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CHAPTER ONE


"Jeez, Connie!" There was awe in Roger Bradshaw's voice as he worked the top of the teenaged girl's one piece swimsuit down from the swell of her large tits. "Holy Jesus, you're beautiful!"
"Flatterer!" Connie Cain giggled as the boy pressed his lips to the top of her tit. Roger was fifteen. He cupped the soft tit globe in his hand, rubbed his thumb over the tingling nubbin of erecting nipple. "Oh, Roger!"
"Christ, I'm hot!" said Roger. "I'm so Goddamn hot I'm gonna explode! Feel my cock, Connie!"
The handsome black-haired youth pressed his throbbing groin against Connie's thigh, rubbing up and down against her leg. His steel-hard cock pushed the waistband of his low-rise trunks away from his belly. Connie, who was six months younger than Roger, looked down and saw his flaring cockhead. It was only half-concealed by the dark blue fabric of his brief trunks. A thick patch of curling pubic bush was clearly visible around the white base of the cock.
"Roger! Somebody will see us!"
"Fuck them!" said Roger, nuzzling her tit with his lips. His tongue darted across the nipple, and Connie gasped. "Fuck them all! Goddamn, Connie, let's fuck!"
"No!" She yelped as Roger sucked the nipple between his teeth and bit down on it. She gasped again as the boy's fingers pressed down against her burning mound, pushing the cloth of her swimsuit into her slit. "Roger!"
"Jesus, Connie!" Roger wiped his mouth. "You've got me so fucking hard I can't stand it! Come on, don't tease me! Let's fuck!"
Connie tossed her short blonde hair and quickly looked around. The little cove was deserted. Only a lone seagull flashed into sight, gliding over the steel-gray ocean. The cove was hard to reach from the public beach, protected by rocky bluffs. The beach was covered with water except at very low tide. The tide was coming back in now.
Connie resisted Roger's moving hands as he caressed the shape of her ass. The boy moaned against her tit as his tongue lashed it with slobbering strokes.
"Roger! We've got to go back!"
"Fuck, you!" he said. "We're staying right here until I get my cock in that beautiful tight cunt, Connie! Come on, you've been teasing my cock ever since your Goddamn father moved into town last fall. Jesus Christ, Connie! How much bullshit do you think a man can stand?"
"No-oh!" Connie sucked in breath. "Roger!"
Roger grabbed her hand, pushing her fingers into the front of his trunks. His cock popped free and slammed against the bottom of Connie's wrist. It seemed to burn there, hot and dry, although clear fluid leaked through the hole in the shaft as she stroked it. Connie worked the foreskin back beneath the glans. Her fingers brushed the wiry hair around his balls, found it harsh against her fingertips.
"Roger! Stop it! We can't fuck here!"
"Like fuck we can't!" he cried.
Suddenly Roger's hands roughly grabbed the top of Connie's swimsuit, and yanked it down to completely expose her tits. The girl gasped again, trying to cover her tits with her arms. But Roger wasn't finished. He pulled the suit down farther, hooking his thumbs in the bunched fabric. He forced it over the swell of Connie's hips, until her cunt was exposed to the ocean breezes.
"Jesus! Fucking beautiful!" Roger's eyes glistened as he stabbed his hand across Connie's cunt. He kneaded the swollen outer lips and worked his fingers inside as the girl sighed with pleasure. Connie's head sagged against his shoulder and she swallowed, the last of her resistance gone.
"Jesus, Connie!" cried Roger. "I gotta fuck you, or I'll go fucking crazy!"
"Yes, Roger! Yesssss…"
Connie moaned as her arms went around Roger's back. Her hands slid up to wrap around his neck and her eyes closed as she pushed her face up to his hungry mouth. She stood on tiptoe to reach his lips. Roger grinned in triumph as their lips crashed together. Connie's tongue stabbed out against him, pushing across his teeth. Her head twisted back and forth with lust.
"Oh, God!" cried Connie, breaking free. "The blanket, Roger! Open it! I've got to have you!"
She twisted away from Roger to finish stripping naked. Connie sighed with pleasure as the cooling air moved between her thighs, across her hot sexual flesh. She caught her own tits, raising them and rubbing her palms over the nipples. Burning needles stabbed into each nipple as Roger shook out the blanket and dropped their towels close at hand. Then he turned back to Connie, ready to strip his trunks down. She saw what he was doing.
"No! Let me do it, Roger!"
The boy sighed happily as Connie moved to him, dropping to her knees. She caught his trunks and stared at the cock shaft as it bobbed up and down before her eyes. Connie swallowed, her tongue licking across her lips as she studied the swell of the glans. She saw the tiny triangle of skin holding the foreskin to the cockhead, white against his pink cock flesh as it stretched to its limits.
"Oh, Jesus!" Roger sighed and thrust his groin forward as Connie captured his cock in her hand. The girl forgot what she had started to do, kissed the cock instead, gently. His stab banged the heated cockhead against her teeth and she jerked away. His precoital fluid smeared across her lips. She licked them, and found it a most satisfying flavor. Her throat working, Connie touched her fingertips to her lips, eyes even wider in surprise.
"Suck it, Connie!" begged Roger. "Suck my cock!"
"I can't!" she said. "It's too big!"
"Seven inches!" he said, proudly. "Come on, you can take it! It's easy!"
Connie shook her head, already feeling the stab of pain his cockhead would make in her throat. Yet her teeth were opening, her head moving closer. She was drawn by the magnet of his cock, caught by a mysterious force stronger than gravity. Swallowing again, Connie's teeth opened and her tongue pushed against her lower lip.
Roger stared as the gap between her lips, and his cock narrowed. Connie's hands dropped to her tits again, twisting the nipples until they hurt.
"Ohhhhh, no! No, I can't! I can't…"
But even as Connie protested her mouth moved against the throbbing cockhead. It pointed up from his groin at a 45 degree angle. Roger bit his lip, his hands only inches away from Connie's temples. He moaned with pleasure and grabbed her head as she took his cock between her teeth.
"Oh, God! Suck it, Connie! Suck it!"
Roger's hands forced Connie all the way down on his cock shaft, slamming the burning, steel-hard erection back into her throat. His cock crushed her dangling uvula. Connie's nose banged his groin, bruised and hurting. She twisted away, fought free of his hands. Tears in her eyes and sobbing, she fell to her ass.
"You hurt me, Roger! Damn you!"
"Oh, Jesus!" Roger dropped beside her on his knees, and caught Connie into his arms. "Christ, Connie! I'm sorry, baby! I couldn't help it! I couldn't stand it! Please, I won't do that again!"
His hands roamed over the girl's naked body. He rubbed her tits, pushed his fingers down through her sopping patch. One finger darted through the outer lips and rubbed against her throbbing clit. Connie gasped as fire stabbed through the erect nub and forgot the momentary hurt in her mouth. She arched her back, raising her groin to thrust it against his hand. Roger's finger moved deeper across the top of her slit.
"Oh! Oh, God! Forgive me! Do it to me, Roger!"
Roger gasped as Connie tightened her cuntal muscles against his finger. He worked the finger free. It was soaked with her preliminary juicing. The boy studied Connie for a moment, then lay her down on her back. He winced as he rose over the girl and his trunks caught beneath his balls. He paused to strip them down from his feet, not watching to see where they landed when he tossed them away. Then he dropped to his knees between Connie's drawn-up legs.
"Oh, do it, Roger! Fuck me! Fuck ME!"
"Uh, Connie…" Roger swallowed, nervous. "Have… have you ever fucked before?"
"No! But I want it! I want you to fuck me now!"
"You're not cherry! I stuck my finger way in!"
Connie moaned, rolling her head from side to side. She pushed her groin against the suddenly reluctant boy. Roger's hands pushed back against the swell of her ass. He stared at the gaping cunt as Connie hollowed her stomach and forced her outer ring of muscles wide open. He could see juices puddling in the bottom of her slit. Some oozed out to trickle warmly down the crack of her ass.
"I broke my cherry in gym class!" she gasped. "It's better this way. Oh, God!" She moaned, thrashing around in her need. "Do it, Roger! Fuck me!"
Roger licked his lips with swollen tongue. His Adam's apple bobbed up and down as he stared at the girl's crotch. Suddenly Connie caught his head in her hands, lunging up to slam his face down against her cunt. His nose smashed into the passage. He was immediately soaked with her juices, her cunt hair scratching his cheeks. He tried to twist away, but Connie locked her legs about his neck.
"Jesus Christ!" screeched the girl. "Damn you, do it! If you won't fuck me, suck my pussy! Suck it!"
Her fingers yanked at his hair, forcing Roger back against her sopping cunt. His tongue involuntarily darted out against the wet walls of her pussy. The boy thought he was going to be sick. He fought Connie as cunt juice crossed his tongue and trickled down his throat… and his fighting stopped. He inhaled Connie's hot sexual odors through his nose, his chin digging into the bottom of her outer cunt lips. Her clit banged against his teeth.
"Suck me!" she cried. "Damn you, Roger! Suck me!"
Ashamed of what he was doing, Roger surrendered. His hands rubbed Connie's asscheeks as his tongue moved out against her hot cuntal passage. It moved deep, Connie sighing. She relaxed her hold on his head, keeping only her knees locked about him. Her hands dropped back to play with her tits as her eyes closed to the ecstasy of the youngster's laving tongue.
"Oh, yes, Roger! Oh, Christ, that's good! Good!"
Her cuntal lips worked against Roger's mouth in a kiss that dragged the boy deeper into her passage. Roger moaned against her wet opening, his cock burning hard against his belly. His asshole flexed open as he twisted his face around, trying to dig his tongue into the bottom of her cunt. Connie sighed, pinching her nipples. She pushed down against the boy's face as he continued to work against her cunt, sucking with all of his young strength.
"Jesus!" cried the girl. "Jesus! You're turning me inside out!"
Roger heard Connie's cries of lust. Each time she gasped her ass slammed up in a futile effort to drag his whole head into her cunt. It made him work all the harder. His hands pushed through her locked thighs, rubbing Connie's groin and broke the stranglehold about his head. The girl gasped as he wrapped his arms about her hips. Roger dragged her down farther, his teeth capturing her clit and nibbling on it for a delicious moment.
"Oh, yes! Bite… bite it! Roger! Bite it off!"
She screeched the cry of lust to the air, startling the gull as it came back to see what those funny whitened creatures were doing on the sand. Roger gnawed against the base of her clitoris. He sawed his teeth back and forth, Connie's ass wiggling beneath his face in her sexual lust.
"Oh, God! O! It hurts! It hurts!"
The lust turned to cries of pain. Roger relented, swallowing as he looked up across her belly to see the swell of her mountainous tits. He sucked one more time against the well of her juicing cunt, swallowing everything he could suck out. Then he moved his face up, across her belly, his chin dragging her juices with it.
"Oh, no!" sobbed the girl. "Don't stop! Don't!"
Connie sobbed as Roger came up over her belly. Her cunt clutched at his neck, capturing his Adam's apple for an instant. But he wouldn't be slowed. He continued across her stomach, his teeth capturing the swirling nubbin of her belly button. He chewed gently on the flesh as his hands moved up her sides to count her ribs. Then he reached the Everest of her tits. Moaning, Roger continued to climb higher, his throbbing dry cock crossing the bottom of Connie's legs until he could suck the half-dollar sized pink areolae into his teeth. He chewed on her sweating flesh.
"God! Roger! Ohhhhhhh, God! I can't stand it!"
Connie turned and twisted beneath him. "Please! Please, do it now! I need it! Fuck me!"
"Ummmmmmm!" Roger turned his face against Connie's tit, smiling gently as the nipple pressed into the hollow of his jaw. Looking up at her, he teased, "Do what?"
"You bastard! You dirty sonofabitch! You know what, damn you! Fuck me! Fuck me!"
Chuckling, Roger turned back to nuzzle Connie's tits one last time. Then he continued to climb over the girl's body, his tongue pushing through the valley between her tits. His throbbing cock banged beneath her upthrust asscheeks. Connie gasped at the contact as the cockhead dragged through the cleft between her asscheeks. She tightened down against him, as though fearing he would shove it in her ass.
"Oh, no! Don't!" she cried.
But Roger didn't even know what Connie was thinking. He licked his tongue across her lips, and captured her mouth beneath his own. His weight was stretched over her body now, her tits crushed beneath his chest. The boy writhed between her legs as he kissed her, violently, with as much force as he had used to suck against her cunt. Moaning, Connie's arms moved around his back, her belly trying to drag up against his. She tried to position his cockhead against the entrance to her cunt, then broke free.
"Put it in me, Roger! Put it in me!"
Roger sighed. "Yes, baby! Oh, yeahhhhhhhhh!"
But for another minute he continued to move against her body, his hands roaming her face. His mouth sucked on her tongue and his cock remained frustratingly trapped beneath Connie's ass. The girl submitted to his ministrations until the fire in her loins threatened to explode into a major conflagration. Sweat poured out of every pore in her body as she caught his head again, her fingernails digging into the soft flesh above his ears, pushing him down.
"Damn you! Do it, Roger! I can't stand it!"
Sighing, Roger swallowed. He rose far enough to see his throbbing cockshaft against her leg. He raised his ass, drawing his cock up between her legs. Suddenly it slammed tight against his belly. Smiling, the boy reached down to pry his cock away from his own belly, positioning it against Connie's eager cunt.
Connie slammed up against Roger, impaling herself on the boy's hard cock. It ripped through both sets of cunt lips and stabbed across the top of her slit. The girl sighed with total pleasure as she relaxed again. Her eyes closed, a dreamy smile coming onto her face as his cock buried itself more than halfway up her belly.
"Oh, yes! That feels so good! Oh, fuck me, Roger! Please fuck me!"
Connie stroked Roger's arms, her eyes still closed. The boy looked down at her face with love as he worked his cock in her cunt. His ass pushed his prick deeper. His balls hung against Connie's cunt, wrinkled tight in his sexual passion and soaked with her slick juices. Roger thrust again without withdrawing, his cockhead moving deeper. It spread the cuntal walls in a delightful way that made the girl gasp again and again.
"Yes! Yes! Put it in me! All the way! All of it!"

Another push of his ass followed, and Roger sighed as he felt her cunt lips nibble greedily up the last inch of his cock. Her cunt pulled him down until his cock was completely within her hot, writhing body. Connie felt the pressure of his balls against the crack of her ass. She felt Roger's pubic hair rubbing, harsh against her stretched cunt lips. It was distracting, but easily ignored in the deeper sensations as his cock throbbed inside her cunt.
"Oh, fuck!" she cried, happily. "Fuck me, Roger!"
Roger moaned against Connie's face, pressing her body tight beneath him. His hands roamed her sides again as he kissed her cheeks, her ears, his tongue swabbing her eyelids and into her nostrils. His fingers worked through the girl's soft hair, thumbs rubbing across her temples, massaging the stabbing pain of her sexual need. The boy's belly worked, jumping his cock within her passage. But he showed no desire to start the withdrawal, to start stroking his cock in her cunt. He was happy to have his cock caught, surrounded by her writhing, milking cuntal walls.
"Oh, shit!" cried Connie. "Damn you! Do it! Fuck! Fuck me! Damn your useless ass!"
"Yes… yes… yes…"
Roger moaned as Connie thrust her pelvis up against him, lifting him into the air above her. She grunted as his weight dropped again, his cockhead slamming a fraction of an inch farther into her yielding belly. But the impetus was enough to start him moving, start his cock sliding. She gasped as his prick pulled back, her cunt clutching at the retreating cockhead. She trapped his cock when the glans reached her inner lips, seemed in danger of falling out.
"No! No! Don't pull out!" she cried. "Fuck me!"
"I am!" he cried. "I… am!"
Roger thrust his cock again, riding all of the way down into Connie's cunt. Connie's tits hurt beneath his weight. The boy bottomed out, began pulling back as he found the rhythm of their beating hearts. He stroked slowly for a dozen stabs, then began speeding up, gasping breath as he thrust hard. Connie worked with him, thrusting up each time he fell, relaxing each time he withdrew his cock. She timed her movements to Roger's, timing the strokes to give her the greatest pleasure when he slammed down.
"Oh, yes! Yes! Yesssssss!" she cried.
Connie's insides were boiling, exploding. She reached climax and stayed there. Roger felt the machine-gun workings of her cunt against his cock. His balls drew even tighter as the boy's prostate started to boil over.
"Oh, shit!" cried Roger. "I… I… I'm coming!"
His seed slammed out of his cock, Roger falling all the way through the bottom of the world. He thought he was drowning in Connie's cunt as the girl wailed beneath him.
"Oh, Roger! Roger…"
"Whore! Whore of Babylon!"



