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The secretary_s hot pants





CHAPTER ONE


Cunt was in the air.
Cindy Cox sniffed as she opened the door to the stockroom; the stink of sex was like a hot blast. She glanced automatically down to her crotch, tightening her legs, as though expecting it to be coming from her – and felt the old familiar itch as the walls of her cunt started to crawl. Jesus! In another minute she'd be sopping wet if she didn't get her mind on something else!
A giggle came from the back of the cavernous stockroom just as she was reaching for the light switch. Cindy froze, her sharp hazel eyes piercing the gloom that was relieved only by the skylight overhead.
"Zeke! Be careful – oh!"
"Shit, Elsie, you know you like it. What the fuck you fightin' for?"
"Because a girl doesn't want a man to think she's a pushover just because he's got a great big cock, that's why stop it, Zeke! You're getting me all slimy!"
"Just a little bit of love juice to show my prick wants you, Elsie. C'mon… mmmmmm!"
Cindy's breath expelled slowly from her throat. She wiped the back of her hand across dry lips as the unmistakable sounds of ticking grew louder, shook her chestnut hair. She should leave, leave the lovers to their illicit pleasures… but her feet were drawing her deeper into the stockroom, moving by their own volition, her stomach tightening, tightening. Oh, God! She could feel her wetness on the insides of her thighs.
The sounds were coming from the back row. The petite secretary moved silently through the stacks until she was one row away, and then moved along until she found a place where a small hole between wrapped packages of forms let her see through. She blinked, adjusting to the light level – and caught a flash of white as Zeke Perkin's naked buttocks rose into the air and fell again.
"Ohhhhh! Oh, Zeke – oh, yessssss! Yesssssss!"
"Mmmmmsn!" He broke the kiss, reached down to adjust his balls where they were pressed against her naked belly. NOW Cindy saw that Elsie's skirt was hiked well above her waist, her panties dangling from one foot as it drew back along Zeke's leg. He had stretched her out on a work table, his trousers down around his ankles, and now he raised himself into the air to shift position slightly, and Cindy caught her first look at his cock.
She gasped – it was so big! Even in the gloom it seemed to gleam wetly, as though it had already been in the girl's cunt. Cindy clasped one hand to her left breast, pinching at her nipple – and cursed the hard shell of the bra that prevented her from touching herself. Her knees were clasped close together, her asshole twitching and flexing as the itch seemed to move from her cunt to her rear.
"Be careful!" said Elsie. "You'll hurt me!"
"Aw, c'mon, Elsie! You're no virgin, you've had lots of cocks in your belly."
"But not so big, Zeke! Jeez, how big are you?"
"Ten inches!" he said, proudly, moving back on his knees to rub his fingers across his balls. "Not bad for a kid just out of high school, huh?"
Elsie laughed. "You may be just out of school, Zeke, but you're no kid!"
"Even at sweet eighteen?" he teased.
"Sweet, my ass! Hot, yes – but you were never sweet in your life! Now are you gonna just kneel there all morning, or are we gonna get down to serious business? After all, I'm supposed to be on my way up to Mr. Glack's office."
"Kiss it; first," said the boy. Now Cindy recognized him, remembered seeing his face; he was lanky all the way, all bones and bumps and sharp places. But Jesus! With a cock like that, he had it all over the pretty boys who could barely wiggle their finger at you!
Cindy swallowed, her hand reaching for her skirt, hiking it above her crotch. Her fingers slid across her mound, found her panties soaking wet, as she had suspected. She glanced around quickly to be sure that no one else was hiding in the stockroom, then rolled her panties down, pulling them off her leg. For ten seconds she held them bunched in her hand, no place to put them – then turned to stuff them behind a box on the shelf behind her. Thank God she hadn't worn her garter belt today!
"Oh, Zeke! Ohhhhhh!"
Cindy wheeled, bent to peer through the peephole again, in time to see Zeke's ass move steadily forward, his buttocks white as he held himself on stiffened arms over the girl from the steno pool.
"Gahhhhhh! Aft, baby, baby!"
"Ohhhhhh!" the girl moaned, shifting her hands along the boy's ribeage. "Oh, God, Zeke! You're… oh, you're ripping me apart!"
"You can take it!" he said. "Tighten down, Elsie – yeah, like that! Oh, wow-wowowww! That feels… good!"
He began to move against her, and Cindy's fingers moved between her thighs, over the hairy mound, along the slit. Fire burned her ears as one finger moved in for the first time, stabbed through the yielding flesh. She bit her lip, afraid to let her gasp of pleasure come… afraid to be heard. Ohhhhh!
"Oh, Christ! Fuck me, Zeke! Fuck… me!"
Cindy shook her head, blinking away tears that bad clouded her vision, nearly lost in the delicious sensation tiring her gut as her fingers moved deeper, deeper, raking across the tender walls of her cunt. She could smell her own stink now, stronger than the one that had caught her attention when she first opened the door. Her asshole was tightening, opening, tightening… her cunt walls were crawling around her fingers, trying to suck them in, trying to drag her whole damn hand deep into the cavity. Jesus, she wanted a cock! She wanted Zeke's…
"Fuck me, damn you! Damn you! Damn you!"
"Yeah, baby!" said Zeke softly as he workcd his prick deeper into her cunt. "Yeah, it's comin', it's comin'in now. You're gettin' it, you're gonna have it all! Yeahhhhh… it's there!"
He slammed suddenly, burying himself completely, his back arching as he raised his head in triumph. The girl gasped as the long cock ripped deep into her gut, through her passage, their groins flooded with her eager juices as the cockhead pounded at the opening to her womb. Elsie thrust her pelvic saddle against Zeke, trying to throw herself up against him, trying impossibly to take even more of that wonderful, burning prick, trying to have it all, all, all…
"Ohhhhhhh, God, Zeke! Oh, fuck! Please, fuck! Please fuck me!"
His hands slid over her shoulders, moved down as he brought his supporting elbows down against her sides until he could reach under her blouse, yanking it free from the bunched skirt, until he could work his fingers up to the soft mounds of her tits. He buried his face against the fabric, against his blouse-covered hands, rubbing against her as the girl sighed with pleasure. Then he pulled the blouse up farther, working it over the swell of her tits until both were free. His thumbs moved across the yielding soft surfaces, his fingers digging in and bunching them against his palms.
"Oh, God! Yes! Yes! Yes!"
Totally jealous, Cindy stabbed herself again, her fingernail hurting suddenly as she watched the boy pleasure the girl beneath him. Her free hand went to her own tits again, bunched them through the bra – Goddamn it, she had just as much as that worthless Elsie! Nothing but a Goddamn tramp, fucking on a stockroom table! That was what was wrong with men, damn their souls – chasing after every cheap floozie when there were plenty of good girls around, girls who would appreciate them… girls who would love to wrap their legs around those bony hips, would love to have that wonderful cock slamming deep, sticking deep, pushing deep…
Ohhhhhhhh! She sighed, biting her lip she knew that she was jealous of Elsie for just one reason: the girl had a cock when Cindy wanted it. God, did she want it… she had to have it!
Zeke's thumbs circled Elsie's areolas, moved to the puckered nubbins that were standing hard by themselves. The girl shivered at first contact, electricity seeming to tingle between them as he brought thumb and forefingers together to squeeze gently, to rotate the nipples until she again gasped her pleasure.
"Oh! Ohhhhh! Suck… suck my titties, Zeke! Please!"
His stomach hollowed, tightened, as he pushed his great prick tight against her again; then he hunched down until his long tongue could brush against the top of one tit, lick sloppily across it until it dove into the valley between the mountains, then climbed up on the other side. The girl sighed again as she felt him wet her breasts, slurping across them now in long, sloppy strokes, his mouth open so wide she felt his teeth against the upper slope.
"Ohhhhhhhh, yes… yes… yes!"
Ohlxhhhhhh, Christ! Cindy was burning, was panting as her fingers stabbed in short strokes, pushing deep, deep – but not deep enough! Not as deep as that cock could go! Not as deep as the itch that was firing her, driving her insane with a passion that could only be satisfied by a long and strong male organ…
Ohhhhhh, damn!
Tears stung Cindy's cheeks and she bit on the inside of her lip. Who was she kidding? The closest thing she had ever known to a cock was her gynecologist's finger! Not that she had lacked for opportunities; even during junior high days the boys were chasing her constantly, following her as though she were a cat in heat. And they were right – but she was a cat too frightened to stand stiff long enough to find out what it really was like, having a cock inside, twisting round, sliding in and out.
She wanted Zeke's cock!
She wanted any Goddamn cock!
"Ahhhhhh, Christ!"
"What's the matter, baby?" Zeke chuckled. "I thought you wanted your titties sucked?"
"Bastard! Son of a bitchin' bastard! Damn your ass – get off me! Get off!"
Cindy peeled her eye to the opening again, gasping as she saw the marks where Zeke's teeth had dug into the soft flesh around the nipple. She could see the saliva running across the slope of the mound – and then Elsie was pounding at the boy, trying to thrust him off her body. He caught her wrists.
"Bastard!"
"Bitch!"
"Cocksucker!"
"No, baby! Cunts I suck, but I leave the cocks up to you. Want to run those pretty little lips over the head of my prick again? Huh, want to suck some more?"
"Get off me, you dirty son of a bitch! I'll kill you! I'll… kill… ahhhhhhhhhh, Jesus! Jesus!"
He thrust deep within her, rotating his ass to make his cock swivel in a torkscrew motion that had Elsie arching her back beneath him. Her fingers were doubled into fists, but as he thrust again she sighed and let them relax, the tears rolling down her cheeks. Her face lolled to one side as she sobbed. "Bastard! Bastard…"
"You love it, baby!" said Zeke, nuzzling her throat. "You love it when I stab you with my prick, and you love it when I bite your pretty titties. Don't bulishit me, you know you want me to do it again."
"You hurt me!" she wailed.
"Yeahhhh! And I'll hurt you again like this… and like this…"
He moved don against her tits again firm flesh, the nipple tingling against his tongue. Jesus! Cindy couldn't believe her eyes – he had half the tit in his mouth, was sucking hard, Elsie sighing again and ceasing her struggles. Zeke released one wrist and her hand went around his head, moving through his long hair, combing her fingers across the back of his skull.
"Oh, Zeke! Zeke! Oh, yes! Suck!"
He released the other wrist and now her fingers interlaced, pulled tight against him, trying to pull him farther against the tit as his throat worked, as his tongue laved the surface of the mound. His teeth were chewing now, were working the flesh, digging in, leaving marks that must be painful; but Elsie only sighed with pleasure, her eyes closed again, her head rolling from side to side, her legs over the back of his thighs and rubbing up and down.
"Oh, God, Zeke! God!"
"Ummm! Giggicee!"
"Yes!" she said, reading his mumbled message. "Yes, do it to me! Suck… suck… oh, fuck!"
He came up suddenly and moved to the other tit, the one away from Cindy's vantage point. From the sounds of pleasure coming from Elsie he was servicing her as well on that side… but Cindy knew that she was close to insanity. God! She needed something… something more than her finger…
She caught her clit, and gasped as sharp pain stabbed through her sexual center. The tiny female cock was burning… she began to rub it, stroking two fingers over it until she was nearly buried to the hilt in her own twat, the clitoris throbbing against her palm. The sensation was electric, heavenly, beautiful… Cindy gasped in orgasm, flooding her hand, feeling the juices soak her thighs. She moved her knees tightly together about her hand, trapping it, her eyes closing as I leaned against the shelving for support. Oh, God! God! Why was she such a coward? Cocks were available, she could have her pick of them – she knew she was one of the prettiest girls in the office. She had been on dates dozens of times during her high school days, although rarely with the same boy more than twice.
They all had the same thought: I'll be the one to get into the iron virgin! And they all tried, even that nice Tommy Muhardt, the minister's son. They tried every trick in the books – plying her with liquor, forcing her to sample grass, even near-rape. But she had maintained her horror, her virginity…
Crying inside because they wouldn't rape her!
Her knees opened, her hand came out, moved to wipe her mouth, and she caught her own stink, so strong that it was overpowering. She reached to hold the shelving again, head spinning dizzily. Despite the orgasm the itching was still there, the need for sexual completion, the demand for a cock, any cock, small, big, fat, skinny, young, old – a cock, Goddamn it! A cock!
"Oh oh ohohohohhhhh!"
She turned to the peephole again, saw the two on the table practically glued together, Elsie's arms wrapped tight about Zeke's back, his face biding hers. The girl was gasping in desire as he worked his tight ass against her cunt, stabbing, stabbing, without actually withdrawing his cock from the burning passage.
"Fuck, Zeke! Fuck! Fuck me!"
"Yeah, baby!" His tongue found her ear, traced the convolutions. "Beg for it! Beg!"
"Bastard! Fuckin' son of a bitchin' no-good Goddamn bastard! Dirty mean rotten shitass sonofabitch! Fuck you, Zeke! Fuck you, damn you!"
"Yeahbbh! Keep talkin' Elsie – it's music to my ears! Tell me how much you love it! Tell me how much you want my nice big prick! Tell me!"
"I hate you, you no – good freak! I hate your balls! I'll tear your balls off and feed them to my cat! I'll rip your Goddamn cock off, you motherfucker! Fuck, damn you! Fuck! Fuck meeeeeee!"
"Yeahhhhh – take it!"
He stabbed, the force of the blow slamming her across the table. The girl gasped, her caressing hands wrapping tight around his neck as Zeke backed out from her cunt, raising his ass as the long, slime-covered tube came into Cindy's view, backing out until it seemed as though the thing must fall away… and then Elsie tightened against it, tightened her outer muscles down against the cockhead, squeezing until Zeke screamed.
"Jeeeeesussss!"
"Bastard!" she said, softly. "Give it back, you sonofabitch! Give it to me!"
Zeke moaned, eyes closed… but his cock was moving back now, sliding deep into Elsie's body, burying itself once more to the hilt. The girl sighed with pleasure as she felt the knobby cockhead moving across the soft walls of her cunt, gasped when he bottomed out again.
"Fuck me, bastard!" she said again. "Fuck me right!"
"Oh, Christ, Elsie! Christ all-fuckin'-mighty! You hurt me!"
"You hurt me, asshole! Fuck!"
Zeke moaned again, but he was stroking into her now, moving slowly, his cock riding back out again until a third of it remained in the cuntal grasp – and then he moved in again, afraid of the pain she had wrought, the unexpected pain she had sent through him. But his cock was harder than ever, bigger than ever, as he rode into her, found the proper rhythm, the proper balance. He fucked into her, rode back, fucked down again without hesitation, Elsie gasping and sighing her pleasure as her hands moved over his back again, her thumbs counted his ribs, dug into the sensitive armpits, tried to push the shirt and the undershirt over his shoulders. Her feet moved down against the tangle of his trousers and shorts as though she were trying to make him completely naked, wanted to feel his flesh against her flesh.
"Fuck me, Zeke! Fuck me! Fuck me…"
Oh, this was too Goddamn much! Why didn't they stop? Why didn't they let her escape? Cindy could stand no more of this, she had to get out of here before she went absolutely out of her mind, before she ruined her clothes the way she was hiking her skirt up. What was she doing? Jesus, why couldn't she stop, stop stop stop!
Her fingers rubbed across the mound of her cunt again, the hair grating against her palm as she gathered the soft flesh beneath the hand, as she dug her fingers in, as she pushed down with the heel of her hand, as she tried to rip the vulva away from her Goddamn burning body! Fuck! She had to be ticked!
Who was available? Who could she get, right now, right this very minute? Cindy's eyes burned, her stomach hollowing as her hand rubbed back and forth across her mound, as her fingers stabbed in again, pushing through the stink of her cumming, trying to reach that damnable burning sexual itch, trying to satisfy her. Who? Goddamn it, was Jack home from school? So what if he was only fourteen, so what if he was her kid brother? He had a cock, she knew he had a nice one, at least six inches long and thick enough, thick enough to slam in, to rub around inside… "Ohhhhhh! Jack, are you home? I'll tell Larry I'm sick, that I've got to leave, he'll understand, he'll say it's okay…"
Fuck! Why go home when her boss had a nice cock dangling inside his pants, and he was only a few offices away? Let's face it, Cindy, Larry Jordan's the cock you've been panting after for the last three months, the one that's been driving you insane with lust. If it hadn't been for wanting Larry you'd never have stooped so low as to spy on Zeke and his girl, you wouldn't be getting your kicks in this Goddamn fruitless way.
"Fuck fuck fuck fuck me fuck me fuckmeeee!"
"Yeah yeahhh yeahhhh! Take my cock, elsie, baby! Feel my big prick! Ain't it nice? Don't you love it? Oh, take it… take… it!"
Cindy turned to stare through the opening again while her fingers continued to thrust deep into her own hungry twat. Zeke was riding hard now, his ass raising high in the air only to plunge down again, pull back, plunge – the pace of their fucking so furious that they were banging the table, were making noise that must be heard outside, would bring someone to see what was happening. God! Cindy had to get out of here, couldn't stay here any longer…
But she could not leave, could not tear her eyes away so long as the boy continued to slam his wonderful cock into the willing flesh of the girl Zeke fucked into Elsie, filling her with his teenaged meat, his hair tossing wildly as be thrust, thrust, thrust. "Oh, Jesus Jesus Jesus! Oh, fuck! Fuck! Fuck!"
"Yeahhhh! Aihhhhh, shit!"
"Killing-me! Kiillinnnngggg-meeee!"
The girl exploded in a blast of repeated orgasms, throwing herself up each time Zeke fell against her, flying to take more, trying to will his whole Goddamn fucking body into the cavity of her cunt. She wanted more – more, more!
"Fuck meeeeee!"
"Aggghhhh! Cumminnngccg!"
Zeke thrust one final time, held deep within her, head tossed back, his whole frame trembling as his balls erupted, poured out his seed to mix with her juices, to spill out over their groins. He made one more tentative stroking move as Elsie rubbed her hands over his sides, sighing… and collapsed, to lay exhausted…
Cindy sighed, pulled her hand from her sopping cunt – gasped as fingers touched her ass…



