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CHAPTER ONE


Cynthia was lying in the tub of warm water and shivering with pleasure. She parted her full lips and let her tongue slip in and out, wetly, while under water her hand rubbed gently at her soapy pussy, making hot, slow circles inside the drooling lips.
Her brother, Jay, was up to his old game and Cynthia knew, enjoyed knowing, that he was peeking in at her.
It was sort of a ritual with them – Cynthia parading around the apartment braless, her nipples erect in hard little teenage buds, and her horny brother eyeing that area about her dampened velvety pubic triangle of girlish hair he had come to know so well.
Now she snaked a slender finger all the way into her drooling cunt. At the bathroom door, which was open just a crack, Jay's sturdy hard-on ached.
Cynthia smiled, almost hearing her brother's pounding heart, knowing his tight jockey shorts must be putting a kink in that thick cock of his.
"Enough of the games, now, Cynthia?" Jay finally panted. "You got one of your horny ones on today, huh, Sis?"
"If you only knew," she sighed. She leaned over the tub's edge, shoving her white boobs up toward Jay's bug-eyes.
"I know, believe me, I know!" her brother panted, and dropped his pants, pulling his shirt off at the same time. He eyed the full length of her lovely body as he stepped into the tub and lowered, ever so gently, his body over hers. His cock throbbed as it submerged in the warm water.
"Ohhhh! I feel what you're talking about," Cynthia cooed as his stiff meat surfaced again and slid along her belly. She let her head drop back and rest on the top of the tub, her hair dripping wet. She spread her legs up and out as Jay readied himself to work his pulsing cock into her cunt.
She grasped the throbbing organ firmly and guided it to her soap-filmed vaginal lips. The water gushed and swirled around their bodies, and Jay moved his hands under water to take a tight grasp on her soft and fleshy buttocks. Jay's body went taut, then shuddered with the sensational feel of the sudsy warm water and her moving body both caressing and exciting him to a peak of near-hysteria. His face was wet with sweat and bath water, and his cock was screaming mad messages up to his brain. His spine tingled as his chest rubbed against her elongated nipples. Jay screwed his eyes shut, battling with the load that was boiling inside his balls.
He opened his eyes again and hesitated long enough to take another devouring glance at the squirming body beneath him. Then he began his gyrations; pushing, thrusting, rotating until Cynthia heaved a big sigh and her big brown eyes flashed wildly. She dug her fingers into his back and clamped him, under water, inside her cunt. They both groaned and a wave of water splashed over the side of the tub as Jay slid into her.
"Mmmmm, isn't this great?" Cynthia said as he hovered over her. "Isn't it wild? Don't you wish you could screw under water forever? Hmmmm. So nice and warm…!"
Her arms came around slowly to enfold him as he plunged deeper and deeper into her submerged cunt. Her hard-nippled breasts rose against him, and he felt himself driving clear in the high, white, detailed sensations of oncoming orgasm.
He poised out over her, and she spread even wider under him and began to reciprocate with a slow unfolding of her juices into the warm water. He heard her grunt and moan and ease up and down under him, and he felt the shudders of her hands pass slowly over his shoulders, her body curling up in the tub and then unwinding slowly.
"Oh, isn't this good? Don't stop," she murmured through sensuous, wet lips, her slippery body still squirming.
"Stop? Not on your life," he replied through clenched teeth. "I'm not stopping 'til I've eaten you all up!"
"Mmmmm… that sounds delicious," she whispered, adding emphasis to "delicious" by squirming faster and squeezing harder on his deep-seated cock.
Her breasts rose high before him, and he dove to recover them in his mouth… and then he picked up the rhythm of the contours of her body again, feeling himself move up all the way in her.
The moment was near when he would throw his load into her sucking tunnel. He held back with all his might, concentrating on stopping the oncoming explosion. His balls were on fire and the warm water licked at them with little tongues of wetness. Everything was against his stopping now, but he squeezed his insides into a knot and waited, trying not to think about the tit that had just slipped out of his mouth and sent a bouncing nipple across his face. But he couldn't ignore the sobs and moans coming from Cynthia as she worked her warm water orgasm to its fullest.
"Take it, baby, take it…" he coaxed her on, gathering his come for the inevitable blast that was about to be triggered off.
Cynthia shook her head dreamily and smiled, feeling his come enter her depths, warm and filling, thick and shooting.
But Cynthia wasn't the least disappointed that his throbbing meat was filling her belly with creamy delight. This wasn't the end, she thought, only the beginning… and her thoughts went racing ahead as his big cock was still diving and dipping in, sliding in, opening the wet downy tunnel of her cunt completely as she whimpered and crouched down low for him. She knew he'd save the best for last and watched his face for a telltale sign as he withdrew. And she caught the sign… a cute smile as he ran his eyes over her body and licked his lips. It meant the gnawing hunger was beginning to chum inside him. That eating hunger that could drive her mad!
Jay slid back on his haunches and pulled Cynthia to a standing position before him. His eyes lapped up every inch of dripping softness, while his hands slid back over her hips and gripped the matched globes of her firm ass, squeezing and pulling the balls apart. Then his eyes locked on the dripping triangle of hair just inches from his face, and Cynthia's eyes became fixed on his mouth.
The pause sent chills through her. She couldn't control herself and pressed the wet mop of hair against his face, then rubbed it over his mouth, nose and chin, until he stopped her with a snaking tongue-dive into her drooling cunt. Hot flashes shot through her mind from the probing, licking, sucking tongue.
When the fire in her was reaching a peak, Jay stopped and turned her around. She knelt and backed into his face, eyeing the upright cock whose head was just below the surface of the water.
Jay felt absolutely refreshed and relaxed now that he'd shot his load. He spread the smooth cheeks before him and buried his nose in the deep crevice, slobbering the crack with playful, wet kisses, enjoying the taste of this sleek, slippery skin that never saw daylight. His eyes feasted on the roundness, firmness and elasticity of her ass, marveling at the sexual desire her crack stirred in his balls.
"Where'd you ever get such a perfectly shaped ass?" he asked, admiring the overall view Cynthia presented in this position.
"My older brother whipped it into shape for me," she cooed back at him. "Kiss it, Jay, the way only you know how to kiss an ass."
There was no hesitation on Jay's part; he spread the cheeks wide, curled his tongue into a point and shot it into her asshole like a dart, snaking, twisting, driving it up and up the tight tunnel as far as he could go, running out of tongue but not tunnel.
"Ohhhh… Jaaaaayyyyy…" she groaned, then dunked her head in the water and filled her mouth with his swollen prick. She sucked and gobbled the sweet meat until her lungs screamed for air, then came up gasping, squeezing his tongue with the strong muscles that surrounded it.
Jay withdrew his tongue and proceeded to nibble on the firm balls of flesh, licking the crevice to send chills up her spine, blowing on her asshole, kissing, sucking and shooting his tongue into it. Meanwhile, Cynthia kept dunking her head into the water and devouring his swollen cock. But it wasn't until Jay realized that all he had to do was hold her head down, that he really got charged up over her suck-off. And on Cynthia's next dive he reached down and pressed his hand on the back of her head, stuffing her mouth and throat with his cock until she choked, then holding her head under the water so she couldn't breathe. It gave him wild thoughts of absolute power over her. Her life was now in his hands not to mention the sensations in her mouth as she gagged, choked and gasped for air. However, he let her go before she panicked and in so doing kept the fire alive in her cunt… even built it up a little.
Cynthia pinned his head against the wall of the tub by sitting on his face – his nose buried in her crack – while she caught her breath. The scare he had given her was a thrill now, but she didn't want a repeat performance, so she released the stopper on the tub. And while she waited for the water to run out, she pressed the fleshy pillows of her ass against his face with all the strength she had, and wiggled, choking off his air supply and eating up the sensation his chin and nose played on her cunt and asshole.
She lost interest in that when the water dropped and she was staring into the eye of his cock. She swooped down on it, capturing it again and letting it move back and forth into the heat of her throat. Jay's tongue was already busy reaming the walls of her drooling cunt and her whole mind could concentrate on getting that lump of ice cream through the straw. Her ravaging tongue wetly painted the length of his cock, tickling its tip and then at his balls, swooping it in, releasing it, capturing it again, her fingers tapping, tickling at his asshole, while a tongue of fire lashed inside her cunt.
The first taste of oozing cream sent her into her second orgasm, knowing now that she would have it all. Her head bobbed in vigorous cadence on his frenzied cock; her throat getting the first spray of juice, then another and another, as she swallowed furiously, trying to keep up with the gushing geyser.
Jay spiraled his tongue into the warmth of her honey-pot, reached overhead and gripped her buttocks, pulling her down on his face as hard as he could. The best shot was always his second, he thought. It lasted longer, hurt longer, and drained his balls of all their come; and the relief when it was over was exhausting – momentarily – then invigorating.
Both bodies squirmed and jerked until the last drop of passion was out. But Cynthia continued to suck his cock anyway, making sure she had it all. Then they separated, grinning and feeling silly inside.
Jay felt great and wanted to get out of the house before any of his seven other brothers and sisters saw him. His actions with Cynthia were one thing, but his real personality was locked inside his head. He was twenty-one now, but all the sex he had ever known was with his sister and he wanted desperately to spread his seed far and wide.
By nine-thirty Jay was tucked off in a corner booth with three of his buddies. All of them were a few years older than he, but with the same general frustrations… no money, no goal in life, no girls.
"The damn newspapers and magazines drive me nuts," said Ed Cramer, sitting on the outside next to Jay. He had average looks, light hair, medium build and a low IQ. "Everybody our age is supposed to be on dope and getting laid. Where'd I go wrong?"
"Ya gotta have bread," Jay stated his philosophy. The ham and cheese sandwich, which was all he had for dinner, didn't satisfy the pangs of hunger and influenced his thinking. The beers only increased his appetite and reminded him that he only had three dollars left until payday. Day after tomorrow.
"Bullshit!" the sharp tongue of Tom Dunn rang out. Tom sat on the end, opposite Ed Cramer, for a very good reason; it was closer to the bar and he was developing a problem with alcohol. A tall, very thin character, with thick glasses and a long pointed nose, it was natural that they nicknamed him Ichabod Crane. And Tom didn't disillusion himself about his looks. "We don't get any ass because we don't go about it in an intelligent manner."
In the corner, next to Tom, a short, fat, boyish figure became alert and nodded approval to Tom's statement. Not that Charles Krauss knew what Tom was leading to, he just wanted to hear more about it.
"I've said it before and I'll say it again," Tom continued, a bit smug in his attitude to let them know he was of superior intelligence. "We've got nothing going for us… no money, no car, no looks…"
"Speak for yourself," Jay cut in.
"The orangutan over there calls the rest of the world ugly," Tom snapped back at him. "What's the use? I've been trying to get you guys to start a social club for years now and you just sit on your fat asses and moan about not getting laid. You expect a broad to come in this piss-stenched bar, walk over to the table and ask you for a hump." He got up from the booth to get another beer and said over his shoulder, "Even then you'd probably want her to do it in the fuckin' booth!"
Jay and Ed sat motionless, but Charles was fidgeting, anxious for Tom to return. He started talking before Tom reached the booth: "We can use my uncle's store!"
"Huh?" Tom responded.
"My uncle has an empty store over a bowling alley that he can't rent. Too noisy. He said I could use it any time I wanted to. And it even has a three-room apartment behind it."
"Where is this place?"
"In Maspeth… on Old Fresh Pond Road."
"Yeh," Jay cut in, "we can all rent bicycles from Avis to get there."
"The bus on Palmetto Street goes right past the place," Charles answered. But Jay began to laugh at his own joke and paid no attention.
"Screw him," Tom said, dismissing Jay's presence. He knew the bowling alley Charles was talking about and it wasn't very far by bus. "When can we see the place?"
"Any time. I've even got a set of keys at home."
"Okay, Tom, now we have a store for our club," Ed said sarcastically. "How are you going to get broads?"
Silence.
"I mean, let's face it," Ed said, less sarcastic now, "if you can't get a girl to go out with you, how can you get them to come to the club?"
Tom Dunn just stared at him with contempt. He wasn't prepared to answer any questions… not yet, anyway. This whole idea was dreamed up on the spot, but he couldn't let them know he was bluffing. If they lost respect for his intelligence he was lost, since he didn't have anything else to feed his ego. And besides, he decided, the idea was developing into an interesting situation. So he instinctively hid behind an air of superiority and let the silence work to his advantage, giving Ed a slight, tolerant grin.
"It's all based on my theory of pyramiding reactions…"
"We gonna build pyramids?" Jay couldn't resist the pun. And everyone but Tom laughed. However, the groping for an answer was over. Tom realized he'd be able to elaborate on his "theory" to the satisfaction of his associates.
"… which, for the benefit of you imbeciles, I'll spell out in simple terms." He stood up and walked briskly to the bar, received a bottle of beer from the short German bartender, who just added the charge to his weekly bill.
Seated once again, he began talking as he poured the beer. "There are four of us starting the club. Four male chauvinist pigs. We will do all the basic work in putting the store into shape and consequently be the officers. We will carefully select two or three other guys as members. However, I insist on having the final say on who joins the club."
"Then, quite simply, we all bring one female to our first meeting."
"Well, we're right back at the beginning." Jay said it for them all.
This time Tom smiled, seeming to be getting a little mellow. He finished the beer in his glass, poured the balance of the bottle and announced softly, "I knew you were going to say that, because your brains are in your ass. However, my plan is so simple that even a dumb shit like you can get a girl to bring to the meetings."
With that he drained the glass and returned to the bar with the empty bottle, got another and returned to the booth. Charles asked him to wait a minute while he ran to the bar and bought three draft beers. He was excited by Tom's presentation and sure his idol had a carefully worked-out plan that couldn't fail.
They settled quickly and waited for Tom to reveal his plan. Signs of intoxication were creeping into his speech and manners, but they were accustomed to this. They didn't pronounce him drunk until he passed out. Even then he might wake up in fifteen minutes and be completely coherent again.
The noise in the bar was getting louder, as the Friday-night crowd reached its peak. Mostly men, old-timers from the neighborhood who stopped in nightly on the way home from work for a quick beer. One or two had their wives. The younger men, the ones under thirty, mixed in at the bar, mostly listening. And the smell of smoke and beer mixed in a dark cloud over the room to render a urine-like odor.
"I'll say it nice and slow. No big words to confuse anyone, so listen closely. I said, 'We all bring one female.' Just remember, I didn't specify anything but female…"
They were completely puzzled and he knew it. And he used it to build his ego.
"Look at it this way, gentlemen…" a pause for his ego to watch their intent faces, knowing they hung on every word, "… six guys go to a party and bring six girls. A girl for every guy present, but not necessarily the same girl he brought. As long as we keep in mind that when we get to the party we will not spend the night with the girl we invited… then shit, we can bring anyone. Right?"
Three heads nodded. They knew he had something, but they hadn't caught on to what it was.
"So… one guy brings his ex-girlfriend, or any girl he knows will accept. Another guy brings his cousin and another brings his sister… and so on and so forth."
"Holy shit!" Ed Cramer looked upset. "Who'd bring his sister to an orgy?"
"Don't get uptight. I told you it was for the first party. Or maybe the first few. After that my pyramid theory takes over. We tell the girls to bring their friends and pretty soon we ye got a whole new stable."



CHAPTER TWO


Upon inspection of the store the following morning Thomas I. Dunn, for the first time his friends could remember, expressed delight. Not even the bare walls, desperately in need of new paint, drew any criticism from his sharp tongue. Instead, Tom walked briskly from the front door through the store, into the next room, with his eyes peering over his glasses, and disappeared. They caught up to him in the kitchen, where he had just finished inspecting the bathroom and rear entrance.
"Charlie, old buddy, this is better than I ever dreamed possible. We couldn't find a place like this if we paid a couple of hundred bucks a month."
"My uncle said we could have it without rent until December. He usually rents it then for the holidays."
They all agreed that the store was terrific and Charlie Krauss was the hero of the day.
Then with a few more tours of the premises they set out to scrounge the neighborhood for furniture. They hadn't known this much enthusiasm since their early teens. Old chairs and tables were carted off from their basements in an old wagon and a dilapidated baby carriage. They confiscated lamps, knickknacks and ashtrays from their offices, restaurants and bars. The four made a systematic visit to all the cafeterias in the neighborhood and walked off with enough eating utensils, glasses, cups and saucers to serve a small army. And they were having a ball doing it.
The following Friday night, just a week after the germ of an idea began, they had their first party. And by that time no one was surprised at the female guest list. Jay brought Cynthia. Charles brought his seventeen-year-old sister Kay, who was a short fat kid with pimples. Ed brought a cousin, who had a terrific build and pretty face; not to mention a reputation in the neighborhood as being a whore. And Tom Dunn, being an only child and not having any relatives nearby, brought an ex-girlfriend. A tall, thin girl who was easily the homeliest girl in the group. But to add a touch of freshness to the stale group, Tom invited an Italian friend he worked with, who brought a buddy and two mod, good-looking chicks.
As it turned out, the first party was a complete bomb. If it hadn't been for the bowling alley downstairs, they would have sat in complete silence and stared at each other. However, the league was bowling for position that night and just as Tom finished a fast dance with Cynthia, the music ended, Tom and Cynthia bowed, and a loud cheer rang out below. Everyone laughed. Tom told a joke, punctuated by bowling balls crashing into pins and ending with a cheer from downstairs. Everyone laughed. But the party ended without a single couple getting laid, which constituted a failure.
It was especially a bad blow to Charles Krauss, who had put a great deal of faith in Tom's ability to get them laid. A case of hero-worship that had existed for several years was almost shattered. But Tom scolded him for expecting too much from the first party and Charles was content. At twenty-three, he had to believe in someone or he'd die a virgin, if you didn't count his sister.
The standards of this German neighborhood – a section of Queens County, New York – were very strict. Any display of affection in public was out of the question. Dating was only for those getting married. Sex – God forbid – was only for married people who were trying to have children. And there were many, many rules governing the conduct of young people – anyone under thirty.
Then, keeping this in mind at all times, everyone but the old ladies who watched suspiciously from their windows set out to break the rules without getting caught. Incest was the most popular way out. A forty-year-old man, whose wife was now fat and unattractive, found new delights with his daughter. Brothers and sisters just carried their childhood games into their teens. And everyone suffered from guilt complexes, but never let it interfere with their fun.
Still disappointed with the party, Charles turned down an invitation to join Tom, Ed and Jay at the corner bar. Instead he took Kay home. But rather than going upstairs to their apartment, where their parents would be sleeping by now, Charles gave Kay a gentle nudge in the direction of the basement stairs. She followed his lead, down steep, creaking wooden stairs to the damp basement and back to a storage-bin in the rear. A small light barely lit the cubicle, but as soon as it was turned on Charles retraced his steps and unscrewed the bulbs in the other sockets so no one could see them from outside.
"It wasn't a bad party," Kay whispered.
"I guess so," Charles sighed moodily.
"Tommy sure was funny."
"Yeah. He sure was."
Charles opened the buttons on his sister's blouse, then unhooked her bra. Kay quickly slipped them off. Desperately trying to work up some enthusiasm, he caressed one of her big tits and watched the nipple grow hard. He bent over and kissed the nipple, sucked on it, and finally bit it gently. Then, disappointed because it didn't arouse him, he let go.
Kay sensed his lack of enthusiasm and tried to give him a spark of life. She opened his zipper, slid her chubby hand into his shorts and started to play with the limp cock. It remained limp. Even while he removed her panties and squeezed her ass the limp noodle remained uninterested. She tried harder.
"Want me to bury it between my tits?" she asked.
"No, not really," he answered in a bored tone.
Kay felt frustrated. She jerked the rubbery tube and nothing happened. She bent down and kissed it, her big eyes looking up into his for approval, but still no signs of appreciation, and now she was out of ideas. Men weren't suppose to be limp, she told herself in defense of her pride. But the sight of his cock churned up the juices in her own sex box and she was curious about the male apparatus anyway. Usually her brother was jamming it into her mouth, cunt or ass and she never got to examine it like this. She decided on the spot that it was "cute" when it was soft and wrinkled; no big veins popping out and no puffing head dribbling cream, she reasoned.
Since Charles was just standing their doing nothing, she proceeded to give him an examination. She took the soft meat in her hand and closed a tight fist over it for protection and warmth, lifted it and gazed at the wrinkled prunes dangling from the base… cupped them in her other hand and squeezed gently. Then, starting at the tip of his cock, she ran the tip of her tongue down the shaft to his balls and back up again. Charles spread his legs wide apart for her and she used her pink tongue, letting it lounge around his hot and swollen balls, licking and sipping with those pouty red lips of hers. Then she slid the bottom of her tongue back down over the bottom of his heat, feathering it, before her lips formed into a hot, moist circle to clamp firmly around the pulsing head, sucking on it and nursing it wetly.
The oiled and steaming spear slid far back in her mouth, into the slowly gulping throat, and she used those muscles to milk it, swallow on it, draw at it.
Her head was bobbing on it and little animal-lust moans were slipping out of her, along with saliva that ran down over his balls and nestled in the crack just behind. Her eyelids fluttered and her tongue washed in circles up and around and over and under the thick swell of meat. His thighs trembled slightly and he arched up to piston in and out of the warm mouth.
Her tongue moved faster, eyes closed now, and her temples beat like a heavy drum, cheeks hollowed to the suckings.
Her teasing fingers traced his contours, and this showed new results in the throbbing, rosy rigidity and restless movements of his hips.
He felt the electric strokings of her fingers, stroking along the lines of his inner thighs. Inching, impressing, gently upward, a little more firmly each time, and her tongue a million dartings of fire. He spread his legs even wider apart for her, hunching his shoulders, a cue, and so she proceeded past his balls on the next licking trip to his ass. She sat between his legs and looked up. It was an interesting angle, she thought, but not as interesting as Charles made it sound, when he was viewing her from this position.
She ran a finger down the crack of his ass and probed the little entrance she found there, but couldn't get her chubby finger in the tight opening… decided she wanted to and wet the finger in her mouth, then tried again. It squeezed in this time about a knuckle's worth and she noticed a twinge of life come into his dangling cock. She twisted and pushed at the sucking tunnel and managed to get another joint into him. He seemed to like the feeling, because he was helping by spreading his cheeks and drawing the finger into himself with muscular contractions, but it didn't seem to harden his prick any more than it already was.
Charles suddenly pulled her to her feet. "Just squat a little," he directed, placing his hand between her legs and snugging into her pussy.
"Shove it where it belongs, Chuck," she said over her shoulder.
He moaned and gave in to her suggestion, jamming his cock into her panting cunt with a vengeance.
"Ooooo… nnnice…" she sighed, and the stiff cock with delight.
Charles drove the hot meat in and out, squeezing the white meat of her ass with all his might, oblivious to his sister's furious orgasm. He reached around and cupped her large tits, using them as handles to push and pull her on and off his throbbing prick, delighting Kay even more by holding her aching breasts while he filled her tight cunt with his expanding muscle. She gurgled from deep in her throat with the pleasure he inflicted between her legs and imagined the hard shaft was coming up the back of her throat and out.
Kay was overwhelmed with the sensations her brother created throughout her body and wondered why he ever wanted to do it any other way.
Especially up her ass. Charles at the same time was pretending he did have it in her asshole, and drove harder and faster into her body, spurred on by the slapping of her soft, meaty buttocks on his belly. The fit of her cunt was tight enough, but he wanted to hear the moans and groans she gave out when he penetrated into the wrong tunnel, where her muscles would fight back to expel the probe.
Charles came with an agonizing cry of relief. Kay clamped him inside her and drooled as the splash of sperm hit the walls of her cunt.
The next three parties were just as bad as the first, but Tom continued to fight back with new ideas.
"Next week," Tom announced, just before leaving the fourth party, "is Halloween… and I've decided to conduct a Black Mass."
At long last there was a spark of excitement in the group. Chatter and giggles, whispered explanations to the uninformed about Black Mass rituals, more giggles and nervous laughing. Then silence, as they waited for their leader to give them the details. And Tom Dunn, coming up with another idea that caught the imagination of the crowd, was the center of attraction. Again he seized the opportunity to build his ego.
He tested the strength of his hold on them by adding. "To pay for the incidentals needed to conduct the service, I'll need two dollars from each of you."
The overwhelming response startled him, as the money quickly materialized on the table before him. A new confidence surged through him and he refused to let go until he had played it for all it was worth.
"Each participant at a Black Mass is required to wear a black cape. Nothing else!"
Mumbling ran through the group and he thought he may have gone too far. It turned out they didn't know where to get black capes and considered the case hopeless.
"For Chrisake… who's got a sewing machine?"
Kay Krauss answered with a raised hand.
"Can you make eight capes?"
She shrugged her shoulders. "I guess I could if you show me what they look like."
"Just a simple piece of cloth that wraps around the shoulders and reaches to the floor."
She was negative about the whole thing, but willing to cooperate. It was decided that Tom and Cynthia would go to her house to help her with the design. Everyone was to be measured and they had to donate more money. And surprisingly, no complaints from anyone. Not even Jay, who was always crying how broke he was.
"Okay, here's what we do next week… I'll set everything up. Alone! At eight o'clock I'll unlock the back door and you can all enter. No one is to enter before eight. Got that?"
Everyone nodded obediently. They stared with wide eyes, hanging on his every word, drawn deeper into the game by the complexity of the rules he was dictating.
"Everyone must be in the kitchen by ten after eight. At that time you lock the back door, Ed. Then the guys go into the room off the kitchen and put on their capes. All clothes are to be removed except shoes and socks…"
A stir of excitement went through the group. Nervous grins were flashed and the girls giggled softly.
"You've got exactly ten minutes. Then you leave that room and go into the next room, just behind the store, and wait. At eight-twenty, the girls do the same. You've also got exactly ten minutes. And remove everything but your shoes. If anyone cheats, it's up to the others to kick them out before they enter the store. I'll ring a bell signaling the beginning of the Mass. Then, and only then, do you open the door and enter."
On the bus ride back to Ridgewood the group was in high spirits. The other passengers were confused by all the attention everyone gave to "Ichabod Crane".
By Saturday, Kay had made sixteen capes instead of eight. There was more money in the treasury than Tom needed, and best of all, the guest list consisted of nine females and only six male names.



