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CHAPTER ONE


The town of Billford, Texas might be small but it sure could throw one hell of a Saturday night dance. That's what everyone said from the other small towns nearby in the prairie belt where nothing, absolutely nothing, was done but cattle raising. Some people bragged that this area was the last remnant of the “wild west,” others claimed there was no “wild west” left, and this controversy never failed to start at least one fight at the Saturday night Billford Dance. It attracted all the cattle-workers, feeders, pen keepers, railroad herders, truck drivers, slaughterers and packers-and they all proudly referred to themselves as “cowboys.” Old men, young men still in high school, wives, daughters, children and grandmas made the Saturday night at Billford a tradition where they danced to the whining strains of blue-grass “stomping” music and drank from the long bar until the few coy-white under-thigh to gaze at. “Seen little David?” the leering creep asked. Dorothy shook her head and said nothing. But Vic giggled again and added, “Shit, he's not here, is he?
I thought he'd be home playing his toot-flute like a good little boy!”
“Yeah!” Len guffawed. “He sure loves playing that flute! Hah!
You'd think he didn't have another one!” Vic loved it and started laughing. “Hell, sure he's got another flute! His skin flute! Only problem is he don't know what it's for!” “No waste!” added Len.
“No girl'd want him anyway!” “You guys make me sick,” said Dorothy with distaste. She hated it when they picked on David, made fun of him because he wasn't a crude rough-and-tumble jerk like they were. “Hey, come on guys,” said Ted. “Don't get Dottie all angry and worked up now.” Vic shut up immediately. But not Len, he never was too quick. “Okay, we'll leave getting her worked up to you,” he mumbled. Dorothy could feel Ted's body grow tense. Ted might be a big, thick-headed cowboy but there was one thing he didn't like, dirty talk in front of ladies. She leaned close to his large, hard shoulder and blew a kiss at his face. He calmed down, he knew it would be bad taste to pound his fist into the face of his girl's own brother, even if he was only a stepbrother. As she leaned Len was thrilled. Her legs opened and at last he saw deep between the flawless curves of her thighs. His eyes captured a quick glimpse of white undies choked up tight around the full tissues and soft hair of her crotch. The folds of her round buns were squashed below the mellow hump like two serving trays presenting a delicious fruit. Dorothy sat back up and closed her legs. She could see the redness of Len's face and knew what he saw but ignored it. If she said anything it would start a brawl; the best thing to do now would be to get Ted on his feet and outside. It wasn't difficult, all Dorothy had to do was slip her hand behind Ted, find the round firmness of his jutting rump and give it a pinch. He smiled and swaggered to his feet. “Come on, babe,” he said. “It's time to get outta here.” As they walked across the dance floor to the exit Len and Vic watched the tantalizing toss of her short skirt pitching with the lift and fall of each full, proud cheek of her ass. The skirt ended at mid-thigh, and Dorothy's supple, curvaceous legs glowed with well-scrubbed enticement.
“Man, she's got some body,” Vic remarked. “That Ted is one lucky fella to be climbing into something like her,” Len said through clenched teeth. “You think he's fucking her?” Vic asked.
“Ted? Shit, yes. Ted won't have nothing to do with a broad unless she puts out.” “Lucky fucker.” Len closed his eyes as Dorothy and Ted went out the door. “I sure wouldn't mind having a girlfriend built like that.” “There ain't one within a hundred miles,” Vic said. “But I tell you, I sure would like to poke it inside her.” Len opened one eye. “What the fuck you saying? She's your stepsister, you can't go fucking her,” he teasingly said. “Hah!
Just give me the chance!” Vic answered. “It don't matter anyway, her being a stepsister, she's not a blood relative. It's not like incest.”
“Still…” whispered Len. His brother was taking him seriously.
Vic looked Len in the eye and said, “You telling me you'd throw her out of bed just because our father married her mother?”
“Well…” “Suppose he hadn't? Would you toss her out then?”
Len's other eye opened. “No, I guess not.” “Then what's the difference? Shit, you can even marry a stepsister! There ain't nothing wrong with it, I tell you.” Len shrugged. “Well, I guess if I had the chance to fuck her I'd be a fool not to. She's sure got a body I wouldn't forget very soon, nice legs, bit tits, curvy ass and a nice, puffy cunt.” “How do you know that?” Vic asked. Len's eyes closed again and he sat back with a smug look. “I just know, that's all.” “You asshole.” Once they were outside the fresh air did a lot to revive Ted's drooping eyelids. “Come on,” he said. “Let's put the top down on the car and drive over to the lake.” It took only minutes to lower the convertible top on his Chevy and they were off. The lake was a pitiful sight, flat, surrounded by mud and sparse growth. The tracks of the few cattle allowed to graze on their own dotted the muck, but in the moonlight these details were obscured. Ted parked on a slight rise to the side of the lake where they could see the sparkling reflection of the mid-summer moon. “Water level's low,” he commented. Dorothy wasn't concerned with irrigation levels however, she knew why they were there. This was the same place they had parked eight months ago when she let Ted screw her for the first time. She had been a virgin until then and on that one beautiful night she threw all her hopes and dreams up to him. She didn't really know what she had expected. Her father dead only six months, and already her mother had announced plans to marry Jake Holloway, graduation was coming, she just wanted a man, a strong man like her father, to take her away from all the heartbreak and confusion. Ted was the strongest man around, that was fine, but the feeling of loss and futility still existed now, after eight months. There was no chance to get away… especially with Ted. His muscular arm circled her slender shoulders and pulled her close. “Soon as I get enough money ahead I'm buying some of this land and start my own operation,” he said as his mouth came down to meet hers. Their lips came together softly at first. Dorothy's tongue slid out to greet his. Ted's hot, thick tongue plunged deep inside her mouth and scooped at the sweetness of her tasty saliva and the lips crushed hard against each other. With a low groan Dorothy arched her back and pressed into him until the ends of her pointed breasts crushed against his chest. His arms engulfed her, brought her in even tighter, hugged the soft limberness of her fresh body into the power of his. Dorothy was wrapped in a sheath of strong, protective muscle as Ted's hands slid slowly down the curve of her back to press into the pliant meat of her rump. She kept one hand moving across his broad back, caressing down to his waist and back up.
She didn't want to appear too eager. To her dismay, Dorothy had learned that Ted equated eagerness with looseness, that he felt aggressiveness on the part of a woman was unladylike, something only prostitutes and easy girls practiced. The most she could get away with was an occasional pat on the rear, like at the dance. Ted's fingers dug deeply around and under her curving buttocks to work the fabric of her skirt up and away, then he felt the soft slickness of the satin undies. They were cool, smooth, and fully packed with even cooler and smoother flesh. He liked Dorothy, liked her a lot. She wasn't like the other girls around town, she had class. As his fingers caressed across the satin-covered slope of her melonlike buns Ted recalled the only time she had reminded him of the less appealing girls in town. That one night after they had made love she was stroking his cock; that was okay, stroking his pecker like it was made of gold. But when she leaned her head down and kissed it he stiffened; then she tried to suck it into her mouth. Ted stopped her. “You don't want me to?” Dorothy asked. She seemed hurt, rejected. Ted said, “No. You don't have to do nothing like that to show me you like me. I'm happy with everything we've done so far.” She never tried it again and Ted decided she was just making an effort to please him, misguided as it was. After all, the girl was a virgin before she met him, everything she needed to know he would teach her. And Ted wanted to teach her right because he had big plans for this beautiful girl, lifelong plans. He slid his hands under the elastic band of the undies and felt the incredible softness of her bare rump. They were like two big lumps of bread dough, firm and tender. The deep, warm crack between the mounds was like a channel to guide his fingers down deep until he could feel the sweltering heat of her crotch.
Dorothy's breath was rasping in her throat, she was dying to feel his fingers dig far inside the crack of her ass, to feel them probe at her anus, puncture inside the tight little hole and twirl her asshole into oblivion. But led never touched her there, no he went straight for the hole that counted. Counted for him. “Oh, Ted…” she sighed in his ear as she felt the fingers touching at the bottom of her wet, drooling pussylips. “Yeah, baby, oh yeah,” he answered.
He was twisting now, rolling her onto her back and sliding his hand up under the skirt to pull the satin briefs down her long, limber legs. In the moonlight he saw the sparkling whiteness of her flawless thighs, the cap of light blond hair crowning her crotch, a quick glimpse of the red gash yearning so furiously for the fill of a hard cock. After dropping the underpants to the floor of the car Ted's hands moved up to the buttons of her white blouse. She lay there, her chest heaving with hot breath as he undid them one by one. Dorothy had been tempted to go to the dance tonight without a bra, but at the last minute decided against it. She wasn't sure how Ted would react, how he'd classify her behavior. He parted the blouse to each side and gazed down on the massive cones of white on her chest. Underneath were two of the biggest, firmest tits he'd ever touched in his life. When he and some of the guys drove the seventy five miles to Meehanville where they had the topless shows he hadn't once seen a pair of tits as nice as Dorothy's. She arched her back and closed her blue eyes as Ted fumbled underneath and undid the bra. It went loose but didn't fall away, the cups just sat on top of the billowing breasts. Like he was opening a birthday present Ted lifted the halter and viewed the pink-nippled melons underneath. He swallowed, they were beautiful. And with each breath the meaty piles wiggled slightly, the soft, relaxed nipples were like two eyes staring back at him. He pressed his face down to rest on one of the downy pillows and kissed the silken skin. Goosebumps formed on her flesh under his lips as he nibbled and sucked up to the waiting, burning nipple. “Yes, oh yes, Ted,” Dorothy sighed. Ted knew she loved having her tits eaten, that's why he saved them until after getting her pants off.
Just from having her nipples bitten and sucked she went crazy, started gasping and grabbing out for him like a little demon, that's why he wanted everything out of the way downstairs… so he could get his cock in there right away while she was cooking. His tongue licked across a nipple and it instantly puckered into a crimson knot. He circled it with his lips and sucked up hard, felt the surrounding flesh ease inside his mouth, felt it grow with intense heat and passion. While working at her nipples he used his hands to undo his steer-head belt buckle and open his pants. With a minimum of fumbling he pushed the jeans down and exposed the red-headed root between his legs. Dorothy knew what he was doing and wanted to help, wanted to caress the cheeks of his ass and reach down to clamp a tight fist around his hot cock. Then stroke it, slide her fingers all over it until it burst with fire, pump the big hose until it gushed the white cream all over her. But not yet. His mouth was traveling from breast to breast, nipping, sucking, licking the tits into a frothed, hot pile of thrashing flesh. She kept heaving the breasts up to his face, smothering him with soft meat, goading him on and on. Finally he did it, he bit one nipple very hard. “Uuuuuugh…” Dorothy groaned. She twisted, wrenched her hips, slithered under him like a trapped reptile. He bit again and she knew she could now get away with limited aggressiveness. Her hands scratched at his back and came down to rest on his bare rump. He jerked slightly when feeling her touch but didn't do anything to discourage her. She brushed her fingers across the hairy mounds of his ass and down to the well-muscled back of his thighs. She's really turned on now, Ted was telling himself. She's grabbing my ass, begging to feel me inside her. But he waited, he wanted to work her up real good and hot.
Dorothy cautiously moved a hand from his hip and stroked his belly, smoothed the fine hairs, moved closer and closer to his hard, exposed cock. Then she did it, she no longer cared what the hell he thought, she reached out and circled the base of his large cock with her hand. He jerked again, shuddered with delight. Dorothy held tight and slowly stroked up and down. Then his hands were back to her crotch, the large middle finger was teasing at the tight lips of her wet cunt. He pushed the folds of skin back and felt the hot juice drip from the crack before slipping the finger inside. He put it deep, way inside the burning hug of the hole. “Oh! Ted! Teddy!” she cried.
Dorothy only dared to call him “Teddy” at moments of high passion.
He felt the grasping slickness inside her, the trembling muscles of her cunt walls, the tremendous heat, and he stabbed his finger in and out with greater and greater speed. Juices drooled from her hole down to coat the cheeks of her ass and soak into the fabric of the auto seat. He wanted to finger-fuck her until she climaxed and then drive his cock in but his own excitement was rapidly growing with each stroke of her hand. He worked his finger in tiny circular motions, touching all the skins inside her, driving her hips into uncontrolled twists. “Teddy…” she softly sighed as his finger brushed against her clitoris and caused a wave of tingling passion to run throughout her torso. She stopped stroking his cock and just held on, he was getting her so close. “Come on, honey,” he whispered. “Let it go once before we really get started.” “Oh! Oh! Uhhhhh…” she groaned out loud as her cunt started to wash and tremble around his stabbing finger. She heaved her hips up and swayed in mid-air as her guts felt like they were melting. Then she was clipping her cunt up against his finger, fucking it back like it was a cock, making impassioned love to it. “That's the girl…” Ted whispered.
Juices were running freely from the cheeks of her ass and she was wet halfway down the thighs as bolt after bolt of wracking ecstasy slammed through her body. She squeezed his thick cock hard in her hand and pulled it toward the blustering hole between her legs. “Give it to me, Ted. Please! Please put it in me…” That's what Ted liked most of all. Having a girl beg for his cock, plead like she'd die without it. And Dorothy was the easiest thing to get all worked up he ever found, once his mouth was on her tits she couldn't lie stopped. It was all the way or nothing at all, and eight months ago she was a virgin! Man, he told himself over and over, the guys in this town sure aren't on the ball! They all figured her for a girl who doesn't do this kind of thing… well, she isn't… I mean, with me it's something special because she knows how I feel about her.
Her thighs were spread wide apart and he could see her tender cunt in the moonlight as it hoisted up and begged. The yellow hair of her crotch was like a patch of fog, the ovals of her ass hung underneath, strained up to present the delicious pussy. He would have loved to plunge right down and engulf the cunt with his mouth but didn't want her to think he was that type of guy. No, that kind of thing was reserved for the other girls, the ones whose respect he didn't want. Ted moved his hips between her legs and she opened even more. In the cramped quarters it was difficult for a guy of Ted's size to get into position so Dorothy pulled her legs back and up to give him all the room possible. She was folded open to him, her twat stretched wide in her crotch, burning, screaming to be filled and pumped with cock. He brought the thick head of his cock down to her wetness and wiggled it back and forth until it too was smeared with the lubrication. Then he shoved it in. Just shifted his weight and let it all drop behind the quick, plunging drive of his long, hard cock. “Oh! Ugggh!” Dorothy grimaced and cried with pain. He knew it always hurt the girls when he stuck his cock in them, that's the way they liked it Hard and fast with lots of quick, deep strokes.
Ted's powerful torso rolled with wave after wave of thrusting, pulling motions as the initial pain eased inside Dorothy's pussy. She could feel the cock now that the pain was leaving, feel it plow deep inside her cavity and stretch the walls wide apart. Feel it brush heat and excitement throughout her. It felt so good to have her twat filled up, so secure, so protected, so fulfilled. Her hands came down to his bare ass to urge the punishing thrusts. She felt good all over, wonderful, close to a second climax. And everything would have been fine except for one feeling, the one hollowness inside her that never seemed to go away… even when she was enjoying herself so! It was a fear, a fear that she'd be Stuck out here in the middle of nowhere for the rest of her life. Just like all the rest of the married women she saw in town, drab, beaten down by the sand and dust and prairie… just another wife of another guy who called himself a “cowboy.”
Dorothy had hoped that Ted would be her escape from it all, hoped that his promise, his achievements in football or wrestling might lead to a college scholarship and get them away from this stinking town.
But no, Ted was a great football player and many coaches had done their best to get him into their colleges and onto their teams but his grades were pitiful. As one coach put it, “I'm sorry, Ted, they're willing to make an exception now and then, or bend a rule, but in your case they'd have to revise the whole scholastic system.” Ted loved the way her pussy collapsed around his shaft and seemed to suck at every bit of skin. It was a tight hole with lots of hot juice and each time she squirmed her crotch up to him it was like a thousand lashing tongues scrubbing the length of his imbedded pole. The walls of the cunt were vibrating, trembling Without stop as his cock pounded in and out. “Oh, God, Teddy… It feels so good…” she sighed.
“It sure does baby,” he answered. Slight beads of perspiration were on her upper lip, her blue eyes seemed mellow, pleased in the moonlight, she was breathing in short gasps which came from her mouth each time his cock dug to full depth. Her hips were rocking up to him now, lifting, twisting slightly to ease the shaft in and out. His hands moved down to cup the soft folds of her ass and squeeze hard. Dorothy grimaced, then smiled as he eased up. She didn't mind a little pain every once in a while, she had accepted it as part of sex, after all Ted was a big man and not overly gentle.
Right from the start she experienced and accepted the pains of his robust fucking. Then the hands were on her tits, kneading them, squeezing the abundant flesh into distorted masses, pinching the nipples until her breath caught and she sighed, “Ohhhhhh… Here I go again…” She jerked her hips up violently and felt his cock ram powerfully into the deepest regions of her cunt, felt the cock head smash forcefully into her tenderness and painfully drive another orgasm from her shuddering body. “Yes! God! Oh!” she cried out loud. “Go baby! Yes!” he howled in return. Ted's hips were now thrashing with a fury of speed as he felt his own juices starling to rise. Dorothy jammed her cunt up high to keep it filled with his burning cock as all her muscles seemed to grow hot, then freeze, then go hot again. She opened her mouth wide to gasp for air and hoped it would never end, hoped the blinding ecstasy would stay in her guts forever and smother away the little fears. Ted's cock was throbbing with pressure, then it came. The thick cream sped along the length with wrenching pumps until it blasted from the end and smeared the pink walls of her shivering pussy. It gushed out with tremendous strength to paint and coat her completely, to fill the cavity until it spilled back out and trickled from the ring her lips made around the base of the still pumping cock. He clamped his arms tight around the slim shoulders and hugged her close as thrust after powerful thrust of his cock pumped the sticky sperm into a foam of white bubbles. The majority of the jism was pumped right out of her cunt due to the lack of space and trickled across the white cheeks of her ass.
Ted's violent pumping finally slowed and he relaxed in the arms of Dorothy. After a few minutes' rest Ted sat up and started pulling his pants back into place. Silently, Dorothy also dressed. The wonderful feeling was gone, it passed so quickly, she thought. It was always like this, always so great until afterwards… there was nothing left… just emptiness. “How was I, baby?” he asked.
It wasn't until after he asked the question that Dorothy realized he always asked that. Asked that same question every time.
“Fine,” she answered. She stopped herself as she felt the question forming on her lips, the question she always asked. The one about how she was. She suddenly realized she didn't need to ask him or anyone how well she did her fucking. It all seemed so silly…
He started the car up, just as usual, and drove her home. They usually sat outside the house and did some innocent necking before she went in but tonight Dorothy wasn't in the mood. She wanted to talk.
“Maybe we should cool it for a while, Ted,” she whispered.
“Huh?” “I mean take it easy. I'm getting all confused, I don't know if I like you because of you or because of what we do… that's all. I want some time to sort things out.” He swallowed.
Then he reminded himself that Dorothy wasn't some dumb chick like the others, she was serious… and he had serious plans for her. Maybe if he played along, let her have some time to think things out it would be best. If she came to him after a few weeks and said it was he she liked, not just the fact that they had sex, he would ask her to get married. “You want to not have sex for a while?” he asked.
“More than that. Maybe we shouldn't see each other, give ourselves a chance to see what we really think and feel about one another,” she said. “Jesus, baby, I don't know how long I can go without you. I really dig you,” he said. “That's just it, Ted, do you dig me because of me or because of what I let you do to me?”
He started to answer, then stopped. A smile came across his face.
Shit, she'll be back, he told himself. “Okay, I'm willing to give us a test. How's two weeks?” She nodded. “Okay, but if I want longer you won't get mad at me will you?” “Longer? What will you need longer for? What are you planning to do during those two weeks? Go out with another guy?” His temper was getting worked up. “No, silly,” answered Dorothy. “I just want time to think, that's all. Time to decide what I want to do with my life.” He grinned. “Man, you don't have to wonder about that. I've got big plans for us, baby. Some day I want to own this town.”



CHAPTER TWO


It was something she had done many times, ever since she was eleven and David was ten. And the next morning as Dorothy lay in bed she couldn't help but think about it. Especially the first time she saw it… it was such a surprise. Their father was alive then and they lived on the other side of town near the railroad where he worked. Dorothy and David shared a bedroom then, it was a small house.
One morning she woke up and rolled over. David was in the twin bed opposite hers. That's when she saw it, his thing. It had slipped from his underpants and hung half-stiff between his legs. The bedcovers were tossed back and he was on his back snoring away. David was always a heavy sleeper and snored often, even at that young age.
She remembered how awed she was to see the pink penis just sitting up there like it was some little person to greet her “Good morning.”
At first she was giggling, then serious, then curiosity got the better part of her. She got out of bed and went real close to get a good look at the funny little pee-pee. That was seven years ago and since then many changes had taken place. One was David's decision to no longer sleep with underpants on. At first she wondered if he knew she was watching him whenever the opportunity came up but she decided that was crazy, he'd have said something. But it did make her observations a lot easier and a lot more frequent. She felt privileged to be able to watch the pink little worm grow and develop over the period of seven years. Watch as the first hairs broke through the skin above his cock and finally grew thick enough to surround the base like a little forest. It was also a great thrill to know that her younger brother had exactly the same color hair as she did. The same yellow-blond hair on their heads and the same down there too. It was only a year ago when she got the courage to lift the blankets away when they were covering him, before that she just had to wait until he tossed them aside. But he was a sound sleeper and she moved with great caution. Lifting them up and folding them back, the gazed down on the developing, maturing shaft of her brother. It had changed so much! The cuteness was gone, now it was a beautiful tube of splendid pinkness with a flared head. And it had grown. David usually woke up with an erection because he had to go to the bathroom so Dorothy had ample opportunity to see the delightful cock at full extension.
She remembered the time she touched it and almost woke him up. It was such a daring move after so many years of just peeking and giggling. It was less than a year ago when she had figured he was so sound asleep one little pet from her finger couldn't disturb him. It was so warm! Then he stirred, grumbled, rolled over, and she ran from the room. Then father died and it all ended. Things were different, just different. She wasn't interested in watching her brother grow or anything else for that matter. That's when she started going out with Ted. Then mother married Jake Holloway and they moved in with them. It was a big house, Jake and Mom in the master bedroom, Vic and Len shared a large bedroom, Dorothy had her own smaller room and David was given the attic room all by himself. She hadn't peeked on him since. But this morning was different for some reason.
Maybe it was because she and Ted were “cooling it” for a while, maybe that was it. She knew David didn't approve of Ted though he never said so, they were just so different, that's all. But Dorothy did feel a need to tell David the news, to try and re-bridge the gap that had grown between them since moving into this house. Vic and Len didn't help either, always teasing him. Making fun of his interest in music, joking because he wasn't athletic, didn't like horses and knew nothing at all about cattle. They called him a sissy, a momma's boy, and frequently laughed at him. But for some reason David always took it in silence. Dorothy slipped from her bed and put on her pink houserobe. Everyone else was sleeping as she slowly tiptoed up the stairs to the attic room. She eased open his door and looked inside.
David was sleeping all right, she could hear the wheeze of his breath.
He was on his back. She closed the door behind her and walked softly to the side of his bed. In the dim light she could make out his chiseled features, the delicate, pointed nose and smooth skin. His lips were pink and his eyebrows curved just so. Ever since their childhood people had marveled over how much she and David looked alike. They had the same face… only on her it was considered beautiful, alluring… on him, effeminate. Yes, that was it. All the guys thought David was effeminate. But Dorothy knew better, she knew he possessed something no female could ever hope to have. And his looks, his beautiful face, were like those she saw in the magazines on men modeling clothes. Not the rugged, scarred and beaten faces with broken noses and two days of beard like every man in this part of the country had, but the delicate, sensitive face of a cultured man.
Dorothy always believed David got such a teasing because the rest of the guys were jealous. None of the girl she knew seemed to mind, in fact most of them thought he was handsome in a “different” sort of way. But David didn't want anything to do with them for reasons Dorothy could agree with, they were just the female counterparts of the men. The thing she was afraid of becoming if she married Ted.
Dorothy stood by the bed for several minutes before reaching for the covers. He was still breathing steadily, so she gently lifted the blankets up and back from his leg. He didn't move. She peeled the blanket back to the side and gazed down at the beautiful cock she hadn't seen for so long. Her heart swelled, she hadn't realized how much she missed these secret moments of forbidden intimacy. If he ever woke up he'd kill her but she didn't care. It was a splendid rod and it lay there half hard, sloped across the yellow hair with its belly up like a wounded snake. And the fleshy sac with the two balls nestled between his legs; fine blond hairs grew from that too. He was sleeping soundly so Dorothy decided to touch it. She had to!
Compared to the brutal cock of Ted this was a masterpiece! And it looked bigger, if she stroked it, it would grow to full size and she'd know for sure. Very gently she laid the tip of her finger on the head.
David stirred slightly, he swallowed. Dorothy froze, she was about to run from the room but he didn't wake up. She softly traced her fingertip down the entire length of the cock and felt the warm heat of the soft flesh. It started to expand and grow right under her touch! He was wheezing again so she added another finger and stroked the length. The cock firmed enough to cause the head to lift up from his belly, the soft pinkness was turning to a more visible red. She now brushed her cupped fingers up and down several times, slowly, softly, hardly touching any more than a draft warm air from the window would. The cock straightened and stiffened to a full erection under her hand! God, she thought to herself, it's magnificent! What a beautiful cock! She knew what she was going to do no matter how hard she tried to stop herself, how much she told herself it was stupid and he'd wake up for sure. But she knew she was going to do it, she had to for some unexplainable reason. She checked once again to make sure he was sleeping, then gently eased herself down to her knees beside the bed. She brought her face close to the cock, making sure not to let her long hair touch his legs or belly. She inhaled and smelled the wonderful ripe aroma of his aroused shaft. Her mouth was watering, trembling. She wanted o kiss it, to show it how much she loved it and how much she had missed it the past few months. To apologize for turning to Ted's thick cock for friendship. Her lips parted slightly as she lowered down and touched them to the flesh just under the glans. She lifted away quickly, expecting to hear him cry out. But David was still fast asleep. Dorothy went back down and kissed again. This time her lips lingered and she licked the tip of her tongue across the meaty skin and lilted it. She pulled back and gazed down at the wet her tongue had left on the small spot of his cock. His wheezing was unbroken, she had kissed his cock without waking him. She was telling herself to get up and go us her hand came down and circled the shaft, gave it a gentle, loving squeeze and tilted it upward. She was shaking with fear, she was sure she was going too far… but he still slept peacefully. She couldn't help it. She had tried to do it to Ted but he stopped her like it was something dirty. She wanted to feel a cock in her mouth so badly. She no longer cared if he woke up or not as she leaned back down, opened her lips wide, covered the cock head and felt it touch her tongue. She closed the lips around the delicious spike, swirled her tongue around the flared glans, marveled over the smoothness of the lump. Then she sucked softly and felt it grow even larger inside her lips. She pushed down and felt it glide deep inside her, pulled back and felt the veins and tissues rub against her hugging lips. It was the most tremendous feeling she had ever had. Her crotch was warm and she tingled from head to toe as the taste of the cock began to trickle down her throat. She pumped up and down several times until the cock was coated with her saliva, then she lifted off. David still slept so she went right back to the delightful stolen meal. Now she sucked harder, gave the glans a thorough lashing with her tongue and stroked her hand up and down on the exposed base at the same time. Then his hips started to move. Slowly at first, in rhythm with her bobbing head. She thought he was awake but wasn't about to look up. If he wanted her to stop now he'd have to pull her off. She could feel her own wetness streaming down the in-sides of her thighs, she was on fire inside and nothing could stop her now.
The hips became more and more active under her and she responded with deeper draws on the fire-hot cock. Her thighs were trembling and she could feel the stiffness in her nipples as his hips made the most insistent lift of all. The glans flared to an even wider stance before it happened. Her mouth was filled with his sperm, it came into her with shooting spurts of surprise. Dorothy first pulled back but stopped and plunged back down. The cream was choking her, filling her cheeks and gums, running down her throat as gush after gush pumped into her. She swallowed, that's all she could do. She held her breath and swallowed it down gulp after gulp. Then she relaxed, it was nice, it tasted tremendous, it was delicious. Her trembling thighs clamped tight together as an orgasm raced through her own body, as shivers of warmth ran up her spine to say everything was all right, it was okay. She licked all the sperm off the cock and kissed it dry as it relaxed into a semi-limp position. The flesh was still red and more puckered, but it was unchanged. Dorothy made her last swallow and decided she better look up now, look up and face the fury of her brother. He was still sleeping.



