
  
    Table of Contents
  


  
    Heat

    
      1
    


    
      2
    


    
      3
    


    
      4
    


    
      5
    


    
      6
    


    
      
    7


    
      
    8


    
      
    9


    
      
    10


    
      
    11


    
      
    12


    
      
    13


    
      
    14


    
      
    15

  


  
    
  



Heat

Stan Shafer





This page copyright © 2009 Olympia Press.



1



She looked at the girl keenly. “You know what
sex is, I hope? I mean the mechanics, just that. I hope you're not
a virgin. Have you ever been to bed with a man, had him thrust into
you, make you squeal with the delight of a fat cock burrowing into
you?”

The girl went white, her pencil and note pad
clutched in tense fingers. “Yes. Yes, I have. I'm not a virgin.”
She said it as if confessing a sin.

“I'm glad. It would be such a waste. You have a
fine body, tall, with wide hips, long legs, with a magnificent
bust. It's good to see. These days the bust is not given quite the
same attention as when I was a girl.”

She was standing by the opened bedroom window
and she turned her head to look out again. She smiled, her eyes far
away as if she were looking through the window of a memory that
opened on her own springtime, unseeing of the palace grounds, that
spread below. After a time she turned away and slowly left the
window, her eyes shadowed. Her hips swayed provocatively as she
moved, with a sensual, animal-like grace and suppleness that belied
her age.

She was an extravagantly proportioned woman
with great swollen breasts that were counterbalanced by flaring
hips and rounded buttocks. Her hair was blue-white and elaborately
set, her face cunningly made up to enhance the appearance of
youthfulness. Her movements were graceful and sensual, as if she
were not merely walking, but performing a walk, performing in a
highly stylized and sexually provocative manner.

She sat back in a low lounge chair, her legs
crossing so as to reveal almost their full length as her slitted
skirt opened. She smiled again, this time at the pretty young girl
who stood watching her. If you looked closely you could see the
fine lines around her eyes and the slackness of aging skin on her
neck. She gestured.

“Have a seat, my child.”

“If I may, your highness.”

“Please. No formality. That's something I have
never liked. Formality is just another name for hypocrisy.” Her
smile widened. “And that's something no one could ever hang on my
shoulders.”

“I—I am honored, to be able to be here, to talk
to you—to have the privilege of being granted an interview.”

“Don't be too honored,” said the older woman
whimsically. “You're a naive, inexperienced child. There are
hundreds of older, more able journalists and reporters who would
have given their right arms for the chance to have a frank,
free-wheeling interview with me.” She paused. “Why do you suppose I
have chosen to grant that interview to you?”

“Why—out of kindness, to someone who is young
and earnest, someone who will appreciate such an opportunity.”

“You're saying it's because I pity you? No,
child. It's for my own protection. I will tell you what I want to
tell, and tell it in my own way and you will write it as I say,
write only what I permit. I rely on your inexperience to help
maintain that part of the wall around me that I choose to
keep.”

She lit a cigarette and began to smoke it,
holding it in a long, jewelled holder. The smoke had an odd,
pungent fragrance, as if the leaves of some exotic herb had been
mixed with the tobacco.

“Do you know how old I am?”

“You will be sixty on your next birthday—
although you certainly don't give the appearance of that great an
age,” she added hastily.

The older woman laughed, her tremendous bosoms
heaving. “Nonsense. A fiction begun and continued by Otara. I am
closer to seventy than sixty, and more of a woman even yet than
most females only a third my age!”

“Your highness!”

“Call me Anna. No one has called me that for
years.” She paused. “And do you know what has kept me so young, my
dear?”

“Of course, many of the people believe you are
of divine origin,” the girl ventured hesitantly.

“That's nonsense too. It's been lust and
orgasm. Sex and lots of it, starting at a very early age, before
puberty even.” She smiled, amused at the girl's consternation.
“You're not used to plain speaking, are you? Well, you must get
used to it fast. It's the way I am, especially today when I let my
hair down and choose to tell about my past.”

She shrugged. “It's why I wanted to be sure if
you had ever experienced sex. Myself, I can count on my fingers the
days that I have gone without an orgasm in the last fifty years.
Most days more than one, even now. You could not begin to
understand what I am about to tell you if you were not aware of how
deep in me the wellsprings of sexual excitement run. Because my
story has a lot of sex in it and I mean to speak plainly about it.”
Her eyes seemed to fade as the glitter went out of them and she
appeared to be reading from a faint, far-away manuscript.

