compound the idiocy by fluttering the back of a hand to my forehead
and weakly murmuring: “Where am I?” I knew perfectly well where I
was, what had happened and, furthermore, what was certainly going
to happen. I was strangely calm and almost detached. I felt only
curiosity and interest. “Why are you unzipping me?” I asked him.
The question was superfluous, of course, but I seemed to know,
apparently by instinct, that there was a certain etiquette to be
observed on occasions of this kind.

He grinned at me with boyish frankness.
“Strictly in accordance with the rules of first aid to loosen the
garments when a girl faints. To be perfectly honest with you,
however, Miss Shaw, I had hoped you would remain unconscious long
enough for me to get the front of your dress pulled down and your
brassiere off. You see, I like looking at bare tits, and I suspect
yours are real beauties.”

“Tits? Oh, you mean my breasts.” That seemed
reasonable enough. Now that I thought about it, I remembered that
men did like to see women's breasts.
Otherwise, why would they have topless dancers and even
waitresses?

What I didn't understand was that I was in a
state of shock. I'm sure he didn't realize it either.

“All right,” I agreed.

“You don't mind? Say, that's great! Why don't I
just help you undress entirely?” “What for?”

He looked startled. “Why, so I can fuck you, of
course.”

“Oh. Like sexual intercourse?”

He laughed nervously and shook his head. “No.
That's just something they talk about in books on marital
relations. In real life, people just fuck. You want to, don't
you?”

“I don't know. I think I did before I fainted.
Now I don't seem to care much one way or the other.”

“You will,” he assured me earnestly. “Believe
me, you really will.” With that, he abandoned his attempt to
unfasten my brassiere by fumbling around under me and, half
turning, he reached down and placed a hand very lightly on my knee.
I wasn't wearing stockings or a girdle and the touch of his hand on
my bare flesh suddenly dispelled the state of shock in which I had
been since awakening. It was like a warm wind that abruptly whips
away a cold, dense fog. I was no longer a mildly interested
automaton; I was Cleone Shaw, nineteen, talented artist and virgin;
I was stretched out on my back on the couch in my own studio while
a strange but beautiful man partially disrobed me and prepared to
intercourse me. No, that wasn't right. Prepared to fuck me. Fuck. I
tested the shape and feel of the word and decided I liked it.

I had not intended that anything like this
would happen to me before marriage but, as I've said, I had no real
convictions on the subject and already the tense, wonderful feeling
of excitement was flowing back, seemingly generated by the touch of
Val's smooth, long-fingered hand.

I watched, fascinated, as he slowly, almost
teasingly, shoved my skirt up higher and higher, and I discovered
something very important about myself right then. I learned that
having my body exposed to a man's gaze is, in itself, a widely
thrilling experience. So I was an ardent exhibitionist! My God!
What other amazing, and hitherto unsuspected, things would I find
out about Cleone Shaw before this hour was over? I was delighted
when his gently caressing hand revealed the nylon of my panties and
the dress was shoved up above my hips. I suppose that keeping my
legs clamped together was a last, subconscious reaction, sort of a
virgin's last stand, but I made only a token resistance when he
forced them apart, and I was immediately glad. His hand was roaming
up and down the soft flesh of my inner thighs in such a way that
each stroke sent a welling surge of sensation through me. The
butterflies and the worms were back in my insides and the drumbeat
of my heart threatened violence to my rib cage.

“You have beautiful legs,” he murmured.

I didn't argue with him. I'd been told that
before but it hadn't meant much to me. Now it meant everything. I
was so grateful to God, or whoever made me, for giving me beautiful
legs that I could have cried. How terrible it would be to have a
man pay you the compliment of raising your skirt and petting your
legs only to find that they were not
gracefully tapered, artfully moulded and smoothly silky to his
touch!

As he reached for the band of my panties and
began to roll them down over my hips, I experienced a sudden flash
of insight. I was going to be fucked, and it would be for the first
time... the only first time there could ever
be! This moment, then, was something infinitely precious and
priceless. I looked wildly and eagerly about me, trying to fix with
photographic permanence, the day, the hour, the scene. I scanned
the ceiling above me, the walls, my easel and my untidy clutter of
canvases and artist's paraphernalia; I did a mental painting of the
top of Val's curly, blond head and, with indelible colors, filled
in the background of slanted, studio windows and the smog-hazed,
California sky. I even recorded the man smell of Val Whitman, an
ambrosial aroma of shaving lotion and fresh perspiration. Then I
turned my attention to lifting my hips for him so that he could
finish pulling my panties down to my ankles where I could kick them
free, and there I was, my lower body, so neatly divided by the
down-pointing arrowhead of brown pubic hair, open to his view, my
vulva gaping at him, the coral-tinted cavern of my vagina pulsing
at him. I opened my legs wider, wanting him to see more, adoring
the thought of my nakedness and my utter surrender, my complete
vulnerability.

“God almighty!” he gasped. “What a gorgeous
gash! Honey, with a cunt like that, you're wasting your time in the
art business. You ready?”

