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CHAPTER ONE


Hiram Shingles watched Wednesday Mallory getting ass-fucked for the fourth night in a row. He liked to watch Wednesday get ass-fucked; because ass-fucking was considered so perverted in the town of Tweedy, just as it was considered blase in Des Moines, and passable in Tucumcari and recreation in Sun City.
Yessireee, watching Wednesday Mallory getting ass-fucked was something special.
For one thing, Wednesday Mallory, like her asshole, was very sexy. She was one of the sexiest chicks in Tweedy. Everyone knew she reeked of sex because almost everyone in Tweedy had a nose and it was so easy to know when Wednesday had just passed them by on the streets or when she had been loitering on the corner of Baptist Avenue and Lutheran Boulevard because of the perfume she wore, if perfume can be worn, that is.
Nevertheless, the perfume she wore was something called Loins. Which came in a prick-shaped decanter bottle and had a spray attachment on the end. So that with one pinch of the testicle-like bulb, Wednesday could dab Loins behind her ears, on the pulsing parts of her neck, around the nipples, in the navel, on the clit, behind the knees and between the toes – just about any place that pulsated with passion on a woman's body, which usually was everywhere except the pupils.
But perfume was not the only device that Wednesday used to lure men into thinking she was an easy and cheap fuck.
For one thing she dressed differently than most secretaries in Tweedy.
She liked green, as in money, and her favorite dress was some green jobbie that clung to her tits and navel and loins like sticky cellophane.
The dress was short – at both ends.
The neckline ended at her navel. And the hem ended just a micrometer below her cunt-hair. The dress was not intended for church socials or for Halloween, or for nuns who wore drip-dry, lightweight summer habits. No, the dress was intended only for hot-cunt girls like Wednesday. In that sense, she was no different than the girls who work behind the counters at Longs, or the Avon lady, or the typical, average American housewife.
Of course, Wednesday filled out the dress a lot better than most women. Because her tits were a hefty size forty. And her waist was a nifty twenty. And her hips, if measured from the top of the asscrack all the way around and back to the top of the asscrack, were a sensuous thirty-six.
Thus, there was a lot of hot flesh to be packed into her favorite green dress. And not any old woman could have been packed into it as well as Wednesday Mallory. Like Sophia Loren might have fit into the bust part, but her ass would probably have split the dress up the crotch – which would then make the dress no different than some of those crotch-revealing costumes Sophia wore in those fucked-up grade-B movies starring Alan Ladd and Don Ameche.
Yeah, Wednesday Mallory was a sexy chick. And, shit, that was only the body so far. Her face was something else entirely.
From top to bottom, or, in the case of faces, from scalp to chin, Wednesday had a very sensuous face. Of course, her face was helped considerably by a homosexual, former interior decorator named Max Factor who, before he became a leading cosmetics manufacturer, was a walnut crusher for M amp; M.
Wednesday's eyes were like dewdrops. Her cheeks were bowls of cherries. Her nose could smell things. Her mouth had teeth. And her chin dimpled whenever she smiled at men's crotches.
Not a very good description of a sensuous face, but in this case, it's a lot better than a description like: Her eyes were like Eddie Cantor's when he was jacking off over a photo of Mae West. Or: Her lips were made for cocksucking first, eating second, and conversation third.
In any case, Wednesday Mallory was a beautiful woman who liked to have her asshole fucked every once in a while.
Tonight was one of those once in a whiles. Wednesday had gotten a case of hot asshole while she was at work. She had been sitting behind her receptionist desk with her legs parted and her dress was up to her hips and she was taking a good look at her asshole.
Wednesday did not have to bend over to see her asshole. She didn't have to bend over in a shitting position because she had her compact mirror in her hand and it was down between her legs.
The mirror had given her a startling insight into herself. Of her true needs and ambitions in life.
At first, she had not thought that it could help at all. She had been so pessimistic on other occasions when she would spy on her asshole. But now she was sure of it. Now, there could be no denying the evidence that crushed walnut oil was better than Preparation H and K-Y and Vaseline for getting rid of an asshole's aches and pains.
Wednesday wanted to jump up and scream to the world: "Look at my asshole! Look at it! No more hemorrhoids! God! Aren't I lucky!"
But there had been no one else in the office to share her shale's enthusiasm.
But later on, someone else shared her enthusiasm. Someone named Emory Willets, whose wife Elsie was going through the change of life and had become extremely overbearing and bitchy. Especially when they fucked. Like Elsie wanted to do weird things.
Weird things like wanting Big Jess to fuck her until eternity passed. Of course, Big Jess wouldn't have minded, but since he had a brain about as big as an orange, and he ate oats for breakfast, lunch and dinner, and he neighed instead of talked, it was only natural to assume that a stud horse like Big Jess wouldn't have minded fucking Elsie Willets.
But Emory had minded.
He had minded so much that he had gotten pissed. So pissed that he had gone out to the fucking barn with a shotgun, intending to shoot Big Jess between the eyes before the animal had a chance to call him a cuckold.
Emory's aim was off. He got him between the balls. Probably because when he had raised the shotgun to his shoulder, it had gotten snagged on his hearing aid. Consequently Emory now had a gelding instead of a stud horse.
So that was why Emory Willets was so fucking sad when Wednesday Mallory sidled up to him in the Yahoo Bar and Grill.
Yeah, Emory had looked pretty fucking sad for about ten minutes. But it was pretty fucking hard to remain sad when he had an erection that threatened to make a shithole of a mess in his best pair of coveralls, the ones that didn't have cow turd pasted to his left knee patch.
For Wednesday, Emory was pretty easy pickings. Shit, any man would have been pretty easy pickings for her. She got straight to the point – she grabbed his cock and said in a warbly voice: "My asshole's okay now. So, come on, baby, let's fuck!"
At first, Emory nearly lost his dentures, then he lost his fucking mind. No one had ever came up to him – at beast not while he was having a Blatz and thinking sadly about how he had made a neuter of his favorite draft animal – and said: "My asshole's okay."
Emory gulped his drink, didn't know what to make of Wednesday's asshole statement. But what he made of the situation so far was real fearful. He looked into the mirror over the bar, tried to see if that perfumy woman was serious.
God! Was she serious or was she serious?
Shit, does Santa drive a sleigh?
Emory swallowed nervously. Turned up his hearing aid. "Huh? Did you say somethin' 'bout yer… uh, yer…"
"Look, cock-face," Wednesday said, putting emphasis on the word cock-face by squeezing tightly on Emory's prick. "I said my asshole's clean as a whistle, and I need a fucking there. Let's get the fuck out of hen."
Emory looked in every direction except Wednesday's face. God, weren't people in the Yahoo Bar and Grill looking at them?
No, they were too busy playing checkers and pinochle or the juice box to care about a hot-used bitch like Wednesday Mallory making a play for an old fart like Emory.
Emory couldn't believe it! Shit, there had to be at least a half a century difference between their ages. Shit, he wasn't any spring chicken. Shit, even he knew he was just an old cock.
Emory shook his head. Things were getting a mite stickly. Like his palms were sweating. Which was remarkable because he had thought that his fucking sweat glands had dried up long ago. And his mouth was a ball of cotton, and he wheezed instead of breathed. And his tongue felt as heavy as an anvil. His heart tried to beat fast, but couldn't. But it still beat strong enough to send hot blood to his cock and make it bulge out the crotch of his dung-covered coveralls.
"You fucking old bugger!" Wednesday exclaimed, breathing hard into his hearing aid. "Jesus Christ! Ya gotta fine cock, Emory!"
Emery was stunned. Nimbly, his hand moved beneath the bar. He placed his palm on the back of Wednesday's hand. Was that really his bulge? Was that really – oh Lordy, Lordy, Lordy!
Emory smiled. Then he stopped smiling so his dentures wouldn't fall out. But he sure was happy and proud, even though he couldn't express it.
Why, he could even feel her hand moving up and down on his cock-bulge, really laying into his meat just like Sarah Meeker used to do on those summer hayrides when he was a nineteen-year-old, wet-behind-the-ears kid.
Why, Emory could even feel a tingle in his balls, a tingle that wasn't as strong and as powerful as on that summer hayride of 1915. But it was still a tingle.
And now his cock felt just like the old days. Big and hard and throbbing, at least ten inches long and three inches in diameter.
Jesus Christ! He had a boner – as they called it in '32. He had a real big skiddoo – as they called it in '22. Emory felt so fucking alive. He felt as if his cock had suddenly become the fountain of youth.
"Hey, motherfucker!" came a sultry voice through his hearing aid.
Emory turned toward the sultry voice, saw the sultry lips from whence the sultry words had come, smelled the sultry Loins perfume that Wednesday wore around her ears.
He wanted to smile.
"Hey, motherfucker!" Wednesday repeated, rubbing his huge hard-on. "Christ, you got a big fucking hard-on!"
Emory blinked his eyes, "W-What's a hard-on?"
Wednesday blinked, too. Had she heard right? Did he really ask what the fuck a hard-on was?
She asked him: "You don't know what a hard-on is?"
Emory shook his head. "Is it the same as a kiddoo?"
"What the fuck's a skiddoo?"
Emory wanted to smile so badly. "A skiddoo's the same's what Elsie calls a humdinger."
Wednesday, as most cocksucking chicks are, became impatient. "Look, cock-face, I don't know what the fuck you're taking about. I don't give a shit about a skiddoo; I don't give a fuck if Elsie's a cow; and I don't give a rats ass shit about humdingers. All I care about is your fucking hard-on!"
People stopped playing checkers and pinochle and Monopoly. People had stopped doing other things in the Yahoo Bar because Wednesday's voice had managed to drown out the song of Roy Rogers' melodious twang as he sang: "Happy Trails to You…" via the juke box.
People like Ferris Collier who had just landed on Community Chest and was told to go to Free Parking.
People like Eddie Grossman who had just introduced his left big toe to Rebecca Shingles' cunt beneath the table as they played checkers.
They were shocked at what they had heard, and they had all turned in unison toward the woman who cared so much about an old man's hard-on.
Of course, some were embarrassed by what they had heard.
Like the prim and proper lady who sat in the corner of the Yahoo Bar reading Pride and Prejudice and getting a clit erection over a spit-swapping scene. Prudence was her first name, tough it could have been Prim or Proper, and Meeker was her last. Prudence Meeker.
Prudence had been shocked at what she had heard and then, when she had caught a glimpse of that fat bulge in Emory Willets' coveralls, she had nearly shit stones in her white cotton panties.
She had left in a hurry, not even paying for her pekoe tea.
But the others – well, the others were just as fucked up as the two perverts at the bar. Probably because they liked to hear women talk about taking good care of hard-ons.
They listened in.
Emory tried to listen too, but his hearing aid felt as if it were going to melt from the sultry, passionate heat that came from a sultry-voiced whisper.
Then Emory couldn't listen any more because pain was coming from his prick. At first, it felt like a dull ache, similar to what girls get when they go swimming while in the midst of a heavy period. The agony was centered at his crotch, and because he was almost eighty years old, the pain moved slowly through his balls and bowels until it inched up to his brain. And when the pain got to his brain, Emory grimaced, his upper dentures cutting into his lower gums.
"Ooooooohhhhhhh!" Emory drawled. "Myyyyyyyyy skiddddddooooooo! Ooooooiihhhhh, stoooooopppppp!"
Wednesday stopped pinching his cock. "Look, old man. I came into this fucking, two-bit bar to get a piece of ass. What I wanta know is – are you going to fuck the shit out of my ass or not? Is it a deal?"
Oh, Lordy!
Emory started to drool, then the drool turned crimson because his gums were bleeding so bad. But he was immensely happy, even though he couldn't show it. And he was happy because he had not had a real piece of ass since the days he had corn cobbed Emily Fitzer in the rutabaga patch on his grandpa's north forty. And that had been fifty-two long years ago.
So, no wonder he was happy. Fifty-two years was a long time between ass-fucks, for a man to stick his skiddoo into a whooooooppeeeee hole – which is what they used to call an ass back in his youth.



