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EDITOR’S NOTE

The artistically fertile period of the 1930s and 1940s stand as the Golden Age of science fiction, when phallus-like rocket ships thrust hungrily into the beckoning depths of space, toward orbs that gleamed high and yet so tantalizingly close in the vault of the blue-black night sky. In the inky pages of story after story, shapely and yet almost impossibly innocent young heroines clothed in flouncy skirts and torn blouses were menaced by lustful space pirates, single-minded mad scientists with a lightly veiled bent for bondage and sexual experimentation, and dying extraterrestrial species which needed fresh breeding stock to survive.

Spirited away to garish alien landscapes, the flower of Earth’s femininity always writhed most prettily in the grip of the grunting, blunt-fingered buccaneers of the space ways, rubber-gloved experimenters whose immaculate double-breasted white lab coats concealed the deviant desires beneath, or tentacled monsters that slavered after human girl-flesh. And yet— Despite the poor victims’ unspeakable predicaments, as the almost-bare things breathlessly awaited the rescue of their jackboot- and jodhpur-wearing heroes, still those unwelcome caresses seemed somehow to arouse the helpless good-girls almost as much as they terrified. Even as bright red lips opened for the obligatory scream, after all, erect nipples pushed up unmistakably through sheer cotton…

In those years anything was possible. Though the great technological progress of the period spurred pulp-fiction writers to speculate that space travel was less than a lifetime away, the level of knowledge about the planets of the Solar System was limited enough to let the imagination run wild. The pioneering liquid-fueled rockets of Robert Goddard, Willy Ley, and Wernher Von Braun combined with the new atomic theories of Niels Bohr and Albert Einstein to suggest that one day soon, ray-gun-wielding spacemen—and shapely spacewomen, always attired as dancing-girls, it seemed—might face bug-eyed monsters on alien worlds.

The sandy ochre deserts of the slowly dying planet Mars, so the famous astronomer Percival Lowell had been saying for a generation, appeared to be crisscrossed with great canals which must have been the work of intelligence. Sun-soaked Venus, solidly pearl-clouded in even the most powerful telescopes, promised the steamy mystery of primitive jungles. The Asteroid Belt, at the time thought perhaps to have been the remnants of some broken planet, would allow a new frontier to forty-niners of the space ways. Swollen Jupiter possessed four moons the size of small worlds, and gaudy Saturn’s great moon Titan was discovered to have an atmosphere. Thirty years before our exploration of the planets began in earnest, writers could see the Solar System as brimming with exotic life and ancient civilizations, with excitement and challenges.


It was during such hopeful, naive times that Slave to Six Worlds was written. Yet despite countless glossy full-color magazine covers that depicted in leering detail the scantily clad maidens whose lives—and, apparently, virginities—were threatened by slavering monsters and by fiends of all varieties, this book could not have been published then. No, in science fiction’s Golden Age those ripe young breasts never were to be fondled free of their brass brassieres, hardening nipples rolled and thumbed and twisted and sucked. Nor could those chorus-girl skirts be flounced up over sleek thighs to reveal blonde-furred labia whose musky pout called appreciative eyes, reverent fingers, worshipful tongue… Lurid illustrations tantalized, but the lusts they inflamed could not be satisfied.

Only now has this once-hidden manuscript come to light. Only now can it be presented as it was meant to be. Despite the temptation to meddle in matters of plot, style, and even ethnography, I have edited only for the occasional stray typographical error. The science of Slave to Six Worlds may be quaintly dated… yet its eroticism is not.

—O.M.R.


CHAPTER ONE: On a Blushing Bride’s Happiest Day, the Revelation of Secret Desires

Cynthia Richardson, nee Smythe, settled back contentedly against the limousine’s deep cushions of richly tanned Martian boar hide as the car rose with a quiet thrum from the concrete canyons of the teeming hive of New York, up through the buzzing cloud of air traffic and across the Hudson, then into the cloudless sky over the open countryside soon beyond. Her dreamy blue eyes gazed at her new husband, the handsomest young man in the Solar System—and the wealthiest one as well. Rich sunlight gleamed in her golden hair and on her creamy white dress, upon the car’s beautiful red-brown leather and its panels of native Titanian redwood shipped all the way Earthward from Saturn.

 “How soon will we be home, darling?” she whispered, her heart fluttering beneath the high breasts which thrust up full against the white lace of her wedding gown. All at once Cynthia was vaguely aware that the sensitive fleshy pink-brown peaks of those tender mounds ached, crinkled and expectantly erect just beneath the thin layer of white satin. She felt drowsy and excited at the same time.


Although she had been to the Richardson mansion before, of course, never had it been unchaperoned, and certainly never had there loomed the knowledge that the man’s bedroom awaited her… ah, at last, at last! Cynthia drummed the fingers of her left hand impatiently upon her thigh, and sparkling reflections from the great lunar diamond of her wedding ring flew about the interior of the vehicle. Capping a shining band of South African gold, that extraordinary rarity of nature had been formed in the violent heat and pressure of the impact of a meteor on the cracked and craggy gray surface of the Moon a hundred million years earlier. Yet now, she mused, it was as beautifully cold and hard on the inside as she herself was soft and warm and wet. She shifted her hips restlessly in the supple leather cushions.