CHAPTER THREE


“Your mother and I will be in Reno for the whole week,” Jake Holloway said at dinner that night. He sat at the head of the rectangular table, opposite him sat his second wife, the mother of David and Dorothy. Vic and Len sat on the right side of the table, Dorothy and David on the left. “We'll be leaving on the early train so I want Vic and Len to drive us to the station. You boys will also be responsible for making sure everything gets done while we're gone,” he continued. “Sure, dad,” said Vic. “You don't have a thing to worry about, just have a good time.” He shook his head.
“You don't understand. When I say responsible I mean keeping out of the way of Ben, my foreman. He can take care of the feeding and everything that's necessary, that's what I pay him for. You boys will be expected to show up for your regular jobs… he'll tell you what to do.” Len made a disappointed face. “But, dad…” “No buts!”
Jake said firmly. “And I expect you two to show up too! I've had enough of this skipping your jobs just because your father's the boss.” “What about him?” asked Vic pointing at David. David looked up with surprise. “What's he supposed to do while you're gone?
Sit in his room and play the flutee tootee?” Jake scowled at Vic.
“David just got out of school for the summer. He'll have to help Dorothy take care of the house this week. When I get back he'll be assigned a job at the feed lots right along with you roughnecks.”
“How come he gets to wait until you're back?” Len asked.
Jake's face was getting redder each second. “Because Ben will have enough on his hands trying to keep track of you two, that's why!
I'm not gonna dump a new trainee on him too! When I get back I'll show him his job and see he learns it right… I don't think he'll have too hard a time doing better than you two.” If they weren't at the dinner table Vic would have spit. “Him? Hell, he can't even stand the smell of a clean steer let alone the ones in the feed lots!” Jake let his sons have their laugh before saying, “Can't say I blame him.
He's not like you two who never even try to wash it off.” Dorothy started to giggle but a quick glance from her mother silenced her.
Whenever Jake was reprimanding his sons Dorothy, David, and their mother kept out of it. But as usual the sons didn't know when to stop.
“Well, maybe he can vacuum and do dishes as well as he can play his flute,” mumbled Len. “Make somebody a nice little housewife someday,” added Vic. Jake let the comments pass and Dorothy looked over at David to see if he was angry. But David continued to eat and seemed oblivious to Vic and Len. She wondered how he was able to let their crude, insulting remarks never bother him. Why he just didn't seem to care one way or the other. Len grinned. “Maybe we should find him a herd of sheep to take care of with his flute. He can toe-dance under a tree and watch all the little lambs.” “That's enough boys,” mumbled Jake. Vic and Len starting giggling and became silent while the rest of the dinner was eaten. Afterwards David volunteered to do the dishes for his mother. “I'm sure you've got packing to do, mom,” he said. As he was in the kitchen Len and Vic came back in to watch and snicker. “Don't get dishpan hands, Davee,” sang Len. “You don't want to be all red and chafed. Maybe you'll need some hand lotion afterward?” Dorothy was drying, she spun around and snapped, “Why don't you creeps lay off?” “Ooooo!” giggled Vic. “Is little sister sticking up for her sweet little brother? Can't he defend himself? Huh? He needs a girl to protect him?” “Same difference,” cracked Len. “If he protects himself it would be just like fighting with a girl!” “Hah ha ha!” guffawed Vic. “He'd probably spit and scratch just like a pissed-off kitten!”
“Get out!” screeched Dorothy. “Shhhh…” David quietly whispered to her. She looked over at him and saw the same composed, unaffected expression. Dorothy went back to the dishes and did her best to ignore the childlike catcalls and whistles of Len and Vic as they left. After the dishes were done David went to his room and the soft strains of his gentle flute music filled the attic. Dorothy was still bothered by the antics of their stepbrothers and knew they would have to contend with them for a full week alone. She went up the stairs to the attic bedroom and knocked. The music stopped. “Come in,” David said. She entered the room and sat next to him on the bed. He looked so clean, so beautiful half lying against the headboard in his white tee-shirt and gently waving blond hair, that Dorothy wanted to immediately kiss him, comfort him, make all the hurt he must be suffering go away. He smiled, flawless white teeth glistened at her and she smiled back. Her teeth were as straight, as gleaming white.
“How can you take it?” she asked. “You mean the ribbing from the he-men?” he asked with a slight tilt of his head. “Yeah. Why don't you say something back?” He shrugged and placed the long, intricately constructed silver flute across his legs. “It wouldn't do any good. It would most likely just make things worse.” “I just don't understand how you can keep from screaming back at them.”
“Sometimes it's hard.” “Don't you want to change them? Make them look at you differently?” she asked. “You mean prove to them I'm not the little fairy they think I am?” he asked. Dorothy couldn't look at him. She didn't know what to say, he brought it up so matter-of-factly. But his hand reached out and tenderly lifted her chin up until their eyes met. “Face it, sis, they're not the only ones. Most of the guys at school consider me some kind of queer… maybe I am.” “Huh?” she asked with surprise. He laughed. “I don't mean it that way. I'm not a homosexual. But I'm also not the type of guy who's going to win any ribbons at a rodeo. I'm thin, I'm not strong and tough, I can't stand the smell of horseshit, steer-shit, bullpiss and human body odor. Those seem to be the things all the guys around here love.” Dorothy started giggling and nodding her head with full agreement. “So face it,” he said, “I'm real queer by cowboy standards.” “But does that mean you have to put up with their abuse?” “It sure does. Vic and Len don't know anything but how to be tough, rough, bronc-riding cowboys. The only way I could shut them up would be to bash their teeth in some noon on Main Street. And you know how that would turn out, my teeth would be the bashed-in ones. I value my teeth more than I do the whole bunch of snickering jerks in this town.” “But maybe if you tried… or threatened.. David shook his head. “No. I won't waste my time.
I've got my life to live my way… and my plans.” “Plans? What plans? Is that why you can put up with it?” “It sure is.”
“What are they? What are you going to do?” she asked. Dorothy now felt close to David, closer than they'd been in months. She watched as he closed his eyes and lifted his arms up behind his neck to cradle his head. He was slim but not skinny at all, he had the build of a sleek swimmer, narrow hips, thin arms and legs. Once again she was reminded of the male models in the fashion magazines she saw.
“I'm going to do what everyone expects me to do. As soon as I'm through with school it's goodbye Texas.” “You'll go away? Where?” she asked. “New York. As far from cattle as I can get and as close to the arts as possible. I want to study music, really study it,” he said. Dorothy felt a heaviness in her stomach. “You'd leave me?” she asked. “Would you rather watch me be ridiculed by the fine gentlemen of Billford?” Dorothy wanted to throw her arms around him, hug him close and press her mouth against his she was so overcome with a feeling of loss… a feeling she had last had the day her father died. But she stood and went for the door, she didn't want to turn back because her eyes were wet, but she had to say, “Ted and I decided not to go out for a while.” “That's good,” David answered. She quickly left the room.



CHAPTER FOUR


The first rays of the morning sun coming through the bedroom window woke Dorothy. She stretched and rolled over. The house was quiet, very quiet. She sat up. Her mother and Jake were supposed to leave early, Vic and Len were taking them to the train station. She got out of bed, slipped on her houserobe and looked into the master bedroom. They were gone. The bed was made, they had left without waking her to say goodbye. She shrugged and went back to bed. But sleep evaded her as she lay there looking out the window, wondering what she would do. Do with her life. The conversation with David the night before still bothered her. Not so much that he would leave some day but because he at least knew what he was going to do. She didn't.
Soon she'd have to start looking for a job, or get married.
That's what all the girls did. It wasn't very appealing. The jobs in the area were all related to cattle, some office work where they needed girls to file records or keep books, or being a waitress in town and feeding the men who handled the cattle. Dorothy soon realized she wasn't that fond of the smell of cattle either. She was lying on top of the bed and her fingers one by one fidgeted with the buttons of the robe. It was unconscious at first, popping one open, moving down to the next and opening it. Then she reached inside and felt her breast, felt the pleasant warmth and smooth texture of the nipple. It began to harden, pucker, lift up to her gentle strokes. She inhaled deeply. The hand moved down and a button came open before she touched it. Her flat, firm stomach was like fine velvet to her fingers. The slope from below her full breasts to the end of her rib cage was slight, then it plunged abruptly down to the belly which swept gracefully down like a wind-blown sand dune. The lowest point of the flesh plateau was the navel, the small knot of flesh snuggled inside a delicate crevice. Her finger moved inside the hole to touch the knot, make a small circle and slide back out. From there on down the flesh seemed to grow even softer and started the slight upward rise. A rise which abruptly ended when Dorothy's fingertips touched fine, soft hair. A thousand threads of silk waving atop the crest of full, mature womanhood before all the anatomy plunged, converged, collected into a mass of tender, swollen tissues.
Dorothy moved one finger down to touch the ripe skins alongside each side of her vaginal opening. It was warm, easily excitable flesh which thrillingly responded to even the slightest touch of the fingertip. She then moved sideways and felt the loose skin of the pink-lipped hole. It waited there, relaxed, wrinkled, ready to expand willing around the stretching circumference of a warm, throbbing cock.
She opened the rope completely and exposed the curving, firm lines of her body. Long, limber legs developed over years of active sports, dancing, swimming. They held no excess flesh yet were fully formed, curving, as good as any she'd seen in the lingerie ads. She stretched them out straight, then slightly apart. She inhaled deeply and the two pointed breasts lifted earthily into the air. Each pink nipple strained up from the top, large nipples, perfectly round with pulpy little caps surrounding each pin-hole. The rim of each nipple was trimmed by tiny bumps of extra-sensitive skin. Her back arched to thrust the breasts even higher as if she were begging for some man's mouth to materialize and clamp down on the enticing tips of pink. Then with a sigh she exhaled, her belly sucked in and her waist appeared much too small for the fullness of her smooth, round hips. The finger teased at the pussy lips, gently first, then with a little more action until the pinkness turned to a more brilliant tone of red. A first trickle of moisture showed at the lowest point of the slit, just a dew-drop sparkle of cunt cream. But the finger now probed deeper and incessantly rolled back and forth across the thickening, expanding chord of her clitoris. The moist-ness spread upward to soon have the whole gash glowing with its own draining happiness. Dorothy closed her eyes and shifted her weight on the bed. The legs opened wider and pulled back to offer more and more of her heated crotch to the self-manipulations. The tip of her tongue slid between tightly closed lips to wash back and forth, to stroke the lips of her mouth into their own form of excitement.
She sighed again and the finger dug deep inside her hole. As it withdrew the thick juice coated it, she plunged it back inside while using a second finger to continue the exciting stroking of the pounding clitoris. She felt warm, good, carefree from her toes to the top of her head as the morning sun sprayed across her nude body and the accurate fingers touched the areas crying for the most attention.
Her other hand squeezed each mounded breast forcefully and came up to pinch each nipple until its color matched that of the fluid-running pussy. The hand never left her body as it trailed down to her waist, alongside her hip and to the rounded fullness of her backside. It squeezed the gentle flesh while moving around and into the crevice of her ass. She used her index finger to stroke the anus, to make small circles around this tiny pink dot. A new excitement trembled through her cooking body, a wild tingle of extreme pleasure. She pushed at the muscular hole until it eased back and the fingertip slipped inside. Taking her time, going easy, she slowly worked the finger halfway into the asshole and stopped. Her two holes, the cunt and the asshole, were both now quivering with ecstasy.
Her anus felt like the finger was much larger than it actually was, especially after she gave it another push and slid it all the way in.
As her asshole reacted with a new kind of shock the walls of her cunt started to shudder without stop. “Yes,” she hissed through clenched teeth. “Yes…” Her box was burning, exploding, creaming abundant waves of juice down on her hand as she twisted and wiggled the finger inside her asshole. She was stroking faster, deeper into the back hole and feeling the climactic reaction spill from the front.
Her open hips started to swell, rise, sway uncontrollably from side to side as the two probes jabbed in and out of the slick crevices of her perspiring body. As the orgasm shivered through her torso Dorothy groaned low in her throat, she twisted wildly and finally hoisted her hips in the air as the last throes of pleasure gushed from the drooling hole between her legs. She sighed, exhaled, relaxed and let her backside come down to rest on the bed. After folding the robe about her nakedness she lay there for a long time staring out the window. Wondering, flunking, daydreaming. On an impulse she got up and walked from her room. The robe hung open in the front, her breasts jiggled with meaty firmness before her as she started up the stairs. Each step made the full mounds jostle a little more, they rolled, trembled, seemed to become more excited and active as she came closer and closer to the bedroom door of David. He was sleeping peacefully, the bedcovers were in their usual disarray, but Dorothy was disappointed to see they still covered his mid-section. But his chest, his sleek, well-defined chest and lean arms were exposed, so were his long, thin legs. She closed his door quietly and leaned against it for a moment. After pulling the robe partially closed she slowly moved to the side of the large bed. His breathing was steady, mouth slightly open. She cautiously reached down and lifted the blankets away. He was lying before her totally nude, beautiful, lean and handsome. The long prick was soft, wrinkled and curled down alongside his leg. The scrotum hung below it, drooping, filled with two small egglike treats. Dorothy was scaring herself, she knew what she might do and was afraid of what would happen. She just knew that she no longer cared if he woke up or not, in fact she wished he'd catch her and find out what she'd been up to for so many years. He would understand… but he would surely make her stop. She gently lifted the relaxed cock with her fingers and it fell back into the cushion of blond hair. Dorothy liked it like that, belly up. She trailed the tip of her finger down the wrinkled, loose skins and watched with fascination as they swelled and grew tight around a growing erection. Color came to the glans and its edges flared out like the cap of a mushroom as she tenderly ran her finger up and down the pole. It grew to a tremendous size, long, straight, stiff and red.
She kneeled on the floor and, just as she had the morning before, brought her wet lips down to taste the powerful cock. She kissed the head, licked out and washed its face with tender laps of her tongue, even lifted it with her tongue and scooped the tip inside the suction of her warm, trembling lips. She rested the side of her head on his belly and sucked the long cock deep into her swirling mouth. It grew even suffer, bigger, harder as she sucked. She pushed down on it and felt the thick head stretch into the back of her mouth and push at the softness of her throat. It was delicious, big, beautiful and she wanted to swallow it, suck it right down into her belly until it emerged from the burning hole between her limber legs. He was stirring, his hips were writhing, twisting. She gave the wet cock a hard suck and made a desperate plunge to get the head around the bend of her throat. It wouldn't go, she had to use her hand to hold the cock straight up and crane her neck so it was an uncurved tunnel.
When she felt his hand on the back of her neck Dorothy froze. An icy panic jolted through her body and she stiffened. He was awake, he knew, he was watching. She kept sucking, pretended to ignore the hand, frantically tried to draw the sperm from the cock before he stopped her. But the hand wasn't pulling, it was stroking her hair, soothing the back of her head. Dorothy slowly drew up until the saliva-coated cock slipped from the circle of her lips. It dropped back across his belly and then lifted up to a slight angle-it was too hard to lie flat and so large it almost reached his navel. She turned her head and faced her brother. He was awake. His hand moved as she turned and came to rest on her shoulder. They were silent until he brought a single finger up and stroked the flushed purity of her cheek. “Good morning, sis,” he whispered gently. She blinked, wiped her mouth, whispered with a strained voice, “Good morning.”
He kept staring into her blue eyes with his own until a smile came across his lips. “I was hoping you'd come back this morning,” he said. Her mouth fell open. “You knew? You knew I was here yesterday?” He nodded. “I couldn't help but know it, you made me feel very good.” She pulled her mouth closed, swallowed. “How long have you known?” she asked. His finger was trailing about her face, touching her lips, her nose, her eyelids. “A long time, ever since we were small. You know, I used to dream about you standing next to my bed looking at me. Then one morning I woke up and saw you actually were there. I didn't say anything because I didn't mind.”
“Oh. Do you mind now? I mean, I'm not just looking anymore, am I?” “Of course I don't mind, sis. Actually I expected you to stop looking and start touching long ago. But then we moved and got the separate bedrooms.” “Yeah, I don't like this place.” David moved over on the bed and motioned for her to join him. As she lay down Dorothy realized her robe was wide open, he was able to see whatever he liked. She started to close it then felt very silly, she left it alone. His eyes moved slowly across the beauty of her breasts, the curves of her waist and hips, the wisping hair of her crotch.
“You're a beautiful woman, Dorothy,” he said. She trembled, he'd called her a woman. “You know you're the first man to call me that… a woman. Usually it's 'babe,' or 'gal,' or 'little doll.'”
But David didn't feel like talking, his hands moved out to touch the velvet softness of her ripe breasts, to hold them like treasures and softly squeeze. It wasn't the pinching, full-handed squeeze that Ted used, it was respectful, mild, much more arousing than anything she'd felt before. Her nipples started to spring into instant firmness and she couldn't catch her breath. “Oh, David…” she cried as tears welled in her eyes. “I know this is wrong… but there isn't anything I want to do more than feel you inside me!” His hands moved further, cupped the tits and pressed them together as he calmly said, “Don't tell me what's right or wrong, Dorothy, just tell me you want me as much as I want you and everything will be right.” She trembled, her breasts felt like they were going to burst open and spray him with tears of joy. “Yes! Oh God, yes! I want you so much! So much I can't stand it!” Their mouths came together. Identically formed lips touched warmly and the tongues traded homes. As she rolled her torso against his their hair merged, it too was identical in color and texture. David surprised his older sister with his confidence, his self-assured manner as his hands moved down her back to stroke the perfect ovals of her ass. “Have you been with girls before?” she asked. “None of them will admit it,” he said. “They don't want anyone to know the sissy of Texas has a bronc-busting style that can't be matched at any rodeo.” “Oh!” She started to giggle and squirm as his fingers slid into the crack of her ass and feel the incredible warmth. She was wet from her anus down to the slick skins of her twat and David touched it all. He rubbed his palms on the most sensitive skins of all, the inside of her thighs. She was shaking, shuddering with passion before his fingers came into any serious contact with her pussy. And as he pressed his lips onto a nipple and sucked she started to climax. A violent bolt of passion blasted from her, she tried to inhale but couldn't, her breath was gone. She grabbed at the blankets, at his clean body, at anything to regain the balance she'd thought she had. “Uuuuuuughhhhh,” she groaned as her climax drove her to a pinnacle of cunt-drooling pleasure she never thought existed. David moved his mouth up to her ear and softly whispered, “Sis, I see you like boys.” “Oh, yes…” she sighed as her hand reached down to feel his still hard cock. “But I've only had one.” “Ted?” She nodded and waited for his reaction.
“Is he any good?” David asked. She shrugged. “I don't know.
I have nothing to compare him with.” She grinned. “But I know one thing, you're a lot bigger.” He liked that and thrust his hips forward to jam his erection hard into her stroking hands. “Did you ever suck his?” he asked. “No.” “No?” She couldn't look him in the face when he asked such a question. And she never thought she'd have the courage to answer him truthfully. “I tried but he stopped me. Said good girls didn't do things like that.” “What?
He stopped you? Good girls?” David rolled onto his back and started laughing hysterically. But Dorothy didn't waste time. As he went back she ducked down and scooped the long cock back into her mouth to suck it back to the wonderful warmth of before. David reached down and pulled at her legs until her hips were alongside his head. Then like a man who enjoys the exploration as much as the conquest he took his time pushing the robe away. He could smell the aromatic juices of her ripeness, almost taste them. Her buttocks were so round, so full, so exactly perfect as a platform for her beautiful hips and crotch. He ran his hands back and forth over them, then kissed each swollen pillow with an open mouth. His nose moved into the deep, warm crack and snuggled deep down until he could go no further. He had to pull away and roll her onto her side. The blond hair lit up her whole crotch like whipped butter on top of warm muffins… steaming muffins… muffins made from scratch. He kissed her thighs and pushed them wide apart to view her whole crotch. The fleshy tissues and red-lipped gash were brilliant with excitement and youth. She was firm, small, a collection of the pinkest pinks and whitest whites… all topped off with that blond butter. When he kissed the mounded hair she again reacted quickly, her hips jerked, she swayed. David's hands moved around to cup the cheeks of her ass and hold her in place as his tongue made short flicks downward. Even with her mouth full of throbbing cock Dorothy could feel his tongue moving closer and closer to her hole. God, she wanted him to kiss her there, to send that tongue inside her. That was something she was dying to feel, something no man had ever done to her. David's tongue touched the lips of her pussy all right. But not with a penetrating jab. Instead he followed each lip down and around the hole, he traced each piece of juice-coated skin with the tip of his tongue until it was all covered.
The heat was blasting from her, she was jerking with spasms and sudden trembles as he made the move she was waiting for. His tongue glided inside the lips and deep into the hugging slickness of her pussy walls. Dorothy melted, she again lost her breath, more waves of cream spilled from her insides to greet his digging, squirming tongue.
She came down hard on her mouthful of cock and felt the head squeeze deep and force around the slight curve of her gurgling throat.
Her ass, her hips, her golden twat were clipping up to David's face with greater and greater fever as he plied her clitoris and wet, dripping lips with his tongue. The taste of her juice was fresh, clean, exciting his mouth with a thousand different flavors of mellow pussy. It dug deeper as she pushed down harder. Dorothy could feel her whole throat expanding, peeling back like so much elastic around the pulpy knob leading his long cock. She held her breath to keep from choking and twisted her face on the shaft until it was suddenly, wonderfully, completely inside her. She paused to feel her throat being fucked. David used his hands to spread her thighs even further apart. Dorothy was a limber girl, the legs separated into an open split leaving nothing before his face but cunt, buns and asshole. With a broad swipe he licked from the blond cap of hair across the red twat and to the pink little asshole. Even with her legs so widespread her hips were able to jerk and twist as the thrilling tongue ignited her anus. He pointed the tongue and pushed straight against the asshole until it eased open. He slowly slid his tongue inside the incredible tightness of the quivering hole.
Dorothy's head was pumping ferociously up and down to plow the cock with great speed deep into the sucking recesses of her boiling mouth and throat. The feeling in her ass was beyond belief, so soft, so warm, so filling and pleasant. David got the tongue all the way inside before scooping the tip from side to side. An instant reaction came to his sister, she groaned on her stuffing of pecker, her whole torso started to sway rhythmically against his body, the colon muscle of her ass tightened, went very loose, slammed back again as her hips clipped with a blur of speed and another stream of happy milk drained from the contracting walls of her boiling twat. “Uuuuuuhhhhhh…” she groaned. He whipped his tongue with faster strokes to drive the climax she was experiencing even higher, to make her sweet body and tasty asshole crack with thunderous applause and release wave after wave of jolting juice down to his face, tongue and mouth. His nose was snuggled between the clamp of her buns and her twat squirmed hotly against the end of his chin as Dorothy drove the cock deep enough inside her mouth to feel his pubic hair on her lips. She was swimming, totally gone, she had never thought sexual pleasure was allowed to feel this good. Her hands, her feet, her knees and elbows were even experiencing the wonderful release and tremendous fill of her openings. And the cock, the big, long cock of her brother that she had stared at for so many years was now hers, hers to kiss and lick, to touch and stroke… to fuck with everything her body could offer.
David moved her still trembling body around until she faced him with her flushed cheeks and beaming eyes. Her hair was a yellow tousle across her head, the nipples of her swollen tits were like red wine grapes, they were so excited, her breathing came in full-bodied gasps.
“Oh, David, I feel so good… so great… I love you!” she emotionally cried. Her arms went about his neck and she pulled her warm body in tight next to his. David smiled and held her close while she regained her breath. He had made it, with several girls from school but it had never been this good. Usually it was an impulse that made him make a pass at the girl and usually it was because the girl was coyly teasing him, half believing he was homosexual. The rumors about Ins sexuality had proved valuable at times; it seems girls can't accept such things and almost always try to find out for themselves.
That's what Mary-Sue Ellis was doing one day as a group of them were swimming along the creek running into the lake. She was flirting, and even though she had a steady boyfriend, David caught her with a surprising response. They did it back in the bushes and from that day on Mary-Sue Ellis never flirted with him again. He fucked her so thoroughly and so expertly that she now always looked at him with respect and some fear. She was afraid to risk the secure thing she had with her boy-friend to ever meet David again, she was also dreadfully afraid of falling in love with the “weird” kid at school. The other girls were screwed by David under just as haphazard circumstances. Most of them had steady boyfriends and all of them were only once. It seems the boyfriends never worried if they saw their girl with the “queer,” there was nothing to worry about. But each time David fucked one she shied away after that, staring at him from a distance with admiration, a deep respect, and most of all, that same fear. Dorothy kissed his neck, her pulse was returning to normal, she felt warm, secure, very happy and, unlike the other girls, totally unafraid. It was the first time she could recall ever feeling so good about her life, her future, her desires. She now knew what she wanted… to make David the happiest man in the world. He made her the happiest woman. He was so unlike Ted. Ted's touch, his kisses, his caresses were all like the pats on the neck a man gives a horse.
Heavy-handed, unconfident, almost as if being with a woman was forbidden, wrong, something a man did more as duty than desire. David wasn't like that, he made love as delicately and harmoniously as he played his flute. David saw she was relaxed and again moved his hands across her white, tender flesh. She was smooth, soft, curving in so many subtle, delicious ways. His hands thrilled at each incline and decline of her healthy, well-developed body, the full, proud rump, the narrow, tight waist and bulging, flesh-filled tits. She touched his body. His long, lean body which made him such a good swimmer, his graceful legs and arms and narrow hips. She wanted to lick him everywhere, kiss all of him, taste each square inch of his sleek form and swallow as much of him as she could. He was her brother and he was like her in so many ways… and different in one exciting way.
Their mouths came together, perfectly matched, the tips of their tongues touched, danced, curled together like lucking snakes. His fingers were back to the vagina which had earlier spilled so much love into his mouth, it was still moist, still eager to enjoy more of him.
She held his cock with both hands like a baseball player holds a bat. It was so big she wondered if he could get it inside her. It fit in her mouth and throat with a lot of work, whether that was possible elsewhere was a question she looked forward to answering. Her lingers moved and she started stroking the hard, powerful spike. “Lie on your back, Sis,” he whispered. She grinned and quickly did as he said. His hands opened her thighs once again to expose the pink hole between. The whole area was painted with lubricating moisture, it glowed like a glazed dessert before his eyes. “Will you fit?” she meekly asked. “We're from the same mold, sister,” he teasingly said. “I don't think we'll have any problem. Are you sure you want me to?” “Yes.” “You don't think it's wrong?” She firmly said, “No.” “Good.” David lowered himself down until the tip of his cock brushed into her soft hair. She inhaled to prepare herself, made a strong effort at relaxing, she knew he would be gentle and also knew she should just let her body receive the cock with as little tension as possible. The two were so intent on their preparation that neither one heard the car pull into the driveway. David rubbed his cock head against the moistness of her pussy lips until it shone with slippery juice. There was no need to worry about wetness, there was plenty of that. He pressed with ease against the slit, his spadelike cock head moved into the elastic foreskins and parted them wide to each side. She was going to be tight, wonderfully tight, but she could handle the length and circumference of his cock.
Dorothy inhaled deeply and smiled bravely. David applied more pressure and she felt herself stretching open, yawning wide as the massive head squeezed steadily inside the tingling walls of her inflamed hole. She felt no pain, only a wonderful fullness and joyful stretching. After the head of his cock was buried inside the lips of her pussy David knew there would be no problem at all. She had a strong, healthy cunt with great resiliency and incredible heat. He gave his hips a rolling push and the cock inched deeper. Dorothy made an almost silent groan of happiness, it felt so good to feel a cock j move slowly inside her, that was something Ted never managed to do. He always seemed so rushed. “Ohhhhh,” she sighed. “It feels so good!” “We're a perfect match, Sis. I'm the positive and you're the negative, we're custom made for each other.” “Oh, fill me with it,” she moaned. “Put it all inside me until I explode! Leave nothing out!” David gave his hips several rolling undulations and the cock pushed in, pulled back, pushed in deeper. With each stroke he made the slightest headway and prepared the walls of her cunt for each long inch of his thick, hard rod. Her hips started to work back at him, lift up and twist against the entering shaft. Her flat belly trembled and she sucked her lower lip into her mouth and bit. Bit not out of pain but because she was trying to hold back a climax, trying to stay relaxed as he filled her… then she'd let go. But it was impossible, the cooking glow spread from her cunt out and up her spine. She gasped, grimaced, then cried, “Oh! David, I'm going to climax! Shove it in! Fill me up with your cock, please!” David gave his cock a straight-in, firm push and his pubic hair intermingled with hers. He was completely in her just in time to feel the first grabbing shudders of the cunt. It went berserk around the stiffness and thickness, and rippling muscles all along the walls rolled with ecstasy to massage and pound against the visiting shaft with total delight. Her hips jerked up and she twisted forcefully to grate her insides on the cock as charge after charge of climax burst from her cunt. “Yes! It's so good! It feels so full!” she moaned. Her red-nippled breasts jostled and rolled with meaty abandon on her twisting, heaving chest as the orgasm swept her into a state of complete frenzy. David's hips started moving faster, started sending the cock into her with deep, smooth strokes. The quaking muscles of her gash received each thrust with stronger grabs, more insistent pulls, hungrier hugs of ecstasy. “Uhhhh! Ohhhhh!”
Dorothy cried as the climax peaked and she felt like her whole body was flushing around the pleasing, digging cock. Outside the house Vic and Len walked from the driveway to the front door. “Well, now we got a week without the old man on our backs,” said Vic. “What'll we do?” “Fuck if I know,” answered Len. “Maybe we ought to have a party, invite some broads over.” “Sure,” said Vic. “That'll be real smart. As soon as the old man gets back our fag brother will tattle and we'll get the shit beat out of us.” Len scowled.
“You're right. Shit, things sure were a lot easier before he moved them in with us.” “Hey look,” said Vic pointing along the edge of the walk. “What?” “Right there, stupid, that lizard.”
Len shook his head. “Big fucking deal, so there's a lizard down there. So what?” Vic moved quick and grabbed the startled reptile. It was a gray-scaled, eight-inch long creature which struggled until Vic got his hand completely around the body. “Nice one, huh?” Vic asked Len. “Jesus Christ. What the fuck you picking on a poor lizard for? You some kinda kid?” “Nope,” answered Vic. “But I figure we can have some fun letting it go in David's room. I can see him now standing on a chair crying for help.”
Len grinned. It wasn't a bad idea, any opportunity to make David's life miserable was all right with him. Dorothy's first climax had passed and she was now steadily working her body up to David's with full, rolling motions. Her breasts squashed into his chest and her long legs wrapped around his to touch as much of him as possible as the gigantic cock plowed in and out of her with increasing pleasure. “You're so big,” she sighed. “So deep… So hard… So nice and stiff… it feels so good.” “It's never felt better any other place,” David said. She beamed, smiled, a tear of happiness sparkled in her moist eyes. “I'm so glad we're doing it. It makes me so happy to know we can please each other without worrying about what other people think.” David moved his hands down to cup the cheeks of the round, perspiration-coated fanny. He squeezed the buns together, let them go, then pressed a fingertip against her anus. She closed her eyes and held her breath. He stopped pushing. “Go ahead,” she whispered. “Do anything you like, anything I can do to make you happy I'll be glad to do.” He wormed his finger inside the taut hole and felt her shiver happily. Each time he sent his cock inside her gurgling pussy he pushed the finger a little deeper. He was going to fuck both holes at the same time, one with his cock, the other with his twisting, wiggling finger. Her pulse started pounding again, she faltered in her breathing and had to gasp as rushes of hot passion traveled up her torso. He knew exactly what to do to turn her on and did it all so well! She grabbed down to his ass and dug between the buns until her finger was at his asshole. He grinned and she pushed.
The finger eased deep into his rear opening and together they worked their bodies into thrashing, driving passion. “Shhhhh,” whispered Vic to Len as they crept up the stairs to the attic room. “Don't wake him up.” Len waved Vic on and followed. They crouched outside the bedroom door and Len turned the knob while Vic held the poor lizard in his hand. Len opened the door slowly to avoid any noise and peeked in to make sure David was there. He was so stunned at what he saw his mouth fell open, he couldn't move, breathe or even speak. Len felt like a freight train was rolling across his head he was so surprised. Vic was patiently waiting for the signal to let the lizard go but it didn't come. He looked up, saw Len's staring face and peeked through the door himself. From their vantage point they saw David's bare, round rump lifting and dropping with a steady, consistent rhythm between two very beautiful, curving, female legs. A hand was on his ass, deep in the crack. Vic realized one of the girl's fingers was reaming out David's asshole while he fucked her with deep strokes.
The two brothers raised their heads up to get a better angle of vision through the crack in the door and saw David's extremely long, totally soaked cock sliding in and out of a sucking, jerking pussy.
They also saw David's finger was completely lodged in the asshole of the girl. She was beautiful, stunning, wrenching her hips and big tits up to him like a wild animal. But they couldn't see her face, his head was in the way. David's body rolled from the shoulders to the hips as he plowed his massive meat into the bouncing girl. Vic and Len both swallowed, this was the last thing in the world they'd ever expect to see David doing. “Who is it? Who's he fucking?” whispered Vic. “Shhhh…” whispered Len with anger. “Keep your goddam mouth shut.” Vic stepped from below Len and stood fully up where he could get the highest view down on the bed. He couldn't believe how the two bodies worked so well together, how the long legs of the girl wrapped so happily around David's legs, how her hand kept plying that finger into the asshole, how the large breasts kept swaying with such firm meatiness, one moment in view, the next obscured by David's heaving chest. Finally Vic saw her hair and gasped. It can't be! he screamed to himself. That's impossible!
Len saw the light blond hair too and sucked his breath in. His cock was stiff in his pants, pounding with excitement. It had to be, it just had to be Dorothy! David lowered his face down to her shoulder and gave it a nip with his sharp white teeth. She giggled and squirmed her teeming breasts up fully into him: Vic and Len heard the happy outcry and saw her flushed, ecstatic face as she bit back at his warm, perspiring shoulder. The brothers were astonished. They couldn't believe (heir eyes. She was fucking her brother. That little sissy was actually putting his cock into the nicest, choicest, best-built piece of ass in the whole town. His own sister! He was fucking his sister! And, they hated to admit it, fucking her like an expert! They looked into each other's shocked face. Len tried to speak but couldn't. Then Vic tried and Len pulled the door shut.
“What you closing it for?” asked Vic. “I wanna see this.”
“Shhhhhhhh…” warned Len. “Don't let 'em hear you.” “Shit, they won't hear nothing the way they're going at it. I wanna see!”
But Len had other plans. He pulled Vic down the stairs and held him while whispering, “You know what they're doing?” Vic looked at him like he was nuts. “Shit, yes! I know what they're doing, they're fucking!” “But they're brother and sister. They're blood brother and blood sister!” “I know that too, Len. Now let go of me so I can go watch them fuck!” “No, you don't understand.
They're committing incest!” “I don't give a shit what it is,” answered Vic. “I'm gonna go back up there and watch her big tits and full cunt and bare ass and long legs…” He pushed Len away and started back up the stairs. “Go ahead, Vic. Go on up there and screw everything up. Go get your kicks looking and wreck your chances of having those big tits in your mouth, that bare ass and cunt filled with your cock, those legs wrapped around yours.” Vic stopped cold in his tracks and looked back. “What you got in mind?” Len grinned. “Man, we've got it made, brother. We're going to have us more ass this week than you ever dreamed possible.” “How?” Len motioned for Vic to follow him into the living room. Vic looked hungrily up the stairs at the door to the attic bedroom, hesitated, then turned and followed his brother. David's hips were a blur of motion as he pounded his cock into Dorothy with the greatest speed yet. She was climaxing again, gasping in total abandon, mashing her tits against him, shoving her full twat up forcefully to receive each pleasure-giving thrust of the cock she had watched grow from a child's to a man's. Her ass, and his finger in her asshole, were streaked and covered with her spilling wetness. She prayed it would never stop, never end, that everything would always feel as good as it did right now. David felt his internal fires raging like a burning furnace ready to blast with pressure. From deep in his guts the pressure built, slowly at first, then faster, until he knew his cock was ready to present his sister with the creaming of her life, the most full box of jism she'd ever know. He jammed himself down with power and clamped his hips against hers. She came fully up to him, knowing he was going to climax, opening and begging to receive his payload. David jammed his finger deep inside her quivering ass as the first wrenching stream of steaming-hot cream erupted along his imbedded cock. It sprayed like a powerful fire hose inside the sucking hole. Dorothy's throat went dry, she sighed. “Ohhhhhhhh… yes,” she moaned. “Fill me up with your hot seed.” It came in several back-wrenching gushes to coat and lather her insides with white, sticky cream. David's cock kept plowing in, kept spewing sperm, kept draining jism into the trembling, burning walls of her glorying box.
Dorothy grabbed his ass tightly as a final wave of orgasm washed through her. “I'm soooo happy. I feel so wonderful,” she groaned with half-closed eyes. The cock pumped her pussy so full of boiling jism it leaked up to the lips and streamed out like an overflowing pitcher of fresh buttermilk. The frothed, bubbled semen streamed down the cheeks of her ass in thick, slow-moving trickles of white. It all converged into one major puddle in the crease of her upturned ass to surround David's still working finger. Her now-loose asshole was like a drain as the finger pushed gobs of the thick paste inside to also coat her other opening. “All I want to do for the rest of my whole life,” she softly said while kissing his face and eyes, “is fuck you and fuck you and fuck you.”



