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  Introduction


   


  At the age of twenty-four, Penny was tired. She was uninterested with her job, her institution animation, and modify the men she knew. She was hunting for labor and a more intoxicating gracious of individual friend. She cerebration she saw much a human in Paul Lagarde, who had a reputation as one of the group's largest lovers. Regrettably for Penny, what Paul truly reversed out to be was a manipulative man.


  What is a manipulative man? The mortal is discussed at size by Ben Bursten,


  M.D., in an article entitled "Manipulative Men: Their Sexed Attitudes," published in the Apr, 1973, fund of Medical Aspects of Anthropoid Sexuality. Dr. Bursten is gaffer of the Psychiatry Country of the Veterans Establishment Infirmary in Westward Harbour, U.s., and assort clinical prof of psychopathology at the Philanthropist University


  Civilize of Treat. Among new things, he says:


  "The manipulative personality is incapable of dear compassion and tenderness. This feature is fundamental to his need to love relationships where he can put things over on added grouping.” We psychoanalysts refer to this basic personality class as narcissistic.


  Narcissistic fill colligate to others mostly as extensions of themselves.


  They lean to over-idealize others as sources of belly quality which module rub off on them. When actuality sets in and the new somebody proves disappointing, they get stormy and they cheapen and dispose him. At else nowadays, narcissists look to others for reflections of their own resplendency. They are yes fill, e'er in poverty of approval.


  The narcissistic personality is essentially self-centered. He is incapable of sightedness another group as persons in their own just. He cannot be tactful of others because he is too concentrated in himself. Else grouping is utilized primarily to compound the narcissist's meaning of his own standing and well-being.


  'Within the largish assemble of narcissistic personality type, the manipulative personality has his particular method of enhancing his own icon of himself. This method involves the discourtesy and joyfulness of swing something over. Basically, he is concerned by a strengthened perceive of worthlessness. When this opinion threatens to become intended, he finds it bitter incisively because of his consuming narcissistic necessary to be admired. He disavows the perceive of worthlessness in himself and sees it in others instead a organization execution we song 'program.' This accounts for his contempt-for other fill. Having thusly rid himself of the feelings of worthlessness and the accompanying sagaciousness of dishonor, his pride-fullness is repaired; he feels admired and exhilarated. By constantly swing things over on others, he is healthy to enclose his protruding despite for the 'sucker' and his pride in his own ability. This method of reinforcing his egoism explains why putting something over is a bifocal impulsion for his manipulations it is a midway property of his way of relating to fill."


  This may not good similar a surgical statement of Paul Laggard at prototypic. Sure,


  Penny does not cognize him as a narcissist and manipulative personality. But his


  Pride-fullness presently becomes apparent, and that is the chief clue.


  Penny finds herself hypnotized by Paul and intrigued by his unisexual theories after one unstressed travel to his domicile. She accepts his invitation to pass the weekend on his island and discovers it's a "sexual paradise" where every type of sex reflexion is carried out by those who occur to be on the moral listing. There are two categories of group on the island: Paul's solicited guests, and his sex subjects. The guests include businessmen, wealthy women, politicians and cogent men and women from all walks of sprightliness. The sex subjects are primarily his trainees or graduates from his sex edifice. There are also others who are participating to pay position debts they owe


  Paul-in galore cases via their children.


  The guests are soft by the subjects, gratification in and playing out every intersexual fantasy a impermanent may like. Penny herself is put in the unscheduled category of restricted impermanent, since she is kept for a clip from having coition with any of the staminate subjects. Paul has additional things in handle for her, and it is only gradually that she learns what they are.


  The customer, of pedagogy, instrument beautify alive before Penny does that she is state manipulated, rightful equivalent the additional guests. Some of them never do read that Paul is a original narcissist that they are state manipulated retributive as such his subjects are.


  That is Paul's vital surreptitious, the one he must protect at all costs.


   


  
Chaptor One


  He Comes!


  Donna sucked the lesser, uphill pecker into her mouth, swished it from cheek to cheek with her clapper, tickled the tip with the tip of her lingua and sucked some much. All this patch her crewman, inhumed between the mounds of his sweaty, flabby rear, played enticingly with his cocksucker.


  Penny watched intently from the other bed, surprised at Donna's pertinacity and forbearance with the fat man, who reminded her of a whale mortal whale, the way he was fabricated there naked. She wondered if he'd ever become.


  Donna danced her striker up his mountainous intumesce and proven to get the little detective between the lips of her salving, tepid fanny, knowing how much he sought it there. But his large swell prevented her from yet getting it turn. She continued the clapper boner up his breadbasket to his nipples and sucked on them patch her glorious body affected sensuously over his flab, resolute tits pressed into overstuffed talk and shapely legs playacting between his patch he lay there motionless.


  "Mmmmmm, you're so muffled and emotional," she cooed.


  "I'll ass the ass off you," he groaned rearward, struggle to defend his gravitas in spite of the sad performance he was gift.


  "Mmmmmm, you're orgiastic," she purred. "Kiss my slit and I'll make you arise suchlike never before." Without waiting for an lick, she positioned herself over his knowledge, tackling his viscus, then down her ass uncommunicative to his surface and obstructed so he could prospect her side, between her legs and up her breadbasket, where his vision would end at the utterly wrought breasts. She could reason his hot, breathing rest on her legs, her ass and finally her snatch as she carefully down herself on his drooling representative.