“I think so. I've never done this before but I
feel ready, Val. I want it. I want everything you want to do to me
but there's something else. Aren't you going to take your pants
off? I... well... I've never seen a man's penis, I want to look at
it.”

“Well, I'll be damned!
So you're really a virgin? Of course you can look at it, baby. You
can touch it or kiss it or anything you like. Wait a sec.” He
unbuckled his belt and unzippered his trousers. When he pulled them
down, it jumped out and stood at right angles to the dark blond
patch of hair above it, a long graceful shaft, arching proudly in
the fullness of its strength and virility. The head was larger,
slightly bulbous, and of a pinkish hue. The tiny mouth, a vertical
slit at the very end, winked at me and drooled a solitary droplet
of something like melted whipped cream. At the base of this
marvelous mechanism hung the small, tight, leathery bag of his
scrotum, softly furred with hair.

I had been right. The pictures in the medical
books were like a child's rendition of Mt. Everest done in colored
crayons by comparison with the real thing. It was live and eager,
throbbing gently to his pulse and his passion and I loved it on
sight. The other part of me, the artist, yearned for brush and
canvas and I knew I would—so help me God— I'd paint Val's penis
someday! Right then, however, I wanted to know it better, to learn
the subtleties of its construction and of its classic
configuration. “Come here,” I urged him. “Let me hold it.”

“Be my guest, doll,” he said and sat back down
on the couch so that his massively muscled thighs were touching my
hips and his penis was within reach. I touched it, tentatively at
first, then let the lovely and totally unexpected satin of it lay
across the palm of my hand. When I closed my fingers it was like
holding a steel spring sheathed in nylon.

“You like it, Cleo?”

“It's so beautiful it makes me want to cry. I
want to paint it, Val. May I?”

“You what? Who the
hell ever heard of such a.... You're the funniest girl I've ever
known. And you sure don't act much like a virgin either, although
for some reason I can't figure out, I do believe you. Yeh, I guess
you can paint it if you want to, but not now, for Christ's sake.
I'm turned on like crazy for you, baby, and wanting you like this
makes my nuts ache.”

I didn't know what he meant, but then he seemed
to use a lot of strange words. “Did you really mean it when you
said I could kiss it?”

His eyes lit with a more intense light and he
licked his lips, a tiny muscle in his cheek beginning to twitch.
“Sure you can,” he said hoarsely. “If you want to, I'll teach you
to suck it. Some girls like that. I'll suck your pussy too, but not
now. Goddamnit, girl, I'm burning up to get it into you!”

I nodded. “I want it in me too, Val. In just a
minute.” I sat up and bent forward and he lifted himself eagerly.
When my lips touched the incredibly soft head he groaned as though
in agony. I gripped it tightly in my hand, afraid he would pull
away, and rubbed my lips and my tongue over it. Some more of the
white fluid must have come out for my mouth knew a strange, exotic
taste.

Val was almost rough as he pushed my head away
and grasped my wrist to take my hand from his penis, complaining
that he couldn't stand any more of that, and saying again that he
wanted to fuck me.

“Take the rest of my clothes off,” I pleaded.
“I want to be naked for you. I want you to see all of my body.”

Muttering with frustration, he complied and
again I knew the thrill of being disrobed, of having my bare flesh
revealed to his eyes. Only a few men had ever seen my breasts, or
the other private parts of my body, and I knew a moment of deep
regret that this was so. What a waste of opportunity! What
fantastic pleasures I had missed in my life.

My breasts stood tall and proud for him,
rounded and full and mounted with the pinkish brown of my erect
nipples. I nearly died with delight when he kissed them, sucking
the firm flesh into his mouth and nibbling at it, his teeth sending
sharp tremors of sweet pain through my body to match and accentuate
the poignantly lovely torture of my rising passion.

With an anguished cry, he rolled on top of me
and I felt the full, crushing weight of his body. It was heavenly!
My arms went around him, my hands stroking the sweet, brown flesh
of his back while he fumbled at my crotch and I felt the head of
his precious penis nuzzling my gasping vagina. What had Val called
it? Ah, yes, my “cunt.” It was a good word, a word to be savored
and relished... like fuck.

I didn't ask him if it was going to hurt.
Common sense told me he couldn't put that big thing inside me
without practically tearing me apart. I didn't care. He tried to be
careful, pushing it in a little at a time and then pulling back to
let me rest and pushing again, each time the head of it going
deeper as it shouldered aside the muscles and membranes that were a
part of me. It did hurt even so. In fact it hurt like holy hell,
but I still didn't care. I wanted it in me... all of it, and I
wanted the hurting of its penetration. I grew a little irritated
and impatient with him. Damnit! This was my moment and I wasn't
going to be denied. I dropped my hands to his tightly skinned,
firmly rounded buttocks, dug my fingers in and pulled with all my
strength. At the same time, I flung my hips up at him. It was like
stabbing myself with a shaft of glowing steel and I screamed in my
agony but I hung on, pulling harder and demanding even more of
him.