CHAPTER TWO


The proprietor of the Sleepwell Motel was a man named Hiram Shingles. Hiram was not a rich man or a poor man, nor was he a beggar. Hiram Shingles, to those who rubbed elbows or cheeks with him, was considered to be an asshole.
The only one in Tweedy who did not consider Hiram to be an asshole was his twenty-five-year-old widow daughter, Rebecca. She did not consider him to be an asshole because she did not want to be known as the daughter of an asshole.
But to all the other souls in Tweedy, Hiram Shingles was an asshole through and through.
People thought he was an asshole because Hiram did weird things – or at least, fellow Tweedyans thought they were weird things for a fifty-year-old widower to do to his widow daughter.
The first weird thing that Hiram was noted for took place ten years ago. People said that Hiram had just plain murdered his wife. Others, those with a sense of fair play, thought that his wife had simply run into an accident. But still others, those who befriended assholes, thought it was a clear case of involuntary suicide.
It had all happened when Hiram's wife was found in the barn in a very, strange position.
Most people would have called the position dog-style, or rear-ending, or an upside-down missionary.
Sheriff Colby wanted to call it grotesque, but because he did not finish third grade he did not know the meaning of grotesque. That's why he called it funny. Funny as in unnaturally funny.
Or was it funny to find Mrs. Shingles naked and on all fours with a couple of other fours in her ass – a couple of two-by-fours?
And that was only the posterior view of Mrs. Shingles' corpse. The anterior view was even funnier. Because that's where the two-by-fours had exited.
And the side view was just down right funny in an unnatural way.
From the side, Mrs. Shingles looked as if a Cyclops had rammed her torso on to a two-by-four and was ready to roast her over an open fire like a spitted pig.
It was so funny, in an unnatural way, that Sheriff Colby bust a gut – with vomit and other wretched stuff that mixed quite well with the hog shit and goat turds.
So that was the first inclination that there was something funny, in an unnatural way, about Hiram Shingles.
The second inclination was when his daughter was not a widow but a wife. That was five years ago.
In fact, everything was very odd about five years ago. Odd in a funny way. Because five years ago, Rebecca Shingles was first a bride then a widow – all in one day. Ripley should have been there – because it was very hard to believe.
Some people say Rebecca had been made a bride-widow because she had married Rufus Collins, a magazine salesman selling subscriptions to Jet and Ebony.
Later on, of course, it was proved that Rufus was a nigger who had been trying to pass for white.
The coroner had proved that Rufus was a nigger because he had been amazed at one part of the corpse that literally took his breath away – the coroner's, not the corpses. And that something, which will not be named here lest it perpetuate the myth that all male niggers are well hung, was put into a old pickle jar and used as evidence that Hiram Shingles had a legal right to shotgun a nigger for marrying his daughter.
Now, of course, Rebecca's only remembrance of Rufus Collins was something in an old pickle jar.
Thus it was those two strange but utterly funny incidents that led people to believe that Hiram Shingles was an asshole.
Hiram did not think he was an asshole.
He, like his daughter Rebecca, did not take kindly to such pseudonyms.
To Hiram, he was just like everybody else. He had two eyes, a nose, a mouth, a cock and two balls.
What made him unlike everybody else was that his eyes were so piercingly cold that he would have made Helen Keller shiver with fear. And his nose was more like a weasel's snout, the kind of nose that could ferret out the truth from famous liars like Billy Graham and Pat Boone. And his mouth was more like a grim line.
His cock was like everybody else's. It was a foot long.
His balls were different. They were much larger than the typical homosapien's. People used to say, quite innocently, that Hiram had lots of balls for a chickenshit asshole. Oh – had they only known how huge and monstrous his balls really were!
Whereas normal balls hang one lower than the other, Hiram's balls did the same. But because they were so huge, they looked more like oranges stuffed in a hairy gunny sack. His balls were more than enough to pacify cock-hungry girls who didn't intend to go down that far.
There were only two people who really knew how big Hiram's balls were. Mrs. Shingles, who was now dead, and who probably didn't give a shit any more. And Rebecca Shingles, who was very much alive and who did care about how big her daddy's balls were.
She cared about his balls because, since she had not gotten the chance to suck her nigger husband's testicles, the only balls she had ever seen on a man were her daddy's.
Rebecca naturally thought that balls the size of oranges were quite normal. Little did she know.
Hiram knew better. But he figured that he wouldn't stop his daughter from not knowing better because he really liked it when Rebecca sucked and licked his hairy gunny sack.
Any normal man with a cock and two balls would have appreciated Rebecca Shingles' sucking lips. Because she was the kind of girl who was made for cocksucking.
First of all, she had lips made for cocksucking. When smiling, her lips looked very sensuous. When talking, her lips could move a mile a minute. When yawning, her lips could open very wide.
Put them all together and they spell cocksucker – a woman who was blessed with a set of sensuous, fast-moving lips that could open very wide. These, to say the least, are the ingredients that make most women natural-born cocksuckers.
So, Rebecca Shingles, because she had sensuous, fast-moving, wide-open lips, was a natural cocksucker.
Shit, her old man could have told her that the first time she sucked his prick.
Which took place in the summer of '63. In late summer, when the alfalfa fields just north of Tweedy smell like aged hog shit and a romantic moon's overhead and the sounds of mules farting and cows pissing could be heard as plain as day.
Only it was plain as night now, or at least it was like that back in the summer of '63. When Rebecca first sucked her daddy's prick.
Rebecca was in a cock-sucking position – on her knees, in the barn, without any clothes on. The reason she was an her knees was because her father had caught her kissing Fallon Harper, the hired hand, and for punishment he had told her to go to the barn and get undressed and get on her knees.
Rebecca was very fearful. She was vulnerable to many things. The cold norther that blew from the south, capturing the essence of home-grown cow shit made her tremble. And she was very vulnerable because she knew her father was doing something behind her.
Then she was shocked and twice as fearful when Hiram put a blindfold over her eyes.
"Now, Rebecca," Hiram said menacingly, yet with just a twinge of paternal affection, "I'm goin' to show you what men do when you just kiss 'em. Men are animals, and ya got to learn that."
Rebecca nodded, tears dripping beneath the blindfold and zigzagging down her cheeks. "Yes, pa."
She could hear Hiram's boats pacing back and forth in front of her. Then they stopped, and she imagined him pointing right as her with a gnarly, accusing finger.
"Men are animals, Becky!"
Rebecca was almost bowled over from the blast of her father's stern voice. God! Fear made her regain her balance quickly. But fear also did strange things to her body. Like fear made her want to piss and shit at, the same time. Fear also affected her tits – it made her nipples tense.
"You SLUT! Rebecca – look at your fucking tits!"
Becky looked down, tried to see what her tits looked like. But she was blind to everything.
Hiram stepped close to her, very close, because she could smell the hog shit that clung to his boots.
"Do you wanta know what those animal men do to pretty young naked girls like you, Rebecca?" There was a tremor in Hiram's voice, and Rebecca imagined that his finger was just inches from her nose.
Rebecca nodded.
Thwack!
Rebecca was sprawled flat from the openhanded blow. She scrabbled around on the hog shit ground. God! She had never seen her father so mad before – well, that wasn't really true because she was blindfolded. Amend that to: God! She had never heard her father so mad before.
Hiram watched his daughter crawl like a worm away from him. "Stop! Kneel there again, Becky!"
What could she do? She felt like a fucking dog. Which was still better than feeling like a worm. Of course, if people were given a choice of being a worm or a fucking dog, naturally they'd rather be a fucking dog… wouldn't they?
Rebecca got back into her kneeling position again.
Hiram soothed his daughter, stroked her cheek where his handprint had reddened the flesh. "Oh, Rebecca. Don't you know that men like to hurt little girls? That they do filthy things to them?"
Rebecca was fearful of nodding her head. After all, wasn't that what brought on that loud THWACK several paragraphs ago? That her nod had been misinterpreted as saying that she did want to know what men did to filthy girls like herself.
Hiram paced back and forth again. "Your silence tells me only one thing, child. That you have no faith in your pa. That you don't believe the filthy and vile things that a man can do to little girls. Isn't that so?"
Rebecca nodded. Oh, no! Why did she nod again? Why?
God, she could almost see the raised hand ready to descend on the other side of her face.
Thwack!
"Ooooooooohhhh!" Rebecca gasped. Her cheeks, the ones on her face, stung with agony.
"You slut! You mean to tell me you really don't have no faith in your pa!"
Rebecca nodded… no! Oh, no! Here it comes again!
Thwack! Thwack!
Hiram saw red, not only in his mind's eye but on Rebecca's cheek. Jesus! How can she just sprawl there in the fucking dirt and keep agreeing that she had not faith in him as a father, that she wanted to find out the vile things men did to little girls.
Hiram fumed. It was time to show her. That's right! Time to show that fucking bitch daughter of his what a real man could do to little girls.
"Zzzzzziiiiiipppppp!"
Rebecca was startled. She had heard that sound before. She had heard it every night of her existence. It was the sound of her father's zipper, and it was what usually woke her up in the mornings because the outhouse was only three yards away from her bedroom window and the ever-present norther, that always came from the south, would carry the sound of her father unzipping, then tinkling or shitting or failing, or whatever people did in an outhouse besides writing graffiti.
What was he doing? What was her father going to do to her? Why was he unzipping his pants? What was she doing here, naked, in the barn, on her knees, smiling nervously and feeling like a dog that had worms?
Than she heard a noise that she had never heard before. At first, she thought he father was working the butter chum, because there was a constant stroking rhythm to the noise.
Stroke. Stroke. Stroke.
What was that sound?
God, for the first time in her life, Rebecca wished that she were not thirteen. She wished that she was middle-aged, or around twenty-one, whichever came first, of course, so that she'd have the experience to know what that sound was.
Stroke. Stoke. Stroke.
"Oooooooohhhhhh, Jesus!"
Rebecca gasped. Why was her father asking for Jesus' help? He wasn't a religious man – her father, that is. He hadn't been to church since the days they had their evening meetings in Reverend Manly's rectory.
"Oooooooohhhhhh, God!" Hiram gasped.
Rebecca's eyes opened wide. First Jesus, now God!
Stroke. Stroke. Stroke.
Hiram gasped again: "Gaaaaaasssssspppppp!"
Hiram couldn't help gasping. No man could have helped gasping had they been in Hiram's slit-stained shoes. Because most men gasp when they've got their cocks out and are beating the living daylights out of their meat and they have a pretty, naked girl kneeling before them ready to be violated.
Rebecca shuddered, then muttered: "Pa, what ya up to?"
Hiram wanted desperately to answer, to tell his favorite daughter what he was up to. But it was in the Lord's hands now – and Hiram's, too, of course.
Hiram was going to punish his daughter, show her what cruel things men did to pretty little girls. Hiram knew it would be disgusting, that it would hurt him as much as her. But, God willing, he'd show his daughter what was right and what was wrong, what was moral and immoral, what men did when they got their cocks out and were planning to rape a pretty girl's lips that were sensuous, fast-moving and wide-open.
Rebecca's face, like a modem toilet, flushed. She knew her father was very near to her. Because she could feel his body heat, almost feeling the hairs of his flesh.
Hiram gasped again: "Gaaaasssspppp!"
Stroke. Stroke. Stroke.
He looked down at his prick. He looked at his daughter. He looked up to God. Just like most Christians.
Everything was ready. He was ready to punish his favorite daughter for the sins she would commit because she had been blessed with a set of fast-moving, wide-open, smiling lips.
"O-open up, Rebecca."
Rebecca was stunned. Open up what?
"What d-do I o-open – Mmmmgcggffff!"
"Oooooooohhhhhhh, Jessssssuuuuuussssss!"
Rebecca was shocked, stunned, startled. Something was between her smiling lips. She protested: "Mmmmmmggggggffffff!"
Hiram tried his best to calm down, prayed to the Lord to give him the strength to show his daughter the evils that men do the pretty little girls.
"B-Becky," he stammered. "This… aaaahhhh… this is what men do… oh Lord! When… AAAAAIIIIIEEEEE!"
God! Rebecca was so relieved, so alive. She hadn't meant to bite down hard, but she was willing to do anything to get in lungfuls of hog shit stench.
"You slut! You bit me! Oh my God! Look at my cock!"
Thwack! Thwack! Thwack!
Rebecca didn't know what bit her. Oh, she had a pretty good idea when the first blow had landed that it might be her father's fist. But the second blow made her see stars. And the third blow made her see blackness.
Hiram saw red again. He saw that his blood was red, very red. And he knew that blood tends to spurt when a major artery is halved by a set of fast-moving incisors. He felt relieved that his cock wasn't spurting. Only the little veins had been severed.
He looked at his cock, inspected it, watched it become limp and not worth a fucking damn right now. All because his fucking daughter had refused to take her punishment like a man.
He'd show her! He'd show that mother-fucking daughter of his that he knew what was best for her. The little asshole!
It was easy to tie her up. Shit, the beams were low enough, there were plenty of ropes and harnesses and leather-type goodies all over. After all, this was a barn scene and not a bedroom.
By the time Rebecca opened her eyes, she still saw darkness.
Probably because it was night and she had a blindfold on.
She also felt uncomfortable. Her head felt very heavy and her feet felt very light. Her tits were also sagging in the wrong direction. And she was so fearful now that she wanted, to piss very bad, but she had a fearful feeling that if she pissed now the yellow stream would flow in the wrong direction. Like up her belly instead on down her thighs.
Then a cold hand was on her right tittie. The hand gave her right titties a teensy weensy show. Creak. Creak. Creak.
Rebecca felt herself swaying, swinging. But she also felt herself hurting in many places. Like her arms hurt because every time she moved her arms, her toes would hurt. And every time she tried to look up – or was it down? – she would feel something pull on her titties.
Site was in a very precarious position.
And she knew it. She knew it because when a person's tied in an upside-down fetal position, with their arms bound to their toes, and their neck is shackled by leather bindings to their nipples, and they feel a free-fall sensation constantly – then what other conclusion could be drawn? Unless she were insane like those people who wear straitjackets and live in rubber rooms because they have a hang-up about oral sex.
But Rebecca was not insane – was she?
Creak. Creak. Creak.
Then amidst the creak, creak, creak, she could hear movements behind her.
Then cold hand was on her left nipple.
And Rebecca became very dizzy because the hand had started a spinning motion that she did not appreciate very much.
Suddenly full consciousness dawned on Rebecca. And she wanted to scream. She wanted to twist and writhe. Fight her way out of this very ridiculous and absurd situation.
She screamed: "Aaaaiiiieeeeeeee!"
She writhed.
Writhe. Writhe. Writhe.
Then she stopped writhing and screaming. She was arrested, not for indecent exposure, but because her father's voice had such a menacing tone.
"Rebecca, if you bite my cock again – I'm gonna kill you."
Silence, then a quiet creak, creak, creak. Rebecca was stunned – for the fourth time since the episode in the barn had begun. But it was only natural to be stunned. She was stunned because she now knew what she had bitten before she had been thwacked thrice – she had bitten her daddy's prick.
No! No! No!
This wasn't happening! It wasn't real! This was only fiction. Only perverts would believe something like this. Shit no! People, especially well-hung daddies, didn't go around hanging girls from the rafters in a fetal position… did they?
Once again came the same arresting, voice that stopped her dead in mid – swing.
"Now, Becky, we're going to start all over. And if'n you take one little nip outta my cock – I'll kill you!"
Rebecca nodded.
Creak. Creak. Creak.
Stroke. Stroke. Stroke.
"Ooooohhhhh, Jeeeeeeesuuuuussss! Oh God! Becky, if'n you could only see how ugly and vile a man's cock can be! Ooooohhhh, Looorrrddd!"
Stroke. Stroke. Stroke.
"Ooooohhhhh, Becky! My cock's so fuckin' big! Oh, child, just remember that what I'm 'bout to do is for your own good."
Rebecca felt clammy hands on her crimson cheeks, the ones down below, that is. Then the clammy hands were forcing her mouth into a cocksucking position.
Rebecca moaned. "Ooooooohhhhhh."
Which is about all a potential cocksucker can say when their cheeks, facially speaking, are being squeezed together by hands that feel like clams.
Hiram took one step forward. A little twelve-inch step forward. Which was enough to send all twelve inches of his hot and ready prick deep, deep, deeeeeep into Rebecca's lips, mouth, then throat, in that order.
"Aaaaiiiiieeeeee! Whatta fuckin' dirty mouth! You slut! See! I knew you were only good for fucking a man's prick! You slut! You ain't going to amount to shit!"
Rebecca writhed, tried desperately to turn around of her own accord. Which was a pretty stupid thing to do considering she had no control of where the Hell she could or couldn't go.
Hiram couldn't help it. Couldn't help it that sin was so pleasureful. His cock was in an evil mouth, and he would teach that evil mouth what filthy-minded men did to pretty little girls with a set of fast-moving lips.
Hiram jammed forward, withdrew slowly. Moved in and out, hunched his hips, thrust inwards, withdrew outwards, used his clammy hands to make her head swing back and forth so that her mouth moved back and forth so that his cock went back and forth – ooooohhhhh – so many zillions of times in her cocksucking mouth.
Creak! Creak! Creak!
Hiram hurried. God, such delicious sensations. And with such goodness came repentance, because he knew that he was doing a Goddamn fine job of raising his little girl.
Hiram moved Rebecca faster and faster. Rebecca did not like being moved faster and faster. For one thing, her head felt as if it were going to split. Her mouth felt like it was going to split. And she wanted to spit out her daddy's twelve-inch cock because it was choking her half to death.
"Mmmmmmggcgffffff!"
Stroke. Stroke. Stroke.
"Ggggggmmmmffffff!"
Creak. Creak. Creak.
"Ffffffgggggmmmmmm!"
Hiram couldn't believe it! Punishing his daughter was so fucking much fun. And that smell – what was that smell?
He sniffed.
No, it wasn't the horse turds that lay so fucking inert on the barn floor. No, it wasn't the stench of any kind of animal shit. But it definitely was animal in nature.
Then Hiram recognized that stench, or smell, as other fuck-book writers would say: stink. It was cunt! Goddamn! It was Rebecca's pussy!
Hiram knew it was cunt because he could still remember what his wife's pussy smelled like even though she had been dead for four years. That's what it smelled like! That was it! His dead wife's cunt.
Hiram shook his head, tried to think logically. But it was hard to think at all because of what was happening to his cock as his daughter kept mmminggggffffing all round it.
Why did all cunts smell like that?
That was what Hiram tried to think about – cunt, and what it smelled like. Which made him pretty fucking normal.
Becky's cunt, probably because it was virgin, didn't have a tangy odor to it. So, in that sense, his daughter's pussy differed greatly from the stench of his dead wife's curd. Becky's pussy smelled slightly oily, slightly tart, slightly – WALNUTS!
That was it!
Hiram was familiar with the smell of walnuts. And Becky's pussy definitely smelled like walnuts instead of seven-year-old dried fish guts, or leftover chuck roast.
Hiram's nose was drawn to the smell of walnuts. And the closer his nose got to Becky's cunt, the more he realized that it was the smell of crushed walnuts instead of fresh walnuts.
Then Hiram's nose was hair-deep in crushed walnuts. He took a good whiff. Then another.
And now Rebecca knew that her father was up to something tricky or evil or just plain fucked up. Because it was the first time he had ever stuck his nose in her pussy. And, since it was also the first time she had ever been punished by being forced to suck her father's prick, Rebecca didn't know what he was going to do with her cunt because she wasn't fourteen yet, an age when most girls know what a guy's nose is up to when it's buried hair-deep in their pussy.
Rebecca didn't know what to do.
She did what she did best.
She said: "Mmmmmgggggffffff."
Hiram also was into something that he did best – eating pussy. God! Had it been only four years ago since he had last tasted dead cunt?
Hiram couldn't help it. His hairy arms were wrapped around his daughter's trussed-up, fetal shape. And he forced her to suck his cock down to his balls as he forced himself to eat out his daughter's live pussy.
Hiram had to force himself to eat pussy because he didn't like the smell of her asshole. Which is the reason why most men would rather have their noses pointing clit-ward instead of near the asshole when they're eating out their wives… or their secretaries… or The Reverend's Sinful Wife.
Then the feeling of coming overwhelmed Hiram. His balls felt congested. They felt as if they had swelled up to the size of grapefruits instead of their usual orangey shapes.
"Aaaaaiiiiieeeeeee! Siiiiiiinnnnnnn!"
Rebecca was dazed. She knew something funny, in an unnatural way, was happening to her father's prick. It was swelling, his prick was growing at the rate of one millimeter per second.
She mmmmmmggggffffffed: "Mmmmmmggggffffff!"
Then she squirmed very violently. Because something awful-tasting was oozing out of her father's prick. And, because she wasn't fourteen yet, an age when most girls appreciate the flavor of a man's semen, she felt like gagging and retching.
"Gag! Gag! Gag! Mmmmmmmmffffffgggggggg!"
Hiram was fucking like crazy. Fucking like a man who was fucking his daughter's mouth. Which, in reality, he was, of course. But isn't it a thrill to read about a man fucking his daughter's mouth while she's trussed up in an upside-down fetal position?
Hiram came.
His cock came, too.
"I'm coooommmmiiiinnnngggg! Oh blessed siiiinnnnnn!"
Now Rebecca was really gagging. Semen tasted so awful. Cum tasted so foul. Jism was just no thrill – yet, of course.
Then Hiram really thrust hard, buried his twelve-inch cock full depth into this daughter's raped mouth. His balls were pressing against the blindfold. And her nose was full of cock-hair.
Now, Rebecca knew the full meaning of evil. It was her first taste of sin, and obdurate perversion and disgusting degradation.
But, since she was a natural-born cocksucker, like most girls, she soon acquired a taste for jizz, acquired an appreciation far having her nostrils stuffed with licey pubic hair.
Hiram's jism was making a God-awful mess of Rebecca's mouth. And he wanted to look down and see how much cum had come out of his balls, how much jizz he had emptied into Rebecca's sinful mouth. But he was too busy, too full of cunt-hunger to bother.
Creak! Creak! Creak!
"Mmmmmmggggggffffff!"
Writhe. Writhe. Writhe.
"Aaaaiiiieeee! Siiinnnnn!"
Drip. Drip. Drip.
Then it was all over. Except the part where Hiram pulls his cock out of Rebecca's mouth and wipes his jizz-drenched cock on her blindfold; but such descriptions are usually considered superfluous anyway.
Then it was all finished. Except for the part where Rebecca becomes so hot to fuck now because of her first taste of siiiiinnnnnn; but why go on when there are plenty of other chapters about Rebecca getting fucking.
Then there was no more to be heard or seen. Except for the part where semen still dripped from Rebecca's smiling, fast-moving, cocksucking mouth. And except for the part when Hiram fads because eating pussy always gave him gas. But such descriptions are pretty fucking inane and pretty fucking distasteful.
Now, for sure, it was all over… except for the part where Hiram gets dressed and goes back to working on the flophouse that he was building for all the wetbacks he used for hired hands.