“To you it may seem as if I had been your ruler
forever, as if I have always been on the throne. Well, it's been a
long time, since before you were born, but to me the years have
been like days and it's my childhood that is as real as if it were
just yesterday. A childhood as remote in time and place from here
as if it were on another planet, in another age.” She looked again
at the girl.

“I will try to make you understand. It began in
the far away United States—the Colossus of the North—when I was a
child, only ten. That chain of events that eventually led me here
to become the most revered, the most feared,” she smiled, “and
durable of all rulers in this part of the world, ruler of a little
kingdom of mountains and jungles that hide secrets more ancient
than the pyramids. A little girl named Anna, sleeping soundly one
night when she was wakened by—”
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Anna stirred at the touch of the hand that
closed on her shoulder and shook her. She rolled over on her back,
fighting wakefulness, trying to sink back into the depths of sleep.
She was dimly conscious of rough hands on her body, hands that
pushed the nightdress up under her armpits, hands that began to
stroke and fondle her naked body.

“Daddy?” she asked finally. “What are you
doing?”

“It's me, Andy,” came a husky adolescent voice—
her brother.

“What are you trying to do?” She struggled to
sit up. “It's chilly.”

He pushed her back. “You'll warm up soon
enough. Lay quiet now.”

“But what are you doing?” she asked reasonably.
“You're rubbing me all over.”

“I ain't hurting you any. Relax. I'm just gonna
play with you for a while. Just pretend we're playing doctor or
something.”

She lay still while he rubbed the flat chest
with its tiny nipples. She felt them grow warm and realized they
had gotten hard as he pulled and pinched them gently.

“Why are you doing that, Andy? And where's
daddy?”

“He had too much beer. He's dead to the world
now.”

He was stroking her thighs with one hand,
rubbing them on the tops and sides and spreading her legs so that
he could stroke the satin inner surfaces. She felt a queer flushed
feeling in her loins, a warmth and tension. She felt no alarm, no
fear. She was close to her brother, and to her father, feeling
secure whenever they were near. She couldn't remember her mother,
who had died when she was very small. Her world was bounded by her
two men, her father and this husky, stalwart brother who was almost
half a dozen years older than her.

He placed one hand over her cunt now, cupping
the smooth, hairless mound and began to apply a pulsating pressure
to it, moving his hand in a small circular motion each time he
applied pressure. The heat in her loins flamed higher and she felt
a thickening in her chest, as if her heart were beating faster, as
if the air were thinner—it became more difficult to breathe.

“Why are you doing that, Andy?”

“Do you like it?”

“I don't know. It—it feels different... funny.
I feel like I'm getting hot, like I'm sunburned, only from the
inside.”

He chuckled. “Relax. I'm not going to hurt you.
You'll like it.”

“Like what, Andy? What am I going to like?”

He didn't answer for a few moments, just kept
up the slow pressure on her cunt, then spread the flushed labia and
began to stroke the velvet inner skin with his middle finger. “I'm
going to fuck you, Anna.”

“Andy!” She was shocked but confused as well.
She knew the word was wrong, a bad word, vulgar, not to be used,
and she knew it had something to do with what men and women did
together to have babies. But she didn't really know what sexual
intercourse was. So she asked, “Andy, do you think you should do
that to me? I mean—I'm not grown up. Is it something I can do?”

“You can do it, Anna.” His laugh was throaty,
soothing. “Oh, you can do it, all right, don't you worry about
that.”

“But why do you want to do it to me, Andy? I'm
your sister.”

“You're here, Anna. You're here, now, and
that's why. And I have to. That's all. That's all I can tell you.”
His finger was in the damp now, the passion juice beginning its
flow, wetting the velvet skin he was caressing.

“I thought you had to be grown up to do it. I
thought you had to only do it to your wife, Andy.”

“Naw.” He scoffed roughly. “That ain't right,
Anna. Anybody can do it. It's fun, Anna.”

Her eyes were closed again and she spread her
legs a little further as he rubbed between her labia and rolled the
ball of his finger back and forth, over and around her stubby
clitoris. The feeling of tension and warmth was getting stronger
now. “Do you do it with Julie, Andy?” Julie was the girl that Andy
was “going with.”

“Naw!” There was anger in his voice. “She's a
lousy prick teaser. We necked and everything tonight and she led me
on and even let me play with her pussy, then she went in the house
and left me to suffer.”

“You mean she didn't want you to fuck her?”

“She didn't. Not tonight. But she will. I swear
the next time I get her off by herself she'll come across for me!
She'll fuck, all right!” His voice tapered off into angry
silence.