CHAPTER TWO


"Oh!"
Cindy spun around as the hand touched her ass, the fingers sliding up over the curve of the buttocks, pushing beneath the bunched-up skirt. Her hand flew to her mouth as she saw George Maswitz, the forty-year-old janitor – his mouth hanging open, his eyes gleaming with insane desire.
He was holding the bulge in his pants with his other hand, grinning wildly.
"Zeke! Somebody's there?"
Cindy spun around again as she heard Elsie, and then Zeke cursed.
"Who the fuck is it? Come out, you sneakin' bastard! Come out, where I can get my hands on your Goddamn throat! You cocksucker!"
There was a sudden crash as his pants-tangled ankles sent him sprawling, and then Elsie began to curse. George didn't wait to see what was happening; he grabbed Cindy's wrist and pulled her after him, almost running from the stockroom. They reached the door and moved out into the corridor, Zeke's curses following until they were cut off by the door closing.
"Let… let me go!"
George shook his head violently. "No, no, li'l lady! You ain't goin' no place – you comin' with me!"
The corridor was empty. Cindy tried to loosen the fingers holding her wrist prisoner, but his grip was too strong. Suddenly George began moving again, dragging her around the corner just as Zeke cautiously opened the stockroom door and put his head through. He saw Cindy's disappearing ass, but no more – not enough to recognize her. His pants were back with Elsie; he couldn't follow half-naked.
"Bitch! I find out who you are, and you'll be one sorry cunt!"
Cindy did not hear the threat; George was dragging her along so fast that she could barely keep on her feet. She gasped for breath, thought of calling for help – and then they were pushing through a set of double doors into the service elevator area, and down a slight of stairs and then another, until they were in the building's basement.
"George! Stop! You stop, you hear?"
He did, so suddenly she skidded into him – and his hands wrapped around her, pinning her arms, while his slobbery mouth smacked against her lips.
"Gaggghhh! No, leave me alone…"
"Shit, li'l lady!" George laughed, holding both Cindy's wrists behind her back with just one hand; he used the other to wipe his mouth. "Who you shittin'? You want it, you wanna fuck – I been watchin' you up there. Shit, I was there five minutes an' you didn't even know it!"
"No!" Cindy shook her head, biting her lip. "No, you're wrong! Please, George – please! You… you let me go, and we'll just forget about this! I won't tell…"
"Damn right you won't tell!"
He kissed her again, and now his fat tongue stabbed into her mouth, slammed deep against her throat. My God, the thing was as big as his cock… which was pushing hard against her stomach, swollen large – so damn big that for a minute Cindy thought it was a hammer or some other tool stuck in the front of his pants.
George broke the kiss, and she gasped, crying.
"Please, George! Please, let me go!"
"Uh-uh. You 'n me's gonna have some fun. Now c'mon, I got a nice sofa over here where you can take off all your clothes an' let me see your pretty titties an' your nice big cunt. C'mon with George, now, an' I'll give you what you want, I'll let you have my cock!"
"No!"
She twisted free, turned to run… and he caught her before she had gone three steps.
"Goddamn bitch! Hold still!"
"Please, please! Please, no!"
"Shut your fuckin' mouth, Miss Hotpants!"
His arms wrapped tight around her body, pinning her arms again and lifting up against her tits. He picked her up, carrying her with feet kicking the dozen feet into an area that he had fixed up with discarded furniture from the offices. Cindy was sobbing wildly now, her head throwing from side to side and back as she tried to bang him, do something to make him drop her. But it was useless; suddenly she was on the sofa, her hands released just long enough for him to grab her ankles and jerk her out flat. Then his knee went into the small of Cindy's back while his hands opened the buttons of her blouse, released the snaps of her bra.
"Please! Some-somebody will come, George!"
"Aw, shit, no! Nobody comes down here 'cept I ask 'em. Just stop your cryin', Missy – you're gonna like what I got fer you."
"No! No, I won't, George! Please, please – I'll pay you! I've got some money in my purse, upstairs – let me get it and I'll give you – twenty dollars!"
"I don't want your money."
"What… what do you want?"
He laughed. "Just your sweet pussy!"
Her blouse and her bra were coming off her shoulders, George raising her far enough to slip them off one arm and tug them from the front of her body. Then he released her, Cindy falling heavily to the cracked plastic sofa, her tern stinging her eyes.
"Please, George – I… I've never done it! I've never taken a… man!"
"Shit, you're a virgin?" He laughed. "That's even better, Missy – I ain't never had a cherry. I always wondered what it would be like to pop one."
His knee came off her back, and Cindy heard the rustling of his clothing. Frightened, she turned – and saw him dropping his green work pants, trying to pull them off over his work shoes. He cursed when they tangled, and had to sit on the edge of the couch, fighting the legs back until he could untie the shoes. He finished the job, and stood, still wearing his shirt and baggy cotton socks, his heavy prick pushing out between the tails of his shirt.
Oh, God! It wasn't anywhere near as big as Zeke's – at least, it wasn't as long. But it was fat, much thicker than the stockboy's prick, an inflamed red all over, even the bulging mushroom-shaped head. Cindy stared at the hole in the tip, saw a droplet of clear liquid well up to wink back at her. "Please!" she said, sobbing in a broken voice. "Please, George… let me go! Please!"
"Now that wouldn't at all be a act o' kindness, Missy," said the janitor. If it weren't for the wild stare in his eyes George wouldn't have been at all a bad looking man. His sandy hair was thin, and there was a place on his chin where he had missed with his razor this morning; but except for the knobby rod of his cock, there was no part of him that was really ugly.
And even his cock was… attractive…
Cindy swallowed, closing her eyes. My God, what was the matter with her? The itch was back in her cunt; she could feel the vaginal walls squeezing together, working against each other, working as though the cunt were already filed with the janitor's huge cock…
"Please."
George sat on the edge of the sofa, his hands rubbing up the back of her thighs to slide gently across the soft swelling of her buttocks. Cindy finished the job of turning as his fingers urged her to stretch out on her back, his thumbs working her skirt up to her waist. His hands reached for the mounds of her tits then, rubbing beneath them, bunching them into his fingers. It was a good feeling, the ten strong digits pressing into her flesh…
God! God, she couldn't stand it! She had to do something, had to have something to relieve the intolerable itching in her twat…
She did want him! God, I'm sorry… but I'm going to let him fuck me!
George bent, suddenly sucked one of the nipples into his mouth. Cindy gasped as his teeth nibbled at the outside of the areola, a half-dollar-sized circle that was brown against the white of her tit. His tongue laved the nubbin of the nipple, stabbing it into erection, a blast of fire moving through her like electricity.
"Ohhhhhhhh!"
Her hands went to the back of his head, her fingers moving through his greasy hair but not noticing the stuff as it coated them.
He began to suck hard against the nipple, his throat working, working, his fingers bunching the tit and shaping it into a cone. Cindy's belly crawled beneath him; he was between her legs, his cock pressed beneath his body where she couldn't feel it.
"Oh, George! George!"
"Yeah, I know, li'l lady." He raised his head, smiling. "Ol' George sure knows how to suck titty, that's what all the gals say. Hol' on while I rub up the other one fer ya, make you feel good all over."
His lips moved to the other breast, his chin digging sharply into the valley as he swung his head around. Cindy sighed with total pleasure as she felt his tongue move out, felt his saliva against the flesh of her tit. He nipped the nipple between his teeth, grinding them together until she gasped at the pain – but her hands pressed his head tighter against her tits.
"Oh, suck, George! Suck!"
"Ummmmm! Slrrrpppll!"
His lips moved down suddenly, wetting her belly, trying for her navel, to be stopped by the bunched skirt. He raised his head, wiping his mouth, Cindy feeling the patch of beard against the soft flesh of her stomach.
"Shit, take that damn thing off, will ya?"
Hardly knowing what she was doing, she moved quickly to obey, her fingers finding the button, then working the zipper down. She raised her hips, drawing up her knees, and George dragged the skirt over her legs, raising up to give her another look at the wonderful cock-stick jutting out from his groin. It was wetter than ever and a flaming red that inflamed her senses. He brought his face down again, his ass sticking up in the air.
"Ohhhhhh!"
The tongue moved quickly into her belly button, but did not stay there for more than a second. His face continued to move against her belly, his lips and tongue writhing against her groin, but he was working his way down… down coming close!
"Ohhhhhhh, God!"
George's tongue slurped across her mound, moving through the pubic patch and spreading the vulva. Cindy brought her knees up against the sides of his head as he turned around, raised one leg over her body, his prick sticking down against her belly. He backed up, Cindy staring straight into his asshole, the hairy buttocks disgusting as his cock dragged between her tits… and then the touch of his sex was firing her, firing her, firing…
"Oh, God! George! Suck… my… pussy!"
"Yeah, Missy, that's what I figgered on doin'," He lowered his head between her legs, his nose pushing through the crack of her mound until his tongue could reach in, past the outer lips, through the inner lips, digging deep, writhing against the thrusting, crawling cuntal walls.
Cindy gasped: "OH, JESUSSSS!"
His tongue moved deep into her pussy, slurping around gleefully, digging toward the entrance of her womb as his thumbs forced her legs apart, held the hairy slit wide open. Cindy drew her knees up until she could spread her thighs even wider, willing him to dig his tongue farther, to put his whole Goddamn head in there. My God, she could feel his teeth against her inner wall, his tongue fucking her so deep that she scarcely noticed when his cock banged against her face.
"Qhhhhhh, suck! Suck suck suck…"
He responded to her moans by twisting his mouth around, his lips pushed as far into her cunt as he could force them. Then he captured her clit, pushing it first with her tongue then sucking it between her teeth, finally capturing it into his tearing teeth.
"Owwwwww! Oh, Christ almighty!"
"What? I can't hear you?"
He raised his head, his chin and face waked with her juices, to look back at her.
"Suck my pecker, Missy!"
"Oh!" Cindy realized that her hand was holding the thing; she looked at it, felt its wet head against her palm. "Oh, no – I couldn't! I can't!"
"Shit! You can suck just as good as I can. Now Goddamn it, suck! Or you'll wish you had!" … what was he threatening to do? Cindy shuddered, afraid to know. Her stomach churned as she looked at the huge prick in her hand; it was trying to force itself forward, George twitching and working his asshole to make it jump. He dug his fingers into the mound of her cunt – sharply; Cindy jumped.
"Suck! Goddamn it, I'm good enough to suck your cunt, you can take my prick!"
He moved back against her face, his cock pushing over her chin, riding against her lips as his asscheeks lowered nearly to her eyes. Cindy shut them, but she could smell his male crotch stink, strong enough to make her sick. Then he sat on her face, and she could feel his asshole twitching against her eyes. His balls pressed against her nose, sagging down on either side as he lowered his weight, and his prick was now cutting off the air to her nostrils.
"Please!" she gasped, trying to twist away. But his legs held her tight, held her prisoner.
"Suck!"
Cindy sniffled, reached up to hold the throbbing cock as George raised his ass again. His balls hung low against her nose, her eyes out of focus as she peered around them at the knobby shape of the thing. It was the first time she had ever seen a cock so close; even in pictures they didn't look anything like this. God, there was so much hair around his balls and around the bottom of his shaft!
"Suck, damn it!" he cried.
The cock was not at all the straight flesh-stick Cindy had imagined it would be. There was a heavy vein pulsing on the bottom of the shaft, blue against the reddened skin. The head of it was larger than the shaft, but far enough away from her perspective that it seemed smaller. George was uncircumcised, a thin flip of skin holding the foreskin to the glans where the two connected. The foreskin was working all the way back now, the glans forced downward by the pressure.
He moved back over her face, his cock and balls riding back until his testicles rested against her eyes for a moment, blinding her. Then he raised his ass into the air, the long red prick probing down against her lips.
"Suck my cock, Missy! Suck it, or I'll shove it so far down your throat you'll wish you had!"
"I'm not Linda Lovelace!" she cried.
"You better learn how to be, right quick!"
The throbbing cockhead probed again, and Cindy let her lips open to it. The first taste was strong, almost acrid, the drop in the opening almost like pin. But it quickly vanished as the cock moved through her teeth, probing against the back of her throat. Very quickly half of it was in, spreading her teeth, hurting her jaws.
"Ahhhhhh, yeah! Shit! That's niiiiice…"
George lowered himself to her groin again as he continued to work his cock within Cindy's lips, his tongue returning to the entrance of her cunt. His arms wrapped around her waist, his hands reaching beneath her body to spread the checks of her buttocks, fingers spreading the backs of her thighs to force the bottom of her cunt even wider. He slurped and dug into the slit, plastering his lips tight against the cunt as his tongue continued to work deeper, deeper. Cindy wanted to cry out her pleasure…
But his cock was in her mouth, throbbing, the vein beating heavily as his heart pumped faster, the blood flooding from the rest of his body into his cock. Cindy knew she was erecting as well, every part of her sexual body aching and burning as her vulva stiffened, as her nipples throbbed. She let her hands drop from George's ass to shape her tits as they were crushed beneath hi belly, the nipples pushed out to where she could capture them, twist them, pinch them each time she felt the corresponding stab of lust move through her groin, felt his cock throb and work against the back of her throat.
Oh, Jesus Jesus Jesus! He was so big – yet the terrible taste of his cock had vanished, washed away in the coating of her own saliva as she sucked against his cock. It was no longer so terrible, such a frightening thing; it seemed only natural that it should be in her mouth… would feel even better stabbing into her cunt! She wanted it, she needed it, she had to have it!
Oh, fuck!
But she couldn't cry out; her words were cut off by the janitor's cock as George writhed against her, his tongue stabbing deep into her twat, his belly rotating against her tits, his cock pushing, pushing, pushing…
Cindy sucked against him, sucked with all her strength, one hand leaving her nipple to slide over his thigh again, move back up to his ass where it was joined by the other as she tried to pull him down farther, tried to pull his cock deeper into her mouth. George felt the movement of her hands and snorted air through his nostrils and against the bottom of her dint, his mouth too busy to let him laugh. She was sucking hard, was moving more of his cock into her hungry jaws, trying to take more, trying to take every last wonderful hard hot inch… His ass slammed down and the cockhead pushed past her uvula, pushed into the esophagus, working against her throat from the inside. He was in! She had every Goddamn inch of his cock! She was sucking him down, her nails raking against the backs of his thighs, against his ass as she sucked against his cock. He was flung her, filling her completely, thrusting deep into her as he fucked, slamming down. He felt her belly heave up, felt her slam her own ass up against his face as his cock moved deep within her throat.
"Garggghhhlll! Fwaggmmmm! Fwagh!"
Her cry was nonsense, but he understood the meaning of the sounds: she had his cock, she wanted more! She wanted him to fuck!
"Yeah!" he gasped, raising his face from her cunt. "Yeah, li'l lady, you got it! You got my prick, so suck nice – suck nice and in just a few more minutes I'll give you just what you want! I'll fuck you! So suck!"
His face dove into her cunt again, his hands worming around her ass, one finger finding the brown ring of her asshole and pushing through. Cindy tried to gasp when the first joint of the finger popped inside, but she could barely breathe against the filling shape of his wonderful cock. She sucked down again as George sent his tongue deep through her cuntal walls, slurping up the juices as she exploded in a series of painful yet pleasurable climaxes. Now he had her clit again, was biting it, twisting it around in his teeth, Cindy throwing herself up each time he bit down, sucking harder, harder against the plug of his cock.
The finger in her ass stabbed – was in deeper, twisting around, rubbing against the tongue as the other probing organ moved deep within her cunt. Oh God! My God! She… couldn't… take it! She… couldn't… stand it! Much more… and she'd… scream!
Fire blasted across her body as she continued to cum, as she continued to explode, as her body responded to the wonderful sensations stabbing from the end of his hot, throbbing, thrusting tongue, from the talented finger as it twisted, rotated, twirled around inside her rectum. Jesus, how could this much sensation be possible? Was this what fucking was all about? Goddamn her, why had she waited so long to experience this for herself? All the years she had wasted, all the cocks she had refused.
George's lips came away, his tongue moving back into his mouth as he came up for air, Cindy's cunt walls trying to follow the damn thing, trying to turn inside out as the fire coursed through the endless reaches of her body, as the juices flooded the couch, running back beneath her ass. He raised himself on stiff arms, hands flat against the cracked upholstery, his groin slammed down against her face, his balls cutting off the breath in her nostrils again. He held himself deathly still, but every muscle, every nerve ending in his body was quivering.
"Oh, shit! Shit! I'm…cummminnngggg!"
Cindy's teeth pressed against the balloon of his swollen cockflesh, knew that something was happening, waited in unbearable tension…
He exploded! The cum blasted into her throat, ran straight into her belly without giving her a chance to taste it. He thrust again, fucking as his balls bumped and pumped, pushing his cock against her. She choked against the spending, tried to twist free; his cock came out of her throat, held in her mouth as the third blast of white stuff coated her tongue and she tasted his acrid man-taste…
"Ohhhhhhhh, Jesus! Jesus!"
George collapsed, falling beside her and nearly pushing her onto the floor. His hand fell across Cindy's…
"There, damn you!" she cried. "Now finish what you started – fuck me!"
They raised heads together until their eyes met…
And the telephone mug.