CHAPTER THREE


The Sleepwell Motel was originally a shanty, a single row of clapboard bungalows that housed approximately eighty-five Mexicans and their insignificant families.
Lots of fucking went on in that migrant workers' camp. Probably because they were Catholics. Also because they were being paid seventy-five cents an hour to hoe the weeds from the rutabaga patch, and they could not afford the luxuries of such birth-control devices as jack-off kits, or rubbers made out of Tupperware.
Being peasants, they practiced a crude form of birth control. Oral sex. But, since man cannot breed by mouth alone; the Mexies were forced to indulge in regular fucking – sometimes it was even with their own spouse.
The women, because they did not practice birth control, got pregnant lots of times. But, because they had skillful hands, they made neat little designs with coat hangers and many of them soon became unpregnant.
First as a migrant-workers' camp, then a whorehouse, than a motel for fellow Tweedyans to fuck and suck in because they didn't like to fuck and suck in the back seats of cars and they didn't believe in civilized things like wife-swapping or orgies.
But Hiram Shingles, the owner of the Sleepwell Motel, also used the premises for a different purpose.
The Sleepwell provided him with nightly entertainment.
It also gave him a source of income in two ways. One source for making bucks was charging ten dollars an hour for nooners. That was a very economical daytime rate for people who liked to eat cocks and cunts for lunch instead of Big Macs.
The evening rate, though, was a little steep. For a one-night stand and clean sheets, the going rate was twelve dollars and twenty-two cents. The twenty-two cents being the tip for the maid/gardener/owner – one Hiram Shingles.
For a two-night stay, Hiram supplied his fuck-weary travelers with a bed along with the sheets, two downy pillows minus those tags that say: Do Not Remove, and a bathroom.
Thus, those were the normal rates far people who fucked and sucked on the sly. For people who did not want other people to know that they were fucking and sucking their wife or sister or mother; even though their own wife, or own sister or own mother was usually two doors down from them getting it on with their best friend, or man's best friend, or if they were dateless, with a dildo or rubber doll – they were also very cheap rates.
That was one source of income for Hiram Shingles.
The other source of income also had to do with the above-mentioned source of income.
Hiram used the Sleepwell Motel as background material for books that he wrote. A certain type of book.
Because Hiram was a writer. A special type of writer.
Oh, his work wasn't going to win any Pulitzer Prize, unless they planned to give Pulitzer Prizes to authors who wrote stories about cocks and cunts and tits and cuts instead of about cowboys and Indians or homosexual detectives.
Hiram was, to put it simply, a fuck-book writer.
He wrote about everyday people whose only interest in life was getting fucked or sucked. Just like the people who stayed in the Sleepwell Motel. Just like the people who read fuck books.
Hiram knew the reason why he wrote fuck books. And it wasn't for the money – even though fuck-book publishers were paying damn fine rates these days to writers of Hiram's skill and talent.
Hiram wrote fuck books because he knew his work was good, because he knew that he could express things about people and situations as on one else could. In that sense, he was very egotistical. Which made him very dangerous because egotism and assholeism are not conducive to having a nice personality.
Hiram was now working on his fourteenth fuck book – this one he had tentatively titled: The Secretary's Brown Pubes. And he was on chapter three of the book; or, in other words, he was about three quarters of the way done because Hiram wrote long chapters. He liked to see lots of words in the first three chapters to get the readers' interest stimulated. Chapters four through twelve would have less words because Hiram knew that he would have to end the book sometime.
The theme of The Secretary's Brown Pubes was intriguing. It was the story of a girl named Tuesday Salary who worked as a secretary for the VFW, and who made lots of money moonlighting as a whore who specialized in asshole-fucking.
And, speaking of asshole-fucking, that's exactly what Hiram was watching now. Watching with intent eyes, watching with the eyes of a very observant fuck-book writer.
Of course, his eyes were not so obvious as to be seen.
Because they were bidden behind a painting – a cheap copy of Whistler's Mother.
And the painting was located in an ideal location in room seven of the Sleepwell Motel. It was directly over the bed. Where all the action was taking place.
Naturally, the real action had taken place a long time ago – like about two hours ago when Wednesday Mallory had picked up Emory Willets in the Yahoo Bar.
She had finally managed to coax him to fuck her whoooopppeee hole with his hum dinger. And Wednesday had been shocked when the old geezer had pulled her out of his bar chair and tried to asshole-fuck her while she sat on his lap.
That really shocked the people in the Yahoo Bar.
Because it was not an ordinary, everyday thing that happens in most bars. In some ways it looked very perverted – to see an old fart like Emory Willets yank out his twelve-inch, average-sized prick in public view and try and ram it into Wednesday's asshole without taking off her miniskirt.
Wednesday had screamed bloody murder. "You fucking asshole! Not here! No! Not here!"
But Emory was too full of Blatz and his cock was too full of blood and his mind was too full of cornholing the first piece of whoopee in twenty-two years that there was no way to stop him now.
Wednesday couldn't believe Emory's strength. For an old hog-farmer, he still had plenty of muscle, and naturally, plenty of cock. Wednesday writhed, couldn't believe that Emory would dare fuck her ass in public.
But as she writhed, her miniskirt crawled past her hips. And since she only wore Loins on her crotch, she was very defenseless against Emory's big prick that was jabbing here, there and everywhere, trying to find that elusive whooopppeeee hole.
Then it happened.
Right there in the Yahoo Bar.
"Aaaaiiiiiieeeeee! You mother fucking hog-fucker! Not in here!"
Emory struggled, his hips were jabbing up, his cock was straining at the bit, his hearing aid had fallen off and his dentures had already bitten somebody's feet because they were on the floor instead of in the roof of his mouth.
But did Emory give a shit?
Fuck no!
Would you worry about your hearing aid and smelly old dentures when a hot piece of whoooopppeee was wriggling right in front of you?
Fuck no!
Shit, Emory was just like any other seventy-nine-year-old man hadn't fucked a piece of ass in God knows how long.
But where the fuck was that whooopppeee?
Emory thrust again, and his cock-head rubbed against something wet and squishy.
"No! Not there! Not in here!"
Emory drooled. Wednesday was like a tiger in his lap. Jesus! She was acting like site didn't want no cock in her whooopppeee at all.
"You fucking cock! That's my – oh no! That's my – please! Don't put it in there! Not there!"
Emory was trying to read Wednesday's lips. Probably because his fucking hearing aid was bouncing against the bar stool. But he did manage to catch some of the words she said. Words like cock. And fucking. Because those words were so easy to pronounce.
So, Emory deduced that Wednesday wanted to get her ass fucked by his cock. And his cock also deduced the same thing. Because whatever he was entering was really warm and really meaty and really quite tight.
"Don't! You fucking old fart! Don't! Not there, please! I can't fuck you there! I'm on the fucking rag! You motherfucker – Goddamn! You're killing me! My Tampax! Oh stilt! You broody motherfucker!"
Emory was drooling as bad as a rabid dog now. His cock had gotten a real good toe-hold in what he thought was her asshole. Shit, he just knew it had to be her asshole because the fucking thing was so excruciatingly tight and uncomfortable.
Emory gasped. He had never fucked anything as tight as this. And he could tell that Wednesday really wanted it because her asshole was as hot and as wet – well, shit, to put it plainly, her asshole was as hot as her cunt.
People in the Yahoo Bar were really freaked out.
Some were down right disgusted with the idea of an old fart trying to make it with a young chick like Wednesday. And they left. Well, not really they – but she left. She being Ms. Bea Javier, a French woman who taught English at Tweedy Junior High.
But the other assholes stayed. Because they liked to watch people fucking and sucking – which made them no different than the neighborhood rapist, or pimp pastor, or the homosexual butcher.
Sure, it had been a shock at first. But people like to get shocked. People like Caryl Chessman are always giving people the shock of a lifetime. That's why people go around rat-fucking other people – because the rat-fuckees appreciate being rat-fucked as much as the rat-fuckers enjoy doing the rat-fucking, which is why fraternity boys go to football games and expose their cocks – so that pantyless cheerleaders will pretend to be shocked by the way their dates behave.
And everybody knows that those same cheerleaders are shocking the shit out of the boys because they're doing their yahoo cheers in either crotchless underwear or going pantyless.
So, the girls rat-fuck slyly, the boys rat-fuck grossly – what the fuck difference does it make?
Thus the attitude that most of the people at the Yahoo Bar and when they watched Emory Willets trying to butt-fuck Wednesday Mallory at the bar – what the fuck difference does it make?
Of course, the one who really gave a shit was Wednesday.
But she didn't count because she was just another dumb-ass broad who had teased one cock too many. Another typical attitude that sluts don't have any right to have.
So, everybody was having fun.
And the person having the most fun was Emory Willets. Old cock-face was having a fucking ball. Of course, he was thinking that his prick was belly-deep in Wednesday's asshole. And, of course, he was thinking about how lucky he was that he was the only one sitting at the bar tonight.
"You asshole! Oh! My cunt! My bloody cunt!"
Wednesday was helpless now. There was nothing she could do – except enjoy getting fuck by a two-inch Tampax and a foot-long cock.
Thus, she enjoyed her discomfiture – people in the bar could tell that she was liking it because her arms were wrapped around Emory's sweaty neck and her thighs were like tentacles around Emory's ass.
She was digging it for sure.
"You motherfucker! Oooooohhhhh! That hurts so good! Harder! Oh baby – Emory! Shove it in! Give me your prick! Jesus! You're in my fucking womb!"
Emory tried to read her lips – but it was hard because so much ecstasy was pouring into his cock. So much ecstasy was surrounding his prick. And he taught he was coming already because his fucking crotch was a wet as a swamp.
Slush! Slush! Slush!
Everybody in the Yahoo Bar was getting hard-ons. Except for the girls, of course, but even they were getting little hard-ons. Like in their tits and in their clits.
Rrrrrriiiiippppppp!
Emory couldn't believe his eyes!
Wednesday's tits were now out in the open, decently exposed. And her nipples, too, showed how hard-ons can be passed from person to person, can be contagious like syphilis or hoof-and-mouth.
Emory grunted, then he couldn't grunt any more because his mouth was full of hot tit. He had never had so much hot tit in his mouth before. Oh, not that Elsie had a bad set of tits – it's just that hers were so saggy and wrinkly and they were very cold on winter nights because she was sixty-eight and her tits had varicosed so much that it looked like a breast surgeon had transplanted her thighs to her chest.
But what Emory was gobbling now sure didn't have varicose veins. No siiiirrrreeee. This was prime meat, the best of the breast, chicken of the Gods, hamburger delight.
Emory munched, and hunched, and bunched his ass muscles as well as he could so he could fuck deep and hard in Wednesday's whoooopppeee hole.
"Ooooooohhhhh! Jesus! Give me cock! I need it! Oh shit! My womb! You're in my womb! Oh, it hurts so gooooood! More! More! More! Suck my tits! Eat 'em, Emory!"
Emory ate 'em all right. Shit, her fucking nipple was down to his throat and his gums were gnawing on the fatty part of the big fat tits.
Then Emory felt a slow, creepy-crawly feeling in his asshole. The kind of feeling people get when they sit on electric erasers. Because there was a buzzing sensation, and the buzzing sensation was invading his white-haired balls.
Emory was coming!
Oh, Lordy! Lordy! Lordy!
The sensation felt so beautiful. His cock-head was starting to buzz now – twitching like an electric eraser.
And, since most cunts are as sensitive as a woman's emotions, Wednesday couldn't help but feel his cock twitch and squirm deep in her pussy.
Thus, a chain reaction was started. Climax after climax rippled through Wednesday's pussy.
And Emory could feel those climaxes all around his cock. And, since cocks are insensitive to whatever they're fucking, be it doughnuts or dogs, the only thing his prick could do was toot jism, spew cum, release semen.
"I'm shooooootttttiiiiinnnnngggg! My skidddddooooooo's shooooottttttinnnnngggg!"
"Oh fuck! Oh fuck! Oh fuck! I can feel it! Jesus Christ! You're in my womb! Hurt me so gooooood! Hurts so gooooood! Goooooood, so hurt! Hurt good so!"
Emory's asshole caved in as his balls contracted and his cock spewed forth what seemed like gallons of cum which, in reality, was only three quarts of hot jizz.
Wednesday loved hot jizz. Just like any other girl. But she especially liked it now because the Tampax was in her womb sopping up whatever juices poured out and Emory's cock, which was up to her uterus shooting hot wads of semen deep into the soaked Tampax.
Than Emory's cock wilted, and he sighed, then nearly died when Wednesday grabbed his ears hard.
"You motherfucking hot-fucker! You just shot into my cunt!"
"Huh?"
"You mother fucking hog-fucker! You just shot into my cunt!"
Emory was very embarrassed – embarrassed because he couldn't tell the difference between a cunt and an asshole, though anatomically speaking, there really isn't much of a difference.
Wednesday scooted off Emory's lap.
Emory nearly slipped off the bar stool. He was exhausted. Every bone in his body, including the one that had been pulverized by Wednesday's cunt, felt just like rubber.
Emory scrabbled around on the floor, found his dentures first, his hearing aid second. Now he felt whole again – able to speak and able to listen.
He did not like what he was hearing.
"All right, fuck-face," Wednesday said scornfully. "You got one hour to get it back up. 'Cause we're going down to the Sleepwell Motel and you're going to ream the shit out of my ass."
Emory wanted to say no, wanted to wag his head.
But Wednesday had a good grip on his ear – the one minus heating aid – and was puffing him out the door of the Yahoo Bar.