CHAPTER TWO


The deep voice roared out over the fucking children like the blast of an angry God. Roger froze with his hands caressing Connie's arms. His cock was still spurting the last of his cum into her welcoming cunt. The hair on his neck rose in fear as he slowly looked around.
"Mr. Cain!"
"Daddy!"
Connie's gasp came at the same instant. Her fists doubled to push Roger away. He resisted a moment, their bellies glued together by their sweat. Their pubic patches were tangled together.
Then he retreated from Connie's cunt, his cock dropping out with a loud plop. It fell between her legs as Roger scooted back, trying to cover himself from her father's eyes when he jumped to his feet and turned around to face the furious man.
"You filth!" Thomas Cain roared the insult, one hand raised to strike out at the children and trembling with his anger. He wore a white shirt and tie, his shirtsleeves and trousers rolled up to his knees.
"How dare you defile this holy day?" demanded Connie's father. "You do this… this sinful thing on Sunday!"
Connie shivered with fear, unable to answer her father's angry words. Then, skulking behind him, she saw the smirking face of her thirteen year old brother, Timothy. Now she knew why her father had come to the cove. Timothy had brought him. The little bastard! She'd get him for this.
"Get up, whore!" roared her father. "Get dressed!"
Disgust wrinkled Cain's face as the naked children jumped to their feet. They scurried around, looking for their abandoned swimwear. Roger spotted his trunks at last, where he had tossed them, a dozen feet away from the blanket. His ears and neck burned as he moved to retrieve them, his damn cock still half-hard. It stuck out in front of him like a burning beacon.
"Sir, I…"
"Silence, boy!" warned Cain. "Your parents will deal with you! I want you gone from my eyes!"
Timothy, standing carefully behind his father, sneered as Roger managed to roll his trunks over his hips. Roger flopped his cock out of the way. The damn thing still pushed the waistband of his trunks out from his belly, advertising his shame. He looked at Connie, who was still struggling with her wet swimsuit, and fled.
Connie saw Roger run into the surf. He splashed around the rocky bluff to disappear without looking back. Connie's eyes moved back to her father and her brother. She glanced down at Timothy's pants. His walking shorts tented out from his crotch. The little bastard had a hardon! Which at least proved he had a cock. Until this moment, Connie would have bet he had a Bible between his legs, rather than normal sex equipment. He was such a sanctimonious little sonofabitch!
"Constance!" said Cain, dangerously.
Connie looked around at her father – saw him removing his belt from his trousers. The girl sucked in breath as he doubled the strap around his hand. The buckle was trapped in his palm as he swung the belt. It made a loud cracking noise against his other hand. The noise startled the curious gull, who had returned.
"Daddy…"
"Silence, whore!" he roared, cutting off her words. He moved a step closer, the leather strap swinging back and forth. "That you have brought such shame to my house!"
The belt came up over his shoulder, the doubled strap slipping loose. "Thank the Lord your mother died before she could see this terrible thing!" cried her father.
Crack! The leather strap flew out straight, the tip breaking the sound barrier and making a noise like a gunshot. The belt tip lashed against Connie's shoulder, stunning the girl into standing still. She came to attention, her swimsuit forgotten and dragging from her fingers.
"I… reject thee! Daughter of… Satan!"
Crack! Again the belt lashed out, the tip catching one of her nipples. Connie cried out at the pain. She dropped her swimsuit and wrapped her arms around her tits.
"Owwwwwww! Don't! No, please! Daddy!"
Cain ignored his daughter's pleadings. He moved a step closer, lashing the belt quickly now. The leather cracked and cracked again, the strap painting broad white stripes about her arms and hips and ass. The marks moved down to Connie's thighs as she doubled over, tried to dance away. But she knew better than to leave the blanket, or move out of his reach.
"How… dare you… do… this to the… memory… of your… sainted mother?"
Each gasp for breath punctuated another lick of the belt. Cain gasped with the exertion of whipping his daughter, sweat streaming down his face. His shirt was dark beneath his armpits, his bare toes digging into the sand.
"Bitch!" he cried. "Whore bitch!"
Connie sniffled and sobbed. She cried constantly as he continued to whip her with his belt, turning from side to side and offering a better target to his aim. Soon every exposed part of her body stung with the stripes of the belt.
"Whore!" cried Cain. "Bitch! Harlot… of Hell!"
"Daddy… Daddy… Daddy…"
Connie moaned as she sobbed his name over and over. Her voice added fuel to his fury, as though in the whipping he could reject her as his daughter, deny her sinful and lust-filled body. Connie's hands covered her cunt, pressed tight together after one lash nearly caught the inner lips. The belt tip tore across the outer lip, burning like fire.
"Oh, God! Please! Please!" she begged.
"Cry, bitch!" her father sneered. "Cry!"
Pain filled Connie's body and her extremities. The girl sobbed, no longer trying to turn away. She faced her father, accepting the terrible beating. Her head bent low, and her eyes saw Timothy making faces behind his father as he laughed at her. The boy repeatedly rubbed his erection, his tongue darting out of the corner of his mouth. He was becoming sexually aroused by the beating. His eyes stared, his nostrils dilating. His breath came in shorter and shorter gasps.
The belt fell to Cain's side.
The man wiped his forehead, his chest heaving violently against his shirt. The top button of his trousers had worked open under the fury of his vengeful blows. Connie stared at her father dully. She saw his zipper come open without being touched, forced down by a growing pressure behind it. Cain stared at Connie, licking his lips as his trousers peeled away. They came open, gaping, to reveal his hard cock. It strained the fabric of his jockey shorts.
Connie tried to speak. "Daddy…"
"Shut up, brat!" roared her father. "You'll speak when I tell you to open your mouth!"
Cain wiped his mouth and licked his lips. His Adam's apple bobbed up and down. His other hand opened slowly, the belt falling to the sand as his fingers moved to his belly. He became aware of his open fly and glanced down, studying himself. His cock stood completely hard, pushing the elastic of the undershorts out against his shirt tail.
"No!" Connie read his intention in his eyes. "No, Daddy! You can't!"
Connie fell away as her father moved closer to her and tripped over the edge of the blanket. She sat down, hard, the belt stripes across her belly jarred into hurting again. Tears streamed down the girl's face as she watched her father peel his trousers down his legs and step out of them.
"Daddy!" she cried, in fright.
"Shut up, whore!" ordered her father. "You want to fornicate, you shall do it! Look at me!"
He roared the last command as Connie tried to turn her face away from him. His thumbs caught the waistband of his briefs and quickly worked them down. He kicked them off and nine inches of thick cock sprang down from his belly. The weight of the huge prick carried it almost straight out from his groin, even though it was throbbing hard.
"Look at me!" he cried. "Do you like what you see?"
Cain's hands were on his hips, his cock bobbing up and down with each of his words. The great plum-colored glans was circumcised. It seemed to expand with a life of its own. The cockhead was shaped like a shovel or a scoop. The immense hole in the center of the cock stared down at the girl like a third eye. Clear liquid welled in the opening, gathering in a drop that threatened to break loose.
"Do you like it?" he demanded.
Connie shook her head. "N-no!"
"Liar!" he roared. "Lewd and lustful woman!"
Cain stepped closer and reached down to grab Connie's wrist, twisting her hand back against her arm. The girl was forced to stand up. Cain slammed his daughter against his belly. His burning cock was trapped between their bodies. It pushed up against the bottom of the girl's tits.
"You do like it!" he cried. "Tell the truth, whore!"
"Ye-yes!" Connie sobbed. "Yes, Daddy!"
"Then you shall have it!" he said.
Timothy laughed out loud as his father kicked Connie's legs apart, pushing her back. She clutched at him for support, but landed hard on her ass, falling flat on her back. The breath was knocked from her lungs. Before she recovered he fell against her.
"No!" she begged. "Oof! Daddy, you're hurting me!"
"Call me not that name, whore!" he cried. "Speak to me not! I… know you… not!"
The great cock seemed twice as thick as Roger's. And it felt twice as heavy as Cain slammed the cockhead against the entrance to his daughter's cunt. Connie sucked in breath as her father twisted against her, forcing his way through her tightly clenched cunt lips and muscles. Her eyes burned. Connie was afraid to close them or even to blink as she stared up at his hate-filled face. He forced her hands over her head, his feet trapping her ankles.
"Please!" she begged. "You're hurting me! Please!"
"Be still!" warned Cain: "Woman of shame!"
Connie continued to beg but he ignored her pleadings. Cain thrust at her cunt again, working his cockhead through the pudenda to press open the inner ring. He glared without seeing as he concentrated on prying his daughter's body open. The man forced his huge cock deeper, thrusting suddenly when he felt a momentary relaxation of her resistance. Connie tried to gather strength to repel the invader.
"Bitch!" he cried. "Daughter of Hell!"
Cain thrust again and the head of his burning cock broke through. Connie arched her back against her father, impaling herself further on his throbbing prick. He roared with satisfaction as he felt her wet walls move against his cock, lubricating the dry shaft.
"You have it, whore!" he cried. "You have it."
"Oh, God!" Connie sobbed. "No!"
Cain's massive fingers slapped her cheek, slamming Connie's head against the soft sand. Connie saw stars from the slap and heard ringing in her ears. Her head ached from the cruel blow.
"You say not that name, whore!" he ordered.
As he chastised his daughter, Cain's cock thrust again. It pushed up through Connie's yielding passage. The erection bent her clit backwards painfully, his cock completely filling her body. Her cunt walls writhed against the swollen shape of his cockhead. The sensations stabbed fire deep into her gut as he worked deeper and deeper. Now he had pushed more than half of his outrageous prick into her body.
"Owwwwwww! Hurts!" she cried. "It hurts!"
Connie moaned as her father's hips began a slow rotation, drilling his cock ever deeper into her body. The pressure never eased. He never relented as he thrust his cock with all of his strength, trying to split her in half. Connie sobbed… and then sighed with the sensations burning through her guts. She gasped for breath as her legs drew back, her feet rising against his calves. She drew them up to wrap around his thighs. Her hands moved over his back, wrinkling his shirt against the swell of her tits.
"Oh, Daddy! Oh oh ohhhhh! Ahhhhhhh."
Cain sucked in breath as he felt the tremendous pressure his daughter's cunt was bringing to bear against the throbbing head of his cock. His eyes glazed with lust. He stared without seeing as he pushed ever deeper into her hungry pussy. He was oblivious to everything else around him, conscious only of the wonderful milking of his cock.
"Daddy! Oh, yes! Yes!"
"Oh, dear God!" roared Cain. "Dear God!"
He yelled as his cock worked into Connie's cunt. Then he felt a momentary obstruction deep in her body, slowing his penetration. But Connie's cunt lips were crawling up his cock, trying to drag her father ever deeper into her hot hole. Her hands reached down to rake his ass, and up beneath his shirt to raise welts across his back. He was unaware of the stabbing pain as he hesitated a moment. Then he thrust again, stabbing his cock all of the way into her cunt.
"Owwwwwww!" cried the girl. "Jesus Christ in heaven!" 
Connie screamed, and thrust back against her father as his cock penetrated her completely. His balls were trapped between her clutching thighs, the pressure sending stabs of pain through him. He grunted and began a slow, automatic withdrawal, her cunt walls clinging desperately to his cock as it came back out.
"Oh, don't!" cried Connie. "Don't pull out!"
"Bitch!" Cain gasped for breath. "Whore! Evil woman!"
He roared the curses with one corner of his mind as his cock came back until it was trapped by the inner ring of her cunt muscles. Connie's pussy clutched him so violently the blood was forced up his cock, into the glans. It swelled alarmingly, like a balloon near to bursting.
"Don't pull out!" cried Connie.
Cain forgot where he was and who she was. He forgot everything except the wonderful sensations that coursed through his burning, painful erection. His arms stiffened and his hands went flat against the blanket as he held himself above his daughter's naked body. He looked down the length of his own body, past his shirt, to see his cockhead pushing her cunt into a perfect circle. He jerked his ass back a fraction of an inch and Connie's cunt sucked loudly and tried to turn inside out.
"Oh,fuck me! Daddy, fuck me! Fuck me!"
Cain gasped again, ignoring her demands. He thought only of his own pleasures as he moved his cock slowly back into Connie's hot cunt oven. His prick slid down into his daughter's eager, greedy pussy. His back was arched, his asscheeks clenched tight together as he drilled deeper and deeper into her body. Gravity speeded his fall, threw him against the yielding cunt and the tender tissues of her mound as he threw himself down as hard as he could.
"Oh fuck!" cried Cain. "Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!"
"Yes!" answered Connie. "YES, Daddy! Fuck me! Fuck me!"
Timothy stared wide-eyed as his father's prick drilled deeper into his sister's belly. The smirk was gone from the boy's face. His hands were inside his shorts, pushing down to grab his own burning prick. He worked it with difficulty, and ripped his pants open, pushing them down. His cock burned as he crouched over and jerked off.
Cain pulled back again, then thrust into Connie's cunt. His movements were coming quicker and quicker as the pace of his fucking picked up Connie worked eagerly against him. Her ass rose each time his cock came down and fell away when he pulled back, increasing the distance and the force of his heavy falls. Her cunt was sopping wet, the juices beaten to a froth by her father's pounding cock. The juice oozed out around the base of his cock to wet his groin when he slammed all the way in.
"Oooooh, God! Fuck me, Daddy!" cried the girl.
"Yes!" he answered. "Fuck you! Fuck you! Fuck!"
Father and daughter fucked together, rocking back and forth as he slammed down. Connie's ass dug a trough into the sand beneath the blanket. She reached for her father's neck and tried to drag his mouth down to hers. She wanted to kiss him, to stab her tongue deep into his mouth. She felt his cock swelling. It grew larger as blood rushed into the tissues, heated and hurting with the fury of their fucking. His balls drew against his groin, pulled tight by the cremaster muscles. His sac was wiry against her thighs as he plunged deep enough to split Connie open.
"Oh!" he cried. "Oh, Christ! No! No!"
He roared out his reluctance to finish as he felt his balls working. The tingling signal in his belly meant he was at the point of explosion. Something told him to pull back, to withdraw before he spilled. But Connie's cunt milked the shape of her father's cock and refused to release him.
The first shot of semen blasted out of his prick, deep into her body. Then Cain slammed down again, and again, burying himself completely within the girl's cunt as his balls erupted, boiled over.
"Ohhhhhhh, God!" he sobbed. "God!"
Cain fell heavily against Connie's body as he felt the last quiver of his cock. His eyes closed for a moment as he buried his prick completely within her hungry body. Connie's hands gently stroked her father's back as the girl moaned, her belly rumbling and sucking against the still throbbing shape of his beautiful big prick.
"Oh, Daddy! That was beautiful! Beautiful!"
Connie's face was beneath his chin. She licked his neck with her tongue, the stubble of his beard scratching the sensitive organ. Both father and daughter were coated with their stinking sweat. Cain rode up and down on Connie's body as her tits rose and fell with her breathing.
"Please, Daddy!" she begged. "Do it again! Fuck me!"
He heard her lament, blinking. His thumbs dug into Connie's arms, his balls falling through the crack of her ass as she pulled her knees back to give him more room. Connie felt his cockhair pushing into the sensitive lining of her cunt. It hurt, but she didn't want him to withdraw.
"Please, Daddy!" she cried. "Fuck me again!"
Cain became aware of Connie's words. He suddenly pulled his cock out of her cunt. He fell beside her on the blanket on his back, sighing as he stared up at the sky. Connie's fingers clutched at her empty cunt, sobbing with despair and with pleasure. Her father's expression of depletion was replaced by a scowl as he glanced toward his son. He saw Timothy still jerking off.
"Timothy!" he roared.
"Oh! Oh, jeez!" Timothy gasped, startled, and drew his fingers away from his cock. He looked around and saw his father's glare of anger.
"Father!" said the boy, weakly. "I…"
"Silence, boy!" roared the man. "Waste not your seed on the ground! That was the sin of Onan! Thrust yourself into the whore's mouth!"