CHAPTER THREE


"Shit!"
George gave vent to his anger at being disturbed, while Cindy only closed her eyes, uttering a silent curse as he started to climb over her legs.
"Don't! Don't answer it, George! Let them wait…"
"Shit, I gotta answer," he said, disgusted. "It's probably Fleckheimer wantin' me for somethin' stupid."
A battered metal desk with a broken-backed steno chair served as George's office. He grabbed the phone, his cock and balls swinging wildly between the dangling tails of his shirt.
"Yeah, this's George. Yeah, Mr. Fleckheimer. Look, can it wait thirty minutes? Yeah. Yes sir, I'll come right up an' take care of it."
George wiped his nose as he hung up, then moved to pick up his pants. Cindy saw the massive cock-stick disappear as he tucked in his shirt, zipped up the fly, and didn't know whether to cry or to laugh. She wanted it – but now the passion was ebbing, and she knew that this was not the time, not the place. Her first cock should come in a more romantic situation, and from a man more attractive than the rather stupid janitor.
"I guess I'd better get back to my office, George," she said, reaching for her skirt. "Mr. Jordan will be looking for…"
"Oh no you don't!"
George grabbed the skirt, and then scooped up the discarded blouse and bra as well, crumpling them into a ball in his arms.
"You ain't goin' no place, Missy – I won't be gone more'n fifteen minutes, an' then we can finish what we started. You stay right here."
"No!" Cindy shook her head. "I can't, George! If I don't get back I'll be fired!"
"If you don't stay right here you'll get somethin' a lot worse'n bein' fired!" he said ominously, eyes narrowed. "You got me all hot'n bothered an' now you're gonna cool my pecker off. Stay here!"
He glanced around – and then moved to a metal locker, opening it to stuff Cindy's clothing inside. A second later he snapped a padlock shut through the hasp, grinning again as he turned back to Cindy.
"Now I know you're gonna stay put, Missy. You just think on how good of George's pecker's gonna feel in your pussy, an' 'fore you know it the real thing will be pushin' between your legs."
Cindy stared in horror as the janitor left. She heard the elevator operating, and ran to the locker, tugging on the door. But it was no use; the lock was a good one, would not budge.
What was she going to do? She couldn't stay here naked – what if someone came? Oh God, she was going to lose her job over this, she knew it! She could kiss goodbye her daydreams of making it with her handsome young boss. When Larry found out what George was planning… Larry! He could help her, he would help her, once Cindy explained how George had tried to rape her, had stolen her clothes. All she had to do was call him!
She hurried to the desk, dialed the three digits of her boss' extension. It rang three times; why wasn't Larry picking up? He must know that she was away from her desk, other wise she would have answered herself by now. Four rings – five – eight! Oh, God! He wasn't there!
Closing her eyes and uttering a silent prayer, Cindy let the phone ring two more times, and then another two, before she reluctantly hung up. She sagged against the edge of the desk, wiping her mouth as her eyes moved around the clutter of junk George had accumulated and moved past an open tool box.
Tools! There must be something that would break the lock, let her get her clothes.
Excited again, she knelt to take the tray out of the box, rummaging through the assortment of junk. She didn't really know what she was looking for – came back to a long-barreled screwdriver. It was thick, it might be heavy enough to break the lock.
Fear sweat running down her body, through the crack of her ass and between the mounds of her tits, Cindy hurried to the locker, pushed the screwdriver through the hasp. Then she began to twist…
"George? Where the fuck are you?"
Someone was coming! Cindy let go the screwdriver, turning around to look for someplace to hide. But there was nothing, not even a chair to get behind, the sofa shoved against the concrete wall. She could hear the man coming, he was almost here… "Goddamn it, George, I ain't got all fuckin' day! You gonna take this shit offa my hands."
He rounded the corner and stopped dead as he saw the naked girl Cindy's hands went to her crotch, her arms trying futilely to cover her breasts as she stared at the truck driver. He was in his mid-thirties, a stocky man with a bristling red mustache that almost completely concealed his upper lip. His eyes lit up as he took in Cindy's complete nudity, and he grinned.
"Well, hello! George got a new special service for the buildin', honey? How long you been here?"
"Please!" she said. "Help me – George is trying to rape me! He stole my clothes!"
"Is that a fact?" He laughed. "I never thought the old bastard had it in him. Sure, I'll help you, honey – let's see now, I guess I better give you my shirt to cover up with."
He was coming toward her as he unbuttoned his shirt, tugging the tails out of his trousers. He wore no undershirt, his pectorals swelling heavily over the bulge of his paunch. His belly and chest seemed strangely pale against the color of his lower arms and his neck, and a heavy patch of fur covered his chest.
"Here, you put this on…"
Cindy reached for the shirt – and he grabbed her wrist, spinning her around as the shirt fell to the floor. Suddenly she was in his arms, that terrible hairy chest rubbing against her breasts, his mouth covering hers. The mustache filled her nostrils, scratching and tickling.
"No! Let me go…" His lips smothered her cry as he pushed her back toward the sofa. Cindy could feel his cock stiffening in his pants as he ground his groin against her naked cunt. He was strong, too strong for her to resist… "Ohhhhhhhh!" He broke the kiss as she bit down against his stagging tongue.
"Bitch!"
His hand cracked against her jaw, bringing stars to Cindy's eyes. She cried out in pain, staggering back – and sat down as her legs hit the sofa.
"Goddamn cunt, who the fuck you think you're bitchin'?"
He was ready to swing at her again. Cindy held up her hands to fend him off – and then he captured her wrists, twisting her arms back on themselves.
"You want to lose those pretty teeth, bitch?"
"No!" She shook her head. "Please-s…"
"Open my pants! Let's see how good a job you do takin' out my pecker."
He held to her a moment longer as Cindy shuddered; then he released her when there were no further signs of right. The girl's hands dropped to her knees as he moved closer, until his legs were pressing against hers, trapping her on the sofa.
"Open my pants, cunt!"
Sobbing, she moved her fingers to his belt, working the strap awkwardly as she pulled it through the buckle, then tugged to make the little tongue come out of the hole. His hairy belly sagged over the waistband of the trousers, the elastic of bright-colored boxer shorts showing above it.
Cindy caught the button holding the top of the fly together and worked it free, then swallowed as she caught the tab of the zipper. All thoughts of pleasurable fucking were gone as she worked the thing down, the trousers peeling apart against the pressure of the man's gut. The driver reached out to grab her shoulders in both hands, then kicked off his shoes, leaning against her.
"Okay, pull 'em down."
Cindy clenched her knees together as she bent forward to do as the man demanded. He lifted a foot for her to tug off the pants, and then the other, the girl conscious of his swelling cock pushing against the front of his shorts. When she straightened again she could see its dark color through the gap in the fly.
"Okay, it's Christmas – open your present!"
His hands went to his hips as the girl reached reluctantly for the shorts, began to pull them down. More of the belly came into view, the cock bending down as it followed, the pulling of the fabric. Now his thick pubic patch was in full view, much heavier than the fur on the rest of his body. The curling strands seemed long enough to comb out.
"C'mon, cunt – I ain't got all fuckin' afternoon!"
Cindy tugged at the legs of the shorts, and the swelling cock pulled sharply down between his thighs for a second. Then it slammed up to hit his belly, quivering, as she pulled the shorts down to his knees and then to his ankles. God, it was fascinating! She couldn't take her eyes from it even as he lifted his feet again for her to finish the job of making him naked, leaving only his socks and the watch on his wrist, and a small gold wedding band on his finger.
"Like it?" he asked proudly.
It was not as thick as George's, not as long as Zeke's. The swollen cock flesh seemed to glow with a shine of its own as the fevered blood pounded through it. There was a definite upward bend, almost a sharp curve, leaving more than room enough for her fingers to curl around it while the cockhead pressed tight against his quivering gut.
"Go on, hold it. Look it over good."
Hypnotized by the sexual fever burning through her body again, Cindy reached out to touch the prick. It was hot – hotter than George's prick had seemed; but the janitor's cock had been cooled by the juices of her mouth. The trucker was dry, and so erect that he was aching.
"Suck it!"
No! No, she couldn't – she wouldn't!
But she did want it!
"C'mon!" he said impatiently, humping forward. "Stop foolin' around – take it! Suck!"
Cindy tugged the cock away from his belly, pulling down on it until she could looks straight into the opening. It seemed big enough to take her little finger, and without realizing what she was doing her hand moved to test it, the fingertip pushing dawn on the yielding opening and feeling something wet well up.
"Hey! Jesus, what the fuck you think you're doin'? Damn, girl – suck it, don't play with it!"
Her throat was dry but working as Cindy leaned forward a little more, until her lips were close enough to feel the heat of the prick. It was much darker than the other two she had seen today, the head almost a plum-color. Her fingers gripped the shaft of the cock just beneath the rim of the glans, which seemed to swell impossibly large over her hand. Cindy could feel the beating of his heart through the great vein in the bottom of the shaft.
"Suck! Suck, Goddamn you!"
His hands caught her head, forcing her down against the cockhead. It banged against her lips, up against her nose, the male odor suddenly much stronger. Cindy tried to twist away, holding to the prick with both hands, even as she tried to resist taking it into her mouth. It slid across her cheek, and then he forced her head back until it was against her lips again.
"Open them fuckin' teeth, or you lose them!"
She knew he meant the warning, and let her jaw open, her lips pursed just enough to accept the swollen cockhead inside. The truck driver sighed as he felt the wetness of Cindy's tongue touching him for the first time, his fingers digging into her scalp.
"Oh, Jesus! Yeah, take it, cunt-suck!"
Cindy swallowed, and suddenly the whole cock was in her mouth, the driver's belly twitching as he tried to fuck into her. The curve of the cock was even more pronounced now that she was looking straight, over the top of it; the prickhead banged against the top of her mouth as though it would rip up through her brains. Her fingers moved along the hot, throbbing cock, tracing the veins, stroking the curve; then she caught his heavy balls, lifting them first in one hand and then in bath, marveling at the size of the testicles. He sighed again.
"Ohhhhh, yeah! That's nice, baby – niiiice!"
Cindy moved against the shaft now, taking as much of it into her mouth as she could. It wasn't much, the curve of the shaft stopping her from accepting more than a couple of inches. The shaft pushed down against her tongue while the cockhead pushed up, leaving a hollow feeling at the opening to her throat.
"Oh, yeah! Yeahhhhh! Suck!"
His ass twitched, his gut jumped; he tried to move closer to the girl, tried to drill into her, but the shape of his organ doomed the effort to failure. Cindy choked on the thrusting mushroom-head, yanked her head back so quickly that he was unable to prevent her escape.
"Goddamn you! I'll tell you when you can stop suckin', bitch!"
"Please!" She rubbed her throat, massaging away the ache with her fingertips, shaking off his pulling fingers. "Please, I can't – you're hurting me!"
"Tough shit! Suck my cock-suck it right!"
"No, please – you – you can fuck me!"
"Fuckin'-a-right I can fuck you! Any Goddamn time I want! But right now I like the way your lips feel around my cock, so you better start suckin' again – or George won't find much worth fuckin' when he gets back!"
"No, please! Please – fuck me now! I'll do whatever you want after that, honest I will! Just-just put it in me now!"
"Yeah? Anything I want, huh?"
He grinned, a wild fire burning in his eyes. Cindy wondered what he was planning, but it was better by far to take him in the cunt than to try sucking any more on that torturous cock. George's prick had fitted easily into her mouth, but the harder he was getting, the worse the curve in his prick became.
"Please!"
"Okay, honey – you got a deal! Stretch out an' get ready for the thrill of a lifetime!"
Nearly frightened out of her wits, Cindy lay back on the sofa in the same position she had occupied while George was on top of her. Maybe this guy would suck her cunt!
No. He had only one thing in mind: bringing as much pleasure to his own sexual senses as he possibly could. Cindy knew instinctively that she was only a piece of furniture to him, her own needs and desires not even thought of, much less worth considering.
"You like it, don't you, honey?"
He was on his knees between her legs, the cockhead slick with her saliva as it rubbed against his belly again. Cindy stared at it, wondering what had ever driven her to think that fucking would be something pleasurable. God! She was a prisoner, this was rape, even if he wasn't holding her down. Please, God, help me!
God wasn't listening; the driver put his hands down beside her arms, lowering himself into position, Cindy closing her eyes so she would not have to look into that face. His belly touched hers, his weight dropping heavily to crush her tits – God, he weighed far more than George! He was crushing her… His lips moved across her mouth, slobbering, his tongue stabbing wildly as his hands caught her head, forcing Cindy to lay still. His thumbs pushed through her hair, traced circles through her ears as his mustache scratched and scraped across her upper lip. His tongue moved through her teeth, Cindy fighting the impulse to bite down on him again. She tasted stale cigar, his breath fetid as it blew across her nostrils. God, if he didn't stop, didn't let her up, she was going to be sick!
"Ahhhhhhhhhhh!"
He did break then, and she sighed in relief as her attention moved to his heavy prick. It was tight between her thighs now, the head pushing against the cushions of the sofa; she could feel her own wetness on him as his belly pushed heavily down against hers.
"Please!" she begged. "You're hurting me, you're too heavy!"
"Yeah?" He grinned, but raised the burden of his weight. "Too much of a man for ya, huh?"
That was better, although his hairy chest still scraped as it rubbed across her tits. Now he ground his groin against her, the head of his cock stabbing up against her cunt, riding up across the mound.
"Slit!" He looked down, beneath his belly.
"Open your legs, damn it – raise your ass! Yeah, get it up in the air so I can get at you."
He couldn't fuck her without her cooperation. Cindy thought for a second of resisting. Then she remembered how he could hurt her, her jaw still hurting where his fist had cracked. How terrible could it be, even with such a crooked cock as his? Surrender, Cindy – get it over with! You've been wanting cock, take his; at least there'll be no more questions, you'll know what it's like.
Take him!
Her ass was responding of its own accord, moving to her unconscious desires. Her knees spread apart, her legs drawing back as her feet moved against his calves, moved up to curl over the back of his legs. Cindy hollowed her stomach, the burning itch in her cunt again; she had forgotten the desire for a few moments, but now it was back in full force. She did want it! She had to have it!
"Yeah, that's the way!" He grunted as he brought his cockhead up to the outer lips of her cunt, Cindy gasping as the thing began to push in… "Please! Be careful! I've never had one!"
"What?" He stopped, staring in disbelief into her eyes. "You tryin' to tell me you're cherry?"
"Yes!"
"You was gonna let George pop you?"
"I told you, he forced me – he was going to rape me! Please, be careful!"
Grinning as though he still did not believe her, the trucker reached, down to adjust his prick against the opening of the slit, rubbing his cockhead with the juices seeping from Cindy's cunt.
"Shit, you sure do want it!"
"Yes! Yes – do it! Please, hurry!"
Her arms wrapped tight around him now, her legs rubbing passionately against his. Cindy felt herself coming into a frenzy of burning emotions.
"Please!" she cried again. "Do it – fuck! Fuck me!"
The great cock was pushing into her soft flesh, Cindy forcing her ass up against his descending groin, willing it to come farther, to come faster. He moved steadily, the cockhead pushing through cuntal walls that until now had known only her own fingers, and today George's tongue. The pressure continued, his cockhead completely within the outer walls now, his throbbing prick beating in time with her own maddeningly racing heart.
"Ohhhhhhh, yes! Yes, do it to me! Fuck! Fuck!"
"Yeah, honey! I am gonna fuck you!"
Each gasped-out word came as he thrust against her, pushing the wide shaft of his cock deeper and deeper until suddenly he came up against the barrier, could go no farther with the simple small movements. He relaxed, gathering his breath.
"Why did you stop?" she asked. "Damn you, don't stop now – do it! Fuck me!"
"Yeah, sure. Hold on, honey!"
He drew back, Cindy gasping as the bottom of the cockhead rubbed against her cuntal passage – and stopped while the outer muscles of her pussy squeezed down with all their force, trying to prevent the escape of the burning meat. Cindy held her breath, knowing that he was about to tear her maidenhead – and he slammed down.
"Owwwwwwww! Jesus Jesus God help me! Help meeeeee! Ohhhhhhh, don't!"
She beat against him with her fists, but he was all the way in now, the terrible pain fading away almost as soon as it struck. Cindy sobbed as he thrust his cock, working it inside her cunt; he was all the way in now, his balls hanging down against the crack of her ass.
"Please! Please, don't! It hurts!"
But her moaning was already a falsehood: the hurt was gone, leaving only a delicious sensation as the great male instrument began to move within her, began to slide, deeper and deeper, drilling its way into her body.
"Oh!" she cried. "Ohhhhhh, God! Oh, please… please, yes! Yes! Do it, do it, do it! Fuck – meeeeee!"



CHAPTER FOUR


"Alt, yeahhhhh!" The driver swallowed, his eyes closing with pleasure as he worked his curved cock around and around in a corkscrew motion that carried him slowly but surely into Cindy's cunt. "Yaahhhhh! Tight, nice'n tight! You was cherry, all right!"
"Please!" Cindy moaned as the thing thrust deeper, the curve of the shaft forcing the cockhead along the top of her passage, the shaft itself pushing against the bottom until it seemed as though it must rip her apart. "Oh, God – do IT! Fuck ME! Fuck me NOW!"
He stopped, his asshole twitching, his buttocks quivering, while he held his weight over her on stiffened arms, licking a stray drop of sweat away from his upper lip. His eyes shone with the fire that was coursing through his loins as he gathered himself… "GOD!"
"Yeah, bitch! Take it!"
"Ohohohohohoobhhh!"
"Fuck! Shit, fuck! Eat my cock with your pussy, honey – eat it up! Yeahhhhhhh!"
Cindy moaned: "Please! Please!"
"I do, honey – I sure do please fuckin' you! Don't you like my nice fat pecker? Don't it feel goood?"
"Yes! Oh, God, yes – don't stop!Fuck!"
"Yeahhhhh!"
"Oh fuck me!"
"Take it!"
"Fuck meeeeeee!"
"Take it!"
"Gaaawwwwd!"
He slammed into her, burying his prick completely, slamming down until his balls rested in the crack of her ass. Cindy wrapped her legs about him, her nails raking against his back as she tried to pull him down, tried to feel him in every inch of her being. His cock was pounding with the blood coursing through the great vein, pounding with the life-force that he was forcing against her, into her.
"Jesus! Dear Jesus! Help me,Jesus!"
"Fuck you, bitch!"
"Yes! Yes yes, Jesus, fuck me!"
"Christ, yeah! Christ on a Crutch, take it!"
"Oh, fuck! Oh, Jesus! Oh, fuck me, Jesus fuck me – Jesussss!"
"Oh, damn! Damn damn damn shit!Fuck!"
"No no no – dont stop! Don't stop!"
"Naw, I ain't gonna stop! Naw, honey! Agggghhhhh!"
"Oh, God God God! Ohhhhhhh!"
He slammed deep into Cindy's cunt, filling her with his pulsing, thrusting prick, his wonderful swollen cock, his hard meat pounding down until she could feel it against the lining of her intestines. Never had she been so filled, so full; it was too much, too much! But she couldn't resist, wouldn't reject it, not after waiting so many long years to finally find it, to finally know a cock!
"Oh, God, yes! It's good, God! It's good!"
"Yeahhhhhh!"
"Fuck – meeeeee!"
"Fuck fuck fuck fuck…"
"Ohhhhhhhh, dear God!"
"You want it, bitch! Beg for it! Yeah, let me hear you holler – cry for it!"
"Bastard! Dirty no-good miserable sonofabitch! Goddamn dirty prick-faced turd! I hate you, you cocksucker! Yes, yes – cocksucker! Cocksucker! Cocksucker!"
"Bitch!"
He drove deep into Cindy's eager, welcoming body – and stayed there, lowering his weight over her again while his fingers pawed at her tits, digging deep and bruising her flesh. Cindy winced, trying to push him away – and he slapped her face.
"Hold still, bitch! I'll break your Goddamn jaw!"
What was happening to her? The pleasure was suddenly gone under his vicious treatment, the cock in her cunt suddenly only an aching thing. She writhed beneath him as he pinched her tits again, capturing the nipples and digging his nails in around the areolas.
"Oh, please – please! You're hurting me!"
"Yeah, bitch! Just teachin' you who's boss!"
"Oh oh ohhhhh! Oh, please!"
He smothered her outcry with his lips, his arm wrapping around her neck as he twisted to kiss her, his wet mouth soaking her face. Cindy couldn't breathe – she was going to black out!
"Ahhhhhhhh, yeah!"
He broke, wiping his mouth as he stared straight into her eyes. He saw her fright, and grinned to know what he was the cause of her fear.
"You gonna be good now?"
"Yes! Yes – I'll-I'll do whatever you say!"
"Squeeze down on my cock – yeah, like that!"
She tightened her outer muscles against the base of his shaft and felt the tightening of his ass as her vise-grip sent pleasure coursing through him. He sighed, his eyes closing again, and began to move within her once more. Cindy let her own eyes close, her hands falling flat against the broken sofa while he thrust his prick deep, as though trying to drill a hole straight through her gut. Now the curved cock-shape was riding back out, the rim of the glass creating a wave of sensation as it forced the soft cuntal walls to make waves before it.
"Ohhhhhhhh!"
"You like it, don't you, bitch?"
"Yes!"
"You want it."
"Yesssss!"
"Beg me some more!"
"Oh, yes – do it do it doit! Do it to me!"
"For a cherry cunt, you sure do love cock!"
"Yesssss! Fuck – meeeee!"
The pain was gone, the pleasure back, intensifying as he felt his own body responding completely, knew that he was close to orgasm. The old sofa was rocking now from the force of his blows as he thrust deep into the girl, her bare ass sliding back over the cracked cushion until her head banged against the arm. The cellar was filled with the dull, wet thudding of their bodies meeting, of their sexual passion as their breath escaped in hot gasps, of their cries for more – more – more!
"Oh, God! God fuck me! Fuck me!"
"God ain't fuckin' ya, honey – I am!"
"Yes yes yes yes!"
"I got a big ones ain't I?"
"Yes, it's big, it mice, ohhhhhhh!"
"Y'ever see a bigger one?"
"Oh! Oh, yes yes!"
"Shit!" He pound his groin against her belly. "Who?"
"Oh! Ohhhhh, no, please! Please, don't!"
"Who?" he repeated. "Damn you, answer me!"
"Oh, God! Ohbhhhhh!"
The cock was pounding straight into her now, all aching gone from her cunt, the driver riding out so far that she thought he would escape. She clasped her legs tight against him, her hands moving down his back to his ass, reaching to clutch at his buttocks, to try and force him to ride back in, in deeper.
"Who, damn you!"
"Oh, God, please! Please, don't stop! Don't stop!"
"No more, bitch! You get no more until you answer my Goddamn question!"
He thrust against her, Cindy's cunt walls crawling about the shape of his cock while her hands clutched at his ass, urging him to move again, begging him to keep moving, begging for the wonderful flesh plug to keep her cunt in agitation. She gasped, trying to throw her pelvis against him, trying to take over the fucking, but he caught her shoulders, squeezed his thumbs painfully into the hollows.
"Owwwww! Bastard!"
"Answer me, bitch! If I ain't got the biggest cock you ever seen, who has?"
"All right! Uh – George it bluer!"
"George?" He laughed. "That dumb asshole?"
"And Zeke, the stockroom boy…"
"Shit! Now I know you're lyin' to me, cunt – the Goddamn kid's no more 'n twenty. Besides, how the fuck you know how big his is – lessen, maybe, you've been suckin' on it!"
"No! No, you know you're the first!"
"The first to fuck you. Shit, how do I know how many cocks you had up the ass? Some cunts are so afraid of livin' babies they don't want it any other fly."
"No! I never – never!"
"Yeah?" He pinned. "Maybe I should break you in that way, too."
"No!"
Cindy's fright showed in her eyes; the driver knew he had gone far enough in his tormenting. He began to work his cock in the passage of her cunt again, the feeling that he was ready to climax safely receded. He wasn't ready to cum; not yet, not while he could torment the girl.
"How do you know how big Zeke's cock is?" he repeated, slamming his cock against her.
"I-I saw it!" she gasped as his cock began to stroke regularly. "He-he was fucking – Elsie…"
"Yea? Who's Elsie?"
"One of the stenos!"
God! The cock was tearing her apart, plowing her open; she could feel air rushing into her twat as he rode down, sucked in by the vacuum of his rushing cock. He stroked into her steadily, a dozen times, twenty, forty – and Cindy began to explode in tiny constant orgasms, thrusting herself against him, pushing her pelvis up against his falling groin; fucking with him in a rhythm that soon was completely in her control as he adjusted to her clutching, twitching, cunt. She held to him again, banging upward each time he started down, her stomach hollowed as she tried to open her guts to take him deeper, to take more of him, of that wonderful, throbbing thrusting prick!
"Ohhhhhhh, fuck! Please! Please!"
"Yeah! Yeah! Yeah!"
"Oh oh God oh Jesus oh fuck! Fuck fuckfuckfuckfuck!"
"Take it, cunt! Take my big cock! Take it!"
He was riding down into her, Cindy's cunt opening to accept him, dragging against him, pulling him deeper and deeper until he felt as though he were falling into a bottomless pool of hot, clutching sensation. The cunt was dragging at his prick, dragging at his whole Goddamn body, eating at him, eating on him. He was falling, he couldn't control himself, he couldn't stop the tang slide into that deep woman-hole that was taking him – taking him!
"Ohhhhhhhh, Christ! Christ!"
"Uh! Uh!Uhhhh!"
"My balls!" He moaned, twisting, trying to pull free of her clutching cunt, but Cindy was in control now, was holding him, forcing him to pleasure her, to give her what she needed. He had raped her, violated her, stolen her mast precious possession, and now he was going to pay, he was paying, paying, paying!
"Fuck me,damn you damn you damn you damn you!"
"Ohhhhhhhh! Owwwww, you're hurting me! Aggghhh!"
"Hurt, you bastard! Hurt, you rotten fucking cocksucker! Hurt…damn you!Damn you!"
"Jesusssss! Jessssss!"
It was too much; he couldn't stand any more; he had to get out of her, get away from this crazy wild bitch who was tearing his cock from its roots, was trying to pull his manhood away from his body. Cindy wrapped her legs around his thighs, squeezing, squeezing with muscles that she never knew she owned, bringing pressure against the jerking, quivering, tortured cock-squeezing tight as he managed to jerk back a fraction of an inch.
"Aggggghhhhh!"
Too much! Too much!
He sobbed as he tried again to withdraw, and once more Cindy tightened down against him, squeezing as the cock pulled back, milking it, forcing the blood forward, forcing the head to swell with the pressure as the man's life-stuff was forced through the muscular tube. He was aching with the pressure, with the pain… "Ohhhhh, Jesus!"
"You like it, bastard? You like it now? Do you?"
She squeezed on him again, pressing her cunt juices into the surface of his cock; he felt her heat, felt her muscles, wondered why he had ever wanted to do this, to fuck this insane woman, this cunt who made him feel so terrible, so wonderful, so fucking good!
"Ohhhhhhhhh, yeah!Yeah! Squeeze me, girl – tear my cock off!"
She was trying; she exerted all of her strength as he fought against her, fought to move his cock through the wonderful clutching ring of muscles. Now he gained an inch, now another, stabbing deeper, deeper, forcing his cockhead back into the depths of her cunt, forcing it almost to the opening of her womb. Cindy's pussy was tortured by the pounding pressure, her groin and her pelvis aching with the force of the battle, but the driver continued to pound against her. And now he was in rhythm again, was stroking in a regular pattern as the sweat beaded out on his forehead, dripped into his eyes, fell off his nose into her face.
"Oh, fuck! Fuck! Fuck!"
"Fuck meeeeeee!"
"Ah! Ah ah ah Jesus! I'm cummin'! Cummin'!"
He thrust deep, held himself against Cindy's hot clutching body, his back raked raw from her nails as his balls erupted, throwing the first bullet of his cum deep into her welcoming body. He shuddered, his cock pulsing, and the second blast was on its way, followed by a third, and at last by a weaker fourth. He held himself over her on stiff trembling arms, trying to will his balls to spill more, trying to force his prick deeper as the last of his seed oozed out, mixed with her juices to spill back around the shape of his cock. He fucked once, twice, a third time, beating his cum and her cum into a white froth… "Oh, Jesusssss…"
He collapsed, falling heavily onto Cindy, his prick burning, aching, throbbing as she continued to flex her cuntal walls against the intruder, trying to milk more from him.
"Jesussssssss – I can't!" he moaned. "I can't do it! I'm – oh, slit!"
"Bastard! No-good sonofabitch! Fuck me!"
"I can't! I'm done!"
"Damn you!" She wanted more, her cunt crawling with the pleasures of the fucking ride; she couldn't let the bastard get away now! "Finish me! Fuck me!"
"Jesus, I did!" He raised his head to look into her eyes. "You've got it, you dizzy bitch – that's all there is!"
Oh, no! Cindy stopped struggling, let her eyes close. He couldn't be right – there must be more! Her cunt was on fire with its need, his cock a frustrating plug that was even now softening, easing the pressure. She hollowed her stomach again, and felt his balls twitch against the crack of her ass as she milked the softening tube of his prick until he gasped again.
"Oh, Christ! I'm gettin' off!"
He pulled back, his cock sliding wetly, completely soft now; the curve was gone as the cockhead pulled against her clutching muscles, the driver wincing at the pain. Then he was out, moving back, the air cooling Cindy's cunt and making her aware of the puddle of cum between her legs.
"Bastard!"
"Jesus, lady!" He rubbed his lips. "Have a heart!"
"I thought you were a big man, a great fucker!" she jeered. "I thought you wanted to fuck me!"
"I don't believe you…"
"Shit, Gabe!" They spun, to see George standing a few feet away. The janitor chuckled gleefully as he added, "I knew she was a hot one!"
Now Cindy felt a stab of terror again – remembering that George had forced her into this in the first place! He was coming closer, the bulge in his pants unmistakable; his cock was ready to pick up where he had been so rudely interrupted by the summons upstairs.
Oh, God! What was she doing?
Cindy's hands fell against her aching thighs as she rose to a half sitting position; she could feel the sticky male juice on her body. She remembered how it had felt, moving through her guts. George was thicker, even though not as long; he could stretch her cunt even wider!
"Darn," said George, "but I was lookin' forward to takin' her cherry. Was it good, Gabe?"
The janitor showed no rancor at having been frustrated in his desires. The driver wiped his mouth, and grinned, although he edged away from Cindy, as though afraid she would grab his cock again.
"She's a tight one, George! But hot! Jesus!"
"I knowed that already," George cackled. "Got a sweet pussy, too. You try eatin' some hair pie, Gabe?"
"Not with her," said Gabe, shaking his head. "I didn't get a chance."
"Well, stick around awhile, an' you can suck all the juice outa her you can take!"
George was working his belt open as he spoke, coming closer all the time. Cindy stared at the wild-eyed janitor, her eyes moving down to his bulging pants – remembering the shape of that prick. That gorgeous prick! It was coming to her now, he was going to give it to her, let her do anything she wanted with it. It was going to come into her!
Yes! Give it to me… Cindy wet her lips as George reached the sofa, his pants dropping to his knees and then to his ankles. He knelt on the cushion, not trying to push the trousers off his feet, and reached for her leg. Despite her wanting, she drew back farther until he captured her ankle, dragged her legs down until her ass moved through the puddle of cum. It was cold and slimy, disgusting… But her cunt was on fire again, and the janitor was lowering himself over her body, bringing his wonderful prick to the wet portal to her insides. Her cunt worked, trying to snatch at him, grabbing for the head of his prick as George looked down to make sure he was positioned right.
"Give it to me, damn you!"
Her cry of outrage at being forced to wait startled the janitor into jerking back. Then he grinned, looking at Gabe, mischief in his eyes.
"Jesus, she is a hot one!"
"Yeah – do it, George! Drill the bitch!"
Gabe reached down to rub his aching balls, as the janitor lowered himself again, his cock dropping between Cindy's cum-soaked thighs to move up, to move against the hairy mound. The girl sighed with pleasure as she felt the heat of his prick, tightening her legs about him.
"Oh, yes! Yes, do it!"
"Now, Missy!"
His prick touched her labia – and slammed deep in one twisting, thrusting stroke that carried him through her sopping cunt until their bodies slapped wetly together. George pawed only a second to make sure his legs here in the best position, to be certain that he made the best grip on her arms, and rode back out, Cindy's cunt sucking loudly as his juice-soaked cock came into air. Again there was only a brief hesitation, and he slammed down again, riding deep into her portals, filling her guts with his wonderful, hot, throbbing cock!
"Oh! Oh, yes! Yes yes yes! Fuck me!"
"Yeah, honey! Yeah, Missy! Yeahhhhhhhh!"
His cock was thicker than Gabe's, although the driver's curve had compensated for its lack of volume. But George was pushing evenly against her cuntal walls, bringing the same pressure to bear on all sides as he rode down, rode against her pelt, his cock sliding against the burning trigger of her clitoris. Cindy gasped, sobbed, throbbed against him as she held to his back. He was fucking her in steady slamming motions, less than a second for each filling and returning stroke, his balls banging back and forth against the crack of her ass.
"Fuck!" she cried. "Fuck! Fuck… meeeeee!"
"You got it! You got my cock! Whoooeeee!" George rode into the girl, dropped into her, shoved into her, slammed into her. Cindy forgot everything but the sensation of the fucking, no longer aware that Gabe was watching hungrily, rubbing the head of his prick, his pain forgotten as he remembered the fuck, saw the fucking.
"Oh! Oh! Oh! Ohhbhhhhh!"
"Yeah! Jesussssss! Yeah, I'm blowin' my nuts! Yagggghhhh!"
"No! No, not yet! Not yet!"
But it was too late: his balls tightened, rolled, boiled over; Cindy felt his seed spurt deep inside while her own body responded, her own climaxes continued to explode against him. She was cumming, cumning, but she knew that there was more, this wasn't the big one! The big one – she wanted it! Wanted it!
She wailed: "Fuck – meeee!"