CHAPTER THREE


Surprisingly, Tom enlisted Jay Schmidtline to help him decorate the store. A convenient puppet to run errands, help hang the black-and-orange crepe paper along the walls, and any other odd jobs, "the brain" wanted done. It was Jay who was sent out to find a cardboard box that could be made into a coffin. It took three evenings, after working all day, to go from store to store in the shopping areas of Maspeth and Ridgewood, before he found a suitable box.
Since it was too big to take on the bus, he had to carry the awkward container about a mile and a half. Then he was dismissed and Tom put the finishing touches on the room.
By seven-thirty that Saturday night, everyone was gathered in front of the store. Kids were running up and down the streets dressed in costumes. The members of the club decided to move to the back entrance to get away from the wild kids on the streets. After the introductions were made the girls chatted nervously in one group, while the guys chain-smoked and joked in another.
Two additional Schmidtlines were present; nineteen-year-old brother Hans and their sister Gloria. The Schmidtlines had one thing in common – none of them looked alike. Hans was six-foot-three, lean, with rodent-like features. Gloria was much prettier than Cynthia; not as tail, but more feminine. And while Cynthia kept her long brown hair straight to the shoulder, Gloria's blonde hair was short and wavy. Jay, Cynthia and Hans had dark-brown eyes, Gloria had soft blue eyes.
The other new guests included a couple Charles had invited; his sister Kay brought a girlfriend; and Ed's cousin, Ann, brought a girlfriend. But the biggest surprise to the group was the presence of Margaret Leche, who must have arrived with Tom, since she was the first one there and gave them last-minute instructions about their behavior. A typical Margaret Leche habit anyway, which they all hated her for. They also despised her short, squat build that she carried like a muscle-bound truck driver. Rumor had it that she was a bull dyke, but no one had any evidence to prove it. It didn't matter anyway, since rumors circulated about all members of the Leche family. The mother was called "Crazy Mary"; the father was singled out as "the meanest man in Ridgewood"; and even Margaret's sister was said to be a tramp. So the Leche family stuck together, and even though there was an age difference of eleven years between Margaret and Stella, they were always seen together.
Margaret blocked the back door until precisely eight o'clock, then opened the door and gave the order to enter. At ten after eight she told Ed to lock the door.
"Okay, you guys," she barked, "in to the dressing room and don't dilly-dally."
The men shuffled into the adjoining room.
At exactly eight-twenty she opened the door and herded the girls into the now-vacant dressing room. Her hawk-eyes guaranteed the complete disrobing of the girls, which made them leery of her real reason for watching. Even the girls that didn't know her felt uneasy.
Draped from the neck down in their cone-shaped robes, fastened at the neck with a single clasp, they filed into the next room with the men. A muffled giggle went through the group at the sight of stark white faces floating on black teepees. All talking was in the kind of whispers reserved for church. Most of the guys puffed nervously on cigarettes that Ed Cramer had the foresight to carry into the waiting room. Since it was almost time to enter the Mass, the girls took drags from the lit cigarettes.
For the next five minutes the group just stood in silence, staring at each other, some considering the reason they were attending this fiendish meeting, while others wondered what devious plans Tom Dunn would impose on them. The dead silence was short-lived; the crash of pins rang out below as the league started to bowl. Nervous laughs went around the room and a few more cigarettes were lit. Even Margaret Leche was beginning to show nervousness now.
At eight forty-five a small brass bell sounded; three district rings; then the door opened. The crowd looked into a seemingly black room.
"Enter," a voice ordered. Even straining for a deep, solemn tone, it was recognized as Tom's.
Another moment of hesitation before Jay Schmidtline, feigning confidence, swaggered toward the door. Cynthia quickly caught up to him and entered with at least the protection of her big brother. The others filed in behind them. The smell of incense immediately choked off any giggles or levity. It burned their nostrils and brought the group to a sense of serious alertness.
Slowly their eyes adjusted to the darkness and they could distinguish Tom Dunn's face, which seemed to hang between two candle flames. Closer examination revealed the black candles, the lectern which Tom was standing behind, and a bulky object on the floor in front of the lectern. They formed a semicircle around the form, which someone identified in a whisper as a coffin. They stared into Tom's face.
"Welcome, my brothers and sisters, to Satan's Black Mass." Tom's voice was back to normal, but his sinister grin and sparkling eyes sent a chill up the backs of everyone that knew him. They knew he was capable of dreaming up sordid games, having seen him in action before, and that grin was always the tip-off.
"Let's all bow our heads and pray to the Angel of Evil… our beloved Satan…"
The cadence was familiar, but the words seemed to be jibberish. Only Charles Krauss recognized what Tom was doing… saying the Lord's Prayer with the words backward! At the conclusion Charles surprised himself, as well as the others by saying aloud and in unison with Tom: "Nema."
"We are gathered here tonight to dedicate ourselves to Satan. We will make our offerings and sacrifices to become his faithful servants."
From under the lectern he produced an object draped in black cloth, then proceeded to ceremoniously remove and fold the cloth. The exposed chalice strongly resembled the bowling trophy from the display window next door. He lifted it high and announced: "This is the blood of the sacrificed, virgin, oh Satan. Whosoever drinks from this cup shall be purged from all cleanliness of mind and soul, becoming your faithful follower."
He lifted the cup with both hands and drank. A problem presented itself; every time both hands were out of the cape, his body was exposed! Behind the lectern no one could see, but he certainly didn't want to expose himself to the gins too soon and possibly lose his grip on the ceremony. He stalled for a few moments, pretending to be taking a big drink, and decided he'd have to get someone else to help him serve the congregation.
"Sister Margaret… please approach the altar." When she was by his side he took the chalice with one hand and presented it to her. His eyes widened as she took the heavy cup with both hands, revealing large, tight-nippled breasts, a fat stomach and dark shadows. No detail at all in the shadows, he realized.
"Drink, my daughter, and join the ranks of Satan's Apostles."
Margaret drank the wine and was handing back the chalice when he whispered, "You'll serve with me. Just hand each one the cup and I'll follow with the candle."
He took a lit candle and the two approached the circle.
Ann's girlfriend was first, and as she took the cup Tom lowered the candle about even with his chest… there was light in the shadows!
"The Devil smiles on all those who drink from the cup of evil," he chanted. Now he wandered if his damn hard-on was poking its head out!
One by one they drank from the cup, while Tom and Margaret eyed their naked bodies. All cocks were shriveled, Tom noticed, a sign that he had them nervous.
That finished, he returned to the lectern and replenished the wine in the cup, announcing, "Now that you have sipped the blood of the sacrificed virgin we are all united under Satan. And by his will the virgin will arise."
A blue spotlight from one corner of the room and a red spotlight from another splashed light on the coffin. Dramatically, the lid began to rise by itself. Everyone took a step backward. Slowly it opened, revealing the form of a girl laid out in a black cape.
Margaret smiled proudly at the sight of her sister in the coffin. Kay Krauss realized now what had happened to the sixteenth cape she had made. And Stella played the role of a corpse with seriousness – staring wide-eyed at the ceiling.
"Rise now, daughter of Satan. Virgin no more."
Stella stood in the box and Tom came to help her step out. The cover was dropped and Stella was helped up on what was now the stage. On cue she placed her arms out straight and they all fixed their eyes on her body. Small, just-blooming breasts, flat stomach, and triangle of… no wait, there was hair, but it was powdered white. So was her entire body.
Tom ran an open hand over her small breasts – her nipples quivered – down her stomach and between her legs. Stepping back he signaled to Margaret to come forward and said, "Touch the child of Satan."
Margaret had difficulty keeping the grin off her face as she ran her hands down Stella's front and between her legs. Next was Charles, who was visibly shaking as he extended his hand to touch the powder-smooth skin of the lean girl, who stood straight and proud before him. His hand slid gently over the extended, tight-nippled tits and down her silky stomach, paused briefly and then slipped between her legs. A hint of dampness greeted his fingers, sending chills through him.
Stella also began to enjoy the great attention and lingering hands of these admirers. But Margaret had warned her about the dirty things men would try to do to her, so she just paid attention and waited. For the most part, the girls touched her quickly and moved away. Jay Schmidtline took the longest, feeling each tit sensuously and letting his hand linger between her legs, his fingers probing at the crevice in the rear. Juices tingled in her virgin cunt and she pressed hard on the palm of his hand to relieve some of the itch.
As soon as everyone had a turn, the chalice was passed around and everyone drank deeply.
Tom took Stella's arm and assisted her from the stage, turned to face the group and stood motionless as Stella parted his cloak and ran her hands down his chest. All eyes watched intently as she reached the upright cock and slowly stroked the smooth long rod. Then she turned from Tom and repeated the ritual on the others.
Up to now it was all calculated. Tom had figured from past experience that there was little hope of getting any of the girls to volunteer for the role of being the first one undressed, touched, or fucked. And until the ice was broken, there would never be any sexual activity in the group. It wasn't easy talking Margaret into letting Stella participate, but he decided that once they had all touched the girl, they couldn't very well reject being touched by her. Now, as he had promised Margaret, he must remove Stella from the center stage and replace her with one of the older girls.
"Kay Krauss," he said as Stella finished the "feeling-up" ceremony. "Please come forward." Kay stepped to the center of the group, between Tom and Stella, facing the audience. "As a member of Satan's beloved daughters, do you solemnly swear to abide by his laws and commandments?"
"Yes," she gulped.
"Step up on the coffin," he ordered. She obeyed and he prayed the reinforcements he had built into the cardboard box would support her weight. They did!
With a bit of showmanship, he stepped before her, opened the clasp and the cape dropped to her feet. Tom ran his fingers over her body, quickly at first, then slow, almost as though he were examining her for the audience.
"Bend over, please," Tom instructed, indicating that her ass was to be aimed at the viewers. She turned and bent. A white spotlight went on and the stage was now well lit. Tom spread the fat balls of flesh for all to see her small, puckered asshole. A flush of embarrassment went through Kay. Then he had her sit on the coffin and spread her legs. All eyes centered on the pink lips, which Tom spread with his fingers. Kay wanted to scream from embarrassment, but couldn't. And Tom was extremely pleased with her reaction to this ritual, which he considered an important breakthrough, shattering old taboos they had all been brought up to respect. He was sure their sex life, like his own was restricted to a single partner in a dark room: not any more!
"You have pleased Satan with your obedience," he told Kay, taking her by the hand and leading her to the center of the circle, where Stella stood holding a small jar. Ceremoniously, Tom dipped a finger in the jar and applied the purple rouge to her nipples. Another dot at the navel and a circle on her buttocks, at the approximate location of her hidden asshole.
All this attention sent tingles through Kay's body, which grew into flames when Stella began to caress her big tits. She felt the girls fingers dance down her stomach, around to her ass, back to her stomach and finally tiptoe through the hair between her legs, to tantalize those moist, pink lips. She wouldn't dare utter a sound, but her mind screamed, MORE!
While Stella continued to delight Kay, Tom brought Jay to the center and took his robe, revealing a big fat cock, oozing with anticipation. Jay sucked in his belly for the benefit of the crowd and grinned at his victim.
This was it! Kay told herself.
Tom produced a sturdy, low table and Kay was directed to sit on it. They Jay was given the "dancing finger" treatment by Stella as she led him between Kay's legs.
You could hear the panting of the other members as they watched wide-eyed. The girls all eyed the big slab of meat that was going to spear into Kay's belly, their own cunts twitching with envy. Only Stella, who wasn't yew bright anyway, watched with curiosity, wondering if Margaret wasn't even aware of her sister's presence.
Jay's body glistened with perspiration, the odor mixing with the incense and losing its sting. Kay, who was also perspiring, broke out in a cold sweat when the purple, heart-shaped head touched her dew covered cuntlips. He paused and she wrapped her chubby legs around him to pull. He pushed, she pulled.
"Ohhhh…" she moaned.
"Oh?" he groaned.
There was a wall of resistance holding back his plunge into ecstasy. The huge head quivered and lunged forward. Nothing. The third lunge drove deep into Kay's belly; she shrieked and startled everyone, but it was short-lived. The shock quickly turned to pleasure and Kay's shriek ended in, "Mmmmmmmmmm!"
The gathering sighed and grew impatient to join in the fun. They watched Jay, whose feet were still planted on the floor, reach down to fondle Kay's flattened boobs, keeping his arms straight so there would be plenty of space between their bodies for the audience to see his cock slide in and out. Kay just sucked her thumb and cooed.
Tom stepped out of the circle to do something about the heat, smoke and strong smell of incense. They were all perspiring, but not aware of their discomfort while their attention was fixed on the scene at center-stage. Rather than open the transom over the front door, which would risk having someone on the street hear or possibly see what was happening, Tom decided to open the skylight that took up a eight-by-eight foot area in the center of the store's ceiling. He had difficulty finding the chain in the dark, but once he located it and cracked open the large windows, the smoke billowed out.
Tom remained in the shadows for a while, viewing his masterpiece. The greatest show on earth, he told himself. Two people fucking! Then his eyes scanned the audience and he noticed unusual movements on some, as they watched Jay and Kay with hypnotic stares. Closer examination revealed what Margaret Leche was doing under her parted cape – probably what Hans and Gloria Schmidtline were doing too – masturbating! Do you believe it? Diddling themselves, when they could be fucking! He was pissed off.
Without saying a word, he marched over to Margaret and took off her cloak, then beckoned Hans with his finger and led them to the coffin. Margaret was positioned face down, so Hans wouldn't be turned off by her looks, her ass straight up for penetration. Hans didn't need coning; his cock ran up the dripping wet cunt so fast he lost his balance and fell on top of her. The weight crushed the coffin under them and Margaret gave out a breathless "Ohhhh…" as they fell, and… "WOW!" as they landed and she reached the best climax she'd ever known. Hans was coming when Tom turned to give directions to the others.
The couple Charles had invited was on the floor fucking between their black capes. Looked like a sandwich, Tom thought as he turned to consider Charles. Maybe later, he decided, spotting come all over Charles' cape, shoes and the floor.
Ed Cramer was taking Gloria into the shadows and Tom decided to get Cynthia now, while the getting was good. Besides, Ed's cousin, Ann, was doing her thing with the girl she had brought, and Stella was just watching everything with curiosity.
Cynthia didn't wait for Tom to get to her; she was on top of him before he knew what hit him and he found himself in a "69" position. Her wet mouth devoured his cock, while his mouth tried to get at her cunt, but she kept moving it away from his drooling lips. Then he got the picture; he spread the cheeks of her ass and sucked her tight little asshole.
"Ohhh… yehhhh," she cooed. "Make it tingle."
"Just keep suckin'. I'll make it tingle."
"Mmmmm…" she purred, filling her mouth with hot throbbing cock.
Tom curled his tongue into a point and shot it up the tight tunnel of her asshole with one fast, penetrating drive; at the other end he pumped her mouth full of sperm. Honey dripped from her cunt and trickled down his neck. As soon as the fragrance reached his nostrils he pulled back his tongue, moved her slightly and shot it into her pussy. Cynthia sucked now like someone drowning and squirmed all over his face, feeling his tongue ream the walls of oozing dew right up to her belly and into her brain.
As it turned out, only Charles didn't get laid. He dropped two loads watching though, and considered himself lucky, confident he'd make it the next time.
On the trip back to Ridgewood Tom settled into deep thought. Amateurs! Rank amateurs, that was what they were! Next week would be different… he'd see to that. No more Mr. Nice Guy!