CHAPTER THREE


Cain's children stared at him as he roared the command. Connie in horror and Timothy with glee. Connie spun around from her father to see her brother swaggering toward her, his cock and balls bouncing above his open fly. Timothy's cock measured five knobby inches, the foreskin worked back around a pale pink cockhead. The whole glans glistened from the moisture leaking from the hole and worked back by his jerking off.
Timothy stepped over Connie's legs, holding his prick. He pushed his hard-on against his frightened sister's lips. Connie made a face and tried to turn away, and her father yelled at her again.
"Constance! Suck Timothy's cock!"
"Suck it, Connie!" Timothy laughed. "Father says you have to suck my cock!"
Connie stared at her brother's skinny prick, her face wrinkled with disgust. She thought she was going to be sick as he stabbed his cock against her lips. His small balls were tight against his groin, his cockhair skimpy and scattered in half a dozen small clumps. His legs were so skinny they looked like matchsticks.
"Suck it, damn you!" cried Timmy, growing angry. "Father says you have to suck it!"
"Take him, Constance!" warned Cain. "Accept Timothy's cock or receive something far more terrifying!"
He brandished his own still-hard prick. Timothy's ass twitched in anticipation of pleasure and his shorts fell against Connie's thighs. He prodded his prick against her lips again, trying to break through her teeth.
"Suck my cock, damn you! Suck it!"
Connie surrendered with a sigh. She wrapped her hands around the boy's small ass and sucked his cock into her mouth, taking it all of the way. The throbbing cockhead barely reached to the back of her throat as Timothy began to pump. He thrust violently in his fucking motions, Connie mouthing his distasteful prick. Her face burned with shame but she sucked with all of her strength, hoping she could finish him off quickly.
And in less than a minute Timothy gasped, looking over his shoulder toward his father. "Oh! Oh, Father! She's done it! I'm… coming!"
The boy stabbed again, banging the head of his cock against the roof of Connie's mouth. Then he grabbed her head with both hands, digging his fingernails into her hair. His seed spurted, several short, bitter blasts that trickled over her tongue.
"Oh, Father!" Timothy sighed, sagging away. "That was good! Thank you for making Connie suck my cock!"
Connie fell away from her brother, making a face at his terrible taste. His cum ran down her throat, and she turned away, to be sick. She retched once, and Cain's bare foot slammed into her back, knocking her flat onto the sand.
"Owwwww! Don't do that!" cried Connie.
"Silence, whore!" ordered her father. "You swallow Timothy's semen! Or you'll receive something you like a great deal less!"
Naked from the waist down, he looked foolish with his shirt and his tie. His cock had softened. It hung limp over his balls, although it seemed as big as when it was hard.
"Perhaps you'd prefer this!" he said.
"What – oh God! No, Daddy!"
Connie gasped in horror as her father grabbed his cock, lifting it from his balls in his fingers. He worked the foreskin back from the glans, pointing the cockhead at his daughter. Connie tried to roll away and his foot shot out again, knocking her back. She fell into the sand, which dug into the crack of her ass and into her cunt.
"Please, Daddy!" begged Connie. "Don't!"
"I will!" he cried. "I'll do anything I please to you, whore! Take this!"
Timothy stared, not understanding what his father planned. Then a thick jet of yellow piss shot out from the head of Cain's cock. Connie tried to turn away and the first blast of piss slammed into her ear, quickly running down the side of her face. It trickled warm over her neck, some going down her back to the crack of her ass and some going down over her tits.
"Daddy!" screamed Connie, frightened. "Please!"
"I do please!" he countered. "Piss on her, Timothy! Piss all over the bitch!"
Cain moved around until his stream of piss was blasting straight into Connie's face. He worked his cock like a hose, spraying it down against her tits, then back up again. He swallowed, concentrating on pissing as Connie sobbed uncontrollably.
"Hurry, son!" said Cain. "Piss on her!"
Timothy stared, shocked. Then the malicious grin spread across the boy's face again and he hurried to join the fun. His cock was still hard, and he made a face as he forced his first blast of piss out through the urethra. It was less than half asthick as his father's stream, but Connie instantly caught the rank stink as Timothy pissed into her face. The boy pushed his cock down, making the piss go down her body, over her tits and against her cunt.
"Drown her, son!" cried Cain. "Drown the bitch!"
His own stream of piss hadn't diminished a bit. Now he showered it against Connie's cunt, with Timothy, and then showered the girl's face and her mouth. Connie tried to turn away as the foul stuff stung her eyes and splashed into her nostrils, but he kicked her in the side.
"Look at us while we piss on you, whore!" ordered Cain. "Look at our cocks!"
Now he was pissing against her lips. The stuff sprayed up into her nose. Connie gasped for breath and a shower splashed into her mouth. A moment later Timothy did the same, father and son pissing together into the helpless girl's mouth. Connie was forced to swallow, forced to drink it down into her stomach.
"Oh, please!" She sobbed steadily, her hands stiff behind her for support. Timothy continued to piss into Connie's mouth until his stream at last died to a trickle. Then the boy shook the last few drops out against her tits and belly. Her father's piss was weakening as well. He pointed it down at her belly, flooding her crotch.
"Oh, God! Don't, Daddy!" cried Connie. "Please don't! I'm sorry, I won't do it again! I won't fuck again!"
Her father shook his cock, his drops nearly three times as big as Timothy's. He sighed when there was no more piss to come, rubbing his balls. Cain licked his lips and worked his throat as he studied his piss-soaked daughter. Every inch of her body was covered, her hair drenched.
"Get dressed!" ordered her father. "No, whore! Leave the towel! Dress as you are!"
Still sobbing, Connie crawled after her swimsuit. She managed to stagger to her feet, although she nearly collapsed when she lifted a foot to draw on the swimsuit. From the corner of her eye she saw Timothy laughing at her as the boy stuffed his cock and balls back inside his shorts. Her father was dressing as well. He had his clothes back on while Connie was still trying to tug her suit over her hips. He worked his belt back into his trousers and buckled it, then studied Connie while she managed to work the suit back into place.
"Put the blanket around your shoulders, Constance," said her father. "I don't want the world to see our shame."
Connie obeyed his order. She could smell the stink of their piss on her body. Timothy's seemed worse, rank. She stumbled after her father, the last of the piss trickling down her legs. They splashed through the surf, cleaning away some of the mess. But the stink was deeper than her skin or her clothes.
Roger was gone from the beach when they reached it. Connie stayed as far away from people as she could, sure they could smell her, knew what had happened to her. Cain found where he had left his shoes and socks and jacket by Timothy's beach blanket. He told the boy to bring the stuff and led the way up the cliff stairs to his car.
Twenty minutes later the car was in the back yard of their house. Timmy scurried into the house ahead of his father, leaving Connie to bring up the rear. The girl started for her room.
"Constance!" His voice was still angry. "Where are you going?"
"To… to the bathroom, Daddy," she answered. "To take a shower."
"You will not shower! Timothy, bring me a sharp knife."
The boy obeyed quickly, and Cain took the knife, approaching Connie. She stared in horror as the blade moved closer and ripped up through her suit. The wet fabric fell away, leaving her naked again. Her hands went automatically to cover her tits, then fell against her cunt.
"What are we gonna do to her now, Father?" asked Timothy.
"What would you like to do to her?" answered Cain.
"Fuck her!" The boy's eyes shone. "Can I? Please?"
"Certainly, son." Suddenly his foot shot out, tripping Connie. The girl fell off-balance, gasping as her hip cracked the kitchen linoleum. "Be my guest."
"Oh, please!" cried Connie. "No more, Father!"
"Silence, whore! Fuck her, Timothy!"
Timothy quickly worked off his shoes and socks, stripped off his shorts and underpants together, and then his t-shirt. His nibs were scrawny, his nipples tiny white nubbins in his bony chest. Connie shook her head in horror, but moved her legs apart as he came to her and fell to his knees between her thighs.
"Open up, Connie!" demanded the boy. "Raise your ass so I can stick my cock in you!"
Connie's eyes closed in resignation as her hips came off the floor, her feet flat on the floor for support. Timothy moved closer, wrinkling his nose at the smell of the piss on her body. But his cock was even harder than before, and a little piss wasn't going to stop him from shoving his cock into his sister's cunt.
"Oh, Father!" cried the boy. "She's tight!"
Timothy slammed his knobby cock all of the way into Connie's sopping cunt, bottoming out on the first stroke. She felt the boy's bony pelvis against her hips as he began to fuck, furiously. His white ass flashed up and down before his father's eyes, driving his young cock as deep as it would go into her body.
"Oh, God!" sobbed the girl. "Please… don't! Ohhhhh, don't… ohhhhhhh!"
Something strange was happening. Timothy's cock was barely a toothpick after her father's huge prick, but he was drawing excited reponses from the walls of her cunt. His small prick stabbed across her clit and rubbed through the top of his sister's cunt. At the same time the boy's finger grabbed her nipples, twisting them and pinching them into hot erections.
"Oh!" cried Connie. "Oh, yes! Yes, Timothy! Do it to me! Fuck me! Fuck me!"
"Yes!" cried the boy, with glee. "I'm fucking you, Connie! I'm fucking you!"
He pumped wildly. His first load had spilled into her mouth. He could take his time now, delighting in the sensations coursing through his groin. His balls seemed to swell, were hot beneath his throbbing cock. He pumped his cock as deep into his sister's cunt as he could make it go. And now Connie was pushing up each time he fell, fucking back against the boy's prick.
"Oh, yes!" cried the girl. "Yesssssss! Fuck me! Fuck me, Timothy! Fuck meeeeeee!"
Cain stared in disgust at the sight of his fucking son and daughter. But his cock was standing hard in his trousers again. He rubbed the erection through the fabric, gasping as his palm slid across the cockhead. He licked dry lips and swallowed, his hands working his fly open, undoing his buckle. The pants came down, were kicked off. The shorts followed, and then the tie and the shirt, leaving him naked.
"Fuck ME!" cried Connie, again and again. "Fuck me! Shove it in me! Make me feel it!"
"Yes!" sobbed Timothy, fucking as hard as he could. "Yes!"
Cain moved closer to the children, stood beside Timothy's thrusting white ass. He stared down at Connie's unseeing eyes as Timothy thrust one final time and came. The boy held himself down in his sister's cunt while his balls spilled his seed into her belly. Then he collapsed, his face falling against her tits.
"Oh, don't stop!" cried Connie. "Fuck me, Timothy!"
"Ohhhhhhh!" The boy sighed in exhaustion. "I can't!"
"You have to!" Connie thrust her groin up against the boy. "Damn you! You have to fuck me!"
"Ow!" Timothy gasped as she squeezed down on his softening cock. "That hurts – oh! Father!"
Suddenly Cain caught Timothy's hips, pulling the boy off Connie. The girl shook her head to clear her vision, and saw her father's naked body standing astride her hips. His cock was as hard as before, but now she could see his hairy chest and belly. Two dark circles of hair surrounded the brown nipples, the hair running down in a thick patch that reached all the way to his balls.
"Daddy! Please, Daddy!" she cried. "Do it to me!"
"Bitch!" Cain sneered at his daughter. "Open your mouth, whore! Open it!"
Suddenly he dropped to his knees, kneeling heavily on her shoulders. Connie gasped at the new pain as he leaned forward, supporting himself on stiff arms. His cock pointed straight at her face, and now he moved his knees back, down by her hips, leaning down to stab his cock against her frightened lips.
"No! Daddy, don't – gaggghhhhhhh!"
Connie choked as the massive cockhead slammed between her teeth, pushing her tongue back into her throat. She tried to twist away, but his cock was too hard to let her turn from it. Cain's belly trembled as he ground his groin against his daughter's face, forcing his cock deeper and deeper into her throat.
"Take it, bitch! Suck my cock! Suck it!" cried Cain.
Connie tried to protest but could make nothing more than a grumbling noise in her throat. He pushed down the sheer force of his burning hard-on, stabbing it deep into her throat. He broke through the barrier, moved into her gullet, forcing Connie to take him.
"Yes!" cried her father. "Yes! Suck my cock!"
Timothy stared, frightened now, as he saw his father's cock slowly disappear into Connie's mouth. Half of it was in now, the huge cockhead stretching her throat. The boy could see its progress as Cain worked farther into the girl. Now almost three-quarters of his prick was in her throat, Connie's hands and feet convulsing against the floor.
"Oh, suck!" cried the man. "Suck! Suck! Suck!"
Connie had no choice. She couldn't fight him. She could only take his prick into her mouth, all of the way into her body. Unable to breath and afraid she was going to pass out, she stabbed up against him. Suddenly her lips were in his cockhair, pressed tight against his groin. The man's balls dropped over Connie's chin, dangling against her throat.
"Oh, Jesus!" He gasped for breath, his hair hanging wildly over his face. "Dear Jesus!"
"She's got it, Father!" cried Timothy. "She's got all of your big cock in her throat!"
"Yes!" Cain shook his head in disbelief and Connie writhed beneath him. "She does have it!"
"She loves it!" said the boy. "Look at her go!"
Connie heard her brother's words, but her writhing was in pain and fear. The huge cock had her throat nailed to the floor. Cain held over his daughter another few seconds, and pulled back until only his cockhead was within her teeth.
"Oggghhhhm! Gaggghhhhhhh!"
Connie moaned beneath him, twisting her head as she gasped in breath through her nostrils. Her eyes opened and tried to focus on her father's hairy groin, but all she saw was red haze. She swallowed, her throat aching terribly, and moved her tongue across the cockhead. She was trying to push it out of her mouth, but the tip of her tongue moved into the hole in the glans. Cain gasped.
"Oh, yes! Yes! Suck my cock, girl! Suck it!"
Her jaws were stretched painfully. Connie worked them against her father's cockhead, her tongue laving the surface of his burning meat. He began to stab into her throat again, moving slowly. This time he wasn't trying to impale her, or rip her open.
"Suck me, Constance!" he cried, with pleasure. "Suck my big cock! Suck it!"
Trapped, Connie knew she must please him or suffer terribly. Her hands came up, her shoulders aching, to rest against his hairy thighs. As he pushed his cock deeper into her throat she sucked with all of her strength, her hands stroking his legs. Her fingers rode lightly over his skin, moved up to his ass.
"Oh, yes!" He gasped. "Yes! Good! Oh, God. it's good!"
Connie sucked against her father's huge cock, her teeth nibbling on his shaft. She could feel the beat of his heart in the great vein as her tongue moved across the bottom of his prick. Her vision was clearing now, she could see his belly clearly. His balls came down almost far enough to bounce off her chin when he shoved his cock into her throat. Connie brought one hand down to capture his testicles, rolling the massive eggs in her fingers.
"Oh, God! Yes! Suck… sssssuck! Suck my cock!" Cain was rolling his head around on his shoulders as he worked against Connie's greedy mouth. "Suck my cock, girl!"
Connie's legs drew back, her feet coming up against her ass. Her cunt gaped open hungrily as her ass rose off the floor. She sucked her father's cock to please him, but she wanted something in her pussy! Even Timothy's cock would do now, as much as she hated the brat!
Timothy stared at his sister's writhing body as his father thrust his cock halfway into Connie's throat. The boy's own cock was still hard. But it ached, and he didn't understand what Connie wanted when she pushed her pussy toward him. The girl was tearing at the man's ass now, raking her father with her fingernails. She was trying to make him pump faster, make him cum so she could cry out her need.
Cain's heart beat faster and faster as he worked his cock against his daughter's throat. The head was swollen larger than ever, throbbing with the beat of his heart. The blood was heated almost to boiling and now his balls drew up against his groin again. Wild with desire, Connie wrapped her hands around his ass, trying to pull him deeper. If she couldn't have cock in her cunt, she wanted him to choke her to death!
"Oh, God!" cried the man. "God! Ohhhhhhh, yes! Take it, Constance! Take my cock! Take… my… come!"
She felt the blast of cum pushing through his shaft. It worked up slowly, oozed at first from the hole in the cockhead. Then the second spurt exploded into her throat, and his thick, rich cum spilled out to soothe her raw throat, filling her until it spilled out of the corners of her mouth.



CHAPTER FOUR


Cain sighed as his thick cream washed out of his daughter's mouth. He shook his head, pulled his cock out of Connie's lips. The wet cockhead slid over her chin and dropped between her tits as he sat back, blinking and gathering his strength.
"Oh, Daddy!" Connie sighed, working her jaw with her fingers. "You hurt me!"
He scowled. "I'll do more than hurt you, bitch!"
Suddenly he stood, Connie feeling strangely light-chested without his ass pressing down into her tits. She stared after her father as he went into the pantry and dug into the cabinet holding tools and odds and ends. Then he came back with a ball of thick cord.
"Roll over!" he ordered.
Connie obeyed, afraid not to follow his orders. Cain grabbed her wrists, tying them together and forcing her arms up toward her shoulders. The girl gasped at the sharp pain and tried to work her shoulders free, but without luck.
"Please, Daddy! You're hurting me!" she cried.
"Bitch!" He muttered as he sat the girl up and wrapped the cord around her arms several times, pulling it tight until it dug into her flesh. Then he grabbed her tit in his fingers, yanking and pinching on the nipple. The cord wrapped tight around the globe of flesh, was yanked tight as Connie sobbed. But she knew better than to cry out. Protest would only make him hurt her more!
The other tit was tied the same way, the globe white as the blood was forced out of the surface flesh. Her father continued to wrap the cord around Connie's body, around her hips and down to her thighs. There he paused to run it between her leg and up through the crack of her ass, drawing it tight around her hip. When the other leg was painfully tied in the same manner he grabbed her cunt mound in his fingers and wrapped the cord around it.
"Owwwwwww!" Connie couldn't help screaming now. "Oh, please! Don't! Don't!"
"Shut up, whore! Shut up!" he cried.
"Ohhhhh, God!" Connie sobbed. "God, help me!"
Her father tested the hold of the cord around her cuntal lips, decided it would stay put. He ran the cord through her legs again, and wrapped her thighs the same way he had wrapped her body. Cain worked quickly, and soon the girl was tied from shoulders to ankles. The cord cut off the circulation in her flesh, which soon tingled.
Timothy laughed. "She looks like she wants to kill us, Father!"
Cain nodded. "She's lucky I don't kill her, son. Give me your underpants."
The boy scooped up his shorts and shook them out, giving them to his father. Cain turned the briefs inside out, nodding in satisfaction when he saw a brown smear across the seat. The crotch was stained yellow. The boy hadn't changed his underwear for days, maybe a week.
"This will do," he said. "It's just what she needs!"
He bent over Connie and stuffed the dirty undershorts into her mouth. She gagged and tried to spit them out, but her father wrapped more of the cord around her head, binding the underwear in place. The sour taste of the cotton cloth gagged her completely. She could only moan, the sound muffled by Timothy's underpants pushing back against her throat.
"What are we gonna do to her now, Father?" asked the boy as Cain studied his handiwork.
"Something the bitch won't like!" said the man. "Something she'll never forget!"
Satisfied with the job he had done on Connie, Cain moved to the telephone. She stared as he dialed a number and then introduced himself when the instrument was answered.
"I have a package for you," he said, cryptically. "Yes, fourteen – fifteen in four months. Blonde, with generous tits. The price is still the same? Good. I'm reporting her now. I'll look for you at midnight."
His finger hit the bar, Cain smiled evilly at his daughter. Then he dialed Information and asked for the number of the sheriff's substation. He dialed that, and a moment later was speaking to a desk sergeant.
"Yes, Thomas Cain, 377 Mapletree Lane. My fourteen year old daughter ran away this afternoon. Will you send a man out, or shall I come down to the station?"
Connie listened in horror to his words as he described a false story of her running away. Cain spoke glibly, his words tinged with just the right amount of worry. The girl on the floor shook her head as she listened, Timothy doing his best to smother his laughter. Damn him! Connie wanted to kill the brat!
Cain hung up the phone, looked down at Connie again. "Well, Constance. It seems you are now just a statistic. If you make it to the city, the chances are one in three Timothy and I will never see you again."
Timothy exploded in laughter, doubling over to pound his fists against his thighs. "Oh, Father! What are we going to do with her?"
"We're going to sell her," said Cain, smiling. "I don't know what they call it today. When I was your age, son, it was white slavery. A very nice man is coming at midnight to give us five hundred dollars. He'll take the whore with him when he leaves. I believe he takes them to Mexico, or someplace as exotic."
Connie shook her head from side to side, gagging at her brother's smelly underpants. She could taste his shit against her tongue, but she couldn't get sick. The shorts kept her from throwing up.
"Grab her feet, Timothy."
Cain bent over Connie, grabbing her arms as he gave the order to the boy. Together, they manhandled her upstairs and into her bedroom, where they dropped her on the floor.
"Jeepers, she's heavy, Father," said the boy.
"The man who's buying her will work the fat off her ass," said Cain. "Let's throw her in the closet, just in case someone comes visiting."
It was the work of a minute to do just that, Cain pushing Connie's clothes out of the way to dump her in the back of the closet. She landed on several pair of shoes, wriggling around in a futile attempt to find a more comfortable position. Her father and brother looked at her a final time, and closed the door.
Trapped in darkness, Connie sobbed hysterically. The tears flowed down her cheeks as pain stabbed in everyplace. Her cunt seemed to be on fire and her tits felt as though the cord was cutting them off. They couldn't mean to leave her here for eight hours or more!
But leave her in the closet was exactly what her father meant to do. Connie fought the cords until it was clear, struggling only made them dig in farther, hurting her even more. At last her eyes ran dry and she concentrated on suffereing, watching the crack of light at the bottom of the closet door. Time dragged slowly, but eventually the light faded, went out. What time was it?
After an eternity of torture, Connie managed to drift asleep. From time to time she heard noises in other parts of the house as her father or Timothy moved about. At supper time she caught the smell of food cooking, and began to chew on the dirty undershorts again in her hunger. The taste of the cloth was sweetly-sour, but she tried to bite chunks of it free.
Connie was sleeping again when the closet door suddenly opened, the light from the room flooding in. She blinked as her father caught her ankles, dragging her out. Where was the man who was taking her away? She looked about, but saw only her brother in his pajamas.
Cain cut the cord holding the gag and pulled it out of her mouth. Connie spat, and spat again, dragging her tongue across her teeth in a futile effort to scrape away the taste. Now she saw Timothy bring his hard cock out of his fly.
"It's your brother's bedtime," said her father. "But I promised him he could have his cock sucked once more before I sell you."
Timothy didn't bother pulling down his pajama bottoms. He fell against Connie's face, stabbing his prick into her mouth. It seemed even harder than before, as though the excitement of seeing her bound and a prisoner had raised his lust to a new level. Before Connie could twist her face away the boy stabbed his cock through her lips and across the roof of her mouth.
"Suck me, Connie!" he cried, happily. "Suck me good!"
Connie lay flat on the floor, Timothy's feet kicking into her stomach and his knees pressing into her cruelly bound tits. The boy thrust his prick as hard as he could, banging his pelvis against her chin. His balls slammed down against her, slapping loudly each time he bottomed out.
"Oh, suck!" cried the boy. "Suck! Suck My cock!"
Her teeth jarred with the force of his blows. Connie tried to writhe away, but she was trapped, helpless. She could only take his cock, which seemed bigger now than it had this afternoon. The sour-tasting head worked against the back of her mouth, stabbing again and again.
"Oh, darn! Father! Father, I'm coming!"
Timothy groaned as he felt his balls expand, ready to explode his seed into his sister's throat. The boy slowed his fucking pace, but it was too late. His cum erupted, slammed out, coursed into Connie's raw throat. Acrid though it tasted, it at least soothed the dry soreness there.
Timothy fell away, onto his back. His feet were still across Connie's tits as he sighed, rubbing his cock.
"Oh, please!" cried Connie. "Please, Daddy! Water! I'm thirsty!"
Cain glared hatred at his daughter. He rubbed his mouth, and Connie was afraid he was going to refuse her request. Then Timothy giggled.
"I gotta pee, Father," said the boy. "Want me to pee in her mouth? She can drink that!"
The man smiled. "Yes, son. Give her all she can drink."
Timothy scrambled up and turned over, stabbing his cock into Connie's mouth again. The boy lay against her face, his weight pushing her head down against the hard floor. For a minute nothing happened. Then Connie felt the first trickle of acrid piss run across her tongue, down into her throat. It was hot and sour.
"It's coming!" cried the boy. "I'm peeing in her mouth, Father!"
Cain laughed. "Drown the whore, son!"
The stream increased, grew heavier as Timothy released the valve closing his bladder. The piss coursed into Connie's mouth, the girl forced to swallow to prevent it from going down the wrong way. The boy gasped, pissing strongly into his sister's mouth, his asshole flexing open and shut.
"Oh, jeez!" Timothy pulled out. "That was fun, Father! Look, she drank it all!"
Connie's eyes were closed, her mouth gaping open. Suddenly Timothy felt pressure in his guts. The boy turned around, pulling down his pajama bottoms, pushing his ass toward her face. Connie felt the slight breeze of his ass as it came closer, and opened her eyes to see his brown asshole only inches from her face as the boy farted.
"Oh! Aggghhhhhhhhhhh!"
She gagged, turning away as Timothy released a second fart that, was almost as heavy as the first. Laughing, the boy plopped his ass down on Connie's face, looking up at his father.
"Should I take a shit, Father?"
"If you have to, son," said Cain.
"No!" Connie thrust her groin up into the air, trying to twist away from the boy. "Don't! You can't!"
"Shut up, whore!" cried Cain, slamming his foot against her shoulder. He pinned her down. "Do it, Timothy! Shit on the bitch – shit in her mouth!"
Timothy wiggled into position again, spreading his asscheeks and straining directly over Connie's mouth. But all he managed to produce was another small fart. Disappointed, he shook his head.
"I can't, Father. I'm sorry. Maybe you can do it to her."
"Oh, please!" Connie stared at the man, beseeching him for mercy. But there was none in him. He kicked at her shoulder again in obvious disappointment.
"I took a shit right after supper," said the man. "You're getting off easy, bitch! Stand aside, Timothy, so I can piss in her mouth."
The boy scurried out of the way while Cain brought his cock out of his trousers. It hung limp out of his fly. Connie remembered how good it felt in her cunt, but now it was fish-white and seemed horrible.
Cain strained, and the piss broke free, splashing into the tied girl's face. Connie tried to twist away, clamping her mouth shut, but he directed the spray against her nose. At last she had to open her mouth to breathe, and the stuff splashed in, quickly filling her throat and spilling over the corners of her lips.
The stream didn't last as long as it had on the beach. Soon he shook the last drops free and stuffed his cock back into his pants. Then he bent to replace the gag, tying it as tightly as before. Connie groaned as he caught her by the hair of her head and used that to drag her back into the closet. Then the light went out again, and she was once more in darkness.
At least there was moisture in her throat and mouth now, horrible though their piss tasted. And this time there were no shoes or other obstacles beneath her. Connie's legs and arms were numb with the cord cutting into her flesh, but she stretched out as well as she could and closed her eyes again. For a few minutes longer she heard her father and Timothy talking. Then the house was silent.
Connie fell asleep again, exhausted by her ordeal. It seemed only minutes before she heard heavy footsteps and the light flashed on. The closet door flew open and her father caught her hair again, dragging her out. Blinking, the girl stared in fright at the burly redheaded giant standing over her.
"There you are, Mr. Hobart. Good sound flesh." Cain rolled Connie over with his toe. "Nice tits and a cunt big enough to take any cock. I should know!"
"Doesn't look much like her pictures," said Hobart, his voice rumbling. "How do I know it's the same girl?"
"She needs a bath," admitted Cain. "Want me to clean her up for you?"
"No, that's all right. I'll take her like she is. We don't want them to get the idea things are going to be easy. She should be softened up."
Hobart laughed as he dug his wallet out of his hip pocket. Connie watched the man count out five hundred dollars into her father's hand, staring in horror. She hadn't really believed his threat, but he was doing it! He was selling her to this man!
"Five hundred. Thank you, Mr. Hobart. Shall I help you carry her down to your van?"
"Nah." Hobart bent and grabbed Connie by the hips. He lifted her easily and dropped her over his shoulder. Her tits were crushed against his massive shoulderblade. Hobart shifted her a bit, redistributing her weight and stabbed a finger up into her cunt, scraping his sharp nail across the sensitive lining.
Connie groaned, and Hobart laughed. He slapped her ass, hard, and she jumped. Then he shrugged his shoulders.
"She'll be frisky, once we get the ropes off her. Well, thank you, Mr. Cain. If ever you run across another one like her, we're always ready to buy."
He left the room, Connie bouncing on his shoulders as he went down the stairs. She lifted her head, managed to see her father's feet following them. Cain went as far as the back door, watched as Hobart opened the back of his van and dropped the girl into a pile of rugs. He snaked one across her, covering Connie completely and imprisoning her in darkness again. She sobbed, sucking dust into her nose from the rug. It made her sneeze violently.
The rear doors slammed and a moment later the engine started. Hobart gunned the van out of the driveway, then settled into a more sedate pace as he reached the highway. In the back, beneath the rug, Connie once more settled into a fretful sleep.
This time she didn't wake up until the rug was pulled from her body and Hobart grabbed her ankles, tugging her out of the van. She stared wildly as he threw her over his shoulder again and carried her into a building. The girl got the impression of white stucco around the entrance, and red tile beneath her bouncing face. Then she was carried down a flight of steps, dropped onto something soft and yielding, her face buried.
She heard the rustle of clothing for a minute. Then something cold moved across her back, and the cords were cut free. Connie gasped as her hands were loosened, and tried to rub her arms. But the long hours in bondage had weakned her, left her no strength at all. She could only moan when Hobart rolled her over and cut Timothy's underpants from her mouth. Then she gasped for breath: "Oh, God!" Connie gasped, her throat sore and her voice a hoarse rattle. "Please, water!"
"Shut up, cunt!"
Suddenly Hobart's open hand slammed across her face, cracking loudly. Connie's head was spun around and she smothered a cry of pain and his other hand struck her cheek from the other direction.
"Look at me, cunt! Look at your master!"
Connie managed to draw one hand up to her mouth, sucking in breath as she stared at the naked man. He was built like a barrel, his chest covered with a thick curling red fur. His legs seemed as thick as tree trunks, and a huge cock dangled over balls the size of tennis balls. He was circumcised, his soft cockhead almost half an inch larger in circumfrance than the shaft.
"Like what you see cunt?" demanded Hobart. "You better like it, because you're going to see nothing but cock from now on!"
He rubbed his balls and his cock, which began to grow hard. It lifted out toward Connie, the shaft growing impossibly long. The cock was as much bigger than her father's as Cain's was bigger than Timothy's.
"Oh, please!" gasped Connie. "What… what are you going to do to me?"
"Why, any Goddamn thing I want to do," said Hobart, grinning evilly. "I think I'll start by fucking you!"
His cock was fully hard now, at least twelve inches long and as thick as Connie's wrist. He moved closer, the girl trying to retreat. But there was no place to go. Suddenly Hobart dropped over her body, slamming his mouth against her lips and prying her thighs apart with his knee. Connie tried to suck in air to scream as the impossibly large cock slammed against her cunt.