“How long, Steven?” she found herself whispering again.

“Take your time,” she heard Richardson advise the bullet-headed robot chauffeur easily through the speaker in the glass partition. “Let’s take a spin around the countryside before heading back.” He turned back to his bride, smiling at the uncertain twinge of disappointment she could not keep from flashing across her pretty face.

“Don’t worry, Cynthia,” he added slyly. “I know what you need.”

“Why—why, Steven!” she protested, reddening. “Wh-whatever do you mean?” Her gloved hands flew reflexively to cover her bosom… and, blushing further, in her demurely gloved palms she felt the hard nipples pressing right through her gown. Oh, how her poor body longed to be simply taken—grabbed and groped, held down, mastered, made to cry out its joys at the sudden revelation of all the things she had not dared even speak of before! She did not need to be romanced anymore, to be sweet-talked and courted and wooed. She simply needed to be fucked. Oh, the wicked thrill of that forthright, deliciously forbidden word which bubbled up from the simmering cauldron of her supposedly innocent young mind! She could never admit such a thing, of course, and yet, wordless and instinctive, her flesh knew—ah, how it knew!

Steven came across the compartment and settled into the cushion beside her. He insinuated his arm around her narrow waist, wrapping his hand about the swell of her hip with a new familiarity that made her shiver. “Oh, dear, Cyn,” he chuckled. “We all have our needs, don’t we? And that is one of the reasons we humans marry…”

“Well…” She bit her lip prettily, then snuggled into his embrace. She did not want to appear too eager, but it was all she could do to restrain herself in this coy acquiescence. In mock-hesitance she lowered her arms from the embarrassingly prominent erections crowning her bosom. “Of course, Steven.” It felt good to let him touch her and see her, felt good to know that with him she no longer had to pretend to be a good girl anymore. The hand of the man who now owned her, body and soul, caressed her haunch idly through the layers of silks and satin, and her tingling nipples stood up even bolder so close before his face. She was sure that he couldn’t help but notice.

He had always thrilled her so, and though it was something her mother said ladies just didn’t discuss, Cynthia had longed for this day—and the coming night!—since the very beginning of their courtship. Often when they danced she had felt a strange, moist sort of warmth seeping from beneath her taut belly. Later, alone, she had tried to comfort herself as best she could, exploring her virgin body in girlish innocence. Though she always began in red-faced guilt, her terrible desires invariably pushed her toward the most shocking self-indulgences.

Naked between satin sheets, Cynthia had learned to make her supple young flesh sing out its natural, unspeakable lusts. When first she palmed her high maidenly breasts she may have bitten her lip in coy hesitance, but all too soon she would squeeze the resilient mounds in earnest, relishing the feel of her turgid nipples between appreciative thumbs and forefingers, shivering at the way the tingling sensation rippled straight down to her watering cunt. Teasing herself as she ran frank hands along every curve in her pretty body, she finally might scratch her nails down through the soaked blonde delta of crinkly curls that brooded soft and odorous between her quaking thighs.

Helplessly, she had stroked fingertips through the innermost temple of her burgeoning womanhood. Curious, ashamed, and yet unable to stop, she had explored her own sodden mysteries as deeply Stanley had the Congo, or MacDougal the swamps of Venus. Spreading wide with one hand the thickened petals of hairy pink velvet that glistened and oozed, with the fingertips of her other she drew blissful circles about a tremulous button-like morsel of meat that stood straight up in its arousal, craving a dirty touch at the same time that it tried to shrink back in over-sensitized fright. Fingering herself on and on and on, she inhaled delightedly the salty-sweet tang of her fragrant pussy, listened to every bubbly squelch of her copious juices. Oh, how she had learned to pleasure herself!


Certainly such dalliance in the slippery folds between her sleek thighs had always been enough to make her gasp excitedly beneath the covers in her prim bed. And yet now, Cynthia knew, she would find out soon exactly what it meant to be a woman. This was what her poor flesh had cried for, silently in its confused arousal. Yes, now at last a man would do that to her, all of it, and more. Oh, the agony of having to wait even another moment!

 “You are a good girl, aren’t you, Cynthia?” Steven murmured, smiling at the bride who blushed so prettily at her sudden remembrances.

“Y-yes, Steven,” she replied automatically, blinking. But then she bit her lip guiltily, for if he could sense even half of the wicked things the supposed good girl had fantasized about as she wallowed whimperingly night after night, certainly he would be shocked, even disgusted. She was sure of it.

“Oh, but you’ve tamed me, darling,” he sighed with an almost wistful little headshake. “Or at least as close to it as possible,” he amended, flashing a charmingly wolfish grin. “Why, at twenty-three I’ve done it all… and I do mean all.”

The honey-blonde licked her lips a little uneasily. “R-really?” she whispered. At the same time, though, she squirmed inwardly at the thought that a man, of course, could sow his wild oats—why, it was even expected in a way—but a girl was scarcely even allowed to think of such things. It was a strange, very private torment.