CHAPTER FIVE


There was a moment of silence as George slammed deep into Cindy for the last time, holding his quivering groin against the moist, sucking greediness of her cunt. He shivered as his seed spilled out, the tremor passing over his back and across his legs and his arms. He was over her now, supporting his weight on stiffened arms, his eyes meeting Cindy's in a burning stare as her cunt muscles slowly milked his cock, dragging out the last of his seed, trying to draw him into movement… "Ahhhhhhh!" George collapsed, his weight knocking the breath from the girl for a moment. Then he pulled back, his cock riding out to leave an aching emptiness. Cindy reached to touch her cunt, her eyes closing in regret.
"Oh, God!" She swallowed, opened her eyes to look at Gabe again. "Please – fuck me!"
"Not me, honey!" Gabe laughed, embarrassed, and made a show of looking at his watch. "Jesus, I gotta get goin'! George, sign those fuckin' bills so I can get outa here!"
He grabbed for his trousers, stabbing into them as the janitor climbed off the sofa, bent to tug his own tangled pants up about his legs. Cindy stared as the two cocks disappeared into the covering clothing, and felt a sob of frustration welling up. Damn them!
Gabe grabbed his clipboard from the desk, and George scribbled something on it; then he left, as though the devil were at his heels. George chuckled.
"I guess you took it all outa him, Missy."
"Please, George – please, I need it! Fuck me again!"
He shook his head. "Not today, Missy – least, not this afternoon. You wanna come to my room tonight, I'll give you all the fuckin' you can stand. But right now my balls are empty!"
Cindy sat up, angry; what was the matter with them? One jump, two, and they were finished – and they called themselves men!
Oh! She was covered with cum, her ass and her legs sticky. George went to the locker, opening it and bringing her clothes. She stood up.
"I can't go upstairs like this!"
"Oh, I dunno." He grinned. "You'll get all the fuckin' you can stand if you do!"
"I can't!" she said. Horny she might be, but she wasn't going to make a public spectacle of herself!
"Yeah, I s'pose not. You can clean up in there, Missy – there's soap an' towels an' everything."
"There" was a small john with a sink that was crusted with dirt despite the open can of Comet sitting on the back of it. A peeling mirror was over the basin, and Cindy grimaced as she picked up the dirty cake of soap. She ran water over it until he was clean; at least the towels were in decent shape. She began repairing the damage to her body, at least cleaning her crotch and ass. Then she washed her face in cold water, trying to reduce the flush.
George was still in the same position when she came out, his eyes staring at her nakedness. The heat was gone from her crotch now; Cindy flushed under his blatant eyes, and quickly began to dress. Her skirt and blouse were wrinkled from his mishandling, although they began to shake out quickly enough. But the hard shape of the bra ached against the tender nipples, and for a moment she debated leaving it off.
No. That would draw more attention to her – people would know that she had been engaged in sexual adventures, and that would never do. It was bad enough that George and the driver knew… She adjusted her clothing, wishing that she had her panties back – wishing that she had her virginity back. To lose it to someone as gross as Gabe was almost too much to bear!
Although it had felt wonderful!
George smiled. "Ya want my address, Missy?"
"No!" She blushed. "Uh – I was not in control of my senses, George. I hope you realize I didn't mean all those things."
"Yeah, you was hot, all right!"
"This-this is the end of the matter, George!" she said, firmly. "You've had your pleasure, but if you ever come near me again I'll tell Mr. Fleckheimer!"
George rubbed his crotch, grinning and with as much dignity as she could muster to the stairs. The janitor followed without saying anything more, watching as she climbed the first flight. She tugged at her skirt, feeling his burning gaze against the insides of her thighs… Oh, God! What was the matter with her? Decent girls didn't throw themselves at men just because they were sexually aroused – did they?
Maybe they did… Her thoughts were turning to the pleasure of the fucking again, the wonderful sensation as the cocks had plowed into her. She could feel the ache coming back into her groin, the feeling of emptiness in her female passage. Oh, God! She did want it, she needed it… All right, Cindy! So you've been fucked! It will happen again, at the right time and in the right place! Stop thinking of cock, start thinking of your job – if you expect to have your job after today!
How long had she been gone? It must be at least an hour since she first opened the door to the stockroom. She came off the stain and moved through the double doors, and a moment later passed the stockroom. The door was open, the lights on; for a moment she thought of going in, retrieving her panties before anyone discovered them. God, were they the ones with her name embroidered across the ass? She couldn't remember!
She started to go in, then saw Zeke; his back was turned, and he didn't notice as she backed out again, continued hurriedly to her office. The door to Larry's office was closed – and then she saw the two notes stuck into her typewriter. She grabbed them out quickly, her fingers trembling.
Cindy… Called out of the office. If anyone important calls, I'll be in about eleven tomorrow.
Larry He had left for the day; Larry didn't even know she had been away from her desk. Breathing a long sigh of relief, Cindy sat down in her chair, her knees suddenly weak. She smoothed her skirt again, glancing at the small digital clock: it said 3:51. An hour and nine minutes more and she could escape, go home.
The phone rang, startling her. She fumbled as she picked it up, nearly dropping the receiver.
"Mr. Jordan's office?"
"Cindy?"
"Oh, Mom!" God, did she know? But that was silly – of course she didn't know! "What's up?"
"Your father's grandmother has had another stroke, Cindy. We're going to fly to Cincinnati tonight – I have to leave now to pick him up. You don't want to come, do you? It looks as though it won't be long before she goes."
Cindy suppressed a small shudder; the thought of dying, of funerals, was unbearable. "Is Jack going?"
"No, dear. He'll stay with Gordy, unless you're going to be home. Then he can stay here, of course."
"I'll stay home, too, Mom. You and Dad have a – well, I guess I can't say have a good flight. But you know what I mean."
"Yes, dear. We'll call you from Cincinnati."
Cindy hung up, feeling both guilty and relieved to know she wouldn't have to be part of the death watch. Christ, how old was the old lady – ninety? Close to it, anyway. She was just as glad to be alone with Jack.
Jack had a nice cock!
What was the matter with her? Get your thoughts out of the gutter, girl! You it not going to fuck your own kid brother – that's incest!
Besides, Jack is probably a virgin, just like you were!
But wouldn't it be fun to take his cherry? If boys have cherries, that is. They called it the same thing, even though they didn't have a hymen to lose.
Her fingers were rubbing the other note, and now she glanced at it, immediately recognizing the prissy, perfect penmanship.
Miss Cox… See me immediately.
J. Fleckheimer Jasper Fleckheimer, the office manager and official male old maid. Cindy closed her eyes, smiling as she saw him tugging his neat pin-striped vest into proper position. Jasper always reminded her of Gale Gordon, although Fleckheimer had never been known to smile. His mouth was always pursed, as though he had just sucked on a lemon. Well, shit – better see what the old fart wants and get it over with!
The office manager's office was in the corner, on the inside wall where Jasper got the benefits of no windows at all. Miss Daley, his prune-faced secretary, was absent from her desk when Cindy reached the door. She didn't want to go in there, but she raised her knuckles and knocked.
"Come in!"
Jasper was seated at his desk, reading a file folder. He glanced up as Cindy came in.
"Ah, Miss Cox. You've been with us seven months now, is that correct?"
His finger tapped the folder, and Cindy realized that it was her own employment record. She nodded, wondering what was happening – was he mad because she had been away from her desk so long?
"You're behavior has been exemplary," said Fleckheimer, leaning back. "Your supervisors have given you glowing recommendations, Miss Cox."
"Uh, that's nice to know, Mr. Fleckheimer."
"Yes, until today there has been every expectation on our part that you would go far with the company, Miss Cox. Until today…"
His eyes stared coldly, and Cindy was reminded of a dead fish. She felt a hollowness in her stomach, but squared her shoulders.
"Uh, Mr. Fleckheimer, if it's about the time I was away from my desk, I can explain…"
"I'm sure you can." He opened a drawer and brought out a crumpled wisp of pale-blue fabric, dropping it on top of the folder. "I believe these are yours, Miss Cox."
"No!" Cindy's eyes widened in horror, and her thighs clutched together. "Na – they're not!"
"They have been identified, Miss Cox." He was smoothing them out now, spreading them until she could see the embroidery on the seat: "Cindy".
"You were apparently quite pleased with this, ah, garment when you first purchased it, Miss Cox. Miss Lang remembers you bringing the box back from the store."
Elsie! The bitch had been in the ladies' room that day, when Cindy took the panties out to show to a couple of the other girls. They had giggled together over them – but now she felt her heart sinking. Zeke must have found the panties, knew now that she had been the one watching… "The garment was still, ah, damp when it was brought to me, Miss Cox."
"No." She shook her head. "No, Mr. Fleckheimer – it isn't mine! I swear it, I've never seen those things before! Never!"
"Really?" He stood, came around the desk – and suddenly grabbed at her skirt, raising it to show that she was naked beneath it. "Then where are your undergarments, Miss Cox?"
Cindy froze as the prissy office manager stared at her naked cunt, the hard glint in his eyes frightening her. What was he going to do? She'd be fired for sure!
Then she saw the tiny twitch as the corners of his mouth tried to turn up in an unaccustomed smile. He was still holding her skirt, still staring! The old bastard was, getting his jollies from her cunt!
"Please, Mr. Fleckheimer I'll do anything! Anything you say…"
"Yes, I'm sure you will, Miss Cox." His nose wrinkled as though he had smelled the sex activity, and his fingers dropped the skin. He went around the desk, sat down again. "Very well, you may begin by disrobing."
"You-you won't fire me?"
"I make no promises, Miss Cox. However, I may assure you that my patience is being sorely tried."
He crossed his hands, dropping them into his lap. Cindy tried to see if he had a hard-on, but it was impossible to tell through those loose-cut out-of-style trousers. Fingers trembling, she began to undo her skirt, letting it drop about her ankles.
"Yes." Jasper stared, his eyes burning. "Yes, now the blouse, Miss Cox…"
His tongue touched the corner of his lip, and Cindy felt triumph: he was turned on! He wanted her – this wasn't just a way of torturing her before giving her the ax! God, he was disgusting – worse than George, or the truck driver. But if she had to take him she'd give him a show worth remembering!
She reached for the buttons on her blouse, releasing the snap to the bra at the same time; then she let the top move down her arms. Jasper's eyes widened slightly as he saw the bra strap sagging away, and Cindy made her stomach bump, just a bit – but enough to make him lick his lips again. His fingers pressed hard against the back of his hand, his thumb rubbing up and down.
She dropped the blouse, the office manager's eyes intent on her tits as she worked her shoulders forward, letting the bra slip down enough to reveal the shape of the swelling mounds. Now Jasper was pressing his hand against his crotch – he did have a cock, and he was responding! He ignored the naked cunt as Cindy worked the bra farther forward, until only the nipples were concealed.
His throat worked, his mouth gaping open. His hands went to the arms of his chair and he leaned forward.
The bra dropped, revealing her jutting nipples; and Jasper sighed, blinking rapidly. Cindy glanced around the office, but there was no sofa here. She walked around the desk then, Jasper pushing his chair back, and sat down on his lap.
"Do you want to do it to me, Mr. Fleckheimer?"
"Uh, yes, Miss Cox! Yes!"
His hands moved gingerly to her sides; as though he had no experience with women. But Cindy could feel his cock pressing against his trousers, and knew it was ready for any sort of action. He moved his fingers up her sides, trembling, the tips hardly touching until they came to the swell of her breasts; his eyes had never left the hypnotic attraction of the nipples.
"You can suck them," said Cindy, breathily, realizing that was what he most wanted. "You can suck Mommy's titties, baby!"
"Ohhhhhhh, yes! Yes, Mommy!"
Jasper lowered his mouth to the right breast, his fingers grasping it greedily, Cindy wondering if he had been aware of his words. He sucked in the tit-flesh, kneading it as though trying to force out the milk he remembered from his last tit – his mother's. Or did the old bastard treat all women this way? Maybe Jasper was a prune-face because he was so hung up.
"Oh! Oh, that's nice, Jasper!"
Cindy patted his back, Jasper swallowing, his eyes closed with pleasure. He sucked again, working his lips over his teeth to avoid injuring her as he pulled more of the delicious tit-flesh into his mouth, and Cindy remembered the way Zeke had sucked on Elsie. God! She had never dreamed there could be so much pleasure in her own tits! But Jasper was making her feel good, was firing her… "Ohhhhhhh, yes! Baby, baby, suck Mommy…"
"Yeah, Mommy! I'm hungry, Mommy!"
She could feel his hot breath against the top of her tit as he sucked with all his strength, pulling more of her mammary into his wet mouth as he shaped her tit into a cone. The tongue made great slurping swirls around the areola as he laved the hot flesh, Cindy gasping and gasping again as the tender nipple erected, burned beneath his touch.
"Oh, yes, baby! Suck Mommy nicely, and Mommy'll make baby's little cocky feel good! You want Mommy to do that, don't you, baby?"
"Yeah, Mommy! Yeahhhh!"
As Jasper switched his attention to Cindy's other tit she moved her hand down to his belt, worked it open, tugging the ridiculous vest up out of the way. She could feel his hot cock pressing against his underwear as she worked the zipper open, found woolen cloth in her way. It was buttoned – Christ, he was wearing long johns!
Cindy smothered a laugh as Jasper continued to suck on her breast, rubbing his hair fondly. She worked on the buttons of his vest, and then on his shirt, tugging the prim bow tie until it came undone. He did not try to help nor hinder, intent only on sucking those glorious tits, his legs trembling beneath her as Cindy finally got the shirt open. Christ, he was wearing suspenders, too – suspenders and a belt! Jasper was a man who didn't believe in taking chances!
She began to open the top button of the long underwear, working her fingers down quickly. The garment parted to reveal a sparsely-haired chest, sagging pectorals that seemed ghostly-white against her own tanned skin. Then she was down to the bottom, opening the last three buttons, able at last to pull his prick into the open.
Jasper gasped against Cindy's tit. "Oh, Mommy!" His eyes were closed in ecstatic rapture. "Oh, be careful, Mommy – don't hurt my dicky!"
"I won't, baby," said Cindy, softly, pulling his rod out to where she could work it in her fingers. It was long enough, but spindly, like Jasper himself. It seemed bright red against his white belly, the cockhead already wet with his preseminal fluid. It throbbed in her hand, his groin twitching and twitching.
"C'mon, baby," she said, urging him. "It's time to take down my panties, isn't it?"
Jasper broke at last from the nourishment, his head falling back while the breath hissed in and out of his lips. His eyes closed as Cindy stood, but he raised his ass to make it easier for her to remove his jacket and tug his trousers down. When they were about his ankles Cindy started to come back up again, then thought better of it. She worked the trousers over his shoes and shook them out, then folded them neatly. It wouldn't do to have Jasper wrinkled!
"Let's get on the floor, baby…"
"No!" His eyes remained closed. "No, do it right here, Mommy – just like you used to do!"
He moved his ass don closer to the edge of the seat, his prick pushed back as he tugged his balls out of the bottom of the long johns. Christ, maybe his mother had fucked him! Jasper refused to open his eyes as Cindy climbed over his legs, positioning herself carefully as he pushed his cock out beneath her. Her cunt was juicing in anticipation as she lowered himself, gently, easily… It was in! Jasper moaned as Cindy settled herself astride his lap, his hands falling away.
"Oh, Mommy! Mommy! I-I'll be a good boy!"
"Yes, baby." Cindy smiled again, patting his cheek. "Yes, you will."
"Please, Mommy – make me feel good like you do!"
The situation was ridiculous, but the game was making Cindy hotter than ever. She clutched at his prick, raising herself slightly by holding onto the arm of the chair. Jasper gave beneath her when she came down again, sighing with pleasure as his head fell away. He liked what she was doing, but he was pretending to be a helpless little boy. Well, shit! That was all right with Cindy!
"Ohhhhhhh!"
He jumped as she slammed down against him, then began to ride him regularly, his cock stabbing deep through the hot wet walls of her cunt. There was not the pressure about it Cindy had felt with George and with Gabe, but it was a delicious sensation just the same as she tightened her walls about him, milking him while she rode him. It was awkward, difficult to maintain her balance, but she pulled herself up, dropped down again, pulled up… "Oh! Oh, Mommy! Mommy!"
His hands caught her arms and he thrust up against Cindy, gasping as his balls pumped out his load. A long sigh escaped his lips as his cock trembled, pumped; then Jasper's hands fell away again, his cock softening. Cindy knew it was dropping, failing away from her; he wasn't going to satisfy her own burning need.
Shit! But at least she had saved her job!
She climbed off his lap, Jasper keeping his eyes closed as Cindy wiped herself with tissue from a box on his desk, then dressed quickly. As she left the office, she saw his eyes remained closed, and then the door clicked shut, and she could see him no longer.
Well. The strangest things were happening to her today! She smiled as she returned to her own office; it wouldn't be long before she could escape this crazy house, go home – maybe fuck her brother!
She rounded the partition and stopped short Zeke was standing by her desk, his fists doubled, hatred burning in his eyes.