CHAPTER FIVE


Hobart's cock slammed against Connie's cunt like a wedge driven into a log. His first stroke was off-center, but he quickly corrected his aim. The redheaded giant drove against the young girl again, this time working his huge cockhead through her outer lips.
Hurting in every part of her body, the first blow stunned Connie. She gasped, her ass thrown back by the force of Hobart's blow. Then the man caught her rope burned tits, twisting the nipples between his fingers.
"Ow! Owwwwww!" cried Connie. "Don't! Please!"
"Fucking cunt!" gasped Hobart, stabbing his cock at her pussy again. "Stupid fucking bitch! I do please! I'll do any Goddamn thing I please!"
"Jesussssss! No! No!"
Connie gasped again, in pain. She arched her back as the head of his cock spread her outer lips and pressed tight against the inner entrance to her cunt. His cock was dry. It pushed into her body as Hobart twisted his hips back and forth, corkscrewing his way through her defenses.
"My God!" cried the girl. "Help me! Help me!"
"Fuck!" Hobart laughed. "Nobody's gonna help you, you little whore! My cock's going in your cunt, so you better get used to… it!"
He gasped, driving again, stretching her sensitive flesh to the tearing point as his cockhead worked through the outer ring of muscles. Both man and girl felt the rasping of dry skin as Connie's cunt was forced open by the pressing rod of his cock. Hobart gathered her tit flesh in his hands, digging his fingers into the soft globes until his fingernails dug half-moons in the milky-white skin. Connie didn't even feel the new pain. Her head rolled back and forth, but her arms were too sore to lift up and push him away.
"Ohhhhh, NO!" moaned the frightened girl. "Please… please, don't! You're hurting me! Hurting me!"
"Yeah!" said the triumphant Hobart as his cock slid several inches deeper into her defenseless body. "Yeah, I'm splitting you in half, bitch! And I love it! I'm gonna drive my cock clear through your backbone! Like this!"
He stabbed again, his cock at last lubricated by the natural juices of the girl's deep cunt. The great cockhead pushed the sensitive walls apart, forcing them into a circle around its shape. The tortured pussy collapsed against the man's cock shaft, squeezing the huge prick until the blood was forced into the head.
"Hurts!" moaned Connie, over and over. "Hurts!"
"Shit!" cried Hobart. "It's good! Hot! Tight cunt!"
He stabbed again, and again, working his prick an inch farther each time. Now it seemed as though he must be all the way up in her belly. Connie raised her head, looked down the length of her body to see no more than half of his prick swallowed by her cunt. Hobart held himself over the girl on stiff arms, his eyes glazed with lust.
"Hot cunt!" he cried again. "Jesus! Jesus!"
Another stab, and Connie screamed at the tearing pain. The girl was sure he had ripped her cunt wide open. She could feel the tissue tearing at the top and bottom of her slit. Her hands scrabbled against the soft stuff beneath her as she tried to pull away from him. But there was no escaping his terrible cock.
"Hot!" cried Hobart. "Oh, fuck! Sweet fuck! Sweet cunt! Sweet fucking!"
He thrust down against Connie's body again, but gained no more ground on her pussy. Panting, he tossed his red curls out of his face and shifted position slightly. His asshole twitched, working his cock against her. But she was too tight to let his prick come in any farther, or let it come out.
"Jesus!" He stared at Connie's cunt as he pulled his cock back a fraction of an inch. Her outer lips tried to follow the retreating steel-hard prick. Connie gasped and cried out again.
"You… you're turning me inside out! Please!"
"Yeah!" He bobbed his head, a silly grin on his face. "Yeah, that's just what I'm gonna do! Cunt! I'm gonna turn your cunt inside out!"
Hobart pulled back again, forcing his cock back from the clutching tunnel of her hot cunt. Connie's ass slid with the movement, refusing to give up the hot fleshy prize. He shook his head, not believing what was happening, and tried again. This time he scrabbled his feet backward, dragging her whole body several inches.
"Jesus Christ Almighty! Fucking Jesus!" Hobart paused to wipe his mouth. "Let go, you dizzy bitch!"
"I can't!" wailed Connie. "I can't let go!"
The redhaired man sucked in several quick breaths, conscious of the loud beating of his heart. His belly tightened, his asshole flexing spasmodically. He raised his ass, slowly, pulling Connie up into the air as he straightened his legs. She felt air beneath her asscheeks as she was lifted on the rod of his throbbing cock.
"Bitch!" cried the man. "Crazy fucking bitch!"
Suddenly he slammed back down again, dropping his full weight onto Connie's body. The breath was knocked from her lungs by the force of his fall. She felt as though her ribs were cracking and she saw stars – and screamed again. His 190 pounds was like a sledgehammer pounding on the wedge of his cock. His prick was driven deeper into her body, gaining another two inches. Now only three inches or so remained outside.
"Yeah!" he cried, triumphant. "That got you, you stupid fucking cunt! How you like my cock now, bitch?"
Before Connie could drag air into her lungs and gasp an answer he pulled back. The tearing fall of his cock had loosened her cuntal muscles. Connie had been unconsciously holding on to the tremendous prick, not wanting to let it escape her body. Hobart pulled back, drawing his cockhead all of the way until it caught against the ring of muscles. Once more it felt as though her cunt were being turned inside out by the force of his fucking.
"Yeahhhhhhhh!" he yelled. "Stupid fucking bitch! Fuck! Goddamn, I'm fucking you now!"
Connie sucked in air and lost it again as he once more slammed his cock all of the way into her body. Hobart crashed down onto her helpless frame, outweighing Connie by a hundred pounds or more. His huge cock gained another inch with the stroke and immediately pulled out again.
"Oh, fuck!" cried Hobart, over and over. "Fuck! Fuck! Fuck The little bitch, cock! Fuck her!"
He fell again, and again, three more strokes enough to bury his prick completely within her body. Connie felt his heavy balls hanging in the crack of her ass. The force of his fucking grew more furious as he pounded into her, faster and faster. Now he didn't bother raising his chest from her body. Only his ass worked against her, stabbing the great cock all of the way in. She could feel it pounding against the entrance to her womb, swelling large in her belly. The muscles of her body were bruised from the inside as Hobart fucked her, spending all of his strength.
"Fuck! Fuck! Fuhhhhhk!" he cried.
"Oh, God!" Connie begged for mercy, but her pleas went unheard. "God! You… you're killing me! Killing me!"
"Yeah!" He heard her voice from a long way away. "Bitch! I'm fucking you, bitch! My cock's fucking you! Fucking you! Fucking you!"
"Ohhhh, God!" Connie thrust up against the man's falling pelvis. "God! Don't! Dooohhhhh! Ohhhhh, Yes! Yes! Yes!"
Her voice changed as her body caught on fire. Now the pain of his terrible cock was forgotten. Only the good sensations came through to the rest of her flesh. Connie gasped with pleasure, and thrust up against him as he fell down. Hobart felt the change in the girl as she responded to his fucking cock. His pace picked up, became faster. His ass was almost a blur as it flew up and down against her yielding cunt.
"Oh, yes!" cried Connie. "Yes! Do… do it to me! Damn you, do it! Do it! Do it to me!"
"Bitch!" he answered. "You-you're crazy! Crazy fucking bitch!"
Connie wailed, forgetting the pain of the cords that had bound her arms for so long. She brought her hands up against his forearms, raking them with her fingernails. Then she wrapped her arms around Hobart's back, trying to drag him down farther. She could feel his wonderful cock tearing through her belly, but it wasn't enough! She wanted him to rip her completely in half! She wanted to feel his cock coming up through her throat, out through her mouth!
"Fuck me!" screamed the girl. "Damn you, fuck me! Hard! Harder! Haaarrrdderrrrr!"
Connie's cunt was sucking loudly each time Hobart's cock rode back, creating a vacuum in the tube. Then he slammed down again, his cockhead beating her juices into a thick froth that worked out around the shape of his prick. His balls slammed into her ass painfully. Connie brought her legs up around his hips, wrapping her feet around his ass. She beat her heels against his asscheeks, trying to force him to fuck harder.
"God damn you!" she cried. "Bastard! Sonofabitch! No good rotten motherfucker! Fuck… meeeeee!"
Hobart was doing his best to do just that. He gasped in astonishment, aware of pain as Connie dug her fingernails into the muscles of his back. The fury of his fucking was throwing both of them back and forth. He could feel her burning nipples pushing through the fur on his chest. Connie's cunt sucked at his cock, the cunt walls crawling after it when he fucked into her body. Then he drew back again and the girl farted with the change of pressure. Her ass bounced up and down in a futile attempt to drag his whole body inside her cunt.
"Jesus!" Hobart gasped. "Jesus Christ! Too much! Too fucking much!"
"Bastard!" cried Connie. "Cocksucker! Asshole!"
"Bitch!" he answered. "Whore bitch! Cunt!"
Hobart felt as though his whole body was on fire as he forced his cock as deep as it would go into Connie's cunt. She was squeezing him with all of her strength. His cock hurt with the pressure she brought to bear. But now his balls were tingling, throbbing. He read the signal and found strength enough to slam a little bit harder. Three more strokes buried his cock deep in her belly.
"Shit!" He sobbed the words. "Shit, mama! I'm… fucking… coming! Coming! Cominnnggggg!"
"No!" Connie felt the first wash of his semen blasting deep into her body as he pulled out agan. "Damn you! Don't come, damn you! Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me!"
But her cries were wasted. The man fell down into her cunt one last time, his cock sliding through the sopping channel filled with the mixture of their juices. His cockhead slammed against her womb, spilling the last of its boiling seed. The force of his ejaculation was enough to bring new hurt to the girl. Then he collapsed against her, his shoulder dropping over her mouth and cutting off her breath. A long last sigh slowly escaped his body as his cock died inside Connie's cunt.
"Ohhhhhh, Jesus!" Hobart moaned. "Jesussss!"
Connie felt his great cock throb again within her cunt as it tried to force out cum that was no longer there. She tried to push up against his shoulder, twisting her face around until she could gasp breath again. Her cunt muscles worked against his softening cock, milking it. Hobart sucked in breath at the pain.
"Bitch!" His eyes remained closed. He was too tired to lift himself off her body. "Don't!"
"Bastard!" Connie sobbed, trying to free herself. Her feet dropped from his ass. "Get off! Get off me!"
Hobart opened his eyes, staring without seeing. Suddenly he rolled over, onto his side, carrying Connie with him. The girl was still impaled on his cock. He caught her jaw between thumb and forefinger and stabbed his tongue into her mouth.
"Mmmmmmm! Ummmmmmmm!"
Connie tried to protest as Hobart's tongue probed deep into her throat. His arms were wrapped around her body, his hand holding the back of her head. She couldn't twist free from his strength.
"Bitch!" Hobart sucked in breath, still holding her jaw in the vise grip of his fingers. He stared into Connie's eyes from only three inches away. His eyes glistened wildly and the girl knew fright again. "Fucking whore!"
He kissed her again, this time capturing the tip of Connie's tongue between his own teeth. He bit down, hard, and the new pain made her yelp against him. But she could not escape his strong arms, or escape his throbbing cock in her belly.
"Fucking bitch!" he said. "You listen, and listen good! I own you now! I'm gonna do any Goddamn thing to you I want to! And you'll do any Goddamn thing you're told to do! If you don't, you'll fucking wish you had!"
He captured the girl's mouth again, sucking her lips in between his teeth. Hobart mouthed Connie, wetting her face with his saliva. Her tongue pushed out against him in self-defense. He captured it again, sucked it deep. The force of his lungs was too much for her to resist. A new ache stabbed through the roots of her tongue and his cock worked against her cunt again.
"Oh, God… God…!" Connie sobbed when he released her and fell back. His shoulders were flat, his hips twisted to keep his cock buried in her cunt. Hobart wiped sweat from his face and his forehead and sighed.
"Suck my cock, bitch!" His head lifted just far enough for Connie to see his expression as he gave the order. "Suck it all!"
Connie shook her head, frightened. She could feel the terrible shape of his prick, still buried deep in her cunt. The aching there made her forget the pain in her body where the cruel cords had cut into her flesh.
"I… I can't!" she said, sobbing. "It's too big!"
Almost before the words were out of her mouth Hobart's hand cracked her cheek. Stunned, Connie fell back, the motion pulling his cock out of her cunt. She dropped to her back, Hobart rising up over her again to snake his prick tree of her clutching cunt muscles. Juices from the cunt splattered over both of their legs.
"Please!" cried the girl.
The hand cracked her cheek again. "Please, sir!"
"Sir!" She bobbed her head. "Please, sir! I… I can't suck you! I just can't!"
Hobart stared at the frightened girl a moment. His face was set, his jaws clenched. His eyes narrowed, revealing anger and cruelty.
"You will suck my cock!" he said, softly. "I am going to turn over and lay down. You will get up on your knees. You will move between my legs. You will suck my cock!"
He held her eyes for another ten seconds, then dropped heavily. Hs arms fell flat against his sides and his legs moved apart. His huge cock was still half-hard. The weight of the terrible prick carried it over against his belly. His huge balls sagged in their bag, falling down into the crack of his ass.
Moaning, Connie dragged herself over onto her knees and moved between the man's legs. She supported herself on her hands, staring at his huge red prick. She could smell her own cunt juices on him. Her pussy juice coated his prick, made it wet all over. Even the hair on his belly was plastered down.
"Suck it, whore!" he said, warning her to obey.
Connie sobbed, but caught the terrible cock in her fingers. It felt heavy as she picked it up. It flopped over against her wrist, the swollen glans reaching almost to her elbow. The girl worked the shaft, her thumb rubbing across the great vein in the bottom. More juice welled out of the opening, trickling across the cockhead.
"Stop stalling!" said Hobart. "Suck it!"
Connie's stomach rumbled as the smell of her own cunt and the stink of the piss on her body mixed with his heavy sex rut. She thought she was going to be sick. She stopped breathing as she brought her lips to the wet cockhead. Her tongue licked out across the huge hole, which seemed big enough to take a cigarette. She caught his taste, her face contorted as she swallowed.
"Damn your whore ass!" Hobart doubled a fist. "Suck, before I knock your fucking teeth down your stupid Goddamn throat!"
Forced to breathe again. Connie sucked in air and opened her mouth. She could already feel her jaws aching as she spread her teeth against the soft shape of his cockhead. She pulled it into her mouth, the taste of his semen strong and bitter as it rubbed across her soft palate.
Hobart sighed as Connie's teeth locked against the rim of his cockhead. His head fell back again and he closed his eyes in pleasure.
"Yeah! That's it, bitch! Suck nice!"
Connie's lips worked at the yielding flesh of his cock, his glans rolling around inside her mouth. She laved the swollen cockhead with her tongue. Her head rose and fell in short strokes, but no more of the cock came into her mouth.
"Damn you!" warned the man. "Take it! Take it all!"
Shivering, Connie resigned herself to the impossible task. She swallowed, and swallowed again, her uvula dangling against the hole in his cockhead. Hobart smiled as her teeth worked against his shape, the little punching bag guarding her throat almost dragged into his hole. He pumped his ass up against her mouth as Connie's lips moved down around the shape of his cock, taking several inches.
"Oh, yeahhhhhhh!" He sighed, happily. "Suck my cock, bitch! I want to feel your lips pushing into my cock hair! Take it!"
His ass trembled and stroked up again. Connie had almost half of his cock in her mouth now. Her jaws were stretched as far as they would go. Her teeth ached with the strain of holding his cock.
Hobart's terrible prick was growing hard again. Connie's head was forced up. She stared down the length of his cock. His cockhair seemed impossibly far away. No human being could suck all of this cock!
Hobart rose on his elbows and made his cock jump against her mouth. Then he stabbed up again.
"Swallow it, whore! Goddamn you, suck all of it!"
Fearful of what he would do if she disobeyed, Connie swallowed. She rose above Hobart, her body forming an arch, her legs and arms stiff. The huge cock was like a sword swallower's weapon. Connie trembled in fright as she threw herself down against Hobart's cock.
"Oh, Christ!" Hobart stared in disbelief. "You're really doing IT! You're taking it!"