CHAPTER FIVE


It was a quiet day. Dorothy cleaned the house and went into town to shop for groceries. When she got back David was through with his flute practice and used the car to run to the music store and buy new material. Fifteen minutes after he left Dorothy heard the pickup truck pull into the driveway. It was Vic and Len. “You're home early,” she said as they came through the kitchen dragging pieces of wood, nails, a hammer and assorted hardware. “Yeah,” said Len.
“We got some repairs to do on the house. Figured to get 'em done before pop gets back.” “Oh? That's nice.” “Sure is,” cracked Vic. “Don't make a mess,” she called after them. “I just cleaned the whole house.” “Don't you fret your pretty little head, sister dear!” Len yelled back. She was puzzled. They were actually doing work voluntarily? Something was strange but she didn't want to poke her nose into anything that might cause trouble. She started dinner as the sounds of sawing, nailing, drilling and occasional curses came from the other side of the house. They were finished and had everything put away by the time David was back. “What did you fix?”
Dorothy asked the two whispering brothers. Len winked. “It's a surprise. We'll show you after dinner.” “Well, dinner's ready, we can eat now,” she said. “Good,” said David. “I'm starved. I'll put my music away and be right down.” “No!” stammered Len. “You can't go to that side of the house until after dinner. That's where our surprise is. You don't want to ruin our surprise now do you?”
“Huh? I just want to put away my music.” Vic stepped forward. “You don't seem to understand, Davee-boy,” he drawled.
“There's no peeking at our work until everyone's had a nice meal.”
David shrugged. “Okay, I'll put it away after dinner.”
“That's a nice boy,” said Len. They gathered at the kitchen table and devoured Dorothy's chicken, potatoes and vegetables. With a full mouth Vic enthusiastically said, “Man, you're a good cook! This chicken's great!” “Thank you,” answered Dorothy. “Sure is,” added Len. “I'll bet you'll make Ted a real good wife. You and Ted still going out together?” “We won't be for a while,” she answered. David looked from one brother to the other. He knew they were up to something, something was different. He didn't know what but he felt uneasy. “Oh?” Len asked. “Why not? Ted's a good man and you'll make him a good wife.” “Yeah,” said Vic.
“Especially if you're as good at other things as you are at cooking.”
“We just feel like taking it easy for a while is all,” Dorothy said. She looked over at David as he ate in silence. Her eyes let him know she too felt something was strange. After dinner David helped her with the dishes while Len and Vic made them promise not to come out without telling them first. They wanted to make sure everything was all ready. “What are they up to?” she asked David.
“Beats me. I hope it isn't another one of their stupid stunts where someone gets hurt.” “They were even half-civil at dinner.”
“I noticed. They've got something up their sleeve,” David commented. “Done yet?” a widely smiling Vic asked through the kitchen door. “Just finished,” said Dorothy. “Well, come on.
Come and see what Len and I built for David. You'll love it!”
“For me?” David asked. He frowned and followed Dorothy into the living room. “Where is it?” Vic pointed down the hall to the stairs leading up to David's room. Len was at the top of the stairs, he was smiling. “It's in your room,” Vic said. “In my room? For God's sake, what have you two done now?” David asked as he started up the stairs. Len was like a doorman as David passed. He bowed and stretched his arm out to present whatever it was in the bedroom. David saw nothing, the room was the same as it always was. He turned and faced Len at the door, Vic a step below him, Dorothy peeking from further down. “What? I don't get it.” “You will,” Len said with a sneer as he pulled the door shut with a bang. Dorothy saw part of their afternoon's work. A large hasp lock like the ones used to keep barn doors locked had been installed with long, thick bolts to David's bedroom door. Len slammed the hasp over the metal catch and quickly slid a heavy-duty padlock into place. By the time David started pulling on the door it was solidly locked, locked so well it would take three men to smash it open. “Hey! Hey! Open this door!”
David screamed. “Come on, you guys,” Dorothy said with disdain.
“Open the door and let him out, the joke is over.” “Hah! It's just begun,” sneered Vic. “Let me out, dammit!” David cried.
“Wow! Listen to Davee-boy swear! Listen to the boy yell like a mad man!” Vic whooped. “Why are you doing this?” Dorothy asked.
Len grinned. “Just listen for a minute and he'll find the rest of our surprise… then we'll tell you why we've done it.” David pulled at the door until deciding it was impossible. He shook his head with anger and went to the window. He pulled the drapes to each side and with a sinking heart stepped back. The small window to this attic room, the only window, was no longer there. Thick, heavy boards covered the opening in two layers, one traveling from side to side, the other up and down. Again he saw the rounded heads of bolts holding the boards firmly into the window frame. He tried tugging at the wood and discovered it was put up well, Vic and Len had finally done something right. David knew it would be impossible to break through, and impossible to get through the door. He was trapped. “Hey?” he called out. “Yeah, Davee-boy?” “Why are you doing this?”
“That's what your sister wants to know,” Len yelled back. “Why?”
“Because it's wrong for a brother and sister to do the things we saw you doing this morning, that's why!” “What?” gasped Dorothy.
Vic laughed. “Yeah, it sure is. Brothers ain't supposed to fuck sisters! That's wrong. Blood brothers and blood sisters, that is!”
“No!” Dorothy screeched. Len quietly added with a sickening leer. “Wrong for blood relatives to fuck maybe… but there's nothing wrong with brothers and sisters who ain't related by blood to fuck each other, now is there?” She started to back down the stairs.
“You're crazy. You guys are crazy…” she stammered. “Crazy like foxes, baby,” said Len. “We saw you two fucking like a couple of rabbits in there and decided David should share the fun.” She shook her head slowly. “Never. Never in your life.” He followed her slowly down the steps while saying, “We had a choice between telling on you and getting you both in a hell of a lot of trouble or keeping quiet and getting a piece of the action.” His face was wet with sweat. “You're nuts. I'd never let you near me.” Dorothy's guts felt weak, she stumbled against the wall and wanted to spit up.
Len stopped in front of her and looked down with menacing eyes.
“You don't have a choice, baby. We've got all the cards. Your loving brother is trapped and we can go in there and take our frustrations out on him if we have to. Plus we know what you two been doing. How would your mother like to know about it? How about if we tell Ted?
Tell everyone in the town? Huh?” His hand reached out to touch her swollen breast and Dorothy swung her fist at his face. “You son-of-a-bitch!” she screamed at full volume. “Dorothy? Are you all right?” David yelled through the door. “She's fine!” Vic yelled back. “Real fine and pretty soon she'll be even better!”
“If you guys touch her I'll kill you both!” “Hah!” Vic called out. “That I'd like to see!” “Leave me alone!” Dorothy screeched as Len grabbed at her with two hands. “Like shit I will!” He lunged at her and she was trapped between his cruel weight and the wall. His foul breath made her ill as his face came in close to try and kiss her. She bolted her knee up and caught him between the legs. “Ahhhhh!” Len gasped as he fell back and grabbed his balls.
“Now let him out of there!” Dorothy commanded Vic. Vic looked at her and just smiled. When Len's arms came around her from behind Dorothy was surprised. He grabbed fast and hard, she was pinned in his strong-armed bear hug. “Okay! You little bitch! You wanna play tough, I'll play tough! Vic, watch the door while I show this cunt what a cock feels like!” Vic nodded and sat on the top step. “How come I always get the dirty work,” he mumbled. Then he added, “Just call if you need help holding her down!” “Leave me alone!” Dorothy cried while trying to kick at his ankles with all her strength. But Len had too good a hold. He propelled her into her own bedroom and across the floor until they dropped into a lump on the bed. Dorothy fought with all her strength to get his sticky face and grabbing hands away.
“Get away! Get away from me! Why are you doing this?” she screamed.
Len's face was flushed and wet with perspiration as he snarled, “Cause I want mine too! You can fuck your little brother and not think twice about it! So why not me?” His hands wouldn't hold still as they grabbed to feel the warm softness of her breasts, as they swept down to stroke at her jutting rump and slide up her thighs under the short skirt she was wearing. Dorothy tried rolling away and kicking but her stepbrother was strong and heavy, he had her pinned down so solidly she could hardly breathe. “Please…” she moaned. “Please don't.” “Come on, baby, cooperate. Give it out to me like you do to Ted and your brother. Come on, baby, give me a good fucking like you give the rest,” he said with a husky, strained voice. “I hate you! I can't stand you!” she howled. His hand was under her skirt, probing, squeezing up to feel the tenderness of her ass as she spit at him. Len's face was suddenly angry, furious, his hand grabbed at the soft cheeks of her ass and squeezed hard. The flesh billowed between his fingers and he twisted with vicious cruelty.
“Ahhhhhh! No!” she cried as the stinging pain ripped through her struggling body. His free hand came down to clamp tight around her neck and choke until she gagged. For a moment Dorothy thought he was going to kill her, going to strangle the life right from her tender, thin throat. But he eased up and hissed threateningly, “Listen here, sister, I've had enough of this bullshit! You better start thinking about what Vic and I will do to that fairy brother of yours if you don't shut up and put out!” “Huh?” she asked. Tears were welling in her eyes, the strength to fight was leaving her arms.
“The tougher you make things for us the tougher we'll be on him!
You forget we've got him trapped in there! All we gotta do is open that door and he's at our mercy, get it?” “But why hurt David?” she asked. “Because he got to fuck you. And if he gets your cunt so do we! That's the way it works in a family. No favorites, get it?
Fuck one brother you fuck 'em all!” “Oh, God, no!” she groaned.
“And if Vic and I don't get our share of you we'll make sure he never does again either! Not from you or any other chick!” She could see he meant it, and she knew the two brothers were capable of great cruelty. “And when my mother gets back? What then? How will you stop us from telling? Kill us?” she asked in a near hysterical voice.
He grinned and shook his head. “You won't tell,” he said with confidence. “You won't tell 'cause you won't want her to know about you fucking David. And sure as shit if you open your mouth we will too.” He moved his big-fingered hand from the tenderness of her warm throat to the mounded billow of her heaving breast. The hand pressed firmly into the meaty mass and squeezed. Dorothy sucked her breath in and tried to keep from screaming. A futile, lost whimper of defeat came from her mouth. “Nice tit,” he mumbled. “Nice, big, juicy tit. I always liked your tits, Dorothy, always wanted to feel 'em.” “Please…” she weakly moaned. He sat astride her body with his two muscular thighs on each side of her waist. She couldn't roll away, couldn't do anything but look up at his leering face and feel his hands as they kneaded freely into her sensitive breasts. She held still and hoped he would make one move, one off-balance move so she could pitch him off and run. “Yeah, I've dreamed about these tits. Dreamed how nice and ripe the hot nipples would be in my mouth, how good my cock would feel snuggled up nice and tight between them with those big nipples burning against my belly.” “No. No. No…
Please leave me alone…” Her voice came from somewhere deep in her throat, she tried but couldn't force it out, couldn't scream. His fingers fumbled at each button of the blouse until it was open and only a bra lay between his hands and the bareness of her breasts. He leaned forward while forcing his hungry hands under her back to the bra snaps. Dorothy bolted her hips up hard to throw him off but Len was ready, he made a shrill whoop like he was riding a wild stallion in the rodeo. “That's it you stupid bitch! Fight like a wild filly!” he cried out before dropping back down on her with his full weight. He landed on her belly and with a grunt Dorothy felt the air forced from her body. She was senseless, unable to regain her air, nearly unconscious and vulnerable. With ease Len reached under her back and undid the white bra. By the time Dorothy had her senses back she was without a bra, he had it over her shoulders and arms in seconds and sat astride her staring at the two beautiful breasts.
“Ohhhh,” he said with a slow exhale. “They're even better than I imagined. He pressed the tip of one finger into a nipple and kept pushing until it was buried with the surrounding soft flesh.
“Nice, nice, nipples. Real nice. They're like big strawberries, ain't they? Nice, big strawberries all ripe and red and puckered up for the eating.” His heavy rump moved off her belly and settled further down her body to trap her thighs against the mattress. With both hands he pressed the jellylike piles of tit together and lowered his head toward them. Dorothy's hand flashed out and slapped him hard on the face. Len bolted upright, cursed. His hand came flying back to make a loud whack across her soft cheek. Her head was tossed to the side and she tasted blood. Once again she came close to passing out but didn't quite make it. Her tits felt hot, tingling, she realized he was sucking her nipples, working them between his sharp teeth and as much as she dreaded it the nipples were responding.
He lifted up and licked his lips. A red blotch was on his face where she hit him, a similar mark was on her cheek. His eyes twinkled with delight. “They taste as good as strawberries too,” he mumbled.
“You are disgusting,” she hissed. He seemed proud of her insult. “You bet I am, baby. And one more slap out of you and you'll see just how disgusting I can be. I'll make you regret it the rest of your life.” She kept her mouth shut as his head lowered again and she felt the wetness and heat of his swirling tongue making lapping circles around each nipple. Then he sucked hard, drew the puckered flesh deep inside and bit. Dorothy gasped, grimaced, exhaled, felt her nipple throb with unwanted passion. He got up and stood next to the bed. “Okay, bitch,” he said with a determined voice. “Strip.”
She tried to get up but his fast hand pushed her back down on the bed. “No, baby, I didn't say get up. I said, strip. Right there where you are… flat on your back.” “No.” He frowned. “I'm taking off my clothes right here and if you ain't naked by the time I am I'll rip every bit of clothing right off your fucking ass! Now strip!”
His hands came up and undid his belt-buckle. As the pants fell from his legs Dorothy saw the hard, rugged knob jamming fiercely at his white underpants. He kicked his shoes off and stripped the checkered shirt from his heavily muscled, stocky form. The last thing he removed were the underpants. His erect, thick pecker bounded free, a strong limb with brutally thick head and bright red flesh from top to bottom. It was a ram, a trunk, a gnarled root of a large oak tree.
Dorothy hadn't moved. Len did. He grabbed down at the hem of her skirt and gave it a sharp, hard jerk. The material ripped and she felt a tearing pain around her waist. It was half torn from her so he used both hands to strip it away. She cried and rolled over, came to her knees and lunged for the far side of the bed. Len's cruel hand came down on the roundness of her ass to grab the white undies. She kicked back but he had them, with another painful rip they hung by the elastic of one leg from her soft thigh. Red welts ran in circles about her narrow waist and upper thighs. Len gazed down at the beauty of her bare ass as she still tried to crawl away. It sent a bolt of fierce heat through his loins, it was the most perfect ass he had ever seen in his life. The deep crack was an invitation to delights only few men ever enjoy, the sweetest crevice ever built. He dived onto her struggling body and felt the soft pliancy of her twisting, heaving ass against the stiff eagerness of his hot, blood-pounding cock. Her elbows swung back, she kicked, her second wind was coming and he could feel her determination to fight him all the way.
“Get off me, you bastard!” she screamed. He reached to the floor and grabbed his pants, with a little fumbling he pulled the thick leather belt loose. Then he grabbed one arm and forcefully bent it back until she was pinned down with him holding her in a hammer-lock. “Ouch! That hurts! You'll break my arm!” she groaned.
“You bet your pretty little ass I will, bitch!” He pulled her other arm back, then used the belt like he was tying a young calf for branding. She was now virtually helpless with her hands tied behind her back. Len stood up and dragged her by the feet until she was at the center of the bed. His chest heaved with each breath, he had to paused for a second and calm down. While he did his eyes explored the delicious fanny, the curving flawlessness of her legs, the way the tits bulged out to each side of her hog-tied chest. With one hand he stroked at his throbbing cock. She was so beautiful he didn't know where to start. Then he grinned as he remembered it would be all week, plenty of time to poke his stick in everything she had. Everything.
“Okay, baby, roll over and open up them legs of yours. I'm gonna let you feel a real man's cock! A cock you won't forget for a long time.” Dorothy knew she was finished. Her arms were strapped back so hard they ached, she couldn't budge them. But she didn't move. His hands grabbed her ankles again, she kicked, but it was useless. He twisted her legs until she rolled over like a helpless, crying baby.
“You make one kick with them beautiful legs and I'll tie them up so tight around your neck you'll be able to kiss your own asshole,” he said. A sudden, chilling shiver ran through her body as she stared at his menacing pecker, at his stocky, hard build. She was no match for him, he could snap her like a pretzel if he wanted. He sat on the bed next to her, his hands moved back to the attractive tits and started to knead once again into their loveliness. “Yeah, step-sis, I sure wish I had your tits for pillows. Shit, I'd never get out of bed… I'd lay there sucking all day and all night.” “You crude bastard,” she cursed. He loved it. “Say what you want, cunt. Swear and cuss and call me anything you want… but I know what you are. I sure do. You're a brother-fucking slut! Did you suck your brother's cock? Huh? Did you suck him off as well as fuck him?”
He was squeezing her tits with force now, squashing them into red, aching mounds of pulsating meat. He came down hungrily and took each nipple neatly into his mouth to suck and bite. Dorothy closed her eyes and grimaced, they were growing again, getting hot and stiff, feeling like they could explode at any minute… her very sensitive nipples. She was beside herself with anger as she shuddered with pleasure and her breathing rate increased. But he was biting her so much, making them feel so hot! Her body wrenched, but this time not to get away, this time it was to lunge the heated tits up to his chewing mouth and sweat-covered face. As soon as her body did that his hand moved across the flat belly down to the blond, waving hair.
Dorothy fought to keep her legs together but he was able to force a finger down inside the sweetness of her thighs and touch against the warm, delicate tissues of her cunt lips. “No… please…” she begged. The hand pushed hard until it was lodged in her crotch, the fingers didn't stop moving once. They poked, pinched, stabbed at her gentle skin until she could hold back no longer. The middle finger of his hand stroked up and down the red length of her slit until an unwanted trickle of wet juice came out. As soon as Len felt the moisture he gave her nipple the hardest bite yet. He clamped it between his rear teeth like a piece of beef jerky and squeezed. The sweet teat pounded with passion, it seemed to explode with fire in his mouth… and the legs opened up like the sides of swinging doors.
The finger stabbed deep and fast. It felt the walled-in wet beyond the loose-fleshed lips and smeared it down and out. She was now running like a spring brook, the hot liquids poured from her pent-up twat as he worked his finger deep inside to tantalize and inflame the inner walls. “Nooooo…” she moaned. He laughed softly and worked a second finger into the crack. Her legs opened to receive the larger fill. She was had and he knew it. Len pulled away from her well-worked tits and moved to the foot of the bed. With his strong hands he pushed the long, lithe legs wide apart and stared down at the delicious slice of burning meat in her crotch. “You got some cunt, baby. It's a real good looking pussy. In fact you ain't got nothing that ain't great!” He dropped between the legs until his face was within inches of the draining gash. First he brought a hand up to each side of the cunt and separated the lips far apart. He stared into a pink-walled tunnel of imploring tissue. The wisping blond crown of hair sat high on a hill overlooking the tempting cave.
Len brought his thick-lipped mouth down to her cavity and thrust his tongue deep inside. He could feel her reaction to him, feel her heated thighs shiver, her guts catch with fire, her ass tighten with lust. Yes, she was had. He lapped his tongue up against her clitoris time after time… eventually her hips gave a sharp jerk, then swayed to the side and lifted up to his face for more. “You like it?
Huh? You like the way my tongue feels in your hot twat?” he asked.
Dorothy was silent. She wanted to scream, to cry, to vomit and kill him… but her body was helplessly inflamed by his insistent mouth. The best she could do was stay quiet, not fight, not give him the obvious pleasure he got from hurting her. Tears finally welled in her eyes as he crawled higher on her strapped, aching body. He stopped again to taste the heated strawberries on her swollen, red breasts. Using his hands to squash them together into a distorted mass with the nipples very close together made Len smile, then plunge his licking tongue down on them. When he lifted away the tits were drenched with his saliva, they glowed like dew-covered melons in the morning sun. “Now I'm gonna fuck you, sister. I'm gonna fill your cunt with cock and I know you'll just go crazy.” “No… please don't,” she meekly whimpered. He laughed. “Hah! Listen to her!
She's grinding her hot fucking cunt up like it had ants in it and still she pretends like she don't want cock!” She could feel the hard knob-headed cock pressing against the burning skins of her cunt, working back and forth in the pools of slick moisture, patiently searching for the opening which would swallow it with hot suction in the heaving, twisting throes of her hips. “Yeah,” he sighed as the skins folded back and the warm, soft inner flesh slid against the tip of the cock. He applied pressure and felt her twat encircling the root, felt it peel open like a hot potato to welcome the stretching fill of his pulsating, screaming cock. Len jammed his hips down hard and forced his powerful shaft forcefully into the delicate hole.
Dorothy's eyes closed with pain and she grimaced. “Uuuuuuuugh!” she moaned. He smiled. He had hurt her, she was crying because his cock was so big. Len lifted his hips and withdrew the thrilled pole from her shocked twat. Then he pounded back down with even greater force and she cried out again. “Whatsa matter, baby? Too much cock for that little pussy of yours? I figured it would be loose and easy after all the fucking it's done with your brother and boyfriend!” “You bastard!” she screeched. The cock pounded into her again, and again, and again. His hips worked like a machine and his cock was a nonstop battering-ram slamming in and out of her cunt like a well-greased piston. She bit her lip, opened her legs as wide as possible, tried to adjust her position to the one of least pain. Len took it all as a move of happiness, a heated attempt to fuck him back.
His hands forced under her back and down to squeeze into the flesh of her asscheeks as if they were handles. He quit talking, his lips were closed, he was lost in a world of absolute pleasure that he had never dreamed could exist. His whole body was reeling with the excitement of being inside such a beautiful, fine, well-built female.
The pain eased and Dorothy gasped for air under his heavy, working weight. She knew what she had to do. He was in her, now it was her job to get him out as soon as possible. She ground her hips up with a twist against his cock. He pushed back and she pulled away, then she heaved hungrily back up to him while working her pussy up and down his cock several times. Her agility and coordination were no match for him. On each clumsy stroke of his cock she was able to twist and pull her tight cunt back and forth, to excite the cock no end, to drive it into insanity and suck the juice from its crying, pounding head. A low moan of happy pleasure came from her throat as she whipped up and down under him… as she told herself over and over to forget who it was, forget how it had happened, forget everything and just enjoy the feel of stiff, pumping cock. His mouth was open and he now gasped for air. Dorothy's body kept twisting, heaving, swaying under him to tantalize and suck at his cock without let-up. She no longer cared who he was, it was a cock… a cock to be fucked and she was doing everything she knew to satisfy it. “Oh! Oh…” she sighed. A burning heat was building inside her, she could feel the tingling pressure, the swelling rise of hot passions. Her twat was crying with hot liquid, the cock was now feeling tremendous. She flexed her ass and drove up high and hard to take it all, to swallow it inside the swirling, steaming, running walls of pussy. “Yes!
