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CHAPTER ONE


The room seemed quiet, yet somehow foreboding to young Debbi Blackwell. The bed seemed much too large for her and the heating in the building was terrible. One of the men she now lived with had given her a pair of men's pajamas. The fabric scratched against her already hard nipples to remind her she was horny. The men had taken turns using her in any sexual manner they pleased, in return for her meals and a place to sleep. The very first night with them she had lost her virginity.
The leader of the band of vagrants who owned the small house was named Rex. And he was king. Rex had been the first to take what Debbi had so steadfastly guarded from her boyfriend Ken back in her home town of Kiler, Kansas. Debbi had always felt she was saving herself for marriage. But now that she lived on the streets, she had to abide by a whole new set of rules.
Rex lusted after Debbi, so it seemed natural that he should take her body and bend it to his will. A tremor of fright had caught in her throat and she had stifled a scream as his rock-hard cock had ripped open the slippery barrier and then filled her cunt to bursting. The satiny and undisturbed folds were rocked awake after lying dormant for eighteen years. The prick tore up her honeyed
pussy, but it also made an electrical impulse jolt her body. Pleasure coursed on a direct path from pussy to brain.
Rex had been considerate. Rex went gently, perhaps because he knew he was large and she was a frightened virgin. He humped her in an easy motion, allowing time to draw her sweet saliva from her mouth and suck on a beckoning nipple. He was gentle with his weight also. His massive frame was skillfully balanced on elbows and knees as he moved above her. The feel of his cock as it tugged her slippery cunt walls was all sensation. Her virgin's blood made the passage easier.
And as his prick had made a final lunge and Rex held perfectly still, Debbi could feel the throbbing as he roared in orgasm. Debbi imagined his hot sperm burning into her womb and she climaxed. Her hungry flesh shook in her first fuck-induced orgasm and it had been good. But that had been a month ago.
Debbi idly fingered her erected clitoris through her pajama bottoms. Her other hand cupped both tits and played over her hardened nipples. The fingers felt her warm moisture coming from deep inside her body as her diddling got to her. Debbi had always liked to masturbate. That way she could live out the fantasy of the moment before heaving in a violent climax. The male lover would be gentle and talk of love as his fingers roamed into the hot pudding of her vibrant cunt. Her brown-haired muff would be soaked with her own outpourings and her lover's hot saliva.
As Debbi began to heave and moan, she moved her hands to scratch at her crotch. She knew the one pledge she wanted to hear most. She wanted her man to tell her that he would take care of her. To completely surrender herself to another human
being seemed romantic to the wandering girl. Both her parents had died when she was sixteen, and when she became of age she left her guardians with only one hundred sixty dollars. That money had gone fast and she had become a daughter of the streets to support herself.
The life on the streets was okay in the warmer months. One could panhandle or steal to survive. And there were plenty of places for a girl to sleep where no males would get at her to violate her. And if money was needed fast there was always a slew of horny men who would pay twenty dollars to have a young girl suck them off. And dealing weed around the universities brought in a little profit.
At first her mind rebelled at what she was becoming and the way she lived. But the cold of winter had wiped out the memory of what she had been and drove her to a common dwelling which she shared with three men. She was their whore, common property for the men to do with as they pleased. Debbi would have to satisfy every filthy urge their twisted brains could conjure. But she had her fantasies.
"Cut that shit out!" Rob, one of the men, barked at her, and the suddenness caused her to lose the feeling of building toward a sweet release. How Debbi hated that son of a bitch.
"Fuck off and leave me alone!" Debbi said, trying to sound like she was powerful. All her command did was make Rob laugh and open his zipper. He had a fairly average-sized prick, but it stank because he never seemed to wash. Not that Debbi had been that immaculate since moving in with the men. Both men didn't seem to object to stale sex odors on a woman.
"Like hell. Jackin' off like a little bitch. This'll
do a better job," Rob laughed, jacking his dick until it was semihard. Debbi knew she'd have to get his nuts oft or he'd never leave her alone. She was beginning to hate this place. They were even taking away her fantasies.
"That tiny thing? Give me a man," Debbi said, trying to insult Rollo. She immediately realized her mistake as his face contorted in anger. Rollo was acting big because the other men weren't in. She'd have to be make to him or he'd rough her up for sure.
"Whore! Cunt! You'll get yours!" folio threatened, rushing the bed and pulling down the sheet. He ripped at Debbi's pajama bottom, shredding it off of her. One of his huge hands clamped around her throat to pin her to the bed. With the other hand, Rollo drilled a finger into her already soaked pussy and scratched it around.
"You bastard! Out that out!" Debbi pleaded, K cursing her own traitorous glands that were so
eagerly responding to Rob's unwanted caress.
"You're creaming for me, Mama," folio laughed, realizing he didn't have to hold Debbi down to keep her where she was. Her ass squirmed around as she bucked her flowing cunt up into Rollo's finger. He took his free hand and rubbed his thumb tight into her cunt groove, creating a most pleasant friction with her cut. It peeked out from under its fleshy hood to get more of the intense stimulation.
"Fuck me. I'm gonna come and I want to come from fucking," Debbi pleaded. He laughed at his control over her. Debbi was nothing more than a' submissive bitch in heat who needed hot cock to control the yearning in her young loins.
"Sweet Jesus," folio said dumbly as Debbi helped him get his pants out of the way. She
rubbed up his cock several times, until she was certain it was bloated to its maximum length. Then she used her fingers to stick it between her wide stretched thighs. Rollo got serious as soon as his prick gutted its way easily into Debbi 's hot clutching cunt.
"Suck on my tits," Debbi pleaded, ripping open the buttons on the pajama top to expose her well-developed breasts.
"Damn, they're pretty," Rob said, moving his head down to suck on one nipple while he began a gentle hunching motion with his hips. Debbi was moving her ass and moaning like she had liquid fire in her pussy. It was a hot ride and Rob was giving her all the cock he could. His muscular ass tensed frantically as he tried to drill his prick through the bed. Debbi arched her back up to keep the delicious contact, her mind swimming in wanton, juicy pleasures.
Debbi was just a cunt at the moment. An all-consuming need. And she was being fucked like a woman needed. It wasn't love. But it sure as hell was passion. And that was good enough at the moment.
"Fuck me hard! I'm gonna come!" Debbi wailed, opening her mouth and sticking her tongue out. Her breath came in fitful gasps, as even this life-sustaining process was taking second priority to the satiation of her lust.
Rollo sucked at the sweet tongue and let more of his weight drop on her as he began to empty his balls. Their bodies met in a collision of sheer tension, driving, gnawing for release. The hot sperm coated Debbi's insides as her own liquid release flooded her outer lips and bathed his shaft. The sticky fluids trickled out of her thoroughly reamed pussy and rolled to the bed where they
began to form a stain. Debbi knew she 'would have to clean that stain, but that was no matter for concern to the girl as her heart began to slow down, and the muscles in her body relaxed. Cleaning that stain of fuck juice would be a happy reminder that she had earned her keep.
"I can't believe you've only been fucking a month," Rollo cackled, his prick covered with their combined juices, but now shriveled to a harmless size.
"If you were nice to me, maybe I'd be even better," Debbi commented She would have liked to cut the bastard's balls off and hand them to him. He was so vain. He acted like he was a stud or something. To Debbi, he was only a prick satisfying a need.
"Shit. You eat. You ain't frozen' your butt out there," Rollo reminded her.
"I cook and clean and for what? This shitty room and food that's more garbage than anything…
"You got complaints, take 'em to Rex," Rob said, not wanting to argue with Debbi. He wanted to keep on good terms with Debbi so she'd let him fuck her without making a stink. She could be a real bitch when she wanted to.
Debbi got up to cook supper. Rex and Ronny were dope dealers on the side, as well as occasionally doing day work. Rollo sucked a little cock for the high rollers down on the Gold Coast. It made him some easy money and he could also roll a faggot carrying a bankroll. Debbi suspected that little of the money ever got back to their group kitty. But she had managed to lift six hundred in the short time since she'd been there. Mostly from selling dope she'd ripped off from the three pounds of grass they had stashed in the
closet. It was supposed to b~ for personal consumption,,but it was top quality and the college kids were willing to pay a good price for it. And the way the three men went through grass, they weren't about to miss the shortage.
Debbi attended an art class in the evenings three nights a week. She had always dreamed about being an artist, and several high school teachers had told her she had talent. And the teacher of the class was very nice to her and complimented her on her work. She had even invited Debbi up to her apartment and had given her a card which Debbi kept in her purse.
The teacher, Cindy Foules, was in her early twenties. She had a strange way of looking at the girl which Debbi did not fail to notice. The look was one that made the blood in Debbi's crotch heat up, as if her pussy immediately knew that the woman would take really good care of it. Making out with another woman might be fun. Debbi had done some experimenting with a girlfriend in high school, but that had just been fooling around. For the moment it could be forgotten.
Rex and Ronny looked troubled when they returned. Neither of them seemed interested in supper. Their conversation frightened Debbi, and when she saw Rex put three guns on the table, she drew back from them.
"It's a rip off. But how did I know?" Ronny asked, apparently pleading his case to Rex.
"Those guys are fuckin' escaped cons. They do a deal for Kelso and now he thinks we ripped him off. Those fuckers will come lookin' for us, sure as shit," Rex explained excitedly. When Rex was scared it was a serious situation.
"I ain't lookin' for trouble," Ronny said.
"Bullshit! We've got to hit them first," Rex
declared, reaching into his pocket to pull out some bullets. He loaded the thirty-eight and told Ronny to do the same with his smaller caliber weapon.
"It's too damn risky," Ronny said nervously.
"We've got to do it or we're dead," Rex said. His eyes briefly studied Debbi's body, now that she'd dressed in a halter top and cut-off jeans. Sandals kept her feet off the cold, bare floor. Then Rex looked at her face and smiled. She gave a faint smile in return.
"Okay. What about Rollo?"
"Rollo, here's a twenty-five," Rex said, throwing a gun that looked like a toy to folio. "Use it if you have to. Anybody but us gets blown up, hear?"
"Right," Rollo agreed, fondling the piece. Rex and Ronny left quickly without saying goodbye. Debbi knew tat she wouldn't see them again.
"Wait," Debbi called after them, but it was too Late. Cursing and a struggle erupted in the hail, then shots could be heard. The house itself was isolated far enough away from the others near it to prevent anyone being roused by the noise. Privacy had its price.
"What the fuck!" Rob shouted as the door flew open and a man came in shooting. Rollo didn't get off a shot. He fell dead to the floor. There was nowhere for Debbi to run. They would surely kill her, for now another man joined the first. But the second man merely cackled and put the gun down on the table. The gleam in his eye told Debbi they were interested in something that she had to offer. She found out what it was in a hurry.
It happened so suddenly that Debbi couldn't escape. The man who grabbed her was Eddie Canto, a mental patient and a murderer. Eddie
charged her and in a continuous motion pushed her down to the floor. He snarled in hot lust at his fallen victim, easily capturing a softly muscled arm and wrenching it cruelly behind her back. The action caused Debbi to cry out in pain. Her knees were scratched in the fall to the floor, and sheer terror overcame her as she suddenly realized that both men were on her now.
The other man was also an escaped mental patient, a sadistic murderer named Andy Wills.
"Please, I've got nothing to do with them. Let me go," Debbi managed to squeak, feeling that she could reason with these two men before they carried their intentions any further.
"You're going nowhere, bitch. You were theft whore and we want what they were getting," Eddie said, spitting the words at her in a harsh voice. He feared and hated women and was capable of enjoying them only when they were helpless, secured, and most unwilling. Young Debbi was all of these.
Eddie's hot breath stank of whiskey and cigarettes as he forced his Lips down on those of the helpless girl. She tried to draw her head back, but his hands pulled at her long hair until the pain held her motionless. She let him push his tongue against her mouth, then opened it. She was repulsed by his saliva and the feel of the slimy appendage within her mouth.
Eddie squeezed her full breasts through the flimsy covering the halter provided. He drew his mouth away from hers to afford himself a closer inspection of her tits. Eddie gave a groan of appreciation as the girl's tits amused his already hot body. The feel of the teenager's fits turned him on, and his cock was hard and eager in his pants. Debbi could feel it pressing against her stomach
and she fully understood that they intended to rape her. Perhaps even worse.
"Oh, please! No! Someone help me! NOOO!" Debbi screamed, Struggling in a heroic effort that seemed to further excite her two assailants. Though neither had any fear of her shouts being heard, her behavior aggravated them.
"Shut up, you little whore!" Eddie shouted at the struggling girl, slapping her face with an open palm. The sensation of power pleased him and he repeated the motion. An ugly welt formed on her soft, white cheek. The taste of blood in her mouth was warm and frightening, and it momentarily silenced the girl.
Andy now had both her arms in ~ painful grip behind her back, now that she had risen to her knees. Debbi was certain he would gladly break them if necessary.
"She's a nice fuckin' piece of meat," Andy commented, biting the soft flesh of her squirming neck. "Get them fits into view. Let's see them beauties.
Eddie laughed and ripped the thin strap of her halter. Immediately, the tits wobbled free. The sudden sharp pinch of the straps breaking caused her to wince in pain. Eddie rubbed his sweaty palms over her naked tits, finally forcing them together so the nipples were only an inch apart. The light-brown areas, about the size of a half-dollar, hardened under the cool air. Eddie laughed and lowered his head. He licked and chewed at the sensitive, erect tips.
"That's a nice goddamned set. I'm ready to fuck her," Andy commented, his hard cock pressing menacingly into the crease of her asscheeks. Only their clothes kept his hot rod from nestling in her softness.
Eddie laughed again and tweaked a nubbin between his greasy forefinger and thumb. He squeezed extra hard until a whimper of pain escaped her lips. Eddie licked again at the taut nipples, his fingers leaving red marks on each tit as he shook them wildly.
"I'm gonna fuck her first," Eddie said, his eyes glazed with raw lust. Debbi knew tat screaming should come naturally, but her throat was constricted and she could utter nothing.
Suddenly, the fact that these two stinking animals were about to ravish her caused her anger to boil. She moved upward with all the strength she could muster, doing more harm to herself than to the men in her desperate bid for freedom.
"Bitch! Cheap fuckin' tramp! Now I'm gonna punish you!" Eddie threatened. He grabbed the material of her jeans and ripped them back over her kneeling body. The fabric dragged cruelly across her skin and she fell forward, her belly and thighs getting seriously scratched as they dragged along the hard wooden floor. Both men became highly agitated at the sight of her delectable and vulnerable ass arched high in the air. The creamy smooth asscheeks, in contrast to the tan of the rest of her, fired Eddie into a fever to ream out the girl's asshole with his hard prick. It would be better than a fuck because it would be tighter. And it would make her suffer like hell. Which was exactly what the woman hater wanted.
Eddie explored more closely as Andy held her arms behind her. Eddie stretched her asscheeks wide, exposing the little baby hole of her anus. His finger teased the tensed orifice, and her forward movement to escape told him she was very sensitive there. He quickly drilled the digit in to the second joint.
"Christ! Please leave me alone! Don't touch me there, you bastard!" Debbi cried out, pain so much a part of her being that the added tension on her anus could not prevent her from begging for mercy. But the urgent pleas of the helpless girl fell on deaf ears. To the two men she was only a young and delectable ciint. And they would use her in any manner they desired.
"Stretch that asshole, Eddie! Jeezus, but she's got an ass like a hundred-buck hooker! Fuck that hung until the peanut butter oozes out!" Andy instructed, his own cock eagerly waiting its turn to violate the tender female flesh.
Eddie had every intention of following his friend's instructions. Her ass was too much of a temptation for him, so Eddie ripped open his zipper and pushed his pants down. He exposed a long, thick cock that hadn't been washed in days. The scent of dried-up semen, part of the many loads he'd jerked out of his nuts in the last few days, remained and increased his own randiness. His overloaded balls would allow no further hesitation as he brought the angry red cockhead up against the wrinkled asshole of the petrified girl.
"Grease it up first or she won't be able to shit for a month!" Andy laughed. Debbi let out a series of screams, but the increased pressure on her asshole made her stop. Her face was now rubbing on the floor. Debbi's long and beautiful brown hair was filthy and matted with sweat as it fell over her eyes. But she could not shut out the humiliating words of the men or the feeling of something pressing uncomfortably close to her anus.
"A bitch like this don't deserve no grease in her ass. She wears these clothes, teasing the Luck out of someone and asking to get a hot cock up her snatch. That's all she is. A fuckin prick tease. Say
it, bitch!" Eddie demanded. Debbi remained silent. But when her arms were twisted until she felt they must snap, she cursed and screamed in sheer agony.
"Now say what he wants," Andy urged, increasing the pressure of his painful grip. Debbi felt the knob of Eddie's cock press steadily against her immobilized body, until it roughly passed her tightly closed anal sphincter. It hurt like hell and the combined pain caused tears to well in Debbi's eyes.
"I'm just a prick tease," Debbi said quietly. That wasn't loud enough for Eddie. He rammed several inches of his cock into her virgin asshole to emphasize that fact. Her rectum felt like it was being flooded with liquid fire, and her supple thighs quivered to keep her balance as the rock-hard cock violated her asshole. Her young body was suffering more pain than she thought she could bear. But he did not fall into unconsciousness, as she had hoped.
"I'm just a prick tease!" Debbi shouted, hoping that by her forceful admission they would somehow leave her. But the steady pressure of the prick deep within her bowels continued. The two men had no intention of leaving her until they had drained their overloaded nuts and abused her in every manner their perverted minds could devise. And Eddie was enjoying the ass fucking thoroughly, especially since he knew he was inflicting pain that tormented the helpless girl.
"NGGGGRRRRHHHH!" Debbi screamed in a sudden escape of air from her lungs. Eddie had seized her hips and was fucking his cock into her viciously, and her dry intestinal sleeve felt like it was ripping apart as the fat cock went in and out in a savage tempo.
Debbi's fits hung freely and they shook with
each painful thrust of the massive cock inside her ass. Her breath heaved in and out of her lungs in labored gasps.
The feeling of a tight asshole around his monster cock was causing Eddie's sperm to boil in his balls. He would enjoy shooting out a hot load into this chick's tight ass. The feeling of burning was already beginning deep in his prostate and moving along the underside of his pecker to the tip.
"I'm gonna give you a come enema," Eddie promised, groaning, his pants down in a crumpled mass around his knees. His cock kept up the painful tempo as he knew the floodgates would soon open and he would come in a creamy torrent. Debbi was making gurgling sounds of pain deep in her throat, but she offered no more resistance. She went limp as a lifeless doll and this saved her sensitive asshole from even more serious damage.
Debbi's growing hatred of men was materializing into a feeling that men only*anted to use her, and she vowed she would no longer be a pawn. She would use their own strong sex drive against them and destroy them with it.
"I'll fuck you to death! I'll shoot my jizz through your mouth!" Eddie exclaimed in uncontrollable lust, his balls moving to empty in the girl's ass. But Debbi's own thoughts seemed to momentarily take her mind away from the abuse of her tender young body. Her boyfriend Ken back in Kansas appeared in her mind, and she remembered what had occurred six months ago to change her future.
They had both gone swimming and they were wearing their wet bathing suits as,they dried themselves in his apartment. Ken was twenty and living on his own. He shivered out of his trunks and sat naked in front of her. Debbi was fascinated by
her boyfriend's nude body. Especially his long cock and heavy balls. Her girlfriends always laughed about a man's ugly sex equipment, but Debbi found Ken's beautiful. Though she never told any of this to her girlfriends.
Debbi was confident that she could give her boyfriend a hard-on just by sitting there. That was the ultimate power of woman. Men were so much fun to tease, and their pricks were always hard and eager to squirt out a load of come.
Debbi enjoyed teasing her guy by stripping slowly, letting him drool and work himself up into a frenzy as he studied her creamy body. Her cunt was wet and hot from watching him get excited. And she would make a production of how she really cared for him by working his hot load out of his balls by hand. That was the way Debbi had thought to control a man and keep him coming back for more. Until he made the ultimate pledge of love-marriage.
"Jeez, don't take so long Debbi," Ken protested, the swelling beginning at his crotch as he eyed the young body in front of him. If only she wasn't such a bitchy young cock teaser.
"You've got to get it up. If you want me to work on it, love," Debbi giggled, reveling in her power over Ken. The delicious sensations of teasing turned her body into putty and made her cunt cream for a come. But she smiled wickedly and took her time unfastening the clasp at the back of her bikini top. It was a good horny feeling deep in her pussy as she showed off her full tits to her boyfriend.
"That's doing it, ain't it, honey?" Debbi giggled, watching his prick begin to stand in adoration of the lushness she displayed.
"Get it all off. Show me that sexy pussy," Ken
begged. Though her nipples were npe and hard, begging to be sucked, Ken wanted more. He'd had his fill of tit licking and petting in high school. He wanted to get at hot snatch, work his cock-teasing girlfriend up into the mood for a wet fucking.
"Okay. Don't blow it just by looking," Debbi teased, secretly wanting to get him so excited that he'd shoot his wad over the carpet. It was groovy to do that to a guy.
"I'll hold it for you, baby," Ken promised, lightly touching his swollen cock. He was afraid that a firm grip would make him blow his load. Damn, Debbi was a hot piece.
Debbi had her eyes on him as she shrugged her panty bottom. It came down in one easy motion. She turned around at the crucial moment, giving Ken a delightful view of her ass. The full butt cheeks wobbled ever so slightly as the tight fabric released them. Her sexy, tanned legs were erotic perfection to Ken, and he absently rubbed his erect cock as he stared at her.
"Jeezus, you're so sexy and beautiful" Ken complimented, and Debbi turned her head to give him a quick smile. But she quickly turned the other way, walking nude toward the window.
Debbi wouldn't have t6 acknowledge responsibility for the boy's hard-on. And if he kept jacking it, he would work himself into an explosion without involving her.
"You're really hot and bothered," Debbi teased, turning around and moving toward him. Ken had an average-sized prick, but it looked monstrous to the virginal girl. A thin, clear drop of fluid formed at the tip of his cock.
"Is this what's bothering you?" Debbi asked, standing inches from the aroused boy's face and holding her outer cunt lips apart. The pink, tender
flesh showed proudly.
"Oh Christ! Please let me eat you," Ken begged. He wouldn't force her to submit to his wishes, but he wanted to taste her pussy in the worst way. The odor of her cunt wafted to his nostrils and he inhaled the fragrance deeply. The sight was erotic as hell to Ken, and he had tasted her before.
Debbi was homier than usual. She would welcome a hot and knowing set of lips on her cunt, bringing her to the satisfying flush of orgasm. But she was like most women in that she would rarely admit these desires. By this device, the male would seem to initiate everything and, hence, be responsible for anything that happened. Such were the workings of Debbi's sex-hungry body and her inhibited mind.
"Kiss me first," Debbi said, falling into Ken's arms. "And be careful with that thing." Ken's cock rubbed its lubricant along her leg as she sat on his right thigh. Her legs were inside of his. Debbi opened her mouth and shot out her tongue. Ken eagerly sucked on it. He groaned as his hands felt over her soft body. Her smooth back was easiest to caress, and he held her ass with one strong hand to steady her. Their kisses grew more heated and Ken felt his leg falling asleep from her weight on it.
"Let's move to the bed," he urged hotly, moving her off of his lap and leading her by the hand to his bedroom. His cock arched out proudly before him, leading the way and hoping for a change that it would receive better treatment by her.
"1 don't want to go too far," Debbi reminded him, but he merely nodded his head and continued to lead her along. He sat down first. Then she sat next to him and fused her hot mouth to his. One of his hands reached up and alternately cupped each breast, finding them both equally satisfying.
"All the way, baby. P11 fuck you and come in you and then we'll make a baby. Then you'll have to marry me," Ken murmured hotly. Marriage and babies sounded nice to Debbi. But she wasn't ready for sex. Because of her adolescent fear, she grabbed his erect cock and jerked it rapidly. Ken was too hot to stop her. His balls pulled taut and his creamy load fired out of him.
Debbi saw Ken's look of disappointment and frustration. If only she had let love grow between them, he wouldn't have left. And maybe she'd be pregnant and living with a real lover, instead of in her present circumstances. But that was a dream of a dead past. The reality of the present made its own gruesome demand.
"Suck it bitch, or I'll bloody your mouth!" Andy threatened, forcing his hard prick against her mouth. One tug on her hair was all it took to force her to open it and permit him to, force his cock into it.
"Hurry up, Andy. I'm gonna blow it!" Eddie shouted, holding still as his orgasm came over him. Debbi could feel the sperm the man fired deep into her bowels. She gagged slightly as the salty liquid in her mouth informed her that Andy was coming also. She had to swallow the hot fluid. It was that or choke.
"Whore," Eddie said softly, letting her limp body drop roughly to the floor. She sobbed bitterly as the two murderers ransacked the house. They took the money she had managed to save, but they left her with her life. Debbi felt it had little value to her at the moment.
The men left in a hurry and Debbi managed to get some clothing, over her abused body. She raced past the three bleeding corpses, pausing only to get sick at the bottom of the stairs.
Debbi was alone in the city. No one to turn to. No one to protect her. The police would want her for her association with criminals. And if she said anything, the two animals could hunt her down and subject her to even worse abuses. The night air was freezing as the flimsy garments did little to protect her.
Debbi reached into her purse and fondled the card listing her art teacher's address. Surely she would help her. There was nowhere else to go. Debbi ran the distance of nearly a mile to the woman's apartment. She finally reached the warmth of the inner hallway.