CHAPTER FOUR


Hiram Shingles had a unique way of taking notes far his fixture fuck-books.
Whereas, most writers jot down notes using pencil and paper, Hiram had a miniature typewriter and rolls of paper.
The miniature typewriter had all the letters of the alphabet and a couple of extras – frivolous things like periods and commas. The typewriter was made by Mattel and could be purchased at most big toy stores like Safeway for $10.95; then, when the kids would pound the shit out of the cheapo typewriters using a hammer in order to learn the alphabet, their mothers (who were usually on welfare) would turn them over to Baptist churches who would in turn fix them up for their white elephant sales.
Hiram had bought his little Mattel jobbie from a white elephant sale at Reverend Manly's Baptist church.
He had also purchased some unusual paper to type his fuck-book stories on. Most people would call it butcher paper. Other people simply thought that the long roll of paper was toilet paper that only giants like Paul Bunyan and. Goliath could have used. But, since Hiram was no giant, being that he was a mere six-foot, eight-inch average sized man with a twelve-inch cock, he used the butcher paper for typing paper.
With much practice and experience, Hiram had learned to saw through the butcher paper roll so that it was divided into twelve, twelve-inch rolls – just perfect far his purposes.
And, since the twelve-inch rolls of ex-butcher paper could be hung like toilet paper or window shades, it was very easy to feed it into his Mattel typewriter and never have to stop to change sheets of typing paper.
Hiram, in many ways, was ingenious.
And it was his ingenuity that led him to create other space-saving and time-saving devices when he wrote fuck-books.
One was the little railroad track that ran the length of the Sleepwell Motel. Of course, no one knew about the railroad track, nor did they know about the little sled with little rubber sheds that rode up the track.
The reason why no one knew about the intricate system of transportation was because Hiram had rigged up a long tunnel that was secreted behind the false paneling of every room in the Sleepwell Motel.
Thus, like the legless man who begs, borrows and steals in the streets of Tijuana, or like Steve McQueen heading down the tunnel in The Great Escape, Hiram scooted hither and thither, up and down the long narrow enclosure.
And, since every room had a replica of Whistler's Mother located above the bed and, since no one knew that those eyes an Whistler's Mother were not hers and, since everyone was too busy fucking and sucking to hear the muffled rat-a-tat-tat of a Mattel typewriter and, since Hiram Shingles was a fucked-up asshole who fucked his daughter whenever he could and who had fucked his dead wife using an eight-foot two-by-four for a dildo – well, the Sleepwell Motel was no different than your fanciest Holiday Inn or Sheraton Motel.
Now, Hiram was peering into room seven watching Emory get ready to put his cock into Wednesday's hungry ass.
Quickly Hiram rolled in the start of the butcher-paper roll and started rat-a-tat-tatting, composing the ass-fucking scene of The Secretary's Brown Pubes.
The older man of the two persons, both of human extraction, gasped with admiration and beholden breath as he watched her asshole move of its own accord.
Tuesday, too, she gasped admiringly. For using eyes that had long ago become accustomed to the lampshade, she could barely make out the shadow of the other person's cock as it went on the wall because of the harsh light behind it.
It was a big cock.
The older man approached with his ordinary cock between his legs. Breathily, he mentioned: "I am going to put it in your derriere."
"Thank you," whispered the secretary with the brown pubes that gleamed ever so haughtily in the lampshade.
"You will not be hurt when I do it?" voiced the man who was alder than the other person.
The other person, who was the girl, was surprised at such tenderness that the older person had mentioned in such a casual mode of voice. She swallowed as if there was lots of spit in her mouth and she had to swipe at it with her tongue before she could make worn for words: "Only if you think it will not hurt me very much."
Her asshole, which was half in the light and half in the darkness because the window shades were laying extravagantly on the windowsill, looked pretty. The hole of the butt was shaped like something round. And it drew the older one's attention like a magnet that is dragged over the dirt when someone's collecting rusty pennies at the beach during sunny daylight.
Her asshole did not smell wretched at all.
"Oh hurry," wailed the hysterical woman with the pretty asshole in her butt.
"Haste will make waste," wisdomed the older man gleefully, curling his lips adroitly in a smile that bespoke of mirth.
She toothed smilingly at his ordinary pun. "Ha. Fine."
He, too, caught the plague of her laughter and threw it back at her face in a voice made raucous by the fact that her asshole was so very near, and he suspected that she was really of an urge to want to be taken right there where the shit comes out of.
Walking on two knees toward her pretty asshole, he bent his hands into a grip shape and surrounded his cock to aim it darkly at the bursting asshole kneeling before him.
The brown-pubed girl was taken asunder by his adroit manipulation of gripping his cock and moving it through the lips of her asshole before he dared to sneak it in slyly and make it fit length-wise into the bottom of her rectum.
"Aaaaahihiiwwwwwww. It hurts so good," whispered the woman's voice as she used her asshole's muscles to make her rosette into the shape of a doughnut that had been left too long in the sun.
"I am deeper than I ever went in," the older man said, using words of great excitation.
Then through and under went the long stem of his flowery-headed penile.
Her asshole cringed prettily, and like a hand that had been made into a plastic glove, pressure was applied that became indescribable to the lanky expression on the man's face with the cock.
"Oh hurry. I need to have more and more of your sensuous penile in my bowels. Oh. It does hurt, but not so much that I'll scream. Aaaaaaanuneeeeee."
That was said by the woman whose asshole, pretty though it may seem, was being treated as brutally as when the slave masters would shove shovels into the nigger slaves black assholes and make them pick cotton under duress.
The man's balls, which lay beneath and hanging like ripe figs with follicles around them, spanked into the woman's outstretched pussy whose hole had looked roundish and ripe to fuck and could be consumed at any whim that the man had.
The brown-haired vixen, down there, looked askance while she screamed, in a voice so heavy with words that she sounded like a drunk Dictaphone: "Oh."
Hurrying, the man tried to slow down his urges. Especially the ones that came near his balls as they fucked her split crotch right in the middle.
"More."
"My balls," groaned the septuagenarian who was almost too old to count, "are making a mess of you down there. Does it hurt as much as I think it hurts when a man has his prick in a woman's heinie? Or does it feel good, like when you have been drinking all day and you finally get to brush your teeth?"
The woman's face puzzled. He was so erotic. Never had she heard words like what he had said being used before. She nodded with her head to express the thankfulness that she felt in her rectal passage which was filled to what seemed like up to her neck with a big wiener.
Smiling, her lips curling, first one, then the other, the man knew his words had gotten the best of her and she was ready to do more than anything he could have wanted, even if he were to ask her to eat his human droppings off a butter dish.
Again, a woman had been conquered and made very desirable by a cock that had a mind of its own power.
Jizzum was what appeared on the end of his wiener, even though his eyes, heavy with lust dust, were closed and he could not make out what was truly happening to the end of his vanquishing prick.
Her asshole felt it though.
And, the woman knew that what she was experiencing was the happiest degradation so far in her life.
Her asshole gave up.
And the man knew that he was the best fucker by far because of the way she told him with urging-type words that excited his toes.
"Oh. You are, by far, the best."
The words seemed to ricochet off the floors of the room, and her mind was absorbed with a climax that filled her cam with the sounds that her voice made, as well as what was coming out of her asshole in torrents and in big syllables.
The man's jizzum was white and heavy. But it felt good.
The woman's asshole remained pretty as if it were meant to be that way even if she were to die and be left on a coroner's table for three years because of an assistant forgetting about the beautiful brown-pubed secretary's dead corpse.
Then the man said: "I'm overcome by come!"
And the woman smiled at that because she knew then that the man who was in her rear end, near her droppings, was very witty for coming up with such a hilarious wit.
Then the man said: "The end's near."
And like a cloud of busy bees that hovers over the nest after working so hard to gather honey from flowers, euphonium settled over the woman's brows and she again acknowledged with a nodding grin about how lucky she was to have her new asshole abused by such a kind old cock.
Finally, his cock, without thinking, burst like radiant firecrackers and cherry bombs. And his hairy-laden balls, without any mental reservation, deep within his legs, fired salvo after sputtery salvo of what might be called by men as man-juice deep into the woman's ass-twat.
Pleasure made the woman's lips peel back like tadpoles.
He did smile, too. For knowing that he was the best of the asshole-men made him feel like a God that women would worship and crave askance for whenever they were near Him.
Hiram gasped. He couldn't believe that he had written four pages of erotic prose in a matter of minutes. Or was it seconds? Who knew? Who cared?
Hiram look down at his Mattel, noticed that the letter F was bent and the letter U was out of alignment, and the letter C was not clearly legible, and the letter K looked more like an L instead of the last letter of the word fuck.
"Aw fuck!" Hiram said in an annoyed whisper.
It would mean another day at the toy store getting his fucking machine repaired.
And another day lost would mean that he would miss out on Tuesday's fuck scene that took place in room two of the Sleepwell Motel – the scene where Prudence Meeker jacked off on her Tupperware rolling pin.
Shit! Piss! Cock! Fuck! Ass-twat!
Boy! Was Hiram pissed. He was pissed because one of the fucking wheels had come off his little wagon that he used to scoot up and down the narrow, cloistered hallway.
Double shit! Double piss! Double ass-twat! Grumbling to himself, Hiram grabbed the tongue of the wagon and started back to the receptionist desk at the front, office.
Clackety-clack. Clackety-clack. Clackety-clack.



CHAPTER FIVE


Prudence Meeker was a mousy, frail creature who believed that a man's prick was where his brains were.
But she also believed that the reason God gave men balls was because their bodies and souls were so shit full of lies that there was nowhere else to put something as nasty as cum but outside their bodies.
Thus, to Prudence's way of thinking, balls were equated with cocks – both were ugly and useless.
Now, a woman's body was different, of course. Which is usually the case between men and women.
Women were soft and cuddly, sugar and spice, perfumy and very warm. They had been created by God not to be mothers or whores or maids or newscasters. They had been created by Her (God, that is) to inherit the earth. After all, isn't that what Her son had said so very long ago?
Thus, on the outside, Prudence looked mousy and frail and meek.
But inside, somewhere near the soul, which many Christian Scientists believe lies somewhere between the nipples, Prudence was a woman full of rage or was it outrage? Or maybe just plain outrageous – at least Tweedyans thought she was outrageous.
They had come to that conclusion long ago – that she was outrageous. Because of the way she dressed.
Not many women these days still wrapped their souls and asses in a corset and girdle.
And not many women these days went around with armpits unshaven – unless they were married a couple of years and were too lazy to use their Lady Gillette.
And not many women these days wore black, as in funereal or mourning.
Prudence Meeker, however, did not think about what was in vogue.
Prudence was as staunch as a birch tree. With as much character as a withered willow. And as cool an elm.
Prudence, in other words, was built more like a tree than a human being. To say she had an arboreal face would be an understatement. To say that she had a wooden personality would be too corny. To say that when she blew her nose only sap came out would be a disgusting thing and best forgotten. So forget it.
But, alas, poor Prudence did have things about her that reminded people not of a nymph in the woods, but of the woods.
For one thing, she was tall and angular. And her limbs looked more like jutting appendages than things women use to wrap around men when they're fucking and sucking. And her hair was more like a birch tree that had taken the brunt and blast of a sizzling lightning bolt.
Tall, straight, wind-blown and angular – adjectives that would best describe Prudence Meeker's five-foot-eight frame.
Naturally, there were many things that looked human enough an Prudence that would make other homo sapiens recognize her as one of their own.
One would be her eyes. Rather pretty for being so deep-set and withery around the lids. Passable type eyes that looked like things God had put on almost as an afterthought when she was being formed in the womb.
And things like her tits. Which, if seen in profile, were enough to let any man with a tit fetish know that she had tits. But, from the front, especially when she wore one of her black-lace chemise dresses, they were not noticeable.
Prudence Meeker's occupation fit her personality – she was a librarian. Very cut and dried. Very boring and lackluster.
The only time anything proved challenging to Prudence Meeker was when she had to hush up asshole juveniles like Ferris Collier and Harvey Grossman, two high-school kids who usually came into the library to laugh at the female anatomical sketches in pre-Darwinian books.
That particular incident had not only proved challenging to Prudence but downright outrageous. Why, those boys were like animals, just like typical boys who were going to grow up to be asshole men.
She had tried her best to shush them up with her serious librarian look – hawk eyes that squinched coldly behind owlish glasses.
To which, Ferris Collier had returned a smug smile and the rather cryptic statement: "Ah, go fuck a banana."
Prudence was fuming red. Indignation raised the old hackles on her ass, and she marched over to the juvenile jackasses, ready to paint an accusing finger and give them a stern lecture on how to behave in the hallowed nooks and crannies of a library.
She was ready to speak, ready to spew forth with her sermon about silence, when Harvey Grossman interrupted her.
"If you can't find a fucking banana, how 'bout this?"
Prudence was shocked.
That boy! That creature with zits all over his cheeks was exposing… no! In her library, too! Her holy library – he was doing obscene things.
Naturally, Harvey liked to do obscene things because he was an obscene creature just like his father.
One of Harvey's favorite obscene things was to cut fans at church when Reverend Manly was giving his usual Sunday sermon on how God's wrath will come down like hailstones on rapists and sodomites.
Another obscene thing Harvey cherished was to catch fleas off his dog Blue and give them a home in his sister's panties.
But one of the best obscene things that Harvey chortled about was going to study hall with his thumb sticking out of his fly.
So, that was what Harvey was doing now.
He had his fat hand shoved down into his crusty Levi's with his huge thumb poking out of his fly, and he was wiggling it obscenely at Miss Prudence Meeker in a come hither motion.
Miss Meeker did not want to come hither. Miss Meeker did not know if she had seen anything so obscene in her life or in her library.
"Put that… that… that awful thing away!" Ferris chortled. "Shhhhhhhhhh! This here's a library. It ain't no place for screaming."
Prudence turned red. Then crimson as she watched that God-awful thing wiggling left-right, left-right from the fly of Harvey's crusty jeans.
Harvey said: "Wanta suck-suck on my thing-thing?"
Prudence was aghast. Men were so awful! They were just buggers when it came to things like libraries and how to act at social teas.
"Now, listen here, Harvey! You and Ferris must leave this library at once, or I'll…"
"Aw, go suck a banana," Ferris interrupted.
Prudence gasped.
Harvey smirked. "And if you can't find a banana to suck-suck, I still got my thing-thing right here."
Prudence closed her eyes. Well, what she really did was get a good long glimpse at Harvey's thing-thing and, filled with indignation, then she closed her eyes. ZzzzzIIIIIPPPP.
Then Prudence regretted closing her eyes.
Because when she opened them, she noticed that Ferris was doing the same obscene thing as Harvey was doing with his thing-thing. Only Ferris' obscene thing-thing did not look like Harvey's thing-thing that he had wanted her, to suck-suck. Ferris' thing-thing looked very much like the real thing-thing. It looked like the real thing-thing because there wasn't a fingernail on it like Harvey's thing-thing. It also looked like the real thing-thing because something white was coming out of the slit on the big mushroom-shaped head.
Quickly, Prudence looked at Harvey's thing-thing.
Suddenly she thought she was seeing double. Harvey's thing-thing was also looking like a real thing-thing. Like there was a callus on the end of his thing-thing. Now, there was a slit on the end just like on the end of Ferris' thing-thing, and there was white drooly-looking stuff coming out of that slit, and… oh gosh!
Prudence reeled beneath the assault of things so obscene. She had never seen a prick in her whole life, never imagined them to look that huge or that powerful or that drooly.
Harvey shook his cock at Prudence. "See, we was just fooling around, Miss Meeker. We knew you didn't want to see no thumbs sticking out of our flies. You wanted to just see our cocks."
"Yeah," Ferris chimed in. "Besides, chicks like you are no fun to fuck with just a thumb. Shit, me and Harvey can tell when a lady like you needs the real thing."
Prudence covered her ears to hear no evil. Her eyes were closed, shutting off some more evil. Her mouth was mum because there weren't enough proper words in her vocabulary to describe the evil things those boys were doing in her library.
Haney laughed, nudged Ferris. They closed in on her, obviously intending to rape Miss Meeker involuntarily.
Harvey got on her left side, Ferris took the right.
Harvey grabbed her cunt and Ferris grabbed her ass.
Prudence's eyes shot open. Her ears were full of coarse laughter and sordid, obscene statements.
"Jesus! Miss Meeker, I just know you're dying for a fucking right here in the old cunt-hole!"
"Jesus! Miss Meeker, I can't wait to ram my fucking cock into your fine ass!"
What could she do? Where could she run? Where was God in moments like these when rascals and their type – characters like Harvey Grossman and Ferris Collier – were bent on fucking the only two holes worth a fucking damn on her body.
Prudence tried to scream. But since she had already been described as a mousy-type woman, it came out as a meek cry. Probably because she had learned so long ago to scream quietly while working in the library.
Prudence tried to run. But it was hard to run when vise-like hands were up under her dress, one set of dirty filthy palms running over the cheeks of her girdled ass and the other set of evil-filled fingers grabbing hold of her short hairs.
Prudence struggled.
Struggle. Struggle. Struggle.
Idiot laughter, as if it were canned for Let's Make A Deal, filled her ears.
"Har. Har. Har." Ferris laughed, grabbing her ass hard.
"Ho. Ho. Ho," Harvey chuckled, grabbing her girdled cunt very hard.
This was unbelievable! This wasn't happening! No one in Tweedy would believe that two teenage boys had the daring audacity to fuck a librarian in her place of occupation – would they?
No, it had to be a bad dream. Maybe like the dream last night, the same dream that came to Prudence every night since the day her grandfather had spanked her for picking her nose and she had felt something very wriggly, then wet on her belly as she bent over his lap.
Maybe it was just a flashback to the days at SMU where she was just a normal date-less coed who had seen what men could do to girls who had average-sized tits and average-sized asses and yew big mouths.
But Prudence didn't want to be reminded of her SMU days. She didn't want to remember watching Abigail Austin getting gang-banged by a bunch of horticulturists in the Student Union. Those men were animals! Just a bunch of high-falutin', big-cocked Texas boys who were taking advantage of Abigail because she was blind and had learned to walk with only one crutch.
Prudence reeled with the memories, with the remembrances of how much evil there was in men. And what they could do with their big cocks. And what they made blind girls and crippled girls do to their cocks. Always begging chicks to hold their pricks. And after that was done, begging them to suck their pricks. And after that was done, begging them to fuck their pricks. And after that was done, begging them to marry them or head to Nogales to remove the aftermath of what they had helped to create.
"Come on, Miss Meeker. All we want ya to do is hold our pricks. Just give our cocks a few whacks. Who's it gonna hurt?"
Prudence nearly fainted. They were already at stage-one – begging her to bold their pricks.
Harvey grabbed her hand, put it on his eleven-inch prick. "Come on, Miss Meeker. We know you want to jack us off. Jesus, your hand's sweating so bad, I just know you wanta jack us off."
Prudence shook her head, and the bun of her hair unraveled and slunk down in slinky rolls.
She couldn't believe what was in her hands!
Cocks were so hot… and so greasy… and so throbby! God! No! She didn't want to hold their pricks! She didn't want to suck and fuck! She was a virgin – in her cunt, her mouth, even her hands.
"Stop it! Oh, please! I've never touched one before! Please!"
Ferris farted. "Ah, don't give us that bullshit. Mrs. Manly said the same thing when we went over there two hours ago. And she ended up fucking and sucking us three times over. Shit we know you can do better than that!"
Mrs. Manly? Not the Reverend Manly's beautiful wife Elsa? She touched cocks? With pious hands?
Prudence shook her head, didn't want to hear about how Mrs. Manly had been touched by those devilish cocks.
Ferris grabbed her hand and forced it against his cock. "There, came on. We know you're going to like it when we beg for you to suck our pricks. We'll even let you suck us one at a time instead of two at once. Is that okay with you, Harvey?"
Harvey's eyes were glazed with lust. "Shit, yeah! And, if Ferris'll promise not to come in your mouth, Miss Meeker, I'll promise the same. So how's about it – you want to suck first before we fuck?"
Prudence's eyes widened fearfully. No way! No how! No! No! She hadn't agreed to anything yet! She hadn't even agreed to touch their pricks – she had been forced to do that. Hadn't she?
Oh God, confusion reigned over tenor now. Her mind was amok. Her emotions were in a turmoil. She was being raped… wasn't she? Or was it rape if a girl didn't resist? But she was clearly outnumbered, two cocks to none. It wasn't fair! Nothing was fair about this stupid obscene thing these boys were doing to her. Why, they weren't even raping her yet… or were they?
Had Hiram Shingles been writing about this scene, he might have written that Prudence Meeker's hands moved of their own confusing accord as she manipulated the two vengeful cocks with the aid of her rapists.
But, nether of her own accord or not, Ferris and Harvey were doing a pretty good job of making sure that Prudence's hands were filled with their hot and vengeful pricks.
Ferris got tired of fucking Prudence's fist. "I'm tired of fucking your fist. Don't you think it's time we got that blowjob you promised, Miss Meeker?"
Prudence's knees weakened from the amok and confusion. She collapsed to the floor in a prayerful stance, looking at her half-rapists with baleful, begging eyes.
"Jesus!" Harvey exclaimed, ditching his pants. "She's sure a hot-looking bitch! Look at her just kneeling down begging for cock. All right, don't wet your panties, Miss Meeker, me and Ferris'll be with you in two seconds."
Two seconds was a snap of the old belt buckles and a drop of the scungy Levi's.
Two seconds for Prudence Meeker, however, was like two years of twenty-four-hour fear. Her limbs were shaking like a quaking birch tree.
And she did wet her panties, not with cum. Because that's how frightened she was of the predicament she was in.
"Holy shit!" Ferris shouted. "Look at that cunt! Oh baby! Are you some hot bitch! Shit, Harvey! Look at that fucking puddle under her panties!"
Harvey had to look twice before, he, too, agreed with Ferris that Miss Meeker had a clear case of hot panties. "Oh shit, Miss Meeker," he said in an apologetic voice. "Maybe we ought to get right down to the fucking, being as you're so hot and bothered."
Prudence had her hands clasped in front of her – prayerfully. She looked from one evil boy to the other. She was trembling so bad and shivering so bad and crying so bad that even a blind man would have interpreted her actions as being something only a bitch in heat would do.
Prudence tried to find her voice, but it felt as if it had slipped down to her belly. She tried to bring it up – gagged twice.
How could this be happening? Those evil boys had forced her to touch their filthy pricks. They had given her a choice about sucking first, the fucking second. But now they were already skipping the first step to get to the second. No! It wasn't fair! She had some right in this… this awful, degrading scene. Didn't she?
"You're pretty fucking degrading," Ferris mumbled, popping some chewing gum into his mouth. "I mean, here me and Harvey was thinking that we'd have to rape the shit out of you just to get you hot for a fucking. Jesus! But you ain't no challenge!"
Harvey patted Prudence's head. "Come on, Ferris. Shit, you know some women can't help it. So all right, maybe Ms. Manly didn't like it when we tied her up and fucked her asshole. Shit, not every woman's like the reverend's wife. She's just an exception."
Prudence shook her head, tried to get the muddled meaning of their evil conversation out of her mind.
This was crazy! She wasn't a loose woman! She had to be tied up to be raped! This rape was fair – they were making her so confused that she didn't know whether she was being raped or coerced or acting of willful mind.
Harvey was just about to lift Prudence Meeker to her feet and guide her over to the children's nursery-rhyme table and fuck the shit out of her when Prudence found her voice. Her banshee voice.
"This isn't fair! Rape me – just like Ms. Manly! You can't do this to me! This is sooooooo humiliating."
Ferris was aghast.
Harvey farted.
Had they heard right? No woman with common sense would ask two assholes like themselves to rape her – would she?
Harvey shrugged his shoulders. "Go get the ropes, Ferris."