Yes! It's good! I feel it!” she cried as a climax took her by surprise. She smiled and rolled her head from side to side to beat his face with her long hair. It was a quick, short-lived orgasm but nonetheless it was pleasure. She wrenched up and at the same time wrapped his thick hairy legs with hers. “Fuck me! Fuck me real good with your wonderful cock!” she whispered in his ears while biting his neck. Len was beyond understanding, his body had never witnessed such a response. He was absolutely transformed as the ripping insides of his cock started to beat with jerking pressure. The white sperm issued from the expanded head of his cock in three full, back-wrenching explosions. He grabbed fiercely at her ass and went into a rigid, groaning push-up posture over her as his cock belched molten steel inside the cunt which loved him so well. His temples pounded unbelievably, his chest ached for air, his cock felt a million sizes larger than ever before as Dorothy's limber body swam and danced with ecstasy under him. Len finally collapsed on top of her. His cock was drained, so was all his strength. He was motionless and heavy for a long time as he regained his breath. Dorothy could feel his expended cock retract, shrink, draw away in rest. She said nothing and didn't move as he slowly rolled away from her and reached for his pants. He dressed slowly and quietly. Then he stood, zipped his pants and turned around. “See? It was okay, wasn't it?” he asked.
She closed her eyes. She wanted to throw up right on his feet… but she didn't. She smiled and nodded. As hard as she tried she couldn't say anything, that was asking too much. “Roll over,” he said. She found her voice. “Why?” “So I can take that belt off you. I don't think you'll fight much anymore. I think you like it too much to do that.” Without laughing in his face she rolled onto her belly. His hands took turns stroking across her ass before he undid the belt. Then the hands went back to each soft cheek and squeezed the smooth roundness. Dorothy didn't move, she let him have his feels, his hands were being tender at least. “I sure love your ass, Dorothy,” he said. “Almost as much as your tits. But we'll get to these things later, right now I better let Vic take his turn.”
“What?” she asked. “I know,” he said. “But a deal's a deal.
He helped me out in this deal and we promised to share you. He won't be bad… if he treats you bad just let me know.” “Can't I rest first?” she asked. Len shrugged. “That's up to him. But if you fight him as hard as you did me he'll have every right to get just as tough as I did. He might even tie you up too. So take it from me, sis, just relax and let him do his thing. He won't last long.” She closed her eyes, inhaled, nodded. Then she felt a towel on her back.
“Might as well use this to clean yourself out. I'm sure he won't appreciate the mess I left behind.” Len left the room and Dorothy sat up. She rubbed her sore arms and the aching spot on her jawbone where he had slapped her. She had been raped. But it was nothing like she had feared it could be. She was alive and in one piece, she had even experienced a slight orgasm from it. Her legs opened up and she scooped the towel down between them to catch the thick stream of jism trickling from her pussy lips. She wrapped the towel around a finger and worked it inside her hole to wipe as much Of the gunk out as possible… then she realized Vic was due and she was dry.
Dorothy quickly ran to her dresser and opened the top drawer.
From a small jar she scooped just enough petroleum jelly to lubricate her pussy slightly. Just enough to relieve the ache and grease the walls. She went back to the bed and sat waiting for the bedroom door to open.



CHAPTER SIX


David was furious. He heard the cries of his sister, heard the battle going on below the stairs of his attic bedroom. And he was helpless, there wasn't a thing he could do but scream out at Vic and Len to leave her alone. He got jeers in return, and the sick laughter of his two stepbrothers rang in his ears to make David even angrier. He wrenched violently at the thick boards covering the bedroom window. It was useless. He threw his full weight against the locked bedroom door but it wouldn't budge. Finally he sat on the bed rubbing his shoulder, trying furiously to think of a way to escape the room and save his sister. The noises of struggle ceased and David pressed his ear against the door. Then he called out, “Hey?” The taunting voice of Vic came back. “Whatta ya want, you gotta problem?
Huh?” David let Vic's giggles die off, then asked, “Why do you two think you can get away with this?” Vic snorted, stopped giggling. “Len's got that all figured out. He says you won't dare open your mouth.” David walked across his prison. He had no tools, nothing to use as a bar or iron against the blocked window. A wrench, an axe, anything to help him tear into the wood and dig his way out.
He sat back on the bed and felt the tension swelling in his guts.
Dorothy would put up a good fight but she was no match for them. And she was on her own. When Len emerged from her bedroom Vic jumped up. “All done?” he excitedly asked. Len nodded. “Yeah.” “How was it? Is she a good fuck?” “You'll find out, brother. As soon as she rests up you can take your turn just like we decided,” said Len. “Rest? Bullshit! She can rest after I'm through! I'm going in and get my piece of tail!” Vic protested. Len frowned. “Aw, come on, Vic, don't be such a crude asshole. She's just a woman after all, she can't go fucking like she was_ on a conveyor belt. Give her a while to recover from the great screwing I just gave her.” “That good?” Vic's eyes were wide open, he licked his lips and waited for an answer. “You'll see. But let her catch her breath and she'll only be that much better.” “How long? How many minutes does she need?”
“Give her an hour, I really wore her out,” said Len.
“Bullshit!” hollered Vic. “She's not getting no hour! I'm not waiting that long! Fuck no, she can have fifteen minutes and that's it!” “For Christ's sake, Vic…” “I don't want to hear any more about it!” Vic vehemently said. “She's gonna fuck in 15 minutes whether she likes it or not! That's it!” “She probably won't, either.” “Won't what? “Like it!” Len answered.
“Aw, fuck you! She'll love it! What the hell makes you act so damned smart? Just cause you fucked her once you're suddenly an expert on what she likes?” “I made her happy,” Len smugly said. Vic spit. “She doesn't know what happy is yet. Just wait until she feels my big cock sliding in and out of her juicy little cunt!” Len shook his head with disgust. “Shit, Vic, sometimes you're a real asshole.” Vic fumed as he watched Len slowly walk into the living room and turn on the television. He leaned against the hallway wall and watched the minutes tick by on his watch. His lips worked furiously together as he thought about his brother's comments, his worldlier-than-thou attitude. What'd she do? Really go for him? What did she do to make Len all of a sudden seem to defend her, seem to be so damned concerned about her welfare? Dorothy found the pink nightie in her closet, it was an old thing, something she hadn't worn in years. But It still fit. As she viewed herself in the mirror she saw how her nipples showed so easily through the diaphanous material, how the tight panties hugged her at the crotch and seemed to outline each hair, each fold of flesh. She turned around and looked back at her reflection. The skimpy panties were tugged up into the crack of her ass, large gobs of pure white meat hung below the stretched elastic leg bands. When she walked, and most of all when she bent over, the round buns seemed intent on working out of her undies.
She brushed her hair until it hung in silken waves across her shoulders and applied a touch of cologne. Then she very lightly made her face up, eyeliner, lipstick, a hint of rouge. Anything she could think of to make herself more alluring she did. Not to please Vic but to guarantee a quick turn-on and just as quick climax. Dorothy could stand Vic even less than Len; the sooner he was gone the better.
The door opened and Vic peeked in. Dorothy was at her dressing table and turned to smile at him. He grinned, sheepishly stepped into the room and closed the door. She could see the hard lump in his pants, he was already half-erect, having become excited while waiting outside for her to “rest.” “Rested?” Vic stupidly asked.
Dorothy stood up and felt his eager eyes watching the gentle sway of her visible breasts, she turned and crossed the room. He gulped.
The fleshy hills of her ass rose up and down to fill his vision with their soft pliancy. The pink panties tucked in her crack, and globs of billowed ass hung nude before his burning eyes and dry mouth.
“Yes, I'm rested,” she said. “Oh.” He was dumbstruck. The one thing Vic hadn't figured on was her looking so appealing, so womanly, so beautiful. He figured she'd be fighting, trying to resist, cursing and hollering as he tore into her body. But now it was different, now he had to take her like a man takes his wife. “Are you ready?” she asked. “Yeah… I guess so,” he stammered.
“What's the matter, Vic? Don't you want to fuck me? Isn't that why you've locked David up? Isn't that what you and Len had planned?
To rape me?” “Uh… Well… Shit, Dorothy, this isn't rape.”
“It isn't?” she asked with a touch of temper. “Then just what do you call it?” “Uh… Uh… but you're all fancied up, you're in that nightie with your tits showing and everything. That's not rape… that's you being… making…” “Being what?” she asked. “Aw, fuck if I know!” he blurted. “It's just not what I expected.”
“Then why don't you get the hell out of here and leave me alone!” she snapped. Vic liked her anger, he felt better. “Sure! That's just what you want, huh? Get rid of me by playing willing! Well, screw that, you cunt! I'm gonna fuck you!” “You couldn't fuck your way out of a paper bag!” Dorothy yelled back. His face turned red and he made a lunge toward her. “Oh yeah? Just let me get my hands on those tits and my cock up your hole! Then you'll see who can fuck around here!” She jumped to the side and Vic watched her luscious, sloping breasts wobble like molded gelatin. He grabbed her arm and pulled Dorothy close to his perspiring body. She laughed at him as his face crushed down against her neck, as his mouth and tongue wet her flesh while working upward to engulf her ear. He was shaking and she could feel it, he was very excited, she knew Vic wouldn't take much time. She brought her lips around to his and jammed her hot, swirling tongue deep into his mouth. Vic hesitated then plunged his tongue back into hers. Dorothy pushed her swollen tits into him until they were flat against his chest… then she pressed her warm, soft hips and lower belly against the lump in his pants. His breath was a howling wind as he felt the tender touch of her cooking crotch massaging against his screaming cock. His hands moved down fast to cup her ass, to wiggle fingers inside the elastic leg bands of the panties and feel tender, cool, abundant piles of grinding backside. “Oh, Vic,” she sighed. “Please take up where Len left off. Please finish the job he started.” “Huh? You mean Len didn't… didn't… make you satisfied?” Vic asked. “He tried,” she answered. “But I know you can do it, I just know it.” Her hands worked up under his shirt and softly stroked the powerfully muscled front of his barrellike chest. He was heaving for each breath, his lips were dry, his cock was painfully hard as it felt her constant grinding and subtle, insistent warmth begging at it. She pulled away from him and went to the bed while he watched. In one smooth maneuver Dorothy whipped the nightie from her shoulders and stood before him with nothing on but the scandalous briefs hugging her crotch so tight. Then she cupped her breasts and pushed them together as though she were offering them to him. The enlarged, red nipples gleamed before his staring eyes. “Come on, Vic. Come lie down with me and suck my breasts real hard. Chew them while I go crazy.” The head of his cock felt like a lit stick of dynamite. The tits were so damned beautiful! Big, luscious, mounds of white flesh with caps so red they looked like they were on fire. And she was begging him to suck them!
Vic stumbled at her and they fell onto the bed. His hungry mouth devoured each tit like it was whipped cream on top of a sundae. He sucked each nipple deep inside and bit. Bit the delicate cherry and tasted the extreme sweetness of her hot, lifting flesh. It's working, Dorothy told herself. As repulsive as he is at least I'm in control of what happens. She liked it that way; to fight would be stupid, to control would be the only way she might find a way out of the situation. Her hand slowly moved down his body toward the stiff lump. When she touched it his whole body shook. His cock was hot and highly excited, the slight press of her fingers was enough to send his hips into a rage of thrusting happiness. In seconds she had the pants open and the hard length of his purple-headed shaft in her hand.
Vic was on his back, panting, eyes half closed, like a large dog having his stomach stroked. Dorothy almost smiled, he was as easy to handle as a big dumb dog too. She pushed his pants down to his shoes and let him kick everything off while she removed the shirt from his massive shoulders. Vic was well built, much less bullish than Len, at least he had that in his favor. She ran her hands up and down the full length of his body, softly stroking him toward greater and greater heights of arousal. Then she used one hand to slip the panties from her buttocks and down her own long legs. She noticed that the petroleum jelly had been unnecessary, she was wet, very wet. Her little seduction of Vic had also aroused her juices. He was on his back spread-eagle as she worked her tight hand up and down his throbbing root. The impulse to bend down and give it a good sucking came to her but she dismissed it. No, he was close enough now, a blow job might ruin it. She had to admit she did want to feel some cock in her, feel the hard fill of this red stick. She lay right on top of him with his cock nestled between her thighs. He sighed and wrapped his bearlike arms around her shoulders. Dorothy moved every part of her anatomy, her legs, her arms, her breasts and thighs against his burning body and felt him heave his hips up in a blind stab to enter the juicy slit dripping between her legs. In a graceful movement Dorothy separated her legs to each side of his hips and squirmed her lubricated cunt down at the tip of the thrusting cock. She felt it stab hard at her tenderness, felt the lips of her twat collapse against an off-center shove of cock head. She adjusted and pushed down on the pole until it began to edge into her cunt and separate the foreskins into a wide circle of hugging reception. “Yes… Yes, Vic. Put it in me… Put it deep in me and make me feel good…” she sighed in his ear. He couldn't talk, his lips pressed tight together on the tip of his tongue as he felt the powerful sensations starting to ripple down the length of his entering cock. She was working her hips in short, circular motions to keep the cock sliding inside, to gulp it in like a starving man at a banquet. It felt tremendous. Vic had never dreamed he would ever fuck anyone so beautiful as Dorothy. In his mind she was better than any movie star or fashion model or sex symbol. She was the best-looking girl in the whole school, in the whole town, the whole state for that matter! And here she was fucking him like an eager, hot-pants whore! Fucking him!
He jammed his hips up and felt the head of his cock sink deep into her gurgling, washing crack. She was taking the whole thing, coming back down on him to make sure it was all crammed in there!
Fucking him while he relaxed on his back and watched the big tits bubble back and forth. That's what he did. He just lay there and watched her tits and smiling face while she whipped her limber hips up and down on the uplifted stiffness of his steaming cock. He rested his hands on her ass and stroked the velvet softness as they hit up and down over him. She was fucking him and he was just lying there providing the stick, just relaxing and watching her beautiful anatomy bounce and jerk and jostle. Dorothy was proud of herself. She had him in a position of total safety. He couldn't get nasty like Len had, he was flat on his back and the most he could do would be to jam his hips up hard to stab her with his cock… and she didn't mind that.
This was a lot better-a little sugar catches a lot of flies. She leaned forward slightly to force the base of his cock against her clitoris. It felt good rubbing along there, inflaming her juice-running cunt with firelike impulses of pleasure. She was sure she'd get at least one good climax out of this, at least one moment of pleasure to make up for their disgusting use of force to fuck her. She decided then and there that the only way to handle the situation would be to get everything she could out of it and hope for revenge later.
“Ohhhhhh,” she sighed. “You feel so good.” “Yeah? You like it, huh?” he eagerly asked. “Yes!” she happily answered. “I love it!” Vic gave his hips an upward heave to slam his stiff cock deep into her twisting cunt. Dorothy made a happy grimace and came down hard to feel the brutal cock head crash through her hugging tunnel of tight cunt. Her breasts rocked violently above his sweating face and he tried to lift his head to meet them. Dorothy leaned forward enough for his hungry lips to touch her nipples, just touch them. As though he were at a public fountain, Vic sucked out to draw the jostling red tips inside. Finally she thrust them at his face and buried him happily in her mounds of soft, wiggling tit. She felt good, warm, in control and confident. She lifted with a steady, rolling rhythm and felt his cock plow in and out. It was a hot shaft, burning, throbbing inside her. Then the vibrations started deep in her cunt, the signals of muscular release. She made a few faster grinds on the cock, then let loose. Her hips blurred, the tits blasted freely against Vic's licking mouth, the heat of his cock was igniting her cunt into a series of jerking, spasmodic grips and releases. She went faster. Her round buns were slamming down to clap with meaty sounds on his thighs as the cock pumped in and out of her constantly moving cunt like a high-powered piston. The pussy walls were fluttering, gasping, sucking at the stiff tool with greater and greater possession. It was working, she was climaxing in a planned, prepared manner. “Ummmmmm,” she moaned as the pleasant ripples of release started to swell in her cunt and climb up each vertebra of her spine to burst throughout the humping torso. “Oh, baby,” Vic sighed. “You are really going to town, I mean you are putting out!”
She grinned and sucked in air. Yes, it was coming on stronger, the elusive orgasm was solidifying, it was getting better and better with each pounding drop of her hips. She lifted high and came down to completely imbed the stick inside her. Jolts of extreme joy blasted through her cunt and body. “Yes!” she cried. “Yes! It's sooooo good!” His hands dug hungrily into the meat of her ass and squeezed fiercely. She could feel his fingers touching her anus and the panicked grip of sweaty palms as he held on tight to keep his equilibrium. Vic's body was reacting to her exuberance, his cock was thundering with ultimate power. “Me too!” he cried. “I'm gonna shoot my wad right inside your fucking cunt!” “Go! Go!” she cried. “Yeah!” His body heaved up as though struck from underneath by a tractor. The hips rose up high and Dorothy sat perched on top with her cunt exploding around the pumping pecker. The first blast of the cock was a forceful, pussy-filling eruption of thick white paste. The hips dropped down, then bucked back up as the second pump of jism shot inside her. On the third pump the cream of the first two was already spilling back down the side of her twat to coat his cock, smear her lips, drool free and cover the scrotum with streaks of frothed white. As soon as his wad was shot Vic's hips dropped down and he lay motionless on his back. Dorothy kept working, kept grinding away at the receding pecker to feel each dying inch of stiffness. The churning noise of dripping flesh sticking and sucking together filled their ears. The majority of his sperm drained down to fully coat his balls and splatter across the hair of his thighs. Vic was oblivious to it all, he was exhausted. But Dorothy kept grinding, she wanted to work his cock into full recession, wanted to fuck the thing until it shrank so small it wouldn't want to come back.
She had enjoyed her orgasm well enough, but she knew there were better ones to be had from men who knew what they were doing and what she liked. This was nothing more than exercise, practice, masturbation.
She finally stopped and stared down at the closed eyes and smug grin on Vic's poorly shaved face. What an ass, she told herself. What a jerk to think he and his stupid brother will ever get away with this. Just wait until I have my chance at revenge, they'll wish they had never touched me. “Hey, baby, how was I?” Vic dumbly asked.
Dorothy's face beamed with pleasure. “Very good,” she lied.
“Oh yeah? Better than Len?” She knew the two brothers were very competitive with each other, always trying to outdo one another.
Hut she wasn't quite sure if she should sow seeds of discontent between them. She wanted time to consider the results so she answered, “I'm not telling, Vic. I don't think I should.” He looked up with a puzzled face. “Why not? I won't tell him what you say.” She smiled and shook her head. “No, I Won't tell.” His hand came up to her hair and wrapped around a large section of curls. He pulled her down until her face was next to his and sneered. “I asked you a question and I expect an answer you bitch! Who was better? Me or Len?”
“You're hurting me!” she cried. “I'll rip you fucking hair right out of your crummy scalp you slut! Now tell me! Who fucked you the best?” “Please! Why are you doing this?” Dorothy groaned. Her head was splitting with pain, he was pulling very hard. “Because you think you're so goddamned smart, that's why! Making like you dig getting raped by me and Len! Pretending to cooperate while all along you're just waiting for a chance to stab both of us in the back!”
“No!” He jerked the hair hard and she cried out, “Ahhhh!”
“You phony fucking cunt! Who the shit do you think you're fooling? Len and I figured you'd pull this fake shit on us! We just went along because it was easier than beating you unconscious! A lot more fun too!” “My God, you're hurting me! Please stop!”
“And you just better keep faking it too! We don't want any fighting or trying to get away! We just want you to fuck us like a hot bunny whenever we say so! Get it?” he yelled in her very close ear.
“Yes! Anything! Anything!” Then he whispered. “Okay, slut, now tell me who was the best fuck. Me or Len?” “You were,” Dorothy groaned. “You lying?” “No… No, honest. You were the best.”
“Yeah?” he said with a grin while releasing her hair. “I was the best, huh? Good.” Then he quickly looked at her. “Why? Why was I so good?” Dorothy held her head at the scalp, the pain was slowly going away. She sniffed. “Because you're better, that's all,” she answered with a sob. “Come on! Tell me more than that? Why was I better? Was my cock bigger or what?” “No,” she quietly answered.
“You're both the same size. But you have better rhythm, you matched my rhythm with yours and we worked better together.” He made a wide smile. “Oh yeah? Rhythm? I do it better cause I got rhythm?”
“Yes,” she said. Dorothy's hands were wet with perspiration as she clamped them together to hold her anger inside. This pompous jerk had the rhythm of a collapsing barn but if it kept his mitts off her she'd compare him to the Royal Ballet. He seemed to like her appraisal and smiled smugly while dressing. “You won't say anything to Len, will you?” she asked. All Dorothy needed now was for Len to come in and want to prove he was better than Vic. “Naw, I don't want to make him feel bad.” “Did you mean those nasty things you said?” she asked with as meek a voice as possible. “About you putting us on?” “Yes.” “Sure. But it's okay with me if you want to fake it. Shit, I could give a damn as long as you don't think I'm stupid enough to believe it.” “But I did climax, I did have an orgasm,” she answered. “Honest?” She nodded. “Yes, I really did.” “How about with Len? Did you orgasm with him?”
She knew he'd ask, it was the question she was waiting for.
“Yes.” “He gave you an orgasm too?” Vic asked incredulously.
She nodded with a serious expression. “You both did, really.”
Then before he could ask she added, “But yours was the best of the two.” “Oh.” He smiled. “Good. Guess it was 'cause of my rhythm, huh?” “Yes, that was it.” Vic went to the door with his shoulders thrown proudly back. He turned. “You rest up now, get some sleep. I don't know about Len but I'll be back first thing in the morning for more.” “I'll be waiting,” she answered. “You bet your little ass you will, honey,” Vic said. “Cause if you're not that sissy brother of yours will be crying for the rest of his life.”
“I'll be here.”