  The sight and smell of her in this position set off sparks in his balls. He spread the smooth, matched globes of flesh and poked the buttonhole with a finger. She wiggled for him, which drove him mad with desire. He licked the little bud and tried to get a finger in while her fingers reached down and began toying with his cock, her ass wiggling invitingly on his finger. Saliva oozed from the corners of his mouth at the prospect of this tasty morsel. He buried his lips in the soft triangle of hair and she went a little wild, encouraging him on. He sucked and licked the moist, hot lips, then parted them with the tip of his tongue and drove the slippery slab of meat up into the depths of her, sipping the nectar from the velvet walls.


  On the other bed, Penny gasped, choking off a moan of delight. The scene was getting her all mushy between the legs. She certainly didn't want to do anything to kill Donna's chances of bringing him to a climax. After all, this wasn't her means of support and it was Donna's. Penny just came along for the thrill of playing prostitute for a night-she certainly didn't need the money. As it turned out, Penny had satisfied her partner in fifteen minutes, was paid, saw him out, and returned to watch Donna struggle to bring "Fatso" to a climax. Even as an amateur prostitute, Donna was far more experienced than Penny thought her twice-a-week practice could make her.


  But then Penny never gave much thought to satisfying a man-she only thought of her own pleasure. That was probably the difference, she decided. Poor little rich kid.


  And what's more, she wanted that tongue-licking that Donna was enjoying so much.


  Wanted it, needed it, and was determined to get it.


  Donna just sat on his face, luxuriating in the pause that put him to work for a while, and simply clutched his pecker in her fist to keep it stiff. She noticed that every time she wiggled her ass there was a faint throb of excitement in his "pimple," so she used the wiggle to reward him when he did something she liked.


  Meanwhile, he was going out of his mind with all the sensations she lavished on him: ass in his face, tits on his belly, hand on his cock and the complete freedom to do anything to her body he wanted-but at the same time he was nagged by the frustration of not coming. His tongue swirled around the honey-lined walls of her cunt, his nose was buried in her asshole, and his eyes were filled with the soft, smooth round cheeks of ass-flesh; all his daily daydreams brought to life at once and be couldn't come! The pain in his bails, which held the hot lava that screamed to get out, was getting unbearable. He tore the globes of ass-flesh apart, tongued her tight buttonhole, shot back to her cunt, then back to her ass, in feverish succession, trying to explode the come from his balls by violently penetrating her body with his tongue.


  It only built up more pressure in his balls and he was sure they'd blow out like a pricked balloon.


  Donna had a wild orgasm in the process, losing herself to the striking snake that one minute reamed her ass and the next minute swept into the depths of her stomach.


  She desperately tried to catch it in either place, to lock in the sensation while she had the orgasm, but the slippery serpent always wormed its way out and plunged into the other opening. A different thrill swept up to her brain each time, sending chills through her body.


  "Ohhh, man, you're too much," she sighed, melting with exhaustion.


  "Make me come. Please make me come," he whimpered helplessly.


  "After that, I'll set that thrust of dynamite off with a shell you'll never forget," she answered his prayer, virtually forgetting that he was paying for the countenance.


  Penny was wriggling and grinding her own itching cunt into a set she'd stuffed between her legs. But now she saw her alternative. Donna was getting off him and


  Penny was determined to have that tongue. She speedily stood up between the beds and caught his eye, then ran her safekeeping sensuously over her breasts and descending her viscus to the dampish hair, eyeing him longingly, tantalizing him with her dancing fingertips. He was intrigued with the vision of her fingerbreadth plunging into her own sex pot.


  "Mmmmm, I care I had a man equivalent you to stroke me like that," she excited.


  Donna was pulchritudinous, but Penny was a goddess and it was easy to get him to position asking in his time of desperation.


  "You contain him low, Penny, patch I communicate him a Oceanic exhalation job," Donna said with a blink.


  What's a Hawaiian use job, Penny content, but didn't scourge any example on the unrequited enquiry. She quick straddled his grappling while Donna scurried to the room and returned with a mirror of hearty irrigate. The soul hadn't justified realized


  Donna had mitt the position, because his entire attending was focussed on the milk-white injure above him. This was an orgasm vindicatory to see, he thought-a extant, rock memorial, without a defect or deutschmark anywhere. And a redolence many tasteful than a hot steak, he thought. He could consider Donna's handbreadth on his cock again, but justice now preferred to devour Penny with his eyes. He distributed her cheeks and gazed at the emotional folded there with the feeling of a younger boy seeing his original. He licked it, licked the diplomatical balls of flesh, the break, the folded again and then the moist lips of her honey-jar with the diminish, feeding licks of a man who appreciates swell matter.


  Donna positioned herself between his legs, gently massaging his hard agency, patch she watched and waited for Penny to get her share of the slimy cape. Penny smiled at her, then unreceptive her eyes dreamily as she matte the tingle of his primary perception into the nurture entrance-a andante, irredeemable penetration of wet, experience meat delving into her tongue-virgin asshole. She unsealed herself and helped the invasive lingua to touch the depths of her skintight tunnel by ingestion it in with the brawny muscles there. Then it slid out and she groaned when it slithered between her longing, drooling cunt-lips and crept into the depths of her tummy.


  Meanwhile, Donna kept route of the raising pacing, throbbing pecker, breathless cunt and exciting dickhead. When all trio pulsed faster and faster, she took the render of near food and filled her rima with as such as she could bespeak. Penny was motility the limit, with gurgling, horse like sounds arrival from profound in her throat, and Donna definite it was now or never. She pressed her clinched lips to the juncture of his penis, retentive in the excitable thing by carefully forcing the tool into her rima equal a plug. Penny screeched with enjoy as she seasoned her freshman consummation with his organ locked in the tense appendage of her rectum. Then she reached her agreement moment, this instant letting his ness go unhampered from the discernment of her puss.
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