CHAPTER SIX


Connie felt Hobart's terrible cock push through her already sore throat. The swollen cockhead choked off her breath as it rode down into her gullet. The astonished man shivered with lust. He picked his back off the soft cushions, holding himself up on his forearms.
"Jumping Jesus Christ! Sweet fucking Christ! Suck it!" he cried. "Suck my cock, you dizzy bitch!"
Connie was near to fainting. This prick was even bigger than her father's, but the pubic bush was rushing up to her lips. She drove herself down against his groin. The back of her neck felt like it was splitting open.
"SUCK!" cried the man. "Sweet Jesus! Suck my cock!"
The thick curling red hair around his cock pushed into Connie's nostrils as she bottomed out. Her teeth and nose were jarred with the force of landing. She saw stars. Her knees sagged. She collapsed between Hobart's legs, nearly passing out from lack of breath. The man yelped as his cock was forced painfully down between his thighs.
"Ow! You dirty bitch!"
His hand cracked the side of Connie's head, nearly knocking her away from his cock. Connie moaned and sucked in breath as the huge cockhead slid back into her mouth and locked against her teeth. She fell sideways, but before she could escape the terrible burning prick Hobart followed her. He pushed Connie over onto her back, rising above her. His knees pushed painfully into her upper arms as he fell against the girl.
"Glug ugglgle! Glggggle!"
Connie tried to twist free, but she was nailed by the burning cock in her throat. Hobart balanced himself on his hands, biting his lips. His eyes were wild as he stared down at the helpless girl beneath him. His ass muscles quivered as he gathered strength. Connie tried to push up against his hips, but his weight bent her wrists back painfully. Tears streamed from the girl's eyes as she tried to twist free.
"Whore!" Hobart wiped his mouth. His cock stabbed against the back of her throat again. "Dirty fucking bitch! I'll teach you a Goddamn lesson in manners!"
He stabbed down against the girl again, forcing his cock into her throat. Pain exploded across all of her senses. The angle of penetration was worse than before. Now Connie was certain the cruel cock was tearing out her throat. Her ass rose into the air as she tried to fight free of the man's terrible weight.
"Hold still, bitch! Damn you!" cried Hobart.
His cock thrust again, stabbing deeper. Connie's breathing was cut off again. She felt a red haze rising over her vision as his belly slammed down against her face. Hobart fucked into the helpless teenager with all of his strength. His cock was buried to full length in her throat now. His pelvis slammed against her face, bruising her nose.
"Take that, damn you!" he said, thrusting again. "No good fucking bitch! I'll knock some Goddamn sense into your useless fucking head, or kill you trying!"
The terrible burning cock thrust again. Connie felt his belly slam down and pull back. Hobart hung there just long enough to let her suck in air through her nostrils. His knowledge of the danger point in the brutal rape of her mouth was exact. He could feel the trembling of Connie's heart against his legs. The young girl shivered with fear and with pain as he stabbed down into her again and again.
"Bitch! Whore! Dirty little piss drinking cunt!" He sucked in breath each time he thrust down into the girl's yielding body. "Take that, damn you! Damn your worthless fucking hide!"
Connie moaned again and again as the cock drove deep into her body then hesitated above her face. She could taste blood where her teeth had ripped the inside of her cheeks. Hobart had spilled his first load deep into her cunt. He was ready to keep up the fucking for a long time.
"Cocksucking bitch!" cried the mean-spirited man. He thrust his punishing cock again and again. "Dirty little whore bitch! Your old man was right to sell you! Worthless fucking cunt! But I'll get my money out of you, you can bet on that, bitch! Every fucking cent! You'll pay me back a thousand times!"
Each time he gasped out another insult Hobart stabbed his cock into Connie's throat. Beaten to a point where she could no longer resist, Connie collapsed completely beneath him. Her arms and legs were flung wide, her head turning with the force of his blows. Hobart seemed to be trying to tear her body in half. She felt something warm trickle over her upper lip when he pulled back.
"Stupid cunt!" he cried, wiping his face. "Your fucking nose is bleeding!"
Hobart laughed, his chest shaking as he supported himself on stiff arms for a moment. Sweat trickled down his back, along his spine and through the crack of his ass. His balls were drawn tight against his groin and suddenly he yanked his cock free of the beaten teenager's mouth, falling flat on his back beside her.
"Jesus!" He sighed, wiping his mouth again. "Stupid cunt! I coulda fucking killed you!"
Connie moaned, unable to speak. The girl was aware of her wildly beating heart. Her tits rose and fell erratically as Hobart turned his head to look at the girl. Suddenly he turned on his side and dug his fingers into the nearest female globe, twisting it cruelly.
"Ow!" Connie's eyes streamed tears again. "Please! Don't!"
"I do please, cunt!" said Hobart. "You think this hurts? Shit, I haven't begun to work you over."
His face fell against her tit, slobbering across the puckered flesh. He gnawed as much of the trembling tit into his mouth as he could take, biting down until his teeth left deep marks more than halfway down the swell of the globe. Connie sobbed again, but after the painful mouth fucking she could take this new hurt.
"How you like that, you little bitch?" asked Hobart.
"Oh, please!" Connie's eyes closed.
"Please?" He laughed. "Okay, stupid! I will!"
He gathered her tit mass into his mouth again, then slowly came back up, his tongue slobbering, until just the nipple and areola was caught between his teeth. Hobart sucked on Connie a moment until the girl sighed with pleasure. Her hand came up and caught the back of his head. She ruffled his red hair as he sucked the nipple into full erection. His tongue rubbed the puckered surface, the rough organ teasing until she felt a stab of lust in her belly.
"Oh, yes! YES!" Her ass trembled and rose into the air, trying to fuck against a cock that wasn't there. "Oh, God! Suck me! Suck my tit!"
For a moment it seemed as though Hobart was trying to give the girl pleasure. His hand came up to slide across her sweaty belly. She writhed beneath him as his fingers moved down against her sopping cunt. One finger and then another stabbed into her slit, moving deep. The fingernails tore across the yielding flesh around her clit. The stimulation was more than the girl could bear. Her belly sucked against his fingers, trying to drag his hand deeper into her cunt. Her ass stabbed against him.
"Oh, God!" she cried. "Oh, yes! Yes! Do it! Do it to me! Please!"
Chuckling, Hobart worked a third finger into the young girl's cunt. He stabbed his hand against her body, forcing her ass to rise against him. His hand was bent double at the wrist as he worked his way into Connie's cunt.
"God!" Connie sobbed with pleasure, not pain. "Ohhhhh, yes! Oh, fuck… fuh-fuck! Fuck me!"
Her nipple was fully erect and throbbing as his teeth nibbled gently against the young flesh. His mouth pursed against the nipple, drawing back just until it was caught. His hand worked fiercely, the other one sliding up beneath Connie's shoulder until his fingers twisted into her hair. Connie trembled with lust. She was burning up with the need for his cock.
"God! God! Fuh-fuh-fuck meeeeee!" cried Connie.
"Stupid bitch!" he said, softly, against her tit. "Stupid fucking cunt! Take this!"
His teeth bit down against the base of Connie's throbbing lust-burning nipple. He sawed against it with all of his strength, as though trying to bite it off. At the same time his left hand yanked cruelly into the girl's hair, as though he would pull it out by the roots. And his other hand doubled into a fist against her cunt, slamming down.
"Owwwwww!" Connie screamed as pain stabbed from three directions. "Oh, God! God! You… you're biting it off! Off!"
The man's teeth sawed against the nipple again. Connie bucked against him. Her back arched, and she felt new pain there as he used his full strength in an effort to bend her in half, fold her the wrong way. Now there were four sources of pain as his fist worked through her outer cunt lips and his fingers opened wide inside her body. All five of his fingers stabbed through her yielding cunt walls. His rough fingernails tore through the sensations of pleasure.
"Jesussss Christ!" screamed Connie. "No! No! Nooooo!"
Suddenly Hobart released the girl. She continued to sob even when free. Her head felt as though her scalp had been torn loose while her cunt felt as though he had pounded her with a baseball bat.
"Turn over, bitch!" said Hobart, roughly.
His foot kicked Connie's shoulder, bruising it. But the hurt was almost unnoticeable in her other catalogue of pains. He prodded the girl again, turning her over with his naked foot. She felt soft velvet fabric of a cushion push into her face as the man grabbed her arms and twisted them behind her back. Then cold steel clattered as she was shackled, the jaws of the cuffs digging cruelly into her already tortured flesh.
"Oh!" Her eyes flew open and she twisted around to look up at him. "Oh, please! Don't!"
His foot slammed against her upper arm, raising a new bruise. "Shut up, cunt! You speak when you're fucking told to speak!"
Hobart bent, stood again with leg shackles. Before Connie realized what he was doing he caught her ankle, forced it high into the air. New pain stabbed through her cunt as he twisted her foot as though trying to split her like a wishbone. Then the steel bracelet dug too deep into her soft young flesh and he turned Connie onto her back, dropping to his knee to lock the other ankle cuff in place.
"Ow! It hurts!" Connie gasped.
"Good!" He laughed. "It's supposed to hurt, bitch!"
Connie's hands were forced back against themselves beneath her back. The girl tried to twist free, but each movement sent new pain stabbing. She closed her eyes and sucked in breath. She didn't see Hobart scratch his balls as he studied her a moment. Then he bent and grabbed her by the head hair, dragging her from the pile of cushions and across the hard floor.
Connie's eyes flew open with the new pain. She swallowed a new plea for mercy as her shackled arms twisted painfully beneath her back when Hobart dragged her across the floor. The girl understood that begging would only make things worse. Hobart reached a door and paused, gasping for breath but not releasing the girl. The door opened and he dragged her into another room, letting her fall. Her head cracked against the hard floor and she saw stars again.
"A new cunt for you, Rosie!" said Hobart.
Bright lights lined the ceiling, haloed by the tears in Connie's eyes. She tried to turn her head to look around, and Hobart casually kicked her with his heel. Then he stepped onto her tits, putting his full weight on her for a second while soft footsteps approached.
"She's filthy!" said a woman. A toe prodded Connie's head, turning it around. "Why the fuck don't you ever bring them to me clean, you bastard?"
Hobart laughed. "That's what I pay you for, Rosie. Wash her up, and paint her ass a bit. Tomorrow she can start learning how to be a slave."
Connie rolled her eyes, trying to see the woman. But all she got was the impression of long legs above her head and a thick black pubic bush. There was the swell of mountainous tits, but they were too far above Connie to be made out clearly.
She looked back at Hobart. The redhaired man's cock was still hard, bobbing up and down between his legs each time he took a breath. He stared down at the shackled girl beneath his feet, and lifted his leg. His foot came down against Connie's tit, rolling it. The nipple burned against his weight and she sucked in breath. Dear God! Connie winced. What was the matter with her? She felt as though every inch of her body was one massive bruise, but she wanted his cock!
The girl's face burned with shame as Hobart turned away and went back through the door. She rolled her head, trying to get a look at the room. Then the woman bent and grabbed her hair as the man had done, dragging her across the floor. Her ass bumped over a tile ledge, the porcelain cold beneath her when Rosie dropped her. Then cold water slammed down against Connie's body and into her face.
"Oh!" She gasped, turning her face as the water thundered across her mouth and into her nostrils. The stream rapidly grew warmer and then almost too hot. Then a new stream joined the first as Rosie took a hose and turned the nozzle to spray. She played it up and down the girl's body, washing away the surface grime. Then she dragged Connie out of the main blast of water, which cut off.
"Oh!" Connie sighed as Rosie bent over her with a sponge. She was a handsome woman, somewhere between 25 and 45, with dark flashing eyes and black hair caught up over her forehead. Her complexion was dark. The Spanish-Indian heritage was clear as she washed Connie's body with soap, digging her fingers between the girl's thighs.
"Ohhhhh!" Connie sighed again as Rosie's fingers dug into her cunt. The woman grinned.
"You like that, eh?" Rosie patted Connie's ass. "You like playing with your cunt?"
"Ye-yes!" Connie gulped, unable to deny the truth as Rosie worked her fingers deeper. The girl drew up her knees, forcing them apart as much as she could. The shackles at her ankles hampered her free movement. "Oh, yes! Please! Don't stop!"
"You suck pussy, too?" Rosie stood, dropping the sponge, and straddled Connie. "You want to suck my pussy?"
"No!" Connie gasped in new horror as she saw the wet slit open above her face. Rosie's hands were soapy as she rubbed her fingers across her raw red passage. "No! Please, don't…"
Connie's protests were cut off as the woman lowered herself onto the teenager's face. She squatted over Connie, who felt new pain in her shackled wrists as she was forced over onto her back. Her shackled arms thrust her belly up as Rosie dropped to her knees astride Connie's face.
"Suck my pussy, cunt!" cried the woman. "Suck it good!"
Connie was trapped. There was no way for the girl to escape the sopping female sex as Rosie ground her cunt against the helpless teenager's face. Connie felt the cunt hair scratching her cheeks as the woman sat on her face, nearly smothering her. The huge cunt maw covered her from chin to forehead.
"Suck my pussy!" cried the woman again. "Suck it!"
Connie moaned, trying to twist away. But Rosie's knees were locked against her temple. Her legs dropped straight. She thought she was going to be sick as Rosie slid her ass back and forth against Connie's face. The outer lips were forced wide apart, pushing over Connie's mouth and nose. The inner lips were juicing, tasted of the soap on her fingers as she fucked against Connie.
"Damn you, brat!" cried Rosie. "Suck me! Suck my cunt!"
Connie's breath was cut off again. There was no escape, but perhaps obeying would make the woman go easy. She stopped fighting Rosie's cunt. Her mouth opened and was inundated by the woman's cunt juices. She swallowed, gagging.
"Oh, yes!" Rosie bounced up and down, happily. "Oh, suck my pussy, you little bitch! Suck it, and I'll give you a special surprise if you do it good!"
Connie's tongue worked through the clutching cunt muscles. She tasted Rosie's acrid spendings as her tongue worked into the woman's hot body hole. Rosie moaned with pleasure as Connie's tongue stabbed across her clit. The woman pinched and rubbed her nipples, her eyes closing as her head dropped back. Her ass turned around and around against the teenager's face.
"Oh, suck! Suck!" She moaned again. "Suck!"
Connie's eyes closed as juice spilled across her face. She fought the pain in her shoulders and her wrists, wishing her hands were free to grab Rosie's ass. It would make the job of sucking her cunt much easier. Her tongue worked deeper, dragging through the no longer bitter taste of the woman's cunt passage. She sucked eagerly now, forgetting the worst of her own pain.
"Oh, yes!" Rosie's ass trembled as she worked around on the girl's sucking mouth. "Oh, that's good! Oh, yes! Suck! Su-suck! Suck me!"
Connie was burning with desire as she worked her tongue through Rosie's cunt. Her back arched again, her ass trying to rise up. Her shackled feet came flat, her cunt twitching with desire. If only she had something in it! If only the woman would suck her back!
Connie's head turned with Rosie's ass twisting, the girl digging her chin into the bottom of the woman's passage. Rosie gasped again, slamming down against the helpless girl's face. Connie's teeth captured Rosie's clit again, biting down until fire burned through the woman's whole cunt. Then she gathered the sensitive flesh around the clit, biting and chewing on it as Rosie exploded again and again.
"Oh, God! God!" The woman bucked against Connie's sucking mouth. "Jesussss Christ! Suck me!"
Connie's own cunt was juicing, spilling out until her hot juice ran down into the crack of her ass. Her body ached with the need for something hard to come into her cunt. A cock would be ideal – any cock, even Hobart's terrible punishing prick. But even fingers were better than this terrible burning. Oh, God! Somebody fuck me! Something fuck me!
She was unable to express her desire aloud. Her tongue worked deeper into Rosie's body as the woman grabbed her asscheeks, spreading them as she ground her cunt down. Connie was completely flooded with the woman's juices.
Rosie screamed with lust. "Christ! Christ Almighty! Dear Jesus! Suck my cunt, girl! Suck it!"
She slammed down again and again, rising to throw her strength against the girl. Connie's head came up, chasing the delicious cunt. Then Rosie felt her insides melting, turning to liquid fire.
"God help me!" she cried. "Ohhhhhh, God!"