CHAPTER FOUR


The success of the Halloween Party gave Tom, Charles, Jay and Ed a whole new lease on life. It gave them something to think about – day and night – making even their jobs seem less boring and their friendship closer. They felt revitalized, more energetic and bubbling over with enthusiasm. Now they had something to work for, something to do; instead of sitting in the dingy corner bar drinking beer and talking about what they should be doing – they were doing it.
All their spare time was spent in the store. They cleaned it, rearranged the furniture and continued to bring things that would make it more attractive or more effective. Tom filled the refrigerator with beer, so he could devote his time to the premises without constantly running out to quench his thirst – he didn't even mind when the others helped themselves to a bottle. When there was nothing to do they just sat around reminiscing about the party and throwing out ideas for future parties.
"Why can't we have a few meetings a week?" Jay asked. "This waiting till Saturday night is driving me bananas."
"We don't want to ruin a good thing," Tom answered. "We'll just take it slow for a while. See how it develops. Then maybe we'll add a meeting for Wednesday nights. Let's see how it goes first."
"Your girlfriend was the only one disappointed Saturday night," said Ed Cramer. "Says you ignored her and she didn't get any of the fun."
"She's not my fuckin' girlfriend," Tom snapped back. "I used to take her out once in a while. That's all. And shit… who wants to fuck that skinny beast anyway?"
"Nobody else complained," Jay said, throwing out his chest with a bit of arrogance. "Not with 'The Kid' there to service them. They don't call me 'The German Oak' for nothing."
They all laughed at that, accepting the statement as part of the privilege of being a member.
"Don't you guys go shooting off your mouths about our parties," Tom Dunn got serious. "We'll have the fuckin' cops raiding us, or some jerks trying to crash in. Just keep it quiet."
"That's right," Charles added with a touch of nervousness showing.
"Hey look…" Ed said, "who wants anybody else getting in on the act? Broads, okay, but not guys. The next thing you know you're competing. And I say we've got a good thing going – so let them get their own ass."
The others agreed wholeheartedly.
They were sitting on mattresses they had positioned around the walls of the store. Tom got up to get another beer and added, for emphasis, "Then don't go bragging to anybody or you'll blow the whole thing."
He returned with bottles for everyone, amazing them with his sudden generosity and thoughtfulness. Then they realized they had all changed. Each one had become friendlier, more cooperative, with a much happier outlook.
"Are you going to invite Margaret Leche again?" Ed asked. "She gives me the creeps."
"I wasn't going to. I figured I'd drop her and her sister after the first meeting – Lillian too, but they were the first to pay their dues for this week. What could I say?"
"Who cares?" Jay defended the action. "The more broads the better. You've got to have a few in the bullpen just in case."
That made sense to Ed, noticing the change in Jay had been for the better too. Jay was getting smarter, he decided.
"There's a few things you should know, Tom," said Charles. "In a Black Mass ritual, the Lord's Prayer is not only said with words backwards; the entire prayer is reversed. You start with 'Amen' – or 'Nema' – and end with 'Our'. I've been reading up on it."
"Who gives a shit!" Tom exploded.
"Well, I… just thought you'd like to know."
"What do I look like, the Pope?" Tom cut him off. "We're only doing this to get laid – not to have a spiritual experience!"
"I know, but…" Charles tried to cover his need for perfection, while still trying to make his point, "… I just figured it would be more realistic."
"Fuck it! I don't have time to go through Satan's seminary. Just sit back and enjoy the fun. Stop worrying about the services and start thinking about getting the broad you want."
Jay and Ed agreed with Tom. Charles went back to thinking about his other problem; getting laid. He considered himself a virgin, since Kay was the only one he ever fucked and she didn't count because she was his sister. At the party he found himself so engrossed in what the others were doing he didn't get any for himself. Although, he recalled, he did come, watching Jay jam it into his sister, and again when he saw Tom and Cynthia in the sixty-nine position. But he wanted his own experience at the next party and had been making plans all week on how to go about it.
The second Black Mass was entered in the same manner as the first, only this time everyone was anxious to get started and not nearly as nervous. The three bells beckoned at eight-thirty and they filed into the dark store. The "casket" wasn't replaced after Hans and Margaret collapsed it; just the lectern, the two black candles and Tom Dunn were visible.
When the room became silent, Tom started the ritual as before: "Welcome, my brother and sisters, to Satan's Black Mass…" He sounded more relaxed, a bit more sinister. "Let's all bow our heads and pray to the Angel of Evil… our beloved Satan."
"Ruo rebtaf, ohw…" he chanted in a crisp, more practiced voice, obviously continuing his own version in defiance of Charles' suggestion. Once again he went through the ritual with the chalice, Margaret Leche giving him assistance. Then he returned to the lectern and gave a little sermon about how pleased they had all made Satan at the last mass. And their continued obedience would be rewarded. He switched on the blue and red spotlights, which were focused on a low platform at the foot of the lectern.
"Now I call the Devil's Virgin…" Tom announced. A puff of red smoke billowed up from the lectern and Stella's head seemed to materialize next to him. As he led her around to the platform the gathering looked from one to the other for a clue as to how he managed that little trick. They could see that she hadn't popped up from behind the lectern. Her head appeared so fast and from the neck up – definitely not the way it would happen if she just popped up. Tom had a difficult time containing his grin, pleased with their surprised faces.
Once on the platform and when the room became silent, Stella opened the clasp on her cape, letting it fall to her feet. Her body was all white from the dusting with talcum powder and once again the audience was entranced by her firm, just-developing body. They watched as Tom slowly ran his hands over the swells of her blossoming breasts, squeezing them gently to highlight the small, pointed nipples that hardened even more with his touch. He proceeded to slide his right hand down the front of her and his left hand down the back. The girl stood motionless, though apparently pleased with the feeling he gave her body. She spread her legs when his hand approached her downy fluff and he slid it between her legs, rubbing her sensually.
Margaret was the next to feel the girl all over, followed by Charles, who was visibly shaking when he touched Stella. But he didn't rush through the ceremony; he closed his eyes and drank in the delightful feel of her tight girl-flesh.
After each took a turn at feeling Stella, the chalice was passed around – this time Stella managed to get a drink – and then she proceeded to feel each of the participants in the gathering. Another passing of the chalice and again Stella insisted on participating in the wine ritual.
"Charles Krauss," Tom announced gravely, "please come forward."
Charles wasn't prepared for this. He was expecting a repeat of the last service where a girl was brought out and used as the demonstration model. The nervousness showed as he took his place on the platform. It was worse when Tom Dunn removed his robe and he had nothing to do with his hands but drop them to his sides.
Tom reached over the lectern and switched on the bright white spotlight. Charles was mortified. They were all looking at his hard-on, he kept saying to himself, barely aware of what was going on around him.
"Sister Ann," Tom was saying, which caught Charles' attention. He had been admiring Ed's cousin since the first party. Now all at once he was going to have to perform something – he didn't know what – in front of everyone.
"Since the penis is Satan's scepter, it is one of the most revered parts of the male anatomy," Tom addressed the audience. "Sister Ann will show her dedication to Satan by kissing his scepter."
Ann smiled, walked up to Charles and knelt before him on the platform. Tom quickly went to them and rearranged them so Charles was facing sideways so the audience could see what Ann was doing.
The sight of Ann kneeling before him, her pretty face smiling up at him, sent Charles into a frenzy. His cock was throbbing and he knew the slightest touch would set off his orgasm. Taking a deep breath, he put all his concentration into holding back the climax, but watching her smiling face all the same. Probably the very thing that was making him come, he thought, but he couldn't take his eyes off her. Those sensuous, moist lips – that were smiling now – would soon pucker and kiss his cock… and the thought almost exploded the charge in his balls.
Ann puckered up, as he expected, and gave the ballooning head of his cock a soft, wet, tight-lipped kiss. As she moved away he could see a drop of come on her lips and his cock was dribbling a few drops on the floor. Ann licked her lips and smiled up at him again. Everyone else was dead silent, thoroughly captivated by the scene, which Ann played with such expertise.
Fear, tension and worry filled Charles' brain with distressing signals. What would Ann say when she found out he was dripping come? he worried. Have to hold it back, he told himself. Mustn't get it in her mouth. But Ann's lips were back on the head of his cock and he could see the white cream oozing out, right on those soft red lips. She licked the goo off her lips and went back for more. She licked all the come off his cock and then sucked it into her mouth.
The warmth, the excitement, the realization that she didn't mind the taste of his semen, relaxed him long enough to forget about holding back the ejaculation. He shot a squirt of warm liquid into the back of Ann's throat, realized what he had done and expected the worse. She sucked on his cock and swallowed. Although he didn't have any control of the following explosions, he stopped holding back and just let it blast into her sucking, swallowing, gulping mouth, watching as it oozed out the corners of her lips and down her chin. What a relief! he thought.
Tom noticed Jay make a move to take Ann's girlfriend, Carol, back to the mattresses. The couple Charles had invited, Frank and Joan, were also breaking from the circle.
"Would you please all wait until the ceremonies are over?" Tom called out. The two couples returned to their places in the circle.
Charles was panting from exhaustion and Ann was smiling with delight. Tom asked them to step down, which they did, taking their place back with the group.
"Frank, please step up to the platform," Tom announced, "Sister Lillian, would you please come forward?"
There was a little resistance from Frank, but Tom quickly put him in his place with a sharp look. On signal, Stella pushed the "sacrifice table" into the middle of the circle and Lil was disrobed and placed face down on it, her feet still on the floor. Next Frank's cape was taken and Stella's small hand wrapped around his stiff cock. She led him over to Lil, placing the head of his cock between the thin, flat buttocks that poised before him.
It was all very interesting to Stella, who wasn't quite sure what it was all about, or exactly what they were doing. She knew she liked what she saw; liked to have everyone feel her, especially between her legs, and she liked feeling them. But since she didn't have any friends, with Margaret as her only source of intimate information, she didn't know why they were doing it or what they were doing. The wine had made her a little tipsy and she decided to stay close to this action to see for herself, despite Tom's signal to move away.
The performance wasn't very interesting to the others though. Frank spread Lillian's legs and began to insert his cock. There was resistance. He pushed a little harder. Then Stella bent closer, spread Lillian's buttocks to see where he was sticking that "man thing". Tom looked over to see what Margaret had to say about all this, saw a glazed look in her eyes, her cape moving in that telltale way to indicate she was masturbating again.
The fact that he was fucking a virgin, with another inquisitive virgin sticking her nose practically in the middle of it, gave Frank the stimulus to go on. He backed up, giving Stella a chance to see where he was sticking it, then lunged forward, ripping his way into the depths of Lillian's cunt.
"Ooww!" Lillian cried one minute, followed by "Mmmmm…" the next.
It confused Stella. She didn't know if the girl liked it or didn't like it; whether it hurt or felt good. But she was satisfied that she at least knew what they were doing to each other. However, she decided she'd just be satisfied with being felt by everyone, or feeling them, and let it go at that.
Frank's performance was poor and it dragged out too long. But Tom had accomplished one thing – he got Lil fucked. That was a big accomplishment, he figured. He looked over the faces of the audience and could see they were getting anxious to do their own thing. His eyes picked up a reddish glow that seemed to be moving in a ghost-like waving motion on the wall. He took off his gasses and cleaned them on a piece of his cape. When he put the glasses back on the glow was gone.
The couple on the table were dripping wit perspiration, still humping with the same dull tempo. Tom beckoned Kay to the center, removed her cape and made her kneel behind Frank. She obeyed. Then Tom pushed her nose in the crack of Frank's ass, spurring Frank on to a faster tempo. Realizing the only way to get on with the show was to help Frank reach a climax, Kay began to kiss his ass. The heat, the sweat, the smell of male and female sex glands juicing together, gave Kay a sense of abandon. She stuck her tongue in Frank's ass. The sensation sent the come shooting into the depths of Lillian, with "Ohhhh… mmmmm…" sounds from Frank, and "MORE!" from Lillian.
Tom saw the red spot on the wall again, but when he started to move in its direction it disappeared. He was puzzled. It just seemed to hang there, waving and dancing in the weirdest manner, giving him a chill. Could it be… no, that was ridiculous, he said to himself.
The services were over and everyone moved to the mattresses, pairing off to enjoy sex in their own fashion. Watching the staged sex scenes brought everyone to the peak of desire. Participating in the ceremony had its own reward too: the thrill of knowing everyone was watching, whether you like that idea or not; the fact that you never knew what Tom was going to make you do – or have done to you, and the relief when it was over and the performance pleased the audience. Usually the participants found themselves more excited after the performance, which sent them after a second and third partner for more.
Tom came to the realization that he was always going to be the one to get the leftovers, since the couples paired off while he was "working". He had planned on getting Gloria Schmidtline tonight, but she was already in the corner with Ed. A quick glance around the room indicated a choice of Margaret Leche or Lillian. He was unimpressed.
Then he spotted Ann's ass sticking up as she knelt between Kay's girlfriend's legs devouring the girl's cunt. He quickly mounted her dog-fashion, driving his stiff cock into the warmth of her drooling cunt. Ann responded with gyrations, but never took her mouth off Edna's sex-box; her tongue was too engrossed in collecting honey from the walls of the velvet cave to stop, but it was a welcome surprise to have her own cunt plugged with Tom's plunging, pumping cock. It sparked her on to a frenzied attack between Edna's legs when Tom also reached down and milked her aching tits.
Tom hadn't felt particularly "sexy" when he chose Ann as the target to shoot his load into. But now his mind had been cleared of the nagging thoughts of the opening services and that mysterious spot on the wall, bringing him to the single subject at hand, which took possession of his mind. His cock made long, deep plunges into Ann's warm, moist insides, while he stared into Edna's face, with its delirious expression of gratification. With each thrust of his cock, he saw Edna's expression contort with delicious agony, just as though he were ramming his rod into her body, but in fact, his deep penetrations into Ann were sending her tongue deeper into Edna.
Finally Ann went into a frenzied orgasm and Tom pushed hard with his cock, holding her steady with a strong grip on her tits. Edna grabbed Ann's hair, holding Ann's head between her legs as she went into her own climax, with Tom shooting his semen at the same time into Ann.
It was almost one o'clock when the orgy ended. Most of the members dressed, said their farewells to the ones who weren't in a hurry to leave and left. Margaret Leche had fallen asleep on one of the mattresses from a slight overindulgence of wine, two self-imposed orgasms and one with Lillian. Stella was cleaning up; Jay, Cynthia and Tom were sitting together on a mattress talking.
"Would you bring me a beer, Stella?" Tom asked.
"Me too?" from Jay and Cynthia.
"You should have sacrifices at the mass," Cynthia was saying. "You know… someone is strapped to the table and everyone does something to that person."
"I've been thinking about it," Tom admitted, surprised to hear this suggestion coming from one of the girls. There were all kinds of things he wanted to do, but was afraid to try for fear of having a revolt.
"Nothing really brutal," Cynthia said, realizing that Tom's reputation might be true and he'd want to inflict pain on the subjects. "Just sort of symbolic sacrifices… like tying Lillian down and having all the guys bang her."
"Who's suppose to suffer?" Jay asked. And they all laughed at the truth of his remark.
Stella returned with the beers, got herself a glass of wine and joined them on the mattress.
"There's all kinds of fun things we could do," Cynthia continued, squirming a little at the having. "Like tying someone's hands behind his back, kneeling on the floor and make him kiss everyone's ass."
"Sounds great. Next week you can serve mass with me and we'll pull off a few sacrifices."
"Mmmmm… even make the person stick his tongue in our assholes…" She was getting all hot with the prospects. "Let's show him, Jay."
"I'm exhausted," Jay objected. But Cynthia was already up and pulling her brother over. When he refused to take the kneeling position she just pushed him on his back and straddled his face.
Tom smiled, watching the gazed look in her eyes as she lowered her ass on Jay's mouth. "Whatever turns you on," Tom said under his breath.
"Feel me up," Stella whispered in Tom's ear.
"If your sister caught us she'd castrate me," he whispered back.
"No she won't." Stella coaxed him on, not knowing what "castrate" meant anyway.
Without much enthusiasm, Tom began running his hand over Stella's breasts and stomach, sipping beer from the bottle in his other hand. He toyed with the hair between her legs, but observed all the restraint he was taught about playing with little girls, still aware of Margaret's presence and loud mouth.
Stella knelt next to him, so he could run his hand down her back while she examined and played with the limp finger of flesh between his legs. She watched it harden, wondering all the time why the girls were so fascinated by this curious-looking "male thing". It was sticky from a combination of juices from Ann's cunt and his own semen, but Stella continued to fondle it, noticing that Tom was putting more enthusiasm into the massage he was giving her. She bent closer to kiss it, the way she saw the other girls do it, but jerked short when the odor stung in her nostrils.
"Go ahead and kiss it," Tom whispered.
Hesitating at first, she finally took a deep breath and pressed her lips on the sticky, purplish head that reminded her of a heart. She licked the sticky stuff from her lips, decided it didn't taste too bad, then went back to try again.
The sight of her virgin lips pressing against the tip of his cock sent Tom into a wild, urgent need for her mouth. He gently placed his hand on the back of her head, pressing it onto his cock. Her lips parted, stretching over the head, then letting it penetrate into her small mouth. The sight of his shaft sinking into Stella's virgin, unsuspecting mouth quickly drove Tom to the peak of excitement, but he wasn't sure how she'd react to the surprise of his cock firing in her throat. A short squirt escaped without warning – not that he would have been able to stop it – which Stella accepted without any fuss. Just a questioning look came into her expression. He couldn't take his eyes off her sweet, innocent face, with its changing expression as the experiment continued. Then he spent his load, his cock jerking and spitting behind those delicate lips.
Stella reacted with a calm acceptance, letting him fill her mouth to overflowing, swallowing some accidentally, but spitting most of it into her wine glass. She wiped her lips and chin on her bare arm, then smiled at him.
"Would you do that to me?" she asked, pointing to Cynthia, who was still astride Jay's face.
"Sure," Tom answered. "Turn around."
Tom was sitting with his back against the wall, so Stella had to bend and back up to him. She watched over her shoulder, backing up, with her two hands reaching down to spread the cheeks of her ass. Tom kissed her asshole, licked it and sucked at it. Strange feelings ran through Stella; her heart began pounding and she felt as if she were getting dizzy. Suddenly Tom's hand was between her legs, with his palm pressing into her moist snatch, when his tongue began snaking up the tight little tunnel in back. It was all so different from anything she had ever experienced that she wasn't sure if she liked it or not. Then she had an orgasm, which scared her at first, but was thrilling when it was over. She squeezed Tom's tongue out of her rectum and stood up.
"That was great!" she announced happily.
Tom just laughed; she had suddenly discovered sex, he thought, and wanted them to know she approved of it.
Cynthia had her orgasm. As she got up her ass spread before Tom's eyes and he could see the imprint of Jay's teeth around her asshole.
"Let's get out of here," Jay grunted.
They woke Margaret, dressed and went out into the cold night air.
"We'll never get a bus at this hour," Jay moaned, just as a taxi came down the street.
"My limousine is at your disposal," Tom said as he hailed the cab.