CHAPTER SEVEN


Dorothy didn't sleep at all that night. She tossed in her bed, frequently looking over at her window. It would be possible to sneak out and make her way to town while they slept. She knew she could do that but she didn't know what she'd do once she got there. Go to the police? Start a big thing with Len and Vic denying everything?
Have them open their mouths about what they had seen her and David doing? And what about David? Suppose they found her gone and attacked him? They were cruel and vicious bastards. Her imagination filled in all the details of what they'd do to David. She decided to stay, to wait until a better opportunity came up. An opportunity when she and David could escape together. David couldn't sleep either.
His imagination provided all the necessary details of what Len and Vic were doing to Dorothy. Each time he thought of her splendid body at the mercy of their disgusting lusts he wanted to scream. But he was helpless, trapped. David also figured it would take time, time for them to make the one error which would mean his escape. That's all he wanted-out. And to get Dorothy out. He looked in his drawer and withdrew a thick envelope. Inside was money, plenty of money if he and Dorothy needed it. He had been keeping it in his drawer for months now, ever since his father died. It was the cash he'd received from a small insurance policy his father had from work. Their mother had wanted the money divided between David and Dorothy before she'd married Jake-it was theirs to do with what they wanted. Dorothy had put hers in the bank and urged David to do likewise. But he never got around to it, he liked having the cash close where he could touch it and dream of the day when he'd be leaving Billford, Texas. That day was now much closer than ever before; he was glad the money was at hand. He slipped the envelope under his pillow where he could get it on a second's notice-the chance to escape could come at any moment without warning. “What about work?” Vic asked Len when they woke up from a good night's sleep. “Huh? Fuck work, man,” Len drawled. “You go if you want, I'm staying home today and dip my stick in that little bowl of pudding we got.” “Yeah,” Vic said. “But today's payday. We don't want to miss that, do we?”
“Oh,” said Len, “that's right. We'll need money for food and stuff. Why don't you go in and get our money?” “Me? Why not you?”
“'Cause somebody has to guard her! If we both leave she'll sure as shit make a break for it, stupid,” said Len. “I'll guard and you go,” Vic snapped back. Len scratched his head. “Okay, let's flip a coin. Loser goes in and gets the pay plus shops for groceries.
The winner stays here and guards her.” “All right,” said Vic. He lost. “Okay, brother, get going,” Len quickly ordered.
“Bullshit! It's too early now! Besides, I want to screw her once before I leave. Then I'll go.” Len snickered, “Want to flip for who gets her first?” “Shit no,” Vic unhappily said. “I lost the flip for who got her first last night, I just lost again for who goes after the pay, I ain't flipping no more coins with you!” “Then how will we decide? Arm wrestle?” Vic jumped out of bed. “No, I'm just taking her first and that's it!” “The hell you will!” snapped Len as he lunged from his bed to stop Vic. Vic spun around and shoved Len away as he grabbed for the bedroom door. But Len jumped back and caught Vic across the mid-section with a flying tackle. They tumbled into the hallway with fists flying. “You fucking sonofabitch!” Vic yelled. “She wants me first 'cause I'm the best!”
“The hell you are!” screamed Len. “I made her cream her pants when I fucked her!” “So did I! I gave her an orgasm!” Vic hollered. Len lowered his fist. “Bullshit!” Vic stared into Len's seething eyes and smiled. “No, shit, man, she went nuts when I balled her. Told me afterward I made her real happy.” Len spit.
“Fucking, phony cunt! She told me that same bunch of crap!” “Sure it's crap,” said Vic. “But who cares? If she wants to fake it let her, it's better that way for us. She fakes it real good too.” Len grinned. “I'll say.” “Now, you got to go first last night so it's only right that I go first now,” Vic said. But Len wasn't going to allow it. “No, man, we flipped last night, we should flip now.”
“No way.” Len smiled, it was a broad, mischievous smile.
“Okay then, let's both do it to her at the same time.” “Huh?” Vic asked with an open mouth. “Remember that movie we saw in the city? When the two guys made it with that big-titted redhead? She fucked one and sucked one at the same time. Let's have her do that.”
“Suck and fuck?” “You got it, brother. And tell you what, you can have your choice of ends. Mouth or cunt, whatever you want.
I'll take the other end.” Vic considered the proposal and saw nothing wrong with it. “You think she'll do it?” he asked. “She won't have no choice,” Len answered as he opened the door to Dorothy's bedroom. Dorothy jumped up with a start. She had heard them arguing in the hall but didn't expect them to come barging in. But they did, both still in pajamas and grinning like hungry animals. A flush of hollow dread filled her body, and she pulled the bedcovers tight around her body. She was nude underneath. Vic figured it out real fast when he saw the pink nightie and brief panties still on the floor where they had been thrown the night before. He walked over and picked the lingerie up, stroked it and tossed the panties at Len.
“She's naked, Len. Under them blankets there ain't nothing but pure naked body… all warm and rested up for us.” Len looked at her and winked. “That true, Dorothy? You bare-ass under them blankets?”
Dorothy swallowed. The two husky men stood on each side of her bed, staring, waiting for her answer. She didn't like their both being there, it was hard enough to keep one under control at a time let alone two. But she saw no reason to lie, they'd look for themselves anyway. “Yes,” she quietly answered. “I'm nude.” “Good girl,” whispered Vic. “That's the way we like to have you… nice and naked with your bare tits and ass bouncing around in front of us.”
“That's right,” Len added. “Now why don't you move the blankets down enough to show us how nice your tits are.” His voice had a strained, serious tone to it. Dorothy was afraid, they were so unpredictable when they were together. Her choice was the only possible one, she slowly lowered the blanket down until it rested below the rounded outcroppings of her two large-nippled breasts.
They hung with supreme firmness above the blanket, with the strong, lofty support usually provided by a bra… except in this case no bra was necessary. Vic licked his lips and exhaled. The relaxed, pink nipples looked delicious, succulent, tender and real warm.
“Wiggle 'em,” he said with a dry throat. She looked up at him with a puzzled face. “Wiggle 'em, make 'em bounce around like they were last night.” She looked at Len and he nodded. “You heard him, wiggle your tits at us.” A tremble of chilling panic ran along her spine, they were working together now, she didn't have a chance. After averting her eyes Dorothy gave her shoulders a slight rock. The two hanging tits jostled back and forth. Both the brothers grinned, from the corner of her eye she saw the instant rise beginning in Vic's pajama bottoms. “Faster,” Len ordered. “Give 'em a good shake!” “Yeah,” Vic added. “And don't stop until we say so.”
A slight sob caught in her throat as she gave her shoulders a shake. The breasts bounced with meaty abandon before their hungry eyes. The cock in Vic's pajamas stretched up high and hard, Len's rod protruded against his pajamas until it pointed almost straight out.
She kept wiggling, kept the breasts moving, bouncing, swinging.
“Faster!” Len snapped. “I want to hear them slap together like waves.” She heaved her chest forward and rocked her shoulders violently, the tits crashed together, the slapping sounds of meat on meat soon filled the room. Then she stopped and caught her breath. A deep sob came from her mouth and then she started crying. “We didn't say stop!” Vic loudly said. “But it hurts!” she moaned through her tears. “Like hell it does,” said Len. “Get them tits bouncing again or we'll tie you up and do it for you!” With an unwilling twist she threw her breasts back into the swaying, jostling movements. Then Len pulled the covers fully away from her body. She was nude on the bed, her tits rolling back and forth, her blond-capped crotch sitting between tightly closed legs. Vic grinned. “Finger-fuck yourself.” “Oh, no…” she sobbed. “You heard him, you cunt!
Finger-fuck yourself!” Len added. Dorothy slowly moved her hand down to her crotch while still rolling her shoulders. She opened her thighs and both brothers looked down at her exposed pussy. It was pink, less red than the night before and nowhere near as wet. She moved one finger down to her soft lips and slid it inside.
“That's the girl,” Vic mumbled. “Now make it all wet and juicy, fuck yourself until you come.” “Yeah,” said Len as he sat on the edge of the bed to get a full view. Dorothy laid her head back and stared at the ceiling. Slowly, very slowly she allowed her shoulders to relax. Her breasts were killing her from bouncing like that… but now their attention was elsewhere and she could ease up.
Her finger worked directly at the clitoris with deft strokes. Soon the first trickle of glistening juice showed on the reddened pussy lips.
“Spread your legs open more,” Vic said. “I want to see the whole thing.” She did as he requested and tried to imagine she was alone, somewhere else, or… with David. That worked. She pretended her brother David's tongue was stroking her clitoris, massaging it into a furious lather of throbbing heat. Her finger moved deeper inside to scoop at the wet flesh and draw the fire down. A flow of liquid streamed from the red cunt lips. Vic and Len stared at the spread and lifted long legs and the flattened cheeks of her ass under the draining twat. They watched the finger dig deep inside and twist, then come almost completely out and make short, circular strokes. Her crotch was covered with wetness, it leaked down the crack of her ass and smeared across the softness of her thighs. “Nice,” Len whispered, “Real nice.” His hand unconsciously moved down to adjust the powerful erection in his lap. Vic couldn't take his eyes off her crotch with the working hand and fingers. She was really going at it, furiously stroking her cunt into a heated frenzy. And her tits were rocking again, this time without her knowing. Vic gulped-she was masturbating her torso closer and closer to an honest climax.
“Shit,” Vic whispered as he took in all her healthy anatomy working rhythmically toward a sexual peak. The brothers looked at each other and quickly back to her thrashing hand. She was close, any second the roof would blow off her cunt and she'd be humping up and down for some cock. Maybe even begging for them to plug their cocks right inside the juicy gash. “I'll take that,” Vic announced, pointing at her red-lipped twat. Len nodded. He was thrilled. He wanted to feel her sucking his cock; once Vic went to get the pay and groceries he could fuck her cunt all he wanted. He stood up and dropped his pajama bottoms to the floor. The thick, hard cock bounded free and sprang into a high erection. Vic dropped his too. His throbbing pecker was hot, excited, ready-to-go just over watching her luscious body writhe so gracefully on the bed. “Let her climax first,” he said. “I want to see her orgasm.” “Sure, Vic,” Len said. The two brothers waited for the few minutes to pass. Dorothy felt the surging fire inside her grow with each roll of her finger against the burning fuse of her clitoris. She finally managed to forget where she was, who she was with, and just to picture the face, the smiling, clean face of David. She almost called out his name as the first spasmodic jolt rumbled through her stomach and cunt. Her free hand came up to her breasts and squeezed into them. She ripped at the warm meat and pinched her nipples as her hips jerked up, her thighs whipped wide open, her fingers stabbed deep inside her cunt.
“Ohhhhhh…” she groaned. Her hips thrashed to each side and again lunged up as Len and Vic watched in silence. They saw the flexed cheeks of her ass come off the bed and the hand plow down hard into her wetness to stroke and dig at the expanding tissues. “Oh! Oh!
My… God!” she moaned with total ecstasy. Then she felt him between her legs. Crawling up on her body like an excited dog. She opened her eyes and stared into the leering, sweat-covered face of Vic. His cock pushed at her hand, poked at the thighs and tried to wrestle inside her to feel the trembling insides of her climaxing cunt. She gasped for air and pulled her hand away. It came up to his ass and steered him down between the outstretched thighs. “Yes, yes,” she moaned. “Put it in me…” Vic lay down on her writhing body and pushed his cock at her cunt. Dorothy made a quick move against the pecker head and felt it parting her cunt lips. Then she grimaced as he shoved deep and hard at an uncomfortable speed. As soon as Vic felt the hot wet of her hole he jammed himself inside. The vibrations inside her cooking twat instantly disappeared. But he didn't care. His hips were grinding fast, thrusting, pounding the cock into her with what he imagined was a great rhythm. He barely noticed Len as he crawled onto the bed and grabbed out for Dorothy's head. She was surprised too as she turned to face the enlarged head of Len's stiff cock. “Suck it, baby,” he announced. “Suck my cock.”
His hips were up next to her face and she had to half turn to reach the cock. Vic suddenly realized how close his face was to his brother's cock and quickly lifted up and back. His hips kept pounding but Dorothy had more room for moving and she was able to press her mouth obediently against Len's waiting, pulsating cock. It tasted salty, like it had been smothered for days inside his pants while he sweated at work. But she licked at it, felt the hardness with her tongue. With a large gulp she wrapped her lips around it and sucked.
The thick, pulpy head filled her lips and started to force deeper inside. She put a hand against his stomach to control his lurches while easing down on the big stick. She took it halfway in and drew up with a squeezing suction. The hips jerked, he jammed the cock back into her mouth. Dorothy moved back with it and waited until he stopped, then she lowered down and sucked at the burning shaft again.
Len couldn't believe it. She had taken his cock in her mouth without one protest, without so much as a whimper. And her warm, moist lips and tongue felt good sliding across his cock head, licking down under the glans, scrubbing up and down the base. She was giving his cock one eager, hot-lipped mouth-fucking! She was taking to it like candy! Vic didn't like it. He didn't enjoy looking down at the sweet face of Dorothy, the face of the girl he was fucking, while she had a cock lodged in her mouth. It was a turn-off, something he'd rather not see. He had nothing against blow-jobs… but right in his face! He closed his eyes and pretended they weren't there. Len closed his eyes too and pretended his cock was inside her cunt and the pussy was sucking, licking, nipping at him. Dorothy's eyes were closed too. She was thinking of David, pretending it was his cock pumping inside her cunt… and his cock she was sucking deep into her full mouth. Vic reached down to her legs and hoisted them up high and back. Her twat stretched up to his cock to cover it completely with the blond hair and pink lips. He was deep, running his rod as far inside as it would reach. And her limber little ass was washing under him, twisting up, grinding at his meat like a well-oiled machine.
She dragged her teeth along Len's hard spike then plunged back down on it eagerly. Her mouth was tingling with a hundred different tastes and sensations as the pecker glided in and out. She felt his large veins with her lips, ran the tip of her tongue down the cleavage of his glans and wrapped the whole head up like a baby in a blanket.
She felt so full, so stuffed. A cock in her cunt and one in her mouth. As long as she kept herself from thinking about who they were she could enjoy it. The constant pumping in two convergent directions was a new experience but not unpleasant. The thrilling orgasm she had experienced earlier was coming back to her; she could feel the embers glowing, little licks of flame trying to reach up and burst into fire.
In a surprise move she felt Len's hands on the back of her head.
Then he pulled her head down hard on his cock. The broad head made a fierce dig into her throat, it stretched her, blasted past the tonsils and pulled away. He wanted her to take it all and was giving her no choice. Dorothy made a desperate gasp for air and did what he wanted. It was better if she controlled it, cooperated, before he forced it into her choking throat. She plunged onto it with power and straightened her neck to ease the cock inside. It rasped far into the pink softness of her deep throat. As soon as the cock was totally in her mouth she felt her cunt start to vibrate, felt the muscles collapse and tighten around the fiercely pumping stick. She ground her hips up high and hard to fill her cunt as much as her throat. It hit.
Her climax caused her whole body to shake with sudden tremors, she threw herself up to Vic's rod and plunged down deep onto Len's.
Both brothers started whipping themselves into her with the speed of kicking horses. The cocks rammed with power and drove her cunt and throat into extreme fire. Gush after gush of lava came from her cunt to drench the cheeks of her ass and drip onto the sheets of the bed.
But it was good, she shuddered with joy, her body had never felt so full, ever. “Mmmmmmmmm…” she moaned on her mouthful of stiff, hot cock. Len grinned up at Vic's concentrating face. Vic was trying to meet her every thrusting lunge with a shove of his pecker.
But she was getting faster and faster, her body was blurring with erratic twists and humps. It was all he could do to keep his cock lodged inside her. “Wow,” Len sighed. “She's really turned on.”
“See? What'd I tell you? She's climaxing 'cause I know how to fuck. I have rhythm.” “Rhythm, my ass,” Len hissed. “She's going crazy 'cause I put my cock in her throat.” Vic looked down and saw how deep his brother's cock was shoved inside Dorothy's mouth.
Suddenly he was worried. “Hey! What if she chokes?” “Shit…” Len moaned. “Just keep riding her and shut up, will ya?” Vic didn't like it but he kept his hips meeting hers as best he could. She was soaked with perspiration, and the deep-throated groans of ecstasy didn't stop once as she whipped up for more and more of the exciting cock. Vic felt his cock head expanding, felt the way her twat was grabbing at him like a strong fist. Her cunt was fluttering on the hardness, reaching out to snare the great fill inside forever. He was getting close, he could feel the tingling sensations at the very tip of his imbedded rod, his balls seemed light, like they were floating between his legs. Len was close too. Each time she withdrew and gasped for air her lips trailed softly up to his glans, then sucked tight around it. Then she twisted her head to wring the tip of his cock like a washerwoman wrings out wet clothes. Then she would tighten her mouth on the shaft and push down at a steady, mouth-fucking rate until it was completely buried and her nose touched his pubic patch.
Each time she did it his cock came closer. She was going to suck the cream right out of him as if his cock were a baby bottle. Even while she climaxed her head didn't stop bobbing up and down… and during the climax it even seemed to become more eager, more insistent.
The waves of her orgasm were easing up and Dorothy realized they were both still hard, still stiff, still pumping into her. She knew that each time they fucked her it would be more and more difficult to climax them. This was only the beginning. Her cunt was beginning to lose its extreme wetness, her throat was starting to hurt.
Suddenly they were both pumping faster. The aftereffect of her orgasm was a slowing in her hips, an easing up with her hot mouth.
This gave the two brothers a slight edge, especially since they were both getting closer with each stroke. She had lost the lead, and they were taking over. Dorothy felt a fear in her guts, and she prayed it would soon end. “You close, Vic?” Len asked. Vic could only nod. His cock was on the verge of eruption. “Listen to me,” Len quickly said. “Shower her. Let's cream all over those beautiful tits!”
“Huh? Why?” “'Cause I want to see her lick it off!”
“Aw, shit, Len… you're sick!” “Just do it! You'll love it!
So will she! She'll gobble it up like a hungry calf!” Vic was getting more and more angry. All he wanted to do was screw her, pound his cock inside her beautiful body until it blasted off. That's all he wanted. But now his jerk brother wanted to play games, wanted to have extra kicks. Vic decided he'd have to get in his straight fuck later.
“Okay.” “You'll like it, just wait and see.” “You've wrecked it for me already, Len. I can give a shit now.” Vic's broken concentration released the building pressure of his cock and he had to stroke with renewed energy. Dorothy felt the beginnings of pain in her pussy, the result of last night's activity and this morning's punishing athletics. Please, please, she told herself, let them get it over with. Len pulled his cock from her mouth abruptly. She suddenly felt so empty, so cold. She opened her eyes and saw he was stroking himself, crawling lower on the bed. Vic's hips were pounding with a blur of speed at her, then suddenly that stopped too. The cock was torn from her twat. It felt cold, empty, rejected. She raised her head and realized what they were doing. Each brother knelt on one side of her with his hands jerking up and down his cock. They were jacking off, getting ready to cream themselves all over her nude body.
“No!” she cried. “Why?” “Go, Vic, jack it off!” Len cried.
Vic was silent, his mouth set, eyes half closed. Before he could answer the tip of his cock spit out a long white stream of sticky paste. It landed with a spatter on the flat of Dorothy's soft belly.
She felt the hot cream spread over her flesh. Then a second spurt shot into the air and rained down in gobs across her breasts. The third pump was slightly above the mounded tits, it puddled in a smear between the breasts and her throat. Dorothy groaned as she felt the sperm splattering onto her. She grabbed her hair and pushed it away to make sure the gluey slop didn't get into it. Then Len was leaning forward, stroking with great speed and gasping for each breath. After several powerful pumps on his cock he stopped and pointed it at her innocent, wide-eyed face. It splashed across her half-open mouth. Dorothy tasted a lump of thick cream on her teeth. She grimaced as the second spray emerged from Len's purple cock head. This one painted her right nipple with a mound of running juice.
His last spurt went right between the two breasts to stick partially to each sizable white mound and leak downward. Len sat back on his haunches and viewed the smeared, jism-splattered girl. He grinned happily. Vic took one look and turned his head. She was so beautiful, so sweet, he felt bad about making such a mess across all that splendid, soft flesh which had responded so warmly to him. “Okay, bitch, lick it up,” Len said. “Aw, come on, Len,” Vic mumbled.
“Let her take a shower and get that stuff off her.” “Shut up.” He looked down at Dorothy's tear-streaked face and repeated the order.
“Eat it.” She used her fingers to scoop and puddle the sperm together then lift it to her mouth like mayonnaise. She started between her breasts. The sperm adhered and stretched between each tit, it took both hands to bring the cream to her mouth. “That's it.
Gobble it all up,” Len said. He was enjoying this humiliation at her expense. Enjoying it as much, if not more than, the blow-job. As Dorothy slowly licked her fingers and swallowed the thick lumps of sperm Vic dressed. He didn't feel good at all. She might be a phony, he kept telling himself, but she's still a decent girl. Len was going too far, getting too much fun out of degrading her and making her, forcing her, to not enjoy what they were doing with her body.
“I'm going now,” Vic said. “But when I get back I want to be alone with her.” Len laughed. “Sure, Vic! You can come in here and read her poems for all I care.” Vic left and Len stood beside the bed. “Come on, Dorothy, I told you to eat it all up! Now get licking!” “You filthy bastard,” she hissed. “That's the kind of talk I like to hear! I like to hear you swear and cuss… it fits you.” She wiped her nipples and brought the large gob of sperm up to her lips. For a moment she considered spitting it at him but decided against it. He seemed too aroused, too excited, too close to violence. She swallowed and felt it trickle down her raw, sore throat.