As though I had a thousand, super-sensitive
fingertips in my cunt, I could feel every tiniest part of him that
was in me and I think that, in that instant of time, I was more
alive and more totally aware than I had ever been before, and,
sadly, probably more than I will ever be again. I let him back out
nearly all the way and then I impaled myself on him again. It was
less than the first time, but still the best thing I had ever known
except for that first tremendous thrust. That a girl can only be a
ravished virgin once seems to me the unkindest blow that life
deals. The only experience even approaching it is rape. I've been
raped a few times since then and I highly recommend it.

Val, bless him, began to get the idea that I
was no delicate, little thing to be treated tenderly and with care,
that I liked being ravaged and assaulted. Like most men he was an
uncivilized brute at heart, and I think that he, too, relished the
no-holds-barred trend our lovemaking had taken. He slammed his big,
hard body repeatedly down on mine, his hips punishing my hips and
his penis plumbing the depths of my cunt at every stroke.

I've read some books on the subject since those
days, and it seems that, according to the authorities, a girl
rarely experiences an orgasm during her first affair. Be that as it
may, something was certainly beginning to
happen to me. I could feel the tension of it gathering all along my
nerves and beginning to move inexorably toward the focal point of
my clitoris that was taking a hell of a pounding from Val and was
responding nobly. Maybe most virgins are afraid the first time and
that makes them hold back. I wasn't afraid, unless it was fear that
Val would stop fucking me. I wanted him never to stop fucking me.
What was happening had wiped out everything else that had ever been
in my mind. Art? What the hell was art? Life? Life was being under
a muscular giant, a panting, gasping, sweat-smelling barbarian
intent on merging his body with mine as he probed recklessly with a
cruel, lovely penis.

My passion swelled, the red mist of it swirling
in my brain and obscuring the clarity of my thoughts. I felt my
identity slipping away from me, leaving me a nameless body that
writhed and twisted like a mad, tortured thing. Somewhere, far
away, someone was screaming, a thin, shrill, continuous screech of
agony beyond bearing, and of pleasure beyond human knowing. It must
have been me.

“Oh, God! Oh, Christ! Oh sweet, fucking Jesus!”
Val cried, the words remote like the distant sobbing of wind in
high, lonely peaks. “I'm gonna come! I can't hold it back!
Take it, goddamn you! Take it in your
goddamn, fucking, cute, little cunt!”

Dimly I heard the words, the music of his love
song mingling with my own. Dimly I sensed him grow and swell inside
of me and the hot, rushing burst of his semen. Dimly because I was
no longer human, I had gone over the edge, had become a length of
agonized nerve that had been stretched to the breaking point and
screamed for release. I was not aware that my teeth were sunk in
the flesh of his shoulder, that my fingernails were lacerating his
back and that my heels were drumming at his thighs.

Then I came. What I thought had been unbearable
went a thousand light-years beyond that point. I exploded. I
erupted like a volcano and I disintegrated, blowing up and melting
into the hot, fusing hell that was my own passion, running down the
length of that tormented nerve like a molten metal, to the
throbbing knob that was my clitoris.

It seemed to last a long time, pulsing in
metronomic rhythm to the cadence set by Val's still jerking penis
as I came slowly back from that little death, that otherwhere, that
neverever land where I had been, and it died in reluctant,
diminishing echoes of the glory it had known.

Val lay still a while, his breathing as ragged
and heavy as that of a pneumonia victim; then he rolled off of me
with a sigh and lay inert beside me.

I was still on my back, my limbs flaccid and my
body soft and spent with exhaustion. My breasts were pools of
doughy flesh on my chest and on my cunt and pubic hair his semen
was drying. I felt like the great-grandmother of all whores and the
lazy thought filled me with a gratifying sense of complacency and
comfort, like a child tucked into a warm bed by her mother on a
cold winter's night.

I was a woman, I thought happily, letting the
lassitude seep into me and take over. Better yet, I was a
well-fucked woman!

I think we both slept awhile. I was awakened by
the sound of someone knocking at my studio door. I looked down to
see that I was holding Val's limp penis tightly in my left hand so
I gave it a hard jerk to arouse him.

“Someone's at the door,” I told him. “You'd
better go into the dressing room and hide until I can get rid of
him.”

When he had gone, stumbling sleepily across the
floor, and I had closed the door behind him, I donned my artist's
smock, kicked my clothes and Val's pants under the couch and went
to the door, mentally offering up a fervent prayer that whoever it
was would conveniently drop dead.





CHAPTER TWO



The man who stood outside my door, a stranger
to me, was not the encyclopedia or vacuum cleaner salesman type I
had expected. He was more like a middle-aged businessman with
iron-gray hair, but-toned-down collar and charcoal-gray suit. He
could have been a lawyer, a preacher, a politician... almost
anything except what he turned out to be. He had a square-jawed,
stern face. From December-cold eyes he regarded me with only
slightly disguised disapproval.

“Miss Shaw?” he inquired and I decided he must,
after all, be a preacher. No one else can pack quite as much
self-righteous disdain and prissy contempt into two words as a
preacher.

I admitted I was Cleone Shaw.

“Ja [...]
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