CHAPTER SIX


"Oh! What-what do you want, Zeke?"
Cindy backed to the edge of the partition as the boy's eyes glared hatred. His rmgen worked against his pants, rubbing the sweat from his palms as be sneered his answer.
"You know what I want – Miss Smart Bitch!"
"No!" She shook her head. "No, Zeke – I don't!"
"What'd Fleckheimer say?"
"Noth…" She swallowed; Christ, did he know everything? "Nothing!"
"Yeah, I figured the old bastard would let you off the hook. You bitch! What's the big idea, spying on me and Elsie? Who the fuck you think you are?"
"Please, Zeke! I wasn't spying! I mean, it was an accident – yes! An accident!"
"Bullshit!"
He came closer, and Cindy trembled. "Please, Zeke – I'm sorry! What-what can I say to make it up to you?"
His eyes narrowed. "You can suck my cock!"
"Oh! Oh, no!" She shook her head. "Please, Zeke – no! I can't!"
The boy's hand reached for her, caught her blouse, bunching it. Cindy trembled again, knew that he was close to the exploding point and she could not blame him for his anger. He had a perfect right to be so mad!
"Please…"
"No, I don't please! You gonna suck it?"
"Oh, God! Ohhhhhhh, please…"
"Suck it!" he hissed.
"Not – not here! We can't – do it here!"
Zeke relaxed, knowing he had won. "In there – I know Mr. Jordan won't be back until tomorrow."
"All right, Zeke…" Cindy smothered a sob, moving to the closed door. Her head was turned, looking back as she went through – and Zeke came quickly behind her, his hand shoving her into Larry's office. He closed the door, locking it; then leaned against it.
"Uh, you want – right here is where you want me to do – it?"
"No, Miss Smartass – over here!"
Cindy spun, saw Elsie standing by Larry's sofa. There was a sudden weakness in her knees; Zeke was behind her, blocking the only escape route. Frightened, she stared at the angry girl.
"Get over here, bitch!" ordered Elsie, hiking up her skirt. "Get over here and suck my pussy!"
"No!" She blanched, looked back at Zeke. "I-I can't! I've never done such a thing!"
"Then it's about time you learned." Zeke grinned, an evil expression that was even more frightening. He hooked his thumbs in his belt – his cock well outlined as it tented the material. "Get over there and do whatever Elsie tells you to do!"
Sobbing, Cindy moved slowly – and Zeke came away from the door, catching her and and twisting it behind her back. She cried out as pain stabbed through her shoulder, but he was hurrying her over to Elsie.
"On your knees, damn you!" he ordered.
Cindy sank to her knees, crying as Zeke released her arm. Elsie's crotch was only inches away, and now the stenographer hiked her skirt even farther, holding it at the level of her waist. She was naked beneath the skirt, her great hairy mound much more heavily furred than Cindy's, although it had been trimmed into a rough semblance of a heart – obviously a home job. She thrust her cunt toward Cindy, the lips smacking wetly.
"Get on it, bitch! Suck me!"
"Do it!" ordered Zeke, his hand pushing her head.
"Oh, please! Please – agggghhhhgglleglg!"
Cindy's lips smashed against Elsie's vulva, the girl grabbing the back of her head and grinding her crotch against the kneeling girl's face. Cindy's nose was buried in the slimy, wet thing, cutting off her breath. She gagged, knew she was going to be sick, and twisted free.
"No! God, don't!"
"Damn bitch!" Elsie sat on the edge of the sofa. "Slap her up, Zeke – make her do it!"
"Yeah!"
The boy grabbed Cindy's hair, twisting until she yelped. She looked up to see his fist doubled, ready to swing out. He would do it!
"Please, Zeke – don't hit me! Don't!"
"You gonna suck Elsie's cunt?"
"Ye-yes! Yes!"
"Get on it, then!"
Elsie slid down, spreading her knees, until her cunt was at the very edge of the cushion. She grinned as Cindy moved closer, stared in horror – the slit was gaping wide, was open to swallow her up! God, how could she ever have thought there was pleasure in sex? It was disgusting, dirty, sickening!
"I have very little patience," Zeke said softly.
"Yeah!" cried Elsie. "Hit her, Zeke!"
"No! I-I'm doing it!"
"What are you doing, bitch?" asked Zeke sweetly. "Tell us what you're gonna do to Elsie."
"I-I'm going to suck her!"
"Suck what?" he prompted. "Say it nicely, cunt!"
"Her-her pussy…"
"What else is it called, cunt?"
His knee slammed into her back, knocking her forward. Cindy cried out, reaching out with both hands to protect herself – and Elsie grabbed her wrists, twisting. The girl was strong, stronger than Cindy. The prisoner cried out again as Elsie yanked her forward.
"Suck me, you whore bitch!"
"Let her answer the question first," said Zeke. Elsie saw the fire in his eyes and relented. "You were going to say it, bitch – say it!"
"Uh – I'm – I'm going to suck her – cunt!"
"I can't hear you! Louder!"
"Her cunt!" cried Cindy. "I'm going to suck her cunt!"
"Is that loud enough, Elsie?" asked the boy. She grinned. "No. Make her shout it out!"
"Right." His knee prodded. "Well, bitch?"
"Her cunt!" cried Cindy. "Her cunt!"
"Yeahhhhh! What are you gonna do to Elsie's?"
He twisted her hair, pain stabbing through Cindy's scalp. The tears were rolling freely down her cheeks as she caught the raunchy smell of Elsie's juicing pussy, felt Zeke move closer behind her. He yanked her head back flaw, forcing her to straighten – his hard cock pushing through his trousers and against her shoulder.
"Say it!"
"I'm going to suck her cunt! Her cunt! Her cunt!"
"Yeahhhhhhh!"
He pushed her forward, and Cindy fell between Elsie's legs – and the other girl caught her, hands in her hair and yanking until Cindy's lips smacked wetly against the stinking twat. She was revolted, but she fought down the urge to be sick, forced her tongue to move out against the gaping slit, move between the outer lips.
"Suck!" cried Elsie, pulling her face down.
Cindy moved her tongue into the slit, probing, rotating until she brought a generous spending of cunt juice back to her mouth. It was bitter, but it was bearable; she swallowed, wanting to breathe, and moved her tongue out again, shaping it into a trough that moved against the top of the slit, gathering more of the female dew. This time there was enough to know it was liquid when she dragged her tongue back into her throat, swallowing once more. The taste wasn't bitter at all – where had she gotten that idea? It was strong, unmistakably womn, but it was a good strength!
Oh, God! What was the matter with her? She liked this! She enjoyed being forced into Elsie's cunt, being forced to drink her juices.
"Ahhhhhh, Jesus! Jesus, Zeke – she's – agggghhhh! Shit, shit, SHIT!"
Cindy stabbed with her tongue again, pushing it as deep into the giving passage as she could make it go, Elsie's cunt walls tightening about her. She brought it back, stabbed several times in a fucking motion, her tongue shaped into a round shaft. Then she found the girl's clit, her hands moving around Elsie's waist as she buried her face deeper into the stinking, exciting wet opening. Elsie sighed her pleasure, thrusting up against Cindy's mouth, her hot lips.
"Oh, yeah!" she said softly. "Yeahhhhhh, suck! Suck!"
"Is it good?" demanded Zeke.
"Good! Good! Oh, Christ!"
"She can suck?"
"Yeah! She's a great cunt-sucker! Eat me, bitch!"
She felt Zeke's hot breath against her neck as the boy bent low, trying to see as her tongue stabbed again into the heart of Elsie's twat. Cindy captured the clit again, pulling it between her teeth, and proceeded to suck on it as though it were a miniature cock. Her teeth nibbled, and Elsie cried out in pain and in pleasure.
"Oh! Oh, shit! Do it, bitch!"
"Suck her!" demanded Zeke eagerly, his hands working at Cindy's buttons. She felt her blouse open, and then the snap on the bra was released – Christ it was going to be worn out before the day was over, the way men kept undressing her. Zeke pushed the blouse and bra forward until he could get his hands on Cindy's tits, squeezing and working the soft flesh until the girl gasped against the hot, wet pussy. She tried to move back, but he shoved her forward again.
"I'll tell you when you can get off, bitch!"
"Oh, yehhhh!" Elsie sighed her pleasure, lying back on the sofa, her hands rubbing across her own tits. "Oh, good, good! AhhhHHHH!"
She thrust her crotch against Cindy's face as Zeke pressed down from behind her, rolling her nipples between his thumbs and forefingers. His face was flat against Cindy's neck now, his breath hissing wetly against her skin. Now he sent his tongue out in tiny tasting darts that moved quickly across the back of her neck, Cindy shivering as she felt the hard tent of his prick against her ass.
"Ohhhhhhhh, suck!" cried Elsie. "Jesus, suck!"
"Suck her!" said Zeke, his voice so low only Cindy could hear. "Suck her, bitch, and I'll give you a taste of my cock!"
He thrust his crotch against her ass, and Cindy sobbed as the hard thing moved into the crack, rubbed up and down against her as he continued to finger her nipples. God, she was dripping wet, she could feel her juices falling out of her cunt. She'd ruin her skirt!
Zeke pulled her away from Elsie's cunt, the stenographer rising angrily. Then she relaxed, seeing that Zeke was removing Cindy's clothing. The blouse fell from her arms, followed by the bra, and then the skirt came over her head, leaving her only her shoes.
"Suck her!" he urged, softly, his hands roaming freely over Cindy's nakedness. "Get on Elsie's pussy!"
Sobbing, Cindy obeyed, afraid of what they would do to her if she refused. She shivered as she returned to Elsie's cunt, the gin sighing with pleasure again as she opened her legs to Cindy's lips. The heavy twat hair was soaked with Elsie's spendings now, the girl climaxing again as Cindy moved her tongue deep into the hot, clutching passage. Elsie grabbed the back of Cindy's head again, forcing her in, trying to force her whole head inside.
"Suck! Suck!"
"Suck her!" demanded Zeke. "Suck her!"
"Ahhhhhh, Christ! Christ! Christ!"
Cindy buried her nose in the woman's strong-smelling genital area, drinking in the juices. She massaged the cut again with her tongue, captured it in her teeth, Elsie yelling with burning desire as she nipped it. Then Cindy licked up against the top of the crack, her chin spreading the bottom wide and moving inside until her throat was soaked with Elsie's cum.
"Oh, fuck! Oh, shit, Zeke! Oh, Christ, it feels good! Gooooooood!"
"Yeah! Ah, yeah, yeah!"
He was breathing heavily as he leaned against Cindy's back, his roaming hands squeezing and pinching and sending darts of desire through her body. Her nipples were so sore that she could no longer bear it when he touched them, rubbed across them. She gasped against the cunt, unable to pull away long enough to cry out with Elsie's hands holding her firmly in place. Now the stenographer raised her ass from, the sofa, and Cindy could feel her ass working as she ground her cunt against the sucking girl's face.
Zeke was gone: where was he? What was he doing?
Cindy tried to turn, but Elsie's hands caught in her hair, yanking and twisting. Pain stabbed again, the tears coursing from her eyes to mix with the juices churned from the cunt by her eager servicing. She could hear Zeke moving – what was he doing?
He came against her again – naked! She felt the burning rod of his cock against her ass, Zeke letting his hands roam freely again. He reached around her, moving his fingers down from her belly to her cunt, reaching in to let one middle finger wiggle in the slot while the other hand caressed her ass, that finger finding the tiny sphincter, the entrance to her insides – no!
Zeke pushed his finger against Cindy's asshole – pushed it through to the first joint, and the second! Ale was inside her now, both fingers working, moving around. Cindy clenched her ass tight, trying to stilt him out, but the clutching ring of muscle only made him sigh with pleasure. And now he was stabbing his fingers together, working them along the lining of her cunt and her ass, the thin membrane dangerously close to tearing!
Cindy broke free. "No! Please, don't, Zeke! Please!"
"Shut up!" he said, still speaking softly, his lips almost at hey ear. "Suck Elsie's cunt, or you'll wish you had!"
Sobbing, Cindy returned to her service, her jaw gaping wide as she moved her lips over the mound, trying to take it all in at once. She bit dawn on the soft vulva, Elsie gasping her pleasure again, and received a mouthful of new spendings as her reward. It was almost enough to choke her; she swallowed quickly, wriggling her ass against Zeke's poking, investigating fingers.
He came out; Cindy breathed a silent sigh of relief. Then she tightened again as Zeke moved his hands to the bottom of her ass, raising her up, tugging her knees back until she presented a better target. His finger moved once more to the rectum, stabbed in – deeper this time, almost all of the digit moving around in her gut. Cindy tried to raise up again, but Elsie was there to hold her down.
"Suck, damn you, bitch! Suck! I'll tell you when you can stop sucking!"
Zeke's finger stabbed again, swirling around Cindy's gut, moving back and forth over the lining, and suddenly it was gone, withdrawn. He moved closer to her, his hands lifting up on her ass, his cockhead poking against the crack of her ass… He was going to fuck her in the ass!
"No! Noooooo!"
Elsie's hand cracked across her face, and Cindy saw stars. She broke into great gasping sobs, trying to wiggle out of Zeke's grasp. He caught her wrist, forced her arm behind her back again, forced her down into Elsie's cunt. Mid now Elsie's legs came over her shoulders, wrapping tight about Cindy's head.
"Goddamn bitch!" said Zeke. "You stay there, damn your ass! Damn you!"
"Hurt her, Zeke!"
"I will, you move again! I'll break your fucking arm!"
Elsie's hands were wrapped tight in Cindy's hair now, yanking as though the strands were reins. Zeke rubbed his lips, then adjusted Cindy's ass more to his liking, signalling silently for Elsie to put her feet down. Cindy felt the burden going, but there was no relief of the pressure on her head as Zeke again put his hands beneath her ass, raising her, forcing her up. His cock moved, and Cindy nearly choked as she swallowed against Elsie's cunt, ready for the tearing pain that would sear her ass, rip it apart. God! Please, God – don't let him do it!
The cockhead rubbed along the crack of her ass, Zeke grinning at Elsie as he pressed it against Cindy's sphincter. Elsie smiled back.
"Do it, Zeke – go on, rip her open!"
Cindy tightened – and Zeke moved his cockhead down, moved it to the entrance to her cunt, pressing his ass forward uptil the head of his prick slid easily into the hungry maw. Cindy gasped – but the pain wasn't in her ass! There was no pain at all! His prick felt good as it continued to slide into her, pushing deeper and deeper, Zeke's ten inches probing easily now that Gabe had opened the way. God, this was the fourth prick she had taken this afternoon – in little more than an hour! Why did it feel so good?
"Ahhhhhh!" He sighed as he bottomed out, falling over Cindy to let his hands move beneath her body again, to rub her tits, tweak the nipples. He worked his ass without pulling back, the cock throbbing within the clutching walls of her cunt.
"Jesus!" he said happily. "She's tight! Tight!"
"You in her ass?" asked Elsie, suspicious as Cindy began to suck on her cunt again.
"No." Zeke shook his head. "In her cunt!"
"Bastard! Hurt her, damn it! What the fuck did we come in here for? You said we was gonna teach hera lesson she'd never forget!"
"Yeah!" said Zeke, happily. "She'll remember this – won't you, Cindy?"
He pinched her nipples again, and she gasped against Elsie's cunt. Her tongue stabbed out again, pushing deep within the hot, giving walls – and Elsie sighed with sudden pleasure.
"Oh, Jesus! Jesus, Zeke – she's a bitch, but Christ, can she suck cunt!"
"Yeah! Now let's see how she can fuck!"
He worked his prick within her, Cindy sighing again at the delightful sensation as he moved deeper, pushed all the way inside. My God, he was in her belly – he was pushing her heart, her lungs – he was trying to make the damn thing come out her throat! Was he big enough? She swallowed against Elsie as Zeke continued to ride, ride, Cindy able to feel every convolution and the curve of his prick, of the tremendous prickhead, the great vein moving against the top of her slit and pulsing, beating strongly. She could feel his heart throbbing against her back as his prick throbbed within her cunt, and she sighed again.
"Oh, yeah! Christ, yeah! Elsie, you oughta be a guy – you oughta feel what it's like having your cock all the way in a tight cunt like this!"
"Asshole! If I was, a guy I wouldn't be fucking around with you – not unless you've turned queer!"
Zeke laughed. "Shit! That'll be the day! Jesus, though – I wonder what's it's like havin' a cunt, and havin' a big cock slide into you."
"It feels good," said Elsie, dreamily. She jerked on Cindy's hair, raising the girl's face. "Don't it, bitch?"
"Yes!" said Cindy, gasping. "Oh, yes – do it, Zeke! Please, do it – fuck me!"
"Beg for it, bitch!" snarled Elsie.
"Oh, God! Please-please! I… I have to have it! I have to have it! Fuck me!"
"Every day!" cried Zeke. "Take it, Cindy!"
He thrust, and the tiny fraction of an inch of his hot shaft remaining outside was in her, his cockhead against her womb, pushing her insides around. His arms wrapped around Cindy again, his fingers kneading her tits, working cruelly over the nipples and gathering the flesh into bunches as he began thrusting, began to move deeply, his cock riding back until the head was barely trapped in her outer ring. For an impossibly long instant, an eternity that lasted less than a second, he hung there – and then slammed down again, the force of his blow rocking Cindy forward, shoving her against Elsie's cunt again.
"Suck me!" cried Elsie. "Oh, fuck!" yelled Zeke.
"Fuck!" cried Cindy, silently. "Fuck meeeee!"
Zeke rode into her, pounded his cockflesh against her, his hands moving down to wrap about her cunt as his cock plunged in, rode back, plunged in again. He gathered her labia, pushing them tight against his retreating prick, the firing sensations tearing Cindy apart. Oh, God! This was impossible! Being fucked by Gabe, by George, was nothing like this! It couldn't go on! It couldn't go an…
Zeke pounded, pumping with all his strength, slamming deep into Cindy, yanking back only to slam again. Cindy breathed in the juices of Elsie's cunt, the girl holding tight to her again as the tongue stabbed, licked, course with the riding of the prick until Elsie slammed her knees against the sucking girl's temples.
"Oh, Christ! Zeke! It's… Jesssss! I'm cumminnngggg!"
"YEAH!" he cried. "Yeahhhhh! Oh, Jesus Jesus Jesus Christ! Cumminnngggg!"
He exploded into Cindy's cunt, Elsie poured her juices into Cindy's mouth – and Cindy knew this was it: this was the big one! "Oh, Christ! Christ! Cummgggggg…"