CHAPTER SEVEN


Rosie let her full weight settle on Connie's face. The woman uttered a long sigh. Her eyes closed for a moment. Beneath her crotch, Connie gagged. The teenager's breathing was cut off. She twisted around in a futile effort to escape the burden of Rosie's ass.
"Oh, shit." Rosie sighed again and looked down at the helpless young girl. "You suck cunt good, girl. If you suck cock half as good, you'll make a lot of men Goddamn happy."
The woman stood, digging her palm against the small of her back to ease the strain of the awkward position. Connie closed her eyes, shuddering. For a moment nothing happened. Then the girl gasped as the hose was turned on again and played over her body.
The water washed away the last of the soap and the remnants of Rosie's cunt juices on Connie's face and upper body. Then the woman grabbed Connie by the hair and dragged her out of the shower.
"Oh, please!" Connie begged for mercy without shame. "My arms hurt! I think one of them is broken!"
"Shit!" Rosie chuckled, shaking her head as she let go of Connie's hair, "you think you're hurt now, girlie? Just you wait a minute. You'll think I've been tickling you!"
The woman sat Connie up, yanking the helpless girl about roughly. Connie shook her head, shook the water from her eyes and ears. She looked around the great room while Rosie moved away from her.
The nearest wall was covered with bondage devices. Ropes and shackles hung from rings, and from the ceiling as well. There was equipment Connie didn't recognize in the center of the room. Near her was a gym exercise horse with a strange thing sticking out of the top. Connie blinked, and saw the thing was a huge artificial cock.
The teenager turned her head, and for the first time saw she was not the only prisoner in the big room. A row of mattresses was shoved against the rear wall. They made a bed at least twenty feet long. Half a dozen young girls were strapped spread-eagled to the mattresses. Several of them had their heads raised, looking toward Connie.
"Why you nosy little bitch! Who the fuck gave you permission to move?"
Rosie's foot slammed against Connie's ribs as the woman roared with anger, knocking the girl over. Tears came to Connie's eyes and she gasped with pain.
"Ow! Owwwwww! Please, I'm sorry!" she cried. "I won't do it again!"
"You're Goddamn right you won't, you dirty little cunt!" said Rosie. "Around here, you don't fart without permission from me! I tell you to move, you do it damn quick. Otherwise you freeze your little ass!"
The woman cruelly yanked Connie back into a sitting position. Rosie knelt behind her and began to tackle the girl's wet hair with a comb. New pain stabbed through Connie's scalp as the comb was dragged through snarls. But the girl managed to swallow her protests.
Rosie worked on the girl without regard to her feelings. She dragged the comb through snarl after snarl. Then she grabbed the teenager's short hair in one hand, wrapping it as tight about her hand as she could.
"On your feet!" ordered the woman.
Before Connie could even try to obey, she was yanked up by her hair. Her knees buckled before her legs were straight. She would have fallen forward, but Rosie wrapped one arm around Connie's waist, supporting her. The woman grunted as she dug her fingernails into Connie's tit.
"Stand still!" she ordered. "Damn your useless ass!"
Sobbing against the pain in her scalp, Connie tried her best to obey. She heard a rattle and a slithering noise, and suddenly Rosie released her. Connie started to fall again, but a terrible pain shot across her scalp as her hair was cruelly yanked up.
"Owwwwwww!" Connie couldn't help screaming at the new pain. "Oh God! Please, don't! DON'T!"
The young girl was swinging free over the floor, her hair tied to something out of sight over her head. Unable to straighten her legs against the floor, she swung around until she could again see the girls tied to the row of mattresses. They stared at her without expression. The oldest was perhaps sixteen, the youngest no more than twelve. The latter girl hardly had tits at all, and just a brief scattering of hair across her pussy.
There was no bedding on the row of mattresses. They gleamed in the harsh light of the room, as though they were covered with plastic. Then Connie swung back again, and saw another bed in the corner of the room. It was a full bed, not just a mattress on the floor. Kingsized, it was covered with regular bedding. The blanket was folded to the foot of the bed, the sheet covered a teenaged boy to his knees.
The boy was staring at Connie with interest. He was stocky, dark-skinned. It was obvious, looking at the boy, to see that he was her son. His prick was as big as Roger Bradshaw's. It was hard. He rubbed it lightly. How old was he? At first Connie thought he was no older than her brother, Timothy. Then she decided he was at least as old as Roger.
She stared at the boy, begging for mercy. He laughed, and rubbed his cock. The foreskin was worked halfway back over the glans. The cockhead seemed almost white, the size of a quarter dollar, where it showed against the deep olive skin.
"She's a pretty one, mamacita," said the boy. "Can I fuck her now?"
Rosie grunted, standing behind Connie's back. Suddenly Connie was yanked farther into the air. Her legs straightened, the soles of her feet just touching the floor.
"Tomorrow you fuck her," said Rosie. "Tonight we have to hang her up. We have to season her pussy for the fucking she will be doing, Julio, my son."
Julio laughed again. "My cock will season her pussy, Mama. Please, let me fuck her now."
"Don't tease, Julio," said Rosie.
The woman came in sight again, surveying her handiwork. Connie closed her eyes. The girl realized the situation was hopeless. Her father had really sold her to these terrible people!
She didn't see Rosie go to a rack of whips against the wall. The woman selected one, testing the hang of the short strand of leather. The strand was braided, tipped with a hard knot. Rosie brought it back, moving behind Connie again. The girl heard the soft sound her naked feet made against the hard floor.
Rosie licked her tongue across her lips as she took the measure of Connie's naked ass. The whip came back, the muscles in her arm rippling with strength. Julio sat up, moving to the edge of the bed. The boy leaned forward with his hands on the edge of the mattress. His eyes gleamed with cruel excitement as he watched his mother get ready to whip the helpless girl.
The whip snapped. "Owwwwww!"
Connie screamed as the leather knot cut across her already bruised asscheeks. Fire burned through the old marks of her father's beating. Her body jerked in a sudden spasm and she bit her tongue until she tasted blood.
"Oh my God!" cried Connie. "Please! Owwwww!"
Connie screamed again as the whip cracked a second time. Rosie painted several more stripes across the wounded ass, then moved the braided leather lower, working it cruelly across the girl's thighs. The woman's tongue came out of the corner of her mouth as she adjusted her stance. The whip came back again, cracked again, rapidly.
"Oh oh oh oh oh oh no! Please Please ohhhhhh!"
Screams burst from Connie, and changed to gasps for breath as her throat became too raw to yell. Julio bounced with excitement on the edge of the bed. His cock was slammed against the ridged muscles of his belly as he encouraged his mother to redouble her efforts.
"Oh paint her ass, Mama!" cried the boy. "Whip her ass raw! Take the skin off her!"
Rosie laughed at Julio's obvious excitement. Her eyes rested on her son's throbbing prick. Julio grabbed his cock and began to jerk off. His mother didn't skip a beat as she continued to work the whip across the helpless teenaged prisoner's naked body. The leather braid moved up and down. It coiled now, about Connie's ankles, then came up again to paint sharp white stripes about her arms, which were suspended behind her back.
The sound of the whip's knotted tip was loud, coming fast enough to imitate a machine gun's rattle. The leather strap flew again and again. Rosie had found the rhythm now. She had to move no more than her wrist as she worked the leather whip across new targets on Connie's nakedness.
"Guh! Guh! Gahhhhhhh!"
Connie's voice was no more than a feeble croak. She was trying to beg for mercy, but it did not come. The girl swung around and around, trying to escape the fury of the woman as the whip cracked across her tits, then twisted around her belly when it came free again. Pain was in Connie's arms, in her shoulder joints, in her head. Tears scoured her cheeks as she cried uncontrollably.
"Oh, look at her titties jump, Mama!" cried Julio. "Whip her there again!"
Smiling, Rosie did as the boy asked, indulging her son's perverted sexual pleasures. The whip tip snapped again and again, catching Connie's nipples, snapping from one to the other. The girl felt as though red-hot knives had been driven deep into her helpless flesh each time the tip of the leather braid caught her again. Moaning, Connie's eyes closed and her head sagged forward. She was too weak from the beating to keep it erect any longer. Another dozen strokes fell quickly, and the girl fainted.
"Ahhhhhh!" Rosie sighed, wiping her mouth and flexing her shoulders as she dropped the whip to the floor. She studied the streaks of blood and frothy sweat across her victim. Connie moaned, coming out of her faint. The girl hurt so much she didn't realize the beating had stopped.
She heard Rosie's bare feet pad away. Then the light level was cut way down. A moment later Connie heard the creaking of the big bed. She opened her eyes again to see Rosie settling down beside the boy.
"Oh, Mama!" cried Julio. "I'm so horny!"
Julio caught his mother in his arms, kissing Rosie's mouth. Then the boy rubbed his face against the woman's big tits and sucked one nipple deep into his throat. Rosie dropped onto her backs sighing with pleasure. She patted her son's back.
"Oh, good boy!" said Rosie. "Suck Mama, Julio!"
Julio worked against his mother's nipple a moment longer. The bright lights in the ceiling were out, but enough light was left to show the girls tied to the mattresses. And Connie could clearly see the sexual activity of the woman and her son. The suspended girl's chin sagged against her breast. She was too tired to hold her head up straight. But from the corner of her eye she watched Julio.
"Please, Mama!" begged Julio again. "My cock is so hard! Please let me fuck the new whore!"
"Fuck Mama!" Rosie sighed again. "Stick your hard prick in Mama's cunt, Julio!"
She rubbed the boy's head gently. He protested.
"I fucked you already, Mama! Please, let me fuck her!"
"Mr. Hobart won't like it," said Rosie. "You know he wants the new slaves to hang all night, Julio."
"He won't be back," argued the boy. "He'll never know. Please, Mama! I promise, I'll hurt her some more when I fuck her! I'll make her scream!"
Rosie sighed again. "Devil! You could tease the devil into repenting."
"You'll let me fuck her!" cried the boy, happily. "Oh, thank you, Mama! I love you!"
Julio scrambled from the bed, his hard cock bobbing up and down as he hurried to Connie. The girl grunted as the boy threw his arms around her and hugged her. Julio sucked one of Connie's tortured nipples deep into his mouth, then worked his teeth into the flesh of the tit.
Connie gasped at the new sensation. "Oh! Oh, please! Help me!"
Julio grinned, his white teeth flashing in the gloom of the room. "Oh, I'll help you, whore! I'll help you get used to cock in your cunt!"
The boy grabbed Connie's ass, stabbing his hard cock up and against her groin. His cockhead rubbed across her sopping cunt hair, but missed the entrance. Grunting, the boy twisted Connie around and stabbed again.
"Ohhhhhh!" Connie sighed as his cock slipped through her swollen, punished pudenda. "OH! Huh… hurts!"
"Shit!" Julio chewed on his lip. "What's the matter with you? That feels good!"
The boy stabbed his cock up against Connie's mound again. This time more than the head worked inside. The girl's outer cunt lips were bruised from the beating and the cruel treatment of earlier. But as the hard young cock slid deep into the soft walls, Connie responded in the old-fashioned way. She sighed as Julio's cock pushed through the yielding walls of her pussy and rolled her head.
"Ohhhhh, yes!" Connie sucked in breath. "Yes! Oh, stick it in me! Fuh-fuck me! Fuck me!"
Julio laughed again, glancing around at his mother. "She is a whore, Mama! She loves it!"
"Fuck her, Julio!" said Rosie. "Fuck her hard!"
"I will, Mama!" said the boy, thrusting his cock up into the helpless girl again. "I'll fuck her just as hard as I can! Ohhhh, she's tight!"
Julio stabbed up once more, coming up onto his tiptoes. Five inches of his cock was in the girl now, but a full two inches were still outside. The boy grimaced and slid his hands up Connie's back, wrapping them around her shoulders. He tried to climb higher onto the girl, but the position was awkward. Rosie had done too good a job of tying her.
"Owwwwww! Oh, God! Don't!"
Connie screamed again as the boy added his weight to hers. It felt as though her scalp were being ripped away from her skull. Hot tears scalded across her cheeks again as Julio futilely tried to drive his cock all the way up into the prisoner's body.
"Oh, God!" she cried again, sobbing. "You're hurting me! I can't stand it!"
"Shit!" Julio came down onto his feet again, the head of his cock barely trapped in Connie's shuddering cunt. "Goddamn it, Mama! I gotta let her down!"
"Don't do that, Julio," said Rosie. "Mr. Hobart will take the whip to me and you if he catches you letting her down before morning."
"What am I gonna do, then?" protested the boy.
"You almost had her, didn't you?" Julio nodded yes to his mother's question. "Well, get one of the other whores. Stand on her. Use her for a stool."
Julio laughed at his mother's suggestion. The boy yanked his cock from Connie's cunt. It came free with a wet noise, and Connie felt droplets of her juice spatter against her legs. She moaned, closing her eyes again as the boy went to the nearest girl on the mattress. Connie heard a sharp cry of pain. When she opened her eyes again the boy was marching the girl across the room, her arm twisted behind her back.
"Get down there, whore!" ordered Julio.
"Ow! Please, don't!"
The plea for mercy was cut off when the boy shoved the girl to the floor. Julio forced her to turn over, onto her back. Her tits were generous, and Julio rubbed his naked foot across them, grinning with pleasure as the girl sobbed. Then he moved her closer to Connie, slamming her hip with his heel.
The girl rolled onto Connie's toes. Julio straightened her slightly. Then the boy stepped onto the girl. One foot was on her pelvis, the other rolling her belly back and forth. He held his arms out to both sides to balance himself against the jiggling body. Then he wrapped his arms around Connie and slammed his cock up through her thighs.
The angle was better now. The sopping cunt welcomed the hard muscle of the throbbing young cock. Connie gasped and arched her back, stiffening, as Julio found the entrance and drove inside her body.
"Ohhhhh, God!" Connie fought her shackles, wishing she could wrap her arms around the boy. "Ohhhhh! Yes! Yes! Do it to me!" She heard the boy chuckle, heard the girl beneath Julio moan as he shifted his position slightly, digging his heels into her yielding flesh Julio caught Connie's asscheeks in both hands, digging his fingernails into her muscles. The boy worked his cock up once more, stabbing completely into the burning young cunt.
"Oh, yeah!" he sighed, with pleasure. "Yeah! That's got her, Mama! I'm all the way in her now!"
Rosie laughed, watching her son's ass muscles flex as he worked his cock within Connie's cunt. He was powerfully muscled, compactly built. His black hair tossed wildly as he stabbed against Connie again, his head falling back against his shoulders.
"Fuck her son!" called Rosie. "Fuck the cunt right out of the little bitch!"
Julio sucked in breath, then buried his face against Connie's shoulder. His teeth nibbled across her collar bone. The girl felt his cock flexing and jumping within her cunt, even though he was only holding her. One hand slid farther up her back, and then the other came around to knead the flesh of her tit.
"Oh, please!" said Connie, softly. She was begging. "I can't stand it! Please! Fuck me!"
"Yeah, bitch!" cried Julio, happily. "Yeah!"
He stabbed again, nearly lifting Connie off the floor. Only the weight of the girl beneath Julio's feet across Connie's toes kept her from falling away. Julio worked his cock again, awkwardly for a few strokes. Then he found the rhythm and began sliding in and out of her body. He rocked back and forth on his stool, his arms wrapped around Connie's back. He held her for support.
"Oh, Christ!" cried the boy. "Christ! Sweet fuck! Sweet fuck! Mama! Mama! I'm fucking her!"
Connie heard from a distance Rosie's laughter as she felt Julio's cock work within her cunt. The girl forgot the woman, however. She forgot everything, even the pain in her scalp, as the boy fucked into her with all of his strength. The beautiful young cock stabbed deep, slid across the burning cunt walls, turning her insides to liquid fire.
"Oh, fuck me!" cried Connie. "Fuck meeeeee!"
And then she felt the hot wash as Julio exploded, sending his semen deep into her eager, working body.