CHAPTER FIVE


As far back as he could remember, Tom Dunn always hated Sundays. Even now, at twenty-four, his mother woke him every week for church. He hadn't gone to church in years. He told her he wasn't going to church any more. Still, she called three or four times every Sunday, the last time just before she left. Just another aggravation; especially when he didn't get to bed until three in the morning.
Tom lived alone with his mother in a six-room apartment. His father had died when he was fourteen, giving both of them a heavy responsibility. Mrs. Dunn had to go to work to supplement their income, and Tom was expected to supply the missing companionship, which hadn't been too difficult until he reached eighteen. Then his interests turned to girls, parties and bars. In the last three years his mother was lucky if she saw him three nights a week for dinner. And, since they didn't have any relatives living nearby, she resented his leaving her alone every night, to spend all his time at the corner bar.
Another reason Tom hated Sundays was the fact that the bars didn't open until one p.m. That meant sitting around the apartment listening to his mother nag him about his "bad habits".
At precisely one o'clock he was sitting on a bar stool waiting for the first bottle of beer to be delivered. By one-thirty Jay Schmidtline was next to him, followed shortly thereafter by Charles. They moved to a booth by the window to get away from the mounting noise and inquisitive ears around them.
Tom was gazing out the window when he spotted Ed Cramer crossing the street with a tall, attractive blonde.
"Who's the fuckin' broad with Ed?" he asked, not believing his eyes.
The others looked and finally Charles answered, "That's his kid sister, Laura."
"Why hasn't he invited her to our little get-togethers?" Tom said to no one in particular, still staring at the disappearing couple.
"Are you kiddin'?" Charles replied. "He's so protective of her it's disgusting."
"Yeh," Jay nodded.
"She did a lot of growing up since I last saw her." Tom's attention was back in the bar now. "How old is she?"
"Twenty," Charles continued to supply the answers. "She's been away to college and spent the summer in Europe."
"Let's get big brother Ed to invite her to church next Saturday night."
"No chance, Tom. Ed wouldn't let his little sister see – let alone participate – in our little games."
"Yeh," Jay said sarcastically. "But he sure as hell likes to fuck my sisters."
"Then we'll go about it in another way," Tom said. "Have one of your sisters invite her, Jay."
"Yeh. Cynthia went to high school with her. She'll do it for us," Jay said, pleased with himself.
"I don't think it will work," Charles said. "According to Ed, she's going to be a virgin until she gets married… and maybe even after, too."
They all laughed and started talking about the fun they had the night before. Each spoke as though the others hadn't been present. After relating the humorous events each had seen, they went into a discussion about which girl was the best fuck and which wasn't. Charles had ended his reign as a virgin and spoke with the most authority now. His two conquests had proven to him that sisters didn't count; it was altogether different fucking girls outside the family.
When the conversation finally wound down to less interesting details, Tom happened to mention the red glow he had seen.
"I saw that light," Jay said. "Weren't you doing it?"
Tom just shook his head. They could see he was serious by his worried expression.
"Are you talking about that vague reflection on the wall behind the spectators?" Charles asked.
Tom nodded.
"I thought you were doing it too," Charles said.
"Why the hell would I do something on the wall behind everyone, where nobody is likely to see it?"
"Then it must have been a reflection from a car," Charles hastened to explain away the unimportant event.
"There's a lot of traffic on that street," Tom continued to press. "How is it that only a few cars cause the phenomenon?"
Charles saw that Tom was upset by the reflection. He gave it a little thought, then became concerned too.
"Maybe it only happens when a bus passes," Jay suggested.
"It just doesn't make sense. A passing red light would move around the room. This just stays in one spot… sort of waving."
"Sure. When the bus stops in a certain spot, with his brake lights on, they flash on the wall," Jay continued to stick to his theory.
Tom just looked at Charles, whose expression indicated he saw through Jay's theory too, then he lowered his eyes without saying anything. After a few minutes of silence, Tom suggested they go to the store to try to figure it out. The others agreed.
On the way to the bus stop they met Margaret and Stella. The girls decided to go along with them for the ride. And during the ride Tom explained their mission, but Margaret hadn't noticed any light on the wall and didn't know why they were so concerned. However, Stella remembered seeing something, but thought it was the wine playing tricks with her eyes.
As they got off the buss, Charles saw his uncle about to enter the bowling alley. Charles called to him, catching him just before he went through the door. The uncle responded with a warm greeting, was pleased to meet everyone and offered to buy them a beer down in the bowling alley.
Arthur Klein appeared to be a pleasant man, Tom thought, and guessed he was in his late forties. He certainly treated Charles good, and Tom made a point of thanking him for the use of the store.
"Forget it," Uncle Art insisted. "And listen, I've got some old furniture and things out in the garage for your club. When you get time, see if you want any of it."
He gave Charles a key and told him which of the bank of garages it was in. Tom tried to buy a round of beers, but Uncle Art had to start bowling with his team and said some other time.
By the time they went up to the store it was after four o'clock and starting to get dark. The skylight still gave the room enough light to see without artificial light, but with enough shadows on the walls to simulate the way it was Saturday night. Tom inspected the wall from every angle while the others watched.
"It had to come through the transom over the entrance," Charles observed. The large store windows were painted black and the transom over the other door led into the adjoining room, which was empty the night before.
"That's the obvious answer," Tom said, taking a chair to stand on so he could look through the kitchen transom, this transom and hit that wall. So it must be the one over the entrance.
Charles grinned with pride.
"Don't look so smug," Tom told him. "You have to eliminate all possibilities before coming to a conclusion."
The room was getting darker. Jay felt they had found the answer they were looking for and his mind went to other matter… Margaret Leche. He gave her ass a little pat.
"Keep your damn hands to yourself!" she growled.
Try to figure these broads out, he was mumbling to himself. Put clothes on them and they're untouchable; take them off and they're whores.
Stella was sent out to the kitchen for beers and the others paced around the room checking every possible way the mysterious light could get into the store. It was finally decided the transom over the street door was the only way.
"Do we have any black paint left?" Tom asked Charles, who by now was also making passes at Margaret Leche.
"Yes, in the kitchen closet."
It irritated Tom that the others weren't interested, but he didn't want to give the impression he was overly concerned, so he got the paint himself and applied a heavy coat to the transom. As an afterthought, he painted the transom into the next bedroom and the one over the kitchen door as well.
When Jay and Charles began making headway with Margaret, undressing her and ignoring her halfhearted objections with playful grabs, Stella left the dark room and joined Tom as he finished painting the last transom. Tom washed up and was returning to the store when she jumped him from behind in the bedroom off the kitchen. She wrestled him to the bed, with Tom putting up a token resistance. Then the girl's hands were all over him, taking his mind off everything but getting his hands into her panties. But when he got inside the silky-smooth panties he stopped.
"Are you trying to get me in trouble?" he asked, annoyed with the situation. "Your sister is going to have a shit fit when she catches you fuckin' around. And I don't want to be the one she catches with you!"
Stella stopped, knelt beside him on the bed and put her hands on her hips defiantly. "What's she gonna do?" she asked sarcastically. "If she don't let me have fun I won't let her have any either. All I have to do is tell my father what she's doing and he'll cripple her. And I told her so, too. She tried to stop me from coming to the meetings, but not when I threatened to tell my father."
Can't argue with that! Tom told himself, smiling up at her mad, but pretty face. She melted into the eager little girl again, right before his eyes.
"Okay. But this is your game," Tom said as they got undressed. "You do whatever you like, I'm just going to be an innocent bystander."
That was all she had to hear. She threw a leg over him and sat on his stomach facing his cock. The ceiling light was bright enough to see everything, making the examination better than at the parties. She wrapped her fingers around the upright meat and milked it, watching the veins pop and the purple, heart-shaped head swell up and up. She kissed away a drop that oozed out of the eye, then buried the head deep in her small throat.
Tom had all he could do to keep from taking the initiative away by grabbing the girl and forcing his cock down her throat. He fought the urge and let the sensation of inexperienced mouth gobble up his burning meat.
Stella bounced around the bed as though she were on a trampoline. She got between his legs to get a better look at those wrinkled sacs that hung between a man's legs. She touched them, cupped them and lost interest when nothing happened. They didn't have a personality like the throbbing, sticky cock, she thought.
All this freedom to do whatever she wanted had its disadvantages too. Being inexperienced, she didn't know what she wanted to do next. But the heat between her legs told her she had to do something. She straddled the big stick, saw Tom's eyes widen, indicating she was on the right track to something. She lowered herself just enough to rub the knob of his cock between her legs, hoping to put out the fire that raged in there. But each rub created an urge for another and another, harder and harder.
Tom was fascinated by the complete attention Stella gave his cock – oblivious to his presence. Just her and the cock. It almost exploded his orgasm the way she looked at it. But it felt too good to end now, not without knowing what she would do next. She had it in her fist, rubbing it on her cunt and staring down at the union of his sex and hers, making Tom delirious with the urge to grab her and pull her down on the spear.
Stella rubbed the knob harder and faster into her slit, until she had an orgasm, thinking that would put out the fire as it did the night before. However, the presence of that knob made it impossible to stop, even after the orgasm. She noticed it felt best in a certain spot, bent her head lower to see if she could find it, spread the moist hair so she could see better and felt a gratifying relief when it nestled between the pink, moist lips that seemed to gobble up the knob.
As she lowered herself slowly, she could feel that this was the most satisfying sensation. Then Tom reached up and cupped her aching breasts and her head was suddenly hot and mushy. With one quick bounce she impaled herself on his cock, sending the hard, throbbing meat into the depths of her belly. It hurt, stung, burned as the spear penetrated her hymen; hurt all the way into her, all the time it was in her… but the pain was nothing compared to the pleasure. She was no longer at the point of almost being satisfied… she knew this was satisfaction.
Everything was hypersensitive now… she could feel the thick slab of meat pulsing, throbbing deep in her tight channel. She paused for a moment before going into another orgasm, when she felt the hot lava spray the walls of her insides. She dove on Tom's chest, dug her nails into him and cried, "More, more, MORE… ooowwww… mmmmmm… harder, harder… ohhhhhh…"
Tom's fingers dug into the cheeks of her ass and pulled her down with all his might, driving his cock up as hard and as deep as possible, his come shooting into the depths of her body. Stella jerked and convulsed with pleasure, drawing every drop of sap out of his pounding prick.
Reality surged back quickly for Tom the minute he fired the last volley. His only thought now was getting caught, so he made Stella get up and they both dressed. But before they went to join the others, two rooms away, Stella rushed over to Tom, hugged him and kissed him, wanting to be close against him forever. She insisted on walking through the rooms with her arm around his waist, snugged close to his side. It made Tom a little uneasy, preferring to make separate entrances, as though nothing had happened, but Stella wouldn't release her grip on him.
However, when they reached the door to the store, his fears ended. Over on a mattress was Margaret, naked, on her hands and knees, with Jay driving his cock into her from the rear and Charles rushing to meet him via her mouth. Somehow the scene reminded Tom of a pig on a spit. Another look at Margaret's shape and he knew why.



CHAPTER SIX


Since the club had very little in the way of expenses, the money in the treasury began to add up. They bought pillows for the congregation to kneel on while they viewed the services, and Tom purchased larger quantities of wine, which the girls seemed to like, and kept the refrigerator replenished with beer. Other than that, and material for a few more robes, there was nothing to do with the money but let it accumulate.
Tuesday night Tom decided to have an informal meeting of the club's officers and a few of the female members. He arranged with the corner bar to use the back room, where they'd have privacy, drinks and an atmosphere conducive to a discussion, but even more important, they wouldn't have to wait for buses to and from the store. The November nights were getting too cold to stand at corner bus stops.
Margaret Leche, Cynthia Schmidtline and Kay Krauss were the guests. The reason for the meeting, Tom explained, was to get their views on what the girls would like to see during the Black Mass services. Charles was the permanent secretary, sitting to the right of Tom at the round table to take notes.
Cynthia went into her idea about "sacrifices" again, elaborating on the one where someone's hands are fled and he had to kiss everyone's ass.
Tom decided she had an anal fixation, but dictated notes to Charles outlining the highlights.
It was more difficult to get ideas from Margaret and Kay; either they didn't have any, or they were too embarrassed to tell. Charles offered his suggestion, which was similar to the one Cynthia had about tying a girl down and the guys all bang her, except in her version, the guys entered the asshole.
Kay finally cleared her voice, indicating she was about to say something, hesitated, then spoke in a nervously high-pitched voice, "How about strapping someone down… then we all… sorta… you know… pee on them?"
Charles didn't show any signs of recognizing that as something he had taught her, but Kay blushed anyway and avoided his eyes.
"Wouldn't that be a little messy on the floor?"
Tom asked.
"We could do it in the bathtub," Kay whispered so low they could hardly hear her, too embarrassed to even look up now.
Tom told Charles to make a note.
"Why don't we strap one of the guys over a barrel and paddled his ass?" Margaret spoke up in that mannish voice of hers.
"Actually, we don't want to hurt anyone," Tom explained. Or do we? he asked himself.
"Then how about tying a girl's hands behind her back and letting the other girls make love to her?" Margaret offered.
"That's good," Tom said, signaling Charles to write.
"Or how about making somebody squat and take a shit in front of everyone?" Margaret continued.
Tom didn't want to discourage them from giving ideas, so he nudged Charles again to write it down.
"We could tie a guy down, rub butter on his balls and ass, and then have a dog lick him clean…" she said.
"Okay. Now I have a question…" Tom said.
"… there's always the one where you tie a guy down and the other guys rape him…"
"I think we've got enough suggestions for tonight."
"Let's make a guy jack-off, with someone paddling his ass if he can't come…"
"Okay, Margaret," Tom finally stopped her. "That's enough for tonight. What I'd like to know is how we all feel about being the subject?"
No one answered. They just looked at one another with blank expressions.
"I don't want to be the guy she tortures," Jay said, pointing to Margaret. Men and women alike nodded to that statement.
"Okay. But how about the other suggestions?" Tom pressed.
"It's okay with me," Charles spoke up.
"Me too," Ed Cramer added.
"Yeh, I'll go along with it," Jay said.
"Me too," Cynthia and Kay said at the same time.
"How about…" Margaret started again.
"Just answer the question," Tom cut her off.
"Sure, I'd cooperate," she finally answered.
That was what he wanted to hear, Tom was saying to himself, pleased with the approval from the girls. Then to the group he said, "It's settled then, we'll have sacrifices. And since the idea was Cynthia's, she'll be the priestess for the first sacrifice. To introduce this new feature, I'd suggest we pick the subject from those present here tonight… and the choice is yours, Cynthia."
"Mmmmm… how about you, Ed?"
"You mean I have to kiss everyone's ass?" Ed Cramer began to object, saw they were all starting to get angry and quickly agreed.
Tom outlined his plan for conducting the ritual: Ed would have to be reluctant when chosen, to impress the others with the idea that he didn't know what was going to happen. Jay and Charles would deliver him to the stage and tie his hands and feet. Then, to insure his carrying out a realistic performance, he was dismissed from the meeting, so the others could discuss some additional plans concerning his act that would really be a surprise. This upset Ed, but he was convinced by Tom that nothing would happen to him, and he finally left.
Saturday night, as the members waited in the kitchen to enter the dressing room, they were informed of a few surprises Tom had in store for them. Margaret Leche was the spokesman, since she was capable of making announcements sound like orders, and Tom never had to worry about anyone giving her any back-talk. When Margaret spoke, it was a case of like it -or get out.
"Tonight," she said, "the high priest will choose a priestess and we will have a ceremony while she takes her vows. Then to celebrate this event a sacrifice will be made to Satan. Whoever is chosen as priestess, or the subject for the sacrifice, must obey all orders. Is that understood?"
There was a shuffle of feet as pangs of nervousness went through the members, some whispering, and finally silence, which was their indication of acceptance.
"We also have a mystery guest tonight," Margaret continued. "So don't be surprised to see one member wearing a mask. You'll find out who it is later."
The men filed into the next room to get undressed and there was whispering in both rooms as they tried to find out who-knew-what about tonight's special features. Even Margaret Leche was curious about the "mystery guest"; Cynthia wanted to know about the "ceremony" she had to go through; and Ed Cramer wanted to know what Tom Dunn had said after he had been dismissed from the meeting. But they all had to wait for the answers.
As they filed into the store, everyone began to get the feeling that the club was not going to stand still and become dull. Some felt uneasy about the changes, wishing Tom had continued to keep it a simple "sex-party," with opening entertainment. The surprises tended to remind them of Satan, evil, and black magic, which wasn't exactly their style of entertainment.
Margaret had said there would be a mystery guest, but there were two. They sat next to a lectern holding lighted black candles. On the floor, arranged in a semicircle, were the pillows Tom had purchased for them to kneel on. Tom indicated by lowering his hands that they were all to kneel.
The opening ceremony was the same as in the past, the chalice was passed around and Tom went into his "sermon" about pleasing Satan, making sacrifices and choosing a priestess. At this point they expected him to make Stella materialize again, but instead the blue and red spotlights went on and Tom stepped in front of the lectern.
"Before going any further, we must have a priestess who will dedicate herself to Satan and serve with me in celebrating the mass. Therefore, I call forth Cynthia Schmidtline."
Cynthia stood, walked to the center and stood before Tom. Even though she was aware of her role in tonight's services, Cynthia was nervous and had to conceal her sudden fear of going on with it.
"Daughter," Tom addressed her solemnly. "Do you vow to dedicate yourself, body and soul, to the Angel of Evil?"
"Yes," Cynthia answered meekly.
Tom took her by the shoulders, turned her around to face the audience, while opening the clasp on her robe, letting it fall to her feet. She stood naked in the dim light from the criss-crossing blue and red spotlights, giving her body a sensuous appearance as the lights emphasized the round, firm lines of her figure. Her nipples fizzed straight out, quivering now as Tom's hands, coming from behind, began a slow, soft sweep over the front of her. When his hand slid down her back and between her legs he felt the moisture there, fresh girl-juice seething in anticipation.
Tom stepped away momentarily, returning with an object that Cynthia got a quick glimpse of over her shoulder. It looked like it might be a chair, from the way he carried it, but it was draped in black cloth. He placed it behind her and reached over to throw the switch, turning on the bright white spot. She could see, even feel, the eyes of everyone in the room devouring her naked body. It made her tingle inside.
"To confirm your dedication to Satan, Sister Cynthia, you must sit on the Devil's Throne," Tom announced, turning her again to face the cloth-covered object. Then he took a corner of the cloth, whipped it off, undraping a clear-plastic chair.
"A hhhh… mmmmmm… ohhhhh," went around the room.
Cynthia's jaw dropped when she saw what was attached to the seat a long, clear-plastic, perfectly shaped phallus. Her eyes widened at the size of it; convinced it was much too big to fit inside her. But Tom was already turning her around again, positioning her closer to the chair.
"Dedicate yourself to Satan, my daughter, lowering yourself on this replica of his penis."
Cynthia doubted she could get the length and width of that thing inside her, but was game to try. She gripped the arm rests, slowly lowered herself to a point where the clear-plastic, heart-shaped head just touched her soft, warm, vaginal lips. A chill shot through her when the ice-cold rod touched her flaming cunt. She paused briefly, noting that all eyes were focused between her legs, watching with awe as the shaft began its entrance into the depths of her body. A little lower… testing… feeling her lips spread over the smooth shiny knob. Little by little she lowered herself until the big, fat head was completely inside her. She could feel the cold contour of it plugging the gateway to her tunnel of pleasure, the flaming walls of her cunt slowly warming the cold plastic rod.
Now that the head was in, she proceeded to see how much of the length she could accommodate. Every inch had to be warmed before she could go on to the next. The viewers seemed to be holding their breaths, watching in disbelief as she laboriously impaled herself on the giant cock. It seemed like forever, she thought, before the seat of the chair came close to touching her smooth, white buttocks. Finally, with a few soft bounces, she managed to complete the feat, gingerly sitting on the cold seat, then resting completely as her body heat warmed the chair. But she didn't relax, or couldn't relax, with her cunt crammed full of cock, feeling every minute detail.
"Rise, Daughter of Satan, Priestess of the Devil," Tom chanted.
Cynthia slid off the giant phallus, creating an urgency in her cunt that almost drove her back down. But Tom already had her hand and was leading her to the sacrifice table, where he had her stretch out.
"Jay Schmidtline…" Tom said, signaling with his hand for Jay to come forward. "Fuck thy sister."
Jay dropped his robe, climbed on the table and drove his hot, swollen meat into the panting cunt of his sister. Cynthia screeched with delight, dug her nails into his back and convulsed with wild pleasure, in an uncontrollable orgasm, giving out animal moans throughout.
"… Mmmmmm…" she finally sighed as Jay splashed his juices onto the walls of her red-hot furnace. Instead of quenching the fire, it kindled another.
"Hans Schmidtline," Tom was saying as Jay climbed off the table. "Fuck thy sister."
Hans quickly took his brother's place, driving his throbbing, dripping cock into the craving cunt.
"Ohhhh… More, more, more… MORE!" Cynthia's voice came from deep in her throat, scratching Hans with her clawing fingers. "Come, baby, COME! Oh yeah… that's good… mmmmmm!"
There wasn't a person present that wasn't affected by the scenes of lust. Margaret Leche was having an orgasm with the pillow between her legs and Charles had already splashed his come all over the pillow he was kneeling on.
When Hans finished he went back to his place in the semicircle of frustrated viewers, leaving Cynthia in a limp mass of exhaustion on the table.
Tom recovered enough from his own sense of urgent need to announce, "Now one of our guests will dedicate herself to Satan."
The smaller of the two masked guests rose and walked over to the chair. She gathered her robe up around her waist and began to impale herself on the warm, lubricated phallus. Everyone watched her gently lower herself on the awesome spear; working it in and out sensually, enjoying every inch of penetration, using it to satisfy her craving, drooling cunt. When she reached the seat she was making gurgling noises in her throat. She didn't just sit there motionless, the way Cynthia had, but squirmed and rocked in sheer enjoyment.
"Rise, Daughter of Satan, Priestess of the Devil," Tom chanted again… paused for a moment… then went over to coax her off the spike.
As soon as she was clear of the swollen mushroom head, she pushed Tom, causing him to fall back on the table Cynthia occupied. Cynthia quickly vacated the spot, just as the masked girl dove on top of Tom, tearing open his cape and quickly impaling herself on his cock. She rode him like a galloping horse, finally reaching the peak of excitement, when she tore off her mask, dove down to cover his mouth with her own, sucking the very breath from his lungs.
There was a scream from one of the spectators, quickly muffled by a hand over the mouth. It was Margaret Leche. She sat there wide-eyed, hand holding back another outburst, mesmerized by the sight of Stella wildly fucking Tom on the table.
Stella and Tom reached an furious climax together, which Stella managed to work into a second orgasm before Tom's pecker went limp and slipped out of her. They got off the table in good spirits, smiling at each other, but suddenly struck at the same time by the thought of Margaret. They both shot a glance in Margaret's direction to see her sitting on the pillow, rocking back and forth, obviously reaching the point of another orgasm.
At this point everyone was in a frenzy to quench his own thirst for satisfaction, but Tom brought the group back to order.
"Now we must have a token sacrifice to celebrate this wonderful event. Edward Cramer, come forward."
Before Ed could move, Jay and Charles had him under the arms and delivered him to Tom. Cynthia handed them two leather straps and they secured Ed's hands behind his back, made him kneel and then tied his ankles together.
"You will show your love for your fellow members by soul-kissing their asses, Edward Cramer," Cynthia said in an official-sounding voice.
There were giggles and movement now as the members rose to take part. Ed never even noticed Margaret Leche step behind him with a ping-pong paddle. She stood ready to apply the paddle, with its pimple-covered rubber pad, to his vulnerable white mounds of ass-flesh.
Cynthia was given the honor of going first. She bent, spread her cheeks and backed up to his face. He kissed the button-hole quickly and withdrew.
"Oh, come now. That's not a soul-kiss," Cynthia said over her shoulder.
Ed hesitated, reluctant to carry out his sentence. He felt the sting of the paddle land on his right asscheek.
"Hey!" he protested. The paddle landed on his left cheek. "Knock it off!"
Giggles started to go through the crowd, giving Ed a feeling of hopelessness. Margaret applied the paddle to his right cheek again, leaving an impression on the soft white meat as she added a little more power to the blow. Now his right cheek had little white indentations, surrounded by a pink glow. She gave his left cheek a similar pattern and Ed quickly decided to do what he was told.
Cynthia was watching over her shoulder, poised for his tongue, felt a little wet invasion and ordered, "More."
Pause… tip of his tongue still in her rectum… paddle sting on his ass… he pushed his tongue in a little farther.
"More!" Cynthia called again, with giggles from the onlookers.
The slap of rubber on smooth flesh rang out and Ed drove his tongue farther into the tight opening.
Cynthia forgot everything now, feeling only the invasion of the slippery meat in her rectum. She continued to chant, "More."
With the sting of the paddle this time, Ed resigned himself to give it all he had. He curled his tongue and snaked it into her as far as he could.
"More… more… more…" she moaned, the paddle smacking each time, with Ed sweating, squirming and twisting his tongue with all his might. "Mmmmmm…" was the last sound Cynthia made, having her orgasm and finally satisfied.
The others were much easier to satisfy and the line moved quickly. Some wiggled away when his lips barely touched the sensitive area, because it tickled; others were satisfied with a quick plunge of his tongue in their tight tunnels. Only Margaret Leche wasn't happy with their easy-to-satisfy nature. She didn't get to paddle his ass any more. She was also the only one he didn't have to ream.
The last in the line was the masked guest, who stepped before him and slowly lifted her robe. She was facing him, obviously teasing him with the slowness in which she picked up the robe. It began to get to him too, as her long, shapely legs began to appear. The robe finally arrived at the junction of her legs and Ed's eyes were straining to see beyond. She made him suffer awhile before inching it higher, slowly revealing a soft triangle of golden-blonde hair. His mouth began to water.
Then she opened the clasp on her robe, revealing her pear-shaped breasts with the same slow tease, before dropping the robe to the floor. She ran her hands sensuously over her body, milking her tits invitingly and offering him all her goodies with the sexiest motions.
Ed Cramer was drooling by now. He wanted this beautiful, long-legged body more than anything else, forgetting the sting on his ass and the ordeal he had just experienced.
She turned, bent over, backing up with her hands spreading the beautifully matched globes of firm soft, white flesh. Ed didn't need prodding this time; he licked all around the white meat, her asshole, and as far as he could reach between her legs. Slowly but forcefully he snaked his tongue into her asshole and reamed the walls passionately. When she couldn't stand it any longer she forced his tongue out, using the strong muscles in the pulsing tunnel.
"I want you," he whispered hoarsely.
"First there is just one other thing we have to do," Tom Dunn said. "Let me have the paddle, Margaret, and you get down and kiss Ed's ass."
Margaret got down on her knees, licked the tender cheeks she had brought to a bright-red color with the paddle and snaked her tongue into his rectum. When Tom started paddling her fat ass she seemed to enjoy it more, twisting her tongue harder and harder into his asshole.
Finally Ed was untied and brought over to the sacrifice table, where the girl was stretched out, naked except for the mask. Tom just waved him on, with a sweep of his hand, that indicated he was on his own.
Hastily, Ed climbed on the table between her legs and drove his cock into her receptive cunt. As he lowered his body onto hers, Tom moved to the head of the table, smiled at him and slowly removed the mask from the girl.
"Laura!" Ed said, shocked at the sight of his sister.
"Mmmmmm… I never knew I had such a sexy brother," she cooed in his ear.
Ed had dreamed of this moment for many years, never breathing a word to anyone that he secretly wanted his sister. But now… in her like this… it was like all he ever thought it would be – and more.
As Tom watched the couple squirm on the table, his eye caught something on the wall. He looked quickly and saw the mysterious glow, only this time it vaguely resembled the figure of a man, with two black spots where the eyes would be and what appeared to be a grin on its mouth. It weaved and moved, giving Tom only a blur that he couldn't bring into focus. All he could do was stare, almost hypnotized by the waving motion as it seemed to dance on the wall. Then it disappeared.
The others were all in the swing of it now, scattered all over the mattresses in a mass of moving arms and legs. They didn't notice the glow on the wall, probably wouldn't care at this point anyway.
Tom slipped out, got dressed and went down to the bar in the bowling alley to get a shot of whiskey to steady his nerves. An hour later he had drunk himself into a stupor, almost to the point of passing out. Fortunately, Charles' uncle appeared, took him outside and got his head cleared in the cold night air, before driving Tom home.
Once Tom reached the front steps of his house he was in reasonably good shape again, thanked Art for getting him home, then stood on the steps waving as Art drove off. As soon as the car was out of sight, he made a quick dash for the corner bar and plunged back into the relief of his drunken stupor. When he finally passed out, he was gently deposited in a corner booth and left there until the bar closed.
Even then, as he wobbled up the street to his house, he could think of nothing but that glow on the wall. It seemed more threatening now that his head was like mashed potatoes. He was almost afraid to go up the dark stairs to his apartment thinking the spirit might be biding in his bedroom. But logic swept back into his head long enough to convince him that it was all a hoax.