CHAPTER SEVEN


The cock continued to throb in her for an impossibly long minute as Zeke continued to spill his seed, filling Cindy's cunt until the juices frothed together, ran out her slit and down her thighs. Elsie yanked on her hair as her own great explosion came, her cunt grinding against Cindy's mouth, until the girl knew that she must break free or die from oxygen starvation… and Elsie released her, falling back, eyes closing in a long sigh.
"Ahbhhhh, God! Beautiful… beautiful!"
"Yeah!" said Zeke softly, his eyes closed. "Oh, Jesus, Jesus! I feel like my balls melted!"
"Oh!" said Cindy, working her jaw. "Oh, God! Please… please, let me up now!"
Zeke looked down at her, as though he had forgotten this was a girl he was riding. His stomach muscles tensed and he worked his softening prick a time or two; then he drew out, his cock plopping loudly as it came from her edger cunt, fell wetly against his legs. Mother flood of cum-juice was released by the removal of the cock-plug, and again Cindy felt her legs flooded; she looked down to see the nap of the rug soaked with their combined spendings.
Jesus! What would Larry say?
She scrabbled to her feet, rubbing her mouth, then turned to pick up the box of Kleenex from the coffee table. Bunching a handful of the tissues, she scrubbed at the puddle of cum, getting mast of the pool; but the rug remained wet when she tossed the tissues into a waste basket.
"Larry… Larry will know what's been happening!" she said, fearful.
"Yeah?" said Zeke. "Maybe so – but he won't know who did it, will he?"
Her eyes fell under his burning gaze. "No."
"Good." He reached for his pants, began to dress, Cindy staring as that beautiful prick disappeared. God, she wanted it again – she wanted to hold it, to kiss it! She wanted to suck him…
Elsie was adjusting her clothes as well, repairing the damage Cindy's wet mouth had done. Zeke finished first, even though he had more to put on, and then the two of them stood together against Cindy.
"From now on you'll keep your Goddamn nose to yourself!" said Elsie.
"I think Cindy will watch out in the future," said Zeke, again speaking softly.
"Yes! I… I will!"
"Good!"
He unlocked the door; let Elsie slip out – and hung back a second longer to stare at Cindy, his eyes burning. She knew that he had marked her – this was only the first of many times when she'd feel that cock!
The idea pleased her.
Zeke was gone, leaving Cindy alone. She moved into Larry's private john, again repairing the damage of the fucking. God, but she needed a bath! She'd dive into the tub just as soon as she got home… Shit! Jack was there alone, waiting to be fed.
She most definitely was not up to cooking a big meal for his empty stomach – and an idea struck her. She moved to Larry's desk, sat down and reached for the phone, quickly punching out her home number. She could hear the buzzing as the instrument on the other end tried to summon her brother, and glanced at the clock: 4:50. Jesus, ten more minutes and she could go home! Where had the time gone? It certainly didn't seem as though she had spent that much time with Zeke and Elsie, but the clock didn't lie.
"Hello?"
"Hello, Jack? Listen, klutz, your big sister has had a busy, busy day." That was certainly no exaggeration! "How about some Kentucky Colonel for dinner?"
"Sure, Cindy. That sounds neat. But Gordy's here – he's gonna stay over with me tonight."
Oh, shit! Just what she didn't need – another Goddamn kid around the house!
Particularly when she still had design on her brother's nice young prick…
"Did Mom say okay?" she asked suspiciously.
"Sure. I was gonna stay at Gordy's if you went to Cincinnati, but we figured we'd have more fun staying here with you."
His voice was persuasively sweet Cindy knew she was being suckered, but she gave in; she rarely could resist Jack once he decided he really wanted something from her. Maybe tonight he wouldn't be able to resist her…
But shit! Gordy was there, too…
"Okay, lover. How 'bout picking up the chicken, and maybe having the table all set when I get there? You got money enough?"
"I guess so. If you pay me back."
"Deal, pal? I let Gordy stay over, you get supper?"
"Sure, Cindy."
"Okay, get moving – I'll be home in just about forty minutes, and I'm hungry. So get me a jumbo dinner."
She hung up, let her head fall back. Her eyes closed, blinked – and the clock jumped twenty minutes when she opened them again. Christ, she'd better get a move on!
The office was already empty when Cindy punched out on the time clock, and took the stairs down rather than wait for the elevator… to find George waiting at the bottom of the steps. He moved forward eagerly when he saw her.
"What… what do you want?"
"I thought maybe we could go to my place, fuck some more," he said eagerly. "You wanna do it, don't you?"
"No!" She shook her head, "No more, George – I meant that! Bother… bother somebody else, or else I'll tell Mr. Jordan on you!"
"Slit, you won't do that," he said, wounded. He rubbed his cock, which was hard, and Cindy's heart softened. His prick had felt good – all four cocks had felt good when they entered her, even Mr. Fleckheimer's spindly thing. God, she wouldn't mind having him right now… No! Jack was waiting at home; she knew that she had made, up her mind to seduce her own brother. She'd worry about Gordy when she got there, but she was going to have Jack's cock tonight if she had to rape him!
"I… I won't tell what you did this afternoon, George – if you stay away from me. Don't come near me again, do you understand? I mean it!"
"Aw, shit!" He shuffled away, head downcast, and Cindy almost relented. George's cock would do in a pinch, if she really got horny.
But Zeke was just as available, and she knew that she would be taking him again: often. Maybe he had been Elsie's girl in the past, but Cindy had cut herself in. All she had to do was beckon, and Zeke would be at her heels, dropping his pants and freeing his cock!
What would it be like to suck his ten inches all the way into her throat?
She forced herself back to reality, hurrying from the building. Three minutes later she was on the bus, and thirty minutes after that was getting out on her corner. The street was almost empty in the quiet suburb, almost everyone inside, preparing for dinner. She hurried to her house, gad to see both boys' bicycles tilted over on the lawn. She was hungry enough to eat both of them.
She shook her head, unlocking the door; she heard Jack laughing from the dining room, dropped her purse on the hall table, and went in to see the boys already working on their dinner boxes.
"You was late, Cindy," said Jack. "So we decided to start. I put yours in the oven to keep warm."
"Thanks, tiger."
She smiled at her brother, a slender boy, three inches shorter than Cindy herself. He grinned engagingly as she turned to eye Gordy. The other boy was a blond, an inch taller than Jack although he was several months younger. Cindy wondered if he could match Jack between the legs.
She retrieved her dinner from the oven, ate leisurely, picking the last shreds of meat from the bones. The boys were in the living room, watching an umpteenth rerun of "Star Trek". Cindy cleared the table, disposing of the mess in the kitchen to have it out of the way; then she climbed the stairs, suddenly aching in every part of her body. She stopped in the bathroom to start the tub, then hurried into her bedroom to get out of her clothes, digging out her robe.
Ahhhhhhhh, Jesus! It felt good to be naked again, to free her tits of the constricting bra. She studied her naked body in the minor, raising her tits and cupping them. She jutted her pelvis forward, trying to see into her silt, without success.
She wanted to be fucked…
Take both boys? Would they go along? Jack jerked off every morning and night; she heard him through the partition, his bed creaking and bouncing. It was a wonder Mom and Dad never said anything. Of course, they were pretty liberal when it came to sex, Cindy had received the standard lecture when she was in third grade; she was sure they knew Jack was jerking off. They just didn't care.
She moved to the bathroom, crossing the ball naked, half hoping one or both of the boys would come up at that moment. But they were still with the stupid TV.
She poured bubble bath into the water, slipped into the suds, sighing as the heat soaked into her flesh, easing the aches and spreading pleasurably through her body. For the next twenty minutes Cindy lay there, soaping herself occasionally, letting her arms drift the rest of the time. This was nice; she could stay here for hours.
She heard the boys' voices coming up the stairs; they turned into Jack's room. Her hand moved to her pussy, her finger sliding into the slot – and the fire was there! A cock would feel so much better!
She called: "Jack! Come here a minute!"
He heard; he appeared at the door, holding it open just far enough to peer in.
"Huh? What do you want, Cindy?"
She was going to ask for a towel – but Mom had stocked the racks, damn her interfering cunt! She wet her lips, trying to look seductive, batting her eyes as she looked at her brother.
"I seem to have an… ache, Jack. I can't reach over my shoulder. Would you… wash my back for me?"
The boy stared a moment. Cindy could see through the door crack that he had discarded his shirt; she felt his eyes burning on her tits, even though they were safely covered with soap bubbles. She sat up straighter, and the mounds rose from the bubbles, Jack's eyes widening.
"Please?" she said, softly, bringing one hand up to slide beneath her breast.
Jack sighed, and opened the door; Cindy could see his cock tenting his jeans as he moved into the room, turning to close the door.
"That's all right," Cindy said, quickly. "You can leave it open."
He started to say something, then thought better of it. His eyes fell to his burning erection, but he was moving to the side of the tub, sitting as she held up the sponge. He took it into his fingers, reached to move it against her back.
"Better take off your watch, silly."
Jack flushed, his neck and ears coloring brightly as he removed the watch, turned to place it on the lavatory. Then he turned to his sister, moving his hand in slow circles over her back. Cindy leaned forward as the boy reached farther down into the water, until he was covered with bubbles as far as his shoulder.
"Oh, yes! That's nice!"
"…I'm a good bath-giver," he said, trying to grin.
"You should go into it as a profession. Do my front now."
She leaned back as Jack brought his hand around, moved the sponge against her breasts. He held it there a moment, his other hand resting on his burning erection… and then the sponge fell from his fingers, was pushed away as he touched his sister's tit.
"Rub me," said Cindy softly, holding up her breasts. "Rub me all over Jack!"
Both hands moved to the task, taking her soapy, slippery breasts and sliding over them. His fingertip rubbed over a nipple as the boy tried to stare through the bubbles at what he could feel Cindy scraped the bubbles away from the top of her tits, giving him a better view. His throat worked heavily, his Adam's apple bobbing as his hands moved back and forth, back and forth…
"You don't have to stay in that one area," she said, still speaking softly. "You can go lower…"
His eyes closed; the boy slid his ass from the ledge until he was kneeling by the tub, reaching down through the soapy water, his fingers sliding across Cindy's belly, touching the hairy covering of her slit. He was over her cunt, his middle finger moving through the opening…
"Why don't you take your things off, come in the water with me?"
"G-Gordy's here!" he said, eyes wide.
Cindy sighed. "I know… I wish we were alone, Jack!"
"What… what are we gonna do?"
"You can't very well send him home," she replied. "I suppose you'll have to call him to join us."
"You-you will? Jeez, Cindy! I… I been dreaming about a… doin' this – but I never really thought you'd let me do it!"
She touched a soapy finger to his lips. "Stop talking, and start doing! Call Gordy, and let's get this show on the road."
Jack stood quickly and left the bathroom, not bothering to clean the soapsuds from his arms. Cindy heard him open the door to his bedroom, heard his excited voice: Gordy answered, too low for her to make out. Jesus, don't let the kid poop out! He wasn't afraid of girls, was he?
Her fears vanished; the boys were at the door, pushing it wide open as they came in togather. Gordy had removed his outer shirt, but was still wearing a t-shirt. His eyes widened as he saw Cindy smiling, as though he really hadn't believed what Jack was saying.
"You two intend to stand there all night?" she asked. "Or are you going to get out of those clothes and into this tub?"
They began to undress quickly, Cindy wishing that she could do it for them. Jack was down to his shorts while Gordy was still pulling his t-shirt over his head; his prick tented put the material, even bigger than she remembered it. But it had been months since her last sneaking look, and the boys his age did tend to grow quickly.
Jack glanced at Gordy, waited until his buddy was down to his shorts, as though afraid to be the first one naked. Gordy was wearing orange jockey shorts, his prick not making as big a package. The boys hooked their thumbs in the waistbands as though following unseen signals – and pushed the briefs down together.
Cindy swallowed: Jack's cock had grown, was more than six inches long now, and much thicker as well. Gordy was not as long, but even thicker; he was circumcised, unlike Jack. The two pricks quivered together as the boys stood side by side, facing the girl in the tub.
"What… what are you waiting for?" she asked, suddenly unsure of herself. Jesus, they were only kids! Maybe she had made a mistake.
But it was too late; the boys came to the tub, stepped over the ledge, the water sloshing around as they lowered their asses. Some of it slopped over as they sat down, still side by side, Cindy leaning forward as Jack's legs went by on her left side, Gordy's on her right. The tub was big enough for two, but three made it exceedingly cramped.
The boys grinned, letting their arms float on the water. Jack spread the soapsuds so he could see his prick bobbing up. Cindy leaned forward, her hands moving beneath the water, to slide her fingers over their thighs, the boys' ankles crossed to give them slightly more room to get by her. She touched them…
"Do… are you guys… experienced?"
Gordy blushed; he looked at Jack. He smiled.
"We've never had a girl, Cindy."
They were virgin – she had two cherries to pop! She smiled broadly, her fingers moving around their pricks. Jack filled her hand nicely, the shaft poking well above the edge of her palm; Gordy was so thick she could barely hold all of him in her fingers.
"You want to… do it, don't you?"
"Sure, Cindy!"
She sighed, cupping her fingers around their cocks; then she let them slide flat against her palms, moving them back and forth, her fingers jabbing against the tight-drawn balls. The boys sighed with pleasure, Gordy leaning back and Jack following suit.
"Oh, that's nice!" said Gordy softly, closing his eyes. "So nice…"
"Feel me!" said Cindy, whispering. "Both of you feel me!"
She released them, leaning back, and it was the boys' turn to explore. Jack had already touched her mound, but now he leaned forward, trying to stare through the water as he reached along her legs, Gordy's hand moving with, him. Cindy separated her knees as much as she could, trying to raise her ass to open the slit for the boys. She was wet with desire, but the water was washing the natural lubrication away as the boys touched her, their fingers parting the labia, moving together into the slit.
"Ohhhhhhhhhhh!"
Her head fell back as Jack discovered her slit, rubbed it in his fingers. He glanced at his buddy, reached to bring Gordy's fingers to the same spot. The two boys rubbed their middle fingers together, rolling the tiny female cock between them as Cindy exploded with sudden desire. This was beautiful – two cocks to use as she pleased! She'd suck them, she'd take them in her cunt, she'd play with them until they dropped, make them cum so many times they'd beg for mercy! But she wouldn't stop – they were hers for tonight, hers to use as she wanted, to play with until her own burning desires were at last satiated…
"Suck…" She nearly croaked the word. She wet her lips. "Suck my tits! Both of you!"
The boys moved their asses as far forward as they could, each reaching to take a tit. Jack shook off as much of the bubbles as he could, then cupped water to rinse the breast, and Gordy followed suit. They touched the nipples, which were burning to their pinching fingers, erect almost to the point where she couldn't bear it!
"Suck me!" she cried. The boys held the cones of her tits up, moved their heads together, their lips touching at the same instant. Gordy was hesitant about taking her nipple, his lips dry; but Jack sucked eagerly. Gordy saw the other boy's cheeks hollowing as Jack worked against his sister, and did the same, and Cindy sighed as the darts of pleasure shot through her in waves of pure lust.
"Ohhhhhhhhhh, yes! Do it! Do it!"
Gordy released the tit, looking at her until Cindy opened her eyes again. He licked his lips.
"You… you're really going to let us…"
"Let you do what?" she teased.
Jack grinned. "Let us fuck you!" he said. "Yeah!" said Gordy. "Uh… are you?"
"Maybe. If you say it, say what you want to…"
His face couldn't be any redder – and his cock couldn't be any harder. Cindy slid her hands along his thighs again until she captured him, her palm cupping the head of his prick and her fingers sliding up and down, making him fuck against her.
"Say it, Gordy," she urged softly.
"Say it!" said Jack. "Jeez, Gordy!"
"Uh… will you let us fuck you, Cindy?" The words came out in a rush and she laughed, then let go his cock to pat his cheek. She could feel the boy's fever even against her wet fingers, and her hand dropped back to his cock, then moved to his balls, separating them and pulling the scrotum out. "I did have something like that in mind," she said. "I suppose it would be un-American to let two horny teenagers go without fucking, especially when they ask so nice."
"Whoopeeeeee!" yelled Jack, throwing up his hands and splashing his sister. "Cindy, you are the greatest! The greatest!"
She laughed, and caught his cock again. "Okay, tiger – it's show time! Do it to me – fuck me!"