Ah, the guilt of her naughty imaginings, the remorse of what she had done to herself in the secret dark! How many times had she repented, blinking sheepishly as she caught her breath, swearing that she would never do it again? But she always broke down again, always! Often, in fact, it was only just moments later as the girl could not help growing restlessly aroused once more by the fishy odor of sex that still wafted from her slippery fingertips, so that, shuddering in her need, she pushed the sweetly reeking digits right up against the flared entrance of her wondering nostrils and she breathed deep of that primal, evocative, impossibly intimate scent. And maybe, whimpering a little with the joy of it and yet without meaning anything by it, really, with her other hand she might pinch at her stiffening nipples again, and her hips would begin to roll and grind, and then before she even knew quite what was happening, she just had to rub herself, grunting and hungry, ever more urgently, on and on and on, until after that second desperate orgasm—or perhaps a third or even a fourth!—she at last was left sweat-soaked and exhausted and sore, guilty and ashamed, and yet somehow so utterly fulfilled that she could not help smiling contentedly in the darkness as she drifted off into sleep. But how paltry these things were, she realized in a sort of awe, compared to what this handsome young man had done…

Steven looked down into her wide eyes, then kissed her chastely on the top of her golden head. “Maybe if you’d like,” he offered with a nonchalant little shrug of his wise-looking face, “I’ll tell you about those days sometime…”

“Do—do you think you should?” Cynthia asked shyly. It seemed dirty, yet somehow profoundly exciting as well. When she first met Steven he had been a reckless playboy, and despite his wealth, she had wanted nothing to do with him. He had been shallow, arrogant, leering.

He had flown all around the Solar System in his rocket ship yacht, stopping at the hottest nightclubs, the lowest dives, the most debauched parties of the idle rich, picking up girls one after the other. It was common knowledge that he had seduced demure society debutantes, high-priced call girls, gum-cracking cocktail waitresses, overawed coeds suddenly willing to try anything once. Flagrant trysts with the most desirable wenches of every world, uninhibited orgies that lasted languid days, wondrously wicked scandals that could not be printed but whose whispered repetitions never seemed to end—Steven indeed had done it all. The stories hinted at on the televisor and in the gossip columns were bad enough, but it was rumored that the boy’s father had spent a fortune to hush up even worse indiscretions.


Steven had forsaken that life, all because of her, and while the thought that he would tell her about those things should have disgusted her, she instead found herself becoming perversely aroused. What would it be like, she wondered dirtily, to hear it all? She tried to imagine the tales he could tell—single-minded “romances” with girls whose names he hardly knew, lusty couplings in exotic ports of many worlds, exhibitionistic debaucheries catered to by suave servants who smirkingly saw all but said naught… Could she stand waiting for the revelations? Or would she break down and beg for the terrible treat immediately? That wasn’t the way a blushing young wife was supposed to behave, she had always supposed, but she simply could not help thinking about it. Her pulse throbbed heavily within the hungry velvet of her most private flesh.

“Yes,” Steven repeated with an almost ironic sort of gallantry, “you’re my good girl.” He squeezed her hand while his other fingers glided nonchalantly across her hip, across the upper thigh which quivered expectantly beneath the virginal white crinoline of her wedding dress. “How many nights in the Starlight Club, Cyn, two hundred stories up, as the cabs whizzed by the windows like fireflies and the stars gleamed high above? How many dances until we fell in love? Oh, how I wanted you! But you weren’t like the others, Cynthia. For you I waited. I had never done that before.” His breath was warm in her ear, tickling.

“Yes,” she whispered. “Me, too. I’ve waited for this day for so long. I wanted to be your wife.”

“I know,” Steven smiled quietly. “And I wanted to be your husband. But it was torture, darling. Every night as we danced so close, feeling your body against mine…” He began nibbling his way along the sensitive flesh behind her ear, and she gasped at the sudden thrill. “Every night I went home so frustrated—and I liked to think that you did, too.” His tongue tip flicked about her earlobe. “Didn’t you?” he murmured.


She squirmed pleasurably, her neck arching. She hesitated. Oh, how shameful it would be to admit such a dirty thing! And yet how wickedly exciting, too! “Yes,” she whispered at last, “yes! It’s true, Steven! I— I wanted you so much.” Her husband’s lips descended upon her exposed throat, and he began working his way along her trembling flesh, following the heavy strand of Callistan pearls he had given her as an engagement gift, shining baubles wrested from the briny depths of one of Jupiter’s savage moons to gleam about her graceful neck.

“I liked to think,” his muffled voice continued, “that when you went home, you just couldn’t help touching yourself. You did, didn’t you?” His palm rubbed her shoulder possessively, and then slowly it started to drift inward. Casually he wrapped his hand around the lace-clad mound of her breast and fondled it, making her moan softly. “You touched yourself for me, darling. Didn’t you?”

“Yes,” she admitted in a shy voice, her flushed eyelids closed beatifically. It felt so naughtily freeing to say! Her nipples stood up so hard that they hurt, and Steven took to stroking them through the virginal white fabric of her wedding gown. She shivered helplessly as he caught the excited nubbins and worked them over between his knowing fingers and thumb. It was bliss.

She had thought that she never could confess such a dirty secret, but with her new husband suddenly even this—and perhaps more!—seemed allowable. “I did, Steven,” she continued softly, therefore. “I’d never done it before, but after you took me home and kissed me goodnight, I just went upstairs and climbed into bed and—and—and—” Cynthia swallowed. “And started touching myself… down there.”