CHAPTER SIX


Elsa Manly was in room six of the Sleepwell Motel.
To put it literally, she was fit to be tied. What made her feel fit to be tied was something called manila and something called hemp.
She was not in the most comfortable of positions. Unless being naked and bent like a pretzel could be called comfortable.
Elsa was also filled with agony. Which is also a critical sign of discomfort. Brim full of agony.
First of all, her asshole hurt because it had been a discomforting sensation to have a banana jammed, lengthwise, of course, into her most private place.
Second, her cunt hurt because it had been a discomforting sensation to have to eat a twelve-inch, average-sized carrot with the wrong orifice – or hole, if you don't know what an orifice is – which anatomically speaking, is where either shit or piss or bullshit comes out of.
Third, her tits hurt because it had been a discomforting sensation to have two toilet plungers attached to her tit-ends.
Fourth, her tongue hurt because it had been a discomforting sensation to have a clothes pin holding it in place.
Fifth, her hair hurt because it had been a discomforting sensation to have it tied in a top-knot and linked to something called hemp that ran through a pulley in the ceiling and was connected to a hundred-pound counterweight on the other end.
Sixth, her head hurt because it had taken what seemed hours for Elsa to discover that bondage was painfully pleasant.
There was another person in the room with Elsa Manly.
The person wasn't her husband, the good pious Reverend Manly, because he had told her that he was going to the library tonight to see if Miss Mocker had removed an odious book called The Coach Eats Out which was written by some babbling idiot named Hyman Singe. How the book ever got on the shelf in the first place, the reverend would never know, of course.
The other person in the room with Elsa Manly was a man. A very huge man in more ways than just a gigantic physique. He sported what a Christian Scientist would call a gigantus erectus. Which, in common layman terms, is more commonly known as: a huge prick.
The huge prick belonged to one Eddie Grossman, whose son was introduced in the chapter prior to this one. Eddie was just like Harvey, his son, in many respects.
Like they both shot lots of pool and they fucked a lot of chicks. They got to fuck a lot of chicks, of course, because they had that one attribute that all intelligent women look for in a man: a gigantus erectus.
Eddie was sitting in a chair opposite the bed. His cock was in his hand instead of in Elsa Manly's asshole or cunt or mouth. That would come later.
Right now, Eddie was quite content with how obscene he had made Elsa Manly look at she was bent like a pretzel with her asshole and her cunt vulnerable exposed and her tits being plunged by two toilet-bowl plungers and her hair in a style that Sassoon would have called "upsweep".
Eddie enjoyed tying up women. He liked to watch them suffer pleasurably. Because he was a sickle.
And while he watched them suffer pleasurably, of course, that gave him a lot of time with his own prick. Time that was very valuable to one Eddie Grossman because his gigantus erectus was in popular demand.
Eddie gave his prick a couple of jacks, watched it sprout another inch lengthwise and a quarter of an inch width-wise.
He saw that Elsa was watching his cock grow larger and larger. She was, just as Eddie knew it would happen, suffering pleasurably.
"I-I feel th-tho helpleth, Eddie," Elsa said in a quivery tone of voice. Probably because people are not accustomed to talking with a clothes pin holding down their tongue. "A-are you thure this ith thupothed to be fun?"
Eddie smirked – just like Harvey. "Now, don't fret, Elsa. Harvey's already told me how you get your rocks off while being tied up like a dead turkey." Elsa blushed. "H-Honey… Harvey tole y-you that? Oh, I… he p-promised he wouldn't t-tell anyone about… about, you know, h-how I love pain."
"Harvey's an asshole, Elsa," Eddie sneered – just like Harvey. He watched the banana to make sure she didn't shit it out of her asshole. "Shit, Elsa, my boy and me are real close – we don't bide nothing from each other. That's called real kinship."
Elsa squirmed, couldn't believe the tormenting ecstasy that was invading her asshole and her cunt and her plunger-sucked tits. It seemed, to her, that she had been tied up in this teasing position for days, when in reality, she had only been tied up like this for seven hours.
Oh, would it never stop – the delicious torture of her rectum as she squeezed down hard on the banana? God, she felt so lucky that he had not peeled the dildo-shaped fruit.
Lord, would the beautiful sensation of fucking a carrot never end?
And tits, God – her tits! When would the delicious plungers finally be removed?
Elsa spread her legs to see if Eddie was watching her writhing, passionate fervor.
He was. And it made Elsa feel so humiliatingly ecstatic – to have a man savor each painful moment of her sweet bondage. It was Heaven and manna and myrrh, all rolled into one. Bondage was a sense of giving – giving someone with sadistic tendencies such great indescribable pleasure.
Elsa climaxed again. For the eighteenth time in a row. She knew she had climaxed because the banana was slipping out of her ass, being forced out by the rippling thrills that ran amok in her asshole. And her cunt was just a ripply as her asshole, being that they're so much alike in physical conformation, or course. And the wet heat seemed to spiral out in tantalizing waves, caressing that rough carrot as if it were her husband's cock.
No! God, no! She didn't want to think about one Ezra Manly now. Oh God – please!
She tried her best to forget that she was a mated woman, that she was a masochistic mother, that she had said I do five years ago when she had promised to love, honor and obey.
Agony, sweet agony, made her forget that she was a tainted slut-wife. Because Eddie Grossman was standing beside the bed, gripping the long handles of the two toilet plungers and pulling hard on her tits.
"Oooooohhhhhh! My breasts! Don't stop! Abuse me! Abuse me! Keep it up! God! You're pulling my breasts off my chest!"
Eddie laughed. Probably because he liked to torture and because he had been demented since his mother dropped him when he was a six-month-old baby and she had decided to nurse the wee one while horseback riding.
Eddie pulled as hard as he could – concentrated all his strength on the toilet plunger attached to her right tittie. God! Did you ever see anything as erotic as that! Elsa's tit was being stretched longer and longer – and there was no way now that she's ever get that tit into her forty-C bra again.
"Ooooooohhhhhh! You're really hurting me! Hurting me so goooood! I never felt pain so goooood before! More! More, Eddie, more!"
Eddie gave her more.
He started pulling on the other toilet plunger. Pulling very hard because he wanted her left tit to match her right tit, didn't want to disfigure the slut-faced bitch that was urging him on.
"You slut-bitch! You deserve this! Don't you ever shit out a banana unless I tell you to! You got that, pig-lips!"
Pig-lips got it all right. Got it right up the old whooooopppeeee hole.
Because Eddie had bent over and reshoved the banana back into her asshole. And since he hadn't bothered to release the handle of the toilet plunger, her tits were being stretched outwards and downwards in excruciating pleasure.
Then Eddie really turned sadistic. He stopped torturing the masochistic mother of four boys and one idiot child.
"Ooooooohhhhh! Don't stop! You're torturing me! Please, I need painful release! Hit me! Whip me! Do anything you want – but don't leave me like this!"
Eddie smiled very sadistically now. Let the fucking pig-lips, slut-bitch agonize for a while. Let her know the true feeling of being tortured and degraded and abused – that's what the slut-pig really needed. Another teasing hour of complete peace and relaxation with no torture, no pain, no agony. That'd really be torture for a masochist – wouldn't it?
Elsa wanted to crawl the walls. She was being tortured to death now. She was going to have to wait interminable hours before the next abusing act. God, she wanted to die with the agony that filled her asshole and cunt and tits and pig-lips. She needed pain – right now!
She tried to abuse herself.
She arched her back and tried to sit on the carrot and banana. While applying more pressure to her upsweep bouffant hairdo. But it just wasn't the same as being whipped and lashed, or better, pissed and shat upon.
She needed something now!
"Ooooooohhhhh, please! Eddie, please! I need you now! Please don't leave me hanging like this! I'll die if you don't do something!"
Eddie had that same smug, sadistic smile on his face – just like Harvey. "Suffer, pig-lips, suffer."
God, that was what Elsa needed now – words of encouragement, words that were tinged with sadistic undertones, words that conveyed elements of horrible joy and disgusting comfort.
So, Elsa suffered in silence, barely containing her eagerness for the next vile act of degradation and amok.
Clackety-clack. Clackety-clack. Clackety-clack.
Hiram nearly shit bricks.
Nothing was going right.
People were becoming unglued for no reason at all. Because tonight was Thursday – the night that Prudence Meeker usually came to the Sleepwell Motel and rented a room. And it was her regular night for jacking off on a Tupperware rolling pin.
But now, Prudence wasn't there. And neither was the Tupperware rolling pin.
What Hiram found in room six was not Prudence Meeker giving her cunt an artificial fuck with a Tupperware rolling pin. What Hiram found in room six was something beievabie.
Elsa Manly, the reverend's pious wife, was getting fucked by a banana and a cock while two toilet plungers were nursing on her tits and her hair was strung up, held in place by a hundred-pound counter-weight.
Hiram was shocked.
Very shocked.
This had never happened before. This was absurd.
He rubbed his eyes. Returned his peepers back to Mrs. Whistler's eye sockets. Jesus! It was true! And it was not absurd!
That was Elsa Manly on the bed, and over in the corner… over in the chair was… Hiram's face nearly went through the wall and the painting of Whistler's Mother as he tried to bugle out his eyes and see who the Hell it was sitting in the corner.
Then his eyes straightened out and his gaze was intent upon a huge man with a huge prick. Then Hiram knew who the man was – Eddie Grossman. Because Hiram knew Eddie Grossman's prick better than the owner did. After all, Eddie Grossman had been characterized countless times in Hiram's fuck books. Yes, Hiram was very familiar with Eddie Grossman and the obscene things he could do with his cock.
Then Hiram got pissed. This wasn't fair. Prudence Meeker was supposed to be in room six tonight – and he needed her to be in room six because he was on page eighty-four of The Secretary's Brown Pubes and he needed a masturbating scene.
"Shit," Hiram said in an irate whisper.
Christ, there was nothing to do now but to write down what, was happening in room six and hope he could use the scene in a later part of the book.
But that led to other problems. Like, would his publisher accept bondage and S amp; M scenes? Did readers of fuck books get their rocks off on toilet-plunger scenes? How as he going to fit a bondage scene into a story about a secretary who fucked around so much that she finally feels so guilty she ends up a nun?
"Shit!" Hiram mumbled again, watching what was happening in room six.
There was only one way he could get the S amp; M scene into The Secretary's Brown Pubes without sounding dumb or corny or taking too much dramatic license – or would his publisher revoke even that?
Hiram knew he would have to realize what was actually happening in room six, soften the S amp; M scene so there wouldn't be much pain or screaming, change Mrs. Manly to a nun who had escaped from the nunnery, but who was captured by a friar from a different order, one who believed in Inquisition type torture, then have the secretary with the brown pubes, Tuesday Salary, meet the nun after she had been tortured and have her talked into joining the friar of the different order who believed in using torture to convert heathens to Christianity.
Now, things were beginning to make sense.
Now, things looked much brighter.
Hiram felt ingenious again. And he was even eager to start hacking out the words needed to describe what was happening to the nun in room six as she was made to confess her sins under painful, but pleasant, duress.
Quickly Hiram set the brake on his mini-trolley, grabbed the Mattel typewriter, set it on his lap, rolled in the butcher paper and began:
Pain, like sunlight on a morning when the sun comes up, can be very surprising as an element to change people's minds.
Pain accompanied the friar as he stared at his nun who was garbed in a long black robe with a white choker. Her cross was gold.
The friar smirked his lips. "Confess, nun Nancy, or the Lord's wicked wrath will plague you until you vomit."
Nun Nancy, who was about twenty-eight years of age, nodded with her head, telling the friar that she will confess if he would not use the pain that he had promised to use in order for her to go back to where she had run any from.
"Good."
"Thank you."
"Repent and we will forgive what you have trespassed against."
The nun's head drooped with shameful ignorance.
"Repent and we will forgive what you have trespassed against."
The friar repeated it for her sake as well as his.
Nun Nancy would not repent the trespassing. Tears, made of water, came from her eyes as if they had been peeling onions.
"Repent and we will forgive what you have trespassed against."
This time louder.
Nun Nancy whelped in tears.
"Then pain it will be, like I promised you until you repent against what you have trespassed against. Do you fully understand all these offensive charges?"
"Y-y-y-y-yes," she stammered clearly.
Undressing, the friar did that to the tearful nun.
He completely divested her of what she was wearing around her body. Then, with his hands, he used them to unbutton the shameful nun Nancy's outer garments until, like the layers of an onion that are peeled one leaf at a time, he had her completely, starkly exposed except for her panties and her bra and the gold thing that hung like a noose from her chin.
The friar pulled out his cock almost by mistake.
It was as if he had used a baseball bat to piss with because he was finely endowed with a gorgeous prick. The prick poked out from near the crotch of his clothes like a gopher coming out of its hole on ground-hog day.
Nun Nancy's body heaved. She shook like a fragile leaf that blows in the cool winter blizzard. Her tits, too.
Fear grabbed her cunt-lips, and though she had black-net-lace panties on, he could see the oozy stuff that comes out of a nun's hole when they are hot to trot.
Ripping the panties off, he removed them with his hands.
Now, the nun was completely naked to his eyes except for where her bra covered up her hugely-exposed nipples and the other parts of her good breasts. Also, the gold thing on her neck.
Ripping the bra off was the next thing on the agenda. He ripped them off with cold, murderous hands, determined to repent the nun for her trespassing sins.
Then they fucked.
In and out. In and out. In and out. In and out.
It was erotic.
The nun helped him a lot for she was feeling pleasure whereas most nuns would have held off their climax enough to show how much they thought about their captor.
Then the friar did a strange erotic thing. Pulling his cock out without the usage of his hands, he removed his prick entirely. Then, because his hands were empty, he used them to grab some ropes that also happened to be on a chair nearby. Also, his hands found a hundred-pound counterweight and two things that had wood handles on them with something that looked like a big set of bra cups on the ends, which were nearby too.
These he used to suck her tits with. After he tied up her hair, connected it and ran it through a pulley that appeared from the ceiling and finally ended it on the weight of something that weighed about one hundred pounds of some kind of metal.
Then, from his toilet kit, he produced a banana and a carrot. The carrot was orange. He shoved both articles of defilement into her two bottom holes. One of which was her pussy. The other was close to her pussy and was connected to it by a hairy taint.
The friar looked at what he had done.
It was erode.
Nun Nancy's eyes fell out of her head as she had watched him tie her up this way. She had not wanted any part of the eroticism that he was partaking in. But she was completely useless to resist.
Then, suddenly, as rapid as water rushed over a waterfall, nun Nancy changed. Her expression expressed harmony with what held her onto the bed and what was stuck in her asshole about a foot and what was in her cunt about five inches.
She was happy, and now contentedness arose in her heart like blood that had been filled with champagne bubbles. This is what she knew she wanted forever and ever and beyond time and eternity.
The nun climaxed as the friar shot his erotic jizz all about her pronged titties.
Hiram was sweating. Sweating because it was hot as Hell in his peeping Tom tunnel. And sweating because he was looking over the pages that he had just written and found them to be excruciatingly erotic. Something that would really turn on fuck-book readers.
Quickly, he rolled up the butcher paper. Put the $10.95 typewriter back into its case. Farted twice and merrily wheeled down to the end of the trolley way and back to the receptionist office.
Clackety-clack. Clackety-clack. Clackety-clack.