CHAPTER TWO


Debbi silently prayed that Cindy would hurry and answer the doorbell. Her entire body felt dirty from what the two animals had done to her. They had to be animals. Debbi could imagine no man being capable of doing such a disgusting thing. The salty taste of semen lingered in Debbi's mouth, though she had spit a hundred times. She was wondering if it would ever disappear.
Debbi's ass stung harshly each time she moved. Her blood and the man's vile sperm load served to lubricate the sensitive orifice. But both had rapidly dried, leaving a painful crust that pulled at the hairs surrounding her crotch and made each movement a little more painful.
"Cindy, please!" Debbi shouted through the 'door. A new horrorstruck Debbi's mind as still no one answered. What if Cindy was locked in a heated fuck with one of her lovers. A beautiful woman like Cindy had to have many admirers.
Debbi began to cry again as she felt utterly helpless and alone. Sex was supposed to be something pleasant and meaningful. It was supposed to make love grow. But where was the love in fucking. There was only pain and humiliation. Those bastards had done everything to hurt her, and because of the agony they inflicted they were happy. Were those two only an isolated
example of human perversity, or a mirror of the entire human race. There were many dark areas of the mind, and Debbi shuddered to think of them.
"Yeah-my God! What happened to you?" Cindy exclaimed as she opened the door. She ushered Debbi inside and quickly closed the door. The battered and broken girl fell into Cindy's arms and started to sob. The feel of the girl's full tits through the thin fabric of the peignoir she was wearing was a comfort to Debbi. She longed to suckle on a ripe lit, to go back to when there was no thought of sex. When there was no knowledge of the wild hunger that compelled people to use others in their mad quest for satisfaction of the senses.
"I was attacked! Oh my God… Cindy… they stuck their dicks down my throat… and up my ass! They hurt rue so…" Debbi said, not wanting to let Cindy go.
A detached smile came to Cindy's face that Debbi did not notice. The reason for Cindy's delay in answering the doorbell was due to the fact that she had been lying naked on her own bed. A massive vibrator had been teasing her sensitive cut, alternately thrusting far into the honeyed depths of her pussy. Her struggle for completion had been interrupted by the insistent ringing of the doorbell. Cindy was unable to reach her peak, but she was convinced she would reach it before the night was over. Looking at Debbi, she was certain she could easily have several of them.
"Relax. The worst is over. They can't hurt you now," Cindy comforted. Debbi was a luscious girl, and the bisexual. Cindy had long been aware of that fact, and very deeply bothered by it. So the little puritan got it up the ass. It served her right for thinking that she was above the human hunger for
sex.
Cindy had felt the girl far too virginal, when on one occasion after another she had rebuffed her affectionate advances. Before the night was over, Cindy vowed she'd complete the girl's sexual education. Cindy knew her appraisal was correct. She could spot a hot young chick. She knew when a woman was primed to discover the real urge that would dominate her life mercilessly, driving her from one lover to another. She would be willing to accept any degradation, begging for a man to shoot his jism into her, or even to have the privilege of letting him piss on her in return for sex. This was the future Cindy would lead Debbie into.
"I'm frightened, Cindy. Should I call the police?" Debbi asked, uncertain what to do. Cindy had her repeat the entire story, making certain to understand the part about drugs and murder. Once this was accomplished, Cindy knew that Debbi could not escape. But she wanted to control her without blackmail.
"What do you want the police in on it for. They'll only blame you and you could go to jail. And then they'd poke at you and make lewd comments, all of them thinking how they'd like to fuck you themselves. You wouldn't want that would you?" Cindy asked, raising her tone to a near hysterical level. It had the intended effect.
"No! God, no!"
"Oh, yes. Then they'll make comments about how you asked for it, making you feel lower than the scum that did this to you. And don't forget the murders. You'll be implicated..
"I couldn't stand that! But I've been hurt! God, I'm all bloodied back there!" Debbi cried, hoping to turn Cindy's thoughts away from what happened in the house she shared with the three
men.
"Let me see it," Cindy said. It was a-command, and Debbi quickly obeyed. She shucked off all of her clothing, though Cindy hadn't asked her to.
"Those bastards did a job," Cindy commented, noticing the black and blue marks on Debbi's soft white flesh. Her own heart felt light as she imagined the pleasure she would have gotten inflicting those injuries on the helpless girl herself. And some vulgar males had taken it for granted, simply because they could possess it by sheer force.
The feel of Debbi's soft ass was tantalizing and Cindy moved further down. She spread the cheeks quickly, and deliberately held them further apart than was necessary.
"OOOWWW!" Debbi wailed as new pain raced through the old wound.
"Sorry. But I have to see," Cindy explained, still spreading the girl's asscheeks painfully. The blood had caked, making it look like a serious wound. But from her own experience with ass fucking, Cindy knew the damage was minor and temporary. Cindy didn't resist moving further down the outstretched girl lying helplessly on her stomach. She opened the dry cunt lips and made a quick check. Her hymen had been split. Cindy would have loved to have that cherry.
"They didn't even touch me there," Debbi said, squirming at Cindy's touch.
"I had to be sure. If they'd left any nasty sperm up there I'd have to douche you out," Cindy explained as an excuse, and it had the desired effect of calming Debbi down.
"They didn't. I thought for sure that was what they wanted, but they didn't touch me there," Debbi said, a hint of disappointment in her voice.
Cindy suspected that Debbi had enjoyed what the men had done to her. And that was good. Cindy had even more disgusting things in store for the young girl who had sought her out for sanctuary.
"Men are such ignorant brutes when they're in rut. They only want one thing at a time and they ignore everything else. That's probably why they're such lousy lovers," Cindy commented abruptly. Her comments were for the most part ignored by Debbi, who was feeling at ease in showing off her body, even in its bruised and violated state. Debbi felt that special exhilaration of power when a man looked at her and wanted her at that instant more than anything else in the world.
The look that indicated he would gladly sell his soul to be able to suck on her firm, young tits, and fuck her until he planted a load in her squirming belly.
Debbi was wondering if she didn't regret that the two men hadn't fucked her. What they had done to her wasn't even the product of natural lust. It only caused pain to her. They had given her only pain, when Debbi had been so eager for someone to give her body pleasure.
"I'll get you a hot bath and then some oil to take the sting out. But I've got something for you to try to take away the pain," Cindy said, moving over to the coffee table and opening a tin canister. Cindy produced several expertly rolled cigarettes and smiled broadly at Debbi. Grass was something Debbi had grown accustomed to living with the three men. As Cindy lit up a joint and inhaled deeply, Debbi watched the woman's breasts heaving, and their motion fascinated her. The ripe tits seemed to be begging for an oral caress, and Debbi felt attracted to Cindy in a way she wasn't certain she understood.
"Take a puff," Cindy offered, and Debbi took th~ cigarette and a deep puff from it. The, smoke didn't seem to burn as much as the grass Debbi had used on previous occasions. It alternated between a noticeable sweet and sour taste that seemed to overcome the taste of grass. Something' besides grass was definitely in that cigarette.
~ "Oh, this is heavy! What is it?" Debbi asked, feeling suddenly very relaxed. She realized she was still naked, but now had no desire to cover herself. And the way Cindy kept looking at her naked body was exciting.
"Angel's Dust. It'll make you feel mellow," Cindy said at length, her own grojn feeling hot as raw desire flooded it. Cindy wondered if young Debbi had ever been made by another girl. The feel of another female sucking her clit into a delicious shuddering climax would definitely send Debbi. As it would any woman. And Cindy was even more anxious to have the girl wallow in the liquid outpourings of her own cunt. It was a pleasure she had too long gone without.
"I do feel it. Reeealll mellow," Debbi giggled, letting her mind get carried away on the smoke. After the cigarette, Cindy guided Debbi to the bath. Cindy removed her own flimsy covering and her naked body was arousing and quite beautiful to the younger girl, her own finger occasionally sneaking down to rub her own juiced-up pussy as her need grew frantic.
"Your tits are coming alive," Cindy laughed, rubbing the nipples softly. Having another woman feeling her tits was a soothing experience to young Debbi. Not like the brutal treatment of the men who had violated her. Cindy seemed to be weighing the mature form of the girl's lovely breasts, when she suddenly bent her head down and planted a
wet and open kiss on the mouth that seemed to be expecting it.
"What was that for?" Debbi asked, feeling very much like surrendering her body to the other girl. Cindy would give her pleasure, and that was what Debbi desperately needed at the moment.
"For being so very beautiful… and sexy," Cindy answered, pulling Debbi from the water. She delicately dried the girl's body and led her to the bed. The pain in Debbi's ass was gone, as well as her bitter memories. As Cindy lay down next to Debbi, cradling her, the cruel violation of her body seemed only like a perverse nightmare of the distant past.
Cindy began by gently caressing the soft body of the girl who had so willingly come to her bed. But desire seemed to encompass both of them, and Cindy's caress soon grew more heated and intimate. It didn't take too many strokes of her finger at Debbi's crotch to get the girl to open her thighs wider. The lightly covered pussy opened its outer lips to welcome Cindy's teasing finger.
"How does that make you feel?" Cindy asked, knowing that the girl's churning body needed release. Cindy had her where she wanted her.
"1 want to come," Debbi whimpered, lying back like a helpless victim, completely subjugated by the pleasurable caresses of Cindy's knowing fingers. Cindy's mouth alternated between the hardened nipples, and the sweet warmth of Debbi's mouth. Her tongue shot out of her mouth and moved along the girl's heaving belly, finally teasing the indentation of her navel.
"I'm going to eat you. Then I'll make you come and come until you beg me to stop," Cindy whispered to Debbi's tummy.
"Oh yes, please," Debbi said, expelling the
words in a series of hot breaths that indicated her need. There was no fear of a man hurting her. Debbi had long wondered what real love between two women could be like.
The first casual flick of Cindy's tongue on her wet pussy sent a series of shivers through Debbi's body. The bubbling up of her juices inspired Cindy to a more determined effort, and her tongue licked along the heated gash of her overstimulated victim.
"I need it," Debbi whimpered, rocking slightly as she tried to keep her reflexes in some semblance of control.
"It's better than anything you've ever known," Cindy mumbled, talking into the girl's vulnerable and begging cunt.
"Yes… oh, I'm going to come!" Debbi shouted, and Cindy sucked on the spasming girl's pussy like she wanted to tear it out of her body.
The pleasure-pain was the sweetest sensation of Debbi's life. Cindy used a finger to do something to her own body that Debbi could not observe. Whatever it was, it sent the woman into a fit of passion that shocked Debbi. The spectacle of the woman's powerful orgasm made Debbi's climax far more complete.
Cindy collapsed to the bed and Debbi felt satisfied that the cloying tension in her loins had been removed. The slight pain of Cindy's mouth had felt good to Debbi. It was hard to distinguish pleasure from pain. Perhaps there was no real distinction.
"Now you're mine. You will live with me and do as I tell you," Cindy said, her eyes glowing with a flame that seemed more intense than lust.
"Yes," Debbi answered, knowing she had found a mistress to respect and obey. Now she would no longer be alone. Cindy would be there to look after
her always.
"Good. Now that you are here and safe, I want you to eat me," Cindy said matter of factly.
"But I've never done such a thing," Debbi protested, feeling uneasy at the way the woman was suddenly ordering her around.
"Be a little whore then. Bitch!" Cindy screamed, slapping Debbi across the face. A thin trickle of blood escaped her bruised lip. Tears formed suddenly in Debbi's eyes, indicating her fear and confusion at what had just transpired.
"Don't hurt me, please. I love you. I need you," Debbi whimpered, not realizing where the words had come from. Debbi felt her own mind changed. Nothing could ever be as it was before the attack, and the other terrible events that had taken place earlier in the evening. The Teeling of utter powerlessness was all consuming. Debbi would obey.
"You're a no good slut. Just like you used to think of me," Cindy charged.
"Oh no," Debbi said, not knowing why the woman seemed so demented.
"The hell you didn't. All you pristine bitches make me sick. Well, now you're soiled with the stink of man. Their filthy juice is still up your ass and in your stomach!"
"No! Stop it!" Debbi begged, not wanting to hear any more talk about what happened.
"And the police should know. Maybe I'll call them and tell them about the little tramp that knows so much," Cindy said, moving to get off of the bed.
"No…" Debbi pleaded, throwing her arms around the woman. She needed to convince her that she would do anything to stay out of the clutches of the police. Though she needed to be
protected, her inner nature rebelled against confinement. And even in her innocence, she was certain they would find some reason to lock her in prison for years.
"That's better. Now, lick my cunt for me," Cindy ordered, grabbing Debbi's beautiful long hair and using it to pull the helpless girl's face to her open crotch. The scent of feminine release was heavy on the woman's body, and Debbi furtively licked out her tongue into the coarse and ample pubic hair. Cindy used her own hands to hold open her swollen cunt lips, so Debbi would have easier access to the sensitive areas of her pussy.
"Harder. Oh, suck it and P11 flood your mouth with my girl come!" Cindy promised hoarsely, guiding her cunt into Debbi's sucking mouth.
A man of about thirty entered the apartment with a key. He laughed softly as he watched the spectacle before his eyes. His own clothing came off and he moved into the bedroom, sporting a massive and well-formed erection. His fingers rubbed it lightly and then instinctively pulled at his overloaded balls. The fun was about to begin.
"Nice," the man commented, and both girls' heads quickly turned. Debbi was shocked at seeing a man, and even more frightened as she eyed his large cock, which was rampantly jutting out from his belly, poised to strike with deadly force. It was an instrument of pain to her mind, and she watched it carefully.
"Damn right;," Cindy laughed. "I just helped calm this kid down. She's coming out. Didn't realize she had any lez in her, until I showed her what a mouth and a pussy could do together."
"Hello," the man said, and Debbi returned his greeting softly. She was ashamed to be caught in this position, but even more uneasy at having a
man around to watch.
"He's Buck," Cindy explained to Debbi. "You can't forget his name 'cause it rhymes with fuck. Which is just what he's about to do."
"Right on. But who?" Buck asked, obviously liking the looks of Debbi. She felt the same pleasant feeling as he eyed her naked body. He looked like a gentle enough guy, and somehow fucking didn't seem so terrible to Debbi any more. But Cindy had other ideas.
"I'll go down doggy and you shag me from behind," Cindy ordered Buck, and he got into position on the bed behind her. Cindy adjusted herself so that her ass was sticking up at just the right angle. Debbi sat back fascinated as Buck struggled with his huge prick. It seemed to have difficulty finding the right opening, and Cindy cursed Buck for his momentary incompetence. Debbi thought for a moment that Cindy was taking the cock up her ass, but a closer look showed inch after inch going into her primed pussy. Cindy braced herself as Buck kept moving all the way into her, stopping only when his balls prevented him from going any further.
"Damn, that's good. Fuck my cunt off," Cindy ordered, and Buck used her hips for support as he began a slow in and out movement. It was the first. time Debbi had seen anybody fucking, and she found the sight very fascinating. But Cindy wanted the young girl to be more than merely an interested spectator.
"Finish your meal," Cindy ordered, grabbing Debbi's head with one hand and pushing it back to her crotch. The cock moving in and out fascinated Debbi, but she kept her attention on Cindy's cunt, lest she get more punishment.
"I'm gonna make it. Harder!" Cindy ordered,
and Buck began humping like a bull. Debbi's mouth was getting battered by the moving loins of the woman she was eating, but she hung on bravely. Cindy stiffened and screamed out an orgasm and Buck's pounding rhythm became more frantic. He came inside Cindy, and some of the semen dripped out onto Debbi's face as he pumped vigorously.
Debbi licked at it tentatively and fell back exhausted when Cindy's hands gently caressed her head. Debbi knew she had pleased Cindy. And at the moment it seemed the most important thing in the world. Buck withdrew and Cindy turned around and licked his cock clean. Then she had Debbi do the same to her well-filled pussy. Then they rested.
"That was a groove, baby," Buck commented. He pulled out a special cigarette from the canister. lit was the same kind that Debbi had smoked before at Cindy's insistence.
"You know it. I told you I'd get us some fresh young meat to play with. And I deliver," Cindy said, taking the joint from him after he'd filled his lungs with smoke.
"You live here in the city?" Buck asked Debbi, suddenly acting like she was in the room. The comment surprised her.
"Yes, I-"
"Of course. She's staying here with me," Cindy interrupted. "Now leave her alone. She's nothing to you. Just a kid that had a problem."
"Yeah, what kind?"
"Some guys did a number on her. Fucked her up the ass and roughed her up," Cindy explained, talking like Debbi wasn't in the room with them. Cindy didn't mention anything about the murders.
"That's too bad. She's a nice-looking chick,"
Buck commented, smiling at the girl. Debbi felt little-girl silly sitting on the bed while the two of them smoked the reefer on the couch. And having Buck say those things about her made her blush. After what she'd just been through, it seemed a ridiculous reaction.
"Forget about her for now. What about Felix?" Cindy said, and Debbi hated her for spoiling the mood.
"The hell with Felix. He can get people a dime a dozen. I'm not going to appear in any more of his productions," Buck said adamantly.
"Okay. But when you're short of bread you'll come around. Maybe we could use the chick," Cindy thought out loud.
"I don't know. Felix could always use such a good-looking young girl," Buck said, acting as if the idea had at least some merit.
"We'll see. She'll stay here with me until she's ready. We'll train her," Cindy laughed, and Buck smiled slightly at the comment. Their conversation was making Debbi feel like a pet dog about to be housebroken.
Debbi wasn't certain what she was doing in Cindy's apartment. Cindy had always held some fascination for her, so it was only natural that Debbi should go there in need. The man was a stranger to her, but she wasn't sure of her feelings about him. He must be a stud that serviced Cindy.
But what did they mean by training her? And who the hell was Felix? Debbi needed to ask these questions, but she knew she couldn't. She was in a state of shock, but more from what she'd just done than from the rape by the two horrible men. Was it guilt, or shame, that was holding her here?
Debbi doubted that any emotion had control over her. Rather, it was a strange compulsion that
brought her here to Cindy. All the power she had felt over men and over life had vanished when the two men had easily done what they wanted to her. Now Cindy and Buck were in control of her. She seemed to have been shocked into losing her free will. Strange and inexplicable desires seemed to
rule over her reason.
"Why don't you hick her like she can appreciate it?" Cindy suggested, a wicked smile on her features. Buck grinned too, and Cindy bent her head down to his naked lap. When she raised it again, Debbi saw that his cock had grown to a rock-hard erection. And looking at it, knowing what Buck intended to do with it, excited Debbi. She felt low and dirty, like a sex-crazed creature. But the desires of her body wouldn't be denied.
Debbi lay back on the bed and welcomed what would happen. She waited submissively for the two people who now owned her to do amp;hat they wanted with her body. Buck approached first, taking a breast in each hand. Debbi was no longer in control of what she was. As his fingers moved over her cunt, she could only respond as a female to a male. And as a smiling Cindy lowered herself over Debbi's face, she was transformed into a wanton child of desire.
The powerful prick of Buck slowly sunk into her wet cunt, and the three bodies began the slow rhythm which would eventually increase to a frantic level as they fought for release. This was the new world in which Debbi knew she would forever have to live. There would be no turning back.



CHAPTER THREE


Living with Cindy had many,advantages for young Debbi. Not the least of which was complete sexual satisfaction. Cindy had gotten Debbi a large supply of birth control pills, which she now used regularly. As a consequence, she was able to absorb the hot loads of sperm the various male visitors left in her without fear of pregnancy. But Cindy only infrequently allowed a man, to have sex with Debbi. The dominant woman preferred to keep the
girl all to herself.
"You're living with me and I keep you happy, so you owe me something," Cindy would constantly remind her, and Debbi made the payment in sexual favors. There was an endless succession of debasing sexual acts. Debbi would be forced to go down on her mistress for hours on end, until her face and hair were drenched in the secretions that poured from Cindy's cunt.
Then Cindy would get more kinky and demand that Debbi allow a spanking, working over the ample butt of the young girl until it glowed a bright crimson. Then there were the times with the dildo. The most recent of which had occurred on the previous evening.
First, Cindy had strapped on the monstrous device and lowered herself onto the helpless girl. The huge device would hurt like hell at first, but
soon pain would turn into pleasure.
"Take it, bitch! Hump up into it!" Cindy had ordered, driving the plastic cock hard into the squirming girl's cunt.
"Oh, it hurts!" Debbi protested weakly, but her body shattered into a million pieces as the bliss of climax took hold of her nervous system. Her own release would be accompanied by an equally explosive spasm in Cindy's body, and for an instant it seemed that they were suspended in the infinity of time, which could give eternal pleasure. These were the good times. The times Debbi cherished.
Debbi had become an expert at the mysteries of pain and pleasure. There was hurt, and there was good hurt. It was the need to belong to something that allowed Debbi to accept any abuse that Cindy could dream up. And Cindy had a very vivid imagination.
This night Cindy had been drinking. She had been out for a long time, not caring to make an accounting of how she had spent her evening. Cindy stripped naked and Debbi could tell by looking at her body that she'd been with men. Probably several of them due to Cindy's liking for a lot of male attention. The lips of her cunt were puffy from use, and a thin stream of semen trickled out from between the gap in them.
"How come you're not nude?" Cindy demanded, her brain apparently still slightly addled from either an excessive amount of alcohol or some drugs. She was not in a mood to be trifled with.
"I was cold," Debbi said defensively.
"You know the rules… and you know the punishment," Cindy chuckled, the familiar gleam of power in her eyes.
"Please, not again. I feel sick," Debbi pleaded, but she knew from experience the futility of
begging. Cindy put her hand under the girl's chin and raised Debbi to her feet. It pleased Cindy that Debbi could be physically stronger if she asserted her will. Power over a physical superior was the most gratifying of all.
"So you don't want me to hurt you," Cindy said smugly, still holding Debbi under the chin. Cindy raised her hand up quickly, causing a great deal of pressure to be suddenly exerted on Debbi's neck. All the girl could do was whimper her pain as her jaw was closed shut in this highly uncomfortable position. Then Cindy suddenly released her grip and the girl's head snapped back into normal position. Cindy grabbed the stunned. girl by her long hair and threw her down to the carpet.
"Kiss my feet," Cindy ordered, and Debbi groveled on the floor and did as she was told.
"Forgive me," Debbi pleaded, still continuing to shower kisses on the woman's feet. It was one sign of subservience to her mistress. But Cindy wanted the ultimate sign that she completely controlled the girl's will. She wanted the demonstration that showed Debbi had no pride, and the power to do nothing except obey her mistress.
"Now my ass. Lick it with your tongue," Cindy commanded.
"Please, that's filthy!" Debbi begged.
"What! Nothing about me is filthy!" Cindy snapped, and slapped Debbi's face hard. Defeated, Debbi moved around the woman and did as she was told. She worked at it until Cindy moved away and pushed her to the carpet.
"Why are you still dressed?" Cindy demanded, and ripped off part of Debbi's clothing. The vile names came next, and when Cindy had finished her verbal abuse, Debbi was lying naked at her feet, crying.
"Why do you do this? I do what you ask," Debbi pleaded, not understanding what compelled her to take these abuses. It wasn't love between them. It was a sick and perverted relationship. A few weeks ago she would have fought bravely and been the master, forcing Cindy to do as she asked. But that seemed a lifetime ago now.
Now Debbi knew she was only a sick and helpless creature, groveling to do any vile act to get the attention of the woman. But her mistress was rapidly tiring of her. The uncertainty of the future and the realization that she was no longer special, made Debbi resent the atrocities she was forced to perform on Cindy and her many boyfriends. There would be a time of reckoning. A time when Cindy would be forced into the passive and helpless position. But for the time being, there would be only obedience.
"You jerked yourself off today, didn't you?" Cindy accused, standing menacingly over the girl.
"No, I swear."
"You couldn't wait for Mama's pussy to lick, or her tongue to make you come, could you?"
"Yes. I did it. For God's sake. I never leave this apartment…and for you…for you…I only want to be good for you," Debbi stated in exasperation, feeling sickened by her begging. But the look in Cindy's eyes told Debbi that she had pleased the woman.
"Yes, you have. But you haven't lived before. You merely waited for some man to have his way with you. Fuck you over any way he wanted. No man can give you pleasure like I can," Cindy said arrogantly. She looked ugly. Despite her voluptuous and young body, she was ugly. There was an inherent evil in any person who could control another through sex. And it was an evil that Debbi
wanted to know about.
"You've given me mare pleasure than anyone," Debbi whimpered, groveling at Cindy's feet.
"Kiss my feet, slave," Cindy ordered, and Debbi repeated the gesture without hesitation. The taste suddenly seemed acrid and pungent. Perhaps Cindy was sweating in excitement as she thought of something she would do to the young girl. Debbi was alarmed at the notion, but she eagerly obeyed her mistress. lit was a familiar and often repeated gesture of servitude.
Cindy had been horny when she had come, but now she was aflame with the scalding fire of raw lust. She was quick to announce a more urgent desire. "Higher! Worship your queen, my little tramp."
"Yes, I do," Debbi whimpered, licking along the tensed muscles in the woman's calves. When she reached Cindy's thighs, she knew what was desired of her.
"Now eat me while I think of what to do to you," Cindy ordered, and pulled Debbi's face to her steaming gash when the girl was slow in obeying. Debbi could smell the musky fluid of stale sex, and the taste of semen burnt her tongue. Cindy flooded more liquid out of her hot cunt than Debbi had thought possible. And she seemed most excited when the girl was performing a menial task of sexual servitude on her.
"Maybe I'll burn your pretty little cunt with a candle. And then I'll put some Ben-Gay up that tight little ass. Oh, I'm sure it won't be pleasant. At least not for you," Cindy promised, her body going into an involuntary shudder as Debbi's tongue bathed her cut with warm saliva. Cindy felt that being serviced orally by another woman was the most exquisite thrill of all the ones to be found in
the vast world of sexual delights. And the sensation seemed even better when the victim had no choice.
"You're enjoying it, aren't you?" Cindy asked, knowing that the girl was beginning to take pleasure in what she was doing. Cindy knew that Debbi had been susceptible to a lesbian lover since the older woman had first set eyes on her. Though Debbi did not answer, Cindy knew by her increased efforts that she was enjoying very much what her lover commanded her to do. Some were meant to command, others to obey. It was a fact of life to Cindy's way of thinking.
Debbi ran her tongue feverishly around the woman's clitoral region in an effort to make her come. Debbi knew that the sadism fired by Cindy's lust would be cooled somewhat by a climax. But Cindy let the sensations carry her body only so far, then she pushed Debbi away.
"No. I want to save my big finish for later. Now I have to attend to your punishment," Cindy said matter of factly. She went into the bathroom for a few minutes and Debbi knew what the woman was doing. When Cindy commanded Debbi to join her, she knew what to expect. But Debbi hadn't the strength to resist.
"Now, I'm going to fill that sweet asshole with hot water," Cindy said gleefully, pushing Debbi down. "On your knees, bitch!"
"Please no, not that again!" Debbi begged pitifully. "I'll do anything..
"You're damn right you will. Anything I command," Cindy answered, pushing the reluctant girl into position. She was a tempting sight kneeling so vulnerably in the nude. Cindy knew that any man would love to flick her and squirt his semen inside of her. But Cindy controlled that cunt, and the body and soul that went along with
it. Only those whom she appointed could fuck her slave. Debbi was her helpless plaything. A creature without identity or a free will. She existed only to please her mistress. And that was how Cindy would keep her.
"Your pretty little rosebud is still sore I see. Men would pay a fortune to rain a fat, ugly cock up there and have it drown in your blood. Like those men, remember?" Cindy prompted, now getting an extra charge out of the mental punishment she could bring the girl. It was much more excruciating than any mere physical pain she could administer.
"Please, don't mention them," Debbi said wealdy. She felt ridiculous in her present position, like a dog in rut.
"I'll say what I want," Cindy said, slapping one tempting buttock hard. The motion caused Debbi to make a slight movement, but nothing more. The feel of the lush ass under her caressing palms forced Cindy to continue. "I think maybe the police would like to know why those three bodies were found at the house. I read in the paper yesterday that they are looking for a woman who can help them with some information. They found some of her clothes and they suspect she is only a helpless child. They are right, of course. Would you like me to call them and have them take you into custody?"
"No," Debbi replied weakly, wanting to get the
ordeal of punishment over with. No matter what it was, she wouldn't resist. Cindy didn't have to keep threatening her with the police.
"If I ordered you to take a man, would you?" Cindy asked, using one of her hands to wrench apart Debbi's full asscheeks.
"Yes, I would," Debbi answered, wincing again
as Cindy jammed an unlubricated finger up her ass in one forceful motion. She didn't stop until she had buried the entire finger to the hilt.
"Now we'll begin," Cindy said, pulling her finger out quickly, causing still more pain to the sensitive region. An enema bag was secure on the curtain rod of the shower, and in its present position would insure a rapid and steady flow. "Relax, it'll be good for you."
Debbi braced herself as she felt the plastic nozzle being put in place. The liquid was hotter than usual and thus more painful. And the high position of the bag caused it to fill her bowels with hot, soapy liquid at a faster rate than was comfortable. And Cindy was determined that the girl take two full quarts of liquid.
"It's too much," Debbi protested, the tears in her eyes caused as much by humiliation ds by the deep pain inside her body.
"The hell it is. You'll take a gallon if I want you to," Cindy said, fingering her own pussy roughly as the sight excited her. "Maybe Buck and some of the others would enjoy watching it, huh?"
"No," Debbi said, trying to cling onto some of her independence. Cindy only laughed, and withdrew her own soaked fingers from her crotch. She inserted them into the pussy of the girl, surprised to still find it very dry.
The liquid had finally filled Debbi's bowels to bursting, but had mercifully run out. Cindy's fingers poking in Debbi's cunt felt like a massive cock because of the unnatural constriction of her internal organs, due to the pressure caused by the volume of liquid inside of her.
"Resistance is foolish. Enjoy the pain. You know I'll make you feel good," Cindy whispered, rubbing the slimy pearl of Debbi's cunt.
"Please, can I change positions? It's uncomfortable like this. It hurts so much," Debbi pleaded, not daring to turn around and look Cindy in the eyes. Debbi felt Cindy bite hard on her cut, and that served as answer enough for the tormented girl.
"You stay like that. I have a surprise. Something you've never experienced," Cindy promised, and Debbi turned slightly to see Cindy leaving the room. The woman was gone for only a few seconds, for which Debbi was grateful. It was hard holding the liquid in, and if she relaxed her tight grip and let some run onto the floor, she knew Cindy would punish her even more severely.
Debbi groaned in anticipated discomfort as she watched Cindy strut proudly into the room. From her helpless position on the cold tiles, Debbi could see her sexily unclad mistress gloating over her. Her full, firm breasts bounced softly and the nipples were hard as iron as she rubbed her fingers over the helpless girl's body.
The feminine image was broken by the mean-looking and quite large plastic dildo sprouting from Cindy's crotch. It was at least eight inches long and two inches thick. It came complete with soft testicles and a nubbin at the base that gave delicious pressure against Cindy's hard ditty whenever she made a vigorous thrust forward.
"Now you'll get a fucking, my sweet," Cindy laughed hoarsely, fitting the knob of the dildo against Debbi's dry and closed cunt lips. Lubrication wasn't considered as Cindy balanced herself and plunged the first two inches into the unwilling orifice. Debbi fell forward to her elbows, but Cindy was determined to follow her down to the floor to make the penetration. The hot friction in Cindy's cunt made her feel that the cock and
balls were an extension of her own flesh. And she was determined to use her newly acquired anatomy to bring pants of pleasure, as well as pain, to the young girl in front of her.
"Relax and straighten out. You're going to get fucked, so relax and enjoy it. You're dry as hell," Cindy complained, steadily forcing more of the cock into the tight channel. Debbi was startled by the shocking cold of the tile on her nipples as she momentarily lost her balance. She regained it quickly and felt the incredible sensation of the whole plastic monster sinking deeper into her belly..
"Please. It hurts because of the water," Debbi protested, beginning to feel pleasure at having her cunt stretched and the plastic invader rubbing up against her cervix. It could be all right if only the pressure from the water in her bowels wasn't constricting everything so much.
"Of course it hurts. Some people are killed that way. They have their guts filled with water until they burst. But what you've got in you should make a delicious sensation. It'll make you come like crazy. So stop your bitching and enjoy it," Cindy advised in a somewhat friendly voice. Apparently, Cindy was so near climax that she didn't want to be distracted. Even by a chance at more sadism. The woman was inspired to a near perfect imitation of a man's fucking rhythm by the construction of the phony dick. Pressure would cause the nubbin to push down, and if it could be relaxed by a rapid withdrawal, the result would be a gentle rubbing of her cut in a pleasant masturbatory motion. The deeper and faster the thrusts, the more sensations Cindy received.
"I'm gonna come!" Cindy wailed, pumping furiously, letting her weight rest entirely on the prone girl. Cindy rubbed her hardened tits into Debbi's back and bit at the girl's neck and hair.
"Oh God, I am too!" Debbi said, feeling a strange kind of response. It seemed like her entire body would explode, and it nearly did as the spasm of pleasure seized first her groin, then moved through her entire body. A sweet release bathed over the sweat soaked body of the girl as Cindy finished shaking out her climax above her.
Debbi collapsed under the weight of the woman, and they lay in a panting, listless heap. Both Debbi's piss and shit emptied onto the floor when Cindy pulled the dildo out of her.
"Now we love," Cindy whispered tenderly, pulling the girl to her feet and leading her to their bed. Cindy pushed the girl onto her back and spread the warm thighs. "Delicious," was all she added as she lowered her, mouth to the girl's splayed and tempting cunt. Her fingers opened the raw folds and gentle motions of the woman's tongue soothed the inner lips. Once Debbi was relaxed and responding, Cindy applied her expert lingual caress to the bloated clitoris of the girl. Cindy chuckled as her hot breath and lapping tongue caused the girl to squirm about the bed in delicious pleasure.
"Please don't stop," Debbi urged, her muscles twisting her body to get the maximum contact with the woman's eager tongue. Cindy chuckled into Debbi's crotch and spread her own body over the girl. The more mature woman's body was arousing to Debbi, and she eagerly feasted on the dripping cunt set before her suddenly hungry mouth. Both women writhed to a series of gentle climaxes and fell asleep in that position, faces to furry crotches.
The next morning Cindy was again in a bitchy mood. She had an art class to teach, but she still moved around the apartment nude. Debbi also liked to stay naked and have Cindy hunger for her body. Both women were exhibitionists at heart. And they could easily satisfy their carnal urges in the privacy of Cindy's apartment.
But Cindy needed more than just showing Debbi her naked form. She needed to feel the girl's fingers and lips worshiping it and bringing it pleasure.
"Eat me, Debbi. No, finger me first," Cindy ordered, standing in front of the girl. Debbi was looking directly into the woman's already hot pussy. It was at face level, and Debbi placed a tender kiss on it. She was surprised when she felt a slap to her head.
"Finger it now! I don't have all fuckin' day!" Cindy bellowed.
"All right, all right," Debbi said, whimpering, probing a shaking finger between the fleshy folds of membrane. The folds felt gooey, like slowly hardening Jell-O, but were still resilient to the girl's touch.
"You should be thankful for the chance to serve me. Cheap bitch. You don't bring any money in. You're good for noting. A cunt like yours is worth. a hell of a lot. A lot of greedy bastards out there will pay a bundle to shoot a load of their stinking gunk into your belly or butt. And a lot of women would love to taste that sweet juicy pussy. Suck it now. Eat me," Cindy ordered, giving a shudder as Debbi did as she was told.
"You can eat cunt good too. And you've got a good enough face and body for what Felix
so
Henderson wants..
"Who?" Debbi asked, getting another hit to the head for her question. She was nursing on Cindy's pussy like a baby trying to get milk from its mother's breast. She was drawing a thick mucus from the woman and it was good. Cindy had her own tits in her hands and was rolling the nipples between her fingers.
"You'll know about Henderson soon enough. Dammit, you'll earn your keep and rent. Or I'll throw you back out into the fucking street where I found you," Cindy threatened, jamming her crotch into the sucking mouth.
"No please, don't! I"
"Shut up and suck…there…there…" Cindy moaned, shuddering in completion. Debbi looked like a baby that had gotten into a strange mixture. Her face was covered with Cindy's overflowing juices. She moved away from the woman and curled defensively on the bed. Cindy dressed quickly.
"Remember about the police. You'll do as I say or they'll find out about the whole thing. And don't try to leave," Cindy threatened, then smiled as an afterthought struck her. "You'll do whatever I tell you to."
Debbi stared at the door even after Cindy had left. There was no point in crying, but Debbi couldn't stem the natural emotional flow. Her mind was chaos, unable to sort out what had happened to her since she'd left home. The only immediate fear Debbi had was of this Felix Henderson. And what Cindy would make her do for him was something the young girl didn't want to think about. Whatever it would be, Debbi knew she would do it. She hadn't the strength to resist.