She bit her lip, but when she glanced apprehensively at his hot face, his eyes were wild with desire. “I didn’t think good girls did such things…” he teased her, seeming to struggle visibly to restrain himself.

Cynthia blinked, blushing fiercely. “I did,” she whispered again.

Steven’s eyes danced. “It’s called masturbation,” he taunted in a naughty sort of glee.

For a moment she could only shiver there as he manipulated her springy bosom enthusiastically, more for his own enjoyment than for hers. “I know,” she whispered at last.

“Yes…?” he wondered, pinching her nipples encouragingly.

Cynthia’s breath caught in her throat, and her mouth worked soundlessly as her eyelids fluttered, heavy with the blood of arousal. Oh, those hands of his knew just what to do. “I masturbated!” she husked helplessly.

Grinning, the man molested her. “Mmm…?”

Shuddering, she found herself pressing on in a whisper, “M-m-my panties were always soaked, Steven—”

“Yeah?” he growled eagerly as he tortured the points of her breasts through her gown. “What did they smell like?” asked the excited man, tugging roughly upon her sensitive thimbles for emphasis. “Huh? Huh?”

“L-l-like cunt!” she could not help gasping.

His eyes flashed. “So my shy little blushing bride does know that word, eh…?”

“N-no!” she yelped instinctively. “I mean—” She blinked, feeling trapped. “Well, I…”

“Yeeees…?” he wondered in grand innocence as he strummed his splayed fingers back and forth across the peak of a nipple that protruded from beneath the fabric of her gown.

Cynthia bit her lip, aghast that she had said… that. But she had, and there was no getting around it. “I mean, l-like v-v-vagina,” she attempted in a whisper.

“Oh, no, you don’t,” he corrected her, grinning. “That word is a thousand years old if it’s a day, and you had better get used to it. Regardless of what euphemisms or Latinate phraseology have been devised since, nothing else quite captures the, ah, essence of the matter like that ancient Anglo-Saxon monosyllable. Vagina is a line drawing in an anatomy textbook, but cunt is the real thing—soft and warm and hairy, plump and juicy, all sticky and smelly…” Eying her expectantly as he squeezed her soft bosoms, he prompted her again. “So your panties smelled like…?”

She licked her lips, embarrassed, but she simply could not deny him. “Like cunt,” she repeated quietly, squirming.

“Again,” he demanded, squeezing her breasts excitedly.

“My panties smelled like cunt,” she husked again, wickedly deliberate.

“I knew it,” he chuckled, “I knew it! Oh, I’ll bet they did!” Panting, he fondled her in the pleasant desperation of his mounting arousal. “Yeah,” he crooned, half to himself, his eyes glassy, “all slippery and warm and fishy…”

“That’s right,” Cynthia confirmed solemnly, her face burning. “And I just couldn’t w-wait to get my fingers down into them, and—”

“You couldn’t, huh?” he wondered dirtily, his hands wild upon her breasts. “So you wanted to masturbate? You wanted to be a bad girl? You wanted to come like a whore? Oh-ho, you dirty slut…”

“Yes, Steven,” she confessed eagerly, “yes!” Her entire body trembled as he pawed her. “I was your slut,” she said in slow-dawning wonderment, “and I didn’t even know it.” Her blue eyes shone joyous.

“Mm, all for me,” grinned Steven tightly, groping her. “My little teenaged virgin-whore, my slut, my cunt—all juiced up and smelly, wanting to frig herself off like a fucking animal…”

“Yes,” she gasped again, happily, “yes! I didn’t know why, but I just needed something down there.” Closing her eyes again, she said softly, “I couldn’t help touching myself, faster and faster… I always thought of you, Steven,” she hastened to assure him. “It—it felt so good.”

“Show me now, slut,” Steven growled, his fingers feverish on the chaste buttons of her lacy dress. He worked hastily to strip her bare right there in the car.


“Why, Steven!” Cynthia gasped in the false modesty that she had always had to show the world. But, flattered wildly, she made no move to cover herself. Eyes slitted, she lay back against the supple Martian boar hide as her new husband pawed her happily. She was so recklessly aroused. Pursing her lips, the girl reached silently beneath the rustling skirts of her wedding gown until she found the hidden flesh that brooded, musky and open, between her sweating thighs. Smiling serenely, she began to stroke herself there, silk-clad fingertips sunk in the wet pink flower of her innermost femininity.

Steven almost tore the upper part of the gown from her body in his excitement, his kisses falling upon her bared shoulders, her collarbone, and her neck. He drew back and stared for a moment at her right arm, the one which reached down under her prim skirts. Entranced, he watched the smoothly rounded muscles ripple beneath the long sheer glove as she fingered herself dreamily, her hand still coyly hidden. His deep brown eyes looked down into her sleepy blue ones—almost gratefully, she thought.

Then, panting, he reached his frank hands into her lacy brassiere and scooped the naked mounds of her innocent breasts right out. The tender flesh which no man ever had seen suddenly jiggled bare and naughty, her puckered pink-brown nipples standing up tight and erect before her husband’s red face. She looked down at herself for a moment, wonderingly—and then her mind reeled as his mouth dropped onto one, then the other, back and forth upon her forbidden treasures, hungry as a baby as he sucked and smacked and chewed, sending a powerful electric shock straight to her moistening crotch. Sighing, she played with herself ever more urgently.