CHAPTER SEVEN


"I tell you I saw the damn thing on the wall and it looked like the Devil himself," Tom said, while Charles and Jay looked at him in disbelief.
"It doesn't make sense," Charles said. "If everyone was fucking away on the mattresses and the windows are all painted black, how the hell could anyone flash a light on the wall?"
"If I knew the answer to that I wouldn't be worried about it," Tom answered honestly.
"You don't… suppose…?" Charles couldn't bring himself to say it.
"Hey, maybe it's the Devil!" Jay said it for him.
"I don't know what to think," Tom said.
"Do you think we should dissolve the club?" Charles asked nervously.
"No, not yet." Tom was coming up with an idea now. "Let's play it by ear. If it's someone playing a joke, we'll catch the motherfucker. If not… we'll just disappear and not go back any more."
"You don't suppose he'd follow us, if we stopped going, do you?" Charles was beginning to sound spooked by the whole thing.
"I can't bring myself to believe it's anything supernatural. Let's face it, we're only screwin' around. The whole mass is done ass-backwards, without any attempt to worship Satan. I'm sure there are groups all over trying to get him to appear – and he doesn't materialize for them. Why should he materialize for us?"
"Don't be too sure," Jay cut in. "A guy told me he went to a meeting and the Devil showed up in the form of a black goat."
"Most of those things are a hoax," Tom said. "The people running the show do that goat stuff to scare the others and get them to make donations."
"Let's not take any chances," Charles warned. "And everybody keep his eyes open at the next meeting."
Again they made a thorough search of the store and rooms in an attempt to find a logical explanation for the strange phenomenon. But the search didn't provide a single clue as to what was happening.
"Let's go about this scientifically," Tom finally said. "First of all, what do we know about this thing?"
"Not a damn thing," Charles moaned with discouragement, with Jay nodding agreement.
"That's where you're wrong," Tom said, pleased with the opportunity to show off his superior intelligence. The challenge would have even been welcome if it weren't for the fact that it threatened the club, which was giving them better sexual entertainment than they could ever hope to find elsewhere. "We know for a fact that it's not caused by passing traffic; that it's not coming through the transoms; and based on the shape, with the vague appearance of eyes and mouth, we can assume it's manmade."
"Not necessarily a man from this world…" Charles added solemnly.
"Okay. But let's not jump to conclusions. There's nothing to prove that it's absolutely a spiritual being either. That's what we have to find out."
"Suppose it is?" Charles pressed.
"We'll deal with that when the time comes. However, I strongly suspect it isn't and we should go on that assumption until proven wrong. We can start by trying to duplicate the light ourselves. Once we've found out how it's done we can find the one who's doing it."
For the balance of the week they spent every night trying to duplicate the glow on the wall, visiting novelty shops and experimenting with variations of the commercial means of projecting an image on the wall. By Friday night they had come close enough to the image to satisfy themselves that it was possible for someone to create to glow – but they didn't have all the answers to how it was done without them knowing, or how it was made to weave and move in that ghost-like fashion.
They didn't discuss the mystery with any of the other members; their first consideration was not to frighten anyone away, and the second was Tom's conviction that one of the members was responsible for "the joke" and he didn't want to tip his hand. However, Charles continued to dwell on the possibility that it was supernatural, having read several books by now on Satanism and feeling it was very possible. His display of nervousness convinced Tom to take some precautions.
"If it's the Devil," he said, "we sure as hell don't want to get him mad at us."
Tom had to admit that was sound advice and made his plans accordingly.
The meeting had a much more relaxed atmosphere this week, the members noticed almost from the time they entered the back door. There were no surprise guests; no new rules or announcements from Margaret Leche to shatter their nerves. When they entered the store they saw that tonight the blue and red spotlights were already lit, giving the room a less frightening effect than the pitch-darkness of previous meetings. Stella and Cynthia were on either side of Tom, behind the lectern, with a much more casual appearance than before. The final treat was when Tom bid them to sit on the pillows and make themselves comfortable.
"We are gathered here tonight to partake of the fruits of life otherwise denied us by the outside world," Tom began, speaking in a calm, natural voice. "We are here to release our frustrations; to experience each other's desires by giving and taking. Through these experiences we gain a much better understanding of life and a deeper love for each other."
As Tom drank from the chalice and sewed his priestess, the members relaxed into an even better mood, with only Charles and Jay aware of the complete absence of any mention of Satan. The girls served the congregation from the chalice, without the usual chanting from Tom, which in turn seemed to create a lighthearted approach by the two girls as they served the wine.
"Tonight's meeting will be conducted by our newly ordained priestess – Sister Cynthia," Tom announced, then stepped away from lectern and took a seat facing the audience. Now that everyone's eyes were focused on Cynthia, Tom carefully scanned the members, keeping an eye on the wall at all times, and signaling Charles and Jay that nothing had happened.
Cynthia had only been advised about an hour in advance that she was to conduct tonight's mass, which left her unprepared for the task. She stammered through some phrases Tom had used, in an attempt to bring the group to a sense of seriousness, but decided to drop it, since everyone was silent anyway, listening intently for the role they were going to play in tonight's warm-up to the orgy. However, she had discussed some ideas with Stella, to relieve the pressure on herself by bringing the girl into the act. They decided mostly to play it by ear, with Stella acting out the part she had played for Tom, giving the air of ritual to whatever Cynthia stumbled onto.
"Brother Frank," she beckoned, turning on the white spotlight. But Frank Rizina hesitated, showing a definite reluctance to step up to the center. "Many of our members have gone through indignities and even the pain of being whipped, while others have watched with enjoyment," she spoke to the group, in a tone of seriousness and authority. It's not fair for some members to refuse to go through with their part in the services.
Frank was the shy, quiet type, but Cynthia's little speech was worse than the ordeal, as far as he was concerned. He got up and presented himself to the female demons, hating himself for having to be shamed into participating.
Stella removed his cape, while Cynthia fled his hands behind his back, made him kneel and strapped his ankles together. Unfortunately, she didn't have the faintest idea of where she was going with the torture ceremony. Her mind was a complete blank, not even capable of recalling any of the suggestions from the meeting Tom had held behind the bar. However, Stella busied herself by putting on a show for the audience with her hands caressing and teasing his naked body. Frank's limp cock drew a great deal of attention from an inquisitive Stella and a fascinated audience.
As it was turning out, the real torture for Frank was his inability to raise a hard-on. Stella by now was kneeling before him, giving him suggestive looks, with her mouth opening into a small, perfect "O" shape, her wet tongue slithering around her lips in a slow sensuous preview of what was coming. She removed her cape in a tantalizing strip tease, but without arousing the sleeping cock.
"Paddle his ass!" Margaret's familiar voice rang out. A round of chuckles and giggles came from the crowd.
While Stella fondled and kissed the sleeping male member, Cynthia summoned Frank's girlfriend, Joan, up to the stage, removed her cape and directed her into a kneeling position behind Frank, where the girl pressed the contours of her body into his back. Joan reached her arms around his chest, hugging him tight, pressing her tits into his back and grinding her cunt into his buttocks. His mind went wild with the sensation of her hard nipples digging into his back and the feel of soft cunt-hair slowly rotating on his sensitive ass, but still his cock wouldn't respond.
The audience was enjoying the performance, wise-cracking and laughing at his inability to get an erection. The only thing Frank could work up was a sweat. He cringed at the embarrassment of it all, telling himself that a gorgeous body was humping his back and another sucking his cock, so get hard you prick!
With Stella's head down on his genitals, Cynthia had very little trouble standing over her and pushing the hairy bush between her own legs into his face. The three girls worked at their projects without letting up, only checking now and then to see if Stella was harboring a stiff in her mouth. But she wasn't.
By using sign language, Charles got Tom's permission to join the group. He got behind Stella, whose dainty little ass was waving in the air, and sheathed his sword into the depths of her dew-filled cunt. Jay wasted no time getting into the act either, jamming his cock into Joan, after a little struggle to get her in position.
Now the scene really got wild, with everyone's hands grabbing and feeling, mouths sucking or biting around, over and under Frank, who suffered the worst letdown of his life, as his rod refused to respond.
Margaret Leche refused to remain a spectator any longer. She searched for and found the ping-pong paddle, approaching the group in the center of the spotlight with a sinister look in her eyes, with the approval and encouragement of the crowd.
Whap! She planted a blow on poor Charles' unsuspecting ass, causing him to give out a yelp. A pink glow, in the shape of a ping-pong paddle, glistened on his right buttock. She gave the left side a matching glow. Instead of complaining, Charles drove his cock deeper and faster into the burning walls of Stella's juicy cunt.
Whap! Margaret planted one on Cynthia's ass, almost causing Frank to bite her cunt. To get better leverage, Margaret peeled off her cape and swirled it into the air like a matador, letting it sail across the room to a dark corner. Whap! The sound of Cynthia's other cheek receiving a duplicate tattoo.
Whapp! The sound was, louder and the blow harder on Jay's ass. Whapppp!
Margaret stood for a moment with a glazed look in her eyes as she sought the next target. But before she had a chance to strike again, Tom and Hans had her by the wrists, confiscated the paddle and tied her over the back of a chair. The position turned out to be ideal, they thought. They had her wrists tied to the front legs of the chair, while her body was pulled face down, up and over the back of the chair, with her legs tied to the back leg, about six inches off the floor.
"Let me go, you sonsabitches!" Margaret was yelling. "Let me go!"
Tom casually slipped a gag in her mouth and walked back to the group, where Charles and Stella had reached their orgasms and were moving away from the pile. Cynthia was obviously reaching the peak of excitement on Frank's face, while Joan was clutching Frank in a death grip, screeching with delight as she and Jay reached simultaneous orgasms.
And then there was just Frank again, kneeling helplessly on the floor with his limp cock hanging between his legs. Tom untied him, handed him the paddle and shoved him in Margaret's direction. The bull's-eye was irresistible and Frank was seething with frustration.
Whap, whap, whap! The sound rang around the room. Whap, whap, whap!
Tom suddenly realized the moans and groans coming from Margaret were expressions of pleasure, so he removed the gag.
"More, give me more," she whimpered, and Frank obliged. "Mmmmmm… I love it… I love it," she responded to the paddling. And Frank's cock responded with her.
Wwwhappp! The blows were hard now, echoing around the room, while everyone stared wide-eyed. Wwwhaaaap! In slow, deliberate cadence the paddle sounded as it struck the flabby mounds of soft white flesh.
"Ohhhhh…" Margaret groaned after each blow, giving Tom the distinct impression she was having an orgasm with each stinging strike.
Frank's frustrations were spent and his thoughts were focusing on the hard, aching cock between his legs. By now Margaret's ass was red and raw from the rubber dots on the paddle's pad biting into the tender flesh. Tiny drops of blood formed on some of the indentations, but she seemed oblivious to it all. It was Stella who felt compassion for her sister and gently covered the flaming wounds of meat with a soothing application.
"Ahhhh…" Margaret sighed with appreciation.
But as soon as Stella completed her task, Frank drove his index finger into the jar of jelly, scooped out a big wad, separated Margaret's cheeks and deposited the ball on her asshole. His cock had no trouble pressing the lubricating jelly up into the depths of her tight tunnel, in one powerful drive. Margaret let out a grunt of surprise, but accepted the deep thrust without complaint, enjoying the tight fit over his throbbing meat and the strange feel of his shooting juices.
When Frank was finished, Tom offered Margaret's exposed ass to anyone else who might want to have a shot at it, but only Charles gave a hint of interest, quickly withdrawn when he realized his eyes were bigger than his cock at this point. Stella had already drained every last drop of sap from him.
Margaret was untied and helped from the chair, with everyone holding his breath in anticipation of her reaction. She was, they realized, the most feared person in the group.
Three pair of eyes were fixed on the wall opposite the lectern now. Throughout the meeting Tom Dunn had given most of his attention to the dark area behind the audience, but now was the time it usually appeared – just before the end of the services, and the three members watched nervously.
Nothing happened.
The orgy didn't swing into a storm of violent rape tonight either. Everyone was standing around chatting, and Tom and Stella lit some of the dim lights around the room, giving the place more of a party atmosphere. And when Tom left, to go to the kitchen for a beer, a few people straggled along.
"You're not mad, are you?" Stella whispered to Tom in the kitchen.
"About what?" he asked with a frown.
"That I let Charles… you know… make love to me?"
"No, I'm not mad," Tom answered honestly. Perhaps a little too casual, though, because Stella pursued him.
"He's the only one. Honest. I haven't let anyone but you… make love to me, Tom. I didn't even know who it was until it was too late."
"It's all right, Stella… just part of the services… that's all."
"As long as you're not mad," she continued to whisper, following him around the room as he went from the refrigerator to the bottle opener across the room and started back through the rooms. "I would have really enjoyed it if it had been you, Tom."
Whoops! Tom said to himself. What was this? Something just didn't sound right.
"You know I'm crazy about you. I think about you all the time… and especially about the first time we did it… right here… in this room."
Tom had stopped suddenly, in the room off the kitchen, with the first realization of what he thought she was telling him. Now he froze on that spot, not knowing what to do.
"I like you too," he said, gulping on the words. "But… well, you know how it is… we have to make sacrifices for the club and everything… so don't feel bad if you do it with someone else. I have to do it with other girls too… all part of the club and all…"
"Oh, I don't mind," Stella said in a too-loud voice, then caught herself and added in a whisper, "but I wish we could sneak up here when no one else is around and do it like the first time."
"Sure. Oh sure, we could do that sometime," Tom said, taking a deep breath and continuing on his way back to the store. Just what he needed, he said to himself, someone to keep him from enjoying his own club!
Someone had turned on the music and couples were dancing. Ann was over in the corner with her girlfriend, Carol, and Kay's girlfriend, Edna, in a passionate triangle. Tom gave Stella the slip, cornering Gloria for a long-awaited opportunity to put his cock to her. They began what looked like a dance, but was soon recognized by Stella as fucking. She sipped a glass of wine and watched from across the room, wondering if Tom was just doing his duty or if he was enjoying it. But it didn't make her jealous in either case. Then Margaret limped over and stood next to her.
"Sonofabitch… I can hardly move, my ass is so sore," Margaret said.
"Then why do you always want to paddle people's asses?" Stella scolded her.
"I just like it, that's all. It felt good having that brute paddle my ass too. You don't even notice the pain it feels so good."
Stella just shook her head in amazement. Then Kay slipped up beside her and whispered, "I have to take a pee, want to come?"
"No thanks," Stella answered in complete confusion.
"Would you like to pee on me?" Kay whispered back.
"No," Stella said, a little loud, causing some heads to turn. But Kay was gone all at once, leaving Stella baffled by the request. She finished the wine and got another glass, wondering if she'd ever manage to understand all this, when Charles came over to talk to Margaret.
"How did it feel when he reamed his dick up your ass?" he was asking as Stella returned to Margaret's side with the glass of wine.
"I thought he was going to split me in half."
"Did it hurt?"
"Sure it hurt! Took my damn breath away too."
"I'd sure like to try that."
"My ass is so sore I won't be able to sit for a week," Margaret told him, adding in a softer voice, "Next week you can try it, but only if I can paddle your ass first."
"We'll see," Charles said as he drifted away. Stella just looked at Margaret with disbelief.