CHAPTER FOUR


"And now my lazy, little tramp. You'll start to earn your keep," Cindy said in a menacing tone. Debbi bad felt ill all day and had eaten nothing. On hearing her mistress tell her of some new humiliation, Debbi flew from the bed toward the toilet. She wretched violently, but since her stomach was empty, only saliva and foul-tasting juices spewed out. She walked back to face Cindy.
"That sickness bit won't do you any good. You're going to earn your keep from now on," Cindy smiled, smoking a cigarette as she eyed the naked girl before her.
"Doing what?"
"Whatever Mr. Henderson tells you. They make movies at his apartment. You'll get fifty bucks for an hour's work. And I want you to bring it straight home to me," Cindy commanded.
"I don't want to do it," Debbi said weakly.
"What!"
"I don't," Debbi reasserted weakly.
"That's tough shit. You'll do it and like it. Or your ass will be out on the streets again. Then you'll have to suck cock for a dollar to keep from freezing to death. And there is the police to remember.
"All right, dammit. But what'll I have to do?"
"Oh, get fucked by a big-pricked guy, or maybe
eat a little pussy. You've grown quite good at that. A regular little daughter of Sappho. And maybe get pissed on and roughed up a bit," Cindy explained, still casually puffing on her cigarette.
"Oh God," Debbi said, placing her hands to her face as she began to sob.
"Cut it out! We don't want you all red eyed, like some junkie whore. They want a svelte, virgin looking type with a great body. You're it, doll. You'll be a regular movie starlet," Cindy laughed hoarsely, and Debbi sobbed even harder.
"Please, I beg you, don't make me do it," Debbi whimpered.
"Make you. It's your choice, darling," Cindy laughed cruelly. She got up and snuffed out her half-smoked cigarette into the ashtray. Cindy unzipped her skirt and stepped out of it. Next came her panties, and she was nude from the waist down.
"I'm so fucking sick," Debbi said in desperation, knowing that her pleas fell on deaf ears. And she cursed herself for being so weak and dependent.
"This will make you well," Cindy said, walking over to the girl and standing in front of her. "Eat your favorite dish. Mama is nice and gooey for you."
Debbi went to her task more out of routine than anything else. Cindy didn't take long in coming, and Debbi was glad of that.
"That was sweet. Now we'll dress you up sexy and send you out," Cindy said, leaving herself nude from the waist down.
"You mean tonight?" Debbi asked in shock.
"Certainly. Why wait. The filming starts in a half-hour. I won't be able to go with you. I have friends coming over," Cindy answered, selecting a suitable set of clothes for Debbi to wear. The girl
remained numb as Cindy dressed her in a simple blouse and skirt, gave her a coat and a kiss on the cheek. That show of supposed tenderness was the most grotesquely obscene part of the ritual.
The address was only several blocks away and Debbi walked to it slowly. There was nothing in the world but fear compelling her. The cold wind of the night reminded Debbi how she'd be without Cindy. But Debbi wondered if any life could be more miserable than the one she was living. Debbi thought of Kansas and her guardians, and especially of the boy she once loved. But none of them would have anything to do with her. They had all cursed her as she left. Pain and violence surrounded Debbi. For a moment she thought of taking her own life. But her will to survive was too strong to utilize that final, complete means of escape.
Debbi rang the apartment bell and a portly, grim-faced man answered. He didn't ask who she was or make a comment of any kind. He merely ushered her in. The apartment was large and had several rooms. About eight people, six of them men, watched her closely. About half the men and both of the women were naked. It was a bizarre scene, but Cindy had accustomed the young girl to the world of the bizarre.
"Hello, honey," an older man with an exceptionally large cock called to her. Debbi gave a faint-hearted smile so they wouldn't turn hostile. The general reaction of the group to her presence seemed to be mild indifference. Another older man came out of the bedroom, and with him a woman. She was also nude and made her way to the other two women. They were noisily chatting about something that Debbi couldn't clearly understand. She wasn't certain that she wanted to hear what
they were saying. It might be about her.
Once the man was fully seen by the entire group, a hush fell over them. He was quite ordinary-looking in every respect, probably somewhere in his middle forties. Debbi knew at once by the group's reaction that the man was Mr. Henderson, the man in charge of the entire operation in which most of them were probably employed. He made his way straight to Debbi and kissed her on the cheek.
"Hello, Debbi," he greeted warmly, and steered her around the room. Introductions were made quickly and no one seemed to remember what her name was a minute after they had been told. Debbi felt sick as the men eyed her. There was no genuine lust in their eyes. It was a strange sensation.
"Elmer's ready," someone called from the bedroom, and several of the people took it as a cue and entered the bedroom. Mr. Henderson led Debbi inside. There was a cameraman and his assistant, and one of the prettier and younger women. The large-cocked older man and a rather good-looking man in his twenties also entered.
Debbi was unceremoniously told to undress, and she did so slowly. She felt a little disheartened at how her striptease affected the nude men. Their pricks didn't give any indication of the slightest interest in what she was revealing before them.
"We'll do the rape scene first. Debbi, get under the sheets," Mr. Henderson instructed, and the girl meekly obeyed. "Now, Andy, you enter from the left, and you too, Karla."
"What am I supposed to do?" Debbi asked, at last finding her tongue as confusion confronted her.
"Don't worry. Karla will see to it that you're more than ready and she'll lead. Struggle against
her at first, then give in," Mr. Henderson answered, hurrying everyone to their proper position.
The scene started with Karla coming in and pulling down the sheets. There was no sound, as they were obviously making a smoker-type stag film of low quality. Hence, there was a very minimal plot, since the film was primarily concerned with jamming as much sex into the footage shot as possible.
"Resist her a little," Mr. Henderson ordered, and Debbi gave a mock struggle. The woman handled her much like Cindy, so Debbi knew how to respond to the woman. The woman's kisses relaxed her, and the feel of a female body against hers was stimulating.
"Rub her cunt, Karla," Mr. Henderson ordered, and Debbi opened her legs willingly as the woman rubbed along her furry and slightly damp crack. Karla's finger slipped into the mushy pussy easily, and she began a rapid finger flicking. Debbi let out a groan as the woman's thumb began to tease her oily cut, and she bucked her hips to increase the delicious pressure.
"Go down on her," Mr. Henderson ordered, and Debbi gasped her approval of the suggestion. Karla was an expert with her tongue. Debbi was surprised at her own response, even before this group of strangers. But Karla would ease up on her cunt licking whenever she sensed that Debbi was about to go off.
It was torture, but Debbi eagerly reciprocated when Karla switched the position of her legs and her furry crotch descended to the girl's face. Debbi licked the warm cunt and tasted the hot juices that oozed out of it in torrents. Karla was able to get herself much wetter than even Cindy. Even the mere thought of the cruel bitch caused Debbi to
pause, but the sensations at her own crotch inspired her to give the same pleasure to Karla.
"Go get it, Andy," Mr. Henderson laughed, and the big-pricked man moved to the women. Debbi gave a whimper of protest as the steaming pussy was pulled from her face. And she was completely unnerved at the shock of having the delicious contact on her own cut suddenly stopped. Karla switched to a position next to Debbi, her finger still diddling at the young girl's cunt.
Debbi looked up to see inch after inch of that monster cock sliding easily down Karla's throat. She seemed to be able to take at least seven of the nine inches at once. Debbi felt she would choke to death if asked to duplicate that feat, Happily she wasn't. At least for the moment.
"Fuck her now," Mr. Henderson ordered. Debbi felt her pussy lips being spread wide by Karla as the man thrust the head of his monster prick into her. It was so wide that Debbi felt it was splitting her in two, but she made no verbal protest.
"Fuck her hard," Mr. Henderson ordered, and Debbi let out a small scream as half of the bloated tool drove into her vulnerable cunt. Karla had lubricated it thoroughly, so it was a sensation more of pleasure than pain. Debbi saw Karla once more mount her, and the already juiced-up pussy covered her face.
The two professionals worked in perfect unison, Andy's cock hammering into Debbi's cunt, while she ate Karla. Debbi felt her own orgasm blossoming. It would come to a spine-shattering climax in a moment.
Karla's cunt began spasming and she flooded Debbi's mouth and face with hot juice. Andy suddenly pulled his dick out of her and Debbi could feel his hot sperm as it covered her bush and
belly. Karla bent dawn and began to lap it up.
"Okay, cut!" Mr. Henderson shouted, and on cue both performers got off of Debbi. The girl was handed a towel to wipe herself. She didn't understand. Debbi was so close to her own climax that she was nearly shaking. But it seemed no one cared whether she came or not. The action was finished and that was that. Debbi wanted to come, but she certainly wasn't going to finger herself in front of these people.
The sensation gradually cooled to a tolerable level, but Debbi wasn't at all pleased at the way she was told to hurry and dress. Mr. Henderson clapped a new fifty-dollar bill into her hand and told her to come by tomorrow night at the same time. Debbi was back out on the street before she realized what was happening.
The street lighting in the rough neighborhood was poor. It took Debbi several seconds to see two grisly-looking men leering at her. She clutched the handbag containing the fifty closer to herself. But the two men moved closer to her.
"Help out an old fireman, lady. These hands ain't so good no more," the first drunk began. Both stank from alcohol and had a weary look caused by years of drinking.
"I… I don't have any money," Debbi lied, but she made the mistake of drawing her handbag still closer. The two men noticed the movement.
"So we ain't good enough for your kind, huh, miss fancy cunt?" the speaker sneered. The second one grabbed Debbi in a quick motion and pinned her arms behind her. The other man grabbed at her tits through her blouse.
"No, that's not it. Leave me alone or I'll scream," Debbi threatened. She should have acted without warning the whiskey-soaked men. Now
they realized she had a defense, so they cupped her mouth and the two of them dragged her into an alley. Visions of the horrible experience at the house of the three men who had taken her in came pounding back.
One drunk kept her arms pinned painfully, while the other struggled with his zipper. Her mouth was free for only an instant, then a smelly handkerchief was stuffed in it until she nearly gagged. The old drunk jerked his limp pecker in the cool air, but couldn't get a stand. In impotent rage, he punched her in the stomach and left her semiconscious with the force of the blow.
"Let's get the fuck out of here," the second drunk muttered, letting her drop to the pavement so he could quickly rifle her handbag. He smiled as he stuffed the fifty into his pocket. His friend was too upset to notice the amount..
"I can still do something to this snotty bitch," the first drunk snarled. He aimed a spray of urine over Debbi's helpless face. Then the two men were gone.
Debbi could move in a few minutes, so she collected herself and picked up her handbag. The fifty-dollar bill was gone. All her hard work in the disgusting apartment of Mr. Henderson had been for nothing. Now some bums could glut themselves on cheap bourbon for a week.
There was nowhere to go but to Cindy's apartment. When she came in with no money and the story of the assault, Debbi knew she would be in trouble. But there was simply nowhere for her to go. There was no place in the world that she knew of where people wouldn't rip her off and abuse her. Debbi entered and quickly went into the bathroom to wash her face. Then she confronted Cindy and solemnly said: "I don't have the
money.
"What?" Cindy shouted in anger. "Where's the fuckin' money?"
"1 don't have it. Two winos took it," Debbi pleaded, too frightened to even cry. Cindy was not
good mood to begin with. Now she was in a blind rage.
"You stupid, fucking cunt. Now you'll really get it," Cindy threatened, going to her closet and returning holding a thick belt with an ugly buckle.
"No. I don't deserve it. And I won't take it," Debbi said defiantly. All the disgusting, rotten things people had done to her suddenly made Debbi angry. And in her anger she felt power. The power she needed to free herself from the control of others. It was now a question of self- preservation. As Cindy turned crimson over Debbi's defiance, the girl knew she must fight to survive.
"I'll kill you!" Cindy threatened, swinging the belt 'wildly at the girl. The first several blows struck Debbi at the hips and middle, when they weren't successfully blocked by her arms. The fight lasted only a few seconds alter Debbi managed to wrestle the belt from Cindy.
"You glut! Give that to me!" Cindy ordered. Debbi smiled and slapped Cindy across the face. Then she began beating the woman with the belt.
"No more little slave, bitch!" Debbi shouted, bringing the other woman down with the force of her blows. Once Cindy was down, Debbi kicked her several times to render her passive. Then she used the belt to tie Cindy's hands behind her back. Then Debbi ripped every shred of clothing from the woman's body.
"You'll pay for this," Cindy threatened. But several more kicks from the girl silenced her.
"Now, I'm the master," Debbi said matter of
factly, enjoying watching her victim writhe about in pain on the carpet.
"Please forget everything I said. But untie me," Cindy begged, in a manner that at first startled Debbi.
"Certainly. But you have to be punished," Debbi said, mocking -Cindy's former aggressive tone. Debbi felt up the helpless woman's body, pinching the ripe nipples cruelly as the full breasts shook in painful reaction. Then a finger probed viciously into the delicate cunt and asshole of the woman.
"Please, leave me alone," Cindy begged. It was a strange situation to be in, and Debbi knew that she must savor the moment. Power was such a rush to the girl that she was actually trembling with excitement.
"You'll have to eat me," Debbi said, quickly stripping. "But first, kiss my feet." Cindy did as required. Her mouth moved down and her lips pursed. Then she moved up the girl's body, stopping at her cunt and licking it hungrily. Even as the submissive partner, Cindy was still eager to taste the joys of the young girl's pussy. Debbi reached several miniclimaxes even before the woman's teasing lips had begun to work on her in earnest.
The hot rush of blood to Debbi's groin was soothed by the woman's mouth moving over the slippery ridges of her cunt. Debbi spread her legs wider to give the woman better access, shaking visibly as the come flowed from inside of her into the woman's sucking mouth. Cindy was as good at being a slave as she was a master.
"That's enough, you pig. Now I'm going to have to clean your face. On your feet," Debbi ordered, dragging the nude woman with her into the
bathroom. Debbi threw the woman roughly to the tiled, floor and walked over to the bathtub. She waited until the water was scalding hot, then filled the tub nearly to the top.
"What the hell are you going to do?" Cindy asked, struggling to undo the bonds. Her hands were swollen and purple from the circulation being shut off. Debbi idly rubbed her own clit as she watched the helpless woman writhe. Now the girl could understand why Cindy had such extremely intense orgasms while abusing her.
"I'll make you clean," Debbi answered at length, dragging Cindy by the ear to a position next to the tub. The woman's knees and thighs were shaking as the muscles strained to keep her balance. In one motion, Debbi took Cindy's head and forced it down into the scalding water. She held it there for several seconds.
When she finally let Cindy come up for air, the woman's lung expanded heavily, trying to draw in as much oxygen as possible. Cindy was so shocked that she couldn't speak. Debbi then repeated the procedure several times, making certain to keep Cindy's head submerged for longer periods each time.
"Please," was all Cindy could murmur when Debbi finally let her collapse against the tub.
"Surely. But one more punishment first," Debbi said,, leaving the bathroom. She returned a few seconds later, the massive dildo that had so often been used on her strapped around her middle. "Now, I'll luck you."
"Oh, leave me alone," Cindy begged, coughing. Her face was red as blood and would shortly develop ugly blisters. It was what Debbi wanted to see.
"Now take it, whore," Debbi said. She stood
behind Cindy and forced the dildo's full length into the woman's unlubricated passage. Though the cunt resisted, Debbi kept up the pressure until it was all the way up to the phony balls.
"Arrgh! Oh!" Cindy groaned, pushed forward as far as she could go, until the side of the tub stopped her from moving further.
"How does it feel?" Debbi asked, but the woman could only gurgle a Sound deep in her throat. Debbi gave several more forceful lunges, but was alarmed to see that the dildo was moistening. Cindy was enjoying it. And that would never do. There had to be more pain for Cindy.
Debbi withdrew quickly and went to the medicine cabinet. There was no turning back now. Debbi would give the woman the full treatment. She took out a tube of Ben-Gay and squeezed out a large glob. Then she smeared the generous quantity of salve over the entire surface of the phony dick. Cindy remained passively quiet, not knowing what to expect.
"Now this will feel better," Debbi said, chuckling, refitting the knob into the woman's cunt. The movement was greatly facilitated by the cream, gving Cindy the impression that the substance was Vaseline. In a few seconds, the agonizing pain made her scream. The burning inside of her pussy was maddening, and Cindy cried out in real anguish.
Debbi momentarily withdrew the dildo. She wasn't satisfied with Cindy's suffering. The girl forced the dildo into the screaming woman's reluctant asshole. It was agony for Cindy, but the back end of the dildo was pressing against Debbi's honeyed clit and urged her on to climax.
"I'll tuck you to death," Debbi gurgled in pleasure, pushing hard into the woman. The
motion forced Cindy forward into the water, but Debbi didn't care. She knew only that she must explode the pleasure bomb ticking inside her pussy, gnawing at her nerves. Debbi went slightly insane as she hammered the motionless woman's asshole.
"I'm coming!" Debbi wailed, rubbing her own tits as she continued to fuck the motionlees woman. Wave after wave of bliss washed through her womb and leaked out onto the dildo. Her uterus contracted as her hot crotch exploded. A grateful groan was all she could‹add, and it came from deep in her belly, as it convulsed with the sweet heat of complete orgasm. It took Debbi several seconds to come down off her orgasmic cloud of pleasure.
Debbi withdrew the dildo, taking it off and throwing it down onto the tiles. Looking at Cindy now made the girl feel only disgust. There was nothing left in the woman to master. The passive bitch didn't try to move away from the tub. Suddenly, the strange position of Cindy's head frightened Debbi. On closer inspection, Debbi could see that the woman's head was resting peacefully below the water.
"Oh my God!" Debbi exclaimed, pulling Cindy out of the water and placing her back on the tiled floor. If there was breathing or heartbeat, Debbi couldn't detect it. She untied the woman's hands, then dragged the limp body over to the bed. Inspecting her more closely, Debbi could see that she was dead.
"I didn't mean it," Debbi said to the woman. It surprised her that she didn't feel any genuine remorse over what she'd done. Even at Rex's death and those of the other two men, she felt no real sorrow. Perhaps he didn't have as much feeling as
she had once thought.
But Debhi did have enough sense to realize that she had to get out of the city fast. She would need money to do that. Quickly, Debbi rifled through the woman's drawers. Cindy had only seven dollars in cash in her apartment. The rest of her money was in a bank account and she had numerous charge accounts.
Debbi debated whether or not to try and impersonate Cindy and take her bank book and credit cards. But it seemed too risky. She didn't feel she would have the nerve needed to walk into the bank, forge the withdrawal slip, and make a complete withdrawal. But the fourteen hundred dollars was too tempting to resist. It would be worth any risk.
Debbi locked the door and threw the only apartment key she kneW of down a sewer. She left all of the clothes because she wanted to travel light. She only took Cindy's warmest coat, leaving everything else to its dead owner.
The bank had a walk-up window open late. Debbi would walk up, fill out the short withdrawal form, and then have the money. The bank window was fairly crowded as Debbi waited in line. When her turn came, Debbi filled out the form and did her best to copy Cindy's signature. But the teller was taking a long time. And when Debbi saw the woman making a phone call, and a security guard making a rapid approach, she decided to flee.
"Hold it, miss!" the guard shouted, but Debbi kept running. She had much more speed and easily escaped the elderly man. But now the police would be informed and an investigation would result.
Debbi felt certain, she had violated some procedure every person using the bank's facilities should have known. Or maybe the signature was
too phony, or the teller could have known Cindy by sight. Whatever the reason, the police would now investigate and be led straight to Cindy's apartment. And then the police would have her as their chief suspect. She was no longer a minor. She could easily go to jail for life.
The thought of Buck, Cindy's associate and lover, came to the girl's mind. Buck had used the girl as much as Cindy, but Debbi felt he could give her a name and a place to look up in another city. And she needed more money even to buy a ticket. Perhaps it was a strong instinct for survival, but Debbi followed her urge that took her to Buck's apartment door.
She hesitated for only a second before ringing his doorbell. Fortunately, Buck answered quickly and Debbi could tell he was alone. That would make what she'd have to do easier. At least something was working out.