As he feasted so passionately, so hungrily, so demandingly upon the thick, turgid peaks of her heavy young breasts, Steven pushed one hand down around the small of her back to fumble at the closure of her skirts. Cynthia wriggled around in the tanned Martian leather, trying desperately to accommodate his actions. She clutched his head to her bosom while the fingers of her other hand swirled shamelessly through the garden of smelly naked pink beneath her lower belly’s rounded triangle of golden fur. It felt so good.

Finally, he yanked the last tatters of her gown from her body, leaving her gloriously nude save for her long gloves and her sparkling wedding ring, her sleek stockings and her elegant high-heeled shoes, her choker of heavy pearls. She was suddenly conscious of being displayed like some succulent morsel to tempt even the most jaded connoisseur of the flesh. Ah, for that was what it meant to be a woman, was it not? Once upon a time, the shivering bride knew, lustful and decadent old men had owned girls such as her—actually owned them! Yet so had it been since the time of the grunting cavemen, the days of bearded Homer, the blue-jowled Romans, the dusky Rajput maharajas, the rule of the sultans of the Ottoman Turks. Perhaps even now the aloof architects of ancient Mars still kept harems full of such girls to glut the demanding lusts which, despite their cool and vast intellects, they still were rumored to have. God, the perverse thrill of thinking such a thing!

Honey-blonde tresses cascaded about her naked shoulders as she lolled back, knees shamelessly spread to expose her beckoning womanhood. Nubile wenches had been doing this for countless millennia, she knew, and would continue down through the ages, teasing and tantalizing, flaunting themselves, making simple predictable male beasts wild with desire. Perhaps men had the money and the cunning and the brawn, but between her sleek round thighs glistened the ultimate power that had lured entire empires to their doom. In a way, it was the only clout a slender little girl could exercise, and yet even then, its once-smug wielder was sure to end up on her back anyway, moaning as her soft, sweetly subjugated flesh was penetrated, possessed, and polluted in the most intimate way possible… Cynthia felt pretty and loved and wanted, wonderfully naughty. She prodded the slippery bud of her pulsing clitoris as she gazed languidly up at her husband.

“Is this what you wanted to see?” she husked as Steven drew back again to regard her supple young body gleaming white and sleek and rounded on the red-brown leather, her flesh caressed and framed by her remaining few garments rather than covered. This was what a whore did, she imagined—and now she was his willing whore. She reached down to spread her puffy labia wide open to his gaze while the bunched fingers of her other hand played knowingly across her most secret places.

“Ohhh, y-yeah…” panted her husband. “Touch it, slut,” he whispered. “Show me. Show me…”

“Of course, dear,” she replied dutifully, smirking as she performed for him.

Steven stood between her slim ankles, stooping so that his rakish black hair just skimmed the dark Venusian moss-velvet of the limousine’s ceiling. His fingers trembled as he shrugged off his shiny black swallow-tailed coat and worked hastily at the studs of his crisp white shirt. Once he had tossed off his shirt, Steven paused and licked his lips, watching her masturbate for him. He tried to steady himself, and Cynthia could not help but smile at the effect she had upon him. She slowed the fingertips which prodded at the exposed nubbin of her clitoris, trying to prolong his sweet agony, and her own. It felt good to be watched.


As she drew lazy circles about the tremulous bud of naked flesh that made her hips jerk helplessly in response, Cynthia stared as her husband silently took down his trousers and his undergarments, revealing at last his full nakedness. She gasped at the sight of the reddened pillar of meat that stuck out high and swollen from the wiry black curls that sheathed the base of his belly.

Though she had long been powerfully, guiltily curious, never had she seen such a thing before, never! Now her eyes swept him just as eagerly as his lustful gaze burned her bare skin. The great turgid organ reared demanding, primitive and blind and veiny—yet in a way it was almost beautiful, emblematic of the silent power of his masculinity. She shivered as she realized slowly that soon the naked thing would be within her at last… She fingered her glistening slit in rapture, opening her stockinged thighs wider without even knowing it.

As she frigged herself shamelessly, he stepped up close to her, so close that his rampant organ swayed directly before her flushed face, twitching to the rapid beat of his heart. The head was bulbous and purpled, the tiny slit at its tip already glistening expectantly with a droplet of clear fluid, while his hairy balls bulged heavy with his urgent seed. His scent was masculine somehow, and powerfully exciting. Steven leaned closer still… She bit her lip uncertainly.

“Bring yourself off now, baby,” he urged her, his fathomless pupils dilated with lust. “You’re my slut now, and I want you to come.”

The thought was dirtily, impossibly arousing. How she craved an orgasm now! And how she longed to give him a wanton display that would outdo any he had ever seen! She would climax for him gladly, unashamedly—

Yet vaguely she felt that it should be his job to do that to her. She felt she should be able to just lie back and lift her knees and watch his beautiful body as it labored within her… “But, Steven—”

And as she opened her mouth to speak, he pushed his hips forward and slipped the swollen purple head of his penis right between her lips. She gasped in shock, but he merely smiled crookedly and pressed himself deeper across the cupping trough of her tongue. She choked and sputtered and tossed her head around the brutish intrusion, but suddenly his eyes gleamed hard, and he simply rubbed himself back and forth in the sticky pit of her confused mouth, back and forth, until she learned to take his deep thrust without gagging.