CHAPTER EIGHT


The following Monday night, Charles, Jay and Ed waited patiently at the corner bar for Tom to show up. It was almost nine-thirty, which was late for Tom, who usually ate dinner and slipped out of the house not later than six-thirty. It was almost ten when he sauntered in the door, saw his friends in the booth, but continued straight to the bar without acknowledging anyone. He ordered a shot of whiskey with his bottle of beer, stood casually at the bar for a moment, then downed the shot, picked up the bottle with the glass inverted over the neck and strolled over to the booth.
"Me thinks winter has arrived, me lads," he said, taking off his coat and hanging it on the hook at the corner of the next booth.
"How come you're so late?" Charles asked.
"Overtime. I have to work overtime for the next two weeks to keep ahead of the Christmas rush."
"Great," Charles said sarcastically.
"I never turn down overtime," Tom said as though he was teaching them a lesson. "It's all gravy. The extra bread comes in handy; straightens out my bar bills and puts me in good shape for the holidays."
"Well, I've got some bad news for you," Charles said in a sour tone, bringing Tom to attention. "My uncle was away this weekend hunting and forgot to tell us he rented the store."
"Sonofabitch!" Tom snarled.
"He told us he would need the store for a couple of weeks before Christmas," Charles said in defense. "These guys use it to sell Christmas trees."
"When do we have to move out?" Tom shot back.
"It has to be cleaned out by Friday," Charles answered, hastily adding, "but my uncle gave us an empty garage in the back to put our things in until after Christmas."
"You guys will have to handle most of the moving. I have to work every night this week."
"That's okay," Jay reassured him. "We just hate giving up the place."
"How much is your uncle getting for the store?" Tom said. "Maybe we could duplicate it and not move out."
"I already suggested that to my uncle, but it's not just the money… he promised these guys they could use the store. They're sort of friends of his. The guys he goes hunting with."
"Then we'll have to curtail our activities for three weeks," Tom concluded on a happier note, surprising the others with his good spirits when the news was so bad.
But by the following Sunday they were all in a gloomy mood, including the female members of the club. Most of the club's members gathered at the bar in the afternoon in hopes of having a meeting to discuss the problem, but even that failed, because the back room was being used for a private party and it was too noisy and crowded in the front of the bar. It was when Margaret and Stella arrived that they realized they needed someplace to go, since Stella was asked to leave because of her age. After a brief argument with the bartender, Tom led them from the bar.
"My basement is better than standing out here in the cold," Charles finally said, as they all huddled trying to keep warm. "But you'll have to be quiet, so my old man doesn't catch us down there."
The point was quickly accepted and Charles gave them a procedure to follow: he'd go open the street entrance to the basement and they would follow one or two at a time, at intervals of a few minutes apart. Then after they were all inside, Tom remarked that the damp basement wasn't much better than the street corner, which hurt Charles' feelings.
After an airing of their grievances over not having a place to conduct their orgies, they began a session of suggestions for finding a new temporary location. The results were negative. Cynthia had suggested renting a motel room for Saturday night, but Jay put a damper on that.
"Sure," he said, "Charles can peddle up on his bicycle, with you on the handle ban to rent the room."
"Then how about a motel room in the city?" Cynthia shot back.
"It just won't work," Tom said. "Sixteen of us in a small room just wouldn't work out. The best thing we can do is cool it for a few weeks and go back to the store."
"Why don't we rent another store for three weeks?" Margaret Leche suggested.
"I'm telling you, I gave this whole thing a lot of thought and it just won't work," Tom said, but saw they were all in favor of Margaret's suggestion. Not a brain in the group, he thought. Then he explained his reasoning. "Where can you find a store like the one we have? What do you tell the landlord you want to use it for? The minute the landlord sees us painting the windows black and girls sneaking in, he'll get suspicious. Then in the middle of our meeting the police will raid – smell the incense – swear we're smoking pot and tear the place apart. You all know how it is in this neighborhood – they take you up to the station house for everything… and your parents have to come up to get you out."
Gloom settled over the gathering, a few suggestions were made after Tom's remarks and finally the meeting broke up. They left as they had entered – one or two at a time, quietly sneaking out. Stella latched onto Tom's arm and they exited together.
"I miss you," Stella whispered as they walked down the street. "Can't the two of us go someplace and do it?"
"Where?" Tom asked moodily. "It's the same problem for two as it is for the group… no place to go."
There was a burning need between both their legs as they walked in the direction of Stella's house. The frustration became overpowering, but Tom knew what to do about his – drop off Stella and get back to the bar as fast as possible. Three or four shots of whiskey with a beer chaser would take his mind off the problem, he reasoned. And it turned out his solution was the answer the other members had arrived at, because most of them were in the bar when he got there.
Margaret lingered in the basement with Charles and Kay, still discussing the problem after the others had all gone. But Charles was beginning to think more about the present than a week from now, which prompted him to begin making passes at Margaret, who quickly turned him off. Then he started on Kay.
"It's too cold down here for that stuff," Margaret said, when Kay didn't ward off his grabbing hands.
"Let's go into the furnace room," Charles said. "It's warm in there, but too small for the crowd we had."
Kay was agreeable and Margaret followed her, while Charles went to a dark corner of the basement to get a small bag he had hidden there. The warmth in the small cubicle that contained the oil burner was so welcome that the three of them felt in much better spirits. And when Margaret saw Charles remove a jar of petroleum jelly from the small paper bag she was more receptive to playing along with him.
"If you let me paddle your ass, I'll let you slick it up my ass," she said to Charles.
"Someone might hear us if you start paddling my ass," Charles said, looking at Kay with an expression that indicated she'd be his subject.
"Oh, all right," Margaret conceded quickly, not wanting to lose out to Kay and settle for just watching.
"What about me?" Kay quickly defended her slipping position, not wanting him sticking it in her ass, but not wanting to just watch either.
"Want me to play with your snatch?" Margaret asked. "I can do it while Chuck is having his fun in the back."
"I guess so," Kay pouted.
"Let's play it cool if someone should happen to come down," Charles warned them. "Just take off your drawers and put them in your purses. That way you just have to drop your skirts and nobody will know what's happening."
"But what will we tell them we're doing down here?" Kay asked, sharing her brother's anxiety about being caught.
"We can tell them Margaret was interested in your old bike for her sister."
"Hey, that's a good idea. I'll get it." Kay left the room and quickly returned with her bicycle, which was then propped against a wall.
Now that everyone felt relieved, they were more enthusiastic about the task at hand. Charles watched with a happy grin on his face as Kay and Margaret removed their underwear, packing the clothes into their handbags. His cock was straining to get out of its prison, but he took would have to restrain himself and not get undressed. However, the thrill of the daring adventure compensated for some of the inconveniences and made it worthwhile; even more exciting than when they were in robes, with instant nudity. His eyes had watched carefully while the girls slipped out of their clothing, but didn't even get a glimpse of anything worthwhile – tantalizing him even more.
When they were all set, Margaret positioned Kay on the edge of an old wooden chair, looked over her shoulder as a signal to Charles and lifted Kay's skirt, exposing her little bush of hair. Since Charles was just watching at this point, Margaret took the time to comb her fingers through the dampening hairs, spread Kay's chubby white legs farther apart and finger-fucked her.
After a few minutes of watching his sister wiggle and squirm with delight, Charles was ready for his own pleasure. He reached down and picked up the hem of Margaret's skirt, revealing the twin balls of white meat that never failed to fascinate him. Margaret bent now, giving him a better view and target. He carefully deposited her skirt above the area and out of his way, then unleashed his pounding cock. Margaret jerked away at the first touch of the wad of cold petroleum jelly on the sensitive, hot hole, but quickly adjusted to the feeling.
Kay gave out a squeal of delight when Margaret's hands slid under her buttocks, lifting her off the chair and covering her panting cunt with a warm, open mouth. To muffle the sounds she was making. Kay slipped her thumb in her mouth and sucked on it, sucking louder and louder as Margaret's tongue slithered around the opening to her cunt, creating havoc inside. But when Margaret's tongue parted her cuntlips, snaking inside to lick the walls, Kay popped her finger out of her mouth, gripped the seat of the chair and moaned uncontrollably.
Charles spread the balls of flesh apart with both hands, stuck the head of his cock at the bull's-eye and pushed. He watched with wide eyes as the heart-shaped head of his cock disappeared into the tight tunnel, hardly believing he was finally accomplishing what he had always longed to do. He pressed forward at a snail's pace up the squeezing, sucking channel that seemed to be coaxing him deeper and deeper. When the full length of his shaft was inside her, he released the flabby mounds of flesh and they seemed to devour the whole front of his groin. Margaret's ass muscles sucked him tighter and tighter, until he could hardly breathe. Then his cock fired a blank, and the recoil went through his body. His breathing was fast and furious now. He reached around her hips in a bear-hug and began shooting his come with a vengeance. The muscular tunnel milked and sucked him into a state of delirium.
Kay was just as delirious at the other end as she reached an orgasm on Margaret's whipping, delving, sucking, licking tongue. Even after she collapsed with exhaustion, the tongue reamed out the last drops of dew from the walls of her squeezing cunt. It was hard to tell about Margaret. She may have had an orgasm, but if she did there wasn't any outward sign of it. She just continued at the same, grueling pace until Charles' dick withered and plopped helplessly out of her anus, and Kay forced herself away from the still-attacking tongue.
Anxiety, boredom, desire and hopelessness began to plague Tom. He found himself doing exactly what he had always criticized the others for doing – playing the "If Only" game. If only I had a car; if only I had my own apartment; if only I had money… were just a few. The frustration of going down to defeat by this simple challenge was greater than his desire for sex. However, his mind kept telling him it was the other way around, completely confusing the issue, since he kept insisting he could wait a few weeks. After all, he had gone months and months without sex – now he couldn't wait for a few short weeks?
He discussed the problem with his friends at work, who didn't seem to be plagued by the same frustrations as his neighborhood friends.
"Where do you take a broad for a quick hump?"
"Your car."
"Don't have a car."
"Your place."
"My mother is always home."
"Her place."
"Her mother is always home."
"Down in the basement."
"The landlady guards the basement like it was Fort Knox."
"In the park."
"Too cold."
The other suggestions involved too much risk; like finding a car someone neglected to lock or doing it in the hall of a building. The thought of being caught outweighed the satisfaction.
The conversation always ended with the suggestion that he get a hotel room. Under normal conditions he would have done that, he told himself. If it was a good-looking chick he was trying to impress – but not Stella. Besides, he didn't know exactly how to go about it and it was too expensive to start learning. And the fact that Stella was only fifteen weighed heavy on his mind.
But Wednesday morning, as he was walking to the subway, he saw Stella walking straight at him. She was on her way to school, with an armload of books, a too-short miniskirt and such a slow pace that he knew she wasn't happy at the thought of her destination. A short pain swirled around his balls at the sight of her.
They stopped to talk for a minute and he was about to leave when he impulsively asked her if she wanted to play hooky. Suddenly she was bubbling over with enthusiasm. She knew just the place to ditch her books, she told him. The corner candy store. He sent her off on that chore, while he rushed off in another direction so he wouldn't be caught by his mother, who left for work a few minutes after him and would be coming to the subway.
Tom walked briskly to the rendezvous, waited patiently for Stella and hated himself for doing this. Now he'd have to call in sick, lose overtime pay… and where was he going to take her? What would they do all day? You made a big mistake, he told himself over and over. But then Stella came into view and his thoughts were washed away by the sight of her delightful body.
They walked ten blocks, mostly in silence, to a diner that Tom felt was a safe haven to get in out of the cold. But panic swept through him with the sight of every police car, patrolling or every passer-by who happened to look their way. The diner was only a relief from the cold, because he was just as nervous there as he was outside and began to find himself obsessed with the desire for a shot of whiskey. Even that was out of the question, since he couldn't take Stella into a bar. That would really be asking for trouble, he thought.
Meanwhile, Stella was as happy and contented as possible. She did most of the talking and eating, never once thinking about school, getting in trouble, or that anyone was looking at them. Just being with Tom gave her a feeling of complete safety. What did she have to worry about? He was the most intelligent person she had ever known – including her teachers.
Tom excused himself to call the office, wishing more than ever that he was on the other end of the phone. How carefree and contented he would be in the office, with its familiar surroundings, he thought. His boss was pleasant, which surprised Tom, and he left the phone booth with a slightly relieved feeling. Since the men's room was opposite the phone booth, he made a detour on the way back to Stella.
It was there, as he stood watering the daisy, that his confidence began to surge back into his bones and the solution to his problem came to him: he'd take her home!
He stood shaking the limp, rubbery hose, hoping the last drop would fall in the latrine, instead of down his leg. The wheels spun in his head, solving his problems without effort and he whipped his cock back into his pants – the last drop oozing down his leg – and strolled out of the men's room.
"Well, I guess it's safe to go back to my place," he told Stella, after ordering another cup of coffee for them.
"Do you mean it? That's the best news all day… and I'll bet this is the happiest day I've ever had."
"It's not as easy as all that. We have to get past the landlady, who's the worst watchdog you'll ever meet." Then he went into his elaborate plan for sneaking her into his house.
What a life, he said to himself as he entered the front door of the two-family house. Sneaking into his own home like a thief.
"It's only me, Mrs. Ludwick," he called out as he unlocked the vestibule door. He could see the light down the hall from his landlady's partially opened apartment door: "Vat's der matter, Tommy?" she asked, puzzled by his return.
"I got nauseous on the subway and decided to come home," he answered. "I feel fine now."
"Ack, dos subvays iss enough to make you sick."
"Yeah. But I feel fine now," he said, going up the stairs two at a time.
Once inside the apartment he threw off his coat, went around collecting a brown paper bag full of waste and went downstairs again. Before he reached the basement door the landlady was in her doorway again, watching him go down to the basement to deposit the garbage.
When he got upstairs he put on a jacket, waited a few minutes and went downstairs again. She peeked out at him.
"Have to go to the store," he explained, rushing out.
On his second entrance, Stella was with him. He opened the inside door, pushed her towards the stairs and tried to make as much noise as possible, so the landlady wouldn't notice two sets of footsteps. She didn't open the door this time and he sighed with relief when they were in his apartment. He made Stella take off her shoes while he turned on the radio, filling the quiet room with enough sound to make it difficult for the landlady to hear specific noises.
"Boy, this is a nice place," Stella whispered as Tom led her to his bedroom; his eager hands had already slipped up her skirt, pulling down her panties as they walked through the rooms. His hand rested on the cheeks of her ass, feeling every movement with each step she took, while his middle finger slipped into her asshole.
Once they were in his room, he turned her to face him, using his finger in her ass to force her body tight against his, and kissed her with a tongue-chasing, open mouth. As they kissed, he used his finger to raise her to her toes, snuggling the bulge in his pants into the cozy nest between her legs.
It was a momentous occasion, Tom thought, to fuck someone in his bedroom. He unplugged Stella's rectum and began undressing. Stella didn't need any coaxing; she hastily undressed and got on his bed to wait for him. Tom crawled up from the foot of the bed, kissing her legs as he went, then furiously attacked her cunt with a sucking mouth and snaking tongue. Stella wiggled and contorted with delight. He licked his way up her stomach, around her tits, sucking the hard, nut-like nipples into his mouth, nibbling and biting them – going back and forth from one to the other. Then he covered her mouth with his, drove his tongue in as far as possible, while he sheathed his sword into the depths of her warm, moist slit. His tongue and mouth muffled the noises coming from deep in her throat as she writhed with passion, calming down after reaching an orgasm.
Tom drove his cock in and out of her in a dreamy, slow-motion, pumping action that brought him to the peak of excitement without exploding his charge. Gently, he increased the depth of each plunge, listening to the gurgling sounds in Stella's throat and the squishing sound of her juicing cunt, which sent out an aroma of breathtaking perfume that tantalized Tom's nostrils. Then Stella began to meet his down strokes with an upward thrust of her hips and he spilled his insides into the fire of her cunt.
Tom slid off her, falling on his back with exhaustion and taking deep, lung-filling gasps of air. But Stella was still full of life. She knelt over his cock and began licking off the mixture of juices. Her tongue gave the area a thorough cleaning before sucking his balls into her mouth, one at a time, saturating them with saliva. For Stella this was love; having someone to do whatever she felt like doing to and receiving pleasures she never dreamed possible. She didn't see a skinny, bony man under her – he was her lover, and to keep him she had to please him.
Tom reached down and grabbed one of her ankles, pulling it over him until she was straddling his stomach. Then he pulled her up farther, her wet, matted bush sliding up his chest to his mouth. His tongue spewed flames into her panting sex, slipping back to her asshole, where it tickled and tingled inside her. She clamped his head between her legs and rubbed her sizzling cunt all over his face, wiggling and grinding until she reached a climax. Then he rolled her over on her back and knelt over her face, forcing the knob of his hardened cock between her lips, before she could catch her breath from all the exertion of her orgasm. She gagged and choked, but Tom continued to force his ballooning cock down her throat.
There was a sinister thrill to cramming his fat meat into her gasping mouth, Tom thought. And until she caught her breath, he watched her face contort in what closely resembled fear. Like someone drowning and unable to get any air. Her eyes were saucer wide, her nostrils flaring and her mouth in a perfect "O" shape, which he felt was a perfect example of shocked surprise. He was almost disappointed when she relaxed, allowing his cock to slip farther down her throat. But the shocked expression returned when his semen squirted down her throat, flooding her mouth, spilling out the corners and oozing down her face. He forced her to keep his cock lodged in her throat until the last throb and last drop was out of it. Then he grinned down at her as he watched her swallow deeply to regain her breath.
For a while they just lay on the bed contented, talking in whispers. Then he fixed lunch, which they devoured hungrily. Then they returned to the bed again, toying with each other, snuggling close, kissing and whispering obscenities. But as it got near the time for Stella to fetch her books and report home, she wanted one more ride on his pleasure stick. This time there was urgency, so she chose to take it the way she had the first time his cock broke into her treasure cove – kneeling over him and impaling herself. Only this time she had no trouble finding the spot that felt so good and it went in without any stinging. She grinned down at him and slid up and down on his cock until he lurched forward, grabbed her ass and pulled her down, holding her tight against himself while he came. And for Stella this was the best fuck of the day.