“Why didn't she want to, Andy? I thought people
liked to fuck.”

“Never you mind, Anna. Julie's funny. She's got
funny ways. You don't have to bother about her. Now this ain't
gonna hurt at all. You're gonna like it, really like it, Anna. I
promise.”

“If you say so, Andy.” Her heart was full of
trust and love for her brother, and besides, her body was by now a
tense, vibrating organ of passion, aroused by his hands till her
loins were quivering and twitching from his touch.

“What is fucking, Andy?” she asked in a little
girl voice. “I don't know how to do it. What am I supposed to
do?”

“Never you mind about that. I'll do everything
that needs to be done. You just lay there and keep your eyes closed
and try to be relaxed. Just keep thinking about getting hotter and
hotter. You'll like it more and it won't hurt so much.”

“Will it hurt, Andy?” He could feel her muscles
tense. “You said it wouldn't.”

“Naw. Not really. Maybe just for a minute
because I got to stretch you a little. But that's all. Then it
won't ever hurt you again, not ever.”

His finger was sliding around on the satin
track, made slippery by the increasing flow of juice that was
seeping from her cunt. After a time he dipped the first joint of
his finger into her and probed around, pressing against the hymen
that closed off her virgin channel.

“Oh, Andy!” Her body arched and stiffened.

“What is it? What's wrong?”

“Nothing! Oh, nothing! That feels so queer
though, with your finger inside. It makes my whole body feel so
queer!”

“And good. It makes you feel hot and good,
doesn't it?”

“Oh, yes! Is this fucking, Andy?”

“Partly,” he said. “With the finger, Anna. This
is fingerfucking. Regular fucking is better, though.”

He crawled on top of her and she realized for
the first time that he had no clothes on. He must have stripped
before he woke her. He settled between her thighs and he pressed
the meaty head of his cock between her puffed labia and pushed
against the wet entrance to her cunt.

“What are you doing now? What are you pushing
into me?”

“I'm going to fuck you now, Anna. It's my cock
you feel. You relax and I'll push it into you. You're going to like
it, really like it.”

He pushed. The head of his cock passed into her
body, stretching the young skin around the orifice. Then she felt
his hands tight on her shoulders; he let out a little groan and
thrust into her. She cried out, her body tensing and arching under
his assault, but that first hard, brutal thrust had torn through
her cherry and slid his cock deep into her.

He was in his middle teens and nearly full
grown. His cock was man-sized, better than six inches of bone-hard
aching meat that thirsted for the taste of cunt. He'd been
half-crazed for want of sex when he'd come into the house,
stimulated by the sex play he'd had with Julie till his balls ached
and the tension wouldn't leave his body.

Now that he'd begun and could feel the hot,
tight, straining pussy around his quivering cock, nothing could
have stopped him. She clawed at him, her body writhing under his as
she tried to twist away from the bludgeon that had burst her hymen
and now probed her virgin tunnel. She cried aloud.

“Andy, don't! My God, that hurts! Please, stop!
Stop! Please!” And her voice trailed off in a gasping sob as he
ignored her pleas and cries.

He withdrew his cock an inch, then sledged
forward again and again and again, thrusting, digging his cock into
her. The sweet pressure of the tight inner walls of her cunt, to
bury his cock balls-deep in her vagina.

His entry was lubricated by the juice from her
honeyed cunt, and now the blood from her torn cherry. With a
half-dozen lunging, bucking strokes he finally had sheathed his
cock full-length in her young cunt. He lay there trembling, still
for a moment.

She lay trembling, too, her vaginal walls
stretching, accommodating to the rigid cock that had forced its
passage. After a moment he began the slow dance of love,
withdrawing his cock an inch, then slowly grinding it ball-deep,
withdrawing again, only a fraction of an inch further this time,
then grinding in again, each stroke a fraction of an inch longer
than the one before, until at last his shaft was travelling its
full length in her seething passage in a slow, deep fuck.

She no longer strained and twisted and tried to
get away, no longer cried out from the pain and pressure of his
penetration. Her arms were tight around his chest, her legs drawn
up, little mewling noises coming from her throat as the sensations
of his cock working in her channel brought her the excitement of
sexual arousal and overshadowed the pain that had accompanied his
entry, pain that was forgotten now.

As his stroking continued her body began to
writhe again, but out of passion now, not resistance. He began to
accelerate his thrusts, fucking hard and deep and fast, his body
slapping against hers with a fleshy impact, his balls hitting the
upturned cheeks of her ass at the bottom of each stroke. Her mouth
gaped open.