CHAPTER EIGHT


Dorothy was left alone for the next couple of hours while Vic ran his errands and Len relaxed in the living room watching quiz shows and cartoons on television. She took a long, relaxing bath and washed her hair. With a sense of relief she realized that no harm had come to her, no physical harm. She was humiliated, reduced to nothing but a warm receptacle for their pumping semen.
Her concern for David was growing. He had been locked in his room since yesterday. Not one sound came out. She wondered if he was all right, if he had any way of escaping to rescue her. Then she scoffed, even if he could get free what could he do? Vic and Len were thoughtless, powerful young men who would eagerly enjoy the opportunity to meet him in battle. She was fully dressed in blue jeans and a sweatshirt top when Len sauntered into the bedroom.
Dorothy felt a resurgence of the fear he inspired in her. “Well, well, look who's all cleaned up and bright faced,” he drawled. “I should make some breakfast,” she said. “Yep, that's a good idea.
But I been thinking. Thinking about you and that you might try escaping on us.” “No, I can't escape,” she said. “Sure. And I can't get a hard-on,” he sneered. “I want you to take all the clothes out of your closet and put them in suitcases,” he added.
“What? Why?” “Just as a precaution. I don't think you'll be running off in what I let you wear.” “But, Len… that's…”
“Shut up!” he snapped. “Just do as I say! And make sure you get everything in the suitcase because I'll check. And every piece of clothing except underwear that's left out will mean five hard slaps across your ass with my belt. Get it?” Dorothy nodded. He was a despicable bastard, absolutely capable of whipping her. “Now you got fifteen minutes to get it done or I'll dump the clothes in the fireplace and we'll have ourselves a little bonfire!” He left the room and Dorothy did as she was instructed. It broke her heart to empty everything from the closet and stuff her pants and dresses and blouses into two large suitcases. As an afterthought she withdrew one complete set of clothes, slacks and a nice blouse. She tucked them into a small cosmetic case along with her hair brush, tooth brush and assorted necessities. It was her emergency kit, just in case.
Dorothy slid the case under her bed and stood up. She was dusting her hands and knees when Len returned. He visually inspected her closet and went through the drawers of her dresser. With a satisfied nod he turned and looked inside the two suitcases. “Everything's there,” Dorothy said. He nodded, then grinned. “Oh, gosh, Dorothy I hate to say this cause you tried so hard to do everything like I said. But you've made some mistakes, they'll cost you ten whacks on that sweet ass of yours.” “What? No, I got everything, honest!”
He shook his head. “Nope. You got a pair of jeans and a sweatshirt still out of the suitcases. You have to pay the price for forgetting them.” “What?” She looked down at herself and saw she was referring to the clothes she had on. “But I'm wearing these,” she protested in a weak voice. “Get 'em off and into this suitcase, stupid! I told you everything and I meant it!” “But what will I wear?” she asked. “No questions! Now strip!” With trembling fingers Dorothy hoisted the sweatshirt up and over her head. The bra-covered mounds of breast shone like white beacons on her chest as she unzipped the jeans and stepped out of them. Her white panties hugged all her curving anatomy like a thin coat of paint. Len licked his lips as he saw the bulging outline of her swollen pussy. She placed the clothing in the suitcase while keeping her eyes averted.
His constant, leering stares were making her ill. She hated his piercing eyes. She closed the suitcase and turned to him. “Now what do I wear?” she asked. His eyes traveled from the full outcropped breasts down her belly and narrow waist before settling again on the pulpy fill of her panty crotch. She saw he was rested from this morning, the thick lump of arousal was back in his pants. “Get that bra and panties off.” “But you said I didn't have to pack them.”
“I didn't tell you to pack them, I said get 'em off your tits and ass!” he snapped. Dorothy reluctantly reached back and unsnapped her bra. It fell from her succulent tits and pink nipples with a gradual slide. Len felt his cock throb with fire as the soft, relaxed nipples filled his vision. As she lowered her underpants the cap of whispering blond hair excited him even more. She stood before him totally nude, embarrassed. A slight blush colored her cheeks. He grinned and stood up. “Okay, follow me, my dear and we'll get you some more suitable clothing.” She cradled her rocking breasts with one arm and tried her best to cover her crotch while following him into the unkempt, filthy mess he and Vic called their bedroom. Len dug into his dresser and yanked out a white shirt. It was an undershirt, the thin cotton type with tank straps at the shoulder. “See how this fits,” he mumbled while once again staring at the enticing beauty of her bare crotch. “But… But it's so small,” she meekly said.
“Yeah, I know. I haven't worn it in years… It shrank in the wash. Now squeeze your big tits into it.” Dorothy worked the ribbed material over her head as Len watched her breasts wobble and bounce. She had to stretch the shirt over the tits and squash them up inside it was so tight. The breasts pressed out with swollen fullness against the cotton, each nipple was perfectly outlined and readily visible as a pink circle under the cloth. “Yeah, that's nice.
Especially the way your suckers slide out at each side,” Len remarked.
Dorothy looked down. The wide-cut armholes were pulled forward by her filling breasts-each one managed to slide sideways and large gobs of her pure white flesh were forced into sight. But the worst thing was the length. It came down to her hips and stopped. Just enough to cover her crotch if she held very still and didn't inhale too deeply.
But when she moved, walked, bent, the bottom rose up high and slid above the roundness of her ass. “Fits perfect,” Len said. “We can keep our eyes on your nice ass and cunt to make sure they don't get lonely. And whenever we want a piece of tit all we have to do is this.” He shot his hand out and caught a finger inside the neck part of the shirt. With a quick tug he jerked it forward, the material stretched out and each breast slipped sideways into the armholes. Her tits were widespread and forced into sight with distorted, stretched fullness. Len snickered as she worked each breast back into the cover of the shirt She wanted to cry. Even covered the shirt afforded the breasts no privacy. They looked obscene, they were so compressed and visible. “Okay,” Len quietly said. “Now you can cook me up some eggs and bacon.” He constantly followed her with his eyes never leaving the exposed sections of her ass, the billowing breasts, the occasional glimpses of blond hair. She stood before the stove frying his eggs as he sat at the table watching. She hoped he was satisfied for the present and now wished Vic was back. At least Vic had tried to impose some humanity on Len. But Len was on his feet and giggling. He reached for one of the eggs still in the carton. “I have an idea,” he snickered. “A great idea.” Dorothy shuddered with fear as he took her arm and pulled her to the kitchen table. “Lay on your back on the table,” he said. “Why?” she asked. His face became menacing. “Just do as I say!” She eased her fanny up onto the table and lay back. It was a cold table top but she didn't even feel it her pulse was pounding so hard. What was he going to do with that egg? She found out soon enough. He pushed her legs up and back to peer down at the pink-lipped tenderness of her firm cunt.
She grimaced as she felt his fingers crudely poke inside and start to search for wetness. She was dry. With a curse Len grabbed the butter and smeared a gob up into her gash. She felt the cold grease as he worked it into a liquid smear across her crotch. “Please…” she moaned. “Quit your bitching,” he mumbled. Then the fingers were gone and she felt the egg, still in the shell, pressing at her buttered crack. “What are you doing?” she pleaded. “I'm gonna let you play chicken, baby. You're gonna lay an egg for Vic.”
“No… oh, no…” He pushed slowly against the end of the white egg until it sank completely inside her moist, red lips. Then using his fingers he pushed it deep inside her cunt. “Okay, now I want you to hold that little sucker in there.” “I can't,” she moaned.
“It'll fall out.” “Jesus Christ! Hold that fucking egg in your cunt and squat on the floor! I don't want you hatching it until I say so! Understand!” His voice was loud, insistent, and he emphasized each word by unbuckling his thick leather belt. The lump in her pussy was a stretching, filling ball of cold and she knew it could easily break. The horrifying thought of sharp, broken eggshells inside her tender hole made Dorothy move with great caution. She slid from the table and down to the floor. Amazingly, the egg stayed in place.
Len took an empty frying pan and slid it between her feet. “Now squat down over the pan and cluck!” “Oh… God…” In total humiliation Dorothy slowly squatted down, the tee-shirt rode up to her waist and her bare ass was completely exposed. “Very good!” Len laughed. “Now cluck!” A sob escaped her lips and Dorothy started to cry. But she saw him start to withdraw his belt from around his waist and with all the courage she could muster Dorothy moaned, “Cluck! Cluck! Cluck!” “Good girl! Now flap your arms like a chicken!” She stretched her arms out to each side while tears streamed down her cheeks. As she flapped them the breasts poured from the shirt and wobbled endlessly beside each armpit. Len was in hysterics, he slapped his thighs and enjoyed her demonstration completely. His eyes also teared up, but from laughter. “Okay, my little chickadee… Now lay your egg!” he howled with mirth.
Dorothy's lips were quivering with each breath as she did her best to relax, to let the egg slide from her. It took more than that, she had to tighten her stomach muscles and push, force the large thing from her cunt. It moved very fast once it started, it slid from her wet pussy lips and dropped straight down into the waiting frying pan and cracked open. “Yeah! Great shot!” Len cried with victory.
“Now you wait for Vic to get back and fry that nice egg up for him. I want to see him gobble it down!” Dorothy's face held a firm expression of pure hatred as she stood up and pulled the shirt down to cover herself. As she pushed her breasts back inside Len stepped real close and hissed, “And if you tell him what we did with that egg I'll make you eat one that comes out of your asshole!” Her whole face trembled and more tears burst from her red, pleading eyes. Len laughed heartily as she finished his breakfast and served him. He made her stand at the side of the table while he ate and each time he wanted his mouth wiped he turned to her. She was forced to use the shirt as his napkin, to stretch it up to his puckered lips and pat away the grease. When he was done she had to wipe his face with her breasts, back and forth, back and forth until they slid once again from the inadequate attire. “Shit, those tits of yours are just like two more big fried eggs,” he remarked. “I think for tomorrow's breakfast I'll have you tuck some toast and bacon between them… then I'll eat it all up. Jelly too.” Dorothy did her best to remain silent and ignore his stares as she did the dishes. But he didn't let up on her for one minute during the whole morning. A sense of great relief came over her when she heard the truck pulling into the driveway. Vic was back; at least he might stifle some of Len's disgusting, humiliating games and stunts. Vic was shocked by her outfit and wanted to know why. Len told him it was a security measure, he had her clothes in their bedroom. She wouldn't dare try to escape with nothing on but his scandalous undershirt. Vic sat at the table while Dorothy fried his egg along with two others. Len watched in silence, a smug grin on his face. “I got your pay here,” Vic said. “Two hundred thirty dollars.” “Two hundred thirty? It's ten short!” Len complained.
“I know! I had to pay for the groceries. They came to twenty bucks, ten each!” “Oh! But what about the hundred you owe me from that poker game last month?” “Aw, shit Len, I'll pay you that but not this week. I need my money…” “Horseshit! You been telling me that all month! Pay up for Christ's sake!” Vic grudgingly peeled off five twenty dollar bills and gave them to Len. “I ain't ever gambling with you again, dammit.” Len laughed. “Not even flipping the coin?” “Shut up.” Vic devoured the eggs Dorothy placed before him as Len forced himself to keep a semi-serious expression. After eating his breakfast Vic looked over at the smug face of his brother and said, “Okay, you've had most of the morning with her-now I want my turn.” “Sure, Vic. She's yours,”
Len magnanimously answered. “Alone. In private.” “What? You bashful or something?” Vic frowned. “No, I just don't want you in the way. You have a way of turning things into a disgusting mess.”
“Hah ha ha! Look who's talking?” Len laughed. Dorothy wanted to die with humiliation as she sat there listening to the two animals argue over who got her when and how. Anger flushed her cheeks but she couldn't bring words to her mouth. It was the attire. The embarrassing, scandalous shirt bothered her so much she wanted to attract as little attention as possible. Vic was on his feet and pulling her by the wrist from the room as he yelled back at his jeering brother, “Remember now, you stay out until I'm done!”
“Eat shit,” Len snorted. “Goddamn asshole, I think you're falling for her, that's what I think.” “Just stay out!” He dragged Dorothy back into her bedroom and closed the door. As a precaution he braced a chair under the doorknob. Then he faced Dorothy. His eyes couldn't help but drink in the tightly dressed lumps of abundant flesh and curves. She shakily pushed her hail out of her eyes and wondered what he was thinking. She was surprised as he said, “Listen, I'm sorry if he did anything nasty this morning. I had to go into town, it bothered me to leave you here with him alone.” “I survived,” she dryly said. “I didn't like what he did last night, either,” Vic continued. “You know, making you use your mouth like that.” It suddenly occurred to Dorothy that she was dealing with a real thick-headed dumb-bell. He was offended because Len had made her suck his cock. What an ass! She had actually enjoyed it after driving the ugly face of Len from her mind. She looked at Vic with all the innocence she could muster and batted her long eyelashes. “That's very considerate of you, Vic.” “Thanks,” he said. Then he swallowed.
“Uh, take off that silly shirt now.” “Why? Are you going to rape me again? After apologizing for your brother's filthy behavior you're going to have the guts to rape me?” He seemed confused. It was perfectly all right in his mind to make her fuck as long as it was a normal kind of fuck-no weird stuff like cock-sucking. “Yeah,” he answered rather defensively. “I'm gonna fuck you. Fuck you real good.”
“You jerk,” she hissed while shifting her shoulders and pulling the shirt quickly off her head. “Come on, I'll let you fuck me all right. Come on.” She lay on the bed and opened her legs wide apart to entice him. With shaking hands Vic started stripping away his clothes as she reached down with her own hand and stroked at her cunt.
In a few moments she had her juices worked up, the pussy lips were red and shone with lubricated brilliance. Vic climbed onto the bed and brought his naked body next to hers. Dorothy grabbed his stiff, hot cock and stroked. He allowed that, even closed his eyes and sighed. She pumped fast and hard to quickly excite the shaft, make the head swell with lust and flare out like a fresh mushroom. Her other hand slid down between his legs and started to massage his balls, roll them back and forth in their loose, fuzzy-haired scrotum. It turned him on to a great degree. His hips made a sudden jerk, he gasped for air. That's when Dorothy made her move. She rolled downward and opened her mouth. Before Vic realized what was happening she had his cock between her sucking lips and was running her soaked, warm tongue back and forth across the head. “No…” he mumbled with helplessness. But she was sucking it deep, driving her face down hard to engulf the spike with her twisting, swirling mouth. His body shuddered violently as she pumped her head with great speed up and down his shaft. It was like a stick of burning iron in her lips as they collapsed tight around each inch of the trembling pole. Vic was aghast, he wanted to pull her away but couldn't do it, it felt too good. But it was destroyed for him. His image, his idol, his virgin beauty no longer the pure, sweet, innocent thing he had imagined. He could justify her sucking a cock if she was forced… but this was by no means involuntary. She had climbed right down there and sucked his cock into her mouth like a starving, lust-crazed old whore after a big tip. He wanted to cry, to scream. Her jutting ass was high in the air, the red, wet lips of her cunt hung enticingly below.
Even the splendid vision made him reel with remorse… Dorothy wasn't the nice girl he thought she was. She knew she was blowing his mind as well as his cock. With a passionate grab at his shoulders she pulled her mouth from his soaked rod and threw her gyrating body against his. On an impulse she pressed her mouth to his and drove her snaking tongue between his lips. Vic stiffened as he tasted the flavor of his own, well-sucked cock. “Fuck me, Vic! Let me feel your splendid cock inside me! I want it now!” she groaned with extreme eagerness. Vic shoved her shoulders until Dorothy was flat on her back. She saw the anger in his eyes, the sad disappointment and broken illusions. With a set, unsmiling face he pressed his cock with force at the warm tenderness of her slit. Dorothy heaved her hips to each side and felt his cock head wash back and forth. Then with a seething groan she hoisted up into the blunt end and felt it squeeze inside her hot lips. Her hands grabbed greedily at his ass as she entwined her legs about his and lifted hard to fill herself with thundering cock. “Yes…” she moaned. “Oh, it feels so good! I love to have cock in me.” “I'll say you do,” Vic finally mumbled as her body twisted with abandon under him. “You're acting like a whore. A dirty fucking whore.” She laughed in his face and cried back, “And what do you want, you fool? A wife?” He smashed his cock into her with all the force he had but she was able to cushion the blow with her deftly moving hips. She humped up hotly and ground her twat in circles against his stiff spike, then said calmly, “Come on, Vic, let go. Relax. Let your cock enjoy my pussy.” “Cut it out, dammit. Keep your damned mouth shut!” he yelled with fury.
She giggled again. “What's the matter, Vic, am I ruining it for you? Do you want me to cry and moan and protest while you rape me?”
“I'm not raping!” he cried. Her face went serious. “Then just what the hell do you think it is, huh? Do you think I'd ever fuck you if I didn't have to, if you and that son-of-a-bitch brother of yours weren't forcing me with threats and violence?” “Dammnit, shut up!” She rose up and licked her hot tongue across his face.
Her hands tore fiercely at his large-cheeked ass and she whipped her cunt rapidly along his cock before whispering, “You're a rapist, Vic.
A sick, perverted rapist.” He slapped her across the face with an animal brutality. She was caught by surprise, her head reeled, the taste of blood flooded her mouth. His hands mashed into her breasts and squeezed with angry fury to vent his feelings on her. She could feel his cock digging inside her like a shovel, trying to cause pain, trying to make her whimper and cry for mercy. It hurt. Her body was a lump of jangled, pounding nerves, her nipples felt like they would burst he squeezed the tits with such rage. But Dorothy refused to cry out, she held it all in and somehow managed to let out a loud, mocking laugh which rang in his ears and only increased his wrath.
“Shut up! Shut up! Dammit!” he screamed at the top of his lungs.
Dorothy swallowed her laughter. The pain was excruciating and she now wanted him to stop. The taunting had gone far enough, he was receiving absolutely no pleasure from her now. She could feel it inside her, his cock head had lost the wide, excited flare, it felt smaller, less aroused. She prayed her plan would work. It was something she had thought of on the spur of the moment, something very daring and possibly dangerous. She intended to not let Vic enjoy her, to do anything and everything which might ruin the pleasant atmosphere he seemed to need so much when with her. She really had no idea what her actions might make him do… but it was at least a plan. On the other hand she would let Len have his way, there was very little choice there anyway. He wanted her humiliated, begging, tortured and was quite successful at getting what he wanted. She hoped to increase the rivalry between the two by denying Vic and satisfying Len. The only problem was she had no idea what would result. Vic felt his cock shrinking inside her and with a foul curse pulled away. His cock slid from her hole and he left the bed in silence. While he dressed she watched him work his lips together with angry thought, he was unhappy, furious. Dorothy was dying to know what was going on in his head. He stood up and said, “I'll fix your filthy ass for this, you slut!” “But, Vic,” she melodically said, “I was only trying to make you happy.” “You're a whore! A fucking whore!”
“What's the matter? Aren't whores fun to fuck?” He stormed from the room and Dorothy lay on the bed wondering what would happen.
She didn't have to wait long. The door opened again and Len stepped inside. “What the shit did you do to loverboy?” he asked. “He's stomping around the house like you bit his cock off!” “I don't know what's wrong,” she innocently said. Len's eyes were all over her nudeness and she suddenly felt embarrassed again. Dorothy grabbed the blankets and covered herself. He smiled and sat next to her on the bed. “Get those covers off your body or I'll make you stuff 'em up your ass…” he hissed. Dorothy slowly pushed the blankets away and Len resumed his hungry staring. His hands brushed across her breasts and squeezed until the nipples stiffened and pointed out sharply. He kept her on her back as the hands roamed everywhere, touching, pinching, feeling the lushness and poking into her openings.
Vic had given her just enough screwing to make her good and wet, his finger slid easily inside her pussy. “You're dripping, baby,” Len whispered. A second finger joined the first and he twisted them back and forth. When the third finger tried to force inside her Dorothy made a painful moan. “Please… that hurts,” she said. He liked that. The third finger jammed in beside the other two and they started gouging at her cunt walls. Then he leaned down and brought his lips to her nipples. After a few hard sucks on each red cap his teeth clamped fiercely down. “Uuuuugh,” she groaned. The fingers crammed painfully deep inside her grinding, juice-flowing cunt. “You like it, don't you?” he asked. “You like it every time I hurt you.”
“No,” she cried. “I can't stand it, you bastard!” Her cursing only pleased him more. Then she felt his fingers sliding from her vagina and moving down to the crease of her ass. He caressed the full meat of her rump with his sticky fingers until coming in contact with her anus. Dorothy shifted her hips and moved herself from his probe. He grinned, a lewd, thrilled grin. “Auuuuuuugh!” she cried as the finger tore inside her anus and started twisting. “Nooooo!
Please… that hurts!” she groaned. He laughed and jammed a second finger brutally inside the stretched ring of muscle. They twisted back and forth to stretch her anus open with pure force. She tried pulling away, tried burying her rump deep in the mattress, but he had too good a hold inside her. Each time she twisted away he bent the fingers and viciously tore until she came back to avoid the pain.
“Like that?” he asked. “Like to feel my fingers up your tight asshole?” “Noooooo!” “That's too bad,” he said as the fingers were jerked from her rump. “Cause I'm gonna stick my cock in there. I'm gonna fuck you in the ass, baby.” “Please! Oh, my God, please don't!” His pants and shirt were off in seconds and she saw the extended length of his highly excited cock. She clamped her legs tight together and tried to pull the blankets over herself. Len only looked on with amusement, and she found out why when he started to pull the belt from his discarded pants. “No! Not the belt, please!” she cried with fright. “Get on your hands and knees you bitch!” he ordered. “Or I'll whip the shit out of you!” The thought of his running his thick rod inside her tender asshole made Dorothy shudder violently. But the thought of what he'd do to her with the belt also gave her great fear. She didn't know what to do so she did nothing. Len lifted the belt over his head and waved it like a whip. Then it came crashing down to whack loudly on the mattress just inches from her body. “No!” she shrieked. “Listen stupid!
Even if I have to beat you with this belt I'm gonna fuck your ass!
Make your choice, have me do it after you're beaten or cooperate and avoid the belt!” He meant it. As he lifted his belt into the air Dorothy made a defeated cry and opened her legs. “Get on your hands and knees! I want to see your asshole up in the air and begging for my big cock!” With a sob she rolled over and he watched as she slowly, reluctantly, came up to hands and knees. The tremendous white globes of her ass stretched with perfect roundness above her thighs, the deep crack between invited him inside. As he knelt behind her and put a hand on each side of the soft, curving hips Dorothy had to speak. “In my top drawer there's some petroleum jelly,” she said.
“Please use that, please…” He was amused and surprised.
“Petroleum jelly? You want me to grease your hole first? Is that it?
Huh? Shove some of that goop inside your asshole to make it all nice and slippery and keep my cock from ripping it apart? Huh?”
“Please,” she begged. Len went to the drawer and found the jar of jelly. He went back to the bed and scooped his finger inside.
When he brought it out a large, thick pile of the clear jelly was on it. He moved it down between the cheeks of her ass and shoved. The lubricated finger just plowed inside her with one thrust.
“Uhhhhh!” she cried. As he withdrew the finger the jelly stayed in her. Then he scooped out another fingerload and got back into the position behind her. His cock lodged between the cheeks of her ass and nestled up against her already aching anus. He applied enough pressure to keep her in a state of tension and readiness but didn't push inside, not yet. “Open your mouth,” he ordered.
“Huh?” she asked. Her mouth was open enough, and he shoved the grease-piled finger inside. She tasted the oil and thick jelly as it melted on her tongue and filled her cheeks. With a gag she tried to spit it out but his hand clamped tight across her mouth. “Swallow it, baby. Get that stuff down your throat and hope it melts down to your asshole real fast!” “Mmmmmm,” she groaned. With a laugh Len jammed his hips forward and felt his cock separate the incredibly tight hole of her ass. He gripped tight at the hips and kept shoving as the cock inched deeper and deeper into her rebelling, screaming anus. He didn't give it time to expand or adjust, his hips started to grind and pump immediately, pounding the cock with incessant jabs in and out of the pink little hole of her ass. Dorothy's whole back and neck were reeling with shock and the ripping, cruel pain. It felt like a hot poker was run up her ass, a pillar, a newly cut log with bark and all. She bit her lips to deny him the pleasure of her cries and moans. But it was too much, too painful. “Auuuuuuuugh!” she cried. “That's it, baby,” Len said. “Let it all out, cry and whimper while I stuff your ass the way you like it!” Finally the gob of jelly he shoved into her started to melt and coat his thrusting, punishing cock. It moved with less biting friction, her anus expanded to allow the insistent visitor in and out. Dorothy buried her face on the mattress and spiked her tender ass up good and high to allow him the easiest, least stinging entrance. “Yeah, now you're doing it!” he commented. Len had never felt anything so tight in all his life. Her asshole hugged every bit of his limb, squeezed down on it and seemed to suck without stop. It was incredible, hot, soft, tight and cushioned by the sweetest little ass he had ever looked at. His hands moved down to her chest to squeeze and pinch her nipples as his cock made nonstop plummets into her ass.
After Dorothy adjusted and did her best to ignore the stabbing pain she realized it was beginning to feel good. She had never had it in there before, had always feared such a thing might cause some kind of internal damage. But it was plowing deep, stroking, driving the supersensitive tissues of her rectum into a frenzy of confused contractions. She tightened her asshole around the plunging pecker and felt him stop. As soon as he moved she did it again. He was laughing as she tried to squeeze him out and he forced himself in. She knew it was a pleasing sensation for him but it also caused ripples of delight to plunge down to her dripping box. She threw all plans and hopes for freedom to the wind as the pleasure of the sliding, digging cock started to overwhelm her. He was pinching her nipples hard, real hard. Her breasts felt so big, so wonderfully big and full… so did her ass. The only thing that felt empty was her pussy.
Dorothy moved a hand down to the hanging lips and did what he had done before-inserted three twisting, drawing fingers. He knew he had her now. She was loving it, jamming her ass back at him for more and more of his stiff cock. Len enjoyed hearing her moan and whimper but that was over now. This was the greatest thrill so far, punching his thick cock right up her pink little asshole. She squirmed her buns back and spiked her ass up to an even greater angle as the trembling spasms of pleasure started to break loose inside her box, her asshole, even her breasts and throat. It was the most complete, most full fucking she had ever felt in her life. It could only be better with one change-take away Len and put David in his place.
Len felt her body bounding back at his cock, pulsating, clamping and twisting with ecstasy. Streams of sweat dripped from his forehead and he grimaced. His cock was about to erupt inside the tight hug, about to fill her sucking ass with hot, pumping jism until it overflowed. He heaved forward with a gasp as the first pounding shot escaped his tube. The cream came from him with wrenching jerks of his hips and back as he wrapped his arms tight around her torso and held on like he was riding a bucking bronco. Each deep plunge of his ass and cock was met by a thirsty rise of her ass and slap of meaty buns against sweaty thighs. The white lava pumped deep into her rectum and didn't flow back down like it did in her cunt. But Len kept digging his meat into the now loose anus as it became smaller, shriveled, lost the hardness and went limp with fatigue. He pulled it from her and the jism followed in tiny drips. His cock was coated with the froth of his own sperm. Len dropped onto the bed beside her on his back. Dorothy slowly moved her aching legs back and gently lowered to her belly. She wanted to close her eyes and rest while the still painful expansion of her anus disappeared. But Len had other ideas. He nudged her with his elbow. “Hey, you're not done yet.”
She lifted up. “What?” “I said you're not through. You got some more work to do before I let you rest.” “What?” she asked.
“See my cock? My exhausted cock with all that slop from your ass on it?” She looked down at the shriveled pecker lying like a wounded soldier across the thick black patch of his pubic hair.
Another gob of semen dripped from her throbbing anus. She wanted to cry, to beg him to leave her alone, to pray for mercy. But she inhaled and nodded. “I see it.” “I thought you would,” he smugly said.
“Now I want it nice and clean, I want all that crap off my nice cock.”
“Uh huh.” He grabbed a handful of her hair and pulled her face close to his. She grimaced with pain as he hissed, “And I want it done with your mouth!” He viciously shoved her head down to his crotch. “Now suck it until it shines! And keep sucking! I'm gonna take a nap and if I wake up and your mouth ain't wrapped around my cock I'll beat your ass until it looks like a waffle!” Dorothy obeyed.
She opened her lips and brought them down to the slime-coated cock.
While holding her breath she sucked the limp worm inside and licked.