CHAPTER SEVEN


Reverend Ezra Manly looked like Jesus.
He had looked like Jesus since the days of the crib, when his mother, a devout Southern Baptist, nominated her babe Ezra to play baby Jesus at the Christmas Nativity.
And, in the sixth grade, one Ezra Manly was chosen to be crucified on the cross at the annual Easter Day parade. He looked very similar to Jesus as the float, covered with myrrh and stuffed Roman soldiers and fake blood, moved very slowly down Lutheran Boulevard – the main drag of Tweedy.
People way back then knew that Ezra was destined for the clergy because of the way he had looked on that cross – with paper-mache nails driven into his palms and a bulging loincloth ready to fall off, and agonizing expressions of a bay actor who was carrying the sins of the world on his scrawny shoulders.
And in his senior year at Texas Baptist Christian College, Ezra had been elected most likely to succeed in the field of missionary work and ecclesiastical theorem – that last term, of course, was just a Texas bullshitter's way of saying that Ezra was a long-winded reverend who could convert a flock of crows to Christianity with his rhetorical, religious double-talk.
Now, Reverend Ezra Manly was crucified as he watched what was happening to Prudence Meeker as she was being double-fucked from both ends by two latter-day sinners, one Harvey Grossman and one Ferris Collier.
Reverend Manly nearly shit in his pants. What he was witnessing, as God witnessed, too, was a scene full of sin and carnality.
The sin that Reverend Manly was observing, of course, was Harvey Grossman's ugly, but very big, prick stretching Prudence's mouth very wide.
The carnality, of course, was taking place at her other end. It was sodomy at its best. Perversion at its zenith. And pornography at its worst.
Prudence was being butt-fucked.
Ferris Collier was ramming his prick into her asshole as if it were a cunt.
The scene was so obscene! So grotesque that it burned an image into the reverend's pious mind, to forever haunt him till his dying days, or for eternity, or whichever came first, of course.
Lewdly did Prudence Meeker make sucking noises all around Harvey's cock as it went back and forth, back and forth, so effortlessly, so ecstatically in her mmmmggggffffing mouth.
"Mmmmmgggggfffff!"
Lustily did Prudence Meeker make obscene noises all around Ferris' cock as it went in and out, back and forth, back and forth so effortlessly, so ecstatically in her fffffaaaarrrrttttiiiinnnggg ass.
At first the Reverend Manly shut his eyes, cloistered his thoughts from what he was watching. But the sounds of ass-fucking and blow-jobbing raped his virgin ears.
"Mmmmmgggggfffff!"
"Ooooooohhhhhheeeeee!" Ferris exclaimed. "Jesus Christ! Look at the asshole fuck! Oh Lord in Heaven! God sure made you a fine asshole, Miss Meeker!"
The reverend opened his eyes, couldn't believe those two boys were taking His name in vain. He was ready to move in, ready to condemn those perverts to Hell or Limbo, or wherever lucky perverts get to go to.
But he couldn't. His feet felt as heavy as cement. His thighs like blocks of wood. His cock like a fence post.
Then Reverend Manly felt ashamed because he had erected so piously whilst watching two grown boys of his own parish mating with a single woman before they were married.
"Jesus! Whatta blowjob! Shit! Oh, baby! You're 'bout ten times better than Wednesday Mallory and she's got the fucking biggest mouth in ton."
Prudence closed her eyes while her mouth remained open against its will. Oh, she could have easily bit Harvey's prick in half – but she knew that this was rape at its most vile moment, and if a woman were to resist a rapist it should have been done a long time ago. Not now, not when the rape was at its peak and she was being defiled to the utmost of her rapists' ability. Now, for sure, Prudence knew it was rape, the taking of a woman against her will and subjecting her to inhuman thing like eating a man's jizz and getting her asshole stretched from a cock that felt as big as her smoothest turd.
Besides, what could she do?
Why doesn't the bitch do something? Reverend Manly wondered as he tried to think clean thoughts like Jesus treading water with his toes, or Charlton Heston breaking an ox's metallic ass with stone tablets.
"Goddarn!" Ferris said in a high-pitched scream. "I'm going to come! Oh Jesus! I'm so fucking close!"
Prudence also could feel how close he was to coming. Shit, her asshole was stretched to its limits and his cock was growing bigger, especially near the acorn-shaped head that threatened to break up the waste material that had clogged her bowels since last Monday – and since it was now Thursday night, that's a pretty long time to go without relief.
Harvey moaned and sweat appeared on his flesh as if he had been swimming in a cesspool. "Oh, motherfucking shit-ass! She's gonna blow me all the way! Oh, Christ! God! Did you taste that one!"
Prudence swallowed, tried to get air, but all she got was what slut-bitches the world over deserve more cock than they could eat. But now Harvey's cock was spewing forth, and something starchy and very thick was oozing down her throat. It was as bad as those times when Prudence was a little girl and she would eat her own snot – only this was definitely filthier.
Ferns cock seemed to explode deep in her shit-impacted bowels.
Fffffaaaaarrrrrttttt!
Reverend Manly also broke out in a sweat. Probably because he was beating off – which takes much effort and good-sized fists, especially since his cock was over twelve inches long and about a quarter-inch over the national average.
His fists were moving up and down as fast as Prudence's asshole and mouth were feeding on those two average-sized pricks.
He couldn't help it – couldn't help wanting to jack off. After all, he was a man, and he had an oversized prick and average-sized balls. And, also after all, he had sexual feeling just like everybody else.
His asshole twinged just like any other guy's when he was in the midst of a fucking or a sucking or a reaming. And his balls quivered and grew uptight just like Burt Reynolds' when he was fucking his stepmother Dinah Shore. And his cum flew out of his cock just like Buster Keaton's had done when he'd beat off on all those cream pies that were thrown in Mae West's face.
See, he was no different than any other man.
Except that Reverend Manly felt guilty about holding his prick and wishing right now that he were Ferris Collier and Harvey Grossman both at the same time. But guilt was what the good Baptist nun sisters had managed to instill in him for the past thirty years. Now, he was beginning to have serious doubts about his chosen profession, because he was finding out that feeling guilty was a Hell of a lot of fun. It sure beat being naive and innocent and never orgasming.
Prudence Meeker was also feeling a different strain of guilt. She felt the guilt of a woman who was starting to dig rape, but who knew that rape was not a cure-all for all women. It was a very perplexing situation, made more confusing because she had acquired a taste for a man's semen and her asshole was getting very used to the idea of getting rammed instead of forcing something vile out of it.
"Eat my cum, Miss Meeker! Oh, shit! Look at that tongue!"
Prudence couldn't help it. It felt so natural to stick out her tongue and lick up whatever that while gluey stuff was that clung like snot to his cockhead. Oh, sure, there were twinges of shame in her soul. But a person's soul is easy to overcome when ecstasy was pouring over her flesh at a mile a minute.
"Look at that asshole!" Ferris screamed. "Do that again, Miss Meeker! Come on – do it again!"
Prudence did it again, did that shameful thing that only women can do when their assholes are full of hot prick. She pretended that his cock was a turd so she had to shit it out – naturally. Prudence did not think of it in such terms. She thought of it simply as the act of practicing defecation.
So, she practiced defecation again.
"Jesus! Oh shit! Your asshole feels tighter than a virgin lamb!"
Reverend Manly couldn't believe it – virgin lamb? Those boys, those wonderful boys from his parish, they didn't go 'round ruining virgin lambs… did they? Impossible, nobody fucked sheep. Men weren't satyrs. Satyrs simply didn't exist – except as figments of a perverted man's imagination or as logos, or trademarks, for publishers of hard-con books.
"Christ!" Harvey moaned, wiping his jizzy cock all over Prudence's sheepish face. "This sure 'n Hell beats fucking chickens and mules!"
Ferris pulled his cock out of Prudence's ass.
Ffffffaaaaarrrrrttttt.
Drip. Drip. Drip.
"Jesus, Miss Meeker, your asshole's 'bout as good as Elsa Manly's. Only hers is lots looser."
Reverend Manly stopped beating his prick.
After all, he was a man… wasn't he? And, being a married man and a father of three boys and one idiot, he had just heard about his wife's asshole being looser than a virgin lamb's. Anger, pure and unabashed, made the hairs of his asshole stand on end… or stand out… or just plain outstanding.
No! No! No!
Fffffaaaarrrrtttt.
Drip. Drip. Drip.
"Holy shit!" Harvey said. "If you thought her asshole was better than Mrs. Manly's, I say Miss Meeker's got a deeper throat than the reverend's wife!"
Deeper throat! Looser ass! Virgin lambs!
Now the hairs on Reverend Manly's asshole curled with spite and hatred. And as the hairs of his asshole curled with spite and hatred, his cock shriveled as he thought about his wife practicing defecation whilst a cock was in it and allowing her pig-lips to be tainted by a man's seed.
No! No! No!
Untrue!
Unreal!
The reverend's fists became balls of steel – and if that bit of imagery sounds unrealistic, then you can sympathize with the reverend as he crashed through the plate-glass doors of the library screaming: "Untrue! Untrue! Liars all!"



CHAPTER EIGHT


It was a new type of stethoscope.
There was a headband and there was what looked like an oval mirror sticking out of the forehead of the headband. With such a device, many gynecologists can place their new-fangled stethoscope on the bellies of pregnant ladies while their antiseptic hands played with their fat titties and their fat pussy-lips.
Such a stethoscope was on Hiram Shingles' head.
He had come by the stethoscope when he used to work at Tweedy Good Samaritan Hospital for veterans and mothers who were expecting two things: a little baby, and a fun time in the stirrups while a Welbyian-like man probed their pussy to make sure they had a hole in it.
Oh, the hospital had been fun to work around.
Or, at least it had been fun for Hiram.
And, although his main task was to change the bed pans, he found out that it was more fun to change out of his male flume outfit and don the garb of a gynecologist.
It was easy fooling the hospital staff into thinking that he had just graduated from MIT as a brain surgeon. Because life is like Lincoln had said: You can fool all the people some of the time and some of the people all of the time. And, since everybody who lived in. Tweedy was a fool – it was simply a case of being duped all the time. It was fun fooling the hospital staff. And it was double fun fooling the patients in the women's ward – those in the maternity wards and women patients who had inadvertently become victims of rape.
Hiram smiled when he recalled those days of being addressed as Dr. Shingles, as he paced up and down the hospital hallways with a somber look on his face, a clipboard under his arm and plastic gloves under the other.
Sometimes, he even got to see babies being born. And seeing babies being born simply reinforced the common fallacy perpetuated mostly by men with big cocks that women could take big pricks up their cunts because no prick was ever going to be bigger than a baby's head. Or some such bullshit.
One time, Hiram had even performed a D amp; C. But such, an operation would take too many gruesome pages to describe. Suffice it to say that the patient didn't die of a hemorrhaging cunt. She died because the spoon was too big for her asshole.
But, anyway, that was how Hiram acquired a brand-new stethoscope.
And it was a good thing that he had five-fingered the stethoscope because he was leaning his head against the wall of roam nine of the Sleepwell Motel, trying to make out what the people were doing on the other side of the wall.
And, with his forehead pressing the stethoscope against the plaster, that left his hands free to do one of two things: jack off or write chapter seven of The Secretary's Brown Pubes.
Naturally, being ingenious, Hiram had done both. Not at the same time, of course. He had jacked off first, and now he regretted that he had jacked off first because there was white goo all over his Mattel typewriter and many of the letters were obscured by the mayonnaise-like substance.
"Shit," he muttered, his neck aching with the strain of putting enough pressure on the stethoscope. He tried his best to wriggle around on the movable sled, but the fucking wagon kept moving back and forth, and the stethoscope was making all kinds of scraping noises against the plaster wall, and the scraping noises sounded like the volcanic rumblings of Vesuvius in his ears, and everything was just getting all fucked up.
Naturally, Hiram hated room nine.
He hated room nine because it was his daughter's room.
And he doubly hated room nine because Rebecca hated to have a painting of Whistler's Mother put into her room because she thought that the fucking old lady looked like her dead aunt – the aunt on her mother's side who had been given a heart attack by God and who had been found rocking with the wind as she slowly turned to stone.
So, that was the start of Hiram's problem.
That and having a typewriter covered with jizz. And having a stethoscope that blasted earthquakey sounds into his ears.
And sitting yoga-fashion on a moving vehicle with a crummy typewriter on his lap and his head in an awkward position.
"Aw, fucking assholes!"
Then, besides regretting the fact that he had come all over his typewriter, Hiram suddenly regretted screaming out his frustrations.
"Aw, fucking assholes!"
"Hey, who said that?"
"What?"
"Who called us fucking assholes?"
"Nobody called us fucking assholes, Mr. Collier. Now, come on, you're gonna lose your hard-on."
"I just know I heard somebody call us fucking assholes, Rebecca."
"Look, you fucking asshole, nobody called us fucking assholes. Christ, Mr. Collier, you're losing your hard-on."
"Goddamn, but I always get the willies when somebody calls me an asshole. Don't you ever get uptight, Rebecca, when somebody calls you an asshole?"
"No shit, Mr. Collier. Look at your prick – it ain't worth a cocksucking damn! And after all the trouble I went to get your prick…"
"Yeah, yeah. I know. And I 'preciate you blowing me for an hour. But, fuck-shit, nobody's gonna call me a fucking asshole without a fight."
"Look, don't worry about it, Mr. Collier. Here. I'll blow you again, and that'll help you forget about being a fucking asshole."
Slurp. Slurp. Slurp.
"Jesus Christ! Boy, that pisses me off! I think your father ought to make these walls soundproof."
"Um-hmmmmm."
"Shit, I'm so pissed off I don't know if I can get it up."
"Um-hmmmmmm."
Slurp. Slurp. Slurp.
"I tell you, Rebecca, if any cocksucking chick in town can give me a hard-on, it's you. Christ, I think it's getting a little hard already."
"Um-hmmmmm."
Slurp. Slurp. Slurp.
"Jesus! I can feel something tingly in my balls! Come on, Rebecca, give my balls a couple of licks, too, okay?"
Sluuuurrrrpppp. Sluuuurrrrpppp. Sluuuurrrrpppp.
"Aaaaaaahhhhhh, sheeeeeiiiittttt!"
"Um – hmmmmmmmmmm!"
"And my asshole! Come on, Rebecca, tongue the old brownie. That always gets the cock good and hard."
"Hm-mmmmmmm."
Slurp.
"Jesus, Rebecca, you can do better than that – Christ! You act like you don't dig tonguing my asshole."
"Hm-hmmmmm."
"Hey, don't worry 'bout it. Lots of cocksuckers don't like to tongue a guy's asshole 'cause they think the guy never washes there. But don't you worry none, Rebecca, my asshole's clean as a whistle."
"Hmmm?"
"Come on, Rebecca! I said my asshole's really clean. Just tongue it a few times, and if you taste anything funny, why you just forget about licking my brownie."
"Um-hmmmmm."
Slurp. Slurp.
"More! Oh God, Rebecca! More! See what it does to my prick! See my prick!"
"Um – mmmmmm."
"Please suck my asshole! Oh God! Please!"
"Hm – mmmmmmm!"
"You cheap slut! I paid you good money for a sucking! Now suck my asshole or I'll tell your pa about what you do for a living!"
Silence.
Slurp. Slurp. Slurp.
"Ah, that's better, Rebecca. Ooooohhh, right there, baby! Ummmmmm! Stick it in there real far, baby! Come on, the old asshole's clean as a whistler, remember?"
Slurp! Slurp! Slurp!
"Yahoooo! Oh Jesus! My cock's so fucking hard! Do you see it! Do you see what's coming out of it!"
Drip. Drip. Drip.
Slurp! Slurp! Slurp!
Writhe. Writhe. Writhe.
"Goddamn! I can't hold it back! It's going to be coming out! Oh Jesus! Here it comes! Loooookkkkk oooouuuutttt!"
Fffffaaaaarrrrrtttt!
Hiram wrote the scene like he heard it.
What he didn't like about the scene was that he didn't need an ass-tonguing scene right now. There wasn't a place for an ass-tonguing scene in The Secretary's Brown Pubes.
Goddamn shit! Nothing was going right. Now, he'd have to worry about his fuck-book publisher jumping all over his ass because he had introduced an ass-tonguing scene where there should have been a sixty-nine scene.
How fucked up could life be?
It was a perplexing question for Hiram. And it frustrated him that there were no viable answers. Unless… unless… of course! That's it!
He had brains… didn't he? He had skill… didn't he? He could write… couldn't he?
Yes! Yes! Yes! – those were very viable answers to all three questions.
Hiram was confident now that with a few changes of anatomical parts he could change the ass-sucking scene to one where Ferris Collier became a butch lesbian and his daughter Rebecca was Tuesday Salary. And the scene would take place just before Tuesday met nun Nancy who was getting whipped and lashed in chapter twelve of The Secretary's Brown Pubes.
Naturally, everything fit perfectly – what genius.
Now, Hiram was ready to write.
He leaned forward gingerly, placed the stethoscope against the plaster wall. Bent over and placed his fingers on the keyboard. Listened very carefully, then began self-dictation as he heard the first sounds coming from room nine.
The first sound he heard was a long, drawn-out fart.
The fart shinned Hiram. It had stunned him because it had sounded as if somebody were squatting on a microphone and was cutting the old cheddar.
The roar was deafening in his ears. Then his sense cleared abruptly. And when his senses cleared abruptly, he was stymied by another puzzling situation – how to spell, that God-awful sound so that his fuck-book readers would know that one of the lesbian fuck-book characters had cut a fart.
He typed: Poooooooooooot.
Looked at it for several seconds, decided against poooooooooooot because it didn't have a farty ring to it.
He typed: Gaaaaaassssss!
Looked at it for several seconds, then decided that gaaaaaaaaaassssssssss would never sound like fffffffffaaaaaaaaaarrrrrrrtttttttt.
Hiram was getting pissed. He cursed. Very softly this time. But he was rip-roaring mad inside, though outwardly he looked like a normal everyday fuck-book writer sitting yoga-fashion on a four-wheeled sled with a sonar device attached to his sweatband.
"Goddamnit!" he cursed quietly. There just wasn't any way to describe, using words, of course, a person slicing the old swiss.
Hiram tried phonetics, put his lips on his sweaty, hairy arm, as it he were going to cannibalize his own flesh, then blew as hard as he could. Fffffaaaarrrrtttt!
Jesus! That's how a fart sounded! So why was it so difficult to spell out.
He mouth-farted on his arm again.
Faaaaaarrrrrrtttttt!
That one was even better.
Fffffffaaaaaarrrrrrtttttt.
Christ, Hiram was really getting the hang of it now. All it took was plenty of practice and he could imitate an asshole pretty good. He practiced some more.
Fffffaaaaarrrrrttttt.
"Did you say something, Rebecca?"
"Hm-umm."
"Jesus, I thought I heard a… er, you know, somebody gassing. Are you sure it wasn't you?"
Fffffaaaaarrrrrttttt.
"See! See! I told you I heard somebody farting. Somebody's farting in the next room!"
"Um-hmmmm."
Slurp. Slurp. Slurp.
"Goddamn, Rebecca, I'm fifty-five years of age. You can't expect an old man like me to get it up again. So don't even try – besides, I can't get it up when I hear somebody fading in the next room." Ffffffaaaaarrrrrttttt.
Slurp. Slurp. Slurp.
"Please… tee-hee, tee-hee. Don't do that! Stop, Rebecca! My cock's just too ticklish right now! Please! Oh God! Tee-hee… tee-hee."
"Hm-ummmm."
Slurp. Slurp. Slurp.
Fffffaaaaarrrrrttttt.
The lesbian was known as Butch Collier. She ate assholes like dessert. She was eating the asshole nearest her lips now like a piece of cake that's given to a Korean orphan.
But the person who owned the asshole was none other than Tuesday Salary. Nobody before her had ever touched a tongue to her whooooppeeee hole. Not even her own self. It was a frightening experience full of apprehensive moments of time where every second filled the minutes with distasteful fear.
Tuesday tried to halt the proceedings of the tongue in her asshole because a familiar ache was happening down there where her thighs joined her upper torso – somewhere near her behind and inside her. It was not completely unfamiliar to her because she had the feeling many times in her life as a secretary when she had sat beneath her desk and had prayed to the Lord Almighty that nobody with good ears could hear what she was about to do with her asshole.
Gas came out of her butt.
And it created a sound like this: Fffffaaaaarrrrrttttt.
The other butch girl did not mind in the least, for she had done that inexcusable thing many times herself even though the smell could have rotted off the flesh of a bull in heat. She was too extremely excited to care about it as her tongue wagged away the gas once or twice before entrancing back into the portal where the stinky gas had exited so abruptly.
"Excuse me," moaned the brown-pubed secretary with a little grin on her lips that the other girl could not possibly have known existed because of the position she was in.
Then they climaxed very quickly against each other. Spending out their juices in torrents that fall like that picture of the little girl walking with an umbrella as salt poured on her scalp which was on a Morton's salt jar.
"Your honey-hole does a tongue wonders," mumbled the shorter of the two homosexuals. "Does mine taste the same as yours does to me?"
"I felt it was a good way to end our first friendship. Please come back when you ever want to taste the honey of my asshole, too. For I will never forget you, Tuesday."
"I love you, too."
"Good-bye and hasta luego," the girl went up the stairs and out the door, of the house that had been Tuesday's home for one years and three months of residing there.
"Yes," Tuesday smirked tearfully, finding her hand to wave it at her first lesbian.