CHAPTER FIVE


"Hello, Debbi, come in," Buck offered gracious
ly. The apartment was modest in size and had few ornaments. It was a functional bachelor's pad. Buck didn't seem terribly surprised to see her. "So Cindy finally went too far. What has she done this time?"
"The usual," Debbi said, feeling nervous in her lie. Buck seemed used to the situation. Apparently, Cindy had a long string of young female lovers. The girls would flee and run to Buck. He had a confident air about him that a young girl could trust. Debbi wondered why he let Cindy direct him around so easily.
"I'm not surprised. She uses all of us. But I suppose it really doesn't matter," Buck said, more to himself than the girl.
"Buck, I need some money. I want to get out," Debbi said forcefully. Buck looked at her more closely. She wasn't the submissive girl that obeyed every command of Cindy. She was changed.
"Money is hard to come by in these times. People have to earn it," Buck said, moving up to her and removing her coat for her. His gaze drank in her body, stripping it with his eyes.
"I'm prepared to earn it," Debbi said stoically. What could Buck do to her that hadn't already been done?
"I don't like to drink alone. Have a whiskey with me," Buck said, suddenly chan~ng his tone. He hungered for a chance to show Debbi that he was a real man. Not a robot dependent upon Cindy's orders.
"AU right," Debbi said, fearful that the police have already found the body. The bank incident had been a stupid risk to take.
"You really are a talented woman. Good-looking and real hot in bed. You could make a lot of money," Buck commented, banding her the drinE Debbi took a gulp of the amber fluid and it felt good as it burned a path down to her stomach.
"By being a whore
"A working lady. You could turn a nice dollar. And it's easy money. Make it with women if you- like. All kinds of people would pay to get at you," Buck said, his hand caressing her breast Through her blouse.
"You know someone that could help me? They can't be in this city," Debbi said, beginning to respond to his feather-light caress.
"Yeah," Buck answered, pressing his lips down gently over hen. That was what she needed to hear. Debbi responded to his kiss with a series of heron. Buck was taking his time, making sure she was warmed up properly. Debbi didn't need time, for she felt the familiar moisture in her panties. Her sex itch was growing.
"Fuck me now," Debbi murmured into his mouth. Buck led her into the bedroom. A large, oval bed we in the center of the room,, and Buck eased her down onto it. In a few seconds, they were both naked. Buck's strong body and his masculine scent were getting to Debbi. After what she'd been through tonight, she needed a go off tuck to clear her head!. And it felt good to know a
man wanted her and was going to fuck her.
Buck's hands were momentarily fastened to her lush breasts. The tit itself was soft and feminine, but the diamond-hard nipple seemed ready to explode with desire. Buck's one hand massaged her tummy and tickled lightly into her pubic bush. Buck's mouth moved down, leaving a trail of wet kisses on her neck. He moaned softly as he captured a tit in his mouth, sucking noisily on the soft orb.
Debbi did not remain idle. Her hands first trailed over the muscular ridges of his body. She envied the man's raw physical power. But her attention was focused on his cock, and how it grew into a blood-gorged erection under her gentle touch. The girl had difficulty closing her hand around the massive prick. And its potential, and the knowledge that it soon would be prodding her guts and tickling her cut into explosive orgasms, made Debbi shudder with excitement.
"Keep moving it, baby," Buck urged, his breath hot on the plane of her stomach. She arched her hips and tensed her thighs in expectation of what was to come. She felt the fluids leaking out of her as his hot breath bathed her crotch.
"Oh, do it, do it, do it," Debbi whimpered in pleasure. Her pussy lips were, gorged with blood and open wide for his inspection.
"Now it happens, baby," Buck chuckled, snaking out his tongue to toy in her pubic hair. With two fingers he spread the lips wider, licking the deep furrow of her cunt. This action caused Debbi to moan and increase her jacking of his cock. But she didn't want to go too far.
It seemed strange to Debbi that she had often hurriedly stroked her boyfriend Ken's prick back home. She knew then that if she could get him to
fire his load and empty his balls, he wouldn't fuck her.
But Debbi did not want to make Buck come. Not until he filled her with his dick and pumped her into a full release would Debbi be willing to let him come. Only then could he shoot the hot fluid into her womb. Then the sticky moisture would soothe her overheated cunt and bathe her in a relaxing, liquid bliss.
"Suck it, baby," Buck urged, his face buried deeply in her oozing mint. He positioned his legs so that his dick was hanging tantalizingly over her mouth. Debbi lost no time in greedily capturing the knob between her wet lips and drawing on it. Her tongue made a butterfly motion across the bead. "Sexy, baby, sexy," Buck murmured, moving his hips and jamming several inches of the hot prick down Debbi's throat. She kept from gagging and put her hand around the base of the hard cock. Now that she was able to prevent him from ramming too much meat down her throat, she sucked happily at the cock. It had a pleasant taste to her, compounded by the fact that she knew she was giving as much pleasure to the man as he was giving her.
Buck was burning up her crotch with his lips. He was drilling a finger in and out of her squirming mint, while her muscles tensed around the probing intruder, bating it with her oily juices.
The fact that Debbi had murdered another human being less than an hour ago didn't matter to her. She now knew only an urgent need to feel her body shake in orgasm, and an equally strong need to feel the hot prick in her mouth explode and bathe her mouth with hot come.
"Oh, I love it," Buck mumbled, his own urgency
increasing.
"Oh, I want to come!" Debbi wailed, lost in the happy and momentarily peaceful world of pleasure.
"You'll make it, baby," Buck said, removing his finger from her cunt and edging it into her asshole. Another of his fingers went to her cunt, and he gave her a double-barreled reaming. Debbi's tummy and thighs shook as her orgasm approached. Buck had sucked her inner cunt lips into his mouth and was coating them with his warm saliva. This exerted just the right pressure on her cut, and Debbi knew she would come.
But Debbi wanted to make Buck come too. She sucked her finger into her mouth, coating it thoroughly with saliva. Then she boldly stuck it up his ass, not stopping her pressure until the digit was fully into his hot back passage. The extra pressure on his prostate, combined with her frantic sucking, did the trick. Buck came in a long series of spasms, flooding her mouth with his hot sperm. Debbi swallowed the salty fluid eagerly, feeling her own crotch explode at the same instant.
"Easy, easy, baby," Buck said, pulling away from her when he'd shot the bulk of his load. Debbi tried to frig his prick to get all of the come out of him, but he removed her hand. Apparently, Buck was sensitive after an orgasm, so Debbi let him roll off and lie on his back. He was quiet next to her. It would take Buck a few minutes to get his juices flowing again. Debbi could wait. She knew she would have that cock in her, filling her until her pussy turned into a creamy Aver. He would tuck her into a pulp, she was sure of it.
"Nice," Debbi commented, and- Buck grunted his approval. "Where's this guy of yours?"
"Detroit. He's a black dude named Willie
Loman. He's got a nice setup. But he can always use a chick like you,?' Buck answered, working to get his breath. He felt like he'd blown out his insides with his orgasm. Debbi gave as good a head job as any chick he knew. She knew how to make a guy get it up and drain all he had out of him That kind of chick was always in demand.
"He isn't too rough, is he?" Debbi asked, secretly wondering if what she'd heard about black men was true. She'd heard they all had long, thick cocks and could turn a chick's pussy inside out.
"Hell, he's a pimp. He ain't gonna mark up his money maker, is he? He'll set up a goad thing, probably in
a high-class location. You look like
a hundred-buck a -night hooker. He'll treat you right," Buck reassured.
Debbi didn't comment. She felt she had a right to be suspicious, especially after the way she'd been treated. No one was looking out far her well being. They only wanted to use her. Now things could turn around. She felt confident of that
"You ready to luck me?" Debbi asked, allowing herself to giggle. Buck was hard enough to do the job right. And he had gotten that way just from looking at her. Debbi began to realize that she had power over men.
"You do the work," Buck answered, pulling her on top of him. She sat up straight for a minute and looked confused. She had felt they would luck with her on her back, legs spread wide. But Buck was calling the shota.
"I'll ride it," Debbi commented, grabbing the dick in her hand. She rubbed the head up against her squishy cuntlips, figuring- on teasing him.' But she got too horny doing this, so she guided the head between her cunt lips and quickly sat on it. Buck and Debbi let out a mutual gasp as the full
length of the cock buried itself inter to the hilt.
Buck reached up to play with her tilt The big nipples got hard under his palms and he enjoyed watching them wobble lustily as she began rising and falling on his cock. This was a new position to Debbi, and she soon found the many advantages inherent in it. She could squirm about and get the maximum sensation to her clitoral region. And Buck was not entirely passive. He bucked his hips up in rhythm to her movements, sending his prick deep inside her pussy until the tip scraped against the mouth of her womb.
"Oh, I can feel it uP to my ears!" Debbi wailed, gyrating her ass on Buck's cock. The moisture from her cunt was dripping out copiously. Some of the juice coated Buck's shaft until it was shiny, and a good portion coated his balls and pubic bush.
Buck bent his bead up to suck her tits, but she laughingly kept them out of his reach. She giggled hotly at his frustrated attempts, thoroughly enjoying the teasing. Buck gabbed her hair and pulled her down to him. He kissed her quickly, then buried his face in her moving boobs.
"I'm gonna come!" Debbi exclaimed, surprised by the suddenness with which her orgasm overtook her. Buck, upon hearing her cry of delight, put his powerful hands on her back and crushed her down to him. He used his hands to hold Debbi's ass, while he hammered his spewing dick into her. The load was hot and abundant, and a lot of the semen came back out onto his thighs, due both to gravity and Buck's continued humping. Debbi whimpered in delight as the lusty spasms passed through her body, until she finally grew still. She gave Buck a long, wet kiss.
"Clean me up," Buck requested in a gentle voice. Debbi smiled wickedly and bent her head to
his crotch. She licked up all the combined come from around his rapidly wilting cock. Then she turned around and pushed her pussy into his face.
"Now it's your turn," Debbi urged. "Get hungry on me!" Buck buried his face and did a thorough job. She Was just beginning to get aroused from his tonguing, when he abruptly stopped. She gave a little whimper of protest, but complied with his wishes when he urged her off of him.
"Why don't you stay here with me?" Buck asked, reaching for a cigarette.
'I gotta leave," Debbi answered softly. She remembered what she'd done to Cindy. And she wondered if Buck would be so generous in his offer if he knew the truth about her.
"Okay, it's your choke. But we get it on real well. Forget about Cindy," Buck urged.
"It's not her," Debbi interrupted, wishing she could forget about the woman.
"Then what?" Buck asked, inhaling deeply and letting out a thick cloud of smoke.
"Nothing. I just need a change. I have a lot of bad memories here," Debbi answered.
"Suit yourself. Can you stay the night?"
"No," Debbi answered quickly, realizing suddenly that her answer was too hard and fast. Buck looked at her and said nothing. He got up and walked into the living room. Debbi waited a minute to see what he would do. Her answer obviously had offended him. But Debbi knew she could not spend any more time in Chicago. She regretted that she couldn't stay. Buck and she could have had something good together. Debbi was positive of that.
Buck came back into the bedroom, still naked, but holding a wallet. He reached into it And
dropped two hundred-dollar bills and five twenties on her naked body. Debbi was shocked and uncertain what to do. She'd expected only carfare and maybe twenty dollars. But he was giving her three hundred.
"Take it, it's yours," Buck urged, and Debbi greedily fondled the money. "You earned it."
His last comment hurt her. But only slightly. He was calling her a whore. Probably to get even with her for not staying with him, at least for the rest of the night. But the resentment passed as she fondled the bills, folding them and clutching them tightly in her sweaty palm. Buck wrote a name and address on a piece of paper. He also listed his phone and told her to call him if there was any hassle.
"Thank you," Debbi said, and began to dress. Buck sat naked, smoking as his mind seemed to drift. But he watched her dress.
"Don't mention it," Buck said sadly, looking at her closely, as though he knew it would be the last time he would see her. Debbi hurried out the door, lest she give in to the powerful temptation to stay.
It was a short cab ride to the bus terminal. There. were only security police about. No one was looking for her. Most probably, the police called Cindy's apartment about the bank book, and getting no reply put the matter off until tomorrow. Debbi knew instinctively that she was safe.
She bought a ticket for Detroit on a bus that was leaving in about fifteen minutes. She hurried down to the lower level and found a small group of passengers boarding. She joined the line and took a seat toward the rear of the bus. No one sat next to her, since there were few passengers, and the bus was soon moving out toward its destination.
Debbi sat quietly as the bus lumbered on in
darkness. A young couple across the aisle cuddled close to each other. The sight of the people in love sickened Debbi, because she had no love herself. It seemed as if she would never find it. And she doubted whether Detroit would have any to offer. The new city would be just like all the others in the past. It would have nothing to give her but bitter memories. But it was something. -



CHAPTER SIX


The first rays of morning sunlight startled Debbi awake as the bus rolled into Detroit. It was early morning and Debbi had no idea how she was supposed to find the address given her by Buck. She asked a cab driver, and he shook his head as he pulled the cab from the curb. His conversation centered around how nice the weather was for that time of year, and the monotone of the man began to bother her. But Debbi felt she preferred the company of the boring cabbie to the strangely deserted street she stepped out onto.
"You sure you want this place?" The cabbie asked, giving Debbi another looking over. "It's kind of a rough area. Dope heads and stuff…"
"This is it, thank you," Debbi answered, in a tone that indicated she wished to terminate the conversation. The cabbie shook his head and pulled away quickly as soon as he had collected his fare.
The neighborhood was rundown, but quiet. No matter how rotten a neighborhood may seem at night, when it's teeming with every possible kind of humanity, the early morning hours brought a peace to the area. For the moment, Debbi felt secure.
Yet, Debbi felt somewhat uneasy as she entered the apartment complex given as the address of Willie Loman. A strange odor of evil seemed to fill
the air. Something in the back of Debbi's mind told her to run. She had over two hundred fifty dollars. That would, be enough to take her to a warmer climate.
But she rang the buzzer insistently. Finally, Debbi heard cursing and a commotion from inside.' The door slowly opened and a green haze seemed
– to rush out of the room. The eyes looking out at her were bloodshot, but did not have the anger she expected.
"Who are you?" the black man looking at her asked.
"Are you Willie Loman?" Debbi stammered nervously.
"That depends," he answered softly, still keeping his eyes on hers.
"On what?"
"On who you are," he answered in a half-laugh. He was in a strange mood, coming down off a coke high that had him sailing easy half the night. His nostrils still burned and his sinuses itched from the cap he'd snorted. But at that time, Willie was feeling no pain. He had never really crashed, merely getting into the heavy user's state called "hazy". He remembered things somehow, but their order was confused.
"Well, I'm Debbi," she began, not wishing to tell him her last name. She knew she would have to tell him more by way of explanation. "From Chicago. Buck Evans sent me."
"Chicago… Buck…" the man mumbled incoherently. Finally his eyes lit up as something registered in his foggy brain. "Oh, you're the chick that wants a new scene."
"He told me you could help me make some bread," Debbi said, feeling suddenly uneasy. Willie was surprised at how pretty the girl was. And how
innocent-looking. She was definitely green, or she would have gotten a pad in a hotel and then called. Making a social visit to a pimp at seven in the morning showed a certain amount of naivete.
"Sure I can. But first you go to the Danton Hotel. I've got Suite fifteen, it's one of my regulars. Tell the clerk you're with Mr. Loman. He'll show you upstairs. You ain't got any luggage," Willie commented, not really surprised or caring.
"I travel light."
"Okay. Relax awhile, get a bite to eat. Look around downtown if you want, but be ready to have dinner with me at seven. I like promptness. And I'll call you a cab right now. I'd ask you in, but I got some business in here," Willie explained, and she heard him pick up the phone and call a cab. She wasn't certain what he meant by business, but she wasn't all that eager to find out either.
"Ub, what'll I have to do?" Debbi asked, feeling uneasy when he returned to the partially opened door.
"Just stay a sexy lady for the moment. And stay out of this neighborhood. These bastards see a pretty white woman and they'll fuck her sure as shit. Remember, I'll come for you. And I'll explain what I want you to do in more detail. After dinner," Willie said, fascinated by the girl's lack of experience. If Buck hadn't recommended her, Willie would have sworn she was a nervous virgin. But if Buck said she was okay, then she could fuck a guy till his nuts felt like a couple of dried prunes.
Willie was hungry to try Debbi out. It made Willie feel good to fuck the girls who looked like the epitome of white middle-class society.
Debbi was wondering what Willie was thinking about as he stared absently. She was familiar
enough with drugs to know that he was using something.
"There he it," Willie said, pointing to the cab.
"Right. Bye," Debbi said, rushing out to meet it.
"See ya later," Willie said, closing the apartment door.
The Danton Hotel was an ancient-looking relic on the outside. But inside, fancy furnishings and plush carpeting impressed Debbi as the trappings of a first-rate hotel. The patrons milling about the large lobby seemed to reflect a kaleidoscope of different backgrounds. The hotel clerk was cooperative, even if he did seem to leer obscenely at her when she mentioned Willie Loman's name. She was directed to a very posh, though not really very large, suite. All things considered, the place suited her fine.
Debbi removed her clothes to take a bath. She teased her toe into the hot bath water and found it to her liking. She gingerly got into the tub, enjoying the sensation of the hot water as it engulfed her.
The water caused her pussy to tingle as it caressed her. Water always felt so sexy to Debbi. She remembered how she'd picked up twenty dollars for blowing a guy underwater. At least she almost got paid for it.
The incident had occurred after a party she'd attended irhen she'd been on the streets for a couple of weeks. Everyone had wine and a little grass and some guy, filled up on both, went out to the pool, stripped nude, and went in.
Debbi sank further into the tub as the memory of what happened came back to her. Her nipples hardened at the contact of the hot water. Her fingers pinched them gently as the vivid picture flashed in front of her.
Debbi remembered how the guy had a hard-on when he went into the water. He told a couple of girls to suck him off, but they laughed and went on swimming. When the guy said he'd pay twenty bucks for the head job, Debbi got interested. She stripped off her suit and dived into the pool at the other end. She'd taken a drinking straw out of the house and used it to breathe through as she silently made her way through the water. There were no pool lights on, so no one could see what was happening.
"Jesus!" the guy gasped in astonishment, when Debbi captured his hard cock in her mouth. The water pressure made the bloated prick seem even bigger. Only the guy's head and shoulders were above the water, but his groans of ecstasy made several people around him aware that something was happening.
Debbi took a finger and rubbed it along her slit as she recalled how the man's sperm shot out of him. She had opened her mouth and let the slimy liquid rise to the surface of the water. Then she quickly made it to the other 'end of the pool, where several other naked girls were splashing around.
Someone turned on the poe1 lights and everyone around the pool laughed as they saw the suspended fluid surrounding the guy in the water. A couple of the chicks in the pool giggled and all of them raced out of the pool. Debbi never got paid because all the chicks claimed to be the one who had done it.
"Oh!" Debbi gasped as her finger teased her cunt into erection. But doing it like this never seemed to work out quite right. It W88 easy to get worked up, but difficult climaxing. So she finally gave up the effort and stepped out of the tub. She toweled herself dry and turned on the television. The soap
operas fascinated her with all of the problems she could so easily identify with. Some people thought they were corny, but Debbi felt they mirrored reality. No matter how unbelievable it might sometimes seem.
Debbi fell asleep on the comfortable bed with the television still on. She awoke several hours later to what appeared to be the same program. Perhaps they were all alike after all. She was still nude, but didn't feel really horny. At least not horny for the climax she could produce in her body with her own fingers. She needed a man.
Debbi wondered if the police had found Cindy yet. It would be easy for Buck to put two and two together and realize she was the guilty party. But would Buck tell his suspicions to the police? If he did, then it would be an easy matter to trace her here. And the police wouldn't care to listen to her story of how they had all abused her. Debbi knew she was only defending herself when Cindy died. But who would believe that? Thankfully, the television was able to wipe these fears from her head. At least for the moment.
Willie arrived promptly at seven and they went out for dinner. It was her first good look at the man, and Debbi was impressed. He was at least six feet four, and had a very well-constructed body. His dark skin had a sheen of confidence and the bulge in his pants was ample. She noticed his confident air and some of it rubbed off on her.
Back in Kiler, people would have been shocked to see a white girl with a black man. And if they walked into a restaurant like regular white folks, some kind of trouble would develop. But in the city, no one seemed to notice.
"Are you enjoying your dinner?" Willie asked Debbi. She chewed quickly and swallowed hard so
she could answer.
"It's really good, but awful fancy," Debbi answered, betraying her small-town background and youth. She wouldn't need much work, Willie knew. As long as she remained natural, she would be a hit with the wealthy, lecherous men who visited the city. All of them were the same when they got away from home. They wanted to fuck strange pussy, and the younger the better. A lot of them would be having their wish.
"Nonsense. Only the best for one of my girls," Willie said. Suddenly Debbi realized that she wasn't an exclusive.
"How many do you have?" Debbi asked, not realizing that such a discussion was forbidden as policy. Because of her obvious inexperience, Willie gave her an answer.
"A few. But none as lovely as you," Willie answered. "But don't ever ask me about it again."
"All fight," Debbi said, feeling slighted as she realized that the entire setup was to be purely a business relationship. Debbie knew that he'd fuck her after the meal. And she found herself beginning to daydream about how it would feel to have a massive black prick inside of her. She wondered what a black man's sperm would look like. But then she remembered that in her high school sex education class, the teacher had said that all human semen was alike.
"Are you ready to go?" Willie asked, ushering her out of her chair and her daydream. She felt a little tense as she realized she was about to be tested. If she didn't please Willie, he'd probably have all sorts of terrible things done to her. Debbi had heard all kinds of stories from girls back in Chicago about what their pimps would do if they got angry.
Once they got inside Debbi's hotel room, Willie dropped his facade of gentility. "Strip, and let's see the goodies," Willie said, walking about the room impatiently. Debbi was shocked by his sudden change in attitude, but did as she was instructed. Willie watched as she stripped. She felt a little silly standing naked in front of a clothed man, and Willie was quick to notice it.
"No modesty. You've got a good body. Be proud of it. Defy the motherfuckers to prove they're man enough to have you, and make it seem like it's worth the money for the privilege to try," Willie instructed, moving over to the nude girl for a closer inspection. "Nice tits, a real fine set." He fondled them, then said, "Not fat… good ass..legs long and sexy…and a sexy and tight little cunt…" Debbi winced as he rammed a finger into her unlubricated snatch. It seemed to her he was an auto mechanic making an inspection of her various working parts.
"Ever had it up your ass?" Willie asked, stepping back to eye the total effect. He seemed pleased.
"Yes," Debbi answered softly.
"Did you like it?"
"Not really," Debbi answered.
"You'll learn to. My customers know my rate and that I deliver quality merchandise. They'll be no problem. They pay before they come up. Downstairs. So they'll be no rip offs. If a guy tells you he paid for fucking your asshole raw, you'd better give it to him. They pay two hundred bucks to have your body for two hours. Any way they want it. I'll start you out at one a night, then move you up to three by the weekend. I'll pick up the money at the desk every couple of days. If you get any tips, you give them to me. Understand?" Willie said harshly.
"Yes… I understand," Debbi answered weakly.
"You'll get your money from me each week. Say, you got any bread?" Willie asked, wandering over to her purse.
"Only… only a couple of dollars," Debbi stammered. Willie opened the purse and found the two hundred fifty dollars.
"That's my money, "Debbi protested as he took the bills and put them in his pocket. Willie slowly walked up to her and slapped her on the face.
"Nothing is yours. Everything you own is mine," Willie said between clenched teeth. Her hand rubbed her stinging cheek. "And don't mouth off. I won't mark you up because of business. But there are a lot of places that hurt, but don't show marks. Dig?"
Debbi shook her head to. indicate that she understood. She knew she was only switching masters. The helplessness she knew with Cindy was overcoming her once again. The strength she had momentarily known had left her. Willie sensed this and was pleased.
Willie slowly took off his own clothing, watching her closely as he did. Debbi bit her lip in anticipation of what he might put her through. Debbi felt herself encompassed by his power. It was an invisible net of his will that slowly melted any resistance in her own spirit. The black, heavily muscled frame was fascinating because of its uniqueness. The prick was large in its flaccid state as it rested in the thick, black bush of his pubic hair.
Once nude, Willie walked over to her and kissed her. His tongue tried to edge into Debbi 's mouth, but she resisted. He worked at her mouth until the tip of his tongue had found a home there. His powerful hands caressed her firm ass.
"Suck my cock till I come in your mouth," Willie ordered huskily, and immediately Debbi dropped to her knees in front of the black stud. His massive, ebony prick was the thickest Debbi had ever seen, tough its length was similar to Buck's. She was fascinated as she watched the blood pulse hotly trough the bloated veins covering the shaft. Her tongue moved out tentatively to tease the velvet smoothness of the swollen cap.
"You've got a lovely cock. It looks so powerful," Debbi cooed, blowing her hot breath over the sensitive tip. She let her mouth fill with her warm saliva before moving her head dawn to engulf the prick.
"Oh, you do that so fine," Willie complimented, looking down to see her hair swaying gently over his crotch. Spurred on by his praise, Debbi used her hands to massage his hard-muscled thighs, occasionally straying to playfully tickle at his balls.
"Ummm," she murmured, sucking noisily on his cock, capturing most of it in the warm trap of her mouth. The tip touched the entrance to her throat, but her flaring nostrils carried enough oxygen to her lungs. Obviously, Willie had great staying power and could make her work last a long time. But Debbi speeded up the movement of her mouth and soon had him groaning in ecstasy.
"Lay down on the bed," Willie ordered throatily. When Debbi didn't relinquish her post, Willie reached under her arms and dragged her to her feet. She quickly went to the bed and curled her feet under her, little-girl style.
"Are you going to hick me?" Debbi asked, wondering why she suddenly asked such a ridiculous question.
"I like that. You're a natural, baby," Willie said,
allowing himself to cool down to increase his staying power. She had worked him up dangerously close to an orgasm. And the stud knew from experience that he couldn't afford to waste a shot. Not if he wanted to keep a harem of whores under his thumb. Debbi was surprised how suddenly her own lust cooled during the pause. And she was even more surprised that it didn't bother her. Maybe she was simply becoming a professional, subjecting her passion to the demands of the market.
"How do you mean?" Debbi asked at length, feeling more comfortable with him now that she'd sucked his cock. She wished she'd made him come. That would have given her some power over him. But Willie would not allow such a concession. To allow it would give Debbi thoughts of independence.
"You sure know what to do with a man. You can make him feel like he wants to. You can, sense how a man wants his woman to be and you become like that," Willie explained, so far impressed with her. But Buck had never let him down. Yet.
"I can handle men," Debbi said, perhaps with too much confidence.
Willie was on her. "Me too, I suppose? Get them damn thoughts out of your head!"
"Okay," Debbi said defensively, ready to duck a slap. But none came. Instead, Willie ran his hand over her flat stomach. She sucked in her breath in anticipation of what he would do. It seemed so devilishly wicked to be in bed with a black man. It went against everything she'd been taught as a child. Perhaps that was why it was giving her so much pleasure.
"You've got a body that'll make a man ready to
come just by looking at it," Willie said, stroking the swollen lips that protruded from the sparse bush of her pubic hair. She let out a deep breath in appreciation. "Talk 'em off. You know, say all the juicy words that'll make those old duds hot. You can do it. She-it! You can say it and blush like it was the first time you've ever done it..
"Please fuck me. I want it," Debbi said in a soft enough whisper to move Willie to pity.
"I will. But hold still a minute. I'm going to make it a trip you won't forget. I'll fuck you like you've never been Lucked. You'll beg for more and you'll learn you'll only get it when you're a good gill," Willie said, looking at her.
"Yes, hick me," Debbi whimpered, her eyes closed tightly. It was all one, big erotic dream, and she was reveling in it. Willie shook his head in disbelief and moved to the medicine cabinet in the bathroom. It was well stocked with the secret ointments of his trade. Willie was a sorcerer. He had the ability to take something beautiful and change it into the basest form. But none of his subjects ever complained of the transformation.
Willie opened the cabinet and took out a jar of Vaseline. He rubbed a thin layer of the jelly over his stiffly erected cock. Then he removed a small jar of liquid. In it was the simple natural ingredient used by pimps to inspire a heated response in their women. It was nothing more than the juice from a very select Mexican red pepper. Several drops ova the head of the Vaseline-covered cock were all Willie needed. That would certainly be enough to do a most thorough job.
"Now you'll get Lucked, Mama, Willie said, descending on her. She lay submissively on her back, and his fingers gently pried open the lips of her pussy. The pink, excited flesh was damp with
the clear moisture from her active glands. Debbi shamelessly fondled her own diamond-hard nipples as Willie ran his finger up and down the slippery groove, finally drilling it quickly into the maw of her cunt to test its resiliency. It was tight and hot beyond belief, and the gentle, but persuasive, muscles of her inner body tugged at his finger, trying to draw it further inside of her. It seemed as tight as an asshole when she clamped her muscles together.
"You on the pill?" Willie asked, his fingers getting more intimate.
"Yes," Debbi gasped as his thumb rolled under the fleshy hood of her clitoris, sending a shock wave of pleasure through her pussy. Debbi remembered that her starting on the pill was the one thing Cindy had done for her.
"You're somethin' else. I'm gonna fuck you just like a john would. Most of them don't play around much and they could give a shit if you're wet. So I'm goin' in," Willie said, using the excuse so he could fuck that unbelievable cunt. She was already nearly wet enough to start a flood, and the girl's juices were drooling out between the puffy labia in a steady stream of clear liquid.
"Oh, do it now!" Debbi said, spreading herself wide and bracing her back to accept his weight.
"Take it, Mama!" Willie groaned, fitting the knob into the tight orifice. The monster felt like it was ripping open her pussy, but her inner muscles urged more of him in. It only took several strokes to get the full length of cock inside her. Willie was hunching like a horny rabbit, doing nothing to her body but fucking it like a well-tuned machine. Debbi squirmed under him, her own fingers massaging the top of her pubic bone, making a delicious pressure exert itself on her cut. The
nubbin was raw from the effects of her hand, as well as the massive cock so thoroughly reaming out her cunt.
"I'm gonna come!" Debbi announced, her feet kicking wildly as muscle spasms ran through her ass and thighs. She fought the urge to grab his back with her free hand and scratch him to shreds.
Willie felt her contract violently, and her entire body shook out its pleasure. She whimpered in sweet agony as the bliss of climax seized her brain.
"Sweet Jeezus!" Willie wailed, unable to hold back his sperm. The red pepper juice had made Debbi's crotch feel like an inferno, and her muscles instinctively grabbed at his cock, trying to lock it inside of her. But as Willie blew his load deep into her, he realized that it wasn't the red pepper juice doing it to the girl. She was naturally hot.
"Oh, I needed that," Debbi said, her fingers still clawing at her burning crotch, trying to draw more of the fuck fluid out of it. The sperm inside her felt soothing.
Willie had no choice but to withdraw. His cock had gone limp after his load had been wrenched out of his balls, something which didn't usually happen to him. The climax Debbi had induced in him had been so violent as to completely knock the wind out of him.
"You'll do all right," Willie commented, still watching the overcharged girl squirming about on the large bed. Hell, she could bring three hundred dollars a session. And Willie knew he would get that price. He needed at least three times that amount to score the kind of quality coke he needed. Plus a lot more for the skag his junkie women needed.
"When will I have a john?" Debbi asked, suddenly feeling familiar with the words.
"Later tonight. A real gentleman with a yen for the unusual. He'll be easy to handle and it'll be a breeze. Only don't give the motherfucker a heart attack," Willie laughed.
Debbi gave a half-smile. Apparently Willie was satisfied with her ability to sexually entertain men. She needed Willie as an ally, in case Buck opened his mouth to the police. It had been easy pleasing Willie. He acted a little rough, but as long as he didn't try to beat her up, as Cindy had, Debbi would obey him. She wanted to feel secure working for Willie. She realized it would only be a working relationship between them. But it would do.
Willie dressed quickly and left without saying a word. Now Debbi was alone. The thoughts creeping into her head frightened her, though they weren't really clear. She washed up and freshened her body for the visitor. The selection of clothes in the closet included seductive sleepwear. Debbi chose a full-length pink nightgown, covered with frills and sexy ruffles, and slipped into the slippers with the pink fur trim.
Buck must have told Willie Debbi's clothing sizes. The wardrobe in her closet was elegant and perfect in every way imaginable. Buck must have found out the sizes from Cindy. It seemed to Debbi that a lot of people knew more about her than she herself did. How they could know bothered her.
Debbi was glad when the doorbell rang. In a sexual situation, Debbi could find comfort. And hopefully a power she needed. She would recharge herself and be strong again. And the men she would fuck for money would help her to achieve. this elusive power.