CHAPTER EIGHT


Jack came forward, pushing his feet back as he tried to climb over Cindy, and a tidal wave sloshed over the edge of the tub. Cindy reached to catch her brother.
"Whoops! Be careful, Jack!"
"Yeah," he said, looking at the mess on the floor. "Jeez, Cindy, I don't think we can do it here."
"Maybe not." She made up her mind, stood, the boys quickly following suit. "Grab the mop, Jack. The quicker we get this mess cleaned up, the quicker we can get into a nice warm bed."
Five minutes later the worst of the mess was off the floor, Cindy and the two boys dried but still naked. She tossed the last wet towel into the hamper, and laughed as she turned to her brother.
"Now bed!"
The boys had lost their erections during the cleanup, but now she grabbed their cocks, tugging them to her until their chests pushed against her tits, Cindy slid her hands around their asses and up their naked backs until she could capture the backs of their heads, bringing their lips to her… and kissed them, quickly at first, then letting her tongue probe against their lips, probe deep.
"Jeez!" Gordy gasped for breath as Cindy released him, moved her mouth to her brother. Both young cocks were jutting hard again, banging against her hips. She sighed with pleasure as she probed Jack's inner portal, her tongue moving across his rough organ, counting hip teeth.
"Ohhhhhhh!"
Jack swallowed against Cindy's tongue, then battled her with his own, pushing it deep into his sister's mouth while his hands roamed over her back, slid up her sides, pushed between their bodies so that thumb and fingers could circle and raise the crushed tits. He could feel her nipples hard against him, drilling in, his cock pressing tight against Cindy's belly as she pound against him. She was wet again, her juices flooding his thighs.
"Oh, God, Cindy! It's… let's do it!"
"Sure, tiger." She breathed a sigh of relief as she reluctantly released him, her fingertips lingering against his hips. Her other hand caught Gordy, who until then didn't know what to do with his fingers, his cock so hard that it slammed against his belly.
"Your bed or mine?" she asked.
"Cindy?" Jack glanced at Gordy, his neck coloring again. "It's… let's use Mom and Dad's bed! Please?"
She started to laugh, then smothered it. The idea of fucking in their parents' bed was wicked – deliciously so. There was something illicit about taking her brother's prick between the same sheets where her father's cock slid regularly into her mother!
"Sure, Jack. Lead the way."
Her arms went around the boys' waists, hands sliding over the curve of their asses as the three of them went down the hall together. Jack reached for the light switch, then looked at Cindy.
"DO… do we want the lights on?"
"I don't mind." She smiled. "I want to see all of you I can."
The lights came on; the bed was freshly made up, the sheets turned down. Trust Mom to be prepared for their return, knowing they'd be so tired that she'd want everything ready. Cindy moved to the bed, tugged the coven don to the foot, then sat on the edge to capture the two boy-cocks again, pulling Jack and Gordy to her.
"Nice!" she said, softly, staring at the two cockheads. "Very nice…"
Jack squared his shoulders proudly, and Gordy followed suit, as Cindy worked Jack's foreskin back. She swallowed, knowing that she was about to taste her brother's cock-flesh for the first time… moved closer… the soapy scent of his crotch strong in her nostrils…
Her eyes closed as her lips touched the cockhead, her fingers wrapping around his shaft and lifting his balls. He was as dry as her mouth, but the fever in his cock was strong enough to raise her own surface temperature. Cindy licked her lips without opening her eyes, letting her tongue move out to lave the glans of her brother's cock… tasting his strong male essence as her tongue stabbed into the urethral opening. His balls filled her fingers, the scrotum no longer tightened by the bath water.
"Oh, yessssssss!" Jack sighed, his fingers moving to Cindy's hair as she worked her lips down a little farther on the head of his cock, slowly but greedily gobbling it into her mouth. She pressed her lips down, covering her teeth so as not to hurt him, the flesh yielding to her. The boy sighed again, tried to thrust against her, willing Cindy to take him.
"Please, Cindy! Please – suck!"
"Yeahhhhhhh!" said Gordy, eyes wide, not knowing that the gasp escaped his lips. His fingers roamed over his balls and he moved closer until Cindy could feel the heat of his cock near her cheek. She released Jack's prick and reached to take Gordy.
"Oh, Christ! Christ, Jack!"
"Yeah!" said the other boy, softly, pushing against his sister's yielding mouth. "It's… beautiful! Take me, Cindy! Suck my cock!"
Cindy swallowed, and the head of his prick was between her teeth. She nipped him lightly, the spongy flesh yielding and springing back as her tongue circled his cockhead, stabbing again and again at the hole. She opened her eyes, saw his stomach trembling, felt his nervousness through the hands on her head. She looked up the length of Jack's body, tilting her head until she could see him staring down… and let his cock slide in deeper.
"Ohhhhhhhh, yeah! Yeah! Suck!"
The boy cried his pleasure, head falling back, wet hair shaking as Cindy sucked strongly against the prick in its new position. He was easy to take, no more than half as thick as George had been, and long enough to fill her throat without choking her. She swallowed, swallowed again, the boy's stomach rippling as the wave of pleasure coursed over his body, and took more of him, releasing Gordy to wrap her hands around Jack's ass. Her fingers curled around his buttocks, moved into the crack of his ass, the muscles so tight that she couldn't force them apart.
"Suck… me! Cindy, suck ME!"
Jack thrust, stabbing into her throat. Cindy started to yank her head back; then relaxed, accepting. The prick-head rubbed over the roof of her mouth, probing deep, and banged against the uvula, the soft dangle of flesh battered back into the throat opening. She swallowed against him as Jack thrust again, and her lips were suddenly in the ring of stiff hair around the base of his cock.
"Gahhhhh! Gawwwwd! Good!"
The boy thrust again, stabbing into his sister, and Cindy tightened her grasp on his ass muscles, yanking him forward as she sucked against his cock, pulling him as deep as his cock would enter. His groin was battering her lips now, crushing her mouth as Cindy's tongue surged against the base of the cock, tracing the great vein, feeling the boy's blood pulsing. His cock was throbbing, thrusting, trying to fuck deeper even though she had him all, even though his balls were already hanging on her chin.
"Jeeeeeezuz, yes! Yes! Suck, Cindy!"
She began to pump her head against Jack's crotch, riding out until the rim of the glans banged against her teeth, moving slowly but steadily down until it was all back inside. A half-dozen strokes in that fashion, and Jack was fucking against her face. The pace picked up, Cindy no longer able to control him as he thrust into her, pounding against her, slamming his cock into her mouth until her lips banged bruisingly against his pelvis. His asshole was twitching open each time he drew back, slamming tight against her fingers each time he rode down again.
"Christ! Christ! Christ! Christ! Christ!"
"Aghhhhibh! Glugggleglg! Yuggleglglg!"
Cindy tried to answer him, but her words made garbled nonsense as his cock slammed deeper, thrust harder, fucked into her until her lips, her jaws, were sore, were aching. Jesus, but he was powerful! Christ, if he fucked like this into her mouth, what would he do when he got between her legs?
"Suck suck suck suck suck suck suck suck…"
The boy was moaning now as he said it over and over, working his cock deep into Cindy's mouth, Gordy astonished as he watched. Cindy was no longer aware of the other boy, Jack's eyes closed to see nothing but the waves of heat and passion rising from his groin as his cock pounded, pounded into his sister's eager sucking mouth. The boy was sweating, was shivering, was shaking as he pumped against her, thrusting deep, filling her throat with his cock, cutting off her breathing but yanking back again to restore life as her teeth raked his cock-flesh, brought him new sensations he had never dreamed possible…
"Ohhhhhhh, fuck! fuck! Fuuuuuuuuuuck…"
One final time he slammed into her, and then his hands wrapped tight against the back of the girl's head, holding her, pushing her down on his cock, his groin and his whole body quivering as balls and prostate worked together, the juices coming together to mix and rise up the heated tube of his urethra. Cindy choked, trying to draw back as her blood burned with the need for oxygen, color-bombs bursting against her vision. She fought against her brother as Jack's first blast of cum slammed into her throat, coursing untested into her belly.
"Ohhhhhhhh, shit! Oh, Christ! Oh, Jesusssss…"
His ass worked after the first blast, generating the second: it covered the back of her mouth, swirling down around the heated flesh of his cock. Then the third bullet came out, thickly, his cock pulling back far enough to let this spending coat her tongue, cover her tastebuds. Cindy could breathe again; she swallowed against her brother just as his cock worked for the fourth time, the last blast barely oozing out.
"Oh, Jesussssss."
The boy sagged back, his cock still in his sister's mouth as Cindy's fingers came up to hold it lightly, barely pressing. She could feel it throbbing with his heartbeat, his foreskin completely worked back to uncover the red glans; now the boy felt pain he hadn't noticed before, to be exposed. He worked his throat, slid back from Cindy's lips, the girl reluctant to release him.
"Jesus…"
She settled back, her hands dropping to the edge of the bed as she sighed. "Was it… good?"
"Yeah! Oh, yeah! It was great!"
Cindy smiled, massaging her throat, which was sore with the effort of taking him. Jack's cock still stood strong, proudly waving its reddened banner before her eyes. She stared at him…
"I'm glad," she said, softly.
"Cindy? How 'bout me?"
She looked up at Gordy, saw the boy anxious as he held his own prick. Jesus, he was so much thicker than Jack – could she take him, too?
She had to take him; she had brought him here, got him ready for sex. At the moment she wanted to feel Gordy's prick driving deep into her cunt, but it was unfair not to give the boy the same treatment she gave her brother. Swallowing, she reached out to him, Gordy moving into position before her as Cindy's fingers touched his hips. His balls were much more heavily furred than Jack's, the droplet of preseminal fluid already wetting his cockhead.
"Qhhhh!"
She reached for his cock with her lips, and the boy moved forward – was in! He stared in astonishment as his cock disappeared into Cindy's lips, his stomach quivering as he felt her wetness take him down until his balls were against her chin, his cock hair wet with her saliva as her tongue moved out the side of her mouth to curl around the base of his prick. Cindy twisted, turning her head to trace a half-circle around the cock shaft, then brought it back the other way, tongue protruding on the far side to finish the exploration.
"Jeez, Cindy! Oh, jumpin' jeepers! Ohhhhh!"
She worked, her lips against the base of his cock. He was thick, but not so long as Jack; he did not stab deeply into her throat even though she had all of him. Her bottom lip pushed up against the vein as the tongue retreated to lave the cockhead, swirling around and around and firing the boy until his eyes widened.
"Ohhbhhh, Jeez! Oh, suck me! Suck me, Cindy!"
Her head bobbed in agreement, her nose banging against his groin; and then Cindy began to stroke on him, riding all the way out, plunging all the way back down, holding lightly to his hips. Gordy tasted different; his taste was not stronger than Jack's, but it was uniquely his own. Both boys tasted good…
Cindy nearly giggled as a silly thought came into her mind: maybe this was why cannibals liked to eat people! What did cannibals do with the cocks, anyway? Cut them off for a special treat? Or did they keep them for trophies?
"Yeahhhhh! Suck meeeeeee!"
Gordy began to thrust against Cindy, no longer able to stand passively while she worked on him. His cock was swelling larger and larger as his young blood pounded into the meat of it, blowing it up like a balloon. He fucked into her mouth, Cindy fighting him to keep control, wanting to control this sucking, this boy, wanting to pleasure him only to pleasure herself. Her desires were what counted – Gordy was lucky enough to be along for the ride! Hold still, damn it! Hold still!
The boy pumped, thrust, slid into her throat – and suddenly tightened his hold on her head, his ass slamming in tiny strokes that came so quickly it was impossible to count them.
"Oh! Oh, yeah! Yeah! Yeahhhh!"
"You coming?" asked Jack eagerly, staring with wide eyes at the prick disappearing into his sister's mouth.
"Yessss! Oh, God! My… balls! My…balls… are… aggghhhh!"
Eyes wide and staring without seeing, Gordy blasted his load into Cindy's mouth, letting her ride back until only the cockhead was between her teeth. She drank eagerly, his taste stronger, tangier, than Jack's. He coated her tongue, filled her mouth, his spendings thicker than the other boy's, starchier, sweeter. His eyes closed as the last blast slammed out, as she milked him, working her fingers against his shaft… reaching to stop her as pain coursed along the touching.
"Ohhhhhhhhhh, Jeez! Jeez!"
"It was good, wasn't it?" asked Jack.
"It was great!"
Gordy pulled out of Cindy's mouth, his eyes shining as he looked at his friend. There was love in Gordy's expression – Jack was the greatest, the best buddy a guy could possible have. Who else would let you have sex with his sister?
Cindy rubbed her fingers across her cheeks, hollowing them as she stared at the two red cocks before her. Both boys were standing as hard as ever, holding their pricks as they looked at each other, grinning their delight. She reached out to take the cocks, and they gasped together.
"Oh!" cried Jack. "Jeez, that hurts!"
"Yeah!" said Jack, "Jesus, Cindy!"
"Party poopers! You're not ready to quit – both of you are still hard! And how about me?"
"Yeah!" said her brother. "What… what can we do for you, Cindy? Do you want us to fuck you now?"
She smiled, laying back on the bed, her ass still on the edge of the mattress; she let her arms fall flat against the sheets, the silky smoothness cooling after the heat of the cocksucking.
"You could suck me," she said, softly.
The boys stared at her for perhaps ten seconds, then turned their heads together to look with amazement into each other's eyes. The thought was obviously one that had never entered their minds – girls sucked cocks, but were boys supposed to suck pussies? Gordy's nose wrinkled, as though disgusted by the idea.
"Let's do it!" said Jack, eyes shining.
"Uh… Jeez, Jack! I never done nothin' like that."
"You have so." Jack's eyes clashed with Gordy's, Cindy watching as the other boy gave way. "You know you liked that…"
What had they done? Suddenly she knew: they had sucked each other! Jesus, were they gay?
"It isn't the same thing," said Gordy defensively.
"Sure it is," said Jack. "C'mon, I'll do it first."
He fell to his knees between Cindy's legs, reached to spread her labia with his fingers, staring into the opening as though he could see all the way into her womb. His finger found her clit again, moved through her wetness to rub across it. Cindy relaxed; the boys might have fooled around with each other, but they certainly weren't gay!
"Oh!"
His tongue licked across the labia, moving into the red walls to taste her dew. Cindy gasped as Jack moved deeper, his lips coming against her cunt, and tightened her legs automatically. He was slurping now, sending his tongue deep into the passage and rotating it all around, bringing the tip curled back into his mouth to drink more of her. The pleasure was more than worth taking their two cocks as he serviced her, licked her.
"Oh, yes! Yes, Jack – suck! Suck my pussy!"
He gurgled something in reply, then came up from her cunt with face wet and eyes shining to smile contentedly at his sister.
"Yeah, Cindy! Does it feel good?"
"Oh, God, yes! Yessssss!"
He dove again, Gordy shaking his head as though not believing Jack's delight in tasting his sister's sexual juices. But he couldn't deny the eagerness with which the boy ate his way through Cindy's cunt, slurping noisily, his ass wiggling around as he pushed his face deeper, deeper. Gordy swallowed.
"Come down here, Gordy!" said Cindy softly, beckoning. "Come, lay beside me – play with my titties!"
The bland youth sat down gingerly, his ass resting on the very edge of the mattress as he stared at Jack's bobbing head. Cindy gasped as her brother stabbed unusually deep, then dragged his tongue back against the top of her slit. Jesus! He was going to pull her cunt inside out! Then she reached for Gordy's hand, urging the boy to come closer, to move up on the bed until he could lie beside her, resting on his side, staring at the rise of her tits.
"You can do it!" said Cindy, squeezing his fingers.
"Yeah," said the boy. "Yeahhhhhh!"
His finger moved out, touched the bottom of the tit-curve, moving up slowly as his other fingers straightened. Then his palm was against her, shaping her as though he had not done the same thing in the tub.
"Have you ever seen a girl naked, Gordy?"
He shook his head, not answering as his hand stroked the curve of her tit as though he were petting a cat. Cindy felt his prick pushing against her leg, his knees off the edge of the bed and his feet curled back to hold him steady, give him support. She reached down to touch him, holding it lightly, the boy sighing so softly that she almost missed the expellation of breath.
"Suck my titty, Gordy… please!"
The boy moved closer, rose over her, supporting himself on both hands as his lips touched the surface of her tit. His tongue came out, darted quickly to touch it, then retreated, staring cross-eyed at the round puckered areola. His mouth moved down, captured the nipple, taking it between his teeth…
"Ohhhh!Ohhhhhhhh!"
Cindy's gasps of pleasures were for Gordy's lips and Jack's tongue as the two boys sucked against her private parts, Gordy pulling his knees up to settle back on his haunches. She had released his cock; now she reached beneath his belly to take it into her fingers again, letting him fuck against her palm as the boy sucked against her tit, using his hands to shape the tit. His movements were no longer hesitant, his lips slurping noisily as he worked over her – Jack stabbing so deep into her cunt that Cindy gasped again, drawing her knees up, moving her feet over her brother's back.
"Oh, yes! Yesssssss! Suck me, boys! Suck my pussy – my titties! Suck!"
Oh, God! It was beautiful – she had two cocks, she had them both to use as long as she wanted with no one to interfere. Why hadn't she taken Jack before? Why had she waited so long to give up something as silly as her virginity? She should have let Jack take it long ago – two years ago, anyhow, when he first got hair around his cock. Oh, Jesus! So many years wasted.
"Suck. Meeeeeeeeee!"
Her hands wrapped tight around Gordy's head as the boy sucked on her tit, his fingers squeezing and pinching the other nipple, and her thighs tightened about Jack as her brother stabbed into her, her cunt responding, flooding his face with her cumming…



CHAPTER NINE


The boys continued to suck against Cindy's body, Jack greedily drinking her juices as they spilled from her cunt, the boy pushing his face deeper and deeper into her pussy. His cheeks were coated with the stuff, his stomach full, but he showed no sign of retreating, of pulling back. Cindy gasped repeatedly, breathing hotly as Gordy moved to the other tit, the other nipple, biting down on it, his cock banging against her hip as his ass fucked toward her each time he sucked.
His cock! Yes, that's what she needed – their cocks! She wanted to be fucked – she had to be fucked! She had to have them right now, this very minute!
"Oh! Oh, God! Jack – come up here! Come up and fuck me! Fuck me!"
The boy came up to her summons, standing while his buddy rose from Cindy's tit, stared at Jack while he wiped his mouth. Then Gordy moved back, turned to sit with his legs out flat, his arms stiff behind him to support himself as Cindy moved back as well, sliding over the bed until she was completely on it.
"Come on!" she said eagerly, holding her arms to her brother. "Get on me, Jack!"
The boy climbed between her legs, obviously uncertain as to the proper prpcedure. He stared down at her cunt as his hands came up to her sides, his prick so hard that it was flat against his belly despite the pull of gravity. He lowered himself into Cindy's arms, his lips meeting his sister's mouth, their tongues moving together.
"Mmmmmmmmm, ohhhhh, ahhhhhh!"
Cindy moaned as she wrapped her arms about Jack's shoulders, her hands moving over him, caressing him as his tongue stabbed deeply into her mouth. She could smell her cunt juice on him, taste herself on his face; her woman-spendings were milder than Elsie's, pleasurable to take in. The boy worked his belly against her, his cock rubbing over her groin, his balls pushing against the top of her mound.
"Ahhhhhhhhh!" They, broke, Jack raising to look into Cindy's eyes. Her hands stayed on his sides as the boy licked his lips, bit his lip.
"Do it!" she said, whispering. "Do it to me, Jack! Fuck me!"
"Shouldn't I use a rubber?" he asked anxiously. "I don't have any, Cindy!"
"It's all right!" she said wildly, hugging him close again. "It's the safe time of the month for me, you don't have to worry – you can't give me a baby!"
Was it? She didn't know, and she didn't give a shit! Four cocks had spilled in her already today – the damage was already done! Christ, she'd have to start on the pill, start taking precautions tomorrow. Maybe she could figure out if this was her safe time, but there was no point in worrying about it now. She wanted him – she wanted their cocks, both of them!
"Do it!" she begged. "Fuck me!"
Taking Cindy at her word, Jack moved down until his cock was between her legs, his belly pressing against her groin. He came up again, slowly, feeling his way until his prick was at the entrance. Cindy spread her legs as wide as she could, opening the entrance for him, the wet cuntal walls gaping wide enough to suck eagerly. The boy was startled by the noise as her pussy walls slid together – and then the head of his cock was against the outer lip, moving cautiously within. "Shove it in!" she cried. "Hard!"
The boy moved gingerly, carefully, pushing, pushing as his prick slid easily into her moist, warm cavern. Cindy clutched at his back, bringing her feet over the backs of his legs, her hands roaming over him and trying to urge him to greater effort, more force. Her breath hissed out… hissed out!
She gasped, forced to breathe in again, and thrust her pelvis up against the boy – and Jack moved deeper, moved steadily, pushing, pushing, his prick spreading the cuntal walls nicely as it probed deeper. He was not as big as the men who had been in her, but the feeling was delicious, more than satisfying as he came into her, rode steadily onward as her cunt devoured his male instrument, pushed deeper and deeper into Cindy's devouring, hungry cunt. If only he would slam…
"Ahbhhhhh! I… I'm in!"
The boy's eyes shone as he raised far enough to stare at his sister. Cindy tightened her cunt about his prick, and he gasped as the pleasure-pain stabbed deep. She worked her knees back and forth in opposition, the movement making the walls slide against his prick, slide against each other, and tried to milk on him at the same time.
"Oh, God! Gawwwwd!"
"Do it! Do it, Jack – fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me!"
Eyes closed to the impossibly delightful sensation coursing through his loins, Jack pushed back, drawing his cock through the clutching, wet vise, drawing back until he was in danger of slipping free. Cindy nearly cried out, reached for him.
He stopped just in time; held there a moment; rose back in again, his movement still steady, still not pressuring her as he rode in until his balls banged against the bottom of her slit.
"Jesus!" she cried.
"Yeah!" he gasped. "Oh, Christ, Cindy! You're… so hot! So hot! So hot!"
"Do it!" She was pleading now, wrapping her arms tight around his back, wrapping her legs tight around his, "God, do it, Jack! Push, damn it – fuck! Hard!"
He swallowed, pulled back again – and threw himself down with greater force. It was better, Cindy's tits bobbing as he banged against him. But he could do more, he could throw himself harder, could make her feel his meat more strongly. He could do it, she would make him do it!
"Fuck! Harder! Harder!harder!"
"Yeah! Yeah… yeahhhhh… yeahhhhhhh!"
"Ahhhhhhh!"
He responded, answered her pleas, increasing the pace of his stroking, the fury of his fucking. He slammed down now, pushing against her, throwing himself against her, his fists clenched against the sheet, his arms stiff, his eyes wide but staring at nothing as his hair tossed wildly over his forehead with each slamming stroke. He was doing it, was making Cindy feel him, his cock swelling as it moved completely into her cunt, bruising the soft outer lips, tilling her, filling her…
"Oh, God! Oh, God! Oh,God! Fuck me! Fuck… meeee!"
"Yeah, Cindy! I am! Jeez, can't you feel it? Christ, you want more? More? More?"
He thrust deeply now, pushing as hard as he could, filling her as completely as he could. Cindy sighed, gasped, rocked with pleasure as her young brother fucked into her, fucked her with all his strength, slamming into her so hard now that she was being forced back, her ass sliding over the sheets, Jack dragging himself after her each time he fucked down again.
"Fucking Jesus Christ Almighty! Fuck! Fuck fuck fuck!"
"Oh, Jeez! Oh, Shit! Oh,gawwwwd!"
"Agggghhhhh!"
"Yeahhhhhh!"
"Give… give it… give it to me!"
"Oh, yesssss! Oh Christ, Cindy! I'm…cumminnngggg!"
The boy blasted into her, slammed his seed deep into her gasping, gaping cunt, his juices mixing with hers, filling her completely. Cindy had been exploding, exploding… and now she slammed up against Jack as he felt for the final time, the final stroke, banging so hard with her pelvis that he was forced back into the air.
"Jesusssss!"
"Yaggggghhh!"
"Gaiiiiiiiiiihhh Ahhhhhhh, God! God…"
Jack's head hung low over his sister, his stiff arms trembling, his legs and ass and whole damn body so weak that he couldn't hold himself up any longer. He shivered, right arm collapsing; he dropped against her, felt Cindy's tit against his chest, and rolled from her to lie on his back, eyes staring sightless at the ceiling, prick lying heavily across his thigh.
"Oh, God! God, Cindy…"
He turned his head to look at her, his eyes coming into focus, Cindy's hand rested against her vulva, in a puddle of their cum. She smiled.
"Glad you came, tiger?"
"Jesus, yes!" He laughed. "Yes!"
Cindy let her own head fall back… and then Gordy was climbming over her, climbing up between her legs, his eyes shining in eager readiness. He held himself on hands and knees, looking into her eyes, waiting for approval.
"Yes…" She said it softly, holding up her arms to Gordy. The boy lowered his nakedness against hers, pushing through the pool of cum between her legs, his cock sliding through the sticky stuff then rising up through her crotch until it pressed heavily against the entrance. Cindy sighed, drawing her legs up again, knees forced apart and he came into her.
"Ohhhhhhhhhhh! Oh, it's… it's… oh, God!"
Words failed him. He buried his face against Cindy's tits, tufted to push into the valley between them, smelling her woman-stink, strong now with the secretions of her fucking, of her desire. Cindy held him close a moment, the boy's cock buried completely within her cunt. It was a good feeling; she'd like to do nothing more than lie still with Gordy's weight on her, his cock expanding against the walls of her cunt.
He moved, unable to hold still any longer, his cock throbbing with his need. Her cunt held it close, able to trace every irregularity with the sensitive walls as the boy pushed himself tight against Cindy's groin. Her asshole tightened, loosened, tightened again, her cunt squeezing against him with eash spasm. The boy shivered with delicious sensation as he moved against her, trying to push farther, trying to push his prick up through her…
"Oh, God!" he said, eyes closed. "Oh, dear God! It's good! Good!"
Cindy whispered: "Fuck me, Gordy! Fuck me!"
"Yeah! Yes! Oh God, yes!"
The boy had observed carefully as Jack fucked into his sister, saw the way Cindy's legs had tried to drag Jack down farther each time. He moved back cautiously, gathering his breath and his strength. And slammed down!
"God! God!"
"Yeahhhhhhh! Fuck! I'm…fucking! I'm fucking… you!"
He stroked back, slammed again, his thick prick pushing deep through the clutching cuntal walls, filling her, exciting her, riding with all his strength. Cindy raked at his back, thrusting up against him as the boy continued to pound down. Jesus! He was riding her hard, riding her harder than Gabe or George or Zeke, much harder than Jack! He was throwing his cock deep, the sensation rippling through her, tearing through her! Jesus, he was going to tear her cunt open, rip his cock up through her belly.
"Too much! Too much! Too much!"
"Take it!" cried the boy. "Take my cock! Take… IT I'm fucking you!"
He thrust deep, and the girl cried out as his cock grew impossibly larger and larger with each stoke. He thrust, and exploded, his seed blasting deep, mixing with Cindy's cunt juice, mixing with Jack's cum as the boy surged deep, rocked over her, thrust deep…
"Ohhhhhhh, God! God…"
He collapsed, falling onto her, his prick still quivering; he tried to roll away, but Cindy followed, refusing to release his beautiful prick. She rolled onto her side, Gordy's face buried against her throat as the boy closed his eyes and drifted into sleep.
"Oh! Ohhhhhhhh!"
Jack was at her back, his still-hard prick pushing through her legs, pushing up against Gordy's balls.
"What… what are you doing?"
"I'm still hot!" said the boy. "Let me put it in again, Cindy!"
"But Gordy's still in me!"
"I don't care. Please!"
She tried to roll far enough to see him, but Jack was moving his hands over her sides, Gordy's free arm dropped over hers; her brother's cock slid up, pushed against the filled entrance to her cunt.
"You can't!" said Cindy. "It won't work, Jack – there isn't room enough!"
"Yes it will," he insisted, rubbing her again. "I saw it in a picture – two men fucking a girl, one from the front and one from the back. You can take us both, Cindy!"
"No… no…"
Her protests ceased as the boy reached down to work a finger into the bottom of her crack, shoving it in along Gordy's throbbing cock. Another finger followed, her cunt stretching wider; opening easily to the probe. The boy kept the two fingers there, forcing them as wide apart as he could as he brought his cockhead up against the entrance again, pushing… pushing…
Jesus! It was coming! It was coming in!
"Oh, God! Be… be careful, Jack!"
"Yeah! I'm… almost there!"
The boy pulled his fingers back as Cindy's cunt stretched to take the head of his prick. He was in! She shuddered at the stretching, sure that they were damaging her…
God, but it felt good!
"What's happening?" asked Gordy, opening his eyes. "What's going on?"
"Shut up, Gordy!" ordered Jack, concentrating on his prick. He thrust, and the head slid up an inch; thrust again, and nearly half of his prick was buried in Cindy's cunt, pressing tight against his buddy's.
"Jeez!" cried Gordy. "Christ, you can't do that, Jack!"
"I can!" he insisted. "I am!"
His ass worked as he fucked up against the barrier of Gordy's cock-plug, moving him deeper and deeper into Cindy's cunt. Jack reached over her with his hands, reached to take Gordy's arm, pulling himself up now, forcing himself, fuckmg…
"Jesus! I did it!"
His cry of triumph came as his balls moved against Gordy's, the head of his prick rubbing over the glans of the other boy, making Gordy gasp at the sensation. Unmatched though they were in size and shape, the pricks filled her nicely… tilled the aching void completely…
"Oh, God!" Cindy laughed wildly. "I don't believe it – you can't both fuck me at the same time!"
"We're in, aren't we?" said her brother. "Gordy, at my signal you move against her – now! Push up!"
The boys moved, their pricks working awkwardly, their balls throbbing as they thrust deep into Cindy's cunt. She gasped… but it was good, the sensation delightful. She tried to tighten against them, and brought cries otpieasure from the boys.
"Yeah, Cindy!" cried Jack. "Yeah, help us! Again, Gordy – push!"
They pulled back, drawing out no more than half an inch – and shoved in again, this time reading the signal transmitted through each other's cocks, this time riding together, their bodies working as one. Again the boys drew back – again they slammed in, Gordy forgetting his exhaustion, forgetting the pain in his prick as he helped Jack, as he fucked with Jack, as the two of them fucked together into the soft, hot, demanding cunt.
"Oh, fuck!" cried Jack.
"Yeah, fuck!" begged Gordy.
"Jesus! Fuck… me!" screamed Cindy. "Fuck meeeee!"
They thrust together, working into a steady rhythm, pulling back now until not quite half of Gordy's prick was out of her cunt, then slamming deep into her again as their groins worked in complementary motions. They were moving with the precision of a machine now, the two boys only one in thought and in purpose as they fucked, fucked her, fucked Jack's eager, greedy, clutching sister, fucked deep into her cunt, fucked her completely…
"Fuck…meeeee!"
"Take us, Cindy!"
"Take our cocks!"
"Oh, please! Oh, deeper – deeper!"
"God! Ahhhhhh, fuck, Gordy!"
"Yeahhhhh!"
The boys pumped together, worked together, thrusting deep into Cindy's cunt, pulling back now until their groins started to come apart, until their balls were no longer crushed together, the force of their separating pricks stretching the girl painfully. She cried out – not from the pain, but from fear of losing them now that she had found them! She wanted them, she couldn't let them go!
"Fuck…meeeeee!"
"Yeahhhhh!" panted Gordy. "I… I… I'm gonna cum!"
"Me… toooo!" Jack yelled.
There was more! Cindy gasped in triumph as the boys rode deeper, thrusting together one final time as their balls exploded, as they discharged the greatest blast of all, filling her, filling her.
"My balls!" cried Gordy. "My balls!"
"Jesus!" screamed Jack. "Jeeeeesus! I'm melting!"