CHAPTER NINE


Emory Willets' cock smelled like shit.
Probably because he had not bothered to wash since that night be had fucked Wednesday Mallory in the Sleepwell Motel – that had been two weeks ago.
Now, Emory scratched his cock and ordered another Blatz. He was very good at scratching his cock, using a very sly method of scratching his cock when he was in public places like the Yahoo Bar.
He would pretend that his dentures had fallen out. Which was an easy thing to pretend because all he had to do was smile – and, plop, out went the old canine falsies.
Usually his dentures would clatter on the floor and collect dog-shit or old spittle. Then, Emory would casually bend over and pick up the old ivory chompers, pretend to look at them with disgust. And, naturally, to give the public the opinion that he was cleanliness-minded he would rub the dog-shit and old spittle off on the crotch of his trousers.
That was his sneaky way of scratching his cock – by rubbing his dentures against his shit infested crotch.
Of course, not everyone in the Yahoo Bar was fooled by this stupid game.
Prudence Meeker was not fooled. She was not fooled because she knew now that men liked to rub their cocks in private and in public. She had, to use a dumb-ass cliche, found out the hard way.
And, because she had found out the hard way, it had been terribly difficult for her to realize that she had the same womanly passions as Jacqueline Kennedy who preferred it Greek style, or Barbara Walters who learned to exercise her lips on something as hard as pebbles but which looked more masculine than Diogenes himself – or whoever the asshole was who swallowed pebbles thinking it made good roughage.
And, since Prudence found herself in that vulnerable position of self-discovery, it had been very hard for her to keep her urges contained.
Which was the reason why she was in the Yahoo Bar right now, getting bombed on Blatz and making an asshole out of herself.
She ambled up to Emory, sashaying her skinny us and holding her breath, hoping that it would do something big far her tits.
"Hiya, big prick."
Emory was stunned.
"Well, don't just stand there scratching your cock with your fuckin' teeth. How 'bout it, wanta do it?"
Emory was taken aback. He couldn't believe it. Twice in a span of two weeks he was being chosen as champion stud of Tweedy. All this at the age of seventy-nine! Who would've believed it… you?
"Come here, and let me scratch your cock. Give me those fuckin' teeth!"
Emory was flabbergasted as he watched his dentures being taken from his hand. He watched with buggy eyes as a pair of delicate, but very skinny hands opened up the dentures and placed them on the crotch of his coveralls.
"See, yer not the only one who can scratch your own prick with your own teeth. I can do it, too!"
Emory's knees wobbled. His varicosed legs shook. His heart beat fast. His cock erected, naturally – almost too naturally for a man seventy-nine years of age and who had last fucked his wife in the winter of '72 and before that a young heifer in the drought of '69.
Scratch. Scratch. Scratch.
Emory wanted to die with ecstasy. His prick! His teeth! Together they were going to make him come! His cock! His dentures! How many other men in this mundane world could have scratched their own cock using their own teeth – maybe the Indian rubber man, but even he couldn't do it while standing up.
Through a fog of Blatz beer, Prudence tried to focus on the bulge at Emory's crotch. Holy shit! Look at that! Did she… had she… was it true… that she had created such a huge erection?
She did. She had. And it was true. Too true to believe, as Ripley would say.
Prudence couldn't help it, couldn't help getting down on her knees on the old dog-shit floor and paying homage to what she had created with another person's teeth.
Zzzzzziiiiip.
People in the Yahoo Bar gasped. Especially the bartender for tonight – one Fallon Collier. "Hey! Hey! You can't give blowjobs in a bar!"
Slurp. Slurp. Slurp.
Emory turned towards Fallon. Toothiessly he said: "Thee's the one whooth doing the thucking!"
Fallon jumped over the bar. "Goddamn, Emory! Put your fuckin' false teeth back in. I can't understand a word your saying!"
Emory looked confused, pointed to his yawning mouth, pointed to his dentures, pointed to his cock, then shrugged as if to say: What the fuck can I do?
Fallon understood perfectly.
He grabbed the dentures away from Prudence as she was busy lapping and licking and sucking Emory's cock.
Slurp. Slurp. Slurp.
"Now, Goddamnit, Emory!" Fallon said, short-tempered. "You know you can't get blowiobs in a bar! Why don't you and I go on down to the Sleepwell and get it on. Shit, I could get busted for this!"
Emory said: "Yeth, Mither Collier, but…"
"Goddamn, Emory! Put your fucking teeth in!"
Slurp. Slurp. Slurp.
Drool splattered on Prudence's head as Emory tried to align his gums with his chompers. Emory clicked his teeth together. "Click. Click. Gee, Mr. Collier… oooooohh… I jus' come here to enjoy my Blatz… and… aaaahhhh… and this here librarian lady come up to me and… oooohhhhh!"
Slurp. Slurp. Slurp.
Fallon grabbed Emory's shoulder straps, made his coveralls pull up tight against the old man's ass, made his zipper cut into the old man's cock sucked prick.
"Aaamhieeeeee! My balls! My cock!"
Slurp. Slurp. Slurp.
"Shut the fuck up, Emory, before you have to buy a new set of dentures!" Fallon's fist was inches away.
Slurp. Slurp. Slurp.
"Now, you and this cocksucker get out of the Yahoo before I cut off her clit and smash your cock. D' ya hear me good, Emory?"
Emory heard good enough, or at least he heard good enough to kick the cocksucker at his feet in the crotch, which bowled her over backward onto the dog-shit floor. Quickly, he hurried over to Prudence.
"I-I's awful sorry 'bout kicking ya in the cunt, but I suspect we'd better mosey on down to the Sleepwell before Mr. Collier cuts off yer clit."
Emory's kind words helped to soothe Prudence's anger.
He helped her to her feet. "Besides, it'll be lot more comfortable for you to suck my cock in a bed, don't you think?"
Prudence looked sheepish again; of course, she deserved that kick in the cunt. She had acted like a cock-bunny slut in public. Made a complete asshole out of herself. Something that other people in the Yahoo Bar were too scared to do because of social mores.
They left the Yahoo.
And the Yahoo Bar returned to normalcy. Somebody put a wooden nickel in the juke box and Roy Rogers sang "Happy Trails to You" and couples got up and started doing the twist.
Reverend Manly was scratching his cock, a habit he had picked up at Texas Baptist Christian College when it was his turn to say grace before a meal of water and biscuits.
Now, he was scratching his cock because her was nervous. He was nervous because far the first time in six years of marriage he was sleeping alone, without the comforting warmth of a hot-fleshed wife lying next to him.
He had been alone now for three days and two nights. He suspected that something was wrong.
Elsa could have had an accident, been run off the road by a diesel while driving up to Lake Weed to see how things were going at Camp Humpachick before she and the reverend opened up their summer Junior High-Y camp.
Oh, stilt no! Elsa couldn't drive!
So maybe she ran into a rapist and she was in some alleyway in downtown Tweedy, bloody and torn and beyond redemption and repair.
Oh, Hell no! Sheriff Colby had fourteen deputies covering the one-acre township of Tweedy – surely one of them would have spotted a raped woman by now.
So maybe it was true what those boys had said down at the library. Maybe Harvey Grossman and Ferris Collier had come into his home and taken liberties with his wife.
Hell, no! Elsa wouldn't let them touch her with a ten-foot pole, let alone a twelve-inch cock, would she?
The reverend thought about his wife seriously now. Something was obviously wrong. When a man's wife has been missing for three days and two lonely nights – there was a wrongness somewhere, for sure.
Shit, the reverend wasn't stupid. God had blessed him with a brain. He'd get down to the bottom of this without arousing the community's maroon that something had happened to Elsa. Shit, he had already done a pretty good job of lying to Tweedy's Baptist folk about how Elsa had been plagued by morning sickness and she was vomiting all the time whenever he smoked his pipe or allowed gas to pass.
Reverend Manly slammed shut his Bible, concentrated on the problem of trying to locate his wife while he scratched his cock nervously.
He tried his best to recall what those boys had said while they were fucking Prudence Meeker. Something about how Elsa had really turned on when she was being fucked in the mouth… shit, let's see… oh yeah, getting fucked in the ass… and… er, sure! That was it! Something about how she loved to be tied up and roped and bonded!
His IQ of 99 was working overtime now.
So now all he had to do was find out what kind of person liked to tie girls up – because if it were true that Elsa dug something like that, it was only natural to conclude that she'd find him and find him fast!
Reverend Manly looked in the Yellow Pages under "rope".
He was directed to Grossman's Hardware and Saddlery Shop.
He dialed the number. Waited impatiently for the proprietor, one Eddie Grossman, to answer the phone.
One Eddie Grossman did not answer the phone. One Eddie Grossman's son Harvey answered the phone.
"Grossman's."
"Er… is this Eddie Grossman?"
"Hah, that's my pa. He's out fucking around somewhere. This is Harvey, his son."
"Oh."
"Well, come an – what's it going to be? A keg of nails? Some rope for the wife? You gonna order something, or is this just a social call?"
Reverend Manly choked back the urge to berate the asshole on the other end of the line. His voice sounded cool and pious. "Harvey, this is Reverend Manly, and…"
"Oh, hi, Rev. Jesus! If I'da known it was you, I wouldn't have talked so dirty. So, how's the missus?"
The reverend saw red. "Er, uh… she's just fine, Harvey. Gotta little mornin sickness, probably because…"
"Yeah, I know how them pregnancies go," Harvey interrupted. "One day they're tight, the next day they're bleedin'."
"Huh?"
"Well, Mr… what I mean, Rev, is – oh Hell, you know all 'bout the birds and bees and how it changes 'round a woman's whatchamacallit when they're heavy with a kid… you know?"
"Y-Yes… I guess I know what you mean, Harvey."
"Well, what's on your mind, Rev? You need some heavy nails for them crosses? Ha-ha."
"What crosses?"
"Uh, never mind, Rev. Well, thanks for the call, been real good shooting the shh…"
"Hold it, Harvey. I didn't mean for this to be a social call. What I wanted to know was where your father is."
"Oh. Jesus, come to think of it, I ain't seen Pa for almost three days and two nights. Last I heard, he was headin' down to the Sleepwell."
"The what?"
"The Sleepwell. You know, that meat factory on Jesuit Street. The little ten-buck motel where everybody goes for… er, you know, for fun and swimming."
"Oh. Well, thanks, Harvey… see ya at church next Sunday."
Three days is a long time for a person's hair to be held up by a hundred-pound counterweight.
It was also a long time for one wilty carrot and one black banana to remain firmly entrenched in a person's, or more particularly a woman's cunt and asshole.
Things were getting very sticky for Elsa Manly. She had been on pins and needles for seventy-two hours, wondering when Eddie was going to make his move and do something! Do anything – but don't leave her like this! Without pain! Without suffering!
"Pleasssh, Eddie!" Elsa mumbled, feeling the bite of the clothes pin on her tongue. "Hurt me! Abushe me!"
Eddie awoke from his slumber. He had an evening erection… or was it a morning erection? He yawned and ambled over to the draped windows.
Swish. Swish. Swish.
Bright sunlight burned like balls of fire into Elsa's eyes. She closed her eyes to the agonizing sunlight. "Yesh! Oh, yes! Eddie! More!"
Swish. Swish. Swish.
Now darkness enveloped the room, the drapes shutting off the agonizing sunlight that had given Elsa momentary pleasure.
Then Eddie's voice cut through the shadowy darkness. Like an echo in a cramped commode. "You stink!"
Creepy crawly thrills of masochistic pleasure stung her spine, made Elsa sit up with pleasure. Now… maybe now… he was going to do something. After all, it was the first words he had said in seventy-two hours since her delicious torment had begun.
She waited anxiously for more humiliating words.
"Look at that shit and pin on the sheets! Whatta fuckin' pig! You're nothing but a sow-slut, Elsa! A FUCKING PIG!"
Yes! Yes! Yes! Horrible, almost indescribable pleasure was being derived from those nasty but beautiful things that Eddie was calling her.
"All right, you bitch. Now, I'm really going to show you how much fun pain is. Now, you re going to get the beating of your life!"
This was it! The utmost in torment! The paragon of pain! The epitome of eerie pleasure.
Elsa watched him with horror-filled eyes as he went to the closet. God, what was he doing in there? What sensuous instrument of painful pleasure would he extract from that closet?
Rustle. Rustle. Rustle.
Oh hurry! Hurry! Why was he taking so long rustling around in that gloomy closet?
Rustle. Rustle. Rustle.
"Aha! There it is," Eddie chortled. Returned to more "Mood Indigo" as he brought out a Wham-o slingshot, limbering up the huge rubber strings.
Stretch. Stretch. Stretch.
No! No! He wasn't going to do that horrible thing to her… was he?
"Do you know what horrible thing I'm going to do to you, Elsa?"
Elsa was frozen with fear. It was truly a trauma drama played to the hilt by one Jack-The-Ripper-type asshole and one Perilous Pauline.
Elsa shook her head, chose not to talk with the clothes pin in her mouth.
"Ha! Ha!" Eddie laughed maliciously, picking up a cherry tomato and loading the Wham-o slingshot as casually as David slayed Goliath.
The huge rubber strings were pulled whistling tight. Eddie took aim at Elsa's carrot-stuffed cunt. Beads of sweat broke out on his brow as he steadied his aim.
Elsa was stunned. Paralyzed by horror. Everything was so wicked, as awful, so devastating – she loved it!
Splat!
"aaaaiiiiieeeee! My cunt! My cunt! Ooooohhhhh, More, Eddie! Give me more!"
Splat!
"Ooooohhhhhh, huuuurrrrtttt meeeeee! Shoooooot my cunt!"
Splat! Splat! Splat!
Eddie laughed like one berserk ape. He was going bananas and a little mad, too. Now he was really into the game of S amp; M. Now, he was enjoying the full extent of nirvana-like pleasure of dishing out horrible pain.
Splat! Splat! Splat!
Emory Willets was on top.
Prudence Meeker was on the bottom.
They were fucking.
Had there been an innocent bystander in the room with them, he or she would have figured out that they were fucking because their loins were so intertwined and their groins were making groaning-like noises.
Slush. Slush. Slush.
"Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me!"
"I'm fucking you! I'm fucking you! I'm fucking you!"
Boy, no kidding! When Emory was saying he was fucking Prudence. Shit, his cock was one helium hard-on. And it was the kind of hard-on that made squishy noises in her cunt because her fucking pussy was still tight and unlimber because she had only fucked two other men before Emory had finally given her a poantanging, as they called fucking in '28.
Squish. Squish. Squish.
Prudence was going ape-shit beneath Emory. And it was easy to see why. Because she had discovered how much fun fucking was. How much enjoyment there was to be had when she was had and had good. Ecstasy flooded her pussy about as bad as the flow of her cunt-oil.
"Fuck me! Fuck my cunt off! Oh, Emory! Give me a cocking! Pooooooo-nnntaaaannnnnnggg me!"
Emory tried his best to read her lips. And the reason he was trying to read her lips was because they were fucking on top of his hearing aid. And the reason why they were fucking on top of his hearing aid, of course, was because it had been whipped off his ear by Prudence when she had French-kissed his hammer, stirrup and anvil.
But did Emory give a shit?
Fuck no!
Hellfire, he was fucking as if God were gong to outlaw adultery tomorrow. He was fucking as if this were going to be the last fuck, of his life before God made him die of a heart attack for trespassing against the Thou Shalt Not Commit Adultery Commandment.
Jesus! What a cunt! Emory couldn't believe it! Her pussy was so fucking tight – much tighter than Wednesday's whooooopppeeee hole. And much tighter and juicier than Elsie's armpit.
Slush. Slush. Slush.
"That's it, you motherfucker! Right there! Rub my clit with your big cock! Give it to me, baby! Pour on the meat!"
Emory couldn't read lips that fast, so he guessed that everything was ail right with Prudence.
Prudence was hanging onto Emory for dear life now because she could feel his cock pulsing and throbbing, deep, oh soooo deep, in her pussy.
She couldn't help it if all that cunt-juice was oozing out of her cock-filled ass, draining down to her asshole and drowning Emory's hearing aid. And she couldn't help it if her asshole had that caved-in feeling because she was trying to work her pussy-muscles a la a Pismo clam.
Such things couldn't be helped when a girl's hot to fuck. Thus, Prudence was no different than Pat Boone's mother, or Princess Anne and her hones, or Gloria Steinum, who got her rocks off on super-large Tampaxes.
Shit, Prudence was human. She was a human girl! And it felt damn good to feel like a homosapien female with a normal hot cunt!
As for Emory, he felt very tired and exhausted, but he couldn't stop in mid-fuck. He couldn't terminate this intimate introduction of old cock and young cunt without spewing good-bye.
So, he fucked faster, much faster than men twice his age could fuck. And anybody that was twice his age, of course, would have to be downright dead because that meant that they would have to be 158 years old.
Slush. Slush. Slush.
Dribble. Dribble. Dribble.
Dribble? Oh, God! Emory was coming! Prudence felt it first because she was younger and had more nerve-endings down there.
But she knew Emory was coming because something was flooding out of her pussy.
And it didn't drip like plain old cunt-juice. It dribbled like plain old cum.
Dribble. Dribble. Dribble.
Then Emory felt it. He was coming! A seventy-nine-year-old man was coming! Not even Justice Douglas could have done better. Shit, Strom Thurmond was a pushover when compared to a virile man like Emory Willets.
Emory couldn't believe how much ecstasy there was flooding his balls, then he couldn't believe that there was so much pain flooding his chest.
Pleasure and pain. Emory had never felt both at the same time – but it was there. One was in his cock and balls, the other was in his chest and head.
Emory didn't know if it was pleasure that made him dizzy, and he didn't know if it was pain that made him wheeze and grab his heart.
Emory didn't know, probably because he was dead. Dead in mid-fuck.