CHAPTER SEVEN


"Come in," Debbi said softly, curiosity to see her visitor overcoming her initial fear of what she might find. A man of about fifty, with full gray hair, walked into the hotel room. He at once removed his overcoat and put it on a chair. He seemed so strangely at ease that, for a long moment, Debbi wondered if what she perceived was really happening.
"You look lovely, my dear," the man commented at length, finally looking fully at Debbi. She was under the bedsheets and still modestly dad in her pink gown. Debbi was confused. This wasn't what she had expected.
"Would you like something?" Debbi asked, feeling it was a stupid question. But she had to say something to break the deafening silence.
"No," he answered in a dignified voice, apparently slightly amused at her comment. Debbi looked at him closely, trying to decide what profession he was in. She at first thought he might be a police inspector, like the ones seen on television. But then she settled on banker.
"Why don't you undress?" the man suggested, taking his time getting out of his clothing. Debbi thought he would want to strip off the gown himself. But she was now a pro. She would do whatever a man wanted her to do. And it was
wildly exciting to her young mind to have a man pay money to fuck her.
"Certainly. I hope you like the gown. And what's underneath," Debbi commented, with a seductiveness that came solely from feminine instinct. She held his attention by slowly undressing, finally letting the garment slip down to her feet. She gently flexed her calves as she stepped out of it.
"Both are lovely. But you are marvelous. Walk for me," the man urged, now naked, but with only a partial erection. He unashamedly flogged the semihard cock with his hand while Debbi paraded her nudity in front of him. It seemed all right to her that the guy needed a warm up. She watched his cock harden and felt the moisture at her groin. She wanted him to fuck her.
"Now grab your breast. Stroke it… love it," the man said, and again Debbi carried out his command. The man frigged harder, and Debbi was determined to give him his money's worth.
"Tell me what you're doing," the man begged, gasping for breath as excitement seized him. His flabby middle was shaking in time to his fist beating his meat.
"What do you mean?" Debbi asked. It seemed strange.
"Say, 'I'm playing with my tits.' Say it," the man urged. Debbi did so, feeling strange and somewhat ridiculous in the process.
"Rub your cunt. Stroke it like you're getting fucked. Lie down and do it. Tell me what you're doing. Make yourself come," the man ordered breathlessly. Debbi looked hard at him to see if he was joking. She felt confused and extremely uneasy. Apparently, this distinguished-looking man wanted her to lie on the floor and play with
herself. And she would also have to give him a blow-by-blow description, using all the nasty words. Then he'd probably get turned on and mount her for a quick fuck. It seemed weird to the girl, but the man was paying.
"I'm rubbing a finger in… ooohh… it feels so slippery in there. Yes… the lips of my cunt are opening…oohh…the liquid is like fire," Debbi began, clawing away at her cunt. It took all of her self-control to keep from laughing.
"Oh, how does it feel?" the man asked, obviously close to his own release. At full erection, his dick seemed smaller than what she had been accustomed to seeing.
"I'm so fucking hot. I have to come. I'm burning up inside. The hot… ooohhh… thick flack fluid is boiling up inside of me. I have to explode," Debbi said, diddling her finger in a frantic motion over her cit and inner pussy lips. She was close to coming.
"Oh, do it then! I'm gonna blow my nuts!" the man wailed, standing over Debbi's outstretched form and frigging his cock at a frantic rate.
"Oh, I'm coming!" Debbi howled as a light climax washed over her. The excitement of watching her go into the throes of orgasm set off the man. His sperm jets seemed to have a lot of force as they jumped several feet out from his body. Several spurts of the hot jism landed on her tits, but most of it just seemed to dribble out, landing on her pubic hair and thighs.
Debbi looked up in disbelief as the man quickly dressed. He glanced at her and frowned in embarrassment as he studied her naked body, still bearing the traces of his discharge. Then he was gone.
It was the craziest thing the girl had ever
imagined could happen. She never would have believed that a man would pay to do what that man had just done. And he had probably paid several hundred dollars to do it.
Debbi quickly forgot about the man as she sponged off her body. If she took another bath she'd start to look like a withered prune. And that would lower her value in the flesh market. The phone rang just as she put on her nightgown. It was Willie.
"Hey, you do all right with that kook?" Willie's voice laughed over the phone. He was high on something.
"Yeah, sure. But is that all he wants?" Debbi asked, never figuring the business could be so easy.
"Him? Yeah. But some of the guys will give you a workout that'll leave you walking bowlegged for a week."
"Great," Debbi commented, not relishing the prospect. She was surprised at how she felt overdressed in the flimsy nightgown. Her whole perception of reality and what was normal was being radically altered.
"I've got one more for tonight. He'll be up in an hour," Willie said, terminating the conversation. Debbi wanted to have some more communication with him, but it would be foolish to talk with a dead line. Debbi's experience with her first customer had left her feeling too cold and impersonal.
In many ways the incident was like the terrible filming she went through while she was still staying with Cindy. Debbi thought about that film and who would be seeing it. The film would probably play the rundown X-rated movie houses on the porno circuit. Some guy might get excited looking at her, but it would just be a reaction to the action
"Eat what?" Debbi demanded to know, feeling the man trapped in his own urgent sexual need.
"I want to eat your cunt, your lovely cunt!" the man cried out in desperation, flinging himself wildly at her. His mouth groveled in the well of her pussy as Debbi laughed at his frantic need. She relaxed on the bed, letting the man work himself into a frenzy. Sex was power. Absolute power over another human being. And Debbi was reveling in
her power of the moment.
"That's a good little boy," Debbi cooed, spreading out wider so the man could do a proper job on her. The man didn't seem to know what he was doing. It was obvious to Debbi that the man's wife didn't allow him to perform oral sex on her. And that meant he probably had seldom received head from her.
"For an extra fifty bucks I'll let you pin all over me, if you like. Then I'll take your fat cock in my mouth and love it up with my tongue and lips until you shoot a thick wad of come into my mouth," Debbi said, toying with the man's hair as he continued to go ape shit between her legs. The man was sweating profusely and his nerves were almost completely out of control. Finally she came up for air. Debbi took this opportunity to move up on the bed.
"I already paid two hundred," the man protested weakly, after he'd finally gotten his breath. But Debbi could see the weakness in his eyes and the need he had for something she could do for him.
"How many times has your wife allowed you to pee on her, and then suck you off and swallow down all of your come?" Debbi asked, knowing fully the strength of her present position. The man shuddered even at the mention of the exciting
upcoming events. He shook as he took the money out of his wallet and laid it on her stomach. It was amazing how easy it was. So easy that Debbi let out a soft laugh.
"Now, please," the man begged, and Debbi got off the bed. He tried to bury his face in her tits, but she nudged him away. Then she grabbed him by his solid erection and led him into the bathroom.
"Now do it," Debbi commanded, taking a seat on the bowl and spreading her legs. Debbi had
already learned that a man with a full erection cannot urinate. Apparently, the man was not aware of that phenomenon of nature, for he stood helplessly, trying to do something. It was the opportunity to realize an erotic fantasy of a lifetime. Debbi suddenly grew disgusted at the weakness of the man and his need to do something filthy to her. She'd teach him a lesson.
"Now you'll make it," Debbi promised, bending her head down to the man's middle and easily capturing his hard-on in her mouth. Her fingers cruelly scratched his buttocks, so there would be a visible sign to his wife that he had been with another woman. After several rapid movements of her mouth on his shaft, the man groaned and vigorously fired out a full load of sperm.
"Ummmm," Debbi murmured as he filled her mouth with his hot come. She had wanted to make a display of spitting out the man's fluid, but it so filled her mouth, and felt so wirm and delicious, that she eagerly swallowed it as fast as his balls could make it. Some of the come ran down out of
the corner of her mouth and dropped down onto her body.
"Sweet fucking Jesus," was all the man could say. But Debbi wasn't finished. She began a quick
chafing with bared teeth over the still spurting cock. This not-so-gentle raking would leave his cock bruised, and it would be obvious to even the most naive observer that someone had been doing something to that cock. But Debbi then realized that the man's wife would probably on¶y permit lovemaking in the dark, and hence, would -have no reason or desire to look at her husband's erect cock.
"Easy, for cristsakes! Don't bite it off!" the man finally protested as pleasure turned to pain. He quickly pulled it roughly from her tight oral grip, causing still additional pain. He looked at his bruised cock and wanted to get even with her treatment of him by pissing on her. But he didn't have the guts. The man looked like he felt guilty and abused. He dressed as quickly as possible. Debbi laughed out loud as he slammed the door behind him. He wouldn't be back.
If Willie got a complaint from the man, Debbi knew he'd be angry. But Debbi didn't care about the weak and frightened little man, or his feelings. Or the even stranger guy before him. She had felt power over both of them – And that was all she ever really wanted from any man.
The next several weeks saw a regular pattern develop in Debbi's life. She turned three tricks a night, slept all morning, and spent the afternoons shopping. Most of the clients did not like the hold women had over them, and some actually hated to admit they needed to have a woman's body. But they were all easy to control and bend to her will.
Willie seldom came around, but he was prompt with her payments. It bothered Debbi when she
felt she was being cheated, out of her money, but the amounts she did receive went to buy the highest priced clothing she could find.
Debbi enjoyed strutting down the busy downtown streets. The lustful stares of men and the envious glances of women contributed to her growing confidence in her own power. There had been no mention of murder by Willie, which meant Buck had chosen to remain quiet. Debbi had judiciously avoided reading the papers or listening to a television newscast for ~ month after the incident, lest she hear about it and be reminded of that awful business. Now she felt greatly relieved and free of guilt.
Debbi had the misfortune of running into Willie on one of her shopping sprees. And he took that opportunity to demonstrate that she should still be very much concerned about the death of the woman in Chicago. Her past could easily catch up with her.
"Well, I see you're lookin' right fine, Mania," Willie said, startling her by his sudden appearance.
"What are you doing here?" Debbi asked, aware that they were on a crowded street.
"It's a free city. I'm out getting some air. And I got a little job for you," Willie said, taking her arm and leading her down the street. He took her to a restaurant tat was overly crowded, because of the time of day. Debbi was once more amazed at Willie's influence as the waiter nodded pleasantly and showed them to a booth in the rear. Willie ordered a shrimp platter for both of them and some coffee. Debbi felt a little apprehensive about what his news would be, when he finally got around to telling her.
"Willie, what do you want? I'm saying straight with you," Debbi said, feeling that somehow he
had heard about the extra tips she wasn't reporting.
"Hell, I know you are. But there is a lot more to this business than laying three guys a night. You live like a queen, and you got to pay the price on occasion," Willie said, sipping his coffee. Debbi felt a knot in her stomach as she remembered the same line Cindy had once fed her. Debbi was going out an the hook for someone else and she didn't like it. Willie reached for her purse. He opened it and put two sacks in it that he'd taken from his pocket.
"What's that?" Debbi demanded. She didn't like the methodical way in which Wile was behaving.
"A little packet of joy for two clients. I can't make the drop myself," Willie explained, writing dawn the addresses on a napkin.
"Hell, I'm not pushing any dope!" Debbi protested.
"Keep quiet! You crazy? All you have to do is hand the people that answer the door the packet. They'll hand you the money. The amount will be right, don't worry about that. And I trust you.
?You know why?" Willie asked, smiling. He looked her closely in the eye. Debbi felt powerless again.
"Why?" Debbi asked, feeling extremely uncomfortable.
"I know your past. Buck told me about you and that chick in Chicago," Willie said quietly. Debbi felt a tuning at her heart. She understood that Willie had been saving the information to blackmail her when he needed her for one of his errands. He was the same as that bitch Cindy.
"And I'm a reasonable man. You've done a good job for me. But you're getting to be a used cunt. The clients want fresh meat, new excitement. I'll keep you on for a couple more months. You'll get
an extra hundred each drop. It'll be something to save up for the future, when you're back out on the streets," Willie said.
"And if I don't?"
"Baby," Willie chuckled, "you ain't got no
Debbi knew he had her. She had foolishly spent all of her accumulated money on living high. She had some jewelry, but like clothing, it was hard to get much money for it in trade. She couldn't rip Willie off this time. He'd be waiting for her to try something like that. But she'd be damned if she'd wait around to get kicked out. To hell with that bastard.
"You thinkin' of rippin' off little Willie? Well don't. I know too many people in too many places for that kind of shit to work. You just do like you're told and you'll stay out of jail… and alive," Willie said matter of factly. Debbi shivered at the warning and realized she was once more trapped.
Willie gave Debbi the keys to a Mustang he'd left parked at the curb. She went over the map before making the first drop. It was a two-mile drive to a middle-class section of the city. The man answering the doorbell didn't smile, but took the packet and handed her an envelope. The man closed the door without uttering a word. Debbi stuffed the envelope into her purse and went back to the car.
Once inside the relative safety of the car, Debbi couldn't resist the urge to look inside the envelope to determine the amount she had received. She counted thirty crisp, new hundred-dollar bills. The feel of the money was something Debbi wasn't familiar with. The amount was more than she'd ever seen in one lump before.
Debbi was tempted to open the remaining
packet to see what the substance actually was that she was delivering. It was expensive, to be sure, but she thought better of looking at it. She had two very good reasons: First, she wouldn't be able to tell cocaine from heroin, and secondly, she felt she could lie more convincingly that she didn't know what she was delivering, if the need arose. The possibility of getting involved with the police urged Debbi on more quickly to her next destination.
A woman in her early forties answered the doorbell and ushered Debbi inside. She seemed to be perspiring and her breathing was labored, as if she had just come from some strenuous activity.
"Forgive my appearance. But I've been attending to a little discipline," the woman said. Debbi wasn't all that interested, but the word "discipline" and the strange gleam in the woman's eye attracted her. Cindy had always had that same gleam of unleashed power. And Debbi knew that she herself must have had that same look when she punished Cindy for the last time. It was a look far more intense than mere lust, and much more terrifying in its implications.
"DC) you have the envelope?" Debbi asked. She didn't want to mention money. It seemed more proper and less illegal if she didn't acknowledge to anyone what she was doing.
"Business first," the woman replied, opening a drawer of a bureau in the room and producing an envelope. The exchange was made quickly.
"Did you say you had a discipline problem?" Debbi asked. She noticed the wink in the woman's eye when she asked the question. There was no use trying to deceive her. The woman could tell that Debbi was interested.
"Yes. My charge has been bad. And I'm giving him a little strapping," the woman said.
"What has he done?"
"I caught the little fellow pulling his prick off while he looked at some disgusting pictures. And I found came on his bed several times," the woman answered.
"That is bad," Debbi commented. She secretly wished she could have seen the body going into the throes of orgasm as his sperm fired out of his cock. Watching a man masturbate had always fascinated her.
"Would you care to watch?" The woman asked.
"Yes, I would," Debbi said, feeling the excitement beginning. She was even' more pleasantly surprised when she saw that the woman's charge was a male about her own age. His mouth was gagged and his hands were tied behind his back. He was lying on his stomach, and Debbi was fascinated by the thin red marks on his buttocks and thighs. On closer inspection, Debbi found them to be deep and ugly welts. The thin line of blood had dried in each cut, and the helpless boy winced ip additional pain as Debbi ran her hands over the punished area.
"Would you like to help me discipline him? About twenty more lashes should do it," the woman suggested, handing the thin switch to Debbi. She felt, numb and glassy-eyed as she eagerly accepted the weapon.
The first blow was, merely a test to discover the victim's reaction. It wasn't very hard, but it must have stung terribly the way the boy jumped around. Debbi increased the pressure and felt a warm trickle of pleasure as she made her helpless victim squirm.
"Perhaps you should take your nice clothes off. You'll surely stain them," the woman commented. Debbi shook in excitement as the woman helped her undress. "See, I was right. Your panties are
absolutely soaked with your juice. I think we should let him smell it, don't you?"
"Yes," Debbi answered. She was thrilled beyond her wildest imaginings at the situation she was in. She gasped as she watched the woman stuff her scented panties under the boy's nose and mouth. He breathed in her fragrance deeply.
"I'll undress too. Because of the heat," the woman commented, still keeping her facade of noninvolvement. Debbi was moving about restlessly, her thighs churning together. In another instant, Debbi knew she would have to put something between her legs and jerk off. But the woman understood exactly what must be done. She used her fingers on Debbi's cunt to satisfy the girl's raging need.
"Oh yes," Debbi whimpered, spreading her legs wider so the woman could successfully massage the fired-up region of her crotch. Her pussy was leaking out a large amount of fluid onto the woman's probing fingers.
"Finish your job," the woman advised, ushering Debbi back to her victim. This time she held nothing back. She whipped the boy with all the' lust-aroused strength in her arms.
The woman's mouth gobbled at the juicy, furry animal that was Debbi's pussy. As Debbi came, she went mad with the beating. When she finally came back to reality from the pleasure cloud she had reached, Debbi saw that the boy was lying completely still. His ass was very bloody. The warm and alive tongue at her crotch was now not so urgent. It was fortunate the bedsheets were made of plastic. A large pool of blood was forming on them.
"That was exciting," the woman commented. She slowly got to her feet. Debbi still stared at the
awesome sight in front of her.
"Don't you want to come?" Debbi asked at length. She was more than prepared to return the pleasure the woman had given her.
"I have, darling, I have," the woman replied. She planted. a wet kiss on Debbi's mouth. The taste of her own cunt was wickedly exciting, and she eagerly drank the woman's saliva as they kissed.
"He can't have enjoyed that much," Debbi commented, looking at the stilled figure.
"On the contrary. He was delirious. Look, I'll show you," the woman said. She went over to the injured boy and rolled him over. The unmistakable traces of semen were under his body, and his cock was still semierect.
"You mean some men actually enjoy being whipped?" Debbi asked, surprised that the boy had come from what he'd done to him.
"Hal', my naive one. Some men pay vast amounts of money to have a woman abuse them in any way she chooses," the woman explained, caressing Debbi's hair.
"I'd like that," Debbi commented absently.
"You know, if you ever get fed up with Willie and your work, you can have a job with an organization in Canada. They're based in Toronto and they specialize in women who have a taste for the bizarre. And the things they do there would make your cunt drool," the woman said.
"Sounds interesting," Debbi commented.
"Here's a card with my signature," the woman said. She took a card from her purse and signed it. "Mr. Fati has always liked my recommendations. And he'll take good care of you."
"Would I fit in?" Debbi asked. The beating had been exciting, but she still wasn't certain whether she'd be what the man wanted.
"I'm sure of it," the woman replied. Her hand rubbed the girl's ass in a strangely feminine, matronly motion of affection. "Think it over."
"I will," Debbi answered, wondering if she could ever escape from Willie.
"Good. Now help me get him into the kitchen. I've got to see to those wounds. Can't risk having a nasty infection set in," the woman said. Debbi helped her steer the weakened boy into a standing position against a wall in the kitchen. His eyes seemed strange and passive, yet Debbi could sense the boy's fear and hatred of both of them. The more important of these was fear. It was basic animal fear at its lowest level. And its most powerful.
"I'll have to cauterize these wounds. Sit under him and suck his cock. He'll have it bad," the woman said. Debbi was amazed to see the boy with another hard-on. He could have one on demand. It wasn't large, but it was a pretty cock, almost feminine. Debbi took the cock fully into her mouth. The woman had a hot iron in her hand and pressed it to one of the boy's buttocks.
The boy jerked violently, as if he bad been electrocuted, and the force of his movement pushed Debbi's head against the wall. But she hung on bravely. If the boy had a bigger cock, she conceivably could have choked to death on it.
"That's one," the woman said, holding the iron
back from the area to inspect the effect. Satisfied, she repeated the procedure on the other buttock.
Once more the boy moved forward, but this time Debbi felt his cock throbbing inside her mouth. The warm fluid seemed slightly salty, but Debbi drank it all.
Finally, the boy went limp, and rested the front of his body against the wall. Debbi crawled out
from under the boy. His ass was bright red, but looked none the worse from what it had been through. At least compared to how it looked after the beating in the bedroom.
"I have to get back," Debbi explained. She hurried into her clothes.
"Leave the panties," the woman said, "he so likes to smell a sexy pussy."
Debbi quickly agreed. "Of course, but who is he?" Her curiosity had finally gotten the better of her.
"My son," the woman answered, smiling. Debbi returned a faint smile and left. Debbi didn't know if it was her or the world growing more grotesque each day. But it really didn't concern her. She knew that somehow she would gain her freedom from Willie. And she knew that the strange growing desire of her flesh would have to be satisfied. And it would have to be soon.