“Oh!” she cried. “Andy! What's happening? I
can't stand it, my body feels so funny! Oh, God, I'm going to
explode! Oh, oh, ohhh... oooohhhhh!”

“That's it!” he encouraged. “Pump back, Anna!
Pump back!”

She was fire and smoke, her body rolling and
seething like water boiling in a pan. She had reached a minor
orgasm, her body no longer even her own, but his now, mingled with
him, soaring.

“Andy, Andy, Andy,” she blubbered as he pulled
his cock out till the heavy glans was at the entrance to her
vagina, distorting the elastic roundness to the shape of his
cockhead.

Her hands were grasping at his shoulders, his
back, rubbing over his flesh, the palms working as if she was
sandpapering his skin. Her thighs clamped tight to his narrow hips,
her knees coming up, her heels caught behind the calves of his
legs, rubbing up and down the backs of his thighs as if in that way
she could release the agony of heat and fire that filled her, that
made her loins a torment of passion.

Her head worked from side to side, mouth wide
open and gasping, her body screaming for release from the tension
that knotted her muscles, that cut like knives into the flesh of
her groin.

He was tantalizing her, his chest barely
touching the hard buttons that capped the gentle swellings that
were the beginnings of her boobs. He swayed his body so that his
chest rubbed across her nipples and it seared her flesh.

He held his hips up so that his cockhead was
just inside her cunt, then rotated his hips in a wide circle so
that the glans pulled and worked at the sensitive opening.

She kept running her hands over his back, up
and down till finally she ran them over the cheeks of his ass,
savoring the lean hardness of him, rubbing the sides of his hips,
the firm ass-cheeks. Her hands met then at the center of his ass,
stroking the crack, her arms stretching to full length. Her hands
turned till they capped the rounded ass cheeks then she pulled,
trying to pull him down, to pull his cock deeper into her.

“Omigod!” she gasped. “Come on, Andy! In! I
want it in me!”

It was a desperate plea, wrung out of her need,
the fiery thirst of her body, the grating desire to have the pole
deep in her, filling her, quenching the fires of lust that shook
her uncontrollably. She tilted her pelvis up, whipping it up,
thrusting in a desperate effort to get more of the fat cock in her.
As she thrust her cunt up she tightened her hands on his ass
cheeks, pulling him into her.

The slick pole slid wetly to her depths, their
pubic hair mingling, bones grinding together as he threw off his
restraint and let it all out, driving his cock to the hilt in her
virgin twat. He began to work his hips around, grinding, moving
from side to side, the elastic sheath forming and reforming to the
shape of his prick, fitting like a greased, tight rubber glove.

She let out a gagging moan, her fingers digging
into his back, her thighs clamped tight around him, her heels
clawing at the back of his thighs, his cock digging another inch
into her.

He began to pump now but his strokes were
short, kept so by the closeness with which she locked herself to
him. Her eyes were open, staring now while he fucked her, staring
up past him, staring into infinity, her body a pulsing mushroom
cloud of star matter, ready to explode into a galaxy of new
sensation.

“Oh, you're tight, Anna! You've got some tight
hot snatch!”

She gave a little moan and tightened her arms
around him.

“You're cunt's hot. It's like my cock's on
fire!”

Her mouth was open, slobbering, her teeth
closed tightly on his shoulder, biting.

“You're tight pussy!”

Her body began convulsing, tremors going
through it, like the rumbling of an earthquake, her legs losing
control, loosening their grip on his ass.

“I'm going to fuck you again.” He laughed, a
low, quavering laugh. “My balls feel big as watermelons, full of
sap and ready to blow. When I get through fucking you I'm going to
fuck you again and again.”

Her body was a coiled spring but she'd lost
control of her movements, her legs swinging loose, her head
thrashing from side to side.

“You're coming, ain't you? You're popping,
Jesus, you're popping! I can feel it, your pussy running hot juice
all around my cock.”

She was exploding now, her body splintering
into an infinity of light flecks, spreading through the
universe.

“That's it, Anna, pump, keep your ass working!
Fuck back! Harder! Faster!”

He was swinging his hips now in a long arc, no
more short strokes, his pole traveling its full length in her
snatch, drawing back to the tight, flushed cunt-lips, then driving
back in.

They were both sweating, their bodies slick
with perspiration, her hands crawling over his back, his ass,
cupping his butt, pulling him down, swinging with the wild lustful
abandon of youth, the flesh of her belly rippling with her
orgasms—repeated, pulsing explosions.