CHAPTER TEN


Rebecca was waiting eagerly for Sheriff Colby to tow up and eat out her cunt. For this distasteful task, she charged by the hour instead of by the pound or by the inch.
It was now seven-thirty. Another half-hour and Sheriff Colby would be down on his fours while she was down on her back giving him an hours worth of edible cunt.
She was making her cunt very edible now.
First she sprayed Right Guard under her arms. Then she sprayed some an her cunt.
Second, with mirror in hand, she checked out her pussy, made sure there weren't any loose hairs because the sheriff had complained one time too many about picking out the hairs after his hour of consuming cunt.
There were no loose hairs on her cunt. Third, she checked out her clit.
Fourth, she checked out her fuck-hole; or, in this case, her suck-hole.
Fifth, she checked out her asshole in case Sheriff Colby got carried away. As pigs usually do.
Sixth, she – knock, knock, knock.
For the sixth item on her agenda, she answered door dressed as she was – covered with Right Guard.
"Why, Sheriff Colby, come right – oh no!"
If there was shock on Rebecca's face, the same expression was on Reverend Manly's.
Rebecca was shocked, of course, because she was expecting a peace officer instead of a man of peace.
Ezra was shocked because he had expected to find Elsa his wife in room nine. Or at least that's what the motel register had indicated to him. But then again, he had read the motel register upside down and when a person reads numbers upside down they usually come to the conclusion that a six looks like a nine.
"Why are you in room nine?" the reverend asked, lowering his eyes so as not to gaze on such an edible, but very sinful woman such as Rebecca Shingles.
Rebecca shut the door quickly, not wanting the neighbors to see that she was enlisting the services of a reverend.
"But this is my room, Rev. Why are you in room nine?"
His mouth was open, ready to speak, when he reconsidered and shut his trap because he felt humiliated and sexually excited – one emotion not very conducive to getting a hard-on, the other emotion very conducive to getting a hard-on. The two emotions clashed deep within the reverend's soul. The latter emotion won.
"Hey," Rebecca said teasingly. "I betcha you're in my room because you heard I give good blowiobs. Look, don't worry – I'm clean, and I'm cheap. So make yourself comfortable."
The reverend was shocked. Except for his prick. Which had never been blown or sucked or even kissed – which was probably why it could not be as shocked as the rest of him.
He would try and resist temptation. "Look, I-I came here because young Harvey Grossman…"
"Goddamnit! I told that punk kid had another appointment tonight! That little fucker! He can't even get his fucking pimping times right! Shit, I'm sorry, Rev, but sometimes, these young pimps just don't know shit from Shinola. You know what I mean?"
"Well…"
"Oh, pooh! Don't worry about it. I can squeeze in a good blowjob before Sheriff Colby gets here. That is – I mean, if you don't mind getting blown real quick-like. Oh sure, I know you won't mind. Harvey probably told you I can make a guy come in three minutes. But since this is you're first time, I'll have your balls empty in, say, oh, about five minutes."
"But…"
Zzzzzziiiiiipppppp!
"Wait! I didn't…"
Slurp. Slurp. Slurp.
Oh Lord! Oh Lord! Oh Lord!
The reverend couldn't believe what was happening. His cock was being exposed – shit, it was past being exposed. It was exposed. Well, correct that to partially exposed because the reverend couldn't see the head of his prick since that part of his cock was in Rebecca's mouth.
In her mouth!
The Rev looked down. Oh God! Her mouth was on his prick! She was blowing him, foliating him, doing sinful thing to his wick that felt sooooo good.
Slurp. Slurp. Slurp.
The Rev was dazed by the delightful, tingling sensations that made his asshole buzz. Her mouth felt just like… just like a pussy! Only tighter. But he knew it wasn't her pussy on his cock because he could see a tongue making out and licking her, there and every where.
Slurp. Slurp. Slurp.
"Oh Lord! Oh Lord! Oh Lord!"
God, why was sin so fun!
Rebecca glanced at her watch. Four more minutes. That damn Harvey! She was going to kill him before the night was over. Her mouth went back to business.
Slurp. Slurp. Slurp.
The Rev placed his hands on her head as if it was Sunday and he was in the pulpit ready to scream out: SINNERS REJOICE!
But he didn't have the guts to push Rebecca away. Just didn't have the bills to bowl her over backward and pelt her with stones. Just couldn't put up enough nerve to kick her in the cunt and carve an A on her titties.
But he did have enough stomach to terminate his horrible, mortal sin. And he had enough balls. And he definitely could get up enough nerve because his cock was now fourteen inches long and threatening to whitewash this beautiful sinner kneeling before him.
"Oh, Lord! Please! I-I'm going to do… to do something… something sinful!"
Rebecca nodded. "Um-hmmmm." She hollowed her cheeks, increased the suction, keeping one eye on the watch. Two minutes down, with about ten seconds to go.
"Aaaiiiiieeeeee! I'm siiiinnniiinnnggg! I'm siiinnnniiiinnnggg in your mouth! Aaaaiiiieeeeee!"
His sin runneth over the rivers of cum that clung like whitewash to her ovaled lips and her cute chin.
"Aaaaiiiiiieeeeee! More sin! Here's more sin!"
"Um-hmmm."
Slurp. Slurp. Slurp.
"Aaaaiiiiiieeeeee! Sin! Sin! Sin! SIn! Sinsinsinsinsinsinsin!"
And then the wads of cum diminished after the reverend had sinned so beautifully.
Slurp. Slurp. Slurp.
It was while they were on their way to Bozeman that they felt the urge. A very powerful urge. Some people say it's the most powerful urge in a homosapien's glands.
It was the urge to stilt and piss.
So, they had to stop and find a place to shit and piss. And the only place worth pissing and shitting in a town called Tweedy was the Sleepwell Motel because none of the gas stations had bathrooms. And besides, it was midnight, and they still had four hundred and thirty-two miles to go before they saw the bright neon lights of Bozeman.
So they had stopped, and they had shat, and now they were quite content in room twelve of the Sleepwell.
Their names were Mr. and Mrs. Baxter Belfry. They had been Mr. and Mrs. Belfry for only four hours because they had just gotten hitched by the justice of the peace in Dade County, Kansas.
They did not call themselves Mr. and Mrs. Belfry when they convened with each other. He called her Iona, and she called him Baxter.
"Baxter, I-I'm r-ready."
"Oooooh, I can't wait, Iona!"
"A-are the lights off?"
"Oh, Iona, yes! Please, hurry – I can't wait! I think I'm gonna die if you don't come out of that bathroom real soon."
"P-please don't hurry me, Baxter. I-I just wanta make sure I'm real clean and good-smelling for you."
"W-Well, Jesus, Iona – just hurry up. I've waited years for this moment, and I don't wanta wait another second."
The bathroom door opened slowly, and Baxter could see Iona's whispy figure before… before the fucking lights of the bathroom went out.
"W-Where a-are you, Baxter?"
"Over here – oh. God! I can smell your perfume! Oh, Jesus! This is gonna be something else! Hurry!"
Scuffle. Scuffle. Scuffle.
"Please, Baxter, you said… er, you said you'd do it real easy."
"Oh God! I will, Iona, I will! Now give me your arm."
"W-Which one?"
"Either one!"
"Why?"
"Uh, so you can feel how… er, how eager I am."
In the darkness, their hands touched, then merged. And gently, lovingly Baxter guided her hand to his fourteen-inch cock.
"Aaaaiiiiieeeeee! No! It's gonna hurt! You're tooooo bbiiiigggg!"
Baxter soothed her. "No, it won't. You'll stretch. You'll see!"
"No! Please – can't we wait until…"
"Goddamn, Iona, I've been waiting years for this moment! Now get the fuck over here!"
Grapple. Grapple. Grapple.
"Baxter! Don't! You're hurting my breasts! Stop it! Please! Oh God! Please don't chew on them like that!"
Slurp. Slurp. Slurp.
"Uuuuuuummmmmm! Jesus! Now these titties are mine! All mine!"
"Aaaaaaiiiiieeeeeee! My nipple! I think it's bleeding! Aaaaaiiiiee! Now they're both bleeding! Stop! Please!"
Baxter couldn't stop. After all, fourteen years is considered to be, at least by satyr standards, a long spell between fucks.
Grapple. Grapple. Grapple. Squish. Squish. Squish.
"Oh, Lord! Baxter – wait! I can't do that now! It hurts! Oh God! It's toooooooooooo biiiiiigggggg!" Baxter did it anyhow or anyway and just about anywhere that his cock would go because he was having a hard time trying to find her cunt in the dark.
Grapple. Grapple. Grapple.
"Goddamnit, Iona! Please! Help me put it in! I'm burning up!"
"No, Baxter! Please! I don't wanta do it! Not now – later. Maybe tomorrow or the next day. I-I have… I have a headache!"
"You bitch!"
Grapple. Grapple. Grapple.
Grope. Grope. Grope.
Rrrrriiiiiippppppp!
"No! Don't! Those were my mother's panties – oh, Baxter! You just tore my mother's wedding night panties!"
"I don't give a fuck about your mothers not panties! All I give a fuck about is fucking you! With or without your fucking mother's fucking panties!"
"Baxter!"
Squish. Squish. Squish.
"Oh, Jesus, Iona! I found it! Hold still… oh Lord! Please hold still!"
"Oh sheeeeeeettttt!"
"Aaaaarrrrrggggghhhhh! Baxter! You're killing meeeeeee!"
"Oh God! Oh God! Oh God! Do that again! Tighten up again, Iona!"
"Aaaaaiiiieeee! Oh, Baxter! Oh God! I'm hurting! You're killing meeeee! Please! Stop!"
"More! More! More!" Squish. Squish. Squish.
"Oh, baby! Oh, Jesus! I'm in your fucking pussy all the way!"
"Aaaaaaaiiiieeeeee!"
"Now raise up, Iona! No! Goddamn – not all the way! You bitch! Get your cunt back here!"
Grapple. Grapple. Grapple.
"Aaaaaaiiiiieeeee! Stop! It hurts so much and – ooooohhhhh! I'm bleeding! I'm bleeding! I'm bleeding!"
"Move, Iona, move! Oh, please! Move up and down!"
"Aaaaaaaeeeeee!"
"That's it! That's it! Here, take this! And this! Oh God! I think… oh, sheeeeiiiittttt! I'm coooommmmiiiinnnngggg!"
"Aaaaaaiiiiieeeeeee!"
"Oh God! Jesus! I must have emptied fourteen years of cum inside your cunt!"
"Yeeeeaaaaahhhhh!"
Drip. Drip. Drip.
Clackety-clack. Clackety-clack. Clackety-clack.
Hiram sledded as fast as he could, really pushing himself from one room to another wondering what the fuck was going on. He was getting tired because there was so much extra shit to carry now – $10.95 Mattel typewriter, butcher paper, stethoscope, infrared goggles, Webster's Dictionary, Roget's Thesaurus.
He stopped at room six.
Splat! Splat! Splat!
No! No! No! Hiram couldn't believe what he was seeing! Elsa Manly was getting stoned by cherry tomatoes – in the cunt! And everything looked so painfully red, so dazzlingly crimson, it was as if the whole room were cast in the colors of Hell – then Hiram took off his infrared goggles.
The effect was the same – only it was now in living color instead of reddish-pink.
At least it had the same effect on Hiram – disgusting. There was no way in Hell he could use a woman being stoned by cherry tomatoes in his fuck book. Shit, even he knew the fuck-book readers weren't that dumb-ass stupid – oh, it might have been different it the tomatoes were golf balls and the woman hated having her cunt being used as a pitch-and-putt course… of course. 'Cause Hiram knew his fuck-book readers like he knew the hairs on his own asshole.
Hiram farted in disgust at what he saw in room six. Quickly, he scooted on.
Clackety-clack. Clackety-clack. Clackety-clack.
Room eight was a little more normal, at least for Hiram's taste. A woman was fucking a dead man. But that wasn't what Hiram was looking for – at least for right now.
Clackety-clack. Clackety-clack. Clackety-clack.
Room nine was occupied by – no!
Hiram couldn't believe his eyes! What he was seeing was mind-boggling, even for his ingenious brain.
Reverend Manly was baptizing Hiram's daughter with cum as she was being eaten very thoroughly by that pig law officer Sheriff Colby.
Hiram shook his stethoscoped head.
Hiram couldn't believe his ears! What he was listening to, via the stethoscope, was simply mind-boggling, even for his ingenious brain.
It sounded like… sounded like Reverend Manly was baptizing his daughter Rebecca with cum as she was being eaten alive very thoroughly by the pig law officer Sheriff Colby.
Hiram shook his stethoscoped head.
What the Hell was going on? Where the Hell were all the normal fuckers of Tweedy – people like Wednesday Mallory and Emory Willets and Ferris Collier?
Hiram moved on.
Clackety-clack. Clackety-clack.
Room ten was too bestial to describe – completely unusable for The Secretary's Brown Pubes because Hiram's publisher had told him often enough that scenes of people fucking dogs and sheep did not turn on their average fuck-book readers.
Clackety-clack. Clackety-clack.
Room eleven was very dark. Hiram put on his infrared goggles, watched two big black niggers fucking their shared nigger wife – one in her big ass, one in her big lips.
Where were the normal people? Didn't anybody fuck in just the old-fashioned, man on top way any more? Shit, Hiram was getting desperate. He needed to see what normal fucking looked like because he needed that kind of inspiration to finish off the last pages of The Secretary's Brown Pubes.
Clackety-clack. Clackety-clack.
Room twelve was – oh God!
There is was! A newlywed couple fucking very normally!
Hiram adjusted his infrareds. Smiled happily as he watched them fuck normally – he on top like the dominant male, she on the bottom like a submissive bitch.
There – there in room twelve was inspiration!
Perfect!
Beautiful!
Now he could write the only thing that was left to write for The Secretary's Brown Pubes.
Hiram took off his infrared glasses. Rolled in a clean sheet of butcher paper. Took a deep breath and started typing:
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