CHAPTER EIGHT


Debbi grew mare appreciative of the comforts afforded her as the weather grew more fierce. She had even accustomed herself to making several dope drops a week for her pimp. Debbi regretted that she only infrequently got to deliver a supply to the house of the woman she knew only by her signature. And whether her name was really Mrs. Symth didn't concern Debbi. She hungered for the twice monthly beatings she could administer to the woman's son. Her body seemed to develop a need for the erotic sensation of causing pain to another. And it was especially keen in the punishment of a male. Mrs. Symth had been almost insistent that Debbi look up this Mr. Fad in Toronto. The woman insisted that Debbi was wasting her talents as a prostitute. She could be an "angel of sweet agony" as the woman put it. Debbi told her she'd think about it. And she did think about it quite often of late.
The job of whoring was tedious, but tolerable. She ate the best food, had expensive clothing, and it was relatively easy to control the men who paid for the privilege of fucking her.
Willie had ignored her recently. That was fine with Debbi. She began to loathe the feel of that large, black cock inside of her. And Willie was always on some kind of high, working his best to
get Debbi to try the stuff. She'd go as far as hash, but that was her limit. She was doing everything right. She had saved up a few thousand dollars as a nest egg. And since Willie had no reason to beat her or. bother her because of the way she was handling her work, she was left by herself. Debbi was beginning to relish being completely alone.
The knock on her door stirred Debbi from her satisfying reflections. She looked at the clock and saw that it was after one o'clock in the morning. Her last trick had left nearly an hour before. And it was not like Willie to send up an extra john without telling her. The knock grew more insistent and Debbi got up to answer it, after first putting on a nightgown.
"Sorry to disturb you, Miss Blackwell, but we're the police and have some questions for you," the kindly-looking middle-aged man said. He produced a wallet containing some kind of badge. Debbi was still naive in many ways, and she would have taken the man as a policeman without asking him to show any identification.
"I… I… all right," Debbi said nervously. A shock wave of panic struck her brain. Had Willie suddenly given up on her and informed the police. No, he would be implicating himself in so doing. Perhaps Buck had finally contacted the police and told them of Debbi's murder of his mistress Cindy. She decided it would be best for her to cooperate.
"Please get dressed. I think this discussion could best take place at police headquarters," the man said. Debbi noticed a younger man standing out in the hail. He was ‹leering at her nearly naked body and his stare made Debbi feel even more uncertain.
"Is he with you?" Debbi asked.
"Yes. Of course," the man' answered. "I'll wait inside, if you don't mind."
"No," Debbi said in a squeaky voice. She was numb, but managed to take her clothing to the bathroom and dress quickly. She had always vowed that the police would never get her, and then confine her to some institution. It was a sincere pledge as long as they remained only a pursuing specter. But now that they were a reality, Debbi found herself unable to act. For an instant, she thought of taking a razor blade and slashing her wrists. But that idea passed quickly.
Debbi knew that she wanted to live. She would have to take her chances with the police. Perhaps Willie would use his influence to save her. If she didn't get that help from Willie, Debbi vowed that she'd reveal every sordid detail and drag all of those in her past down with her.
"Miss! Please hurry," the voice from the other room called to her. Debbi did so and left with the older man. They went down to an ordinary-looking car. The driver faced forward as the man and his young female charge got into the car's back seat. Debbi then realized that the younger man wasn't with them. He had obviously stayed behind to search her apartment. She bit her upper lip as she thought of the three thousand dollars she had hidden there. But she made no mention of it to the man next to her.
"Okay, let's roll," the younger man said, jumping into the front seat. The driver moved away from the curb in a hurry. It was then that Debbi knew they weren't going toward any police station.
"Stupid broad. How fuckin' dumb can you get?" the man in the front seat said, laughing.
"What do you mean?" Debbi demanded, wondering why she had been so eager to go with them.
"This," the man in the back seat answered. In one motion, he had his hand under her panties and at her crotch. His fingers had a death grip on her clitoris that was excrutiatingly painful. She screamed as the man pressed harder.
"What he means is, we want to know where's the dope and the money Willie's been feeding you? He'll pull that little button right off of you if you don't answer," the man in frontcalrnly explained.
"Oh, stop, please! I don't know!" Debbi shouted in sheer agony. Surprisingly, the man released his grip just when Debbi felt certain he would tear the tiny organ out by the roots. Instead, the man took her head and gripped it tightly in the crook of one powerful arm. He squeezed, making Debbi's head feel like it would bunt.
"Tell us and you go. Nobody gets hurt. All we want is the bread and the stuff," the man in the front explained.
"It hurts," Debbi whimpered, feeling the steady pressure making the blood pound in her head. She felt certain the man could crush her skull if he wanted to.
"I'm really sorry. But it'll get a 16t worse. Suit yourself," the man in the front said casually.
"Please believe me! Dammit! I don't know!" Debbi shouted.
"Okay. Turn here," the man introduced the driver. Though Debbi couldn't see, she felt certain they'd turned down an alley. The man in front opened the car door and helped the man holding her drag her from the car. He didn't release the painful grip on her skull. Debbi was forced to walk in this awkward position, nearly slipping several times on the thin layer of ice that coated the alley. Once inside the heated garage, they put handcuffs
on her and tied a gag around her mouth.
"We're gonna have some fun makin' you talk, Mama," the younger man said, and Debbi cowered away from him. The garage itself seemed to be filled with mechanical equipment. They-sat her down on a beech
"You should have taken the coat Off," the younger man advised the other.
"Why! That'll feel nice when we're tucking her," the man answered. He got a cross look from hit associate.
"Well, the rest has to go. Now!" the man barked, and they were both on her. She tried to scream and fight them off, but they 'easily overpowered her. Only a muffled sound came from beneath the gag. She knew it was hopeless. In a matter of seconds, they had stripped her clothing from her as best they could She sat shivering in the fur coat and boots. The rest of her expensive garments were rags hanging from her body.
"Kinky little bitch," the older man commented.
"Cunt is all the same. But this is a two-hundred-dollar-a-night chick. Prices being what they are, some high rollers are still willing to take a shot at it," the younger one commented, running his fingers over her naked tummy. He laughed as she sucked in her breath to remove herself as far as possible from his unwelcome touch.
The man made a fist and jammed it hard into her defenseless middle. Debbi doubled up in agony and her lungs fought to regain the rhythm of breathing. The tight gag made it difficult, and she kit herself swooning from lack of breath.
The men laid her back on the bench, her expensive fur coat against the oily floor. They spread her legs on either side of the bench, securing her ankles with rope to the legs.
Debbi felt her senses returning. She tried out the strength of her bonds. They allowed quite a bit of play as far as her upper body was concerned, for only her hands were cuffed. Her legs were held fast and couldn't move. And she was very vulnerable in this position. A fact which her captors were not about to pass up.
"Damn. I want some of this," the older man said, unzipping his pants. He pulled out a large, flaccid cock. Several strokes of his hand had it up to its full length.
"Fuck that little mama. I'm gonna have a smoke," the younger man announced. He lit up a cigarette. Debbi's clit still pained her from the earlier rough treatment it had received. The man's rough fingers over her crotch made her wince in pain. But her oversexed body was still responding and pouring out enough, natural lubricant to make the entrance of the massive dick less painful.
"Take it, baby!" the man ordered hoarsely, sitting on her upper thighs and pushing the head of his cock between the meaty lips of her cunt. The shaft quickly followed, as the man wasn't about to be concerned over the discomfort of his helpless victim. The man's weight on her thighs was giving her as much pain as the cock which was searing her belly.
"It's like fucking a corpse," the man complained, slowly sliding his cock in and out of her greasy sheath. Debbi's eyes burned with hatred and humiliation, but all the men did was laugh at her completely helpless state.
"I'll put some life into her," the younger man said. He walked over to Debbi and let some ash fall on her middle. The pain was slight, but it made her squirm. This was done to the obvious delight of the man fucking her, and he increased his tempo.
"Burn the bitch," the man tucking Debbi suggested. She struggled with her bonds, trying to free her legs. Knowing this was impossible, she tried to sit up. She had raised her upper body about a foot off the bench when the younger man pushed her back down.
"Don't hurt yourself," he advised. "We'll be happy to do it for you." So saying, he touched the lit end of the cigarette to her right nipple. The pain was the most intense Debbi had ever experienced, and she screamed into the gag and thrashed around wildly to escape the source of her torment.
"Keep doing that! I'm gonna come!" the man tucking her ordered. His cock was now hammering away brutally inside her body. The stinging in her nipple far exceeded the pain to her cunt.
"You bet," the man holding the cigarette answered. He repeated the painful gesture. Finally, he took the cigarette and ground it out into her belly. The man tucking her howled in climax as he pumped his hot seed into her thrashing body. There was no pleasure in the experience for Debbi. Tears of pain were her only outlet.
"Bitch!" the man said with contempt. He wiped his cock on her thigh. He dismounted and zipped up. He had lost interest in her for the moment.
"Okay, Mama. We're gonna give you a little rest. But we'll be back. If you think what you've just had was bad, you're mistaken. We'll mar up tat pretty face so bad no one will want to look at it. Then you'll be lucky to get a dime for sucking off some wino," the younger man laughed.
"This'll teach that fucker to mess with Benjie and Bierce," the older man laughed.
"Shut up, stupid! The cunt'll hear you," the younger man ordered.
"So what! Why not cut her damn tongue out.
She won't be able to piss with tat thing when we're finished with it. She thinks that black motherfucker will look after her. She's just a stupid cunt, like all the rest. He'll kick her out for shit once he sees she's no good for business. Imagine, a white broad fuckin' for Willie. Cunt. Nothing but cheap cunt," the older man said, spitting down at Debbi's abused pussy.
"Come on. Let's get that drink. She ain't goin' nowhere," the younger man laughed.
"Yeah, we'll let Chester look after her just the same," the older one said. Rot of them left.
Debbi looked around her for some possible way of escape. It worried her what the men had said they would do. They had enough hate in them to do anything. And what good would Willie be. The bastards had already taken her three thousand. She'd have to start all over saving for it. But she knew she wouldn't be able to turn a normal trick again. Even if she somehow miraculously escaped. She would only give pain. Men would suffer for what they'd done to her.
The door opened and a man walked in. He was mumbling to himself, but quickly came over to take a look at the captive girl. He ran his hands over her body. Debbi shuddered at his touch. His hands were as cold as ice. The man was the driver who had been waiting outside her hotel.
"Pretty girlie. They hurt you. They're bad men. I no hurt you," the man said. He seemed to have the mind of a child. He must have been the Chester the two men spoke of, Debbi thought.
"Hmmmmm… hmmmmm…" Debbi mumbled, loud enough to draw the man's attention.
"What! I can't hear… let me take off that cloth," he said. It was more in the manner of a
feeble-minded person giving himself a verbal instruction than a direct communication to the girl. He pulled the gag away from the girl's mouth. Debbi took several deep breaths to refresh her brain.
"Thank you. But my legs hurt so. Please untie them," Debbi said, trying to work on the compassion of the man.
"Oh no, I couldn't," the man said. He -was obviously considering the idea. "They told me not to let you get away."
"Oh, I wouldn't. I promise. I'm only a helpless girl. What could I do? Please, it hurts," Debbi entreated, knowing that this man was the only chance she had for freedom.
"You've got a pretty pussy. And such nice tits. They made them hurt," the man said.
"Yes, they did. But touch my pussy if you like," Debbi urged. The man ran his hand through her soft pubic fur. His breathing became heavier.
"Pretty. Nice and soft," he replied dumbly, still continuing the motion.
"I'll suck you off if you want. Eat your cock. But untie me..
"Okay, I'll untie the pretty girl," the man said, moving down to her legs. He untied her in an instant. Debbi moved her legs around to get the blood circulating. Then she sat up.
"Take out your prick. I'll suck it for you," Debbi urged. He struggled to get it out of his pants. It was already hard as a rock. A drop of lubricant glistened at the tip.
"Okay," was all he said.
"That's nice. I'll suck it," Debbi repeated. She opened her lips and captured the dick in the hot trap of her mouth.
"Yes, you suck it," the man said. He tensed as
she released the dick and once more let it pass through her tightly clenched lips. She took special care to see to it that the mouth flick continued just until the man was boiling and eager to come. Then she let the prick fall from her lips.
"You suck!" the man urged. He was alarmed at having the delicious friction suddenly stopped. He pushed his cock against her closed lips, but the girl refused to open her mouth and continue sucking him off.
"No. Release my hands first, or I won't suck you," Debbi said. She carefully watched the movements of the man.
"I can't… they said I shouldn't… okay," he finally agreed. He reached into his pockets and produced a key. Her hands were soon free. Debbi quickly worked the strained muscles into usefulness.
"Now you suck," the man said, and Debbi took his cock deep into her mouth. She knew that the man would be too strong for her to overcome. What he lacked in intelligence, he compensated for in brute strength. She would wait until she had him at a disadvantage. And judging by his state of excitement, it would be soon.
Debbi sensed the man beginning to come, so she acted fast. Even as her tongue tasted the first flood of semen, her fist went up?as hard as she could move it into his vulnerable balls. The man simply groaned and doubled up. His cock still spewed his sperm over her body, some even landing in her hair. She rose up and pushed him down.
"You son of a bitch!" Debbi howled at the man. He was helpless. Debbi seized a large piece of pipe and hit the man several times on the head with it.
When he was motionless, Debbi wasted no time in fishing through his pockets. She found the
desired set of car keys and ran out of the garage. The men who had abducted her were not around. Several cars were lined up on the street. She frantically tried the key in three of them with no success.
The fourth car was the one. Debbi got in and jammed the key into the ignition. She was still naked, save for the fur coat and boots. The instinct for self-preservation was strong in the girl. She took careful note of her location before driving off.
Debbi had to maneuver down several streets to finally get her bearings. But it was only a short distance from the garage to her hotel.
Debbi cursed all the people who had put her in her present position. She had always been a good girl. She had always done what her parents had told her. It certainly wasn't her fault that her glands were overactive.
The telephone call to Willie was frantic: "Hello, Willie. Three motherfuckers worked me over for two hours. They hurt my body. Real bad. Get over here, for christsakes!" Debbi demanded.
"Right, babe," was all Willie said, and he slammed down the phone. Debbi thought his voice was very peculiar. He was either high on coke, or on some kind of trip. It aggravated her that she had almost been killed for a man who spent the money she earned to get high. And now, when Debbi needed him most, he was so bombed out of his mind that he would be of little use to her.
The wait was a long one, and Debbi was rapidly losing her patience. She paced angrily about the mom, pounding her fist against anything that came in her way in a show of impotent rage. But this outburst did not satisfy her need for emotional release. So she stopped and threw herself down on
the bed, finally satisfying her need to cry. She was still watery eyed when Willie entered. He let himself in with the extra room key he always kept.
"Holy Shit! What the hell is going down? You pullin' some jive shit on Willie?" Willie demanded, moving quickly toward the girl.
"What are you talking about? I was beaten and raped by a couple of goons that wanted your dope and money!" Debbi exclaimed.
"Raped you? Hah! You're a fuckin' whore! Why would they want to rape you?" Willie laughed, hovering over her. His agitated motions and slightly unsure walk told her he was really high.
"Listen, you stoned-out prick, those fuckers ripped off three grand of mine!" Debbi shouted in anger.
"What! You sassy-assed cunt!" Willie shouted back. He slapped her hard. She made the mistake of trying to fight back. Though her pimp was spaced out, he still had enough strength and manual dexterity to beat the girl into submission.
Debbi curled up defensively on the bed, nursing the new wounds which seemed so much more painful. They came from her supposed protector, reminding Debbi how alone she was in the world.
"Now, if you're calm enough, you can tell me about them," Willie said. He reached into his pocket for a cigarette. He smoked while she explained what had happened. Debbi made mention of every detail as she vividly remembered
it. She carefully left out the part where she clubbed the man in the garage. She had hit him a bit too hard, but he was still breathing when she ran out of there.
Willie took a minute to digest what she'd said. "They're dead. Those fuckers are finished. Nobody rips off Willie or roughs up one of his women."
"What about my money?" Debbi asked. She knew it had been her passport to freedom.
"You got no money. You'll give me every last cent and spend what I give you. No more of that hoarding shit," Willie said. His voice had a finality that told Debbi the subject was closed. "Now, I want a blow job. You're beat up and sore, okay, You'll heal. But I gotta get a load off before my nuts turn blue." So saying, Willie unbuttoned his pants and pulled out his cock.
Debbi was horrified at the suggestion. It was inhuman to expect her to do something like that after what she'd been through. But Willie insisted. Debbi opened her mouth and began to blow him. The tears flowed from her eyes as she moved her lips in a skillful manner.
"Suck it, suck it, suck it…" Willie repeated, his already high brain reaching still new peaks as his senses were expanded through her oral caresses. Debbi knew that Willie would have to be removed from her life. She would leave him, but she wanted him to suffer first. She wasn't certain how she would do it. But even as her mouth noisily moved up and down his cock, she knew that Willie would pay.
"Oh, so fine, Mama," Willie groaned. Debbi said nothing, but tickled the sensitive glans with her tongue, the motion making him squirm in ecstasy. Debbi felt cheated by the pimp she was blowing. She had wanted security, but he had reduced her to less than a slave. Serving men or women was something Debbi never wanted to do again.
The spit was warm as it coated his slippery dick. She exerted extra pressure with her full lips on the swollen knob. Willie groaned and shook as the spunk ripped out of his overloaded balls. Debbi drank down the hot seed, feeling the power she
had known so long ago returning.
"Sticky," was all Debbi said, her tongue still playing in the man's discharge that dribbled out of his cock. She laughed and Willie interpreted it as a response to the pleasure she had gotten from sucking him off. In reality, Debbi now knew she had the perfect way of solving her problem.
"Willie, I want you to bring me their balls. After you've killed them," Debbi said, licking the last traces of come from her lips in a sexy motion.
"Sure, babe. I'll bring 'em tomorrow. Then you'll be a good little girl," Willie urged. He was surprised by her request. But he'd grant it because it would prove that he was man enough to look after his woman..
"I always am for you, and always will be," Debbi lied, smiling. The smile was one of inner satisfaction. Canada would be a pleasant change. And the lifestyle she felt certain she could find at Mr. Fati's would suit her just fine. The wheel was turning again.



CHAPTER NINE


It took Willie several days to make his reappearance. In the interim, Debbi spent all of her time in her hotel room. The bums and soreness of her body healed quickly. But the emotional injuries festered. Debbi had taken the time off since the abduction. Willie examined her and thoughtfully told her to take it easy for as long as she thought necessary. He seemed somewhat apologetic for his treatment of her, but his ego would not allow him to actually come out and say
it.
"I've made the peace, Willie said. He was apparently exhausted from his unpleasant business. In his pocket he carried a small box. Willie opened it and showed the contents to Debbi.
The girl gasped as she saw two sets of human testicles. They had been cleanly severed and sewn shut. Debbi averted her gaze. But she felt a wild thrill go through her as she imagined it happening.
"Did you cut them off before you killed them?" Debbi asked, hoping that the two men had experienced that extra agony.
"Babe, them cats weren't about to sit and let me chop off their jewels," Willie laughed. He was obviously amused by her naive question.
"How did you do it?" Debbi asked, little-girl curious.
"With this little thirty-eight," Willie boasted, pulling out a wicked-looking revolver and showing it to Debbi. She was afraid to touch it, though she could give herself no reason why.
"What did you do with the bodies?" Debbi asked.
"Hell, they're still in that damn garage," Willie answered. Ordinarily, he wouldn't go into such detail about a murder. He was clever enough to keep such things to himself. However, because of the guilt he still felt about his treatment of Debbi, and the feeling caused by the overuse of drugs, Willie felt like boasting.
"They deserved it, the bastards," Debbi said. "But now I'm feeling better. My bruises are all healed. Take a look."
Debbi slowly stripped, knowing she had achieved her goal when she caught the familiar hungry look in Willie's eyes. "Great shape, Mama. Now how about a reward for my work?" Willie suggested. He boldly moved onto the bed with her.
"Just what I had in mind," Debbi said. She gasped as his cold mouth touched her hot nipple. His hands caressed first her back, then her thighs. As his need became greater, he explored the pink folds of her already watering pussy. His large, black finger worried the soft bud of her cut.
"I need to fuck you," Willie said, his eyes gazed with passion as he studied her nude form. Debbi flew to the task of helping him undress. Once he was naked, they locked in a fierce embrace. Each tried to outdo the other in the consummation of their lust. It was savage and quick. And most importantly to Debbi, it was very tiring. Once Willie was finished fucking her, he rolled over and fell asleep. Debbi was convinced he would sleep for at least a day. It was all working perfectly.
Debbi dressed quickly and left the hotel room. She went down to a pay phone in the hotel lobby. In her hand, she clutched the card with the phone number of Mr. Fati. She dialed the number and was surprised when a man answered.
"Yes, I'm the girl who has been in communication with Mrs. Symth in Detroit. She has given me your card, saying that I meet your qualifications," Debbi began, surprised at how articulate and calm she sounded.
"I see," the voice on the other end replied. "You have an address also. Good. When will you be thinking of joining us?"
"By tonight at the latest. If that's all right?"
"Splendid. We'll see you then. It's best not to talk details over the phone. We'll be expecting you. Goodbye.
"Goodbye," Debbi said, talking into an already broken connection. She quickly went back upstairs. She took the gun Willie had pointed out as the murder weapon and put it inside the toilet box. Then she went through Willie's wallet. She found six, one hundred dollar bills. All of them went into her purse.
Debbi then took the small box and hid it carefully at the bottom of her closet. She took only a few pieces of clothing in her overnight bag and the several thousand dollars' worth of jewelry she had managed to accumulate. Willie was still sleeping soundly as she tiptoed out of the room.
Debbi left the hotel by way of the garage exit. Too many people at the main desk would be suspicious if they saw her leaving with a suitcase. They would alert Willie and the scheme would be over before it began.
Debbi used a phony name to rent a car. Once she had driven to the outskirts of the city, Debbi
stopped at a pay. phone. Her call was directed to police headquarters.
"Hello… I'm reporting a murder… Never mind who I am… just listen. You'll find two men murdered in a garage at fourteen-fifteen West Chestnut. You will find the murder weapon in the toilet box at the Danton Hotel, room four-twelve. If you move quickly, you'll find the murderer, Willie Loman, asleep in that room. The corpses will be missing balls. You'll find both sets in a little box on the floor of the closet."
Debbi hung up the phone and went back to her car. The deed was done. Now Willie would be caught. It didn't matter to her that the police would once more be looking for her. Canada would be a safe home. And if Mrs. Symth was fight in the type of employment Mr. Fati could offer, the city of Toronto would be a welcome change indeed.
Debbi felt strangely uneasy as she followed the route that would take her to Toronto. There was little hassle crossing the border, and Debbi smiled to herself when she realized she was finally in Canada.
Toronto was a confusing city to the girl. She had to stop frequently to ask directions to find her way to the address on the card. Debbi eventually found the address and was able to park on the same block.
The houses all had the distinguished air of mansions about them. They also had an old and decaying aura about them. Perhaps it was a feeling of evil lurking within. The house Debbi approached was the most formidable, the most evil-looking structure on the block.
Debbi rang the bell and was ushered inside to a sitting room by a very somber butler. The interior of the house had a decor which seemed
old-fashioned to the girl. Though it was anything but contemporary, it had a certain charm about it that the girl could appreciate. The couch she was sitting on was comfortable. So comfortable in fact that she nearly fell asleep on it.
"Glad to see you," a voice commented from behind her. Debbi turned with a start to see that the owner of the voice was a man of about fifty.
"Hello," Debbi began, "I'm the girl who called earlier, Debbi Blackwell." She used her real name without any hesitation.
"Fascinating. Mrs. Symth was correct in her judgment, as always. Would you care for an aperitif?"
"Ub, no thank you," Debbi answered. She hadn't enough sophistication to know what he was talking about. But when she watched him move over to a bottle and pour himself a drink, she quickly changed her mind and joined him.
"There is something you should know," Debbi began hesitantly. "I've been in some trouble in several cities in the United States. And I've rented the car I came in under a phony name."
"Good. Give me the keys and I'll see that it's removed from the city," the man said. "And as you probably have assumed, I am Fati."
"Yes, I thought so," Debbi said. She told him the make of car and its location as she handed him the keys.
"Your past is your past. I don't wish to know of
it. Mrs. Symth's recommendation shows you are most able in one aspect of the work you will be doing here. And a short test should demonstrate your abilities in the other part of your work," Fati said.
"Mr. Fati… I was wondering about the arrangements here," Debbi commented shyly, not
knowing how to put what she wanted to know into a suitable question.
"Of course. If you like it here, we'll give you a room and meals. Plus a commission from every assignment you participate in," Mr. Fati explained, finishing his drink.
"And the test?"
"In good time. Now I believe we should dine. I'll show you where to freshen up," Fati instructed, ushering her out of the sitting room.
Dinner was the most elegant affair Debbi could have imagined. She felt like a poorly dressed little girl, even in her expensive clothing. The dinner itself was served by several people. Debbi felt this was real elegance, something even Willie could only play at. She thought of Willie and what the police would do to him now that she had given them evidence damning him. But she let the thought pass as quickly as it came.
"I hope you enjoyed your dinner," Fati commented. He led her up a flight of stairs.
"I think it was marvelous," Debbi answered as they walked.
"Your bag has been placed in your room. Make yourself comfortable. I'll call in an hour or so to explain everything in detail," Fati said, showing her to her room.
It was very feminine in its decor, and somewhat antiquated in its furnishings. The large four-poster bed was far more comfortable than it looked.
Fati was good to his word. He put in an appearance one hour after dinner. Debbi greeted him, smiling. She had dressed in a flattering nightie that she felt would please him. The pleasure of Fati was her greatest concern of the moment. Fati was the key to a world Debbi had been hungry for. The world of dominance and power.
"You are a lovely woman. And you have a cruel gleam in your eye, and that is good," Fati began, gently stroking one of her exposed thighs as he spoke. "But you must remember that this isn't only a house of pain. We must deliver the sweet agony of pain. Pleasure is a must for the outlandish fees a man pays. And our women must be able to give it," Fati explained.
"Yes, I understand," Debbi replied nervously. She stood by the bed as Fati took a seat in a rather ancient, flat-backed chair. He studied her womanly yet obviously youthful form with interest.
"You would be solely responsible for seeing to it that each man receives some pleasure. Magda is far too concerned with her own pleasure, and Kristine wants too much to give pain. Do you think you could get a man hard, and keep him that way, even if he was feeling excruciating pain?" Fati asked, pushing a buzzer that was in easy reach on the table. There was a lapse of several seconds before two women entered.
Debbi noticed the woman of about thirty eyeing her nearly naked perfection. She saw the woman's tongue run slyly across her lips, and the girl understood its implication. The other one looked more like a girl, though she was probably in her early twenties. She was a strikingly beautiful blonde. That had to be Kristine.
"This is Debbi; Magda and Kristine," Fati said. Debbi liked their leather mini-uniforms and boots. They seemed appropriate.
"It is good to have another girl. Especially when the special visitor is only several nights away," Magda commented. Her accent was thick. The full body of the woman was far more powerful than Cindy's had been. Debbi knew that this woman could exert a delicious control over her. But she
seemed far too interested in her employment for that. Time would tell for certain.
"Yes, yes, I'll want you to familiarize her with our work and help with several of the clients. Now, back to your business," Fati said. Both women quickly left the room. It was clear that Fati was in charge.
Fati turned his attention back to Debbi. "Now, I must make certain you can please a man. Remember, you can humiliate them sexually and have them serve your whims in any manner you want, but it is of the utmost importance that the man be satisfied completely."
"I understand," Debbi answered. "I can satisfy any man."
"Good. You can show me your talents," Fati said, unbuckling his pants and holding out his hard cock for her inspection.
"It looks really sick… and sexy," Debbi commented, moving over to grasp the rod. Her. fingers deftly jacked it several times, until a single drop of fluid appeared at the tip. She took the slimy pearl and rubbed it around the hot red meat of the dick. This action caused him to moan softly and shift around in his chair. It was obvious that Debbi knew how to handle a cock.
"That's good. Suck it for me," Fati urged. Debbi helped him remove his pants completely. His sexual equipment was still prominent under the layers of fat that hung from the man's middle. In a strange, wanton way, the sight was sexually arousing to Debbi.
"I'd love to suck it," Debbi said, holding the stalk closer to her mouth with one hand. The other hand tickled the full testicles as her hot breath teased the rod into swelling still further.
"That's good. But no more teasing. Suck it
now," the man ordered hoarsely. His fat jiggled obscenely as he moved about in heated pleasure. Debbi still wasn't about to hurry. Her tongue licked around the sensitive glans for about half a minute.
Finally, Debbi decided he'd suffered enough. She noisily gobbled about half of the moderate sized cock into her hot mouth. Her warm saliva comforted the slippery whang, even as her mouth moved up and down on it. Several swirls of her tongue around the head of the captured click brought a moan of pleasure from the man.
"You're a talented cocksucker," the man wheezed out in compliment. His hands went straight for her tits. It was easy to lay his hands on the twin beauties, for her gown had opened in front while she squatted down to blow him.
'¶Is that doing it for you?" Debbi asked through a mouthful of cock. By the agitation of his thigh muscles, she knew he was getting aroused. His hands were frantic as they palmed the ripe tits. Her nipples were responding to the pressure of his fingers. She was beginning to get a sexy feeling in her own loing.
"You're good. About the best we've ever had here," Fati complimented. His hands left her breasts and possessively caressed her hair. The smooth and silken fabric made Fati groan in appreciation.
"Put my hair around your cock," Debbi whispered, anticipating what the man wanted.
"Oh yes, so lovely," the man murmured as he ran the silken strands over his saliva wet prick.
"Nice," Debbi commented. The hair felt dreamy to the man and Debbi could understand the sensation. It was one of the additional joys of making love with another woman. Having the long
hair rub over her naked flesh was a feeling Debbi treasured. Fati could help himself.
"In a drawer… put the gloves on… then fuck me," Fati said breathlessly.
"These?" Debbi asked, reaching in the bureau near the chair.
"Yes.., for the love of God… put them on and fuck me! I'm burning up!" Fati confessed, expelling a long gust of air in an effort to cool himself down. Debbi quickly put on the sheer velvet gloves and moved back toward the man. She tentatively stroked one gloved hand over his cock and balls. He jumped away at the contact.
"Easy, I don't want to spill over," Fati warned. Debbi couldn't resist the urge to rub the delicate material gently over her nipples. It was so soft as to produce a gentle groan of pleasure from deep within her grateful body.
"You put one on. Please," Debbi urged, not caring that she was taking liberties with her new employer.
"All fight," Fati agreed, "but mount me now. I want to feel you on me. I want to put my cock in you and fuck you." Debbi gingerly moved over the man's erection and fit the bloated, red knob up against her equally swollen pussy lips. It took only a minimal effort for Debbi to sit down and engage herself on the firm cock.
they gasped in unison as his cock slid rapidly and noisily into her well-greased sheath. They remained motionless for several seconds, savoring the satisfying feeling of having their genitals in nature's most intimate contact.
"It's so full in me," Debbi whined. She raised herself up and fell down on his cock.
"You're so hot. And your skin is softer than silk," Fati commented. His gloved hand moving
over her back made Debbi shiver. His thighs tensed to support the weight of her moving body as she began a frantic fuck.
"Oh, rub me with that glove!" Debbi begged. She was caught in the kinky sensation as the velvet gently caressed her moving ass. Her own gloved hand moved gently over the man's neck and back.
"Oh, I can feel it. Fuck me, girl!" Fati ordered. His prick was now being propelled upward by the force of his hips. Debbi felt the glove touch her clitoris and the tension in her body exploded. It was a sugary-sweet release of passion. The hot, syrupy liquids of sex flowed from deep in her womb and bathed the man's already glistening cock.
"Oh, it's happening to me!" Debbi squealed in pleasure. She wanted her new employer to come inside her even as her own body was being torn apart by orgasm. The man was struggling to make it, but age had slowed down his response.
"I'm almost… if you could only..
"Yes,'? Debbi said, her gloved hand reaching behind her own moving ass to caress his balls with the sensual velvet.
"I'm coming off!" Fati growled, his hands holding her shoulders down as his hips raised his cock fully into her. He held her thrashing body still as the hot seed ripped out of his balls and flooded her womb. The thick fluids were abundant and warm, giving Debbi the continuing pleasure of a come as reaction to the exploding cock within her. The pleasure was absolute and left both of the panting for breath.
"You're ready. You most certainly are needed here," Fati said breathlessly. Debbi could only smile. She was getting still another chance.