CHAPTER NINE


Every time David heard a cry from the agonized lips of his sister he grimaced. All her pains and humiliations were felt as strongly by David as they were by Dorothy. He was at least doing something, though. He was working feverishly around the head of one bolt holding the heavy boards across the bedroom window. He had remembered the small pocket knife only that morning and had immediately started to whittle and dig around the bolts. He had to force himself to go slow and easy, the blade was a flimsy thing and he knew if it broke that would be it. With the meticulous care of a sculptor carving wood he sliced small chips away from around the bolt.
He hoped to at least loosen them enough to wedge something, anything, behind the boards and pry them away. It was a long shot, but his only shot. David hadn't seen anyone since late the day before after dinner when they had locked him in. He had to use his wastebasket as a toilet and had resorted to keeping it behind the closed closet door with its contents of yellow water which could begin to smell as the heat of the day increased. The room was stifling, no air circulation, a cell. Perspiration flowed from his temple as he cautiously and intently worked. Vic was fed up and disgusted the rest of the day. He wandered around the house in a foul mood, grumbling, sitting for a minute, then distractedly springing up and pacing around the living room. He was frustrated, disappointed, confused and seething with a held-in anger. “Hey man,” Len said. “What the hell's wrong with you? You're acting like a crazy man.” Vic shot a glance at the smug face of his contented brother and snarled, “That little slut's gonna get it!” Len howled with laughter. “Man, you sure have let her get to you! You idiot, you've fallen head over heels for that cunt! You're nuts!” “Shut up,” Vic mumbled as he stormed into his bedroom and slammed the door. As Len laughed his eyes glanced toward the kitchen where Dorothy was preparing dinner. He had had a great day, much to Vic's disgruntled frustration. She was in a new outfit Len had dreamed up, something adequate for the kitchen and also pleasing to look at. An apron, the type that ties around the neck and in the back. And that was all, just a lace-trimmed, pink and white apron coming down to just above her knees. She was fully exposed in the back. The oval slopes of her exciting ass were always in view, hanging there like two proud melons of soft, velvety white. He could see the bulging lips of her pussy down under the crack, a hint of blond hair wisping like smoke too… especially when she bent down to look inside the hot oven. She was cooking a roast and it smelled wonderful. Len licked his lips and watched as she peeled carrots. The motions of her arm and hand pushing the peeler up and down the carrot made one large breast wobble loosely behind the apron top. Large swells of delicate whiteness and an occasional glimpse of pink nipple were his to enjoy. Len eased out of his comfortable chair in the living room and sauntered into the kitchen to get a closer view. She was indeed beautiful-perfectly smooth curving legs, and that husky, jutting ass! And the tits, the tremendous, firm, high-riding tits that couldn't seem to hold still! Dorothy ignored him as she finished peeling the carrot. Len watched in silence as she took the thick, orange root to the sink and rinsed it. She put it on the sinkboard and started peeling another. Len picked the peeled carrot up and bit off the thin, pointed end. As he chewed noisily his eyes never left her solidly built body, the long, silken blond hair, her sweet, soft cheeks and full-lipped mouth. He started to bite into the carrot again when the exciting thought occurred to him. “Hey,” he said. “Is it okay that I eat this carrot raw? I mean will there be enough for dinner?” Dorothy nodded. “Yes, there's enough.” “Good,” he answered. He saw the half-dozen peeled carrots next to the sink and waited until she finished the one in her hand and rinsed it. “Is that all?” She nodded again and ran water into a pan. “Yes.”
“Okay, I hate to interfere 'cause you're such a good cook and all that… but I'd like to make a suggestion as to how to prepare them real special.” She didn't look at him and coldly asked, “What?”
“I want 'em glazed, candied. You know, glazed carrots?” “I don't think we have enough sugar to do that.” “Sure we do, we got something real sweet to coat 'em with, baby.” Dorothy swallowed and stared at the thick, ten-inch long carrots. She fearfully suspected what he was about to make her do and a ripple of dread tingled inside her. “I want you to fuck each carrot, baby. Shove them up in that delicious cunt of yours before cooking 'em.” She whirled with anger and snapped, “You're sick! That's the most disgusting thing I've heard!” His loud laughter filled her ears as he picked up the carrots in his hand and pointed at the kitchen table. “Get on there, baby. Lay yourself out flat and hoist those swinging legs of yours up in the air. You're gonna get 'carrot-fucked.'” “No!” she howled defiantly. His laughing face became a dark menace of anger. With a lift of his free hand and a deep, menacing voice he said, “You do as I say, bitch! Now get on that table.” Her whole body shuddered with revulsion, her knees felt weak as she moved to the table and sat on the edge. Large tears started to stream from her eyes as she slid back to the center and slowly lowered down to her back. Len was thrilled, she was really disgusted by his idea, trembles of hatred shook her thighs, her lips were quivering with hatred. “Okay, hoist up those legs so I can see your cunt.” A helpless whimper escaped her mouth as she did what he said. Then he reached down and daintily lifted the front of her apron to expose her sensitive crotch to his sight. He pushed her knees back until they were touching her breasts and watched the pink-lipped gash rise hungrily up. The swollen mound of delicately lipped meat was beautiful, clean, fleshy and full. The pink dot of her asshole, the asshole he had filled earlier in the day, was now back to normal, a small pucker of tight muscle. Len took the carrot he had bitten into earlier and brushed it across her helpless pussy lips. Dorothy groaned and silently cried as she felt him manipulate the thick butt-end of the vegetable inside the skins of her opening. He eased it inside her, pushing steadily, forcing the carrot deeper and deeper inside her unwilling crevice. It stung, she was dry and the carrot insensitive as it plowed the rebellious, stretching cunt walls. By the time the carrot was almost fully in her she felt the first flow of lubrication easing the pain. Len pumped it in and out three times before withdrawing it and inspecting the glossy coat of pussy fluid. Before starting with the next carrot he held this one over her face and said, “Open up.” “No, please…”
“Open up and take a bite! You have to make sure the glaze is okay!” Dorothy bit off the thick end of the carrot and chewed the pulplike hardness between her teeth. She swallowed it without tasting because she knew he would order her to anyway. Then he surprised her by biting off a chunk of the carrot himself. With smacking lips he chewed it up and swallowed. “Delicious,” he remarked. “A real masterpiece.” She held very still as he assaulted her painful box with the rest of the carrots, digging them deeply into her softness and pumping three, four times until they were thickly coated with glowing juice. They were hard, stiff, as thick and long as any cock she knew except David's… and they aroused her. Dorothy couldn't help it-lying there as she was with her legs bent up on her chest, her twat completely open and exposed, the hard, plunging carrots spearing in and out like stiff cocks. The bubbling milk of her cunt flowed abundantly, and each carrot received a greater coat of the clinging delicacy of her insides. When he got to the last carrot Len stabbed it inside her with three rapid thrusts and pulled it out. She started to lower her legs but Len stopped her. “Not yet, this is Vic's carrot. I want to cheer him up by making it extra special. You'll have to cook it in a pot all by itself. Now get those legs back up there and let me finish my cooking.” She didn't realize just what he had on his lewd mind until the blunt head of the carrot started pushing forcefully at her pink, tender asshole. She groaned with humiliation and agony as it forced into the resistant muscle, pushed it open and stretched everything far back. Len gave the carrot a hard shove and it plowed painfully up her ass. He held it there as she squirmed with torture and gasped fitfully for air. “How's that?” he asked. “It hurts… please…” she begged. “Okay,” he said.
His hand left the carrot and it hung inside her stretched agonized asshole. “Now shit it out. Squeeze it out like a big turd for Vic's dinner.” “Ohhhhhh,” she cried as her rectal muscles tightened and made the long, orange carrot slide up and out of her puckered asshole.
Len watched on with increasing enjoyment as it finally reached the end and plopped onto the table below her upturned ass. “Okay, now if you wash that damned thing I'll shove 'em all up your ass! Get it!
Cook it up for dear, old Vic in a special pot. Make it real tasty for him.” He sat in a chair laughing as Dorothy averted her eyes and slowly climbed from the table. She had never felt so small, so embarrassed in her life. He was vile, disgusting, an awful creature, and she wanted to tear his eyes out. But he was strong and mean, she was scared of him, too frightened to do anything but what he said to do. She put the carrots which had filled her vagina into the pot on the stove and started the heat. After finding another pot she went to the table and dropped the last carrot, the one from her ass, into it. Len grinned with pleasure. She ran water over it and put it on the stove. As soon as Len left the room she grabbed the disgusting vegetable and made a small, almost unnoticeable cut in it and dropped it back in the water. She was sure of one thing, she couldn't take much more of this, her nerves were constantly trembling, her hands never stopped shaking. She had more or less solved the matter of Vic's interest, now if she could only think of a way to turn off Len.
As the two brothers sat at the table for dinner Dorothy did something which at least made her happy. She switched the lone carrot with one of the others and made sure the one with the small cut ended up on Len's plate. As she served them Len looked up at her with a conspiratorial grin and wink. He had the stupidity to think she'd play along with his disgusting pranks. He watched intently as Vic devoured his food. A smirk came over his face as his brother bit into his carrots and swallowed them-a smirk that didn't fade as Dorothy watched with a poker-face as Len filled his own mouth with carrots.
The fool was eating the special one, lapping it up while laughing at the stupidity of his brother. Len seemed so pleased with his little stunt that he allowed Dorothy to fill a plate for David. “I'll let you in and you can feed him,” Len said. “When you're done I'll unlock the door and let you out. But if there's any funny stuff we'll make you both very sorry.” “Yessir,” she answered. “Sir?” He liked that and proudly pushed his chest out. David jumped and covered the window boards with the draperies when he heard the lock opening at the door. Quickly he went to his bed and sat. When he saw his sister, tired looking, dressed in only the apron and carrying a plate of food, his heart went out to her. Len shoved his head in the door and looked around. He saw nothing to make him suspicious and said, “Okay, you have one hour. Just eat, I don't want you two perverts fucking each other now. You know that's incest!”
After he closed the door and his hysterical laughter faded David touched Dorothy's hand and asked, “Are you all right?” She bravely nodded. “Just embarrassed, I guess.” “They raped you, didn't they?” She shrugged numbly. “Several times. That Len is a monster, he'll do anything he can think of for kicks.” “The bastard. If I could only get out of here!” David hissed. “What good would that do?” she asked. “They'd only overpower you and lock you back in.” “We've got to get help.” he said. “But how?
And if we do they'll only tell everybody what they caught us doing!” she said. “So what? I don't care if the whole world knows we slept with each other!” David forcefully said. “My only concern is getting us out of here in one piece! Getting good and far from this damned town!” “Me too?” she asked. He circled her with his arms in a tender embrace. “I wouldn't think of leaving you behind, Dorothy. Not here, not at the mercy of this stinking town and those bastards who call themselves men! Never-you're coming with me.” A swell of heartfelt passion swept across Dorothy as she heard the words. “We'll run away together. Go somewhere and forget all about this place?” “We'll never return, Dorothy. Billford, Texas will no longer exist as far as we're concerned.” “Can we live together?” He smiled warmly. “I sure want it that way.” Her lips rested against his neck and for the first time in days Dorothy once again experienced a deep sense of warmth and security. She felt a rising urge inside her loins to kiss him, to smother his mouth with hers and feel the whipping thrash of his hot tongue against her lips, teeth and tongue. But she pulled away-he had to be starving. “Aren't you hungry?” she asked. “Yes, I'm famished,” he answered. So Dorothy sat lovingly besides her younger brother by one year and watched him eat. “There weren't any carrots left,” she lied. “Vic and Len ate them all like a couple of pigs.” “That's okay,” he said.
Only twenty minutes of their allotted hour had passed when David pushed the empty plate away and wiped his mouth. He looked at his sister and asked, “Have you any ideas how one of us can escape and go for help? Or maybe get to the phone?” “That filthy Len never takes his eyes off me,” she said. “And they threatened to beat you up if I tried to sneak out at night. My bedroom window isn't locked but I'm afraid they mean it. I don't want you getting hurt.” “I'll take the chance,” David said. “I'm afraid. Besides, Len made me put all my clothes in suitcases and he has them in his room.” “All of them?” “No. I hid some slacks and a blouse in my small case. I packed it just in case we can escape.” “Good girl. All we have to do is think of a way to divert their attention and get me out of here.
Then we can make a run for it. I don't think they'll do much once we're near town, it's too risky and they're basically cowards.”
“But what? How can you get out of here?” Dorothy once again leaned into the securing warmth of her brother. His comforting arm circled her shoulders. “I'm working on something now. But I'll have to think of a way to signal you.” “If we get out where will we go?” she asked. “New York City. I want to live in a place where there are so many people no one gives a damn who you are and how you live. I don't want any small town.” “New York? That would be so exciting!” She pressed her warm lips against his neck and this time kissed him. Her tongue slid out to caress his smooth flesh, to taste his masculine flavor and suck hungrily. “I've got enough money to get us an apartment.” “We can mail back and get mine out of the bank in town.” His hands were caressing softly against the bareness of her back when she lifted up and pressed her swirling tongue inside his lips. David sucked back at her, drawing the working tongue deep inside with squeezing lips. She groaned, this time with pleasure, and twisted around to lay as much of her warm body against his as possible. David slid down on the bed and she nestled happily in his embrace, felt his deeply breathing chest rise up to nudge at her breasts, experienced a thrilling sensation of delight between her thighs as they opened and wrapped around his leg. “We don't have much time, David. Do you think we can make love?” she asked. “I need you so badly, I need someone who is tender and makes me feel like a woman… not an object.” “I don't know if we should take the chance…” “Please…” she begged while reaching down to stroke at the relaxed lump in his pants. “I want you so bad I can't think! it will help me put up with these two.” David kissed her passionately and she knew his answer. Her hands started to happily dig at his belt buckle and zipper. In seconds she tugged his stiffening shaft from the underpants and greedily wrapped her hand around it. It was hot, throbbing with pleasure under her touch. She loved that cock, that beautiful little penis which had grown into such a giant before her silent, watching eyes and nighttime dreams. She moved down and circled the flared head with her searching, hungry mouth. It glided into her neatly, filled her lips out to a stretched ring of pinkness as she pressed down and gorged her throat with the thick fill of cock. “Mmmmmmm,” she hummed with ecstasy. David knew she needed him, needed him urgently. His hands worked at the tie string behind her neck and the top of the apron fell quickly away. Next he pulled the bow-knot in the small of her back. The apron collapsed into a skimpy pile between them and her breasts flowed free like large, happy balloons. She ground her crotch up firmly against his leg and worked it back and forth to ignite the sweltering tissues. Her hands pushed at his pants until they fell from his feet onto the floor. He removed his shirt as she felt the glory of his bare flesh inside her scissor-clamping thighs. She pumped incessantly at his rod, working it up to maximum height and firmness with her hand and her nipping, licking mouth. He was naked as she leaned over him and voraciously devoured the thick, meaty column of muscle. David's hands came up to her breasts and kneaded them together. The nipples drew into puckers of thrilled redness before his eyes. She's perfect, he thought, we'll be very happy and able to live as we want in New York, no one will ever need to know we're brother and sister. She slid her Lips from the tip of his cock and worked them down the base with pinching nips until reaching the sperm-glutted testicles in their sac of loose flesh. With a famished gulp she drew one ball inside her mouth and rolled it over on her tongue. She sucked at the skins and they too slipped inside her mouth, but there wasn't room for the last testicle. David felt extremely hot, his pulse was slamming in his head, through his chest and arms and legs. She was driving his cock into a frenzy of anxious excitement. He tugged at her curving legs until she released her hot clamp around his ankle and moved up toward his face. He kissed each white cheek of her ass, then ran his tongue into the crevice between. She trembled with bliss as the tongue made a tickling trail of wet down closer and closer to the waiting, throbbing opening of her ass. When he brushed softly over it she pounded down hard on his cock until it was buried deep in her gurgling throat and let out a sound of encouragement; “Mmmmmmm”. David circled the pink hole with his tongue tip and felt it quiver with anticipation. Then he pointed the organ from his mouth and pushed at the pinhole. It gave way with amazing ease as she relaxed herself and welcomed the sliding guest. David speared his tongue inside the clinging orifice and licked away all the bruises and cruelty Len had left there. Dorothy felt her orgasm coming. It was as though a whole string of firecrackers were attached to her spine from her mouth to her anus to her clitoris. The untouched nub of stiffness in her crotch needed no additional urging, it throbbed, pounded, became electrified and sent out wave after wave of beating joy.
“Mmmmmmmm!” she moaned. Then, pulling up from his balls and dripping cock, she cried, “Yes! Oh… yes!” Her soft ass squirmed happily against David's probing face as he brushed his tongue to the fullest depth inside the buckling passage of her anus. The drooling twat rested against his chin and sent streams of happy liquid down his neck as the tongue danced like a drunken cowboy inside her. “God, that feels so gooood!” she groaned before plummeting back down to jam her lips around his up-thrusting, red-headed, tasty cock. David threw his tongue into rapid-fire jabs which stroked in and out of her anus while her whole body seemed to burst with jerks and trembles. All the leftover ecstasy from the half-spent orgasms she had experienced with Vic and Len now exploded like fireworks throughout her torso, limbs, mouth and snug crotch openings. She banged her ass back at him for more and more of the wonderful, probing tongue. The throes of her ecstasy started to pass and David moved his tongue down to the next slit-her juice-gushing cunt. The tongue moved right inside and plastered against the pounding clitoris to drive it back up to its former heights of passion. His lips circled the pulpy foreskins and sucked hard to feel the juice of her hole spill inside her mouth.
Dorothy hugged his cock with both hands and kissed the head passionately. She twisted her lips and tongue back and forth to scrub it into a state of purple heat. She loved the cute cock head, the one-eyed man with which she found so much happiness-that long, limbless cyclops who explored her deepest body. The hands slid down to caress the inside of his thighs and lovingly nestle his testicles as she took a slow, hp-crushing drop on the digging stick.
It filled her mouth, pressed into the hug of her throat; she twisted and felt it glide deep inside, past the tonsils and down to the esophagus, where it ignited all the delicate tissues into a flurry of quivering heat. He battered her clitoris with his tongue tip until it was about to blast into a thousand separate pieces. Then she eagerly jammed her cunt against his hot mouth and squirmed so hard the lips of fire grated on his straight, white teeth. She was climaxing again, exhausting volumes of boiling juices from the furnace of her swirling body. David clamped onto her ass with both hands and held her welded to his face as the powerful ripples and tugs of her twat slammed along his whipping, seething tongue. She couldn't breathe his cock had her so filled-but she didn't care. Dorothy felt so wonderful she wanted to die, wanted to have this ecstasy as the last fleeting feeling of life. But her senses prevailed and she lifted away long enough to fill her lungs and plunge back down. David was near smothering too. Her ass was clamped so greedily to his face that there was no room for air. He used his hands to spread the cheeks of her ass and he found a small draft of oxygen drifting down the crevice to his nostrils. He inhaled the air and the pungent odor of her draining, humping womanhood. Then his balls started to roll with excitement, the stuffed ovals cried to release their pent-up load of hot semen. And her sucking, pulling mouth drew him closer and closer each second. He wanted to cream inside her cunt, wanted to cram his long cock up inside her and plaster the walls of her clamping pussy with the white seed, but it was too late. David knew it was coming but didn't care, he felt so aroused he was sure the cock would lose none of the stiffness. It would eagerly plunge inside her grinding twat to take a second helping of her glorious body.
Dorothy could feel his thighs tense up, his cock head flare to new extremes. He was going to cream, fill her mouth, feed her after she gave him his dinner. A flutter of thrilling passion ran through her body, she was going to drink his jism, swallow him up and love every tasty bit. It gushed with power against the rear of her throat and started to flow in abundant gobs down to her stomach. She pulled up enough to feel the next throbbing explosions across her tongue, teeth, into the crevices between her gums and cheeks. It was delicious, a true testimonial of his love to let her drink from the spewing, pounding fountain of his manhood. She licked the spike clean and sucked any spillover from his soft pubic hair. David relaxed and felt her talented lips working like a soft vacuum to his pole, his balls, his thighs and anus. As a last touch she wiggled her tongue up inside the asshole and with a wide scoop sent thrills along his spine.
And the pecker never wavered once, it stood at ready, full attention while she scrubbed it down. Then with a tender kiss on the tip she faced her smiling brother and said, “It's still up, isn't it?”
“It's not finished, sister. It has more places to visit before retiring.” She shuddered with animal anticipation and looked at the clock on his dresser. Twenty minutes had passed, there were only twenty more left. “We better hurry,” she said. “I don't want them walking in on us.” His hands tenderly caressed the cheeks of her face and she opened her mouth to suck his finger inside as if it were a tiny cock. She bit softly and hoisted her legs across his waist and sat. She was like a cowboy, happy, content, getting ready to take another long ride through the beauties of nature. She squirmed back to nestle down into the saddle of his uppermost thighs. The hard cock slipped warmly under the gliding lips of her moist gash. With a forward movement and a plowing dig of her hips she scooped the head of the hard rod deftly up between the hugging lips of her cunt. Then she slowly, thrillingly, settled back to feel it slide its filling mass inside.