“Make yourself come now, Cynthia,” he growled, seeming to excite himself with the sight of his great bestial red organ stabbed deep into her pretty face, his swollen scrotum jouncing against her chin. “You know you want to. Don’t you?” he asked, pushing deeper between her soft cheeks until her eyes watered, and she gagged again, helplessly. “Don’t you!”

Her wide blue orbs pleaded somehow, rolled up in long-lashed astonishment at the deeply flushed face of the over-excited man to whom she had just bound herself, legally and morally, for ever and ever and ever. Was this what it meant? Mute and slobbering, stabbed full of cock like a piece of meat? What a strange, strange thing! And yet—well, it did have its own peculiar charm, did it not…?

At her silent, drooling entreaty the man stepped back slightly, withdrawing the bulbous purple glans to the pucker of her rounded red lips, and suddenly it seemed the most natural thing in the world that she kiss the tip of the bloated, faintly oozing thing with a worshipful, almost chaste reverence. “Yes, Steven,” she admitted belatedly but very dutifully, her face warm.

“That’s my darling,” he smiled gently, stroking her golden hair. His grin deepened. “That’s my own sweet, darling little slut-wife,” he said, “my naughty, dirty whore…” Then he pushed his rigid flesh deeper between her soft cheeks, sinking thickly into her vulnerable mouth again, down to her very throat to take her breath away. “Now show me,” he commanded her, trying to remain calm despite the wild look his eyes. “Show me. Show me how good it feels to be a cocksucking slut.”

Oh, how his frankness thrilled the sheltered debutante! Her husband’s demeanor now was like nothing she had ever seen in him, but this unblinking forthrightness was what she perhaps had longed for in secret, scarcely even knowing. With her lips wrapped comfortable and wet around the shaft of Steven’s cock, the thrilled girl complied, willingly. While her wanton hands played so desperately upon the open pink funnel of her sopping vagina, Cynthia worked her wondering mouth about the center of her husband’s desires. This was not what she had expected… but it was deliciously dirty nevertheless. If putting that marvelous rod of heavy flesh between the tremulous lips of her sweating young cunt had been forbidden but an hour before, then how much more so was this? Never had she imagined such an act!

Yet now she abandoned herself to the selfless joy of pleasuring her man so intimately. To the bride nothing could be forbidden again, nothing! Improvising happily, she fluttered her tongue along the loose sensitive skin piled up along the underside of his shaft just behind his swollen cockhead, at what must have been, she supposed, the circumcision line. That seemed an area specially made for her oral attentions, and she was wickedly pleased to hear him gasp in delight. She rocked her comforting mouth around him again and again, taking him to the very back of her welcoming throat so that her lips almost seemed to touch his belly. She loved him wildly.


As she fellated him with this new hunger of hers, teetering on the brink of her own orgasm, some little corner in the back of her mind could not help wondering how many girls had done this before her. How many lissome wenches had submitted themselves to Steven’s whims, down on their naked knees as their pretty faces accepted this delightful perversion? Between how many flushed cheeks had her husband-to-be pushed himself triumphantly, ever more rapidly, until nimble young lips and tongue coaxed the thick spurts of his semen from the tight-coiled vesicles of his clenching balls? How many times had he sighed out his gratitude, his fingers twined in another girl’s flowing tresses as he emptied the stringy white gouts of his satisfaction convulsively across an indulgent tongue and down a whorishly open throat?

Prodding her naughty little clit ecstatically, she realized that it mattered not. That life was over, and she could not begrudge what already had happened. She could not change the past, and perhaps she could not even fault his appetites. Suddenly she could understand the wild joy he must have felt in picking out some pretty stranger and performing whatever wondrously dirty acts his fertile mind imagined. Why, if she herself somehow had been able to experience such debauchery, unencumbered by care of what others might say, who knew what the supposed good girl Cynthia would have done? The idea excited her terribly.

Whimpering around the thick shaft of her husband’s pulsing cock, Cynthia finally brought herself off, gratefully. The pleasures building within the quivering nubbin of quintessential pleasure at the very heart of pampered twat sprang gloriously free, a rich liquid glow that spread from her spasming pussy, through her shuddering hips, all along her trembling limbs, even through the mouth which sucked so lovingly at its salty treat. Nameless blisses seared at the base of her brain behind her sweetly closed eyelids, and her soul felt consumed with happiness. On and on she stroked herself, grateful and sleepy and warm, as the man whom she had pledged to love, honor, and obey towered demandingly over her and watched every pretty, once-private shiver with a thrillingly leering intentness.

She had never felt more contented and fulfilled.


CHAPTER TWO: At Last, the Impromptu Consummation of a High-Society Wedding

When the beautiful exhibition of Cynthia’s helpless orgasm finally was completed, she lay panting upon the sweaty leather, only distantly aware that her husband had withdrawn himself from the snug cradle of her mouth. Her heartbeat gradually slowed, and her gloved fingertips fell to her stockinged thighs. Endless moments later she found the strength to open her flushed eyelids.