CHAPTER NINE


Charles called his uncle every other day, from Christmas on, to see if they could move back into the store. But it was a full week after the first of the year before his Uncle Art finally told him the store was empty. Their big plans for a wild New Year's Eve party fizzled out with the disappointment of not having the store in time.
More discouragement met them when they returned to the store for the first time. The place was a mess from front to back. Pine needles, twigs and sap were ground into the floors of every room. The black paint on the windows had been scraped off. The bathroom resembled a restroom in a dirty gas station, even to the point that the bowl was clogged with tissue and overflowing.
"If we fix this place up again," Tom questioned Charles, "how long will it be before your uncle needs it?"
"He rents it out from Easter through Mother's Day," Charles answered. "The same guys sells plans and flowers at that time."
"The fucks really know how to wreck a place," Tom said as he walked slowly through the rooms, viewing the situation and deciding how much effort to put into cleaning it up.
"It smells like a pine forest in here," Jay said, taking a deep breath and enjoying the aroma.
"It's going to take a crash program to get this place in order," Tom said. "So let's get on the STICK! We'll go back to Ridgewood and round up as many people as we can for tomorrow night. The girls can clean the floors, kitchen and bathroom, while the guys give this joint a coat of paint."
"We only have two nights to paint this whole place?" Charles said doubtfully.
"Six guys should be able to get most of it done," Tom said. "And what we don't finish Friday night we can come back Saturday morning."
"Just bring on the beer," Jay said optimistically, "and we'll do it in one night."
As it turned out they did manage to finish painting by late Friday night. The girls scrubbed the floors, the appliances and the bathroom fixtures in one night and joined in with the painting on Friday. Everyone worked with feverish determination, not wanting to wait a minute more than necessary to get back to their sex games. For most, the five weeks had been void of physical contact completely. Only exhaustion, and the fact that it was too late to bring in the mattresses Friday night, prevented them from beginning a night earlier. But by Saturday afternoon everything was back to the way it was before Christmas and Tom was working himself into the proper state of mind to lead them through the rituals.
As the hour he had waited so patiently for finally neared, Tom Dunn began to experience nervous anxiety. Not since theft last meeting had he given any thought to that mysterious, spooky glow on the wall. Now it was all he could think about. Was the answer to eliminating it as simple as just not mentioning Satan's name? Then why? That would only confirm the fact that it was supernatural. What else had they done about Satan? He wrestled with the decision a little longer and finally decided to go along with the latter.
By turning over the services to Cynthia, he would lose control of the group and never get a chance to release some of his sadistic ideas, he reasoned. And Cynthia didn't put on enough showmanship when she was leading them. His decision began to make more sense as he caught the bus to Maspeth, arriving before the others to set the scene for the meeting.
The four trays that held the burning incense hung from wall brackets in each corner of the room, almost above his reach. His last chore before ringing the bell to summon the congregation was to light the sticks of incense, reaching up and dropping them one by one into the trays. Then he opened the skylight enough to allow just a slight venting of the room, so they wouldn't be uncomfortable.
The congregation filed in, beaming with broad smiles and nervous anticipation of the delights they were about to witness. They took their places, kneeling on the pillows and looking around the room to see if Tom was considering any surprises tonight. They all liked it better since he began putting the colored spotlights on right from the start, giving them enough light to check the room for the presence of any large items they might have to contend with.
"Brothers and sisters," Tom began, "we are gathered here once again to enjoy the fruits of life that we have found in each other."
"It has occurred to me that our real devotion is to one another, rather than an outside force, so we have eliminated the other services, making this ritual a sign of our dedication to ourselves, to each other. Nothing else has changed. Only now when we drink from the cup of wine, we drink to the group. And when we make our sacrifices, we are sacrificing for the benefit of this close-knit family we have developed."
He lifted the chalice and took a sip, then went out and served each member. All the excitement and pleasure of the first meeting flooded back into his head as he watched each member reach out to take the cup, their robes opening to expose naked flesh to his devouring eyes.
"Tonight," he announced, "our sacrifice to the group will be the very lovely… very beautiful Sister."
Sighs of relief went through all the girls who weren't chosen and big grins of approval spread on the faces of the men as Ann got up and walked to the center of the stage area. They all watched with wide eyes as Tom turned Ann to face the group, turned on the white spotlight and removed her robe. They liked the way Ann always acted with a cool confidence when she was chosen to participate. Not brazen – just reined, with her chin up and a faint smile curling up the corners of her lips.
Tom made a show of putting Ann in the position he wanted, his hands never missing an opportunity to touch her body in some sensual way for all to see and enjoy. He placed his hands between her legs, the tips of his thumbs probing the nest of hair that rapidly dampened, then slowly spread her legs so she was standing with her feet wide apart, smiling at her wide-eyed audience.
"This dildo," he said, holding up an object that was shaped like a cock, with a little stretching of the imagination, "represents the group. All of us. Take it and place it between your legs… thereby making love to the entire group and accepting us all into your body."
Ann took the object, noticed a little switch, which she flipped on and off quickly to see what it was she was going to insert inside herself. It was a battery-operated vibrator. How nice, she said to herself, waiting for Tom's instructions.
Tom stood behind her, reached under her arms to cup her breasts, then whispered in her ear to insert the prick slowly. As Ann lovingly inserted the vibrator into her cunt, Tom milked her tits, his hard-on sliding up and down the crack of her ass. Ann gave a good performance, stopping just before the end of the vibrator entered, leaving the switch on the outside.
Now Tom turned her sideways and had her bend at the waist. He produced an object that everyone recognized as an electric toothbrush, without the bristles.
"Now, Sister Ann, insert this replica of our sex into the other opening."
Ann took the toothbrush and began inserting it into her anus, having trouble maneuvering from the awkward position. However, the audience was if entranced by the performance, staring wide-eyed with jaws dropping as they watched her struggle. Finally Tom had to complete the insertion for her. He walked around her, then, for the sake of the audience, inspecting his handiwork. Then he removed his robe and pressed his cock against her lips.
"Now, Sister Ann, reach down and turn on the switches," Tom said, waiting for her to obey before inserting his cock into her mouth.
Ann looked like a bit of a contortionist as she turned on the battery-operated dildoes and had to hold them in place to keep them from falling out. Sensations ran through her body as the vibrators tingled the walls of her cunt and asshole. She almost immediately had an orgasm, her mouth filling with saliva and dribbling out the corners, around Tom's penetrating cock. She reached another climax moments later, losing her strength as she felt the third building up almost as soon as the second orgasm was over. Tom had to grab her head to keep her from slipping to her knees, forcing his throbbing meat deeper into her drooling mouth, almost choking her with a sudden plunge forward as his balls exploded a charge of cream into her throat. They both felt strangely lightheaded as the dual climax ended.
Ann slid to her knees when Tom backed away. She turned off the vibrators and slowly withdrew the spikes from her insides – a slow, agonizing withdrawal of the objects from very sensitive openings.
The chalice was passed around the circle. And Tom began to sense that the group was beginning to act a little strange. Perhaps a little drunk, he thought. He felt a little drunk himself.
Then without warning, Margaret Leche stepped to the center of the circle and said, "Jay Schmidtline, come up here."
Jay sauntered up to her. She ordered him to kneel. He obeyed. Then she pulled his robe up to expose his fat buttocks, straddled his waist as though to ride a horse backward, and began paddling his rump with a ping-pong paddle she had hidden under her robe.
Tom just watched, amused and feeling slightly helpless. With each sound of the paddle smacking on flabby ass-flesh, Jay gave out a howl of laughter. Soon they were all laughing with the exception of Margaret, who seemed to get more serious with each smack, gritting her teeth and frowning with a determination to do or accomplish something. And Jay laughed louder with each stinging blow to his reddening posterior.
Suddenly Tom gulped so loud and his expression changed so quickly that even Margaret halted her gratifying exercise and stared at him. For a moment Tom thought he was going to faint. There on the wall, larger than before, and definitely the outline of a man, was the red glow, smiling at him with devilish eyes!
Everyone turned to witness the phenomenon on the back wall, but no one made a sound. For some strange reason, they all felt odd, lightheaded perhaps, but terribly aware of their surroundings. They just stared at the waving image. Its mouth was moving, as if it were trying to talk, but nothing came out. The congregation stood motionless, with only Tom visibly trembling.
"Tommm… Dunnnn," the image whispered in a spooky voice. "You have… done a fine job… and you will be rewarded."
Tom felt for sure he was going to pass out now. His knees were beginning to buckle and he was having difficulty breathing.
"Have… no… fear… my children," the voice continued. "No harm will come to you… if you do as I say." Then it laughed in a sinister, blood-curdling tone.
Tom recovered slightly and tried desperately to focus his attention on the voice, to distinguish any flaws in the sound that may give him a clue to who or how it was being done. But his mind just didn't seem to be his own. He listened, straining for the smallest inkling of who the prankster might be.
"There is no need to be afraid," the voice said. "Your parties shall continue as before… only I will visit you from time to time to collect on my investment in you, since I have made all the pleasures possible. So listen carefully and do as I say: Katherine Krauss, go to the end of the table and stand with your legs spread apart." Kay did as the voice said, moving quickly and not taking a minute to think about the order.
"Now I want the two Schmidtline brothers to tie her legs to the legs of the table."
Hans and Jay too jumped to obey the command. "Now strap her arms to the legs at the other end."
They pulled Kay face dawn on the table and strapped her by the wrists to the far end of the table.
"Blindfold her… and everyone leave the room. Go to the kitchen and don't return until I ring the bell three times."
Jay blindfolded Kay as the others quickly left the room. Only Tom waited until Jay was finished and left with him, contemplating a scheme to leave the door open a crack and peek in.
"Tommm…" the voice spoke, just as Tom was going through the door… "disobeying Satan means certain death and it's not a pleasant death… I assure you."
Tom closed the door and almost ran through the next room to the kitchen and closed that door too.
"What are we going to do?" Charles was saying, almost in tears.
"What can we do?" Margaret Leche said. "He'll punish us if we disobey him."
Stella started whimpering and some of the other girls joined her, putting their arms around each other and crying openly. For the most part the men stood with blank, frightened expressions and said nothing. Only Tom moved, pacing the room, trying to figure out what to do.
In the store, Kay Krauss felt a cold draft blow over her naked body and she began to cry. Her head was groggy, but not enough to let her forget she was in some kind of danger. Then without warning something locked over her mouth and she was gagged so tightly it hurt. Her screams were just muffled little sounds.
An ice-cold hand touched her ass and chills ran through her body. Mother cold hand on her warm ass-flesh, spreading the globes apart. She strained at the straps that held her down, but they only bit her flesh without giving an inch.
She felt something touch the entrance of her cunt and she instinctively tried to pull away from it, but couldn't. It slid slowly between the lips of her vagina, up into her exposed, unprotected cunt. A warm, familiar object. Even in her state of fear and unclear head she recognized the feel and shape of a man's cock entering her tight pleasure cove. It sank into her until she felt the hairs around it tickle her ass before pressing tight against her buttocks.
Kay had a hundred thoughts flash through her mind, but the most satisfying was one that told her it was a practical joke Tom had concocted and was now playing on her. She relaxed a little and felt the throbbing meat pump in and out, gaining momentum in that familiar way just before the discharge of gratifying juice on the walls of her insides. She moved to meet the thrusts of the penetrating lance and felt the cream shooting into her, firing its venom in spurts, then the two hands squeezed her buttocks tight together and the spear slowly withdrew, still hard, leaving her in a state of building excitement, but unsatisfied.
The hands disappeared. There wasn't a sound in the room. Then that cold blast of air swept over her again. Moments later she heard the little brass bell ring three times, a door opened and people were rushing into the room.
"Are you all right?" Tom Dunn was saying as he removed the gag and blindfold. Someone else was untying her arms and legs and she was quickly free. Tom helped her to a sitting position and asked again if she was all right.
"Yeh. I guess so," she answered, smiling at him with a knowing look, hoping he'd give away the joke. But one look at the tears in her brother's eyes and she realized it must be more serious than she thought.
"What happened?" Tom asked. "I want to know everything that happened… every little detail."
She went over the facts quickly at first, then again with the little details about the cold blasts of air, cold hands, and how his cock felt as it entered her body. She was given a glass of wine and asked to go over the facts again. The girls were shooting questions at her about how it felt. They wanted to know if he was brutal, mean or cruel, while Tom was trying to get a clue as to how it was accomplished. But Kay didn't have a mind for the kind of details he was looking far and he gave up when the group began drinking to relieve the tension. And they were soon back to the spirit of having a party.
As Tom sat on one of the mattresses drinking a bottle of beer, with Stella's arms draped around his neck and her mouth over his ear, blowing and kissing it, he began to think that maybe he was capable of divining up spirits. Kay certainly didn't seem any the worse for the ordeal. She seemed to be delighted with all the attention she was getting, telling her tale over and over to each and every member, who listened attentively to every word she said. She was suddenly a very important person. The only one present who'd been fucked by the Devil himself, she thought.
But Tom wasn't very pleased. He just couldn't accept the supernatural aspect of the whole thing. He couldn't explain how it was done, but he felt sure someone was responsible for this little game, who was just as human as the rest of them. But he knew one thing: whoever it was – it wasn't one of the other members. They were all in the kitchen with him. And Kay couldn't have put that gag on herself… so it had to be an outsider.
As the others drifted into their sex games, forgetting the fright of the evening and remembering their long weeks of going without sex, Tom sat on the mattress talking to Charles, while Stella went about her own playful acts on his hardening cock.
"Maybe you're right," Charles said, with a very serious face, "but just the same, I wouldn't take any chances."
"Oh, don't worry! I don't intend to do anything to bring down the fires of hell, until I'm sure I know what it is. But I'm going to check out every possible clue to this thing."



CHAPTER TEN


When Arthur Klein reached the age of forty, he began having spells of depression. For seven years now he fought these defeatist thoughts, telling himself that life wasn't as bad as all that – but losing ground to the depression when he looked around him. He owned a profitable lumber yard that didn't require more than a few hours of his time a day; he owned all the property that made up about a quarter of a city block. The stores, bowling alley and garages brought in enough additional income to allow him to live very comfortably. And still he felt as though his life was slipping away without him really enjoying any of it.
It was on his forty-seventh birthday that he came to the conclusion that the important thing missing from his life was sex. Or to be more exact – not enough sex. His wife had been a good mother and housekeeper, but she didn't keep up with the times, he thought, letting herself get fat and old-fashioned, like the other women in the neighborhood. Sex was just a now-and-then-thing, that just didn't satisfy his thirst. But when he began to look for outside sources, he noticed that he was always drawn to the girls, not the thirty-year-olds he had told himself were the best kind. He was drawn to the teenage girls in the brief clothes that left little to the imagination.
"I was born about twenty years too soon," he would say to the group in the bawling alley, and the response was unanimous – they all felt the same way.
"When I was a kid, you had to work hard to get a piece of ass. Now the girls practically rape the guys, someone would say."
"And the kids nowadays don't appreciate it from another."
But after a series of propositions to these seemingly "sex starved" girls, Art came ta the conclusion that being rejected was worse than going without it. He was at his lowest level of depression when his nephew Charles called to tell him about using the store for a social club. The perfect answer, he thought. He'd be helpful, get them to like him, and pretty soon they'd be inviting him to their places… even that didn't work out the way he thought. However, he was determined to get in on their action and had several advantages in his favor. The most important was the fact that he could watch them through the skylight; the second was the fact that his hobby was photography. By putting the two together, he concluded, he'd be able to blackmail the group into taking him in.
Week after week he watched from the roof as the club had their parties without the faintest hint of sex. And he was growing more and more discouraged, sitting in the chill night air watched and thinking – all negative. If they did have sex, the logical place would be in the bedrooms, he reasoned, and he couldn't look into the bedrooms. And then they'd probably do it in the dark which meant he couldn't photograph them anyway. Not without exposing himself with the first shot he took. Like everything else, he told himself, there were just too many obstacles.
Then, just when he had convinced himself that it was a hopeless case and had given up going to the roof to spy, he decided to take a peek at their Halloween Party. He arrived just in time to see his niece being disrobed, in the dim light of the red and blue spotlights. It was obvious that he couldn't take any pictures under those lighting conditions, so he didn't bother going back for his camera. But by the time the white spotlight was turned on he was mesmerized by the performance and didn't want to miss any of it. Just slipping his cold hand inside his pants and holding his throbbing prick gave him a thrill. The sight of the bodies, when the orgy started, was enough stimulation to bring him to the peak of excitement. He sat there staring with wide eyes, imagining how those firm tits would taste, how their wiggling asses would feel and what it would be like to sink his cock into their tight little cunts. He came in his pants with very little coaxing from his hand.
The following week was hell for Art, as he lived with the question of whether they would have another meeting like that or not. If they did, he could take his pictures and begin with the blackmail.
He took his pictures the following Saturday, developed and printed them in his own darkroom, and began to get cold feet about confronting the kids. He hated himself more now than ever, but just couldn't bring himself to come out in the open to make his threats. That's when he began working on another plan – scaring them with their own performance.
Slowly, week after week, he developed his plan, testing his ideas when they weren't in the store and building his scheme gradually to work out any imperfections. By hiding a small speaker in the room, he could talk to them from outside, without giving away his location. The image was developed on movie film and projected on the wall with much more realistic effect. But there was always the outside chance that someone would catch on to his trick, so he had to do something to dull their minds enough to prevent them from trying to figure out, or find flaws in his act. The answer came to him – hide pot in the incense pans so it burns with the incense and they all breathe in the smoke, which will cause some effect on their thinking, taking their minds off solving the mystery.
As a final protection, he chose his niece as the subject for the first act. If anything went wrong at the last minute and he was caught, he could threaten his nephew and niece with the photographs, by convincing them that his sister would kill them if she knew what was going on at their parties.
The rest was simple to work out. As soon as the subject was tied and blindfolded, and the others left the room, he slipped downstairs and entered from the front door. Once inside the room he could lock them out until he was finished enjoying the "sacrifice" they had set up for him.
"You should hear Kay's description of her rape by Satan," Charles was saying as Tom, Jay and Ed sat with him in their favorite booth at the corner bar.
"Like what?" Tom asked with a frown.
"Like it was the best thing that ever happened," Charles began with a big smile. "His prick has grown to the size of the one on the chair by now. And even though she was scared, it seems it was the best fuck in the world. The thrill alone was worth it."
"What are the other girls saying?" Tom directed his question to Jay and Ed.
"Cynthia and Gloria can't wait 'til next week," Jay answered. "They think it's great."
"Ann said the same thing," Ed added.
"Cynthia hopes she'll be next," Jay said. "But she's been interested in that Devil shit for a long time."
"Most of the girls think it's great," Charles said.
"I didn't know they went in for Satanism that much, but they all seem to know about it. And they want to learn more."
"Hen I am breaking my ass trying to salve the mystery," Tom said with aggravation, "and the damn broads are enjoying it. Don't they realize how serious this could be?"
"Naw… Cynthia ain't worried," Jay said. "She thinks it adds spice to the meeting. And Gloria is so excited she keeps asking Kay to tell her about what happened over and over."
"Margaret and Stella think you're doing is," Charles said.
"What's the matter with these people?" Tom was getting excited. "How could I do it, when I was in the kitchen with everybody else? Suppose it's some nut and somebody gets hun?"
"I hadn't thought of that," Charles responded with growing concern.
"Suppose it really is the Devil!" Jay added fuel to the fear.
"Does anybody know what the Devil would do to us?" Ed asked.
"As long as we obey his orders," Charles speculated, "I guess he'd treat us pretty good. But if we did something to aggravate him… I'd hate to find out what he'd do."
"I think it's some nut trying to take over our club," Tom snapped back at them.
"Then how do you explain that funny feeling in the head that everyone had?" Charles asked.
"Someone could have spiked the wine," Tom said.
They sat in silence, thinking about the problem. All but Tom were convinced it was something supernatural. Their minds preferred to dwell on that aspect rather than strain their heads to find a solution to the puzzle. Then Cynthia and Ann came in the door, which gave Jay, Charles and Ed an excuse to stop thinking about the problem, and they called the girls over to the booth.
"Margaret and Stella are standing outside," Ann announced, sitting herself on Charles' lap playfully.
"Why don't we go to the store?" Cynthia said, without opening her coat. "Margaret won't come in, and Stella can't. And we can't leave them out in the street."
The vote was unanimous, just by the expressions on their faces, and they hastily exited from the bar. Before they got to the bus stop Tom flagged a cab and they were happy to get out of the cold. The eight of them packed into the taxi, giggling and getting into a party spirit, even over the cab driver's objections.
Once they were at the store, Tom found he couldn't get them to discuss anything serious, so he got a bottle of beer and sat on one of the mattresses weighing his thoughts alone. Meanwhile, Ann and Jay slipped out to the first bedroom, with Ed and Cynthia in the second. Charles was already pulling Margaret's panties off and setting her up for his favorite rear attack. When Stella saw she couldn't get Tom interested in any play she decided to go out to the kitchen for some wine. She only got as far as the bedroom with Ann and Jay, when she stopped to watch.
"Not so fast," Ann was telling Jay. She was standing in the middle of the bed fully dressed, with Jay standing next to the bed, naked from the waist down. "I want to have some fun first. You're not going to drop your load and run."
Jay gave a begrudging nod of acceptance.
"Take off all your clothes and let me look at you."
He took off the rest of his clothes and waited for instructions. Stella looked longingly at the big stiff cock sticking straight out from between his legs. She had always felt Jay was too big and fat to fall in love with, but she envied the long tool that went along with his big belly.
"You can undress me now," Ann said, moving to the edge of the bed so he could unbutton her blouse, while she tantalized him with teasing glances at his naked body.
Jay was all fingers, fumbling with the buttons, which seemed to take forever to open. Stella was impressed with the way Ann conducted herself like a princess, ordering Jay to do this and that, making him remove the garments and fold them precisely the way she wanted them. It struck Stella as comical, the way Jay moved awkwardly around the bed with his chubby body all nude and bouncing loosely.
When Ann was stripped down to bra and panties she stopped him and had him join her on the bed. She made him kneel, while she examined his cock, the way Stella imagined a doctor would look at it for a disease. There was a wisp of a smile on Ann's lips, which Stella realized was from the torture she was putting Jay through.
Satisfied with the inspection, Ann removed her bra and expanded her conical tits at Jay. With a deep breath she reached out and took his head, forcing one of the cones of flesh into his longing mouth. But she wouldn't let him feel her or do anything but suck on her tit. Then she fell back on the bed and grinned up at him.
"Know what's waiting for you under my panties?" she cooed, spreading her legs, but keeping her brief, black panties between Jay and what he was longing to get at.
Jay just nodded. He was speechless with anxiety, afraid to take the initiative for fear of losing the reward.
Stella felt the inside of her own panties getting damp just watching. That Ann knew how to handle a man, she told herself.
"Well all you have to do is take off my panties," Ann whispered with sexy movements of her lips, "but you have to dolt with your teeth."
Jay dove to the task, snipping and biting at the flimsy material, making Ann squirm and giggle as he desperately tried to remove her panties without tearing them. But the fragrance that was coming from the damp spot between her legs was driving him wild. He took time out to lick the moist spot, but the smell and taste triggered his urgency and he tore off the garment with his hands, diving frantically between her legs to mouth the fur-covered cove that oozed with honey. His tongue worked furiously inside her cunt, sipping, sucking, drinking the nectar that oozed out of the walls for him.
And was no longer the coy little kitten, teasing the giant – she was writhing on the bed from the snaking tongue in her weeping cunt. She didn't resist when Jay replaced his tongue with his throbbing cock, but reached up to desperately pull him down on herself. The bed bounced from the hard drives of his cock working in and out with squishing sounds.
The room reeked with the smell of sex as the couple reached a climax. Jay fired his charge into Ann with a loud grunt of relief. And Ann just gurgled with pleasure. The two bodies squeezed tightly together as the last spasm of their orgasm spent itself.
Stella hadn't realized that she had slid down the doorframe and was squatting on the floor in a heap of trembling flesh. She didn't care either. Her hand was inside her own panties, coaxing and teasing the burning itch of her longing slit in an attempt to satisfy it. Then she felt two hands lift her to her feet, turned to see Tom with his stiff cock sticking out of his pants. She pulled down her panties and impaled herself on the waiting cock, almost knocking Tom over in the process. It was a precarious position, with her feet off the floor and Tom supporting her weight with tight grips on her ass, but Stella bounced and struggled to unleash the demon that drove her to this state.
As soon as Tom released his come, the two had to struggle to keep from toppling over. Stella was all grins of satisfaction, but her cunt ached from the weight of her body on his cock. It felt as though it were being torn by a blunt instrument. She was standing with her legs apart, rubbing the soreness and grinning at Tom, when she caught Margaret out of the corner of her eye. Then she realized that Margaret, Charles, Ed and Cynthia had watched her pounce on Tom. She was suddenly embarrassed.
"Does it hurt?" Margaret said, approaching in that "take-over" way of hers.
"No," Stella said weakly. Margaret was already lifting her skirt and looking at it, while the others watched.
"You could hurt yourself trying something like that," Margaret scolded her, rubbing the sore spot with the palm of her hand.
"She'll be all right." Cynthia came to Stella's aid, realizing the girl was embarrassed by the way she was being treated.
Charles came up with the idea to punish her for being a bad girl. He wanted to tie her over a chair and paddle her ass, then all the guys would fuck her asshole. He was getting all worked up over the prospect when Tom told him to knock it off. The others felt the same way.
"Leave Stella alone," Cynthia finally said. "She's entitled to enjoy herself just as much as the rest of us."
Margaret suggested they punish Charles instead. There was a brief argument, but gradually everyone drifted away, leaving Charles and Margaret to battle it out themselves, while they went back to their original partners for a last-minute quickie before going home.
They were all in the store, on the mattresses, with Charles and Margaret in the bedroom off the kitchen. Tom was drinking a beer from the bottle, while he "punished" Stella by making her give him a blow job. There was a yell from the other room, then a call for help. Everyone rushed out to see what had happened.
Charles was standing alongside the bed with a sheepish look on his face and Margaret was on the bed looking madder than a bull.
"What's wrong?" Tom directed the question at Charles.
Margaret answered, "He stuck a beer bottle up my ass and can't get it out!"
"Sonofabitch," Tom snarled, while the others snickered and laughed, with Jay howling the loudest.
"What'll we do?" Charles whispered.
"The hospitals get this shit every weekend," Tom explained, thoroughly, annoyed. "By forcing the neck of the bottle in, it causes a vacuum and you can't get it out."
"You ain't taking me to no hospital," Margaret declared.
"What we have to do," Tom continued, "is break the vacuum."
Everyone joined in the project, getting tools, towels, warm water and petroleum jelly. They didn't see Margaret's ass until everything was ready and Tom told her to get off the bed. More laughs went around the group at the sight of her struggling with the trapped beer bottle protruding from her ass. Even Tom had to smile, against his wishes, at the sight.
"I thought everyone knew better than this," he said, then cracked up with laughter.
He told Margaret to bend over and hold the bed. Jay and Ed supported the bottle while he laboriously drilled a hole in the bottom. Everyone watched in amazement. When the electric drill finally went through the glass, Tom gently slid the neck of the bottle out of her tight grip.
"You sonofabitches are lucky it worked," Tom said with a sigh of relief. "Don't fuck around with bottles any more!"
Stella bent to the task of applying petroleum jelly to Margaret's red anus, wondered as she gently rubbed the cool jelly on the tender spot why Margaret did these crazy things. She always thought Margaret was bubbling over with wisdom.
Margaret looked up at Charles, who was still upset by the mishap, and she started to laugh. The whole scene, now that it was over, struck her as hilarious. Charles began laughing then, relieved that there weren't any hard feelings, and soon everyone was laughing, telling each other how Margaret looked with the beer bottle stuck in her ass and laughing harder.
The dainty derriere that was facing them, wiggling gently as Stella went about healing her sister's wounds, was being eyed by Jay and Ed, but it was Ann who approached it and began a gentle caressing. When Stella saw who it was she just gave Ann a short smile, not knowing what else to do.
Everyone was watching now as Ann bent over to plant a warm wet kiss on Stella's sleek white ass. It was one of those situations where Stella wasn't sure how to respond to pull away might insult Ann or make the others think she wasn't a good sport; to do nothing might give them the impression she liked girls too. Stella decided to play it safe and not do anything. But Ann's experienced, talented fingers were soon working on her small breasts and the feeling began to excite Stella. Ann's hands knew exactly where to touch, how to get the best results and when to move on, which had Stella breathing heavy.
They were on the bed now, with Ann's slender fingers gliding around Stella's lips, her ears, her neck, while Ann continued a soft milking action of her tight-nippled breast. Stella closed her eyes, giving in to the tender touches. A warm mouth engulfed a hard nipple; tongue slithering around it, then a sucking sensation; all while a soft hand slid down her flat stomach to comb its way through the triangle of hair between her legs. Then that wet mouth was covering her body with its warmth.
Stella was reaching the peak of excitement when she opened her eyes to see Ann's hairy cunt just inches over her face. No! She told herself. She wouldn't do it! She'd never kiss a girl… but she felt the heat of Ann's mouth cover her own nest and it felt so good she puckered up and kissed the moist intersection of Ann's legs. Ann's tits were pressed against her stomach, Ann's fingers were running up and down her legs, while the hot mouth covered the whole sensitive area of her cunt. It was more than Stella could take – she reached up, dug her nails into Ann's ass, driving the hairy cunt down to her own open mouth.
Stella heaved and bounced with an orgasm when Ann's tongue slithered between her hot vaginal lips. She could only respond with a plunge of her own tongue in Ann's cunt. A deep, swift penetration. But Ann was much more experienced; she toyed with Stella's tongue, drawing it deeper and deeper into the walls of her juicy cunt, before reaching a climax. And when it was over Ann continued to kiss her, caress her tits, bringing Stella down to earth slowly.
When they got up the room was empty. The others were back on the mattresses in a group orgy. Ann smiled at Stella and ran her hands up and down Stella's naked body one more time. Stella was pleased with the new experience.