CHAPTER TEN


Sleeping between silk sheets was a sensuous experience for young Debbi. Fati had obviously been pleased with her sexual expertise. And already this rambling old house felt like home. For an instant, her mind saw Willie, but he was quickly relegated to the shadowy past. Like Cindy and so many people before her, Willie was nothing more to Debbi than a bad memory. A knock came to her door.
"Who is it!" Debbi called out.
"It's Kristine," came the reply.
"Come in," Debbi answered. The girl was not dressed in her leather mini dress as when Debbi had seen her last evening. She smiled warmly as she entered. The girl had a package in her arms.
"Good morning. Did you sleep well?" Kristine asked.
"Fine, thanks. What's in that bag?"
"Look for yourself. It's your working uniform," Kristine answered. Debbi took the package and removed the contents. Kristine looked wide eyed as Debbi inspected the leather halter. It felt somehow animal to her. It caused her flesh to tingle as it rubbed against the naked flesh of her arm. The miniskirt was very short.
"Try them on. Go ahead," Kristine urged, her eyes glaring with anticipation.
"All right," Debbi answered. For a moment she felt shy about stripping in front of the girl, but she quickly overcame this feeling. She stepped out of bed and dropped her negligee to the floor. Kristine was eyeing her naked flesh and her breath had increased noticeably. Debbi hesitated for a moment. It was intended to tease.
"Go on. It'll feel super," Kristine urged impatiently. Debbi let out a soft laugh and put on the garments. Her nipples immediately hardened at the feel of the leather. The skirt felt exotic around her hips.
"Press it into your puss," Kristine suggested, boldly taking Debbi's hand and moving it against the fabric. The first contact of the leather on her cunt lips sent a shiver up Debbi's spine.
"It's lovely," Debbi commented. She idly continued the rubbing even when Kristine removed her hand.
"So are you, darling Debbi," Kristine murmured dreamily. She kissed Debbi fully on the mouth. Debbi felt wildly horny, and she responded. In an instant, Kristine had her mouth under the leather skirt and was sucking Debbi toward a quick orgasm. The slippery tongue of the girl thrilled even her asshole in a forbidden exploration. Debbi could only gasp at the pleasure of it.
"Come," was all Kristine said, from under the skirt.
"Oh yes!" Debbi answered, feeling the wave of orgasm washing her womb. It was gentle, but satisfying. And Kristine stayed with her to the end.
"Nice, my Debbi," Kristine said. She rose and gave Debbi a kiss. The girl was a few years older than Debbi, but she seemed childlike. Debbi too felt like a little girl who had just done something naughty. And she wanted to taste the sex of her
new and intimate friend.
"Oh no," Kristine warned, gently moving Debbi's head away. "We mustn't be too long or Magda will get angry. We have a client coming after breakfast. We'll have much pleasure then."
"All right. But I've got to love you," Debbi said. The smile of the girl told Debbi that it would suit her just fine. And Debbi knew she would never get lonely for some tender loving. This was another added bonus of her new world.
"Take that off now. I'll have boots for you later. But first breakfast," Kristine said, smiling with unsatisfied longing as she helped Debbi undress. The girl followed Debbi into the bathroom and watched her urinate.
"You make a nice, long stream. I'd like you to do that over me some time, if you wouldn't mind," Kristine said.
"You mean you'd want that?" Debbi asked, finding the notion disgusting. But she didn't express her sentiment for fear of offending her new friend.
"Oh yes, I like that very much," Kristine answered. Debbi didn't comment, but finished dressing quickly and went down with Kristine for breakfast. Magda and Fati were already at the table.
The breakfast was another elegant meal. There was a selection of meats and several varieties of eggs and pancakes. Debbi was hungry, so she ate heartily. The others were completely silent throughout the meal. Everyone waited for Fati to speak before settling into a more relaxed, social mood. Debbi followed the lead of the other two women.
"Good morning. I hope that everything is ready," Fati commented, lighting up a long cigar.
"Certainly," Magda answered. She had been watching Debbi, and her intense look made the girl feel slightly uneasy. Kristine was obviously simple-minded, but she had an admiration, probably bordering on fear, for Fati and Magda. Debbi noticed this and was impressed by it.
"Excellent. Then our guest will find it convenient in an hour. You can set up the last-minute preparations," Fati said. His tone expressed confidence in his position of authority. He ran the house and his dictates weren't about to be challenged.
"Girls, you heard Mr. Fati. Get dressed, both of you. Then, Kristine, you bring Debbi to the chambers," Magda ordered very firmly. Debbi followed when Kristine rose.
"I'll see you in a little while," Kristine said, giving Debbi a quick peck on the mouth. Kristine then disappeared in a room down the hail.
Debbi entered her own room and immediately stripped. She was actually shaking with excitement as she hurriedly got into her outfit. There was a pair of high, black leather boots near the bed and Debbi stepped into them. When she had finished lacing them, she stood admiring herself in front of the full-length mirror.
Debbi wondered what deliciously horrible things they would do to the man. The whipping of Mrs. Smyth's boy would probably be nothing in comparison to what would happen here. Mr. Fati said that all the males who come as clients were connoisseurs of pain. As such, they would probably demand as bizarre a treatment as any Magda could conjure up. Debbi would soon witness for herself just what went on in this house.
"Let's go, Debbi," Kristine's voice urged from the hall. Debbi joined her wad the two girls went
down a long and winding staircase. Debbi was amazed to see a large room which seemed the size of the entire circumference of the house. The room was loaded with tables and various ugly, yet fascinating, devices. Kristine was determined to give Debbi a tour before Magda arrived. Debbi understood from the girl's behavior that when Magda arrived, everything would be strictly business.
"Over here is the rack. We can stretch them out a bit," Kristine giggled, pointing to a medieval device that Debbi remembered reading about in her history courses in high school. Debbi never would have believed that they still existed and were operational.
"Do you actually put someone on it?" Debbi asked in astonishment. Her pulse quickened as she imagined how painful it would be for the victim.
"Of course," Kristine answered.
"Don't they scream?"
"Oh yes. Quite a bit, in fact. But they can howl all they want. The room is completely soundproofed," Kristine explained, rubbing her hands on the leather seat of the couch.
"What are all the tables for?"
"We put the men on them and use all kinds of devices for their discomfort," Kristine explained. Debbi walked over to a chair.
"What's this?"
"We call it our electric chair. We use it only for very special clients. We put the man in and are able to restrain him in a painful way. Then we put a current through him and cause him great pain. And the best thing is there are no nasty marks, like from a whipping. A lot of men want this type of discipline so they won't have to explain the welts. But I like to use the whips myself," Kristine confessed, stopping by a large series of cabinets
that had over fifty different styles of whips in them. Large cases also were lined up against the wall, containing manacles and chains, as well as large canes.
Both girls turned when they heard footsteps on the stairs. It was Magda. And she was dressed in the same exotic uniform as they.
"I see little Kristine is giving you the tour," Magda commented, stopping in front of Debbi. "You look ravishing. The men will be glad to see you. Do you like men? I mean, sucking their cocks and letting them fuck you?"
"Yes," Debbi answered. She hoped it wouldn't be held against her.
"Good. You see, Kristine is very good at making men suffer, but a bit squeamish about touching them in certain ways," Magda explained. Debbi noticed that Magda was in every way a sexy woman. Though at least fifteen years older than she, the woman looked exciting. Especially in her daring leather outfit.
"I also like to give them pain," Debbi said defensively. Somehow, liking sex with men did not seem as honorable as beating them and making them suffer. At least in this unique environment.
Debbi wondered if the woman was a lesbian like Kristine. Perhaps she was even Fati' mistress.
"The man coming today is one who likes sex more than pain. In his mind he feels it is delicious to be put into submission and beaten, but in reality he doesn't Like it," Magda explained, taking a whip from the rack and swishing it through the air.
"Then why does he come?" Debbi asked. The question sent Magda into raucous laughter.
"My, you are naive. He has to come. He's compelled by something in his nature. No matter how badly he's treated, he'll always beg to come
back," Magda explained. "Now, you'll both do exactly and only as I say. I have to maintain proper order during a disciplining. Is that understood?"
"Yes," both girls answered in unison. Magda turned as she heard footsteps. The girls followed her gaze and saw a meek-looking man of about forty slowly coming down the stairs.
"Girls, it looks like we have a visitor," Magda said, a wicked gleam coming to her eyes. She swished the whip several times to. make her appearance even more menacing. The man hesitated for a moment, then came down the stairs.
"I don't know about this," the man said. He was definitely having second thoughts about entering.
"You do too. You know you need a nice stretching. Besides, you'd like a piece of that, wouldn't you?" Magda asked, laughing as she indicated the sexy and exciting Debbi.
"That's sweet," the man commented.
"Good. Girls, help him strip," Magda ordered. Both girls flew to the task. Kristine undressed him roughly. She yanked his underwear down over his semierect dick.
"Easy, dammit," the man winced. But he made no move to stop them. His hand reached out to feel the leather mini dress on Debbi. Then it strayed to her thigh.
"First a little whipping. Kristine, you do it, while our friend eats out Debbi. You'd like that, wouldn't you?"
Kristine put the man down into a low crouch on the floor. Debbi sat on a cushion, spreading her legs out as far as the fabric of the skirt would allow. The man crawled the short distance until he could bury his head under Debbi's skirt.
"Whip him!" Magda ordered. Immediately, Kristine fell to her task. She had a small, thin
switch that made an ugly sound as it smacked against the bare flesh. The man sucked hard at Debbi's cunt, groaning out in pain as each lash fell on his bared buttocks. Kristine was working like a tigress. Her blows fell 'ow, dangerously close to cutting his balls. She used every ounce of strength in her small frame to bring maximum pain to the man.
"Enough, Kristine!" Magda ordered, her voice sounding shattered. Debbi regretted having his mouth pulled away by $ristine. But the gleam in the woman's eyes told Debbi they were far from finished. The man lay in a heap on the concrete floor. Debbi walked behind him to survey the damage. The thin whip had bloodied his ass with deep, clean incisions.
"Now a Little stretching," Magda said. Kristine motioned Debbi to help her get the man up and lead him to the rack. They had him lie on the soft fabric, and quickly fastened his arms and feet to the device. Then they stood back and eagerly awaited instructions.
Debbi knew that Kristine was hot for a come. Her own body was burning. The effect of having a man scream in pain while he ate her was devastating. Magda removed her own skirt and exposed her naked ass. The lips of her cunt were puffed up and juicy, and she boldly worked a finger between them. Debbi watched fascinated as the older woman began to masturbate.
"Should I get the cock? It'll help," Kristine offered. Magda did't take her eyes off the man lying helplessly on the rack. She merely nodded her head and went back to her finger play.
"I don't know if I want this. Let me up," the man ordered feebly. Debbi was slightly aggravated with him for disturbing her as she watched the
woman jerking herself off.
"Shut up! You know you want it," Magda said. Her comment silenced him. She seemed confused by the disturbance, but quickly regained her bearings when Kristine brought her a large cock.
"Is that real?" Debbi asked in disbelief.
"Of course," Magda laughed in reply. "It was cut off a man just as he thought he'd orgasm. Then it was stuffed." The thought sent a shudder through Debbi, but it seemed deliciously perverted.
"It looks great," Debbi commented, watching several inches of the cock slide into Magda's churning cunt. Kristine was watching wide eyed, actually drooling as she imagined herself eating that delectable snatch.
Debbi followed Kristine's lead and did nothing. The silence of the room was disturbed only by the occasional groans of discomfort from the man and the squishy sounds of passion as Magda coupled with the stuffed dick.
"This thing looks so small," Debbi commented, playfully holding the man's limp dick in her hand. She exerted light pressure on the glans and it caused the man to gasp.
"Let me off of this and I'll give you a fucking you won't forget," the man vowed.
"Oh no. You've got to be stretched a little first," Debbi retorted, getting fully into the spirit of this delightful game.
"That's right. Crank him up a little. Play with that little dickie, Debbi," Magda laughed hoarsely. "See if you can make a monster out. of it."
"This little thing? Hah, it wouldn't scare anyone," Debbi commented, feeling the cock start to grow under her fondling.
"I'll crank him up," Kristine warbled, beside herself with excitement. She quickly went to the
control and turned it up a notch. The rack creaked noisily and the man winced in slight pain as the mechanism drew his arms and legs tight. Debbi watched fascinated as the second turn brought a grimace to the man's face. The third turn of the wheel brought forth a scream from the victim.
Debbi took the man's half-hard cock in her mouth and bathed it with her warm saliva. The man grunted in pleasure, but the burning at his joints was growing into a continuous, agonizing pain. Debbi looked up to see Magda pushing her cunt open wider with the huge dick. She finally jammed most of the monstrous dick deep inside of her.
Kristine was not idle. One hand was busy at her own crotch under her leather skirt. Her expression was one of pure bliss, as her fingers played in the gooey lather of her worked-up pussy.
"Crank him! I can feel it coming!" Magda ordered, her hips bouncing about on the sofa as the delicious sensations coursed through her body.
"Urrgghh! Please no more!" the map screamed as the wheel made its fourth turn. He was stretched to a very uncomfortable posture and his joints felt as though they'd be severed any second. Debbi kept up her sucking, finally bringing the man to full erection. Her fingers deftly rubbed his balls to keep up the stimulation.
"Oh, it's so good!" Kristine wailed, stopping for a minute to puU off her dress. Kristine expertly used two fingers to open the vestibule, so her longest finger could stroke her inner lips and hard clit. It was obvious that both women would soon be coming.
"How do you like it?" Debbi asked the man, a wicked smile on her face as she talked to his cock. Her hot breath teased it.
"Puck it! Let me off this god dam thing, you bitches!"
"You bastard!" Kristine answered, making the fifth turn of the wheel.. The man screamed a blood-curdling cry of utter torment at this further torture. Debbi didn't like his comment either, so she grabbed extra hard at his erect prick. But she stopped herself from inflicting too much pain, lest his cock lose its full erection. The wetness between her thighs had to be satisfied. And she needed a hard cock to satisfy it.
"Can I fuck him?" Debbi asked. She was determined to make certain she didn't overstep her privileges, even in her urgent need.
"Yes. Certainly, fuck him to death," Magda answered, appearing excited at the prospect. Kristine's fingers glistened as she worked a frantic finger deep into her moving crotch.
"Now, we'll see," Debbi commented to the man. She removed her own skirt. In boots and leather
– bra she was a tempting sight to behold, and the pain-ridden man strained his head to see. She laughed in pleasure and climbed up on the table to get in position. As her weight shifted over him, he cried out in renewed agony at the extra strain put on his joints.
"It's gooey for you, baby," Debbi laughed, knowing the man was torn between the valley of pain and the mountain of pleasure. She bent down until her boots were rubbing against his thighs. She fingered the cock, rubbing the copious flow of juice over the cap of the prick. Then she fit the head between her pulpy and well-greased cunt lips. Her weight dropping on him brought him to the breaking point.
"Christ! Oh no!" the man wailed senselessly, the additional weight making his joints ready to tear.
Debbi enjoyed his extreme discomfort. Her cunt muscles did not allow his cock to lose any rigidity as they kept clamped tightly about their prisoner.
"Fuck, fuck, flick," Debbi laughed, beginning a vigorous motion that made the man start a series of screams. Debbi felt an intense orgasm building within her. It was inspired by the fact that the man was no longer receiving pleasure. It was now only pain. For once, Debbi did not have to be concerned with seeing another's pleasure. She was using the man to satisfy her own hunger. It was the way others had used her.
"Take it, fucker!" Debbi howled. She was in complete control. She was the master. She could give extra pain to the man by taking only pleasure for herself. This was the world she wanted. This was to be her home.
"Eight turns can rip a man's arms and legs off," Magda said, pushing the mummified dick in and out of her soaking snatch in a vigorous mimic of a fucking motion. "Give him another turn."
"Wit pleasure," Kristine said, turning the wheel. The unbelievable sound that came from the man's throat was so horrible as to sound non human. It so shocked Debbi in its intensity that she froze for a second. She actually expected to see the man. ripped apart, leaving her fucking a limb less body.
"One more turn, Kristine. Then I must have you. I must finish!" Magda warbled crazily. Kristine cranked it once more and the sound from the man's throat was only muted gurgling. He was choking violently on the saliva in his own throat. Kristine flew to her mistress, her mouth fastening itself to the woman's clit as the obscene spectacle fully unfolded before Debbi's eyes.
"I'll come too," Debbi whispered to herself,
violently flinging herself down on the man. She used extra force, actually hoping to see his joints ripped apart. But the man wasn't making any more noise.
"Scream, you fucker, scream!" Debbi commanded, pounding ha fists on his chest. The howls that followed were music to her ears. His throbbing dick told her he was beginning to come. But she still had one more thing she wanted to do. She reached behind her and gave the man's hanging balls a hard squeeze. She squeezed until she felt certain the sac must burst.
"Oh, oh, my God!" the man shouted, his seed jetting hotly out of his tormented cock. It came with such force that Debbi could feel the semen pounng up deep inside of her: She released her death grip on his balls and dug her fingers into her cut as her orgasm overcame her. The sweet thrills of release made her brain seem to disolve and flow down her spine to her groin.
As Debbi came down from her peak, she heard Magda screaming out her joy. The woman thrashed about in the powerful sensation of coming, then lay perfectly still, too stunned for the moment to attend to the desperate needs of Kristine. The girl was too far gone to care about anything but her own long-awaited climax.
"Please help me!" Kristine begged to Debbi. The girl's clawing at her own eunt told Debbi it was an emergency. She didn't fail her new friend who had been so good to her earlier.
Debbi immediately jumped off of the man and rushed to the girl; She buried her mouth at the girl's steaming crotch. It 'was a dedicated procedure, but Debbi was finally able to nurse the elusive come from the girl.
"Oh, I'm making it!" Kristine shouted in joy at
her peak. She went wild as both Debbi and Magda had done, cursing freely and thrashing about like an insect on a pin. Finally all of the come had flowed out of her, and Kristine collapsed along with the other two women. All of them rested on or near the sofa as they tried to catch their breath.
"Oh, please let me go!" the man groaned, reminding them that they were not alone in theft lesbian paradise. Debbi got up and walked toward the helplessly bound man. Her crotch and inner thighs were soaked with the sperm that he'd shot into her. Debbi teased her fingers into his sweaty hair. Then she walked about the table.
"Perhaps we should let him go," Debbi suggested, smiling her wickedest smile at her sisters in torment. The laughter of the other two far exceeded his earlier screams of pain. And the hopeless look in the man's eyes increased as Debbi joined them in laughter.