“Oh, oh, oh, oh, oh, oh,” she exclaimed in a
series of little puffing sounds.

He was slapping wetly against her now, his
hands sliding down her back, running over her ass cheeks, squeezing
them, holding her butt in a viselike grip while his cock hammered
into her.

Then he gasped hoarsely, the hot juice bubbling
up out of his testes, running along the channel along the underside
of his tool to spurt again and again, his hips jerking, thrusting
in powerful lunges that caused the bed springs to squeak, the frame
to creak and hit against the wall.

She was trying frantically to envelop him, as
if she were trying to buck up and swallow him with her cunt, driven
wild by the sensations in her loins, sensations she hadn't believed
possible, repeated orgasms almost making her black out. Her body
trembled as he finally stopping banging against her, drained, sated
for the moment. They both lay still for long minutes, drenched with
sweat, their bodies hot and tight, his cock still in her, feeling
good in the warm, wet pocket of her cunt. She relished the tight
fullness of the sensation.

After a time he rolled off her and lay beside
her on the bed. “That was good, wasn't it?” he asked. “I told you
it'd be good.”

“It was wonderful, Andy,” she whispered. “I
never felt anything like that in my whole life.”

“You'll feel it again,” he promised. “I'm going
to fuck you again. Tonight.”

“What if pa hears, Andy?”

“Naw. He's out till morning. He ain't hearing
nothing.” A pause. “You were good. I didn't think you'd be that
good. But I was so hot I just had to fuck something. I thought
about you and well—”

“I'm glad you did,” she whispered. “It was
good.”

“I'm sorry if it hurt you for a minute,” he
said apologetically.

“I don't care. That was nothing.”

“What is it like?” he asked curiously. “When
you come?”

“Is that what they call it? Come?”

“Yeah. When you pop at the end. Come.”

“It felt—it felt like I was coming apart, like
a whole bagfull of butterflies were inside me and flying out
through my navel and through—through my holes, both of them.”

He laughed. “Yeah. It's great.”

“Did you do it before? Before tonight?”

“Oh, sure,” he answered with the assurance of a
man of the world. “I've done it lots of times.”

“Did you really, Andy? Not with Julie
though.”

“Naw! She's a lousy P.T. A prick teaser. Just
flirts around and gets a guy hot, then she says she has to go in.
The next time I get her alone though, I'm going to show her. I'm
going to put the blocks to her and not give her any chance to get
away!”

“If you didn't do it with her, then who'd you
do it with?” she pried.

He looked at her closely. “You won't tell
pa?”

“No. Cross my heart.”

He wavered between the need for secrecy and the
boyish desire to brag about his exploits. Braggadocio won. “Ruby,”
he said.

“Ruby!” She stared at the ceiling, visualizing
the plump black girl that came once a week to clean and do the
laundry for them. She was much older than Andy, almost twenty. “Did
you really, Andy? Honest?”

“Honest! She's good too, real good at it,” he
added with the smugness of a connoisseur.

“I think you're lying to me. She's black.”

“The black ones are better at fucking.
Everybody knows that. Hell, you know what they say.”

“What's that, Andy?”

“They say you ain't a man till you split that
black oak.”

“How'd you come to do it?”

He looked at her in annoyance, then grinned.
“It was one day she came early to do the laundry. You was to school
and pa at work and I stayed home and was in bed. I didn't know she
was coming and I was laying in bed playing with it.”

“Playing with it?”

“My cock. I like to play with it,” he said with
an elaborate gesture. “Lots of time I wake up with a hardon and I
got to jack off to get it down.”

“What's that mean? Jack off?”

“I'll show you later. You can do it for me
sometimes. Anyway, I'm laying there in bed with a big hardon when
Ruby walks in. Well, I'm so startled I don't know what to do for a
minute, so I just lay there looking up at her with my cock sticking
straight up in the air. She looks at me and says, 'How come you
ain't in school?' I say, 'I wasn't feeling good.' She says, 'How do
you feel now?' I say, 'I'm feeling pretty good,' and I stroke my
cock a little and grin at her.

“She grins back and says, 'What are you doing
with that thing there?' I say, 'I'm just playing with it.' She
says, 'It's not so much fun to play by yourself.' I say, 'Why don't
you and me play?' She doesn't say anything then but sits on the
edge of the bed and reaches over and grabs hold of my cock. Boy,
don't you think I nearly went through the ceiling then!

“Well, she squeezed it and stroked it and
fondled my balls and then she got up and took her dress off. She
lay back on the bed and I loo [...]
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