CHAPTER ELEVEN


Excitement was at a peak as the members gathered in the kitchen for the next meeting. The girls all seemed to be thrilled with the prospect of another visit from the "Devil". The men weren't the least bit thrilled and showed their concern openly. But both sides found their hearts beating faster, palms clammy and nerves tingling.
For the first time since he began these rituals, Tom Dunn was nervous. Tonight he experienced the fear of the unknown, which he had diligently perpetrated on the other members all these weeks, getting a great deal of pleasure from their discomfort. He had been the master. Their fate was in his hands during these ceremonies, governed only by his conscience and the restraint he exercised over his sadistic desires. There had never been a moment of discomfort for him; he was never the object of a "sacrifice", never had his ass paddled, or the slightest fear that he ever would. Tom Dunn only participated in the enjoyable aspects of the ritual – the others suffered at his hands.
Suddenly everything was changed. Now someone else – or SOMETHING else – had taken away his power. He was only an instrument now, to carry out another's orders. And he didn't like his new role one bit. Only the challenge of his conviction that it was all a hoax and that he would solve the mystery forced him to continue. Otherwise he would have put an end to the club after the last meeting.
Stella and Cynthia took their places beside him as he prepared to summon the congregation into the hall. He gave a last look around the room: the colored lights were lit, the black candles and the trays of incense were lit – everything exactly as it was the week before. He'd play along with the villain just to prove that he was intelligent enough to solve the mystery. And when he found the culprit he'd have his revenge.
The bell sounded and the audience filed into the room. Everyone entered with their eyes searching the wall for a sign of their visitor.
Tom opened the services with a brief statement about how their loyalty to one another should come before anything else. He avoided any reference to Satan. Then he lifted the chalice to his lips, as he had always done, but tonight he only pretended to drink the wine. He was determined to keep a clear head at all costs. Then the chalice was passed to the others. Charles also pretended to take a drink and didn't, having decided to conduct an investigation of his own – secretly. Since Tom was his prime suspect he hadn't mentioned his plan to anyone.
After the chalice went around the group, Tom turned the meeting over to Cynthia, who surprised him by chanting a string of vows to Satan. Tom suddenly realized that Cynthia wanted to believe the visitor was Satan.
"Sister Ann," Cynthia finally said. "Please come forward."
At Cynthia's request, Tom and Jay had constructed a simple device for her to tie a subject to in any desired position. It was a frame made out of two-by-fours, with ropes hanging trough holes at various intervals.
Stella led Ann to the frame, turned her to face the audience, while Cynthia turned on the bright spotlight. Then Ann's wrists were tied with ropes from either side of the frame. Stella got on one side, Cynthia on the other, and they pulled on the ropes, stretching Ann's arms up and out over her head. Then they opened her legs and secured her ankles in that position. The girl was now naked and fully vulnerable to whatever they decided to do to her.
"We offer Sister Ann to our beloved Satan," Cynthia chanted. "Prepare her body."
Stella went to the task with enthusiasm. First she applied dusting powder, with a large, soft puff, to the entire front and back of Ann's body. Then she took a small jar of rouge and applied it artistically with her slender index finger to Ann's nipples that fizzed straight out at the first touch; then dots were placed on each of the smooth balls of ass-flesh, and finally a dot on the inside of each leg just below her cunt hairs.
"Beginning with the High Priest," Cynthia announced, "we will each kiss the cove we pray our beloved Satan will enter tonight with his burning penis."
As Tom stood to carry out the assignment he noticed his head beginning to play tricks on him again. He shook off the feeling, went to Ann, knelt before her and planted a kiss at the junction of her spread legs.
"Mmmmm…" Ann cooed with delight. And as each member dutifully kissed her the fire grew hotter and hotter in the Devil's Cove. She groaned and prayed that one of them would tongue it, but no one did. She was burning with anticipation as the last member kissed her.
"You… have… chosen… well," a voice broke the silence, and all heads turned to see the image on the wall. "You… shall… all… be rewarded."
Tom fought with the strange feeling in his head to get a bearing on the voice. He didn't listen to the words, as the voice gave instruction to blindfold Ann and leave the room, but concentrated with all his might on the background noise. There had to be a clue there someplace. But all he could detect was an empty, wide-open atmosphere. Then he found himself shuffling out of the room with the others.
As they passed through the room they used for getting undressed, Tom grabbed his pants and coat. Even though his head was like oatmeal, he managed to instinctively carry out the motions of his preconceived plan. With much difficulty he pulled on his pants and lunged for the back door, getting into his coat on the way. The others watched with wide, curious eyes as Tom fumbled with the door, puffing on it, playing with the lock, but not accomplishing a thing. Then he staggered to a chair and dropped limply into it.
The only sound Ann could distinguish was her pounding heart as she waited nervously for something to happen. The thrill of danger overpowered the scared feeling she had, but her head was too high in the clouds to distinguish one from the other.
Then she felt the cold blast of air Kay had mentioned. She held her breath and shivered uncontrollably.
What Ann didn't know was that Arthur Klein was just as scared as she was at this moment as he tiptoed across the room and bolted the door so no one could slip back in. His eyes devoured the body strapped to the frame before him as he slipped off his coat. This was the first really exciting girl-flesh be had touched since he was a young man himself. Kay was too fat and his wife had always been what they refer to as "big-boned" in the neighborhood. But this morsel of flesh was exquisite.
Now, over the pounding of his heart, he put on the air of authority and gripped the shoulders of his victim, sending gooseflesh all over her body from his cold hands. She whimpered but he didn't gag her. His hands slowly pressed her smooth, firm flesh from the shoulders down to the soft, heaving mounds of her breasts. He fondled the firm, hard nippled tits with sheer enjoyment. He ran his open hand down her flat stomach and marveled at the firm, tight feeling this girl's body had. Just feeling her this way could satisfy him for a long time, he thought, bending to run his hands up and down her silky smooth legs.
This was too good to fuck, he told himself, feeling the firm balls of ass-flesh. Table pussy! Reserved for eating only!
To satisfy his urge, he knelt and kissed the aperture that he would soon sink his cock into. But the smell of cunt-juice kept him there and forced him to make one quick plunge with his tongue, against his instinct to do what he came to do and get out as fast as possible.
"Oowww, how nice…" Ann sighed.
That was all the encouragement Art needed. He drove his tongue deep into the soft cavern and licked the walls clean, stopping only when he ran out of breath.
"Ohhh, don't stop now… I'm coming…" she gasped.
He stood, dropped his pants and drove his cock up the panting tunnel, reaching around her to grab chunks of ass in his hands and pulled her tight against his heaving cock. He covered her mouth with his own and chased her tongue in a furious attack. It was a good thing he had brought her to the peak before fucking her, he thought, because he was already shooting his come and she was reaching a climax with him, biting his lips savagely in the process.
Every muscle in his body seemed to flex as he held his cock inside her until his fear of being caught forced him to stop. Even then he slipped out a still-firm cock, thinking to himself that he could last forever with this exciting body. But he was getting worried about the time it was taking him and pulled up his pants. But before leaving he took time to feel every inch of her again, promising himself to come back to this girl again.
The cold blast of air brought Ann out of her exhausted state of near slumber, creating an alertness in her mind again as she listened for any sounds. The bell rang, startling her, and she heard the group rushing through the room toward her.
"Well?" Tom said, even before she was completely untied.
"Mmmmm… it was delicious," she sighed.
"Fuck the personal comments! Just tell me what happened!"
"It was just like Kay said it happened… only better," Ann replied with a dreamy look in her eyes.
Kay beamed at the mention of her name, looking at the other girls to see their envy.
Tom learned nothing new from Ann's debriefing. He examined the room, found nothing and slumped against a wall, sliding down to a sitting position on one of the mattresses. Stella brought him a beer, without being asked, and joined him on the mattress.
Chatter filled the room, with only Tom apparently unhappy with the circumstances.
Couples were pairing off as though nothing had happened, while laughter and wise-cracks came from the group around Ann.
"Let's see if I'm as good as Satan," Jay propositioned Ann. But she turned him down as though she were sacred now and untouchable.
When the calamity died down and the novelty wore off, Ann joined Tom and Stella.
"I can tell you one thing," Ann said casually, "he wasn't completely naked."
"What do you mean?" Tom perked up.
"Well, he was wearing something with buttons down the front, because I felt them pressing into me."
"Are you sure it wasn't beads?" Stella asked, not realizing she too was defending the Satan theory.
"I don't think so. But I definitely felt material down to about his waist and on his arms."
"Ah-ha!" Tom came alive with interest. "That could mean he was wearing a shirt. And the Devil wouldn't have to wear a shirt – unless he was cold – which spirits don't feel."
"Maybe he's taking the form of a regular man," Stella said. "I saw that in a movie once."
"Cold hands… warm cock… a shirt…" Tom ignored her. "Very interesting."
"What difference does it make, Tom?" Ann whispered seriously. "Everyone is getting a big kick out of it. Who cares if it's the real thing or not?"
"I care! This is my club and I don't want some fuck taking it over with phony magic," he fired back in a loud voice.
Cynthia heard his remark and came over to join him the conversation. Ann filled her in on what had been said.
"Don't feel that way, Tom," Cynthia said. Her eyes widened with enthusiasm as she continued, "This could be the greatest thing in the world for us. Our own cult! We could double the membership tomorrow if we spread the word that we really made contact with Satan – or even just a spirit."
"Who needs more members? The more people in our game the greater risk of having the law down on us."
"Sure, but just think of all the money we could take in." Cynthia's eyes were sparkling and dancing as she spoke. "This could make us all rich!"
Tom sat in silence weighing Cynthia's loge. The club already had a few hundred dollars in the treasury, and with so little expense it would multiply with more members.
"I read about cults in California where they take in thousands of dollars a week," Cynthia pressed on. "And if we really have something supernatural we'll make millions."
"Well, I can tell you right now, we don't," Tom said with a vengeance. "He's clever, and it's going to be hard catching him, but I tell you it's someone as human as you and me."
"If you're so sure, why don't you just confront him? Why don't you stand up to him next week and tell him to bug-off?"
Tom sulked over that. He lowered his eyes as Cynthia, Ann and Stella stared at him for an answer. Then he finally said, "Because I don't know what this hut is capable of doing to us. He already has a way of slipping hallucinating gas or drugs to us to weaken our minds. Who knows what else he might have?"
"Okay, but while we're checking it out, I'm starting to line up new members. You'd be surprised how many people are interested in Satanism."
Tom liked the idea, remembering now that when he first told the others about his plan for a club he said it was part of his "pyramid theory" to increase the membership. The only thing that had blocked his way was the intrusion of the mystery guest. His ego wouldn't allow him to step down as the leader of the group. Especially now, when it was a success.
"Just remember, Tom," Cynthia added as the discussion ended, "I got Laura to come to our meeting without even trying… I could fill this place with gorgeous girls. They really go for the excitement of Satanism."



CHAPTER TWELVE


The weeks and the meetings went by and "Satan" appeared each week like clockwork. One week he ordered the members to have a black girl for him at the next session, another time he ordered, as if reading from a menu, an Oriental. The members obliged, running around the city all week in twos and threes, trying to hire prostitutes that fit the description. The black girl charged fifty dollars plus cab fare to come; the Chinese girl charged a hundred. They were all going broke, but they didn't dare not obey "Satan's" orders. Arthur Klein, now beginning to think of himself as a "devil", indeed, didn't care. He was having the ball of his life!
It was six weeks later that Tom knocked on Arthur Klein's door, and when it opened, said: "Hello, Satan."
Klein turned red, immediately began to sweat, and this, along with his sudden trembling, confirmed Tom's accusation.
"Pull yourself together, you old sonofabitch," Tom smiled. "Let's sit down and talk about it over a cup of coffee. Or better still, a beer. Ain't you gonna ask me in?"
Arthur Klein had three fast shots of Scotch before his hands stopped shaking and then he asked, "How'd you find out? Anybody else know?"
"Just me. And if we're smart we'll keep it that way. You made one mistake. Last Friday night the kitchen in the bowling alley went on fire. Laid smoke all over the building. And soot on the roof up by the skylight. After the meeting – hey, that Spanish chick you ordered turned out to be something else, eh? We had to go up to Harlem to get her for you – anyway, I just made like Sherlock Holmes. Went up on the roof and followed your fuckin' sooty footprints all the way, right to this door, you hockey puck."
"So the party's over, eh?" Klein grumbled, reaching for a fourth shot.
"Nope, just beginning. So we got ourselves a devil. Great. And the only member that knows is me. The word will spread like wildfire. Even Vegas can't advertise that big a star. You're our star, get it? We up the kitty for joining the club, and we'll charge dues you wouldn't believe. And you get to lay a new broad every week. Now you can't beat that, right? Jeez, I feel like J.P. Barnum. A sucker born every minute and all that good shit. Yes or no, you in? You're the only experienced devil I know."
It took Klein only one musical "beat" to say, "I'm in, I'm in! A star, eh? Maybe I oughta get myself an agent."
"None of that shit," Tom grinned. "I'm still running this show, remember?"
"Sure, sure. You're a smart boy, know that? One thing. Next week, could ol' Satan have himself one of them high-society broads from over in the city? Park Avenue stuff, maybe."
"Funny you should mention that," Tom winked. "Was working overtime the other night and who comes sprinting in, just like Loretta Young used to do, but my boss' daughter. Rich kid, private schools and all. And she's bored to team with it all. So I invited her to our next meeting. She said if she likes it, she'll get her girlfriends to join. And I'm thinkin' that if I get this chic laid by ol' Satan himself, I just might end up owning the whole fuckin' company! Her old man has one foot in the grave and the other on a banana peel anyway."
Now Arthur Klein was calmed down, and he smiled. "Like I said, Tom. You're a smart boy."
The girl's name was Susan, she was rich, bored, and ready for just the kind of action the club offered her. She arrived in a taxi, and for a time thought she may be going home in an ambulance. But she loved it!
As it turned out, "Uncle Satan" was just a warm-up for the hot-blooded Susan, and Tom, always the opportunist, soon had her to himself.
His first coming was fast, too fast, but Susan licked the sticky syrup from his limp cock and was about to suck it into her mouth when Tom, always the businessman, gasped out, "There's… an… old house… for sale… around the corner." Then he was lost to the sensations for a short pause, before adding, "Wanta make a donation to the club by buying it, Susan?"
"Hmmmm," came the hot answer on his cock. "No problem."
Susan reached down between Tom's legs and latched onto his shaft. She felt the limp meat pulse, harden, throb, harden more and finally stand upright. There was an empty feeling inside her that longed to feel that expanding muscle stuffed snugly, tightly in the moist, empty cove. Here, in the middle of the room, for all to see, she wanted to fuck, and Tom yielded to her prodding, falling on his back as she straddled him.
All at once she had the experience of a whore, Tom thought, watching Susan's determined expression as she inserted his cock into her cunt. He watched as she slid down the slick pole and began riding him as though he were a bucking stallion.
"Ohhh, how I've needed this," she sighed.
It was her show now, bouncing wildly up and down on the swollen cock, spurred on by the helpless look of her captive trapped beneath her, her cuntlips squeezing and sucking the smooth stick, driving it deeper and deeper with each bounce, a gaze coming over her eyes as the fat cock filled her insides, making her give out girlish squeals and sobs… until the hot lava shot into the depths of her body, all the way up to her brain, and the dam broke inside her, flushing her own hot juices into the roaring tunnel.
"Oooohhh, Tom, I don't ever want to let it go."
"Mmmmm," he mumbled, at the same time thinking to himself: I could turn a whole house into something to make even Satan jealous…
Of course, Tom… or any of the other original members… couldn't know that night that their wildest dreams were to come true in the next few years. The club moved to larger quarters after only eight months in the "house around the corner". New members from high society flocked to the "inspiring" meetings.
And so, if you're ever in Great Neck, Long Island, some Saturday night, you might want to visit their three-story "temple". There, you will see Tom open the meeting with somewhat more sophisticated words than those he had chosen for his first meeting. You will become aware of an exotic scent of incense burning atop glowing coals in the large, ornate braziers, one placed on each side of a huge dais. And the muted, discordant sounds of a sitar throbbing, you will hear that too. And you will also hear Tom's voice, coming from somewhere in the darkness behind: "Come ye forth, then, handmaidens of Satan. Come ye forth and anoint the aspirant. Prepare her for the rites of initiation. Make her ready to cross the threshold into the higher realm of total experience. Make her ready for the full liberation of her inner self and spirit!"
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