CHAPTER ELEVEN


The days settled into a most pleasant routine of pain and gratification. The victims came in a steady flow of several a day. The time spent in disciplining
– the men and engaging in the frenzied lesbian orgy that followed, consumed the better part of a day. The remainder was spent in eating and sleeping. The work of the day exhausted Debbi, and she slept soundly.
"Wake up sleepy head," Christine called. It had become a regular routine. And with it came the sweet thrills of a mutually satisfying sex act.
"All right," Debbi said crossly, but broke into laughter as Kristine tickled her awake. Her laughter changed to gasps of delight as the older girl's fingers found her cunt and teased it to life.
"Your little pussy is asleep. I want to wake it,"
Kristine said dreamily. Her pussy was already
bathed in a worked-up lather of pleasure when
Kristine pressed her insistent lips to it for a kiss.
The butterfly kisses turned to a slow licking as
Debbi's need grew.
"Nice!" was all Debbi gasped as the fingers made a squishy sound deep within her body.
"Get the feather," Christine said throatily. Debbi knew what the girl wanted. She reached over and opened the drawer next to the bed and removed a large ostrich feather.
"Get your pretty pussy over here," Debbi ordered. Kristine giggled into Debbi's mint as she raised herself on the bed. She was wearing a nightshirt and it had ridden over her cute little rump with the movement. Debbi tickled the feather over the girl's beckoning ass, and she spread her thighs wider as a reaction. The firm, sensual thighs quivered on either side of Debbi's head as the girl got into position. Her feet and toes curled affectionately in Debbi's hair.
"Oh, I love that," Kristine cooed, her body shaking in pleasure as the feather traced teasing circles around her wantonly spread pussy lips. The cunt exuded a thick fluid which soon coated the feather.
"Now, you'll get it!" Debbi laughed, wishing to please the girl between her legs who was so devotedly eating her pussy. Kristine squirmed in sheer bliss each time Debbi pressed the large feather over her sensitive cit. Debbi grew more determined to make the girl come as her own belly started to boil. The feather continued its constant beating on the defenseless cut until the girl shook in orgasm.
"You come with me," Kristine ordered, raising her head only briefly from the steaming gash. Her face immediately went back to the pussy feast. Kristine had already learned that Debbi went wild if her inner lips were sucked close together. So Christine pulled them both into her mouth and made a tremendous suction. She repeated the action several times, and Debbi went off.
"So good.., so flicking good!" Debbi screamed in joy. Kristine held her thighs in place. By keeping Debbi from thrashing about, Kristine insured a more intense orgasm centering in the girl's crotch. The climax caused a frothy bubbling of Debbi's
pleasure juice to coat Kristine 's face.
"That was lovely," Kristine said, positioning herself next to Debbi to give her a wet kiss. It was a great pleasure for them to kiss after cunnilingus. It was strangely erotic to taste one's own juices and those of the lover. This gentle kissing went on for a minute. Then the memory of the delights of pain to be had this morning forced a dutiful Christine to insist that Debbi dress.
"Who is this mystery man? And what could he possibly want that we haven't already done to all the others?" Debbi asked. She put on her leather outfit and boots. In just a few days, Debbi felt they had exhausted all the ways possible to physically and sexually abuse a~ man. They had whipped men, put them on the rack, beat their cocks bloody with hollow rubber tubes, and even ridden them around the hard concrete floor like horses. One man had to accept Kristine 's urine in his mouth, while another had all of his body hair pulled out with tweezers.
"Oh, you'll see. He's a very important man, he
is. Some kind of minister in the government. And he's making a deal concerning oil rights to the United States. And he's the kinkiest of them all," Kristine whispered. Apparently, the two girls weren't supposed to know the identity of the men they serviced. It was a house rule and a security measure rigidly enforced by Fati through Magda's control over the girls. But Kristine was good at listening at keyholes.
"What's he want?" Debbi asked. She was surprised that such important men took such apparent risks to their careers just for sexual gratification. But then, Debbi knew what it was like to be captivated by desire.
"The same thing all the time. He's the one we
made that electric chair for. He comes in, has us go through a ritual of fitting him in the chair. We fit his balls in this ugly metal contraption on the chair and we wire his cock for electric shocks. Then we give him doses of juice and he has to take them. If he moves too much he'd rip his balls right off," Kristine said, excited just talking about the prospect of the man's castration.
"Cute," Debbi commented. She wondered how far a man could be pushed. But the fact that they took a great deal of pleasure from their punishment bothered her. Debbi wanted them to suffer more than they did.
"Oh, he starts off real bossy. Like he's just a big shot and we're only cheap whores. But once he's in the chair and Magda keeps telling me to increase the juice, he begs like the rest of them," Eristine said, a tone of boasting in her voice.
"I bet. But it bothers me to see them acting like they're in real agony, while all the time they're enjoying it," Debbi confessed. She'd just finished tying up her boots.
"They hurt, all right. The dirty bastards," Kristine commented, the venom seething in her voice. It was obvious that she feared and hated men. The reason behind her hatred was of interest to Debbi.
"Did a man ever hurt you when you were very young?" Debbi asked. She wondered for a moment if she'd gone too far. Their friendship was just developing and Debbi realized that an improper question could cool off their relationship. Thankfully, Kristine wasn't offended.
"My father raped me when I was fourteen. My mother was so drunk she only stood by and laughed while he did it. Then, I had to suck the cocks of his drunken friends when they came over
for cards. It was horrible. I finally ran away. I whored for two years until I heard about this place. I've been working here for two years. I know many things about subjects I can't discuss," Kristine explained. Though Debbi immediately felt curious about what kinds of things Kristine knew, she pushed the question out of her mind to bare her own soul. Debbi felt that in this manner she would be sharing a trust with Kristine.
"I don't know that I hate any one man. I just hate the power they seem to have over women. I want that power, I guess. I need that power," Debbi said, her voice turning forceful. Both of them remained silent for a couple of seconds.
"We must hurry up. I've got to get dressed. Magda will want us down at breakfast," Kristine said, pulling Debbi with her. She dressed quickly and the two girls went down to breakfast.
"How utterly charming," Fati commented. He was gazing in appreciation at how the three women were dressed at the breakfast table. After the meal he again addressed them: "Ladies, this morning we are having a most distinguished visitor. I want you all to do an exceptionally good job for him."
"Of course," Magda replied. Her sly smile indicated to Debbi that she knew something she wasn't about to reveal. Debbi felt certain it was a secret she shared with Fati.
The routine was followed to the letter. The only new element was the preparation of the chair. Debbi was fascinated by it and eager to see it in operation. The. visitor arrived and said nothing, merely bowing his head formally. He was a distinguished-looking man.
"Please undress and be seated," Magda ordered. But her voice was more in the, cordial tone of a doctor speaking to her patient. The man did so
without hesitation. Kristine quickly strapped him
in. She then fitted the strange device around bin balls.
"Get him hard, Debbi," Magda ordered. Debbi knelt in front of the man and took his limp cock in her mouth. In less than a minute, her warm saliva and auctioning mouth had raised him to a full erection.
"That's good," was all the man said. Kristine urged Debbi aside and put an electrode right next to the tip of his rigid cock. Them she drew the device around his balls still tighter.
"Easy, dammit!" the man barked, and Kristine backed away. The man was sitting straight up in the chair. His testicles were drawn up tight away from his body and gripped tightly by the metal device. Debbi could understand how Kristine said a sudden movement on the part of the man -could result in his balls being ripped from his body. The thick metal plate wouldn't give under any circumstances. It would be disastrous for the man to move his body away from the electrode that touched the tip of his prick.
"Now get ready," Magda instructed the man. "You also, Kristine." The girl went to a control panel against the wall and held a switch in her sweating palm.
"Hit it!" Magda ordered. The contact was made and the man had a strange reaction. The shock hit his cock and tormented his lower body. But because of his endangered testicles, he forced the bottom half of his body.to stay rigidly still. His upper body shook terribly, and he threw his head back and clenched his teeth.
"Stop!" Magda said, her eyes glued to the man. She was behaving far more professionally than Debbi had ever seen. Even Kristine only shyly
manipulated her genitals under her skirt as she operated the controls. Debbi did nothing but remain a passive spectator.
"More power this time. Hit it!" Magda ordered. Once more Kristine responded and this time the grotesque expressions seemed more dramatic.
"Stop. Once more, but this time still higher. Hit it!" Magda ordered. This time something different happened. The man's body shook and then went limp. As he settled back into unconsciousness, his body slumped backward into the chair. The bonds held tightly and Debbi watched horrified as the testicles were severed and dropped to the floor. The wound was ugly and blood literally poured out of it. Several drops landed on the floor, staining the concrete an ugly crimson.
"Shut the fucking thing off, you stupid girl!" Magda ordered, rushing to the switch and pushing the petrified girl to the floor. Magda cursed as she finally got the connection broken. Both Debbi and Kristine stood staring mutely at the terrible sight.
"I didn't do it!" Kristine said, suddenly going into hysterics.
"You stupid cunt! Get the hell out of here! Both of you!" Magda commanded, struggling with the straps on the chair. Debbi had had enough of the sight and wanted to remove herself as quickly as possible from the enraged woman. She dragged the sobbing Kristine up the stairs.
"What's happened!" Fati demanded as he encountered the two girls in the hail. Kristine's behavior told him tat something had most certainly gone wrong.
"There's been an accident," Debbi told him, continuing in her flight away from the basement.
"For the love of God!" Fati exclaimed, turning white. He brushed past them and hurried down the
stairs. The sound of the excited voices of Magda and Fati could be heard through the open basement door. Then it slammed shut and Debbi could hear nothing.
"I didn't do anything wrong," Kristine sobbed as Debbi took the girl to her room. Kristine fell face down on the bed and drummed her fists in impotent rage against the bed.
"I know it. But that man will die. And we're in big fucking trouble," Debbi said excitedly.
"Oh, why did it happen?" Kristine lamented.
"I don't know. But I think we'd better get the hell out of here," Debbi said. She hurried about the room to pack. Her survival instincts were working well. Kristine. still sobbed violently as Debbi made ready to leave.
Suddenly, the bedroom door flew open. Fati was in the doorway holding a gun on Debbi. Behind him was Magda.
"What the hell is this?" Debbi demanded. She couldn't mask the fear in her voice.
"Going somewhere, my little cunts?" Fad asked. He motioned for Debbi to put the packed suitcase down. She immediately did so.
"The minister is dead. That leaves us with a very messy situation. The operation here is terminated, but it leaves us with a tidy profit," Magda said, entering the room. She had a pair of handcuffs. It took only one motion to put them on Kristine's wrists and secure her to the large frame of the bed.
"But I didn't do anything wrong!" Kristine protested. She still hadn't caught on to what those holding the advantage were up to. Debbi felt that she already knew what they had planned for her and Kristine.
"Of course you didn't. How could you have known that the dials had been adjusted to make a
seemingly harmless shock be a powerful enough one to induce unconsciousness," Fati explained. Debbi made a slight move. The gun following her told her a more sudden movement would, be suicide.
"Sony, my wicked little dean. But we have to create an accident. The house must- burn up with the minister's body, and you, in it," Magda added.
"You see," Fati continued. "Certain American industrialists wished to see the one man blocking the oil deal removed from the scene. And they have paid two hundred thousand dollars to do it. That'll be enough to see us comfortably into retirement."
"Why do we have to stay? We'll keep quiet," Debbi implored, trying to figure out some way to save her life.
"Sorry. We can't take the chance," Fati said. The finality of his statement sounded like a death sentence to her.
"You wouldn't shoot me. Even after the fire they'd know it was murder," Debbi said, rushing at Fati in a last desperate attempt to save her life. Fati was ready and shoved the butt of the gun into her moving head. They left Debbi unconscious as they quickly left the room.
Debbi returned to consciousness to find the room engulfed in thick smoke. She felt a strong pain in her head that made it difficult to move. But her instinct for survival made her struggle to her feet.
"For God's sake, Debbi, get me loose!" Kristine begged, pulling frantically at the handcuffs that
kept her secured to the bed.
"Okay," Debbi said, rushing over to pull at the chains. The smoke in the room was getting thicker and the metal of the bed was now hot. She pulled frantically, but the bonds wouldn't give.
"It's got to give. Get something!" Kristine pleaded.
"It's no use," Debbi conceded, coughing violently as smoke filled her lungs. She knew that if she stayed any longer, she'd also be dead. Debbi ran from the room with Kristine's hopeless and terrified cries filling her ears. Somehow, she managed to make her way out of the house.
"Oh, look, someone's coming out!" one in a group of several dozen shouted. Debbi turned away from them arid began to run. The loud clanking of fire engines seemed deafening. She didn't stop running until they were only faint sounds.
"You all right, girlie?" a middle-aged man asked her. He was staring at her peculiar outfit of leather that showed from underneath her coat.
"Yeah, but get the fuck out of my way!" Debbi barked, but the man held her fast. She was too weak to escape his hold.
"Take it easy. Maybe I can help you out," he added, lust Written on his features.
"I had a fight with my old man. He kicked me out. I need, some bread," Debbi said breathlessly. She still could sell her body.
"Okay. I know a couple of guys out of town who could use a few laughs. They'll throw in a twenty apiece," the man suggested. The price was insulting. She'd been a two-hundred-a-night chick. And this cheap son of a bitch offered only twenty miserable dollars apiece. But times were lean. And Debbi wanted to get out of the area in a hurry.
"All fight. But I need a dress. I'll tell you the size," Debbi said.
"Good. I got a car. Let's get in," the man urged, ushering her into a vehicle by the curb. They made a stop at a dress shop and the man bought her a cheap shift. It was far more functional than the leather outfit. She put it on over the leather uniform even as the man drove through the deserted side streets of Toronto. They were out of the city proper in a few minutes.
"Where is this place?" Debbi asked.
"Just up ahead," the man answered. He pulled the car into a roadside diner. Several cars were there.
"This is the place?" Debbi asked, not bothering to conceal the contempt in her voice.
"It's a good place. And it's clean enough," the man said. Debbi could see that he thought of her only as a cheap tramp. If that's what he wanted, that's what he would get.
"What goes on here?" Debbi asked, shivering in the cold as she got out of the car.
"You'll see," the man answered, opening the door and pushing her inside. Five males of various ages and sizes were drinking beer at the bar. A couple was eating dinner in the corner and an old man was seated alone at another booth. The cook was also apparently the waiter, ansi he was an ugly brute who sized her up with hot lust in his eyes. He nudged all of the barflys and they turned around to get a look at her.
"Whoooeee, hello, Mama!" one black-toothed younger man chuckled. The others grinned their approval of what they saw.
"She's hot for a little fun," the man who had brought Debbi said.
"So are we, eh, boys?" a pot-bellied man in a
t-shirt commented. The others chuckled like a herd of braying jackasses. The black-toothed youth got up and played a series of popular songs on the jukebox.
"Dance it around," the man who brought Debbi suggested. She was physically sickened by what she was about to do. The men were nothing but repulsive animals. But perhaps she deserved it for the life she led. It was fitting that she be punished for her treatment of others.
"Yeah, yeah, take it all off!" the men howled in unison as Debbi removed her coat and shift. She wiggled about in her leather outfit to their lecherous delight. They scratched and pulled at their crotches in anticipation of what was to come.
"Show us them tits," the black-toothed youth demanded, and Debbi took off her bra. As her ripe tit shook, each man fumbled in his wallet for the price to tuck her.
"Twenty bucks for your best shot," the man who had brought her commented. He collected up the money and ushered her into a back room. The young couple had disappeared when they realized what was about to happen.
"This is a shit hole," Debbi commented, noticing a broken mattress lying in the corner of the storeroom. She took off her skirt and the man began to breathe faster.
"We ain't got no palace. But you sure look like a queen," the man said, his cock causing a swell in his pans.
"Thanks. Send them in one by one," Debbi instructed. She sat down on the mattress. The boots stayed on, though Debbi doubted these rustics had enough sophistication to appreciate the kinky deviation.
Her estimate was right. The first six men merely
jumped on her and fucked away. They had no technique, and when she put her well-developed pussy muscles to work on their pricks inside other, they all ejaculated quickly. The men hadn't exhausted her, though her cunt was sore from the workout. Her breasts were also a bit bruised from their rough handling. They were like a bunch of horny high school boys, fudking like jackrabbits and grabbing a feel of tit as they went. Now only the man who had picked her up remained to be satisfied.
"Those bastards don't have any idea how to fuck a woman," Debbi lamented. The bleary-eyed weasel of a man would no better.
"What do you want, Miss Fancy Cunt?" the man chided.
Debbi laughed at him. "None of them would kiss me. Afraid, I guess; How about you?" Debbi teased.
"Don't crap me. I did you a favor, you know. Jeez, you're all soaked down there," the man commented with displeasure. He quickly stopped his tentative exploration of her cunt.
"What did you expect? Those bastards had a lot of come stored up. And I know why. No decent woman would touch them. Only a whore," Debbi said, watching the man remove his pants. He wore no underwear. His prick was hard and of modest size. A clear drop of fluid glistened on the tip. Debbi ran her fingers over the prick, rubbing the lubricant into the pulpy head.
"Oh, suck it for me," the man breathed, looking like he would come just from her touch. She wanted to hassle him for more money, but thought better of it.
"Come in my mouth," Debbi ordered. She continued to fig his dick as her mouth sucked the
entire length. She let some of it out just in time to feel the man's load pouring into her mouth. He shook for a moment, then forced her head away as the friction of her lips after climax was too rough on his sensitive dick. Debbi made a big display of spitting the come out. But the man didn't seem to give a damn.
"How about my bread?" Debbi reminded him. She dressed quickly.
"Here," the man said, handing her only seventy dollars.
"What's this shit? I want the entire one hundred forty!" Debbi demanded.
"You'll take half. I helped you earn it," the man said.
"The flick you did! You give me all the bread or I'll tell those flickers how you're taking their money. They'll kick the living shit out of you for that," Debbi threatened. The man squirmed and sadly handed over the rest of the money.
"Whore," he whispered under his breath as she left. She chose to ignore the comment.
"Can I give you a lift?" the black-toothed youth offered. The others at the bar laughed at his enthusiasm.
"No thanks," was all Debbi said in reply. She quickly left. The wind was cold, but she braved it and began walking down the highway.
Debbi felt it was all over now. There was nowhere to go and nothing to do. She could whore for twenty dollars for the stinking scum that hung around the taverns. But death would be better. She sat down next to the highway. The cold increased when she stopped moving. This would be the end of the road.



CHAPTER TWELVE


Several cars passed without any of the occupants paying attention to Debbi. Her exposed legs were already a bright red. And she barely felt any pain when she pinched them. Her face was also red from the wind burning across it. And she felt so tired.
At first, Debbi didn't notice the car that pulled off the road. But she became aware of a tall man moving toward her. He was dressed like the locals, but his smile was genuine.
"Can I help you, miss?" the man asked. He was about twenty-five, or maybe even thirty. The large, Western-style hat he ware cast a large shadow that made it difficult to see the features of his face very clearly.
"Leave me alone;" Debbi said in reply. She tried to sound harsh. But the voice had the pleading tone of someone who has just realized that they are all alone.
"If you want me to, I can drive you to a town," he offered.
"No. I've no use for cities," Debbi said.
"Nor have I. But I have a small farm. Actually it's more of a ranch. About seventy miles from here," he explained.
"Why would you do that? Do you think I'm a whore?" Debbi charged, remembering her treatment several miles down the road.
"Miss, I don't know what kind of people you've been with recently. But it's obvious they weren't very pleasant. Many people aren't. But don't make me out to be just another man. If I'd wanted to use you, I could have dragged you into the woods and had my way," the man answered. Debbi saw that he was powerful enough to easily overcome her and make her submit to his will.
"All right, I'm sorry," Debbi said.
"Okay. But I will force you to come to my farm and have a decent meal," the man said, helping Debbi to her feet. He was very powerful, but very gentle with her.
"Are you sure you want to have me in the same house. I might be the servant of the devil. In fact, I have done many evil things. Many things that-I am ashamed of," Debbi confessed. She had to at least prepare the man for the worst.
"The Lord holds the power of forgiveness. Not that I'm a religious man. I'm not about to judge you. Besides, I can use the company," the man said. He turned and noticed she was sleeping comfortably in the seat beside him. He was about to confess his own loneliness and the lack of purpose to his life. But that could wait for later.
"We're here," the man announced. His voice was enough to cause Debbi to stir.
"It's beautiful, and so big!" Debbi commented. Several horses were running around in a corral near the house.
"It's comfortable, though. But far too big for a man to live in alone," he commented, leading her inside.
"Do you have a wife?" Debbi asked. A jealous
woman around would spoil everything.
"No, I had a funny idea about women when I was younger. I only wanted one thing from them. By the time I realized how a woman fills a man's life, and realized how empty my own was, all the marriageable girls in the area were spoken for," the man replied.
"My name is Debbi Blackwell," Debbi said formally. She didn't wish to remain, strangers with this man any longer.
"And I'm John Huskell," the man said. With his hat off he looked handsome. A full head of long hair and a thick mustache made him look sexy to her. But the feature of his face that attracted her most was his deep and sensitive blue eyes.
"Let me help you with that meal," Debbi ordered. She hadn't cooked for herself since her days with Cindy. But her mother had made her very competent in the art of preparing a meal.
"It's been a very long time since I've eaten with a woman," John commented.
"That could be taken two ways," Debbi giggled. John smiled shyly, and even blushed slightly. "Is there a town close by where r can get some clothes?"
"Yes. Stockton is only ten miles away, down route forty-three. I'll give you some money," John said, fumbling with his wallet.
"No. I've got my own money," Debbi snapped. John looked offended, so she added: "I can't be taking money from you when I have my own."
"All right. But let me drive you there," John requested. Debbi smiled her approval. They both seemed excited as Debbi bought her clothing. John was especially so as he watched her buying delicate underthings and a sexy nightgown.
Debbi's crotch was stained and sticky from the
semen the men in the diner had left there. The leather fabric had begun to smell foul and she took a bath when they arrived back at the farm. Debbi's mercenary mind told her that the farm and the land were worth a goodly sum of money. A woman who latched onto John would be setting herself into a comfortable position for life.
But more than that, Debbi felt a chance to fulfill her earlier dreams which she had forsaken for a life of misery. Perhaps she had suffered enough, and now she could find peace. John could love her easily, and she could let love grow toward that kind of a man. A home and a family could finally be hers.
Debbi knew the bond must be sealed through sex. And she would have to take the initiative. Debbi was sure that he was the type of man who would propose marriage after he'd made love to her. And he was about to do just that.
"John, would you come in here a minute?" Debbi called, beginning to activate her plan.
"Yes, I'll-" John began shocked by the sight of her beautiful breasts hanging delectably just inches from his suddenly wet mouth. Debbi smiled at his predictable reaction.
"My back," Debbi giggled. She handed John the washcloth. His hand was smooth and gentle with her skin.
"You've got such soft skin," John complimented. Debbi noticed the bulge in his pants and was pleased.
"I love to feel your hands on my body," Debbi said.
"So smooth and lovely," John said, now beginning to massage her neck under her long, brown hair. The water was soapy or John would have been able to judge for himself the total effect
of her creamy perfection. A thigh occasionally made a teasing appearance from the murky water, but quickly submerged once more.
"I'm coming out. Will you dry me?" Debbi asked.
"Yes," John replied, holding a large towel out for her. His erection was full and straining against the fabric of his trousers. Debbi brushed it with her naked hip as she came out of the water. "Venus Rising," John commented in awe struck lust.
"What?" Debbi asked, enjoying the way his eyes were drinking in her nakedness. It was a clean and healthy feeling rapidly growing between them. It wasn't sick or sordid, like so much of her past.
"I merely said you are the most beautiful woman I have ever seen," John explained. He pressed the towel to her skin. Debbi turned her head and held her mouth ready for a kiss. John tried to keep his feelings under control, but the urgency in his heated kiss told her of his need.
"I want you to make love to me," Debbi said. His kisses traveled down her neck. He suppressed a moan as his lips fastened hungrily to a ripe nipple. He worried the delicate tit flesh with his lips, finally laying the entire breast with his tongue. The moisture between her thighs was of genuine passion, but it was now for love and not for business. Debbi laughed to herself at the joy she was experiencing.
"You're delicious. I could eat you alive," John moaned, frantically running his tongue from one nipple to the other. The towel was dropped to the floor as his hands stroked the skin of her ass and the softly muscled backs of her thighs.
"Yessss," Debbi hissed, the passion in her body overcoming any other feelings. Death was now a forgotten thought. Now there was to be only life
and pleasure. And these were her due after all she had gone through to achieve this moment of true happiness.
"Let's go to the bedroom, darling," John suggested, the huskiness of lust apparent in his voice. His hands replaced his lips on her breasts. Their gentle massage was continuing the delightful tingling his hot tonguing had ignited.
"I love you, John," Debbi said. It had to be love because the words were inspired from some feeling deep within her that seemed to have a will all its own.
"And I love you, darling," John answered. In many ways it was a predictable comment. But John's need was one Debbi longed to satisfy. It was the natural need of love. And it was so unlike the twisted desires of the men who paid to have her perform strange perversions on their flesh. And now Debbi felt her own need as well.
"I want you naked," Debbi said. She quickly helped John shed his clothing.
"Do you like me?" John asked, laughing as he allowed her to survey his nudity.
"I like all of you," Debbi giggled. Her tongue teased his nipples. They hardened slightly under her oral treatment of them. Her hands went down to his cock and she boldly rubbed the big erection. His balls were drawn up around the base of his cock, heavy with need and full of the seed of life. Debbi vowed she'd never take another birth control pill. Her life had been sterile far too long.
"Mr. Prick likes you," John commented. Debbi was gad to see he was relaxing and using the real words.
"And I like him so much I'll give him a kiss," Debbi teased, dropping to her knees. She giggled as he squirmed while she blew hot breath over the
crown. Her thumb took a large drop of lubricant and massaged it around the sensitive slit.
"Please, oh, do it now, baby," John begged, urging her head forward with his hands. The teasing was over. Now they were to be lovers.
"So fine and hard," Debbi cooed, teasing the cock helmet with several swirls from her long tongue.
"Nobody's ever done that to me before," John confessed, letting out a gust of breath. Debbi knew he was telling the truth. It pleased her to be able to do something for him that no other woman had ever done.
"I like doing it for you," Debbi said, her hot breath teasing the hard shaft and making John writhe in pleasure. Debbi made certain her mouth was tight and wet with saliva as she began a vigorous mouth fucking.
"Oh baby, pull away! I'm going to come!" John warned, excited beyond control by his first expert blow job.
"Ummmm," Debbi protested, telling him to keep still as she sucked harder. She was rewarded for her efforts by a hot load of sperm from deep in his balls. She eagerly swallowed the thick fluid.
"Baby, I love you," John confessed in the warm afterglow of satisfied passion. Debbi wanted to rise up and kiss him on the lips. But she was afraid it would prove to be too offensive for him.
"Let's make love," Debbi urged, pulling on the soft dick. She laughed softly in pleasure as it began to harden. This new erection seemed longer and firmer than the first.
"You got it up, you can do anything you want with it," John chuckled. "But first I'm going to return the favor.
"Oh, John!" Debbi gasped as he pushed her back
on the bed and spread her thighs apart. The furry vee stood out proudly, and the inner lips of her cunt were swollen and begging for a lover's gentle caress.
"Will you marry me?" John asked, his tongue teasing her wet cunt lips.
"Oh, you know I will, but eat me!" Debbi laughed, wildly excited at being in love. John had proven to her at long last that there was a difference between making love and merely flicking.
"Wife, I'd love to," John replied, going to work in earnest. Then he quickly mounted her and they shared a heated, very wet, fuck. Debbi's overactive glands made it easy to respond when John climaxed quickly. They had a mutual come, and it was an indication of how they would do everything. Together.
"Baby, I don't think I'll be able to last. I'll wear out in a week," John laughed. He began to dress.
"I doubt it. But why are you dressing?" Debbi asked. His sperm was still warm as it dribbled out of her well-used cunt. It was a reminder of what they meant to each other.
"To take you to a preacher. There are blood tests and the license. I want to go before you change your mind," John chuckled. But Debbi's suddenly sad face made him ask her what was troubling her.
"I won't change my mind. But you might," Debbi said. She knew she must tell John the truth.
"What's wrong…
"John, I've been a prostitute and worse. And I've even been responsible for a person's death," Debbi began, tears terming in her eyes. John had a peculiar look on his face. But that look lasted only an instant. He came to her to provide comfort.
And it was eagerly accepted with a kiss.
"You've had a hard life. But you shouldn't deny yourself a chance to be happy. I'll do all I can to see to it that you enjoy life. We can have children if you'd like..
"Yes, I'd like that," Debbi said. She was both surprised and pleased with John's reaction. If he was willing to have her, there was no reason to deny the dream she had known a year ago. The dream which up until now had seemed part of another lifetime. But now it would be reality.
"Good. Get dressed and we'll go," John ordered, sitting her up in bed.
"One thing first," Debbi said.
"What now?" John asked with mock impatience.
"I want you to fuck me again," Debbi said, smiling.
"You're insatiable," John laughed. He jumped into bed with her as both of them once more ripped at his clothes. He would have to remember to just stay naked.
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