CHAPTER TEN


“What do you mean?” Vic asked. “I mean you're being a real stupid jerk, that's what I mean,” Len answered. “You've let that broad get under your skin, she's playing with your head.”
“Aw,” Vic drawled in half-hearted protest. “Look at yourself! You can't even get the guts to give her a decent fucking!
You're dunking of her as some kind of goddess, a virgin, an innocent little doll! Man, that's bullshit!” “I don't think so,” Vic mumbled. “I always thought she was a nice girl. She's well-behaved, clean…” “Will you cut that out!” Len hollered. His fist came slamming down on the table. “What kind of girl fucks her brother, her real, blood brother? Huh?” “Well…” Vic became silent, at a loss for words. “See? See what I mean? She's committing incest, screwing her own brother. She's nothing more than a cheap slut, a whore, a cock-sucking cunt who don't draw the line at nothing. She loves everything we been doing to her!” “Well, she ain't got much choice. After all…” Len threw his hands in the air with frustration. “There's no hope for you, Vic. You're naive, dumb, pussy-whipped!” “Will you quit saying those things about me? I can screw any woman as good as you can, dammit!” “Not her! Not now that's she's got you buffaloed!” “Like hell, I can't!”
“Sure. I been watching you, hiding all day, pacing around like a bull in the castration pen.” Vic looked at the kitchen clock.
“What's keeping her? She's been up there an awful long time.” It was only forty-five minutes since she had left the kitchen. Len smiled, “She's got fifteen minutes left before the hour I gave her is up.” “An hour? That sure is a lot of time for him to just eat his dinner.” “I know. I figure by now he's all through eating the dinner and is in the middle of eating his sister,” Len said. “You think he's doing that? After what we said? After all the screwing we gave her? You think she's doing it with him too?” Vic asked with disbelief. “If I prove it will you get off this stupid crap about her being some kind of innocent child? Will you shape up and slam your cock in her like she deserves?” “I guess so,” Vic admitted.
“Shit, what do you mean, you guess so? Man, that broad has been screwing all three of us and Ted too! Now ain't that proof she's a no-good whore? Can't that make you admit she digs cock, lots of cock, the more and the bigger and the harder it gets shoved in the better?”
Vic nodded. “You're right. I guess I just don't want to face facts. She's so damned beautiful, so nice, I can't believe a pretty girl like her would enjoy doing those things.” Len leaned over the table and spoke softly, “Today I put it up her ass. Stuck it right in there and she went nuts! Loved it like nothing she's ever had before.” He sat back and confirmed his statement with a slight nod of his head. “In her ass? Her asshole? It fit?” “Like a knife slides into butter. Man, it was the nicest damned feeling I ever had.
Her round buns banging down on my belly and that tight asshole sucking my stick like it was a long, sweet candy cane in a kid's mouth.”
“I don't believe it.” Len stood up. “Come on, I'll show you.
We'll go sneak in on 'em. I'll bet he's got her humping his stick right now. Slamming her box down on it like a crazy lady.” Vic followed Len to the hall and attic stairs. Dorothy brought her surging cunt down to feel the broad-headed entrance of David's swollen cock scrape against her glorying pussy walls. They were screaming with passion, rambling like a constant earthquake around the deep-running pole. David's hips came up slowly and matched her pace with the exactness only wombmates could attain. His cock was a perfect fit inside the hollow between her warm, trembling thighs. When completely inserted she felt absolutely full and he felt totally touched. Together they massaged each other's organs, together they worked themselves into a boiling lather. Her in-sides were like those of a butter churn, bubbling, swirling, washing around the pumping, pulling action of his constantly moving pecker. “Oh, it's so good. So wonderful, the way I feel,” she whispered in his ear.
“I could do this forever,” David replied. “Yes, but we only have a few minutes left. Let's not waste time, let's make each other happy once more,” she groaned with a sensual, hungry twist of her hips. He felt her swollen, soft breasts rub across his chest, the stiff little nipples scratched a path of wanton fire, her lips closed around the flesh of his neck and she bit softly, tenderly, with little, loving nips. David's hips started moving faster, started pumping his rod deep and hard inside the turmoil of muscular fluctuation around her cunt canal. She pressed down, her ass started to clip with pounding speed as his cock slid in and out. The continuous stream of her juices started to increase, streamed along his entering and exiting cock to paint it with glowing slickness.
“Yes!” she cried. “I'm so close! I'm going to… I'm…” She lost her words in a furious gasp for air as the flutter inside her pussy became a forceful, clamping squeeze. Then a nonstop series of rippling grabs traveled the length of the imbedded root, her pussy walls started slamming around the cock, hugging it, biting it, pinching the pleasure-giving hardness of the broiling muscle.
David suddenly clamped his hands on her ass and held tight. His cock was getting ready to explode again, to spray its thick payload deep inside her humping, swimming body. “Now ain't that a pretty picture,” Len said. Dorothy bolted up and looked back. David released her ass and felt the growing pleasure in his balls and cock instantly die. It was true-they had heard right. Standing in the doorway, leaning against the doorframe with cocky, sly grins on their faces, were Vic and Len. “Tst, tst, tst,” Len mumbled. “Here we trusted you for one hour and what happens? Can't give anyone a break these days. Soon as you do you learn the most terrible things about them. Things like a sister and brother fucking, doing unnatural acts with their bodies.” “You bastard!” Dorothy shrieked. “Get out!
Leave us alone! You son-of-a-bitch!” She swung around and David's long cock slid from her juice-dripping pussy. Len laughed. “Listen to the Foul words come from the sweet girl. The girl who commits incest!
You got a lot of room to talk you slut-bitch!” David sprang from the bed and lunged with blind fury at the disgusting throat of Len.
But Len was prepared. His hard fist caught David square in the naked belly and sent him reeling to the floor. Dorothy leapt up and ran to his aid. “Leave him alone! Please! I'll do anything you want! Just don't hurt David!” she cried while cradling his head. A thin trickle of blood leaked from the corner of David's mouth. He spit and tried to get up but Len stepped close and with a venomous snarl said, “One move out of you and I'll kick your damned head in!” He lifted his leg and the thick-heeled cowboy boot in front of David's face made him sink back down. “What do you want?” David asked.
“That's more like it,” Len said. “I want you two to get back on that bed and finish what you were doing. You still got five minutes left.” “What?” David asked with increasing anger. “Get on that bed and finish fucking her or I'll ram this boot right up your ass!” Dorothy grabbed David's arm and said, “Come on, David. We better do what he says.” “What?” David protested. “With them in the room? Like hell I'll…” Len's boot caught him on the side of the face and David was knocked back to the floor. His face felt like a train had hit it, he tasted blood. He knew Len was serious, deadly serious. “Come on, David,” Dorothy urged in a wavering voice. She helped him back to the bed. “You get on your back, wise-guy!” Len ordered. “And miss big-tits can mount back up on you just like before.
And we better see some good fucking! You got four minutes left to show us your jism dripping out of her cunt!” “You goddam bastard!”
David hissed. “Waste all the time you want swearing at me, tough-man,” Len said with a calm voice. “But for every minute over the next four that it takes for you to cream her cunt will mean five nice cracks across her ass with my belt!” “Please! Please do as he says!” Dorothy begged. “He means it, he's a sadistic fiend!”
David closed his eyes and felt her warm body grinding against him. “Forget they're there, pretend we're alone,” she whispered in his ear. “Pretend we're in New York, away from all this, living in our apartment and making love all day.” He forced himself to listen to her soothing voice and felt his cock responding to the frantic grinding of her anxious vagina. She was dreadfully afraid, and so was he. David didn't want to be the cause of that crud's slashing her with his belt. He concentrated on nothing but her soft voice and her soft cunt lips stroking his cock. It grew and quickly became erect.
Dorothy drove her frantic body down onto the stiffness and exhaled. It was up and in, now it had less than two minutes to ejaculate, to cream her or leave her empty and under the cracking leather of the belt.
“See, Vic? See how much they like screwing each other. The way he jams that oversized cock up inside her hungry hole? You see what I mean?” “Yesh,” answered Vic. “She's nothing but a cheap slut and a whore. Any girl who acts like that ain't worth the powder to blow her up with.” “Right. But look at that nice ass and those big, luscious tits. There ain't one damned thing wrong with her body. And it's her body I'm interested in, not her morals. Understand?” Vic nodded again. The vision of her frantically humping pussy sliding up and down David's thrusting, probing cock was exciting him to no end.
He loved the way they worked together, an unbroken rhythm, a dance with constant, merging motions. Deep inside he felt a tinge of remorse, a jealousy, a desire to have the perfect tempo they were so deftly exhibiting. “You got one minute!” Len announced.
“God, please, please, please…” Dorothy moaned softly into her brother's ear. “Swing back and forth,” David mumbled. “Fast.”
Dorothy's lips fell into immediate action, they jerked to the left, then the right. David's inserted cock was shoved forcefully to each side, her sucking internal walls hugged firmly to one, then the other, side of his long rod. “That's it,” he whispered. Then his hips pounded up with a power no one expected, not Len not Vic, not even Dorothy. She grimaced with pain at first, then she sighed, her gash felt a newer, greater sensation as the cock head deftly scrubbed each side of her pounding cunt. It was an extremely exciting dash through the delicate tissue linings, a stroke which threw them into instant rebellion. Her quick, eager response only served to increase David's excitement. His cock was being stroked in an area which received less friction during more formal sex, he could feel his arousal growing, his testicles churning their heavy load. He kept jabbing into her and she never stopped the side-to-side clips of her talented slit. “Fifteen seconds!” Len announced. “Now or her ass will be black and blue!” David lunged up with a full-hearted heave and felt the jism thunder along the ecstasy-ridden length of his cock. It splashed into the welcoming twists of her box and Dorothy cried out with delight. “You did it! I feel it! It feels so wonderful, so good, so warm!” She collapsed forward onto his heaving body and a powerful orgasm enveloped her body. She gasped and jerked with abandon around the spilling tool, cream gushed from her foreskins and drooled like liquid silver down across the rocking sac of pumping testicles below. “He did it,” Vic said with a touch of admiration. “He creamed in her just in time.” “That's 'cause he can't hold it,” Len mumbled. “They call that a premature ejaculation.”
Vic's forehead wrinkled and he looked over at Len. “Where'd you learn that?” “I read books, stupid. Now drag her off him and down to her own room. I'm so horny from watching that I feel like poking her myself.” “Me too,” Vic said. Len slapped him on the shoulder. “See? I told you if you'd change your attitude everything would be different!” Vic grabbed Dorothy by the arm and started to lift her away from the hugging grasp of David when Len shouted, “Hey! Wait a minute!” He went to the bed and pushed David's pillow to the side. The envelope stuffed with money was there. Len picked it up and looked inside, a whistle escaped his lips. “Well, I'll be go-to-hell. Our little stepbrother has been holding out more than his hot-fucking sister on us. There must be over a thousand dollars in here!” “Huh?” Vic asked while trying to see over Len's broad shoulder. Len pulled his wallet from his jeans and quickly shoved the fat envelope inside. He could hardly fold the wallet but somehow managed to shove it back into the pocket away from Vic's gaze.
“We can count this later,” he snapped. “Right now we got her to take care of!” “You damned thief!” David cursed. “If I get the chance to get my hands on you I'll…” Len slapped him across the face and snorted. “You won't get the chance you little prick, so shut up!”
“You'll regret this!” Dorothy cried as Vic jerked her to her feet. “Bullshit! You two assholes ain't got a leg to stand on!
All we gotta do is let the word out and you'll be driven out of this town on a rail! People around here don't go for incest! Shit, no one does! So if you say one fucking word we'll open up and see to it that you're both exposed!” Len yelled. Then he jerked his thumb at the open door and ordered, “Get her downstairs, Vic. On the bed!” As Vic shoved Dorothy from the room David made one last fitful lunge at Len.
Len seemed to welcome it, he laughed and jammed his knee into David's fully exposed crotch. David collapsed onto the floor and held tight to his revolting guts. “There! That ought to make your big cock feel good!” Len laughed. He locked the room up and quickly went downstairs. The thick wallet made a jutting lump in his rear pocket but for the moment his thoughts were only on satisfying the lust in his loins. The excitement of watching Dorothy and David's well-matched intercourse had been too much to bear. A second lump was in his jeans, the long, hard lump of an erect, throbbing cock.
David felt he was going to vomit. His insides were thrashing like a washing machine, a heave came to his throat and he crawled to the closet door. It was painful for him to reach up and turn the knob but he managed. He grabbed for the wastebasket, dragged it to his face, waited for the recently eaten dinner to come up. But it didn't.
The simple exercise of moving to the door had been enough to ease the blasting pain in his guts. He tried to stand up and had to balance himself on the dresser. But it did help. Finally he strolled slowly around the room, stretched, felt the knot in his bowels and testicles at last release. He went to the wastebasket and spit the blood from his mouth. He was in one piece at least, he had that to be thankful for. But not much else. The whimpers of Dorothy as she struggled with the two monsters were filtering up to his room. In an uncontrollable flash of anger he lashed out and slammed his fist against the wall. The stabs of pain running along his forearm were quick to sober his senses. David kicked the wastebasket back into the open closet. That's when it hit him. The closet! He looked inside and up. The ceiling was flat, level. Everywhere else in the attic room had slanted ceilings to conform with the roof of the house. But an artificial ceiling was at the top of the closet, something he had been too stupid to think of before now. He pulled a chair into the closet and stood on it. A slight upward push was enough to dislodge the simple piece of painted plywood someone had slipped between the closet beams as a top to the closet. David jumped from the chair and ran to his clothes. As he dressed he tried to devise some plan of action, some way to get Dorothy away from them and still manage to escape. “All right, get onto the bed and on your hands and knees,” Len ordered Dorothy. “I want your ass jutting out and your sweet mouth open!” She was experiencing the greatest fear yet. Len was livid with anger and Vic seemed to be totally changed. Vic cleared his throat and added, “You heard him! Do as he says!” His hand slapped across the full meat of her bare ass and sent stinging pains up her back. She jumped around and gasped. Vic leered at her and started to undo his pants. As she obediently climbed onto the bed the brothers stripped naked. Each cock was endowed with great stiffness and redness. They were like to menacing daggers before her eyes. Tears started to roll from her; she gasped and realized there was going to be no pleasure for her this time, none at all.
“On your hands and knees!” Len yelled. She got into the position and waited. “Jut your ass back real nice now so Vic can plug his cock up your asshole,” Len said. “He don't want to dirty his pecker with your brother's jism.” “Oh, please, please no…” she moaned. Vic's hands pushed down on the small of her back and she felt her rounded ass spiking back at him. Next she felt the hot head of his cock playing against each cheek of her ass, sliding up and down the crack, toying, teasing, brushing her helpless and fully exposed anus. Len jumped onto the bed and knelt before her head. “Lift up that crying face and wrap your mouth around my dick!” She raised her face and stared at his blood-engorged cock. After a swallow she found the courage to lick out at it, to taste the salty meat, to press her lips onto it. Len's hands came down to the back of her head and tore into her hair. “Swallow my cock inside your mouth!” She opened up and he jammed his long, hard stick forcefully into the softness of her mouth and throat. It was such a mean push that she gagged, the cock choked the breath right out of her and she was helpless to do anything about it. “Now suck it real good or you'll smother!” She drew her lips tight around the imbedded shaft and gave it a long, pulling suck. As she eased back she was able to breath through her nose, the air filled her grateful lungs. “That's it, cunt, suck it up real good.” “Auuuuuugh!” she screamed as the seething pain of Vic's large cock head ripping into her anus blasted through her unexpecting body. He shoved with pure might and viciousness.
The cock speared into her without stop, stretched her delicately tissued rectum with such force that the pains ran down her legs and up to her cock-filled neck. “Now listen to me,” Len said. “You draw back on my pecker, back just far enough to keep the head in your lips.
Then when Vic shoves into you I want you to stay where you are, when he pulls out you go down on me, get it?” She understood. As soon as she drew off Len's thick rod Vic crammed himself inside her with a meat-slapping vengeance. She forced herself not to move or scream. As Vic pulled his cock from the depths of her rectum she pushed down to fill her throat with the throbbing shaft of Len's hot spike.
“That's it,” Len moaned. “You got talent, baby, real talent. Too bad you waste it on that sissy upstairs.” Vic shoved in and she pulled off Len. As Len withdrew she plunged her face back down on the cock. At every moment she had a prick running inside her, one stabbing her rectum into a painful series of electric shocks, the other battering her throat like a sledge hammer. David was dressed and grabbed every bit of paper he could find in his bedroom and dumped it into the wastebasket. Then he took one thing and tucked it under his belt-his flute. All his sheet music was in the wastebasket and with remorse he dropped the match onto it. The flames licked at the pages, smoke wisped from the stuffed basket. David jumped onto the chair and struggled his way up through the opening above. Then he pushed the plywood top back over the closet to make sure the smoke didn't flow into the beamed, dry part of the attic he was now in. With a jump down to the ceiling beams below David was free of his room. He knew exactly where to go-he had a plan. Above the garage was another small attic door, one used to shove pieces of lumber and rubbish out of sight for above-head storage. David dropped into the garage and brushed his long blond hair from his eyes. Just as he had figured, the door into the kitchen was unlocked. He was now inside the house and the moans of his poor sister could be heard coming from her bedroom. David swallowed the impulse to find a weapon and attack the two bastards-that was foolish and he knew the chances of his defeating them both, even with a weapon, were slim. He quietly moved into the hallway but didn't go to Dorothy's bedroom. He slipped into Vic and Len's messy room. Then he waited.
Vic's cock was being sucked from a million different directions by Dorothy's shuddering, trembling asshole. When he pushed in real deep he loved the way her buttocks flattened against his thighs, bulged their cool softness against his sweaty hips. He giggled over his foolishness, his letting her get under his skin. But now he was under her skin, way under, and it felt terrific! Len's cock was saturated with her saliva and each time she drew her crushing lips along the length it made him tingle with absolute pleasure. She sure could suck a mean cock, he told himself. This girl's mouth Right to be bronzed and hung up in some museum. “How ya doing?” Len asked Vic.
'Great,” Vic said. “Real great.” “I'll say. And we still got the rest of the week with her,” Len said. “Man, I'm gonna make up for lost time. You think we can take turns with her all night? You know, sleep with her and fuck her whenever we feel like it?” “Brother, tonight she's yours. You can go first without even flipping a coin.”
“Thanks, Len,” Vic said, as he jammed his pulsating shaft hard and deep. Dorothy groaned with pain, she was getting no pleasure at all. It was too much. Her painful, over-fucked body was numb everywhere, except for the frequent stings of her stretching rectum and raw, punished throat. “Hey?” Vic suddenly called out. “Do you smell smoke?” “Huh?” Len lifted his head up from the fog of bliss and made a heavy sniff. His eyes widened. “Yeah! Go see what it is!
See if that asshole upstairs has done something stupid!” Without thinking Vic tore his thick shaft from Dorothy's tender asshole. She growled with agony and felt the muscles of her rectum clamor with burning grief. Her pink-rimmed asshole popped wide open to let the broad head abruptly pass, then slammed shut with a violent collapse.
Vic only trotted as far as the bedroom door and stopped. He looked up the stairs and his mouth fell open. Thick streams of white smoke billowed from under the attic door. He spun around and yelled to Len, “Holy shit, he's started a fucking fire up there! There's smoke all over the damned place!” Len brutally whipped his cock from Dorothy's stuffed throat and jumped from the bed. She dropped onto her belly and cried tears of relief. “That stupid shit!” Len howled as he bounded up the stairs and shoved at the door. It didn't open, it was locked. Unconsciously he reached down to his pocket, but he was nude, the pants were in Dorothy's bedroom. “The keys, they're in my pants!” he yelled at Vic. “Get 'em from her room!” Vic dashed into the bedroom where Dorothy lay weeping and grabbed Len's pants. He jerked the keys from the pocket with a foul curse and ran back up the stairs. Len opened the padlock and shoved the door open. They burst into the room and were assaulted with the thick, billowing smoke.
“Open the window!” Len yelled. “I can't! It's boarded shut!”
Vic cried back. “Where's the damned fire? I can't see a fucking thing!” David flew from their bedroom and took the stairs in two leaps. He grabbed the door and pulled it shut then slammed the padlock in place. Grabbing the keys and stuffing them into his pocket he jumped down the stairs and into Dorothy's bedroom. She jerked her head up and let out a cry of happiness. “Get dressed! Quick! We've got to get out of here fast! It won't take long for them to figure out how I escaped!” Dorothy grabbed her small bag under the bed and hurried on her slacks and blouse while David pulled the fat wallet from the discarded pants of Len. He threw the wallet into her small case, grabbed her by the arm and said, “Come on, next stop is New York City!” “What about them? Won't they burn?” she asked.
“Burning's too good for them, they'll get out!”
“Goddammit that burns!” Vic howled as he stomped his bare feet onto the red paper embers Len dumped from the wastebasket. Len threw a blanket over the smoldering, urine-splattered mess and smothered it.
The flames stopped but the smoke still hung heavy in the air.
“Where is he?” Vic asked. “Shit!” Len was jerking at the door. “Shit! Dammit! He got out!” “What?” Together they lunged against the door and it strained with a screaming creak but didn't give way. They smashed into it again but the exertion caused them to breathe more heavily. Vic fell away in a gasping fit of coughing. Len spit and kicked the door, he forgot he was barefooted and smashed his toes brutally into the wood. “Ahhhh! Dammit!
Shit!” “Hey,” Vic cried, “look in the closet! There's a chair in there!” Len limped to the closet and realized how David had escaped. He screamed at Vic, “You were supposed to check everything!
You were in charge of making this room break-out proof!” “Aw, fuck you!” Vic yelled back as he jumped onto the chair. “I'm getting out of all this damned smoke!” David started the truck and backed it down the driveway with Dorothy sitting beside him. He screeched the tires and turned onto the road. “Where do we go now?” she asked.
“Straight to the train station. Every minute longer I'm in this town makes me sicker and sicker!” As they were speeding through town Dorothy grabbed David's wrist and quickly said, “Stop!”
“Stop? Why?” “There's Ted!” “Dorothy, we don't have time for goodbyes! Vic and Len will be on our tail any minute!”
“I know! I know,” she excitedly answered. “Just let me talk to Ted and we won't have to worry!” The sense she was making dawned on David and his foot slammed onto the brake pedal hard enough to throw the car into a tail spinning stop. Ted saw them and came running over. “What's up?” he asked. As Dorothy rolled down her window she whispered to David, “Let me handle this-it will be my pleasure.”



CHAPTER ELEVEN


David couldn't stop laughing as they pulled into the small train station and learned the next eastbound train would be by in ten minutes. They bought two tickets and plopped gleefully down onto the wooden bench on the platform next to the tracks. It was a clear, sun-shining day. “I don't believe you, sister. I just don't believe you,” David said with a voice full of admiration.
“Oh, come on, it wasn't that big a deal?” “Crying and sobbing on Ted's shoulder like that. Telling him how Len and Vic attacked you for no reason at all… and locked me up without food and water for days…” “That was all true…” David wiped the tears of laughter from his eyes. “Yeah, but did you have to tell Ted every exact detail? Where they assaulted you? And that business about Len and the carrots! That was just too much!” “Was it now?”
David slapped his knee. “And his expression, Christ, I thought his face was going to fall off! And after telling him all those horror stories you kissed him! Then told him we were going away for the rest of the week until the folks got back!” Dorothy shrugged. “Well, that was a little lie.” “And that you loved him and wanted nothing but him and now you didn't know if he'd ever want you again because of the filthy things they did to you! Jesus, he was close to tears!” “He's basically a very kind person. But I don't think he'll be kind to Vic or Len.” “Kind? He'll kill them! Man, I'd hate to be in their shoes right now!” “They deserve everything he gives them.” David grinned. “If I know Ted they'll have to get out of town real fast and real far.” “He won't let them get away,” Dorothy said with a happy giggle. “He promised to even the score didn't he? Ted's a man of his word.” David stood up. “I hear the train coming.” “Oh, good. What kind of seats did you get us?” “The best, sister. Only the best. We've got our own private sleeping room… it'll be a long ride to the big city.” She hugged his arm and inhaled the dry, hot air. “Boy, I sure won't miss this place,” she sighed. “What place? This is no place,” David added with a pill on her round bottom. Vic and Len had managed to hot wire their father's car and were speeding down the road in a search for David and Dorothy. “Where'd they go?” Vic asked.
“Damned if I know,” Len mumbled. “They stole everything, my keys, my wallet, damned near burnt the house down. When I get my hands on that skinny jerk I'll tear him into a hundred pieces!” “Okay, but where'd they go? Where are you going?” “Town! If they're not hiding out there we'll go look out at the lake!” “What about the train station? Think they might take off? You know, run away? Far away?” Len spit on the floor of the car and sneered. “Not them.
They ain't got the guts to leave this town! Shit, there ain't any place to go anyway. Naw, this is their home…” “Hey!” Vic cried as they entered town and saw Ted's convertible coming from the opposite direction. “There's Ted, maybe he knows where they went, he might have seen them.” Ted slowed his car down when he saw the frantic waves of Vic and Len. He pulled over and waited while they turned around and came back. His hands gripped the steering wheel with knuckle-whitening ferocity as they came closer and closer. His guts were in a knot, his throat bone dry, his pulse a jack-hammer in his veins. All he could think of was poor, innocent Dorothy at the hands of those two creeps. And carrots! Carrots! “Hey, Ted, you seen Dorothy or David anywhere?” Len called from his car window. “Pull over and get out,” Ted said with as much control as he could muster.
“I'll tell you where they are.” As their car pulled up in front of his Ted inhaled real deep, he felt a bubbling pleasure in his bowels, a thrilling excitement. The thrill of the hunt, the entrapment, the kill. He opened his car door and stretched his massive frame up onto his feet, heavily booted feet, feet with toes curled in anger and crying to feel the smash of screaming guts. Len was the first to come trotting up, grinning, giving Ted the usual look of admiration and respect. Vic was close behind. “You saw them?” Len asked. Ted inhaled again, he had never felt so great in his life.
For once he was going to crack some heads with a reason, this wasn't going to be any barroom brawl, no this was the kind of thing men like him dream of. This was revenge. His powerful fists roared out with the power of the train which was at that moment speeding Dorothy and David away forever. Their room was small, clean, intimate. Dorothy said she needed some rest and pulled the flip-down bed out. David yawned too. She giggled and opened her slacks. She wore nothing underneath, nothing but splendid, bare flesh with a curly mound of blond fuzz. The blouse was just as complete, it was the only cover on her large, jutting breasts with the ripe, succulent nipples poking out at David's watching, admiring face. She climbed onto the white sheets of the bed and stretched her languid, warm body. “I guess I'll have to buy all new clothes,” she said. As David slid his nude body in next to hers and kissed each beckoning nipple he replied, “Not for wearing around our apartment, no way.” She hugged his head down to her soft breasts and sighed, “A new wardrobe, a new apartment, a new city.” “A new life,” David answered as her sweet nipple flowed into his kissing lips. “Do you think they'll frown on us riving together in New York?” she asked. “Hah!” “After all, we are brother and sister, some people gossip and let their imaginations run wild.” “Fine,” David answered. “But won't they disapprove? Will they do anything?” she asked. “In New York City they do only one thing, they let you live your life the way you want. They don't have the time to worry about you, they worry about themselves.” “I think I'll like it there.” David's hand rested on her heated crotch. “And here? How would you like it here?”
“Only if you're in there with me.”
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