“Oh, Steven,” she murmured as she saw him kneel between her ankles with an indulgent smile, “thank you. Thank you.”

“You really needed that, darling,” he replied softly. Tenderly he leaned forward and kissed her upon the tip of her nose. Then he kissed her chastely upon her lips, those wild lips which but a moment before had gobbled whorishly at his naked cock.

“But, Steven,” she said, frowning, “you didn’t…” She was not quite even sure how to say it.

“Oh, my dirty little angel-whore,” he exclaimed happily, “you were exquisite! It was all I could do to keep myself from pumping my cum down your sweet throat.” Suddenly he looked sly. “Is that you wanted…?”

Cynthia fidgeted. No, of course she did not want that! Why, how perverse and disgusting it would be for someone for ejaculate right into her poor mouth, thick clingy sperm splattering and gushing, filling her cheeks, glossing her tongue, writhing in clammy strings down her gagging throat! And yet… Well, if it would please her husband, then might not even this forbidden act be allowable, even right somehow? She blinked confusedly.

“Is it?” he wondered again. “Does my little cum-slut want a mouthful of jism?” he taunted. His eyes gleamed excited and hard. “A nice great big bubbly load to smack and play with and taste…?”

Uncertainly she licked her lips. If she wanted that, then of course she was just a dirty whore—there would be no denying it, surely. Yet if this unspeakable thing was not what she desired, then of course she was a bad wife, a girl who already spurned her husband’s needs bare minutes after the nuptials. Why, either alternative was unnatural and wrong! Oh, the shame of it!

“Is it…?” he pressed, watching her closely.

Cynthia swallowed, and at last found her voice. “Wh-whatever you l-like, dear,” she managed dutifully.

At this Steven chuckled to himself. “That’s right,” he nodded, half to himself. “That’s right…” Appraisingly he eyed her from the splayed thighs between which she had just rubbed herself like an animal, across her hipbones and fluttering belly, up between the soft mounds of her upstanding bare breasts, into her uncertain face, and back down again. He licked his lips at the sight of the slippery nest of flesh and hair and fluids gleaming puffy-lipped and fragrant so close before him, and then he looked unhurried back up into her wide-eyed face visage once more. “But no,” he reassured her, “it just wasn’t quite time for me yet. On her wedding day my blushing bride deserves more than merely one orgasm, don’t you think?”

Cynthia bit her lip as Steven reached out and began stroking his hands idly along the soft sides of her full breasts again. Her flaccid nipples stood up again eagerly, making her blush. Smiling knowingly, he scratched his nails lightly across the crinkled areolas, then commenced fingering the stiff buds of erectile tissue that protruded straight up from their centers. It made her hungry again inside.

“You see?” he said, nodding indulgently at the evidence of her renewed excitement. “Cyn, sexually, a woman is just so much more versatile than a man. It’s the way you’re set up, the way your nervous system and blood vessels are laid down. I wouldn’t dream of having my fun until your lovely, naturally whorish body is more satisfied.”

“Steven, you’ll spoil me…” she began, not very convincingly. And silently she prayed he would continue, would force upon her helpless young flesh all the exquisitely perverse joys she suddenly knew it deserved—

“Yes,” he confirmed matter-of-factly, “maybe I will. I love you, Cynthia, and I’ll do anything—everything—for you.” The corner of his lips twitched. “And to you…”

The girl’s eyes flashed, but then, guiltily, she tried to keep from looking so expectant. It would not be proper to appear too eager, she told herself primly. That, after all, was not ladylike. Of course… Well, she could not help wondering crookedly, was it ladylike to masturbate yourself like an absolute nymphomaniac while a man, lawful husband though he may be, watched your every compulsive struggle? Inwardly she smiled at the pleasantly confusing contradiction. There were, she was discovering to her delight, certain situations for which neither the etiquette books nor Mother’s blushing little talks could quite prepare the girl…

“Yes, whatever you want, baby,” Steven continued as he cupped the resilient mounds of her breasts, gathering the tender pink-brown peaks of her nipples between his expertly pinching fingers and thumbs. “Whatever you need.” Smilingly he watched her shiver in response. “Why, if you got the craving suddenly to wallow in your lusts, to fuck your way around the whole Solar System, you know I would arrange it for you. Anything to satisfy your curiosities, sweetie—your naughty mind and your curvy, big-titted blonde body.” He cocked an eyebrow questioningly at her, almost as if daring her to accept the challenge.

“You would?” she whispered, wide-eyed. Her pulse throbbed liquidly in her crotch. “Why, Steven!” she gasped reflexively. She knew she should be shocked… yet instead she found herself wickedly excited.

What if it really could be her turn, she wondered suddenly in frank curiosity, to experience all the unspeakable sensuality that Steven already had? What if she indeed could fulfill any dirty fantasy she chose, without hesitation or remorse, and all with her husband’s approval? Oh, she of course, could never accept such an offer—could she? Could she?—but as a mere laughable fancy, surely it could cause no harm.