CHAPTER EIGHT


For a moment longer Julio's cock worked within Connie's cunt. The boy held tightly to the girl, his arms around her back. His groin tried to push his prick farther into her throbbing pussy passage. The girl could feel the expansion of Julio's cockhead as it exploded his semen again and again. Julio shifted his weight from foot to foot, making the girl beneath him groan anew.
"Oh, shit!" The boy's face was buried against Connie's neck. She felt his throat work as he swallowed. Julio groaned as the last blast of his cum oozed out into Connie's hungry sex hole.
"Shit!" he said again, sighing.
"Oh, please!" Connie moaned against Julio's ear. "You're hurting me!"
Julio opened his eyes, moved his face back until he could look at her pain-filled expression. The boy grinned.
"Shit," said Julio, "you're just saying that." He stabbed his softening cock against Connie's cunt again, and reached around to grab a double handful of her ass. The girl gasped as he dug his nails into her flesh.
"Owwwww!" she cried. "Please!"
"I do please," said the boy, laughing. "Nothing pleases me more than making a whore beg! Beg, bitch!"
He pinched Connie again, and brought his face down to her tit. His tongue slobbered through the cleft between the throbbing mammaries. Julio sucked one tit into his mouth, and took as much of the flesh as he could. Then he ground his jaws together with all of his strength.
"Owwwwww!" Connie screamed again. "You're biting it off!"
"Naw!" Julio wiped his mouth, still holding to Connie's ass with his other hand. "I won't do that, whore. I'll just make you wish I had."
The boy moved back then, his cock falling wetly to trail slimy slick across Connie's thigh. Both girls moaned as he released them. Julio cupped his cock and balls, milking the last of his cum from his prick. It fell on the girl he had used for a footstool, a long viscuous thread of white. Then he kicked her.
"Get back to bed, whore!" he ordered. "What the fuck, you think this is a Goddamn vacation?"
Caught by her hair, Connie couldn't bring, her eyes down to see the other girl until she crawled away from her feet. Connie tried to flex her shoulders. Her shackled wrists were numb, her arms cold all the way to her shoulders. But the cruel teeth of the shackles dug painfully into the flesh of her wrists. And now her ankles ached, where Julio had forced their shackles to dig in when he separated Connie's thighs to slide his cock into her cunt.
Connie moaned with pain, her eyes closing. "Oh, God! Please, somebody help me!"
She didn't hear Julio return, but suddenly the boy's palm slapped across her cheek. This brought new pain to her scalp, but there was no way to escape. She opened her eyes again to see his cruel leer.
"Stupid whore!" said the boy. "Nobody's gonna help you. You might as well get used to the idea."
"Julio!" called Rosie. "Come to bed, son. You have to go to school tomorrow. You can torment the new whore when you come home tomorrow afternoon."
"Yes, Mama," answered Julio, dutifully. But he studied Connie a moment longer, rubbing his cock and balls, before padding back to the bed. Rosie caught her son and kissed him on the mouth as Julio slid in beside her. Then she took the boy into her arms, sighing as they settle down to sleep.
They left Connie still suspended from the ceiling. The girl saw that the other girl had been shackled to her bed again. Now that the activity had ceased, the other prisoners were trying to get some sleep.
Connie moaned softly. The pain in her arms and ankles and scalp was unbearable. But she was afraid to arouse the wrath of Rosie. This must be a nightmare! Her father could not really have sold her to these terrible people! But the hurting was not part of a dream. She was really here.
Sheer exhaustion finally let Connie drift into sleep. Even the sound of Rosie and Julio getting up didn't wake her. The lights came up bright, and suddenly rough fingers stabbed into her cunt. She came awake with a scream, waking to a true life nightmare.
"Owwwwwww! God, don't! Don't do that!" she cried.
"Good morning, whore." Hobart stood before her, ginning. The man worked his fingers in her cunt again, drawing another gasp of pain. "Did you have a good sleep?"
"Oh, please!" begged Connie. "I can't feel my hands!"
Hobart moved around her and slapped her ass.
The girl jumped. "You felt that, didn't you?" he asked.
"Yes! Owww!" Connie sobbed. "Please!"
She heard the noise of the steel jaws opening, and her arms fell lifeless to her sides. She tried to raise them, to study the damage done to her wrists. But her body wouldn't obey her commands. The shackles came off her feet as well. Rosie was there now, lowering her to the floor. Connie's knees sagged and she collapsed completely. As she went down she saw Julio, incongruously dressed in bright school clothes. The boy scooped up an armload of schoolbooks and came over to give his mother a kiss. He grinned at Connie.
"I'll see you this afternoon, whore," he said.
Connie saw his prick making a bulge in his pants. Her eyes closed again as Rosie bent over her, rubbing ointment into her wounded wrists and ankles. Her scalp still seemed to be on fire. The medication was cool, however, soothing as Rosie worked it into her flesh.
Somebody picked up her head, supported Connie's shoulders. She opened her eyes again, to see another of the naked girls holding a cup of water to her lips. Connie sucked eagerly at the cool liquid. It soothed her mouth and her throat. Then another girl was kicked in the ass by Hobart, sent stumbling to her knees. When she picked herself up she helped the first girl carry Connie over to the row of mattresses. "Take it easy," whispered the girl. She was a redhead, perhaps a year older than Connie. Her huge tits pushed against Connie's hip as she carried her. "It'll be okay, kid. The first day is always the worst."
They carefully lowered her to the mattress and helped her stretch out. Connie managed a weak, "Thank you," before her eyes closed again. The plastic covering on the mattress was sticky-sweaty from the girl who had been tied there during the night. But it felt like heaven to Connie's tortured body. She was falling back into sleep.
"Owwwwww! Please, Master! Spank my ass!"
Connie's eyes flew open at the sudden scream of pain. She turned her head. A skinny girl was tied across a padded sawhorse. Her ankles were bound to the legs on this side. Connie couldn't see her arms or her head, but they must be fastened the same way.
"Beg for it, bitch!" said Hobart, laughing. "Beg your master to whip you!"
"Yes, master!" It was the youngest girl of all. Her ass writhed against the sawhorse. A broad red stripe was painted across it. "Yes, please, master! Spank me! Spank me as hard as you can!"
Hobart held a large flat-backed wooden hair brush. He took measure of the girl's ass again, and cracked the brush across the unmarked buttock. Another scream of pain was cut off in mid throat as the child jerked against her bonds.
"Does that feel good, bitch?" asked the man.
"Oh oh oh oh!" The girl was sobbing, her asscheeks sliding against each other as she worked her legs against the ropes holding her down. "Oh yes, master! Do it again!"
"All right, bitch. I will!" he said.
The brush cracked again, and again. Hobart picked up a regular beat, painting the brush across the tender white flesh. Now both asscheeks were rapidly turning red. Connie could almost see the heat rising from them as the beating continued. Soon the girl was no longer able to call out. The steady crack of the hairbrush was the only sound in the room.
Connie tried to keep count of the number of strokes as the cruel man continued to beat the helpless young girl. His wrist snapped again and again, a beat every three seconds. The red spread down from the girl's ass, across her thighs. She sucked in breath in great gulping sobs.
"Shit!" Sighing, Hobart dropped the brush to the floor. It made an astonishingly loud clatter. He straightened and studied his handiwork. "Goddamn, that's pretty!"
His hand fell to the burning flesh of the girl's ass. He stroked her lightly, almost tenderly. Then he fell to his knees, pressing his face against the throbbing hot flesh. Connie heard another sigh, long and low, come from the girl. She could see Hobart's throat working as his tongue licked across the victim's ass crack.
"Oh, master!" The girl was still sobbing, but there was pleasure as well. "Oh, yes, master! Suck my asshole!"
Hobart stabbed his tongue against the brown ring of muscle. The girl wiggled against the sawhorse, trying to force her ass back against his face. She sighed again as the cooling organ was shaped into a rod and forced through the sphincter.
"Yes, master!" she cried. "Oh, yes! That feels so good!"
Connie tried to lift her head to watch them more closely, but lacked the strength to do more than turn her face toward them. The angle was right for her to see Hobart's hard cock pushing up against his belly. The man held the girl's ass in both hands as he slurped his tongue noisily through her channel. He worked his way down until he could drag his tongue across the sparse hair covering her pussy. Then he stabbed his tongue in there as well, using his thumbs to draw her cunt farther open.
The girl sighed again, and shuddered, spending against Hobart's sucking mouth. Hobart froze against her burning ass a moment as he felt her cunt juices trickle against his tongue. Then he began sucking harder, making more noise, swallowing as much of the young juice as he could capture. His tongue darted down along her thighs, licking up escaping drops of the sweet female juices.
"Oh, master!" sighed the girl again. "So good! Good!"
Hobart straightened, wiped the back of his hand across his mouth. He swallowed, his throat working again and again, tasting the last of her spendings. The man's eyes were glazed as he stared at the helpless young ass before him. His hand moved out, his thumb rubbing across the sphincter. The girl yelped when she felt him stabbing his thumb through her protective opening.
"Master! Master!" she cried. "I… I'm to be a virgin! You said I'm to stay a virgin!"
"Shit!" said Hobart. His fingers were ready to push into the girl's cunt and rub against his thumb. He yanked his thumb free and wiped it across the back of her leg, then stood. His cock bobbed up and down, too heavy to stand straight against his belly.
"Goddamn it," he said, rubbing his mouth again. "Rosie! I gotta have a cunt to fuck!"
"Here," said the woman, yanking another girl to her feet. "Take this bitch."
The girl sobbed as Rosie hustled her over to a pair of rings suspended from the ceiling. They were like the one that Connie's hair had been wrapped around. Rosie tied one wrist to each ring, which left the girl suspended, her arms taut. The soles of her feet just barely touched the floor.
Hobart came over to the girl, rubbing his cock. The man slammed his prick against her belly. It slid up between her tits. The girl bit her lips to keep from crying out as he wrapped his arms around her and hugged her tightly, forcing the breath from her lungs. Connie saw her tits squeezed flat against Hobart's chest.
"You want me to fuck you, cunt?" asked Hobart.
"Yes, master!" answered the girl, quickly. "Please, give me your beautiful cock!"
"Where do you want it?" he asked, grinning evilly. "Up your asshole?"
"Uh…" The girl swallowed. "Give… give it to me wherever you want, master! My body belongs to you! I'm here only to serve you and pleasure you!"
"Goddamn right!" he said. Hobart looked around at the other girls. "Don't none of you bitches ever forget that! I bought you and I own you!"
His mouth fell against the girl's lips in a brutal kiss as his arms came up around her shoulders. Connie saw the girl struggling to breathe, her nose banged against the man's cheek. Hobart's tongue stabbed out again, coated with the taste of the younger girl's cunt and asshole. Revulsion was on this girl's face as she accepted the evil-tasting organ into her mouth. But she accepted it. She accepted everything he did to her.
Sighing, Hobart broke the kiss. His hands slid down to wrap around the girl's ass again. The middle finger moved into the cleft of the asscheeks, stabbed through her sphincter. The girl jumped as she felt the invader penetrate her inner body. Fear was in her eyes as she stared at the man who held her, but she dared not protest.
"What do you want, bitch?" asked Hobart.
"Oh, master!" she replied. "Fuck me, master! Fuck me hard!"
"All right!" He laughed. "I will!"
Still holding the girl tight in his arms, he slid his hands down her back again until he could grab her thighs. Connie stared as Hobart pulled the girl's legs up until she was suspended by only her arms. Pain was in the girl's face as she took the weight of her body on her wrists. The evil man continued to raise her legs, holding her calves now, until her feet slid across his shoulders.
"Oh, shit!" he said, rubbing his cock across the bottom of her channel. "Stupid fucking bitch! I'm gonna stick my big cock in your skinny cunt!"
"Oh, yes, master!" The helpless girl's head fell back, contorted with the pain in the tendons of her legs. Her legs were straight, but bent almost back as he folded her like a jackknife. "Yes, fuck me!"
"Stupid whore!" he said. "Fucking brainless moron cunt!"
He cupped the girl's asscheeks in both hands, raising her slightly. Her legs were between his body and hers, an obstacle. Her thighs were too fat to permit him to stab straight into her curt. Hobart arched his back, leaning backwards and raising the girl farther in his hands. Her ass was riding on his thighs now as he brought the head of his cock against the opening to her cunt.
Connie swallowed, staring at the throbbing red male organ. The hairy passage of the girl pushed down against the swollen cockhead. Hobart pushed up against her soft young body. His cock slid up, disappearing into the cunt. Half of his prick was inside now. The girl sighed with indescribable pleasure as he penetrated her body.
"Oh, master!" she cried, softly. "So good! Stick your beautiful big cock in my cunt, master! Oh, split me in half with your beautiful prick!"
"Dumb whore bitch!" He gasped with the effort of forcing his prick up into her body. "Take my cock, whore! Take it, damn your ass!"
Hobart stabbed again. Half of his cock was inside the girl now. The part still outside seemed bent in half as her weight dragged down against him. The man swallowed, shifting position slightly to improve his balance. Then he backed up a pace, dragging the girl with him, until her body made an angle from the rings holding her wrists.
"Tough shit, whore!" said Hobart. "Goddamn, I wish I could shove my cock in your cunt and your asshole at the same Goddamn time! Whooey! Take it!"
He slammed upward again. The new angle gave him easier entrance. His cock slid up into her throbbing young body, pushing easily. Eight inches or more were inside now. Connie could clearly see his balls as they drew up tight against the base of Hobart's prick. His thighs were coated with sweat. His back glistened as he stabbed his cock against the girl again, sliding in even farther.
She moaned, a mixture of pleasure and pain as she felt the terrible organ tearing through her tissues. It didn't seem possible that he could penetrate her any farther. Hobart sucked in breath, pausing a moment, holding her tight in his arms. Then he pushed his elbows down against the girl's hips, pushing her ass down against his thighs.
"Ohhhhhhh! Oh, master! You… you're in me! You're all the way in me!" cried the girl. "I can feel your cockhair in my pussy!"
Hobart laughed. "Shit! Tight cunted bitch! You love it, don't you? You want it all!"
"Yes, master!" she cried. The girl wished she could wrap her arms around Hobart. She wriggled her ass against him, sighing again as his prick worked inside her cunt. "Oh, fuck me, master! Fuck me hard!"
Everyone in the room watched as Hobart shifted his balance again. The man's stomach hollowed as he sucked in air and drew his ass back. His cock slid out no more than an inch as his arms squeezed the girl tighter. Then the air exploded from his lungs as he slammed up against her again, burying his prick in her belly.
"Ohhhhhhh, Master! Master!" she cried. "Oh, God! Do it to me! Do it!"
"Dizzy bitch!" said Hobart, softly. He drew back from her again, staggering back, until four or five inches of his cock drew out of her cunt. "Crazy fucking whore! You were born to be fucked! Your grandmother was right, selling you to me! You love cock, and I'm gonna make sure you have all the cock you can take!"
He ran toward her, slamming up again, his prick burying itself to the hilt. The girl shuddered. The breath was knocked from her lungs by the force of his blow. Hobart backed off again, ran at her again, slamming his cock with all of his strength. The thick, throbbing shaft glistened with the juices of the girl's cunt as he drew back again, slammed in again.
"Oh, fuck!" he cried, happily. "Fuck! I'm fucking you, you stupid bitch! My cock is fucking you!"
The girl moaned. "Oh, fuck me, master! Fuck me fuck me fuck me!"
Hobart slammed again and again, drilling his cock deep into the helpless teenager's body. His heels thudded against the hard floor of the room each time he moved against her, staggered back. He stared without seeing as he drilled into her body, again and again and again.
"Oh, fuck!" he cried. "Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!"
"Oh, master!" The girl gasped, tightening her cunt about his cock. "I… I'm coming, master!"
"Yeah, bitch!" he said. "Coming! COMING!"



CHAPTER NINE


Hobart continued to thrust his prick into the helpless girl's cunt. A grimace was painted across his face as he spewed his load of semen deep into her body. His ass continued to twitch even when his cock had stopped pumping. He hung against her a moment longer, then fell away. The girl sighed as her legs dropped to the floor. Her body swung back and forth from the rings.
"Jesus!" Hobart swallowed, rubbing his cum-slick cockhead as he looked around the room. His eyes passed over the prostrate Connie, who saw now that the other four girls had been tied to various bondage devices. One, the redhead who had helped her, was on the horse with the artificial cock. From the look of pain on her face, Connie knew the false prick was slammed all the way into her cunt.
Hobart made up his mind. He moved back to the little girl tied to the sawhorse, moving around to the other side. His fingers dug into the girl's hair, yanking her face up. He rubbed his cock across her features.
"Suck my cock clean, bitch!" he ordered.
The girl's mouth opened obediently. Hobart stabbed his cock deep into her throat. The child writhed against her bonds, trying to twist free. Connie knew sympathy, remembering the way the huge prick had felt buried deep in her own throat. Then the man yanked his cock out again, letting the child's head fall forward.
"Okay, Rosie," he said. "I gotta go to Tijuana. Keep the cunts busy."
"Right, boss." Rosie smiled. A huge dildo was in one hand, cruel clamps in the other. "You be back tonight?"
"Probably," he replied. "Expect me when you see me."
He left the big room, his limber cock swinging back and forth from thigh to thigh. Connie stared after his disappearing ass. She heard another girl yelp as the door closed, and looked around.
"Oh, please!" begged the girl, who was no older than Connie. Glossy black curls hung over her shoulder. She was spread-eagled to the wall, metal cuffs holding her ankles and wrists. Another cuff was strapped about her waist, pinning her down so she couldn't sag.
"I do please, whore!" said Rosie. "Sing for me, damn your useless asshole!"
Rosie twisted the clamp she had fastened to one of the girl's nipples until the prisoner cried out again. The woman stuck the dildo between her thighs. She caught the girl's other tit, fastening the second clamp. The girl moaned, her head rolling from side to side while Rosie threaded a leather thong between the two clamps. Then she produced a heavy weight, hanging it from the middle of the clamps.
"Owwwwwww!" The victim screamed. "Too much! I can't stand it!"
The weight hung to her belly button. Her nipples were pulled cruelly down, the clamps digging into the soft puckered circle of flesh. The dark chocolate areolae were marked with flecks of crimson where the tits were torn by the teeth of the clamps.
"Oh, please!" begged the girl. "Stop it, please!"
Rosie studied the girl as her head continued to roll back and forth. The prisoner moaned at the pain, her tongue protruding from the corner of her mouth. The woman wiped her own mouth, then brought the dildo from between her legs. It was bright orange, bigger even than Hobart's cock.
Heavy rubber studs were scattered over the surface. The head of the artificial cock was a full inch thicker than the shaft.
Rosie rubbed one of the studs, which was nearly an inch long. Suddenly she grabbed the girl's cunt, digging her fingers into the yielding inner passage. The girl yelped again and tried to yank her ass away from the invading hand. But the clamp about her waist pinned her to the wall like a butterfly in an exhibit case.
"Ow!" cried the girl as Rosie worked her fingers around in her cunt. "Oh, God! PLEASE! DON'T!"
"You rather be fucked, whore?" asked Rosie, pleasantly. "You rather have a nice big cock shoved all the way up in your twat?"
"Yes!" the girl cried. "Yes! Fuck me! Please, Fuck me! Oh, God help me!"
Snickering, Rosie brought the dildo to the girl's cunt. She twisted the cockhead against the puffed pudenda until it was slick with the girl's juices. Then Rosie reached down and forced the passage wide with her fingers. The cockhead worked through the outer ring of muscles as the girl continued to moan, softly.
"Oh, yes!" She was begging for relief. "Fuck me! Please, fuck me! Don't hurt me any more!"
"Here it comes!" said Rosie, laughing. "Here comes the cock, whore! Take it!"
The artificial cockhead was almost through. Suddenly Rosie slammed the rubber prick up against the girl's groin. The head broke through the resisting muscles, stabbed three or four inches into the soft passage.
"Owwwww! Ohmygod! God! No!"
The girl screamed again as she felt the studs tearing across her cunt walls. Rosie dragged the dildo down as the heavy weight bounced off the girl's writhing belly. The studs were coated with the victim's cunt juices.
"What's the matter, whore?" asked Rosie. "You asked for cock, didn't you? What the fuck you screaming for?"
"Oh, please!" begged the girl, her head hanging forward. She sucked in her stomach again, which made the weight bounce off her belly. Her nipples were coated with blood as the clamps seemed near to tearing them off.
"Please!" she begged again. "I'm sorry! I don't know what I did, but I'll never do it again! I promise to be good! Please!"
"Shit!" Rosie laughed in her face and stabbed the dildo into the girl's cunt again. "Stupid bitch!"
"Owwwwwww!" The girl screamed again as the dildo was driven until half of its terrible length was in her body. Then she fainted, to Rosie's disgust. The woman fucked the dildo a few more times, then yanked it from the cunt. Anger showing on her face, she turned around and threw the dildo with all of her strength at the girl Hobart had fucked.
It bounced off the girl's tits, bruising her flesh. Rosie moved out of Connie's sight, her feet padding across the floor. Connie's head fell back, her eyes closing against her own pain and exhaustion. She heard another helpless girl cry out as Rosie began to torment her. But Connie was falling into a deep well of unconsciousness.

***

"Stupid bitch! Wake up, damn your asshole!"
Connie moaned as she felt weight settle over her body. The words were whispered in her ear.
"Wake up, damn you! Wake up and feel my cock!"
Her eyes flicked open as Julio rubbed his weight across her tits. The boy dug his thumbs into Connie's sides, pushing up into her armpits until she cried out at the sudden pain. Julio still wore his school clothes, but his hard cock rubbed through his pants and against Connie's belly.
"Wake up, damn you!" insisted the boy. "Wake up so I can fuck you! Wake up and undress me!"
"Oh, please!" Connie moaned as she dragged a hand up and tried to push the boy away. "Please, you're hurting me!"
"Goddamn right!" His hand cracked her face. "Wake up, bitch! Now!"
She gasped at the pain, and suddenly all the horror rushed back. This was no dream, it was really happening to her! She had been sold to these terrible people! Her father had sold her!
"Ohhhhhhh, God!" She tried to struggle to a sitting position as Julio moved back down her body. The boy bounced up and down a few times against her pelvis. Connie groaned as all of the terrible pains in her body woke up.
"Undress me, whore!" ordered the boy again. "Take my clothes off, damn you!"
He swung his straight legs up across Connie's tit, banging his sneakers against the sides of her head. Connie tried to push him away, moaning again. Julio drew one foot back, aimed it at her chin.
"You want me to kick your Goddamn teeth down your throat?" he asked, in warning.
"No!" she answered, horrified. One look at his face told her he'd really do it!
"Then undress me, damn your cunt! Hurry up, before I really get pissed off!"
Connie caught the boy's foot, struggled to untie the knots he had deliberately put into his laces. When the sneaker came off the smell of raunchy gym socks struck her nose like a physical blow. He rubbed his stockinged foot against her face, Connie was sure she was going to be sick. Julio giggled at the expression on her face.
"Suck on my toes, bitch!" he ordered. "Suck them nice!"
He dug his ass into her pelvis as he dragged his foot across her face. The sole went flat and the big toe dug at her lips. Trying not to breathe in his stink, Connie opened her mouth to suck the toe between her teeth. The taste was terrible. Julio rose, turning half over to stick several more toes into her mouth.
"Suck them, whore!" he cried, laughing. "Look, Mama! The whore is sucking my toes!"
Connie heard Rosie laugh, although she couldn't see the woman. Then Julio turned back again, let her finish the job of removing the other sneaker, and then his socks. Crud was between the toes. The boy forced the big toes in turn into her mouth, forcing her to suck on them again.
"You eat shit, too, bitch?" he asked, laughing.
"No!" Oh dear God! Connie remembered what her father and her brother had threatened to do last night. She knew Julio would really do it. "Oh, please! I… I'll do anything you say!"
"Hurry up, damn it," he said, impatiently. "Come on, get my clothes off. I want to fuck you!"
Julio sat up and leaned forward to let Connie unbutton his shirt and drag it off over his head. Then she tugged at his buckle, dragging it open. He stood over her tits, his hands flat beside her head while the girl worked his pants down to his ankles. Julio raised one foot at a time to let her tug the pants off. Now he wore only his jockey shorts. They were tented out by the throbbing shape of his cock. "Suck me, cunt!" cried the boy.
Connie gasped as he fell against her face, rubbing his cock across her mouth. He pushed his cockhead, still in his shorts, through her lips. Connie felt the dry taste of cotton against the roof of her mouth as Julio twisted his ass back and forth.
"Oh, yeah!" He sighed with pleasure. "Yeah! Suck me, whore! Suck my beautiful big cock!"
Connie wrapped her arms around the boy's ass. She felt the muscles of his asscheeks flex as he stabbed his cock deeper into her mouth. Four inches were inside now. His cock pushed against his fly, and suddenly popped free. It slid all of the way into her throat.
"Glug!" Connie moaned as her breath was cut off by the throbbing shape of Julio's prick. "Glggle!"
He laughed again, stabbing down. Errant strands of pubic hair pushed through his fly to dig into her swollen lips. Connie battered at his ass, seeing red explode across the back of her eyes. Her ass pushed up from the mattress as she tried to buck the boy off. The boy's groin crushed her nose flat. She tried to breathe, but she was close to passing out.
"Ah, shit!" Julio sighed and relented, raising his belly from Connie's forehead. He looked down at her round lips, his cockhead still within her teeth. "Pull my shorts down, bitch! Strip me naked!"
Gasping, Connie obeyed. The shorts worked off his ass, and then the boy pulled his cock from her mouth to let her finish removing them from his legs. He fell back against Connie. His cock banged against the bottom of her chin.
"You like the taste of my cock, whore?" asked Julio.
"Ye-yes!" she said, half-sobbing. "It… it's a very nice cock!"
"You want some more of it?" he teased.
"Yes!" cried the girl. "Oh, yes!"
"Okay!" Julio laughed again. "You can have it!"
The boy raised himself from Connie's body, turning around. He lowered his cock against her mouth again. Connie accepted it. The angle was easier now. The boy's prick slid easily into her throat. His cockhead throbbed against her gullet as he moved his hands down across her body. He pushed his hands beneath her ass, raising Connie's crotch before his eyes. Then he buried his face in her cunt.
Connie would have gasped in surprise and in pleasure if Julio's big cock hadn't cut off her vocal cords. Roger had sucked her, on the beach, but it was nothing like this! Roger was a beginner, an amateur. Julio knew exactly what to do to bring Connie's cunt to full lusting life.
His tongue stabbed deep, dragged across the bottom of the girl's cunt. She was already juicing. He sucked her spendings into his throat, swallowing them eagerly. His hands caught her ass, kneading the generous muscles of the cheeks. At the same time his cock fucked deeper into Connie's throat. The girl's head fell back as the boy tried to bury his face all of the way into her cunt.
"Ohhhhhhh! Mmmmmmm!"
Connie moaned against Julio's cock, trying to cry out her pleasure as he serviced her cunt. She stroked the boy's back, the shape of his muscular ass. His balls bounced on her chin as he drove his cock deeper into her throat. He was fucking her lustily while he sucked her. She could smell the sweaty stink of his crotch as his cockhair slammed against her lips. But it was a good smell now. She gloried in it, trying to suck the boy deeper. Her arms wrapped around Julio's ass, dragging him down as he fucked into her throat. God! She wanted to swallow his whole prick, his whole Goddamn body!
Julio chuckled against Connie's cunt as he felt the girl come to life beneath him. His head turned back and forth until his cheeks were coated with her cunt juices. Juice was in his nose, bubbling when he breathed in and out. The boy's tongue stabbed ever deeper, trying to reach the entrance to the girl's womb. He dug his chin against the top of her cunt, sucking with all of his considerable lung power.
Connie moaned beneath Julio's weight. She writhed with his sucking and fucking movements. Her fingers dug into the muscles of his ass, trying to drag the boy deeper into her throat. But she already had all of his cock. All that was left outside was his balls, drawn tight in their hairy sac. Her lips pushed against those, trying to suck them in with the swollen cock.
The two teenagers writhed back and forth together, wriggling against the mattress like a snake. The boy moved his arms back from Connie's thighs. He dug his fingers into the crack of her asscheeks. His middle finger found the sphincter and stabbed through. The girl yelped against his cock and thrust up against his face as Julio pushed his finger deeper into the inviolate part of her body.
"Gah!" Connie gasped against him, trying to twist her face free from his cock. "No! Not there! Not there!"
"Shit!" Julio raised his face from her cunt. "I'll put my finger any Goddamn place I please, bitch! And my cock, too!"
He twisted around to stare at her face. His cock pushed sideways against her cheek, the skin scraping against her teeth. Julio glared at her, angrily. Suddenly he pulled his cock from Connie's mouth and turned around, falling flat against her again before she could move.
"You want my cock up your ass, bitch?" he demanded.
"No!" Connie shook her head in fear. But she knew immediately she had made a mistake. She tried to change her mind. "I mean yes! Yes, you can fuck me there! You can fuck me in the ass! Please, do it to me!"
But her words came too late to put him off. Grinning, Julio rubbed his mouth-wet cock against Connie's groin. His hands worked her tits, kneading the flesh over and over for a minute. The boy was growing ever hotter. His cock was so hard it rasped like steel against her belly.
"Stupid cunt! I will fuck you there!" said Julio. "Get ready, bitch! My cock is coming into your asshole!"
The boy slid back until his knees fell between Connie's thighs. He grabbed the back of her legs, bending them up and over her belly. Her knees banged against her tits as he forced her to raise her ass higher.
"Oh, God!" Connie sobbed, over and over. "Please, don't! Please! Have mercy!"
Her begging words inflamed the boy's lust. He dug his thumbs behind her knees, twisting them in the soft, tender flesh there. Connie gasped at the pain, but she stared at his huge cock as it poked through her thighs. At this moment it seemed even larger than her father's, or Hobart's. She could already feel the tearing pain it would make in her asshole.
"You better get used to it, whore!" said Julio, licking his tongue across his lips. "You're gonna have lots of cock up your ass!"
Connie rolled her head back and forth as Julio pushed his shoulders against the back of her knees. His hand was free to come down and present his cockhead against her entrance. The boy rubbed his prick across Connie's asshole. The girl flinched at the contact. He was slick with sweat and with her sucking. He prodded his cock against the sphincter, which began to yield.
"Ow!" cried Connie. "Owwwww!"
"Stupid cunt!" Julio laughed. "I ain't in yet!"
He poked his cock against her yielding flesh, a quick stab to give the first hint of the coming pain. Then the boy worked his thumb against his cockhead, pushing that through the sphincter. It popped in suddenly. Connie gasped as he bent his thumb back as far as it would go. He twisted it around her ass lining, lighting a fuse that stabbed all of the way through Connie's gut.
"Ohhhhhhh!" She closed her eyes to the pleasure. "Oh my God!"
Julio laughed again. "You want it, don't you?"
"N-no… yes! Yes!" she cried. "I want it!"
"Beg for it, bitch!" he demanded. "Beg for it!"
"Oh, please!" she begged. "Give it to me! Stick your beautiful cock into me! Into my… my asshole!"
"Yeahhhhhhh!" cried the boy, delighted. "Yeah! Mama! I'm gonna fuck her in the ass! In the ass!"
The thumb twisted around once more, slipped free. Julio caught the shaft of his cock, brought the head back to the greasy entrance to Connie's body. The boy sucked in breath as he pushed his cockhead against her asshole.