CHAPTER TEN


Six cocks in one fucking day! One fucking day…
Jesus! That must be some kind of record – but Cindy's ass was dragging as she pulled into work the next morning, twenty minutes late. The boys had stayed with her all night, fucking, sucking, experiencing every variety of the sex act they could think of. Before she let them climb wearily out of bed this morning Jack had cum a total of six times, Gordy five.
"Jeez, Cindy! I can't go to school… I'm pooped!"
"Too pooped to pop!" agreed Gordy.
"If I can drag my ass in to eight hours of work, you can take five and a half hours of school."
"Yeah, but we're only little kids!" said Gordy.
Cindy laughed, but she pushed them out of the house before leaving herself.
"Uh, is Gordy going to stay over again tonight?" she asked.
"Ieez!" said the boys together.
"I was gonna go to Gordy's house," said Jack. "I gotta get some rest!"
Smiling, she moved closer to the boys, her hands dropping to rub the front of their pants. They winced at the touch, but she could feel the stirring in their pricks.
"Stay here tonight," she said softly. "You can go to bed right after supper… go to bed with me."
Gordy swallowed, looked at Jack. "Uh, it's… okay with me…"
It was settled; she'd have company again tonight. Fortunately tomorrow was Saturday, so they all could sleep late. She smiled as she rode the elevator, too weak to walk up the flight of stairs.
"Cindy? Is that you?"
Shit! Larry's door was open – the bastard said he wouldn't be in till eleven! Damn his asshole! "Yes," she called. "I'll be right in, Larry."
She stowed her purse in the drawer, picked up a steno pad, and went into the office. Larry Jordan was slumped low in his chair, his feet on the corner of his desk. His well-trimmed beard seemed rumpled, and his tie was undone, hanging over his shirt, which was open almost to the bottom button.
"Ohhhhh!" He opened his eyes, groaning, as she came in.
"I… I'm sorry I'm late, Larry…"
He waved off her explanation. "Coffee, Cindy! Jesus, I'm dying!"
Cindy moved to the small area where a coffee pot waited on a hot plate, measuring out the grounds quickly. She had seen Larry hung-over before, but this was something super spectacular! After she started the heat, she went back into the office, moved behind her boss, her hands falling to his shoulders. She began to massage his neck.
"You look terrible," she said, softly.
He groaned again, closing his eyes; then sighed as she worked the tension out of his neck muscles. He writhed against her fingers.
"Jesus, never try to out-drink a Hungarian! I went out with von Block for one quickie at four yesterday afternoon, and by the time the bastard left, at seven-thirty, the bar tab said he had thirteen double Bloody Marys. I was trying to stay with him with Scotch, a single to his double. I don't think I made it."
Cindy clucked her tongue. "He's a terrible man."
"Yeah, but shrewd. I wonder what he had put in to replace his stomach?"
Cindy worked, her fingers over his shoulders now, then let them move down across his body. She could see his cock outlined heavily, a tube in his trousers. For months she had been fascinated by that thing, had tried to see him with an erection, without success. She stared at the cock-shape, forgetting what she was doing, her hands moving within her boss' shirt to cross, to rub his pectorals. Larry sighed with pleasure, working his ass farther down in the seat, hiking up his pants.
He was hungover, but Jesus, was he hung! Damn, but from the available evidence he must be bigger than Zeke! And his cock was stirring.
He caught her arm. "Jesus, Cindy, you trying to turn me on?"
"Uh, no!" she exclaimed, embarrassed. "I I'm sorry, Larry…"
"Don't be." He smiled at her. "Because I am turned on. Why don't you come around and sit on the boss' lap?"
He tugged her arm, shoving his ass back in the chair. Cindy came reluctantly; she hadn't intended this at all. After all, she had the bays waiting for her at home – she didn't need any more fucking today!
But her cunt was juicing…
And she was coming to him, Larry's arm pulling her around the chair, pulling her don into his lap… She sat across the cock-tube, felt it quivering beneath her thigh as he brought his arms around her, brought her down to meet his lips.
"The coffee…"
"Fuck the coffee," he murmured, kissing her, his beard scratching Cindy's face. His hand moved to cup her tit, squeezing it through the bra.
"It'll burn…"
"Let it! Shut up and kiss me."
His hand slid up Cindy's thigh, moved beneath her skirt to rub across her crotch, the pubic hairs poking through the fabric of her panties to scratch his palm. She squirmed around to find a better seat. His cock was definitely moving beneath her leg… his finger worked beneath the elastic of the panties, rubbing across the hairy mound, across the slit.
"Ohhhhh!" She broke from the kiss, but did not try to escape his arms. "We shouldn't…"
"Why not? You want to and I want to – what the fuck else matters?"
"Someone will come…"
"Yeah." He let her sit up. "Take care of the Goddamn coffee – and get your ass back here! Jesus!"
His eyes watched greedily as Cindy returned to the little service area, the girl hearing as he picked up the phone and punched for the operator.
"Mabel? This is Mr. Jordan. Hold all calls for me – and for Cindy. We're not to be disturbed for anything short of a natural catastrophe – we've got a great deal of work to do. No calls at all."
He hung up as Cindy returned, and stood, smiling. "NOW we won't be disturbed."
"It… it isn't right…"
She was in the circle of his arms again, Larry nuzzling at her, neck. His arms squeezed, pressing her tits; then began to free the buttons on her blouse. She felt air pass across her back as the blouse opened, and then he was releasing the snap on the bra… if this was going to happen every day she'd stop wearing the damn things.
"Ohhhhhhh!"
Larry's hands moved down, pushing through the waistband of the skirt to palm her asscheeks, rubbing up and down as Cindy shivered against him. His cock was tenting out the leg of his trousers, pushing insistently against her groin, the head well below her crotch. Her hand fell to it, rubbed it through the fabric. Jesus, it hung to his knee!
"Take it out," he said, softly. "Let it loose."
His kisses moved over her face, her eyes, her ears, as Cindy worked his belt loose, found the metal catch that held the trousers together. She loosened it, discovered the zipper was in too great a tension to release until he pulled the top of the fly back together. It came down easily then, and his pants peeled away, Cindy's hand moving to cup his pressing prick as it pushed against the leg of his shorts. Jesus, it was big…
"God!" she said, her fingers touching the naked head of it beneath the fabric of the underwear.
"It's… it's so long!"
"Eleven inches!" he said proudly. "Let's get undressed!"
They separated and finished the job of removing their clothing, both hurrying, both as eager as children getting their first look at the mystery of the other sex. Cindy turned away while she dropped her panties and slid her bra off her arms… and turned back to see Larry standing with his arms banging at his sides, his heavy prick pointing almost straight at her, the weight too great to let it stand up against his stomach despite the force of his tremendous erection. His balls hung low, his pubic fur almost as heavy as the beard on his face.
"God!" she said softly, staring.
"Yeah!" he speed. "Ain't it something else?"
He moved to her, Cindy retreating instinctively… and then she was in Larry's arms again, his cockhead sliding up against her belly as his mouth found hers, his prick pushing against her tits. God! He could fuck her between the tits in this position. She brought her arms tight against her breasts, pushing them against the burning length of the huge cock, squeezing and squeezing, until she felt it become wet with his anticipation.
"I… I can't take it!" she said, when she could break from his kiss. "It's too big!"
"You can take it… I'll be easy, Cindy. Easy."
He was pushing her toward the couch, Cindy turning her head to see the dark spot on the nag where she had tried to clean up the cum. Larry didn't notice; suddenly he caught her into his arms, carrying her to the sofa, laying her flat on her back.
Cindy stared up at him, at the cock which was sticking straight over her now. Like a chicken hypnotized by a snake she reached to it, touched it.
"Oh! Oh, no, Larry! I can't!"
"You can," he insisted, sitting on the edge of the couch. His hands began to roam over her body, rubbing her thighs and between her legs, one finger sliding across her slit again and again without trying to enter. He felt her wetness soaking her pubic hair, knew that she was as eager as he. "You can take it…"
His face fell; he nuzzled her belly, his tongue stabbing deep into the tiny convolutions; then he moved up to kiss her tits, gently, raising them to lick beneath them, lick all around them. Cindy sighed and let her eyes close, let him do what he wanted. Her body was heated with her passion, her cunt walls trembling in anticipation of the prick that was going to come in. God!
She wanted it…
"Ohhhhhhhhh! Oh, please… please!"
He nibbled her nipple, his hand roaming over the mound of her cunt, the finger almost sliding in now as it moved along the line of the slit. Then his hand moved farther, began to rub beneath the crack of her ass; the finger moved against the brown ring, probing…
"Oh!" Cindy stiffened, rose up. "No! Don't, Larry!"
He stifled her protests with his mouth, coming up to lay aver her, his hangover forgotten as he moved onto Cindy's body. His prick was between her legs now, sliding up to batter against the entrance, Larry humping against her in tiny strokes as his tongue aroused her mouth. She gasped, moved her own tongue between his lips, and he bit dawn until she cried out – and chose that moment to slant his prick against her entrance!
"Ohhhhhh, Jesus! Jesus!"
The head was in, but God, it was so thick! So fucking thick! Larry could make two of Zeke, two of George – half a dozen of the boys! Her outer lips pushed against the foreskin as he ground his cock against her cunt, working it back until the glans was naked. He was spreading her walls, forcing them even wider than when the two boys had been in her together…
"Gad! You're tearing me apart!"
"You can take it," he said softly, rubbing her tits and moving his lips over her face. "You can take my cock, Cindy – you know you want it."
"Yes! Oh, God help me – yessssss!"
She thrust up against him, thrust again – and Larry moved suddenly, his shaft penetrating the hot, tight passage. Cindy gasped as several inches of the terrible prick moved into her, stretching her painfully; but she was juicing heavily against it, wetting the way, her stomach trying to work down against him, willing more to come in.
"Oh, God, Larry!" She was sobbing now with the pain of his penetration, rocking beneath him as she held tightly to his sides. "God! I can't… I can't!"
"You can!" he insisted, grabbing her tit with one hand, raising himself to knead it with his fingers. Cindy rocked with him, and suddenly he rolled over, carrying her until she was on top. "You can take it, Cindy – you can do it! Push back… yes! Push back!"
God help her… but her cunt walls were crawling greedily, her hands were pushing against his arms, her body was forcing itself back against the impaling spear. Too big! Too big! Too… beautiful!
"Oh, Christ Almighty! God help me, help me! God!"
"Take it, Cindy! Take my cock!"
"Yes! Yesssssss… oh, nooooooooo!"
He thrust against her, and Cindy felt as though she were splitting apart, the pain stabbing through the tendons joining her legs to her body, the ache exploding through her gut. She fell against him, burying her face against his hairy chest as he continued to stroke her, continued to whisper tiny encouragements.
"You know you want it, you've been wanting it ever since you came to work for me. Take it!"
"I can't!" she moaned. "I can't!"
"Take it!" he ordered, his voice suddenly harsh. "Take it, or you'll Goddamn wish you had! Sit on it, you silly bitch – get up there and sit on my, cock!"
She stared with horror into his eyes, but he had captured her wrists, was twisting her arms cruelly, forcing her to raise up. The huge cock was in her cunt, almost half of it buried deep in her body, as Larry forced her to raise up, Cindy drawing her legs up to support herself. He held to her wrists with one hand as she became perpendicular with his body, his cock sticking straight up now.
"Sit on it, damn you! Damn you!"
"Ohhhhh – owwwww!"
Larry slammed his belly upward – and Cindy rose into the air, her knees coming off the bed. Then she was falling, falling onto the impaling rod… it tore into her, slammed deep as he thrust, tugging down on her wrists. The girl's stinging tears streamed don her face as he thrust again, forcing his horrible prick deep… deep…
"Noooooo! Jesus, noooooo!"
"Shut up! You want it, you got it! You got… it! Now fuck!"
God, it was tearing her apart, but nine inches were in her now, nine tearing inches, nine thrusting inches, nine hot, powerful, slamming inches. She closed her eyes, closed her legs as she came down against his thrusting hips. My God, it was in her – it was all in. All of it!
Cindy sighed as she felt his pubic fur against the tortured lips of her cunt, her head hanging low. For a moment there was silence, Larry resting easy, only the pulse of his cock beating within her womb. Despite the incredible pain of the stretching, it was good… good…
"Ohhhhhhh, God!" She looked at him. "God!"
"You have it!" he said, softly but triumphantly. "You have it all!"
"Yes… yes." She swallowed. "Fuck me?" He smiled. "Are you asking?"
"Please!" she begged. "Please, Larry – fuck me!"
The pain of the penetration was gone; now there was only the wonderful feeling of a swollen male prick deep in her body – Christ, in her womb! He was so big, but she had taken him, she could take him! Cindy gasped as she squeezed her cuntal muscles against him, feeling his cock move in a spasm of delight.
"Fuck me!" she cried.
"You're on top – you do it!"
Cindy leaned forward, her elbows digging into his sides, her asshole twitching and working as she rippled her cunt muscles against the shape of Larry's hot, throbbing cock. The sensation was greater than she had ever imagined, far better than the six other cocks she had taken yesterday. Not that she would sneer at the boys, kick them out of her bed tonight – Larry was more, Larry was something special! This was what perfect fucking must be like!
She moved her ass back against him, impossibly finding a bit of flesh yet to yield before the swollen shape of his wonderful, throbbing, thrusting prick. Larry raised up against her, fucked up, throwing her forward, Cindy's cunt clinging so tightly that there was no chance of his cock escaping from her tight female prison. She pushed back again, he fucked up…
"Ohhhhhh, Jesus! Jesus!"
"Fuck, Cindy! Fuck!"
"Yes yes yes! Fuck!"
"Fuck me!"
"Oh, God! I love it! Love it! Love… youuuuuuu!"
She worked over him, pulling up farther now, their bellies crawling together as Cindy forced herself to come off his tremendous cock – and then slammed back down again, threw herself back down until it was in all the way. She was cuming, exploding, climaxing so rapidly that she was near swooning, but she couldn't stop, couldn't… stop!
"Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!"
"Fuck!"
"Gawwwwwwd!"
"Gah! Aggghhh! Shit! Shit, I'm… cumming!"
Larry took control again, slammed up against her, burying his prick deep within her, then held Cindy's hips in the prison-vise of his fingers as she sighed, sobbed, tossed her head wildly. She could feel his semen exploding, washing through her, a tidal wave of passion that burned at the very core of her soul. It was wonderful, it was impossible, it was…
"Jeeesesssss."
Cindy collapsed, strength completely drained, lying on the hairy body of the man as Larry swallowed, blinked tern and sweat from his eyes. His hands moved over her back, patted her ass, but his cock remained hard, remained a terrible ramrod poking straight into her belly.
"Come off now," he said softly. "Yessssss… yesssss!" His hands caught her hips, pulled her up; Cindy tightened her cunt against the wonderful throbbing prick, but it was sliding out, releasing a flood of their mixed juices that surged over his belly, spilled around his cock, ran don over his balls, soaking the cushion. She gasped, sobbed, breathed painfully as Larry brought her up, turned on his side with Cindy beside him, his hand stroking her side, moving gently over her body.
"Oh, God! God!"
"It was beautiful!" he said. "Yes! Yes, beautiful…"
"You're right, Cindy, but so nice… so nice!"
"God, Larry! You're so big!"
"You want it again, don't you?" He raised her chin, stared into her eyes. "Don't you?"
"Yes! Oh, God help me – God, fuck me, Larry!"
"I will."
He stroked her ass, his hand moving across the crack, sliding don through the sweaty crevice to reach between her legs, rubbing his finger through the wetness in her slot. His other hand cupped her, his lips moving gently over her face. She accepted his tongue, swallowing deeply as he kissed her, drinking in his saliva…
What was he doing? Cindy felt Larry's hands turning her onto her stomach, his fingers moving through the crack of her ass again. He came up onto his knees, onto all fours, feet at her head, his hands coming down… his mouth coming down… coming to touch her ass! Kiss it!
"Ohhhhhh! What… what are you doing?"
"Loving you," he said softly.
His tongue moved into the crack, Larry's hands spreading Cindy's legs until he could stab into the sphincter. She gasped at the wet feeling… but it was a good feeling. He worked his tongue through her ass, shoving it impossibly deep, and she opened farther to him as Larry turned around, rose over her, reached to tug Cindy's ass into the air, her legs doubling and her knees moving beneath her.
"Ohhhhhhh! Oh, No! No, Larry -don't!" It was too late: his cock shoved against her asshole, Larry grabbing her hips and holding her so she couldn't move. The sphincter was spreading, stretching, expanding before the tearing terrible prick…
"God! Aiiiiieeee!"
Cindy screamed as the cock popped into her ass, felt something liquid running inside. Larry paused only to shift his hands, to lower his chest over her – and then he slammed into her, slammed deep, his cock riding down, down, impossibly far! "My God! My… God!"
Cindy gasped; she sighed; she moaned. His prick was in her all the way, slammed into her ass; she could feel his balls hanging against her cunt. The pain had torn her so much that she couldn't remember the agony.
But the pain was leaving, going away; now there was only a good sensation, his prick throbbing. My God – she loved it! She wanted it! She needed it!
"God! Damn you – fuck me, you bastard! Fuck meeeee!"
Larry smiled, began to stroke into her ass, knowing that he had won. Cindy was his.
"Yeah!" he said, triumphantly. "I am, Cindy – I am fucking you!"
"Don't stop! Don't stop! Don't ever stop…"
"I won't! I won't!"
And he never did…
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