Once upon a time a girl would have to hesitate for fear of pregnancy or at least disease. Dr. Weinstein just this morning, however, had turned off her ovulation, ready to reset the cycle whenever the new couple desired. That upright old friend of the family would not have done it even a single day before the wedding, naturally, but—well, she had heard whispered rumors now and then of less reputable physicians among the fast set with different scruples… And whereas old scare-words like gonorrhea and syphilis once had raged through the lower orders of society—and perhaps, now and then, even had touched the higher classes as well—science, of course, had conquered all such social diseases back in the Twentieth Century.

Now, therefore, a young lady was restrained not by mere biology but instead by conscience and propriety. She had always been told that these were the far stronger and more important things. Now, however… Well, now that her slyly smirking husband seemed to dangle before her all the forbidden delights of the flesh that she knew a good girl was not supposed to want, she was not quite so sure. Cynthia knew it was wrong even to think of such things, but for a moment the poor girl nevertheless could not help imagining what, if only given the opportunity, she actually might let herself do…

To her chagrin, Steven pursed his lips knowingly at the betraying expression that flickered across her face. “Oh, you needn’t be coy with me,” he said softly. “Remember, I’ve done it. Back when you were still a good girl, I was a very, very bad boy indeed. I know just the things that would make you happy…”


He leaned forward across her, his naked chest upon hers, and kissed her squarely on the mouth. His tongue slipped between her lips, cavorting in the silken hollow within her cheeks, making her squirm beneath him. Skillfully he stimulated her, and even as his hands fondled her bare breasts, she fancied she could discern the bobbing of his penis against her thigh. Oh, if only he would simply climb up onto her and dig his thumbs in the thickened lips of her cunt and just grind himself into her—

Yet as she trembled at his touch, he slipped gradually back, his lips moving from her mouth, down her throat and her high young breasts, across her flat abdomen. Groaning, he tongued her sensitive navel. She shivered at his tantalizing attentions, but then she stiffened, uncertain, as he nuzzled about her fluttering belly, breathing deep of the musky aroma of the sweaty blonde curls which tickled his chin. To Cynthia that suddenly seemed too much.

“Steven…” she whispered indecisively.

“Yes, my darling,” answered his bland voice. His face slipped lower, and his nose brushed against wet fur as he rotated his head to begin nibbling at the naked skin of the thighs above her stocking tops.

“I— W-w-well…” Red-faced, she hardly knew what to say. And now his hands reached under her to cup distractingly at her supple buttocks. She wanted to hide from his frank, searching gaze and yet somehow at the same time to expose herself to it even further. She wished he would—would— Suddenly she didn’t know what she wanted, or even how to say it.

“You’ve never had your cunt licked, have you, darling?” he murmured.

She gasped at his words, speechless. She squirmed as he licked along the creamy flesh of her trembling thigh, ever inward, tantalizing her, suddenly making her crave something she had not even known existed. It seemed so embarrassing, so terrible… but silently she cried out for him to continue.

“But you’re a cocksucker now, aren’t you, Cyn?” he prodded smugly.


“Yes, dear,” she whispered, both embarrassed and yet secretly proud at once.

“Yes, you took to it like one of the skinny runaway camp followers who hang around the thorium mines outside of Venusberg.” His grin was superior and leering. “Oh, the swanky pleasure palaces of the human settlement have some truly elegant thousand-dollar courtesans who are worth every penny,” he assured her calmly, “refined young ladies trained in psychology at Vassar and anatomy at Bryn Mawr so that they know with scientific precision every possible way to tease, and please, a man…”

Cynthia could only blink down wide-eyed at the unheard-of notion. Why, the thought of some high-society debutante such as herself actually volunteering for treatment like that! Could it be true? Might some daughter of privilege who had all the opportunity in the world—in several worlds, really—choose not the sanctity of a snow-white marriage but instead some den of vice on one of the frontier planets? But why? she asked herself, trying to maintain the shock and disapproval she knew she should feel. And yet at the same time, rather secretly, she also could not help wondering, well… how?

“Whether it is the way to pose that sets off the curve of the hips to best advantage or the way to stretch and bend that allows the watcher just the right glimpse down silky-soft cleavage,” crooned Steven imperturbably, “the coy hesitation and the lowering of the eyelids just so, or even simply the subtlest way to use cosmetics, these supposed ladies begin from the soundest grounding of theoretical psychology, so that a man’s mind is a mere object upon which they work their craft, just as a sculptor shapes clay or wood to create exactly the form he desires.”

Licking her lips, the wide-eyed blonde could only marvel at the determination this type of learning must take, the forthrightness.

“But the study of anatomy,” nodded her husband sagely, “pays off in the understanding of the different male erogenous zones and the various means of their stimulation. Perhaps it is kissing along some poor fellow’s shivering neck or nibbling upon the blood-warmed earlobe. Perhaps it is scratching and pinching at the too-often neglected little points of the hairy nipples, or clutching and pulling ever so delicately upon the scrunched-up skin of a sperm-heavy scrotum. Perhaps,” he shrugged crookedly, “it is even the technique of greasing up a pair of slim fingers, thrusting them right up the ass of some surprised customer and rubbing the confused man deep within, in a place he did not even know existed, so that in his grateful surrender he can only gasp and wallow and squeal as he squirts helplessly all over the inside of the smirking thing’s mouth…”