CHAPTER TEN


Connie felt her sphincter spreading as Julio pushed the head of his cock against the ring of muscle. The girl sucked in breath, biting down on her lower lip. The boy stared without seeing as he drilled his cock against the brown ring. Pain was quickly there.
"Ow!" She tried to bite off the cry of pain, but was forced to gasp for breath. "Oh, please!"
"Stupid bitch!" Julio stared at his cock, not at Connie's face. "Shut your fucking mouth!"
The boy leaned forward, drilling his prick against the helpless girl's ass. His cock seemed far bigger than it had in her throat or her cunt. He held it in his fingertips, sucking in breath as he forced his way into her body.
"There!" He cried in triumph! "Gotcha!"
The cockhead popped through the sphincter. Connie drew in breath to scream as Julio fell forward. The boy saw what she was going to do and slammed his hand across her mouth.
"Bitch!" he said. "Shut up! Shut up!"
He stabbed again, his cock sending fire through the tortured cock muscle. Connie felt the invader slide deeper, pushing through the rectal opening. She was stretched wide by the shape of the boy's prick. For a moment her breath was cut off. Then he took his hand away from her mouth.
"You gonna keep quiet?" he demanded.
Connie nodded, frantic. She didn't dare speak. Julio put his hands flat on the mattress, beside her. The boy leaned his weight against her ass, driving his cock deeper. My God! Connie was sure he must be buried to the hilt!
"How…" She swallowed. "How much is left?"
"Shit!" Julio laughed. "You only got about four inches, cunt! Lots more to go!"
The boy began to twist his hips against the girl's ass. His cock rode steadily deeper into her rectum. He was corkscrewing it now, the cockhead moving from one wall to the other. Connie closed her eyes. Her fingers worked against the plastic cover. Her bladder was aching with the need to piss.
"Yeahhhhh!" Julio sighed with pleasure as he felt her sphincter clutch at the shape of his throbbing cock. "Oh, beautiful! That feels great! Do it again, cunt!"
Connie did as he said, her asshole working of its own volition. It was trying to shit him out. But the sensation was heavenly for the boy. He continued to thrust his cock against Connie's soft asscheeks, moaning with pleasure. He rode deeper and deeper, never hesitating.
"Ohhhhh, God!" Connie flung her head from side to side. "Oh, please! No more! No more!"
"It's… almost there!" said the boy. "Only a little more to go! Coming down! Coming down!"
Suddenly he stopped. Connie felt as though he had split her completely in half. The boy flexed against her. His balls were almost buried in the crack of her ass. Her sphincter was bringing indescribable pleasure to his cock, milking the blood back into the shaft and up into the head.
"Oh, shit!" said Julio, with wonder. "God! Do that again! Again!"
Connie didn't know what she had done, but she repeated her movements, moaning. Julio fell against her body. His hands grabbed her tits, kneading them roughly. The boy's belly jumped and he began to work his cock within her asshole. He drew back, creating a vacuum as the cock fell out until the ring locked against the base of the glans. Connie gasped as it retreated.
"Oh, God!" she cried. "Don't! Don't!"
"Don't what, bitch?" teased the boy.
"Oh, don't… don't pull out!" she replied, hardly hearing her own mad words. "Leave it in me!"
"You like it?" demanded Julio, eagerly. "You like it up your ass?"
"Oh, yes!" Connie sobbed with pleasure and with pain. "Oh, do it! Damn you, do it!"
"Do what?" he insisted.
"Fuck me, damn you!" She was begging for it. "Fuck me! Fuck me hard!"
Chuckling, Julio drilled his cock deep into her asshole again. His movements were slow. He stroked out again, his balls falling away from her asscheeks. He could feel the pounding of Connie's heart through his hands against her sides. He fell down again, sliding easily into her body. His weight carried him all the way forward, gaining the last fraction of an inch that had remained outside on the first fucking stroke.
"Oh, yes!" cried Connie. "Yes! Fuck me! Please!"
"I am!" moaned Julio, pleasurably. "I am, bitch!"
He stroked back again, the pace of the fucking picking up. His cockhead rang against the locked muscle and he thrust all of the way inside again. His cock seemed on fire. The great vein pounded with his heated blood as his body tried to blow his cock up like a balloon.
"Oh, fuck!" sobbed the boy. "Fuck! I'm fucking you! I'm fucking you in the ass! Ass! Asshole!"
Connie rocked against the falling boy as his throbbing cockhead rode all of the way down inside her body. She could feel the head of his prick sliding across her intestines, driving up into her guts. She clutched at his arms and at his back. Her nails raked across his flesh, leaving welts the boy did not feel.
"Fuck me!" cried the girl. "Harder, damn you! Harder!"
Julio responded to her begging. The boy was driving as hard as he could now. Connie's tits were slammed beneath his falling chest. The mattress shook beneath the force of the boy's blows. If it had been on a bed it would have rocked back and forth, maybe broken the springs. The two teenagers pounded together. The fucked girl was soaked with her sweat, with the boy's sweat. Every time Julio drew out her ass followed him up, reluctant to have his cock escape the tight prison.
He fell again, gasping and sobbing with pleasure. Their bellies slapped together. Connie's ass slapped against the sweat-covered mattress. Her cunt was juicing wildly. The stuff oozed out of her crack, trickled down around the boy's cock. He could smell her powerful stink as she dragged at his back.
"Oh, God!" cried Connie. "God! God! Fuck me! Damn you, Make me feel your cock! Fuck meeeee!"
Julio tried to laugh again, but he could only snort. The boy drove against the girl with all of his strength, bruising the muscles of Connie's body. But the pain went unfelt. She tried to slam her ass up against him, as if she could open her asshole even wider. She wanted to drag the boy all the way inside her body. His cock ripped through her guts, but she wanted to feel all of him in there. All of him!
"Oh, God!" Connie sobbed with pleasure and with pain. "Oh, please, God! Make him fuck me harder! HARDER! DAMN YOU! Damn you!"
Julio was pumping with all of his strength. Suddenly he slammed down, held himself taut against Connie's ass. His cock expanded within the tight sheath of her rectum. The balls rolled in their tight hairy sac, exploded the first blast of cum. Prostate and testicles worked together to pump his young seed deep into her body.
"Oh! Oh! Oh, shit! Shit!"
Julio gasped as he flooded Connie's ass with his cum. The boy held himself above her on stiff arms for another minute while Connie continued to writhe beneath him. She felt the working of his prick, felt the hot fluid rush through her intestines. Connie moaned again and again, then, cried out as Julio's cock popped free and the boy fell heavily beside her.
"Oh, God!" Her hand fell against his arm, clutching him. "Oh, please! Don't stop! Don't stop!"
"Crazy bitch!" mumbled the boy. He sucked in his stomach, his cock throbbing painfully against his thigh. "Crazy fucking bitch!"
"Shit! Don't disappoint the whore, Julio! Fuck her."
Connie's eyes flew open. Hobart was standing at the foot of the mattress, grinning at the children. He was naked, his cock sticking straight out from his groin.
Julio opened his eyes, smiled as he recognized the man. The boy rubbed his cock, wincing at the sensation. He felt as though a hot wire had been shoved through his urethra.
"Is she good at ass-fucking?" asked Hobart.
"Yessir," said Julio. "Best I've ever had!"
"That's saying something," the man agreed. "You've had your cock up every ass and cunt I've run through here these past three years. But just to make sure, I guess I better try her myself. Turn over, bitch!"
Connie moaned as she saw him, but obeyed. God knew what they'd do to her if she disobeyed. She turned onto her stomach, already tensing against the sudden penetration. Hobart dropped heavily beside her, caught her hip with one hand. He dragged her back onto her side.
"Let's both fuck her," he said. "Can you stick your cock in her cunt, Julio?"
"Yessir!" said the boy, grinning eagerly. "Any time!"
"What's wrong with right now?" said the man.
Julio wiggled around, moved against Connie until their bodies rubbed together. They were both soaked with sweat, their pubic hair matted down. The boy gave no sign his cock was still throbbing as he slid the head of it across Connie's legs and against the entrance.
"Raise your leg, bitch!" ordered the boy. "Let me get my cock in your cunt!"
Hobart's hands slid around Connie's waist, digging into her ribs. Sobbing, the girl obeyed Julio's order. She raised her leg far enough to let the boy stick his cock against the entrance to her cunt. He felt the passage with his fingers and pushed the head of his prick through the outer set of lips.
"Yeah!" said the boy. "Like that!"
Before Connie could respond, he stabbed his ass forward. His cock slid in nearly halfway. He paused there, waiting for Hobart to make his move.
"Oh, shove it in her all the way," said the man. "Bury your prick in her cunt."
The boy stabbed twice more, grunting as his balls were pushed between her thighs. Connie lowered her leg again. Julio reached down to free his trapped balls. His hands moved around her, above Hobart's.
"I'm in!" he said. "She's got all of my cock!"
"And now she's going to have all of mine!" said Hobart.
He reached down between the cheeks of Connie's ass and brought the head of his cock through the slick wetness left from Julio's penetration. The cockhead felt like a doubled fist when he pressed it against her opening. Connie moaned even before the first sensation of pain. She tried to smother the cry, but it escaped against her will.
"Oh, tight!" said Hobart, happily. "Just the way I like them! Nice and tight!"
He pushed his ass against Connie. His cockhead worked against her entrance. The girl jumped, trying to move away from the terrible penetration. But she was trapped between the two male bodies. Hobart pushed again, and the sphincter started to open before the terrible shape of his cock.
"Owwwwwwww!"
Connie couldn't help crying out as her sphincter was painfully opened. The torture was almost more than she could bear. Both of them dug into her sides with their clutching fingers. Julio pumped against her, moving his ass a fraction of an inch and forcing her back against the man.
"Jesus!" Hobart sucked in breath. "Christ, she is tight! Tight! Yeah! Yeahhhhh!"
The last gasp was one of triumph as he stabbed his cock with all of his strength. The cry of pain was strangled in Connie's throat as his cockhead broke through the sphincter. He was in her now, just as though he had slammed his whole fist inside her body. Moaning softly, she closed her eyes to the rape of her ass.
"Oh, I can feel your cock!" Julio cried happily. "I can feel it moving against my prick!"
Hobart laughed. "Yeah! It's coming now! Coming up!"
The massive cockhead rubbed against the boy's prick as it slid across the sensitive rectal lining. Connie felt as though liquid fire had been poured into her guts. It was as though they were giving her a burning enema. Hobart slid his cock deeper, ever deeper. Now the prickhead moved across Julio's glans, and he felt the boy's shape sliding down the sensitive base of his shaft.
"Oh oh oh oh!" Connie moaned over and over. "You're tearing me apart! Apart!"
"Oh, no!" Hobart mumbled the words against the girl's neck. "We won't do that, whore! I've got too much invested in you! We're just fucking you! And you love it, don't you? You love it!"
"Oh, God!" Connie sobbed again. "Ohhhhhhh! Please!"
"Please what, bitch?" said the man. "What do you want us to do? We know what you want, but you have to say it!"
"Ohhhhhhh!" She surrendered completely. "Oh, God! Fuh-fuck me! Fuck me!"
"Yeahhhhhhh!" cried the man, in triumph. "We are! We are fucking you! Do it to her, boy!"
Hobart suddenly slammed forward, burying the rest of his prick deep in Connie's asshole. Something soft crumbled before the invader, turned liquid with the pressure of his swollen cock. Julio felt the man bottom out, their balls slamming together between Connie's legs. Hobart pressed the girl against the boy, nearly crushing the breath from Connie's lungs as he began to fuck her.
"Drill her, boy!" cried Hobart. "Let's split the bitch in half! Fuck her! Fuck her!"
Laughing, Julio began to stroke within Connie's cunt. He timed his movements with the man's. His cock came down until the head was barely locked within the eager outer lips. Connie's cunt walls crawled against the shape of the boy, milking Julio's prick.
"Oh, God!" cried the girl. "Oh, Fuck! Fuck! Fuck meeeeeee!"
The boy wanted to cry out too, but he had to save his breath for the fucking. The two cocks stroked together, Hobart sliding down until he felt Julio's cockhead catch against Connie's entrance. The man moved slowly, steadily, drilling his prick deeper and deeper into the girl's helpless body. He had her tits caught in his fingers now. He pinched her nipples cruelly, but Connie didn't even notice. The pain was lost in the exhilarating feeling flooding through her guts. The two cocks were burning her alive as they drilled into her cunt and her asshole. "Oh, Fuck!" she cried, over and over. "Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!"
Man and boy were doing their best to oblige her. She felt their cocks throbbing, swelling. They were coming closer to explosion. Connie was already slamming through machine-gun quick orgasms. She clutched at Julio, digging her nails into his sides. The boy didn't feel the pain as he stared without seeing, driving his cock deeper and deeper.
"Oh, yeah!" cried Hobart. "Cuh-coming! Coming!"
Julio heard the warning, found an extra reserve of strength. He redoubled his fucking efforts. The two pounded against Connie's body until they reached explosion and poured their cum deep into her eager, hungry cunt and ass. Even when they were dry in the balls, they fucked against her, slowing at last to collapse.
"Jesus!" Hobart buried his face against Connie's hair. "Christ, you're hot! I'm gonna make a fortune with you, bitch! A fucking fortune!"
A month passed, the marks of her father's beating and Rosie's whipping slowly fading from Connie's body. During that time her training continued. Before the first week was over she had been through every bondage device. She grew used to the massive artificial cock on the gym horse drilling into her guts. And she grew used to Hobart and Julio facing her on the horse, leaning back so she could suck their real cocks all the way into her throat.
Every few days one of the girls disappeared, never to be seen again. But there were always replacements. There was no chance for the girls to become friends, to share more than a whispered conversation while strapped to the bed at night. But the time came at last when Rosie pronounced Connie ready for graduation.
Julio seemed disappointed as Hobart shackled the girl's wrists and ankles and threw Connie over his shoulders. She could see the boy watching until the door closed after them. She was taken to the same van, thrown into the back and covered with the same rugs.
The ride lasted a long time. But at last it came to an end. It was night outside when Hobart carried her into a new building. Connie heard voices, both male and female. But she saw nothing but the floor as he carried her into a room furnished only with a single large bed. He dumped her in the middle of the mattress.
"You're home, bitch," said Hobart. He grinned at Connie's look of fear. "Pretty soon a man will come in to use your pretty body. You'll do everything he wants, of course." He laughed. "Every Goddamn thing!" Connie was dumped on her stomach. Sobbing, she closed her eyes, wondering what new horror waited. Long minutes passed, and she was near sleep when at last the door opened, softly. She turned her face and saw a naked man. His body was heavily furred with white hair, but he was attractive.
"Hello, Connie," he said, softly. He came to the edge of the bed and studied her carefully. "We're going to have a good time, aren't we?"
"Yessir," she said, swallowing a sob. He didn't look so terrible. And a moment later she heard a click as he released her shackles.
"Stretch out on your back," he ordered.
Connie obeyed his orders, grateful to be released. But the gratitude turned to new fear as he caught her wrists, shackled her again. Soon she was spreadeagled, unable to move even a muscle.
"You want me to fuck you, Connie?" he asked, still speaking softly. She nodded, and anger came across his face. He roared at her. "Bitch! Whore! Just like all the others! But you'll learn! You'll pay!"
He turned away, and Connie shuddered. Then he turned back, and she saw the cruel whip in his hand. Unlike the braided strap Rosie had used on her, metal gleamed from the tip as he raised it over his shoulder.
"Bitch!" he cried again. The whip snapped. "You will pay! I promise you that!"
Connie fought her shackles as the whip cracked against her tit. The girl writhed on the bed as the beating started in earnest. She wanted to escape! This was madness! But her cunt was aching with a need for his cruel cock! As the whip cracked again and again she knew she faced her future. Her tortured future!
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